-Ninth Life-
Chapter Three: Secrets and Innuendo
by Havoc

“Once you've lived the inside-out world of espioaagou never shed it. It's a mentality, a double
standard of existence.”
- John Le Carré

By the time Deirdre and Mari made it back to thacgport with their charge, the entire facility
was on lockdown. Apparently the agent's call todityehad done its job, because as soon as they
reached the entrance to the spaceport, they werbyneetactical team and several suited Cerelan
Federal Police agents, including Supervisory Spagant Goode. The civilian travelers at the
spaceport seemed thoroughly confused, and Deiddrelc't blame them. This was likely the most
excitement that the whole planet had seen in a gwaglwhile, at least since the end of the war.

“You made it,” SSA Goode said, as Mari and Deireingerged from their borrowed SUV with
their prisoner, Marcus Remy. Two of the Mars potaetical officers took custody of him and led him
into the spaceport to their awaiting transport,lestie human and the Ailian stayed behind. “l was
starting to get worried. You two are alright?”

“Fine,” Deirdre said shortly. Her jittery nervestime aftermath of the firefight had been
replaced by anger. “What th' bloody hell happerEu8 whole extraction was supposed t' be a secret!
Somebody leaked.” She didn't mean for her ton®tmd so accusatory, but she couldn't help it. She
was fired up now, and not only because she'd adtit kill three men.

SSA Goode looked abashed. “We're trying to figheg but, of course. Prosecutor Zhao's office
already has investigators headed back to the ptesorerview the staff there, and we have a team
securing the scene on the highway. A special scemstigation team is enroute from Earth to go over
everything there and see what we can learn.”

“I doubt they will find anything,” Mari said. Sheushed some red dirt off of her suit jacket. “I
took the liberty of examining the glove compartmantl center console of the vehicle we
commandeered. They are both empty. | suspect yaaple will find just as much with the bodies and
the third vehicle.”

“It still won't hurt to check.” SSA Goode lookedband, checking the area. On the street outside
of the spaceport, many passers-by were millingradpno doubt drawn by the heavy police presence.
“In any case, we'd better get you out of here. Vgaodt now, so | think we can kiss the secrecy
goodbye. Get Remy back to Cerelis. It'll be a &festhere, at least. I'll hold down the fort hansl
contact Deputy Director Medici with anything wered



Once everyone was secure aboard the transportlifieelyoff in a matter of minutes and
quickly left Mars' atmosphere, getting underwayresy traveled out of the gravity well. Deirdre stedy
up in the cockpit with their pilot until they wesafely in hyperspace, and then she walked back into
the passenger areas. Mari was seated in the coraraarof the compartment, in a seat just outside of
the door to a cabin where Remy was being kept whég were traveling.

“Well, excitin' day, yeah, Mari?” Deirdre askedtisig down heavily in a seat of her own. She
unholstered her sidearm and placed it on a snia# fa front of the chairs, retrieving a small kihm
a compartment underneath so that she could begamiclg the weapon.

“Indeed,” Captain Ayalis agreed. She watched idlD&irdre took apart her weapon and began
swabbing the components with a solvent. “It is luake were prepared for trouble, even if we did not
expect any.” She jerked her head towards the cldsedbehind which Remy was being kept. “Our
prisoner is not happy. He almost did not allow mé&end to his minor injuries.”

Deirdre grimaced. “He'll get over it,” she saidnflgonna have a chat with him in a mo'. Th'
deputy director wanted me t' interrogate him &littefore we arrive. Get an idea o' what kindal inée
can provide. This whole thing better have been hvibrt

“Shall | assist you?”

“Sit in if'n ya want,” Deirdre said, drying the psuof her weapon before beginning to put it
back together again. “But | think | can handle hitwve dealt with th' likes o' him before.”

Once her task was complete, Deirdre replaced hapareand got up from her seat. She went to
the door to Remy's cabin and opened it, steppisigén Mari followed her in. The cabin was furnished
lightly, with a bed, a chair, and a small attachsaim with basic facilities inside. Remy himself was
lying on the bed, and he looked like he was feigrsleep. His wrist was cuffed to a small rail dtedt
to the wall next to the bed. Deirdre walked upito &nd lifted her leg, nudging his hip with her foo

“Get up you,” she ordered him. “I got a few quessd

Sighing, Remy opened his gray eyes and slowly galtie looked even rougher than before.
Several bandages were covering parts of his faszente'd been cut by broken glass, and he had a
sizable bruise on one cheek from being forced diowanthe floor of the CFP car during the earlier
fight. “Can't a guy get a decent hour or two oftséiye?” he asked. “This is the first time | havér@en
in a dank prison cell in almost a week.”

Deirdre scowled and took a seat in the chair, teegte bed. “This ain't a pleasure cruise,
Remy,” she reminded him. “You're headed back $grisoon as we get to Cerelis, an' I'm not in th'

business of providin' comfort to arrestees.”



Mari crossed her arms, remaining standing whilelsaeed against the wall next to the door,
keeping her head bowed slightly so her ears wooldrush the low ceiling of the ship. The feline
alien regarded Remy impassively, and he sparedrecglto her. She blinked at him, but chose not to
speak. Remy sneered at her. With another casu, hfari gradually bared her sharp teeth at hind, an
let a low, intimidating growl escape her lips. Theman prisoner's eyes widened a bit and he seamed t
shrink a little.

“l told you | wasn't answering any questions um@ make it to Cerelis,” he said, looking back
at Deirdre. “Or did you forget our little deal?”

“I remember,” Deirdre said. She reached into hekpband pulled out a small recorder, hitting
the button to start it up and placing it on the.B@gh' I'm stickin' to it. I'm not interested in \ah
happened durin' th* war right now. What | waninidbW is what you've been up to since then. How did
you stay hidden for so long?”

Remy narrowed his eyes. “Hm...Fine. | guess tlok&y. Not like it will be useful to you
beyond satisfying your curiosity.” He leaned backtlee bed, the handcuff chain clinking as he
adjusted his position. “You've already got the répof how | left Cerelis. Killed three CFP agemtiso
were between me and my exit ship, and then | goh#il out of there. Seems like you're more skilled
than those scrubs. Guess the feds upped theimgastandards since then, huh?”

Agent Flynn smiled at his efforts to get under $lan. “Before my time, Marcus,” she said. “A
good try, though. If you're lookin' for some sadidion, y' won't find any from me. Go on.”

“Whatever. After | left Cerelis, | had a few contaon Earth who put me up for a few weeks
while | figured out where to go next. Don't botlwing to find them.” Marcus gave a little smile laf
own. “They're dead.”

“Dead?”

“I don't like leaving witnesses behind me. 'Nufidsabout that.” Remy looked up at the ceiling,
as though he was looking back through time. “Evéh e war over, | still had some people in human
space and in the Ascendancy who could provide rite n@sources. Don't ask me who, | don't know
their names. All | had were comm numbers and sameynous net mail addresses. | bounced from
here to there in the UN and the Ascendancy. | nstared anywhere for more than a month if | could
help it.” He glanced over at Mari. “I even spenweek on Lirna. God, that place is a fiery hellhdle.
was glad to get out of there.”

Mari cocked an eye at him. “Impressive to not henfibthere,” she said. “There are not many
humans on Lirna anymore. Many of the former slavere repatriated to their home colonies.”

“Can't blame them. Lirna's not exactly a 'happyeléor most humans.” Remy smirked.



“Anyway, that's about it. | went from place to paor the last ten years. Not a very comfortaliks li
but hey, it was better than the alternative, amadn't too keen on joining any of my former comsade
in their flight to the Pteryd Combine. | like thaseg freaks even less than | like you cats.” He
shrugged. “Thought | could finally settle down orafd for a while. Figured the heat had died down
enough to make that doable. Guess | was wrong.”

“Guess you were,” Deirdre said. “That's it, then?”

“For now. Sorry to disappoint you, lady. The lifeaofugitive isn't as exciting as you might
imagine.” Remy closed his eyes again. “How aboat sheep, now? Everything else you want to know
is gonna have to wait until we get home.”

Shaking her head, Deirdre reached over and pickeatleirecorded, switching it off. She stood
up from the chair and headed for the door. “Finawwie. But you'll be a lot more cooperative when we
get t' Cerelis, if y' know what's good for you.”

Remy waved a hand dismissively as she and Mariedatkit, closing and locking the door
securely behind them.

One thankfully uneventful day later, the transpbip emerged from its last hyperspace jump
and entered orbit around Cerelis. Once they'd vedehe proper clearance from spaceport control,
they descended to the planet's surface and landedecure area of the main port in the capital of
Tranquility City. Deirdre heaved a sigh of a relgtien they touched down, glad to finally be done
with the tedium of spaceflight. While the pilot $hine ship down and secured everything in the
cockpit, she and Mari prepared Remy to disembarkikel on Mars, they left his feet free of shackles,
instead cuffing his hands in front of his body. ¥lfited him with a thick, heavy protective vesheo
that would stop the rounds of most weapons, inolgidholts from an energy weapon, though those
were far less common than traditional guns. Thesewetaking any chances with him, not after the
incident on Mars.

When the pilot gave them the okay, they walked Rdown the boarding ramp and out onto
the landing pad. They were met there by a squanhibddrmed CFP agents, who escorted Remy into a
waiting armored vehicle. Together, they were transu through the streets of the city at a rapitepa
past skyscrapers and down numerous side roadgheyilrrived in an enclosed garage attached to
Cerelan Federal Police headquarters. At that pDieitdre and Mari left Remy in the other agents’
custody and took an elevator up to one of the lmgrg, where the office of the deputy director was
located. The two of them waited for only a shartdiuntil they were shown in by the deputy direstor'

secretary.



Deputy Director Medici was at his desk looking oseme files, and his head came up as the
two women walked in. “Ahh, SSA Flynn, you're backé looked at Mari. “And Captain Ayalis, good
to see you again, as well.”

“Director,” Mari said.

“Please, sit, both of you,” Medici said, gesturtoga pair of chairs. “Nice job bringing Remy
back. I've read the report from SSA Goode about Wwhppened on Mars. Sounds like you handled
yourselves well.”

Deirdre smiled a bit. “Weren't expectin' such adseff when we got there,” she said. “Seems
like some people didn' want us bringin' Mr. Remynieo’

“Somewhat of an understatement...,” Mari murmueedshe took a seat and folded her hands in
her lap.

“Yes, it seems like we failed to account for justshbadly some people would want him out of
the picture. The information he has must be resdipething.” Deputy Director Medici stacked up his
files and stowed them away in a drawer next to Hitis. actually convenient you came in just now. |
have a call holding that you'll want to sit in ollé tapped a button underneath his desk, and d ipane
the wall of his office slid aside to reveal a coraoneen. The screen brightened to life.

When the display stabilized, the image resolved antvaist-up depiction of an Ailian female.
With black fur and a plain uniform to match, sheda#&or an imposing figure, which was also due in
no small part to the gleaming, mirrored patch cimgewhere her left eye would have been. The look in
her remaining gold-yellow eye more than made ugHerlack of one, as she had a strong, fierce air
about her. Deirdre had met the leader of the LifRagal Guards one time, years ago, during an
assignment that took her to the Ascendancy, anavasesvery bit as impressive as she recalled.

The Ailian folded her arms over her chest. “Dephisector,” she said, in lightly accented
English. “Finally. Is long time you make me waibwhave good news, yes?”

“My apologies, Commander Me'lia,” Medici said. “Tikayou for your patience. Some bad
news, actually, but a little good news as well.”IBieked to the side. “For starters, Captain Ayafhsl
SSA Flynn have just arrived back from Mars.”

Aria Me'lia looked to the side slightly, to whereiBdre and Mari were sitting, and the barest of
a smile crossed her feline face. “Ah, is good newear you have trouble on Mars.” She waved a
hand at Mari. “Well?”

Mari nodded. “Yes, Commander,” she said. “AgentiAland myself managed to retrieve the
wanted human terrorist, Marcus Remy, from wherevag being held in prison. There was some minor

difficulty on the part of the federal prosecutomiegotiating his release, but nothing that Agegnhfl



was not able to handle. However, while we weregangit with the prisoner, we were accosted by some
armed humans.”

The commander's eye narrowed. “But return withqmes, yes?”

“Barely,” Deirdre said. “It was a near thing. | ajlad Mari was there, or we might'nt have
made it out alive. But we got th' greasy buggekbamme, mostly in one piece.” She got the usual
wince from Medici for her rough language, but akl@d amusement from the Ailian.

“Is good. Mari is best in Royal Guards, yes?” Sheakled. “| sometimes sorry she work on
Cerelis. But good news is good. What is bad new&®lia looked back to the deputy director.

“I'll send you the full report later, Commander,’ehlici replied, “but the short story is that we
haven't had much luck identifying the men behireldattack on Mars, or who might have sent them
there. | find it unlikely that they initiated thé&ack on their own behalf.” He shrugged. “Not ty saat
we haven't hadnyluck. We managed to get a positive ID on one efabsailants. Boris Nedbalek.”

Deirdre sat up a little straighter. “I know thatm&a Paid assassin, yeah? I'd heard he was killed
on Europa three years ago.”

“That's what we thought,” Medici agreed. “He wemtrtork as a hit man for the Czech mob on
Earth when peace broke out, but went rogue whendpeRations broke his organization up. He's a
former operator for the Spetsnaz. Was, | should Hag two bullets you put in his chest will make
finding work a little harder for him, Agent FlynnMedici gave her a grim smile. “We still haven'ebe
able to identify his companions, but we're sendimegr biometrics to all the security services amal t
military. | imagine we'll get a few matches evetiyua surprising number of former soldiers have
found their way into organized crime in some fashoo another.”

“So needless to say they were probably hired bplgeehom Mr. Remy used to work for or
with,” Mari surmised.

“That's a safe bet,” Medici agreed. “Which makeging the culprits all the harder. | doubt they
even knew who Remy really was. They were probaldyfold that a prisoner was going to be
transported and were instructed to kill him and exer was with him.”

“And how they even know that?” Commander Me'lia wered.

“That's got me beat,” Deputy Director Medici admitt He leaned back in his chair, rubbing his
face with one hand. “The only people on Cerelis whew what was going down were myself, the
director, SSA Flynn, and a couple of other peopleur intelligence division. On Mars, it was only
SSA Goode, Prosecutor Zhao, and the prison's waaskeheven he only found out about it a few hours
prior to the pickup. And, of course, you and Cap#aialis knew about it. | can vouch for everyone on

my end except for the warden, and | can't imadmeddéak coming from him since he wouldn't have



had enough time to set up the hit.”

“Was not me or Mari,” the Ailian commander insistéd/ant Remy alive as much as you.”

Medici shook his head. “Wouldn't dream of suggegtiou were behind it,” he assured them
both. “But the leak came from somewhere, and iitsedy possible that it was gleaned from
communications intercepts rather than an actualgpeWe encrypt as much as we can, but our tech
comes from private firms, like any other governmagé¢ncy's do. The codes are breakable with enough
work, and there was enough lead time prior to fheration for someone to have figured out what was
going on. We'll keep looking into, of course.”

“Could be Remy himself might have an idea,” Deirdagd. “He an' | made a deal that he'd tell
us everything he knows once back on Cerelis. Hglsd us all th' info he has on remaining fugisiye
an' in exchange...” She paused here. She suddanBmbered that she hadn't exactly told the deputy
director about the deal she'd made with Remy. “Wellexchange, | told him we'd take capital
punishment off th' table.”

“You what?” Medici sputtered, abruptly standingfupm his chair. He thumped both of his
hands on the table. “You didn't. You had no autiydd make a deal like that, Flynn! He's a spy and
murderer, and those are offenses that call foddath penalty. The director is going to have ogesas
for this one...”

Commander Me'lia looked displeased as well. “Engpved not like, either.”

Mari shot Deirdre a look that clearly said “I toldu so”, but Deirdre ignored it for now. “It was
th' only way, sir,” she said. “He wouldn' agretalk if death was an option. It makes sense, siryau
know it does. Gettin' th' info he has is more intaot. We've made that deal with people like Remy
before, an' so has th' Ascendancy.”

“And those deals were made with the full cooperatbbour agencyndthe federal prosecutor's
office,” Medici shot back. He sat back down, trytiegcompose himself. “I just hope you're confident
that Remy will stick to the agreement. If he hasidden change of heart and decides not to talkieyou
in it deep.”

Deirdre stiffened and raised her head slightly6éluldn' have made th' deal if | wasn't sure of
it, sir. Remy will talk. He's facing th' needleh¢ doesn’, and a man like him is concerned with sel
preservation. He'll do whatever he can t' makehbapen.”

“For what it is worth, Deputy Director Medici, | ege with Agent Flynn,” Mari said calmly.
“Remy has taken great pains to stay alive for @& fen years. He is not the sort of person to gjve
on that, not if he can find a way to survive. liee¢ he will talk.”

Medici regarded her for a few minutes, and thesigked. “Fine. You both seem convinced. I'll



do what | can to straighten it out with the directéle pointed a finger at both of them. “But yoetter
pray for a good conclusion. If Remy's intel doekgdtd to something, we're in trouble.” He rubbegi hi
face again. “That'll be all for now. The commanded | have a few things to discuss in private. Mou'
dismissed for now. Remy should be being debriefedus intelligence division right now. As soon as
they're ready, | want the two of you talking to hi@et whatever you can out of him as quickly as
possible. That's all.”

Out in the hallway, with the office door closed wety behind them, Deirdre and Mari both felt
the pressure from what had just occurred. They edathgether to the elevator and back down to street
level, coming out into the bustling midday sidewtilikffic. Deirdre fished out a much-needed cigarett
while Mari stood a ways off, to keep out of her &0

“Well, that could have gone much worse,” the Ailizaptain allowed.

“Coulda gone better, too,” Deirdre said, with agaxhale. She leaned back against the
building, kicking the toe of her shoe against thggment. “I don' think my boss was too chuffed with
what | did. Ah well...l been in trouble before.”

Mari nodded. “Indeed. At least we are still alive.”

“True,” Deirdre said with a little laugh. “Least negreer is th' only thing in danger o' dyin’,
now.” She took another drag of her cigarette. Weat. | think I'll head back t' my place an' redax
little. Not much else for us t' do, now, is theM&t 'til they're through debriefin® Remy, anyway.”

“You are right about that,” Mari said. She clasjped arms behind her back. “I will return to my
office and prepare for the interview. | imagine yhd not sleep much on the flight back?” She reegiv
a nod from Deirdre in return. “You never do. Take hight off. | shall handle the preliminary intemw
tonight, and you can come in with me in the mortiing

Deirdre felt a huge relief wash over her. “You'rdadl, Mari,” she said. “I feel like | been
runnin' nonstop for a week. | owe ya one.”

“More than one, | think. Sleep well, Agent Flyniari turned around and headed back into the
building.

Deirdre considered hailing a cab for the ride backer apartment, but changed her mind and
began walking. She felt the need to stretch hex &tgr being cramped up in the ship for a dayie ti
As she walked, she thought about what to do withuhexpected evening off. As tired as she was, she
didn't feel like she could handle more than a igy. mind was a whirl of thoughts, about Remy, about
what had happened on Mars, and about who could e behind the attack. Obviously, logic

suggested it would be someone in the old rebelliba Remy had been associated with, but that list of



suspects was still a mile long even after ten yehesrests. Too much for one agent to figure ant
there was slim chance of making any progress ti@yl got more information from the man. What
Deirdre needed was something to take her minchoffys and refresh herself. She thought she knew
just the thing.

Fishing out her phone, Deirdre dialed a numberlidted it to her ear. After several rings, the
person on the other end picked up. “Alice? Hello, It's Dee. Yeah, made it back in one piece. Busy
this evening? I've had a devil of a time, an’ lldatse some company. Drinks tonight? You know th’
place.” She paused for a few seconds. “Soundsylo8ek ya there 'round seven. Cheers, dearie.”

That evening, just a few minutes past seven o'clDelkrdre was seated at a streetside table
outside of one of her favorite bars on the maimahghfare through Tranquility City. The bar was a
fairly quiet one, especially on a weekday nighthwnost of the outside tables empty. Deirdre liked
because it had a fancy air while remaining affolelalith glasstop tables outside and a waist-high,
decorative rock wall surrounding the seating a&ee had a glass of her favorite whiskey in front of
her, half-empty, and she tried to keep herself fobvacking her watch for the seventh time. She was
dressed casually, in a pair of slim leggings astig, with a jacket to keep the evening breezmfro
chilling her. After getting back to her apartmeatler in the day, she'd had a shower and a nap of
few hours that had done wonders, and then shetdrgdtessed and headed out. About now, Mari ought
to have been sitting down to interview Remy, buir@re wasn't concerned about that. As much as she
would have liked to be in that interview room, &mew that Mari could handle it just as well as she
could. The matter was in good hands.

Glancing to one side, Deirdre felt her heart juraslae finally saw Alice walking down the
street towards the bar. The younger girl lookedageous as always, with her blonde hair tied ack
a ponytail. She had on a pair of scandalously kigirts, tight to her body, and a thin-strapped sxou
covered by a midriff-length jacket. She caught Dieis wave, and waved back with a smile, coming
right over and having a seat at her table.

“Hello, Dee,” she said sweetly, leaning in for ttiss that she knew was coming. “Good to see
you back. | was surprised to hear from you so sbtitought you weren't supposed to be back until
next week.”

“Th' trip took a lot shorter than | thought it walil Deirdre said. She placed her hand on top of
Alice's on the table. “Glad you were free.”

“Been a slow few days,” Alice said with a littleuigh. “I was getting kind of bored at home,

actually.” The waiter approached them, and Alicgeoed a martini, her usual when she and Deirdre



met like this. “So, nice trip?”

“Eventful,” Deirdre said. “We ran into some troulde Mars. That's why we came back so
quick, actually.”

“Oh, tell me all about it!” Alice said, leaning foard with genuine interest. “You know | love
hearing about your work, Dee. Was it really quiteigng?”

Deirdre nodded as the waiter came back with Alidatsk, and she took a sip of her own.
“Yeah, well, it was fairly rough, actually. We wemiit there t' bring back a wanted man. Almost didn’
make it back alive.”

Alice covered her mouth with one hand. “You didygt hurt, did you?” She immediately
scanned up and down Deirdre's body as though angdésr signs of injury. Deirdre laughed.

“I'm fine, luv,” she assured the other woman. “Theras a bit o' shootin’, but | came outta it
alright. Bloody nerve-wracking, though. An' | deven know if it was worth it. We're hopin' th' fa\
we brought back has some good information thallh lus.”

“I'm sure he will,” Alice said. “But you've got thaght off? | guess someone else is talking to
him right now?”

“Mm-hm, he's back at headquarters. My partnerterimewin' him. Hopefully I'll know soon
how it all went.” The red-head lifted her glassatieg the musical sound of the ice clinking. “ldik
your outfit, Alice.”

The call girl propped her chin up on one hand,ihgft little. “Do you think so? | dunno. |
think it covers up too much. | like...ah...showmgttle more skin, you know?”

Deirdre felt a little thrill rise in her chest &at. Her thoughts were immediately overcome by
memories of previous evenings she'd spent witheAlbnd she remembered just how lovely she looked
when she was showing a little more skin. “Righang, luv...If I had it my way, ye'd not have adtibn
y' right now.”

A sly smile spread across Alice's face. “But then'gt have to arrest me for public indecency,
miss officer-of-the-law. And you'd be aiding anctimg, so you'd have to bring yourself in as well.
She leaned a bit lower, affording the girl acrdsstable a clearer glance down her blouse. She'twasn
wearing a bra. “But then, you've shown me befone gon't care much for decency.”

Deirdre shuddered slightly. “Damn girl...you do iagn thick, don't you? Can't wait t' get you
home with me...” Her ears perked up as she hearddbp rumble of an engine, coming from a car
somewhere down the road. “Someone likes t' show off

Alice rolled her lovely blue eyes. “I hate peoplelthat. There's this guy | meet about once a

month, right? He's got this gorgeous sports cdrhbuloes nothing with it except roar the enging an



show it off. Ugh...” She lifted her glass and sigae her martini. “Can't stand him. Our engagements
are always as short as | can manage them.”

“Right...” Deirdre smiled as she looked down thest. The car that was making the noise was
coming into view, a long, wide-bodied dark sedakela lot of vehicles of its size and power, the
engine was loud. She watched as the car pulled thgetcurb outside of the restaurant across the
street., and then she looked back at Alice. “Sall ste head back t' my place? An' this timarg’'
spendin’ th'...” She glanced back over at the saha heard one of the doors open. The unusueliy la
size of the vehicle was explained as a tall, brstaalildered Ailian with gray fur got out of the back
passenger area, accompanied by a human gettirgd the other side. Deirdre wasn't sure why she'd
bothered looking over again, until she saw thaenéelock eyes with her and raise his right arm. Hield
his hand was a fearsome looking handgun of Ailiesigh.

Instantly, Deirdre reached over and grabbed Alisle®ulder, eliciting a yelp of surprise from
the other woman as she pulled her out of her @radronto the ground. Just in time, too, as theaAili
fired a shot in their direction that shatteredrdlative calm of the area. Bar patrons around them
screamed and dove for cover as the Ailian firedragand Deirdre jerked as she felt glass from te b
window falling around her.

“Come on!” she yelled over the noise, grabbing &Abchand and pulling her along as she ran to
the side, heading for a spot along the far walé 8bve behind the wall, bringing Alice down withrhe
as a bullet struck the ground at their feet. “Y¢dt?”

Alice was shaking madly, her eyes as wide as saubat she managed to nod her head. “I...1
think I'm okay...”

Deirdre could still hear people yelling, and shg thio her jacket and drew her pistol from the
holster at her shoulder. “Christ, twice in two d2lyshe said with some incredulity. She chancedhk lo
up over the top of the low wall. The Ailian wadlsidvancing towards them, and she could see the
human who'd arrived with him circling around to eoat them from the other side. He was armed with
a short-barreled machine pistol of the compacestgkried by security officers. “Stay down, Alice.”

Deirdre ducked back behind cover for a moment,thad she popped back up and shot at the
Ailian. He reacted immediately, returning a shohisf own as he moved behind a parked car. The
human raised his weapon and fired a burst at ker, fter head and into more of the bar's windows.
Deirdre shifted her aim and shot three times winavas still moving, missing with her first two $ho
but striking a glancing blow on his arm with th&dhHe gave a sort of shrug and set his teeth shed
ducked down once more as his aim improved. Onkeofdunds whizzed right past her ear and hit one

of the metal chairs, and Deirdre felt a sting asléfe arm was peppered with bullet fragments.



We can't stay herashe thought to herself. Deirdre looked at Alicepwvas white as a sheet and
curled up in a ball. She needed to get her oueoé.H'Wait 'til | say so, then run with me!” Shetgo
little squeak and a nod from Alice. Deirdre shudflew past her until she reached the edge of the wa
and then she leaned out. The human was going downet knee near the bumper of a delivery truck.
She pushed her gun hand out and caught him indtesssand pressed the trigger back three times. A
group of shots that would have made her acadenryaters proud landed right in the center of his
chest, and he fell onto his back as his gun clkdteut of his hand. “Alice, now! Come on!”

The two woman got up to their feet, Alice totteradgttle in her fright, and they began running
as fast as they could down the sidewalk. Lookintklzaver her shoulder, Alice saw the Ailian breaking
cover as well, pausing momentarily to look at liéeih comrade before he gave chase. He was fast, bu
Deirdre had a good lead on him. As soon as sheheadpportunity, she grabbed Alice's hand and
pulled her down a side street, nearly sprintingtesdragged the other woman along with her.

“Where are we going?” Alice asked, gasping for tress she ran.

“Well, we're bloody well not waitin' 'round herelDeirdre answered her. She let go of Alice's
hand and pulled her phone out of her pocket. Siledliand held it up to her ear as she ran. “Come

on...Come on come on, pick up...”



