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​The Shape of Silence
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The Blue Moon wasn’t built for mornings.

Merry stood behind the polished bar, cradling a mug of synth-coffee in both hands, her gaze sweeping over the club’s empty expanse. Shadows lingered in the alcoves where dancers had pressed against each other hours earlier, the air still faintly clinging to the scent of sweat, smoke, and too-sweet perfume. The central dance floor now lay silent, its holograms powered down, leaving only the scuffed black tiles beneath the dim, flickering neon strips that lined the walls.

Above it all, the colossal blue orb that gave the club its name hung motionless, refracting faint, broken light over the rows of empty booths and forgotten glasses. The haze of dry ice had long since dissipated, leaving the air feeling thin and hollow, like the club itself was trying to catch its breath.

The Blue Moon never truly shut down, not completely. Damien wouldn’t hear of it. The front doors technically locked for a few hours after sunrise, but regulars too drunk to stumble home and night-shift workers looking for a quiet drink between gigs still trickled in, giving the club a faint, sluggish pulse even in daylight.

This morning, though, it was quieter than usual. The cleaning drones whirred softly as they glided across the sticky floors, and the sound system emitted a faint, staticky hum, as if the speakers hadn’t yet recovered from the night’s pounding basslines.

Merry leaned against the bar, absently rubbing at a crack in the lacquered surface with her thumb as she sipped her coffee. It was the cheap, bitter kind Damien kept behind the bar for staff use. Barely drinkable, but caffeinated enough to make up for a sleepless night. Her eyes flicked toward the booth in the far corner, where Damien himself was slouched over a datapad, his face lit in faint blues and greens.

“Don’t you ever sleep?” Merry asked, her voice cutting through the quiet like a knife.

Damien glanced up, his dark eyes narrowing slightly. “Pot, kettle,” he muttered, before returning his attention to the datapad.

Merry huffed softly, taking another sip. She hadn’t slept. Not properly, anyway. She never did after shifts like last night’s, when the air had practically crackled with tension. The city was brewing something; she could feel it. The Red Tails, the gang that had once claimed Cowbridge’s west district, and had tried to attack Rook in the Blue Moon a few months ago, had been uncharacteristically quiet for weeks now. Too quiet.

And Cardiff wasn’t the kind of city that stayed quiet for long.

Merry’s gaze drifted toward the main entrance. From her position, she had a clear view of the doors and anyone who stepped through them. Habit, she supposed. Watching entrances and exits had been drilled into her for so long it was second nature now. 

The faint creak of boots on metal made her glance up. The steps were deliberate, familiar. The tread of someone who knew exactly where they were going.

“Early start?” Merry asked as Gavin stepped through the doors.

Gavin grinned, slinging his jacket over his shoulder as he approached the bar. “Could say the same about you,” he shot back. “Don’t you ever sleep, Merry?”

“Not if I can help it,” she said dryly, setting her mug down on the bar.

Gavin slid onto the stool beside her, his cybernetic eyes gleaming faintly in the dim light. “What’s the excuse today? Restless night? Nightmares? Or are you just waiting for trouble to come crashing through that door?”

“Trouble doesn’t wait for an invitation,” Merry said. “It knows where to find me.”

Gavin chuckled, picking up one of the empty glasses left on the bar and turning it idly in his hands. “Fair point. So, what’s the plan for today? Or are we killing time until someone bursts in screaming about a problem only you can solve?”

“Leanna wants to hit Fishponds Market,” Merry replied. “Says we all need a day out.”

Gavin arched a brow. “Leanna wants a day out? What, like... a fun day out?”

“That’s the idea,” Merry said with a shrug.

“Since when is Leanna a fan of ‘fun’?” Gavin asked. “Is this a trap? It sounds like a trap.”

“She’s worried we’ll starve to death if she doesn’t personally supervise our nutrition,” Merry said dryly, finishing her coffee.

“Ah,” Gavin said, nodding sagely. “So it’s not about fun. It’s about control. Makes more sense.”

Merry glanced toward the clock mounted on the far wall. Just past 8:30. Early enough to avoid the worst of the crowds at the market, but late enough for trouble to have already started brewing. “You coming?” she asked.

Gavin leaned back in his stool, crossing his arms behind his head with an exaggerated sigh. “I guess someone’s gotta keep you two out of trouble. You’d be lost without me.”

“Right,” Merry said, her tone deadpan. “That’s definitely the dynamic here.”

Gavin grinned as she grabbed her jacket from the back of his chair and slung it over her shoulders. The faint hum of the club’s sound system followed them as they stepped out into the cold morning air, the Blue Moon’s neon sign flickering faintly above them.

Cowbridge’s streets always felt different in the mornings, quieter, but not peaceful. There was a heaviness to the air, like the city itself was waiting for the chaos to start. Merry pulled her jacket tighter around her shoulders as she fell into step beside Gavin, her eyes scanning the shadows as they headed through the streets.

The smell hit Merry as soon as she stepped into BioByte.

Rich, freshly brewed coffee mingled with the faint, artificial warmth of SMOP-formed pastries, the kind with just enough additives to make you forget they weren’t real bread. The aroma wrapped around her like a soft blanket, tugging at a part of her that had no place in Cowbridge. Comfort wasn’t something she trusted anymore.

“Smells better than the swill at the Blue Moon,” Gavin muttered, stepping in behind her. His cybernetic eyes swept over the café, flicking from one corner to the next before landing on the counter. “You think they’d give me a free sample if I told them I’m a professional food critic?”

“You’re a professional pain in the arse,” Merry replied, her tone dry as she scanned the room. “Besides, we earned a lot from that Nexus job. You can’t have burned through all of that already.”

Gavin smiled. “What can I say?” he said, raising his cybernetic arms into a dramatic pose. “Looking this good costs.”

The café was quiet, its handful of patrons scattered across mismatched wooden tables that were polished to a faint sheen. Warm light from overhead heaters mixed with the glow of rain-dampened neon streaming through the windows. BioBite wasn’t luxurious by any stretch, but it had an air of care that set it apart from the rest of Cowbridge. The locals took pride in keeping this part of the district clean, even if the city itself was always one bad day away from collapse.

Leanna was already seated at a corner table by the window, her comm in one hand and a steaming mug of tea in the other. She didn’t look up as Merry and Gavin approached, though her lips twitched faintly.

“You’re late,” she said, tapping something on her comm before setting it down.

“You’re early,” Gavin shot back, pulling out a chair and dropping into it with his usual easy grin.

“I’m punctual,” Leanna replied, finally glancing up. Her sharp blue eyes flicked between them, her expression calm but faintly amused. “You two, on the other hand, have the timekeeping skills of a broken clock today.” She tilted her head, her gaze finally settling on Gavin. “Which must be your fault. Merry’s usually so punctual it hurts.”

Gavin shrugged. “Can I help it if she’s distracted?”

Merry gave him a flat look. “You’ve been taking something,” she said. “Drugs are the only excuse for that sort of delusion.” She slid onto the seat across from Leanna, keeping her back to the wall out of habit. 

“So what kept you?” Leanna asked. 

“Drinking terrible coffee and listening to Gavin talk about himself,” Merry said.

Gavin leaned back in his chair. “What can I say? I’m an excellent conversationalist.”

Leanna snorted softly, taking a sip of her tea. “If by ‘excellent,’ you mean ‘incessant,’ then sure.”

Merry let the banter fade into the background as she tapped through the menu. The choices were limited, mostly synthetic meals and pastries formed by SMOP printers, but BioByte’s coffee was leagues better than the stuff Damien kept at the Blue Moon. After a moment, she selected a black coffee and a plain pastry, setting the tablet back down.

“What’s the plan for today?” Merry asked, folding her arms on the table.

“Fishponds Market,” Leanna replied. “But first the pair of you are going to sit down and eat something not from a vending machine.”

“She’s still worried we’ll starve to death without her,” Gavin said, still grinning.

“Not worried,” Leanna said, her tone calm. “Resigned.”

“You’re such a ray of sunshine,” Gavin replied, tearing into the menu tablet. “What would we do without you?”

“Die,” Leanna said flatly. “Of malnutrition. Caffeine is not food.”

“Fair enough,” Gavin muttered, tapping his order into the menu. “Though I was hoping for a little more faith in my survival skills. I’m scrappy, you know. Like a feral cat.”

“Feral cats don’t survive in Cowbridge,” Merry said, smiling faintly.

“Exactly,” Leanna added, sipping her tea.

The barista arrived a moment later, balancing a tray of drinks and pastries. She set them down with the practiced efficiency of someone who’d been on her feet for hours, barely sparing the trio a glance before disappearing back behind the counter.

Leanna’s order - a slice of what BioBite generously called “toast” and a second cup of tea - was as simple as ever. Gavin’s plate, by contrast, held a mountain of pastries, each one dripping with chocolate or covered in powdered sugar. All SMOP-made, but the added textures and flavourings BioBite added made it almost taste the same as the real thing. 

“This,” Gavin said, gesturing dramatically to his plate, “is breakfast. A feast for the ages. Behold.”

“It’s sugar,” Leanna said, not bothering to hide her disdain.

“Delicious, glorious sugar,” Gavin replied, shoving an entire pastry into his mouth.

Merry shook her head, picking up her coffee. “This is why you’re broke.”

“Wrong,” Gavin said around a mouthful of pastry. “I’m broke because rent is expensive and life is cruel. This is an investment in my happiness.”

Merry raised an eyebrow. “What rent?” she asked. “You live in a squat, last I checked.”

Gavin shrugged. “I do indeed,” he said. “But when you’ve invested as much as I have in appearing to be this magnificent, simply breathing costs money.”

Leanna glanced at Merry, her lips twitching. “You’re paying him in pastries for this job, right? He clearly doesn’t need money.”

“No one’s paying me,” Gavin said, still chewing. “I’m a man of principle.”

“You’re a man of poor decisions,” Leanna replied, setting her mug down.

The lighthearted banter filled the table as they settled into the rhythm of the morning, the tension of the city temporarily held at bay by the café’s warmth. But even here, Merry’s gaze drifted occasionally toward the windows, her green eyes scanning the drizzle-soaked street for anything out of place.
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​Mob Rules
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Fishponds Market was alive with noise and chaos.

Stalls crowded every available inch of the square, a riot of mismatched canopies and patched tarps that sagged under the weight of the morning drizzle. Vendors shouted over one another, their voices blending into a rough, constant hum that rose above the clatter of crates being unpacked and the occasional crackle of cheap speaker systems.

The air was thick with the smells of frying oil, damp biocrete, and the faint metallic tang of coolant leaking from salvaged tech parts. Somewhere in the distance, a street musician’s out-of-tune guitar fought a losing battle against the din, the ragged chords barely audible over the haggling and shouting.

Merry pulled her jacket tighter around her shoulders as she and the others stepped into the chaos, her eyes immediately scanning the crowd. It was instinct more than anything else—years of training that wouldn’t let her step into a crowd like this without identifying every potential exit, every shady deal taking place in the shadows, every unfamiliar face.

“Ah, Fishponds,” Gavin said, spreading his arms as if to embrace the chaos. “The beating heart of capitalism. Or what’s left of it.”

“Careful,” Leanna said, sidestepping a vendor who nearly clipped her with an armful of scrap metal. “This place might chew you up and spit you out.”

“Please,” Gavin replied, grinning. “Fishponds loves me. I’ve got charm.”

“You’ve got unpaid debts,” Leanna said dryly, shooting him a sidelong glance.

Merry shook her head but didn’t take her focus off the crowd. The market was always bustling, but there was something about today that felt different. She couldn’t put her finger on it—just a faint unease that tugged at the edge of her senses.

Stalls selling everything from rusted tools to worn clothing to salvaged tech parts sprawled across the square, their owners hawking their wares with the desperation of people who knew they were one bad month away from losing everything.

And there it was.

A faded poster hung from the side of a stall near the market’s edge, its colours muted by grime and time but still unmistakable. The emblem of the Institute of Social Progress stood out starkly against the background: a stylized pair of hands reaching toward a shining Orbital station above a cityscape. Beneath it, the slogan was still barely legible:

“For the Betterment of Humanity.”

Someone had scrawled angry graffiti over the bottom of the poster in bold, jagged lines:

“Betterment for who?”

Merry’s jaw tightened as she passed it, her lips pressing into a thin line. The Institute’s slogans were everywhere in Cowbridge, plastered on crumbling walls and flashing across the cracked screens of old public terminals. They’d been promising progress for decades now, using the Orbitals as a shining beacon of hope.

But it was a lie. It had always been a lie. It was no great secret that the Institute surgically removed ‘troublemakers’ who might threaten the Orbitals. 

“They’ve been putting those up everywhere,” Leanna muttered, glancing briefly at the poster as she walked. “Not sure why they bother. Everyone knows the Institute doesn’t give a damn about Cowbridge.”

“They’re not trying to convince us,” Merry said quietly. “They’re reminding us who’s watching.”

Gavin raised an eyebrow. “Didn’t realise they cared about places like Fishponds.”

“They don’t,” Merry replied. “But they care about what people like us might find here.”

The clamour of the market swirled around Merry as she wove through the crowded aisles, Leanna and Gavin following loosely behind. Her boots crunched over wet gravel and scattered scraps of broken biocrete as she scanned the stalls. Vendors shouted over one another, their voices competing with the occasional blare of a salvaged speaker system or the sharp hiss of steam from a food cart.

Leanna had stopped at a stall selling drone parts, haggling with a vendor over a bundle of wiring, while Gavin had predictably drifted toward a booth selling questionably-sourced "luxury" watches. Merry let them do their thing, her attention snagging on a stall tucked into the far corner of the square.

Unlike most of the other setups in Fishponds, this one wasn’t plastered with makeshift signs or neon lights trying to grab attention. It was understated, almost deliberately so, as though the vendor didn’t want to draw too much notice. A simple canopy of patched tarps covered a weathered table, the surface cluttered with an assortment of weapons and tools.

Merry’s eyes narrowed slightly. Not guns, she noted immediately, though she didn’t doubt the vendor had a few stashed away for the right customers. The wares on display were strictly melee weapons and improvised tech: modded stun batons, knives with plasma edges that flickered faintly, a crossbow missing part of its frame.

And then she saw it.

The gauntlet-like device sat toward the edge of the table, its matte black surface gleaming faintly under the light filtering through the tarps. Sleek but heavy-looking, it caught Merry’s eye in a way few things did. She stepped closer, her gaze fixed on the device as the vendor straightened from his seat behind the table.

“Got an eye for quality, have you?” he said, his voice low and rough.

Merry glanced up, studying him briefly. He was an older man, wiry and weathered, with a face like crumpled paper and sharp eyes that seemed to take in everything at once. His hands, calloused and scarred from years of work, rested lightly on the edge of the table.

“What is it?” Merry asked, nodding toward the gauntlet.

The vendor’s lips twitched into a faint grin, though there was something guarded in his expression. “That,” he said, leaning slightly forward, “is one of my finest builds. Collapsible recurve. Strong as hell - composite limbs, tension-locked, already strung. Folds back into the gauntlet with one click. Quiet, portable, and way more legal than carrying a rifle.”

Merry raised an eyebrow. “Legal?”

The vendor chuckled softly, though his eyes flicked briefly toward the edge of the market, where a Public Security drone hovered lazily above the rooftops. “Legal enough,” he said. “Unless someone wants to get picky about the line between a ‘tool’ and a ‘weapon.’”

Merry stepped closer, picking up the gauntlet and turning it over in her hands. It was heavier than she expected, but not unwieldy, the balance surprisingly good for something so compact. Her thumb brushed over the small activation switch on the side.

“How’s the draw?” she asked.

“Smooth as butter,” the vendor replied. “Go on, try it.”

Merry hesitated, her thumb hovering over the switch. The faint hum of the crowd around her faded slightly as she focused on the device, pressing the button with deliberate care.

With a soft click and a faint hum, the limbs of the bow extended outward, locking into place with a sharp snap. The string was already taut, the entire device humming faintly in her grip.

She raised it experimentally, testing the draw with a careful pull. The tension was perfect - not too stiff, not too loose.

“Not bad,” she muttered, letting the string go with a quiet thrum as the bow folded back into the gauntlet.

“Not bad at all,” the vendor said, his grin widening slightly. But there was still a wariness in his eyes, like he was waiting for her next move.

“How much?” Merry asked, setting the gauntlet back on the table.

The vendor’s expression shifted slightly, the grin fading as he leaned back in his seat. “Depends,” he said slowly. “You looking to buy, or just window shopping?”

“Depends on the price,” Merry replied, crossing her arms.

The vendor studied her for a long moment, his sharp eyes narrowing slightly. “Eight thousand,” he said finally. “Firm.”

Merry snorted softly. “For a bow?”

“For that bow,” the vendor said, his tone calm but firm. “You won’t find anything like it anywhere else in Cowbridge. Custom build. One of a kind.”

Merry raised an eyebrow, her lips twitching faintly. “Eight thousand for a ‘legal’ weapon that comes with no warranty?”

The vendor shrugged, his grin returning. “You’re paying for the craftsmanship, sweetheart. And the discretion.”

Before Merry could respond, the sharp roar of engines cut through the market’s noise.

The sound was wrong - too loud, too aggressive, and far too close.

Merry turned sharply, her hand instinctively going to her Little Joe crossbow, dropping the gauntlet back onto the stall with a clatter. 

The first bike tore into the square from the north entrance, its rider leaning low over the handlebars. Two more followed, weaving recklessly between the stalls as vendors shouted and scrambled to get out of the way.

The second bike clipped the corner of a food stall, sending crates of SMOP-packages crashing to the ground. The rider didn’t even slow down, laughing as he gunned the engine.

“Damn it,” Merry muttered, already moving.

Leanna and Gavin were at her side in seconds, their expressions mirroring her own as the bikes tore through the market.

“What the hell are they doing?” Gavin asked.

“Making a mess,” Leanna said grimly.

The third bike wasn’t so lucky. Its rider came in too fast, losing control as the back tyre skidded across the slick pavement. The bike crashed into a stack of crates before veering sharply into the crowd.

Merry’s stomach dropped as she saw a teenage boy - a gang kid, judging by his patched jacket - try to jump out of the way. He wasn’t fast enough.

The bike hit him square in the side, sending him sprawling to the ground.

“Leanna!” Merry barked, already running toward the injured boy.

Merry hit the ground in a skid, her knees crunching against wet gravel as she dropped beside the injured boy. His patched jacket was stained dark where the bike had struck him, and blood was already pooling beneath his side, soaking into the cracked pavement.

“Hey, hey, don’t move,” Merry said sharply, her voice cutting through the surrounding chaos. The boy - barely older than sixteen, if she had to guess - clutched at his stomach with shaking hands, his breath coming in shallow, panicked gasps.

“Leanna!” Merry barked over her shoulder.

Leanna was already there, crouching opposite her. “What do you need?”

“Keep him still,” Merry ordered, pulling a small field dressing from the pouch on her belt. Her hands moved with practiced precision, pressing the dressing against the worst of the bleeding. The boy flinched and let out a muffled cry, his fingers curling weakly into the fabric of his jacket.

“You’re going to be fine,” Merry said, her tone firm but steady. “Just breathe. In and out. That’s it. What’s your name?”

The boy’s lips trembled, but no sound came out.

“Sami,” Leanna said softly, glancing at the stitched patch on his jacket. “That’s his name, right?”

“Sami,” Merry repeated, leaning closer to catch his gaze. “Sami, stay with me. You’re not going anywhere. You hear me?”

Sami’s eyes fluttered, unfocused and glassy, but he managed the faintest of nods.

Leanna crouched at Sami’s head, her hands pressing lightly on his shoulders to keep him from moving. 

The sound of shouting grew louder behind them, the angry voices mingling with the faint crunch of boots on wet gravel.

“Gavin!” Merry snapped, glancing over her shoulder.

Gavin was already moving toward the mob. The Red Tails rider - barely more than a teenager himself - was on his knees now, his hands raised as the crowd surrounded him. His helmet had been ripped off, revealing a thin, gaunt face streaked with blood and dirt.

“Please,” the rider stammered, his voice cracking. “It - it was an accident! I didn’t mean to—”

“Shut up!” one of the vendors shouted, stepping forward. The man’s face was red with fury, his burly frame towering over the boy. “You think that makes it better? You think we care? Look at what you’ve done!”

He gestured wildly toward the splintered remains of his stall, crates of crushed and torn SMOP packs scattered across the pavement. The air still carried the faint, sharp tang of smashed produce and spilled oil.

“It wasn’t my fault!” the rider pleaded, his eyes darting desperately from face to face. “The bike—my brakes, they—”

“You and your gang have been tearing through this market for months!” another voice shouted, this one a woman’s. “You think we’re just going to let it go? You think we’re just going to let you walk away?”

“Enough!” Gavin’s voice cut through the crowd like a whip.

The mob turned, their eyes narrowing as Gavin pushed his way forward, his cybernetic eyes gleaming faintly in the dim light.

“Let the kid go,” Gavin said, his tone calm but firm. “You’ve made your point.”

“Made our point?” the burly vendor spat, stepping closer to Gavin. “He destroyed my stall! He put that boy”—he jabbed a finger toward Sami—“in the dirt! And you want us to let him go?”

“Yeah, I do,” Gavin replied, standing his ground. “Because if you don’t, you’re going to have Public Security swarming this place, and we all know how that ends. Or do you think they’re going to care about your little grievance when they start cracking skulls?”

The vendor hesitated, his fists clenching at his sides. Around him, the crowd murmured, their anger faltering for a moment.

The Red Tails rider looked up at Gavin, his eyes wide with a mix of hope and fear. “Please,” he whispered.

Gavin held up his hands, his voice softening slightly. “Look, I get it. You’re pissed. I would be too. But killing this kid isn’t going to fix anything. Let him go, and we’ll deal with it.”

For a moment, it seemed like the mob might back down. The tension in the air wavered, the anger in the crowd giving way to uncertainty.

And then the burly vendor turned back toward the rider, his face twisting with rage.

“Deal with it?” he snarled. “We’ve been ‘dealing with it’ for years. And nothing ever changes.”

He stepped forward, raising a heavy wrench that he must have pulled from the wreckage of his stall.

“No!” Gavin shouted, lunging toward him.

But he was too late.

The wrench came down with a sickening crunch, and the rider crumpled to the ground, blood pooling beneath his head.

The crowd fell silent, the air heavy with the weight of what had just happened.

Gavin froze, his outstretched hand falling to his side as he stared down at the lifeless body. His jaw clenched, a muscle twitching in his cheek.

“Shit,” he muttered under his breath.

Behind them, Merry stayed focused on Sami, her hands steady as she secured the bandages. The boy’s breathing was still shallow, but his pulse had steadied slightly under her touch.

“Leanna,” Merry said quietly, her voice cutting through the silence.

“I know,” Leanna replied, glancing toward the body.

“Don’t,” Merry said firmly, her green eyes locking onto Leanna’s.

Leanna hesitated, her sharp gaze flicking between Merry and the crowd. “He’s already dead,” she said flatly.

“And Sami isn’t,” Merry said, her tone unyielding.

Leanna nodded, her focus snapping back to the injured boy beneath her hands.

The air in Fishponds Market was thick with tension, the crowd still hovering like vultures over the crumpled body of the Red Tails rider. The vendor with the bloodied wrench stood frozen, his chest heaving as he stared down at the boy’s lifeless form. Around him, the other vendors and market-goers exchanged uneasy glances, the adrenaline of the mob fading into the cold weight of what they’d just done.

Merry stayed crouched beside Sami, her hands pressing firmly on his bandaged abdomen as she checked his pulse. It was weak, but steady—barely.

“Leanna,” Merry said without looking up.

“Still here,” Leanna replied from Sami’s side, her hands carefully keeping his shoulders pinned to the ground. “What’s next?”

“We need to move him,” Merry said, her voice low but steady. “But not yet. I’ve stopped the bleeding for now, but if we shift him wrong, he’s done.”

Leanna nodded, her sharp blue eyes flicking toward the crowd. The onlookers were starting to drift away now, murmuring quietly as they slipped back into the market’s chaos. Even the vendor with the wrench had backed off, muttering under his breath as he stepped toward the ruins of his stall.

The crowd wasn’t the problem anymore. Sami was.

The faint sound of boots crunching over gravel made Merry glance up, her green eyes narrowing. A second later, Yaz pushed her way into view, her dark eyes scanning the scene with barely contained frustration.

“What the hell happened?” Yaz asked sharply, her voice cutting through the quiet like a blade.

Merry exhaled through her nose. “Your kid,” she said, nodding toward Sami. “He’s hurt. Badly.”

Yaz’s gaze snapped to Sami, her expression tightening. She moved quickly, crouching beside Merry and Leanna, her sharp eyes assessing the boy’s pale face and blood-soaked jacket.

“Shit,” Yaz muttered under her breath. She reached out, her fingers brushing Sami’s shoulder. “Is he—”

“He’s alive,” Merry interrupted. “Barely.”

Yaz’s jaw tightened, her hand curling into a fist at her side. “What do we need to do?”

Merry glanced up at her, her green eyes calm but firm. “I need a van. Something we can use to move him without making things worse.”

Yaz hesitated, glancing over her shoulder toward the edge of the market. “We’ve got one,” she said finally. “Back at the tower. I’ll get it here as fast as I can.” Yaz turned toward one of her crew—a wiry kid lingering at the edge of the square, his face pale and tense. “Theo,” she said, the word cracking with command. “Get the van.”
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