-Ninth Life-
Chapter Four: Assassins
by Havoc

“Assassination's the fastest way.”
- Moliere

S

With a stack of files and reader cards tucked underarm, Mari stepped onto the elevator in
the hall outside of her office. She checked th&aliglock on the panel above the floor buttongtelein
minutes until six, going by Cerelan time. A bitdathan she had expected to hear from the inteltige
division that Remy was ready for his interrogatibat not overly so. She did a quick calculatiomen
head. If it was almost six o'clock here on Cer¢hliaf meant the sun would soon be rising back on
Lirna. If she was efficient with her time, no mahan four hours, that would give her just enougteti
to finish questioning the human, write up her réparthe Cerelan Federal Police, and get clearance
from Deputy Director Medici to transmit a copy bback to the Royal Guards on the homeworld. She
would not make it to bed until well past midnighiit such things were quite familiar to her afteeiov
fifteen years in her line of work.

As she rode the elevator down to the fourth fldahe CFP headquarters building, she thought
back on her years of service to the Ascendancyl Mat been a member of the Royal Guards for
nearly her entire military career, drafted into #gency almost immediately upon her completion of
basic training. Mari had entered military servit®at eight years into the war with humanity, a enip
by training. She had uncommonly good eyesight, éoean Ailian, and especially in her darker blue
right eye. Though her short stature, nearly haffesier below average height for an Ailian, had beeen
stumbling block early in her career, she'd proversélf well enough to her superiors to be placed on
the Royal Consort's protective detail. Had shebeein forced into an officer's position due to thghh
casualties the Royal Guards took late in the waa veould have been well on her way to lieutenant's
rank in her own right. As it was, the rank of captaas fairly impressive for an Ailian of only thyr
seven years old.

However, Mari would have liked to have a more pgéstis job than liaison to the CFP. True,
she was very good at her work, but it seemed addler when considering that she had once pratecte
the Empress herself, and then the new Royal Cqormoee Empress Amani had taken a mate. Her job
was an important one, she knew, as she was th@fabe Ascendancy within the CFP, so there was
that. At least she had good people to work withmidns were made of strong stuff, as she had learned
quite well during the war, and her partner of l&gent Flynn, was one of the best she'd ever had.

“Kres'te me lea'n...,"she muttered to herself, rubbing her mismatched.eyhe was already



tired, but sleep would have to wait. She still laadt of work to do tonight. Best to get it donadiy,
and then she could refresh herself. The past fgw dad been trying ones indeed.
S

“You are being most intransigent, Mr. Remy,” Maaiids nearly an hour into the interrogation.
“Need | remind you of the deal you made with Agelyinn? We are offering you most favorable terms,
but they hinge upon your cooperation.”

Across the table from her, Marcus Remy crosseains and yawned dramatically. “Oh, yeah,
it's a great deal,” he said sarcastically. “I yelu everything you want to know, and in exchangetito
spend the rest of my life locked up in a cell. Feggnme if I'm not enthusiastic about that.”

The Ailian cocked an eye at him. “You will pardory pointing this out, but tvasyour idea in
the first place,” she said, trying to be reasonaBle was having some difficulty in maintaining her
composure. This human criminal was quite the fatistg one. “Surely life in prison is more appealing
than death?”

“Marginally,” Remy said. “Where's your partner, argy? I'd rather deal with her than
an...animal like you.”

Mari's jaw tightened for a second, and then shaxeal it with an easy smile. “So you have said,
many times tonight.” She got up from her chair Bedan slowly walking around the table. “Agent
Flynn has the night off for tonight. She thoughtiyoight enjoy the diversion of conversing with
someone else for a change, and | was most pleasdfit my services.” She came around so that she
was standing behind Remy, and placed her handsoshloiulder. “Now, | shall ask again: What
information do you have about fugitives hiding oer€lis? We shall pick an easy one to start. You had
contacts in the human government whom you usedwses for information. Give me some names.”

Huffing, Remy reached up and pushed her handyesdtibf him. “Don't fucking touch me,” he
snarled at her. “And when will you get it througbuy thick skull, cat? I've told you once, I've tgiou
a hundred times. People in my line of work dondlde names. We deal in contact information. The
people above me put money in my accounts, | tramegfehem to numbered accounts in exchange for
information. All | know about the people | got illiigence from is where they worked. | can't givaiyo
any names.”

“So you have said. Maybe | believe you, and maythe hot.” Mari walked back around the
table. “I am sure you have a good memory. Let ad stith the account numbers, the ones which can
be traced.” She sat back down and pushed the rgmecorder closer to him. “Start talking, before we
reconsider the deal we made.”

Remy rolled his eyes, but he seemed to senseehatak walking on thin ice. “Fine. But quit



threatening me, or I'll shut up and take what IWno the grave.” He looked down at the table. |

might remember a few account numbers. | saw the gamas more than a few times. One of them was
204-A-7895-Q3. Routing number was...I think it Wa&90-03-6. | have no idea which bank that is,
exactly. But that one belonged to someone in theNdMal Command. Must have been someone either
high-ranking or well-placed, because they got dwenty payments during the time | worked. If |

recall correctly, they were sent nearly five mitlialtogether before | left Cerelis.”

“Interesting,” Mari said, her ears perking up. $f@&de a notation in her files. “And this was
someone who was not, obviously, part of the fommekellion?” She got a nod from Remy. That was
news to her. So far, all of the people who had esecuted in relation to the war had been senming
open combat against the Ascendancy and the Uniasoms. This would be a juicy lead for the
intelligence people to run down. “This is more likeMr. Remy. What else can you tell me?”

“Well...” Remy hesitated, stroking his chin. A gstarted to form on his face. “I might have
something you'll like even more than that. | wagrst running and hiding these past ten years. Some
of my contacts were still active. What would yoy #d told you that the Pteryd Combine still
contacted me from time to time, using me as a reiddh for more current information?”

Mari felt a chill run unbidden up her spine. “I kmmothing of this,” she said. She narrowed her
eyes at Remy. If the Pteryd, the primary instigatoehind the rebellion in the Ascendancy, weré stil
soliciting intelligence, could that mean that tivegre actively working on plans for further hositdg?
There had been hardly a peep heard from the Psemgd the closing of the last war, apart from the
usual skirmishes that were to be had on the borfeallied space. As far as the Ascendancy and the
United Nations were aware, they had lost their aifgoor war for the time being. “Perhaps you can
elaborate on that.”

“If 1 do, what kind of guarantee will | get?”

The Ailian captain considered that for a momerftwthat you are saying is true, then you are
admitting to further acts of espionage againstthi#ged Nations, and the Ascendancy as well,” she
informed him. “Acts in which you are not currentiging charged. You realize that, as our deal
currently stands, any associated punishments are part of that, yes?”

“Oh, the thought had crossed my mind, believe mRerfhy said, chuckling. “That's what I'm
getting at. If | give you this information, I'm g to need to have some sort of promise of immuhity
will, after all, be giving you leads that have ayhigh value. And a more pressing need to be Idoke
into.” He leaned back in his chair. “Wouldn't yogree, oh Captain?”

Mari drummed her fingers on the surface of thegahlwould have to confer with my

superiors on that,” she reasoned. “We took a grelatit making the initial deal with you, after.dll



cannot guarantee that it would work a second tirB&g raised a palm to him. “All | can offer is tlifat
you tell me what you know, | shall pass the request can make no promises right now, but on my
honor | would do my best for you.”

The human gave a snort of mirth. “Oh, I'm incregitkeptical on the subject of Ailian *honor,”
he said. “That's not good enough for me. You'rengdmave to do better than that.”

“It will have to be good enough,” Mari growled atrh “I could walk away now. We know there
is something to look for. We can track it down et you, Mr. Remy.”

“But it would take a lot more time. And that's tipeu might not have. Wanna take that chance?
I'll be honest with you, | don't like your odds.i¥don't have any idea what kind of thing you'relidga
with, here.”

“l can gamble with the best of them, and-" Mari pad as she heard a quiet, warbling trill. The
sound was coming from the communication devicedddkto her coat pocket. She stood up from her
chair and pulled out the phone, checking the inognmumber. The call was coming from Deirdre. She
stepped away from Remy, facing the far wall ofititerrogation room, and hit the button to accept th
call. “This is Captain Ayalis. Go ahead, Agent Flyham in the middle of the interrogation.”

Remy watched the Ailian's back as she listenedesrphone. He couldn't hear the voice on the
other end of the line, but he could see her stiff@hatever was being said, it was making the fur on
the top of Mari's head raise, and he saw heresiing.

“Slow down, Agent Flynn, | cannot...” Mari pausedlisten again. “Say that again. What are
you...What was that?” She turned back towards Ramy,she raised a hand and waved it slightly, her
eyes widening as they flicked from side to sideh&hé are you now?......Hello? Agent Flynn!” She
stood stock still, her mouth open slightly, anditisbe looked at the phone. The call had been
disconnected.

“The hell was that about?” Remy demanded. He waldhari put her phone away and walk to
the door with quick steps. “Whatsa matter, catygoir tongue?”

“Be silent,” Mari snapped at him. She opened ther @md stepped out into the hall, slamming
the door shut behind her. The uniformed agent stgnalatch in the hall jumped in surprise. Mari
turned to him and jabbed a finger against his cl¥sti do not move from this spot, you understand?
Call the watch commander and have a tactical teannte the area of Main and River. Tell him there i
an agent that needs assistance, is that understood?

“l...1 got it, Captain, but what...,” the agentmsit@ered, but Mari was already down the hall and

getting into the elevator before he could finisk tpiiestion.
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Frustrated, Deirdre tossed her phone aside anddatsherself for forgetting to charge it up
after getting back from Mars. She looked back atédlwho was still managing to keep up with her
despite looking absolutely winded by the run. Tak girl was in good shape, but she wasn't used to
this sort of physical activity.

“Are y' alright, luv?” Deirdre asked her, lookinggt Alice to the alleyway behind them. The
Ailian who had been pursuing them was out of sifieiydre having gotten fairly far ahead of him
while she was on the phone with Mari. She reallgdtbthat the Royal Guard captain had managed to
hear her location before the call had dropped.

“l...I'm fine, Dee...,” Alice gasped. She was Hadht-over, one arm clutched against her side,
but she was still moving. For having to run in fanch heels, she was doing a marvelous job. “Th-
There's never a street cop around when you needsoitere?”

“That's th' truth...Help should be on th' way, tHaoking around, Deirdre spotted another side
alley. She could hear thumping footsteps behinthtted knew that would be their pursuer starting to
catch up. “Down this way, come on.” She took Akdeand and pulled her around the corner to the left
praying to God that it wouldn't be a dead end. Lwels on their side, and they ran about twenty yards
down the alley before hiding behind a dumpsterrddeireloaded her pistol, and kept Alice up against
the wall while she peered out around the edgeetithmpster.

The footsteps of the Ailian grew louder, and thexir@re saw an orange-and-black blur as he
dashed past the side alley they'd run down. Holtergoreath, she waited to see if he would double
back and check the entrance he'd passed, butdigdps grew quieter as he apparently continued
running. Deirdre let out a sigh of relief.

“l think we're all clear for now,” she mutteredAbce. “Let's wait here a bit, an' then we'll get
goin' again. Catch your breath.”

“Thank goodness for that,” Alice said. She was sting, her hair a mess as she tried to calm
down her breathing. Her hand was gripping Deirdightly. “Who was that? Why is he after you?”

“No idea,” Deirdre said, shaking her head. “Whenwere on Mars, th' folks who attacked us
were all human. An' besides that, they were alfteguy we brought back with us. They must not e to
pleased we got him back in one piece.” She loolesdk lout from the cover of the dumpster, and saw
the way was all clear again. “Come on, Alice.” $ihed to stand up, but was stopped by the other
woman's grip on her arm. Deirdre looked back at her

“You saved my life, Dee,” Alice said quietly. “I'tever, ever forget that.”

Blinking, Deirdre managed to smile a little at Héet's save that for when you're home safe,

yeah? We're not out o' it yet, luv.” She helpedythienger girl to her feet and then they set offkbac



down the alley together. Deirdre kept Alice behirad, her pistol up and ready for anything that righ
pop out at them. They crept to the end of the dltley'd come in, and she popped her head around the
corner to look. The coast seemed clear, so sh&liesl out. To her, it seemed foolish to go back the
way they came, so instead she went left to contimtiee direction they'd been heading before tugnin
down the side alley. This would put them out ondRi&ve, a street that ran roughly parallel to M&tn
until it curved and intersected with the thorougbfé&she'd told Mari they would be in the area ofrMa
and River, so hopefully she and other agents wbeldaiting for them there, or near to arriving, by
now.

“Come on, Alice, | think we're...Olfiickme!”

As they came out onto River Ave, Deirdre turnedhesad to the right, and was greeted by the
unfortunate sight of the Ailian who had been chasirem. He had been waiting at the alley's exit for
them to do just exactly what they had done. Hergrihat them both, and raised his gun hand. Deirdre
spun around and brought her gun up, firing off Ekjshot that went wild and spanged off of a street
lamp post. In the back of her mind, she heard scgsealing, but she was in full-on tunnel visiornvno
and couldn't tell where it was coming from. Shesbahad the presence of mind to shove Alice out of
the line of fire before she pulled the trigger ag&ier heart plummeted as she heard a depressingly
dull “click” from her sidearm. A quick glance sahet the slide was out of battery, a spent sheihgas
lodged in the ejection port, a classic stovepipe ja

Bloody hell, of all the-

Deirdre didn't even have time to finish her thougéfore she felt what seemed like a
sledgehammer pounding into her right bicep. Shespas to one side as her pistol fell out of hep,gri
and she knew she'd been shot. She'd been sho¢pefugn she was in the CFP's tactical division, but
those times she'd always had body armor coverinfrv® the waist up and down her upper arms. In
civilian clothes, she was completely unprotected, laer arm instantly felt like it was on fire. She
staggered and fell down behind a street parkingkkidhe agent kicked her legs to try to get further
behind cover, and she heard the boom of a secaridasla bullet thudded into the sidewalk right next
to her foot. She heard a scream that had to be Alleirdre gritted her teeth, trying to fight bdbk
pain.

A split second later, she heard a series of rapigigots followed by a few shouts, and then her
surroundings went eerily quiet. For a moment shgest frozen in place, and then she chanced a look
out from behind where she had fallen. The Ailiarolad attacked her was prone on the sidewalk, and
blood drenched the wall of the building next to hldaptain Ayalis was standing over him, one of her

feet jammed into the small of his back as she aineedRoyal Guard-issue short rifle down at his body



An armored van was standing in the middle of theetf the sliding doors on the side wide open as a
group of three uniformed CFP agents fanned outcandred the avenue with their submachine guns.

“Christ...,” Deirdre groaned. She pushed herselfoulper feet on her good arm. She walked
over to where Mari was, unsteadily. She could fieelblood streaming down her arm. “I've never been
so glad t' see you, Mari.”

Mari took her eyes off the fallen Ailian. “Are ydwrt, Agent Flynn?”

“I'll live,” Deirdre said. She knelt down to piclpther jammed pistol with her left hand.

“Not for long, with that wound,” Mari said, takiragcloser look at her. She looked back at the
other CFP agents. “Agent down over here!”

One of the tactical agents immediately slung hiapea over his shoulder and hurried over. He
made Deirdre sit down on the sidewalk and unclippéeéld trauma pack from a leg pouch. Deirdre let
him take her weapon from her hand, and then hegfoa soft tourniquet and wrapped it around her
arm near the shoulder, above the injury. She cleshtier teeth tightly, hissing in pain as he puited
brutally tight. With a pair of blunted medical ssss, he cut off her sleeve and then pressed aesqtia
thick gauze against the wound to help stop thedoftmwv.

“Bloody hell, that hurts!” she bit out. “Fucking ddamn jams...”

“Are there any more?” Mari asked her.

Deirdre shook her head. “I don't think so...| paeaown at a bar back on Main. | think there
were only two of 'em.”

She heard a quick tapping of footsteps, and theeA¥as down on the sidewalk next to her.
The agent who was tending to Deirdre immediatelygooiand out to try to grab her, but Deirdre
shoved his hand away before he could reach hercdlhgirl was looking at Deirdre with real concern
in her eyes.

“Dee, are you okay?” she said. Her eyes looked nyate she saw the bullet wound on her arm,
and she clapped over her mouth. “Oh my god...Ydau've been shot. Is she going to die?”

Matri blinked, taken aback by the young woman's sadappearance. “Who is this?”

“It's...er...” Deirdre fumbled over what to say fomoment. She suddenly realized that she was
surrounded by her fellow agents, and it probablybhdo't do to tell them that Alice was a prostitute
that she'd hired for the evening. But she coulry well say nothing. “She's a friend. We weréhat
bar together when those guys attacked me. | caulthody well leave her there.”

The Ailian looked at Alice for a moment, and thextk at Deirdre. “It is probably not a good
idea for her to remain here,” she said. “We doysdtknow if the area is secure. | will have an agen

take her home.” More cars were arriving, and thegee a lot more agents on scene, with more coming



every minute.

Deirdre gave Alice a reassuring smile. “I'll bedjhlice. Don't worry. I'll call later.”

Alice looked hesitant to leave, but she finallydgblainclothes agent lead her away and into a
car, which sped off from the scene. The agent @#irdre finished stabilizing her arm, and then they
both stood up while crime scene officers coverethepdead body.

“Where to now?” the uniformed agent asked Matri. pgital is kind of far from here. We could
take her back to headquarters. There's an ER agréloed floor. Wound looks like a clean through-
and-through but someone should look at it and piatgh right. We can't leave the tourniquet ontfmy
long.”

“That should be sufficient,” Mari agreed. Theyladlgan walking back to the van. “Once we
take care of you, Agent Flynn, | should get backitoRemy. | was in the middle of questioning him
when you called.”

In the excitement, Deirdre had completely forgotieout Marcus Remy. “Right y'are,” she
said. “How's that coming along, by th' way?”

They sat down in the van, and the door slid sHutspromising,” Mari said, nodding her head.
“Apparently, Mr. Remy was still quite active in teepionage business during his time on the run. He
has alluded to something that may be of extremeitapce. He was about to tell me of it when | left
him.” She pulled out her communicator to call aheadeadquarters, while the van began to move.
Deirdre saw her hold the phone to her ear for arfenents, and then Mari frowned. “The desk
officer is not picking up...”

Deirdre's brow creased as she also frowned. “Thdts’ she said. “There should be someone
on duty there twenty-four hours.”

“Indeed.” Mari hung up and tried the number agaiith the same result.

Deirdre felt a tingle at the back of her neck, almvly something occurred to her. “Two. There
were only two people after me.” Her eyes starteditten. “Doesn’ that strike y' as not enough people
t' send after a trained federal agent, 'specialth'imiddle of Cerelis' capital city?” She sat up
straighter in her seat. “How many people are oy dtutHQ right now?”

“There is the desk officer, the watch commanded, afew other uniform agents, and probably
some clerical personnel,” Mari said. Her ears flaup as the realization began to dawn on her ds wel
“Not nearly enough.” She pounded her fist againstglass window separating the passenger area of
the van from the driver. “Speed up. Get us badkemdquarters as fast as you can, and pull sonfe of t

agents away from the scene to meet us there.”
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Mari hopped out of the van with two of the unifoagents near the corner on which the
headquarters of the Cerelan Federal Police stobitk Weirdre remained inside with one of the
remaining agent and the driver. They sped off addte building, headed for the entrance to the
underground parking garage. The Ailian liaisonagfiand the human agents tucked against the front
wall of the building and began creeping towardsl#nge glass doors that led inside. Seconds behind
them, two unmarked SUVs pulled up to the corned, saveral plainclothes agents jumped out,
shouldering shotguns and patrol rifles. They capéouthe front of the building as well, and the
motley collection of agents bracketed the frontamte. Most of the lights in the main lobby seertoed
be off; not unusual at this hour of the evening.

With her captain's rank, though from another brasfalmiformed service, Mari was roughly
equivalent to a Supervisory Special Agent. She tackical command at once, and nobody questioned
it. The Ailian pointed to one of the uniformed atgnwho flipped on a light attached to his submiaghi
gun and aimed it through the glass door, playirgatam of illumination around inside.

“No one in sight,” he reported. “I can see the frdesk at the back of the lobby, but there's
nobody sitting there.”

“Very well,” Mari said with a nod. “We will enterromy count. Fan out and secure the lobby
area, then await further instructions.” Everyonddexd at her instructions. “Three...two...one...fow.

Mari and the other agent pushed open the doublesdand the rest of the agents rushed in
ahead of them. They spread out once inside, thepans pointed into the building to cover any
possible threats. No shots came their way, anddbeldn't see any movement in the beams of their
weapon lights. While the plainclothes agents cavéne lobby, Mari and her tactical agents made a
beeline for the front desk. As one of the tactagnts came around the desk, he knelt down on the
floor beside a body.

“Agent down,” he said. Mari looked at the bodywHs the desk officer, a younger agent from
the street patrol division. He appeared to have lsket twice in the chest from range, probably from
the door, and then once in the head from closeyeran

With it apparent that the main lobby was clear, iMaved up the plainclothes agents. “All of
you, check the rest of the first floor and makesgtie way is clear for other responding agents. You
two are coming with me.” She looked at the morevhea@armed tactical agents. “We will be
responding to the fourth floor, where the intertagarooms are. There is one logical target for
whoever has come here.”

*kkkkk

When the elevator doors opened onto the fourthr,fidari peered out into the hallway, looking



left and right. She was as quiet as she couldrmkshe heard no sounds of movement. The lights were
still on up here, and she didn't see anythingeeitWith her rifle tucked against her shoulder, she
emerged from the elevator. She and the other agedri% bother with checking the rooms as they
moved down the hall. They had a specific purposeiimd. A more thorough clearing of the building
could wait for later.

Further down the hall, Mari saw another body laitl @an the floor, crumpled against the wall
next to an open doorway. She knew without lookhmg it was the agent she had left guarding the
room that held Marcus Remy. Though she alreadyanadea of what she was going to find when she
entered the room, she paused at the door. Wite@apatory breath, she slipped inside of the
interrogation room, the other two agents hot onhesls.

Mari lowered her weapon as she looked inside. ®bewrrwas much the same as she had left it,
and not the same. Remy was sitting in the chathetable, but he was slumped over to one side. Ma
walked around to the opposite side of the tablelaokied at his face. His eyes were wide open, and
there was a neat little hole directly in the cemtehis forehead. One of the CFP agents came hprto
and pressed two fingers to the side of his neckfasmality; he was obviously quite dead.

“Po'krai me le tok...,”Mari cursed under her breath. She clenched hatsharound her rifle
until her fingers hurt. “It was all a diversion.All of her files were missing from the table asliwéust
looking around the room, there did not seem toryecdues as to who had been there. Maybe
something had been captured on the overwatch cantmrashe doubted it. This had been a
professional job, and surely whoever had donewtbisid have thought of that. The recordings would
either be erased or power would have been cuetoettording devices.

One of the agents with her touched the radio hitetifinto his ear. “Backup's on scene,” he
informed Mari. “They're sweeping the rest of théding.”

“They will not find anything,” Mari said. She shobler head, baring her teeth in frustration.
“Whoever did this will be long gone by now. | mursfiorm the director of what has happened. Do what
you must.” She whirled around and stormed out efrdom.

Hours later, Deirdre came into the morgue, locatethe lowest level of the headquarters
building. Teams of agents had thoroughly checkehyefloor of the building, and just as Mari had
predicted earlier, no trace of the intruders haghdecated. Her arm felt a lot better now. The agisn
medics had sealed her wound and given her a loestlaetic to help with the pain and swelling.
Luckily for her, the bullet had passed right throbdgirly cleanly, missing the bones. Her arm would
hurt like hell for a while, once the painkillers meooff, but they had assured her that she showdt he



relatively quickly and have no lasting effects.

Laying on three tables in the morgue were threedsogtill clothed and not prepped for
autopsy just yet. Mari was already in the morgtemding over the body of Marcus Remy on the
leftmost table. Next to him were the bodies ofAllen and the human who had attacked her outside
of the bar.

Deirdre walked up to Matri, looking over the thregpses. “Any idea who they are, yet?” she
asked her. She felt terrible. For one, she fedt difailure for not holding up her end of the dsred'd
made with Remy, terrorist though he'd been. Fotterdhing, now they had lost a prime source of
information for tracking down some of their mostnted fugitives. And that was to say nothing of this
new information that he'd alluded to before beiiligd.

“None,” Mari said. “It is the same story as the noenMars. No identification, and checks of
their biometrics have come up negative. They maghivell be ghosts.”

Deirdre smacked her right hand on the table be&®mgy, pain radiating up her arm despite the
drugs. “Damn it all,” she said. “Our witness de&do agents killed. | feel like a bloody incompetent
fool.” She rubbed a hand over her face, feelingaested all over again. “Any word from Medici or th'
director?”

“Not yet,” Mari said. “I think they are still in gltk. The Cerelan Federal Police has not been
attacked directly like this since during the w&lie looked over Remy's body. “If only | had been
allowed another hour to question him. Now we mayené&now what he knew.”

“It's all my fault,” Deirdre said firmly. “If'n | adn' had th' night off, | might've been here tphel
stop it.”

“Yes, or perhaps you would be joining the dead¢ Alilian said. “Do not blame yourself.
Someone clearly wanted Mr. Remy dead very badihdpes nothing could have been done to prevent
this. We will never know.”

“Maybe.” Deirdre walked around Remy's body, to fihet of the table. “What secrets were y'
hidin', Marcus...” She looked up towards his fagkere his eyes were still open and staring blaakly
the ceiling. Her eyes fell down to his feet. “Didi@ive much time t' buy new shoes while you were on
th' run, | see.” She tilted her head to the sifféhat's that?”

Mari frowned, coming around to where Deirdre wasding. “What is what?”

The red-headed agent pointed at the sole of Rdefl'shoe. “That.” She touched her finger to
the heel, where there seemed to be a small ind@emt&uriously, she dug her fingernail into the
groove, and heard a quiet click. As though it waing-loaded, the heel swung to one side, revealing

small compartment underneath. Fitted into the cotmgnt was a tiny little square of plastic.



Mari's tail twitched in surprise, and she reachwdtie tiny object, pulling it out and holding it
up in front of her eyes. She turned it over infiregers. One side was solid plastic, but the oside
had tiny, almost microscopic copper strips onThi$ is...a micro card,” she said.

Deirdre felt a thrill of excitement. “We couldn’ beat lucky,” she breathed. “What d' ya think
th' chances are that Remy had his information enittown?”

“We will not know until we have this analyzed,” Ma&aid. “But it is a good deal more of a
chance at learning what he knew than we thoughtade” She held the card in her furred palm. “We
must get this to the intelligence division. Remysvaafool if he did not encrypt whatever files are o

this card, and the sooner they can crack it, thieie



