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Ms Smith’s office was a study in opulence, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of Luna’s sprawling cityscape. The lawyer’s desk, a massive slab of polished wood, was meticulously organised with neat stacks of documents and a sleek holo-display.


The lawyer, impeccably dressed in a tailored suit, sat behind her desk, radiating an air of detachment. She barely glanced at Lauren, whose flight jacket felt out of place amidst the lavish furnishings, her attention focused on the holo-display as she scrolled through a series of documents with well-manicured nails. The epitome of lunar aristocracy, Smith made Lauren feel like an unwelcome intruder in her pristine world.


‘Ms Kutyna,’ Smith began, ‘I trust you understand the gravity of the situation.’


Lauren bit back a retort. Ever since she was forced to resign by her former commanding officer Altamura from the Astra Corps, she’d been working as a PI. The fact that Altamura had framed her for the explosion of Outpost 9001 left her bitter and deeply distrustful of everyone. She worked alone, solving crimes, and that’s how she liked it. No bureaucracy or treachery. Just herself and her ship.


Smith’s lips pursed. ‘Well? Do you?’


‘Of course,’ said Lauren coldly.


‘My client suspects his wife of infidelity, and he needs concrete evidence before he proceeds with legal action. The difficulty is that they recently started adoption proceedings. A divorce at this delicate juncture would probably result in the adoption being cancelled. This would be devastating for the child, but a man of his standing could not risk a scandal.’


Inwardly, Lauren sighed. This sounded dull. Nothing like the high stakes crimes she preferred to investigate. Her mind flashed back to the initial communication, the promise of a lucrative job in exchange for her discretion. Even then she had hesitated, but the lure of the credits had been too strong to resist. Lauren’s ship, the Sagan, needed expensive upgrades she wasn’t willing to postpone any longer, and this job, as distasteful as it was, would provide the much-needed credits for them.


‘You will investigate my client’s wife. Discreetly, of course. He needs to know the truth, but he cannot be involved.’


’Of course.’


‘He’s willing to pay for every expense in this investigation as long as you move quickly to discover the truth.’ Smith slid a datapad across her desk towards Lauren. The holographic interface bloomed to life, displaying a non-disclosure agreement.


Lauren leant forward, scanning the document with distaste. Her experience with her own NDA when she was forced out of the Astra Corps made her wary of people who liked to use them.


Smith continued, ‘This NDA outlines the terms of your engagement. Allow me to emphasise a few key points,’ Smith said with a voice as crisp as her suit. ‘You are to maintain strict confidentiality regarding all information pertaining to the client and his family, their personal lives, and your investigation. This includes any details you uncover about the wife’s activities and associations.’


Lauren’s patience weakened. ‘I am a PI with four years experience in the Astra Corps. I know how to keep information confidential. I’m hardly going to post my findings on the lunar net.’


Smith’s expression remained stern. ‘This is not a matter to be taken lightly, Ms Kutyna. Any breach of this agreement will result in severe penalties. My client is willing to protect his family’s reputation at any cost.’


‘I get it.’


‘Upon completion of your services, you are to return all materials related to this investigation. And should you breach this agreement, my client will pursue all available legal remedies, including but not limited to monetary damages. In short, you could find yourself broke and even in jail if you do not take confidentiality seriously. I reiterate, nobody must know about this.’


Lauren raised an eyebrow. She didn’t intend to breach her contract, and not only for the legal consequences but also to avoid that a child got caught in the crossfire of this investigation. ‘Understood. I work alone. Nobody will know what I find except you and your client.’


‘Very well, then. Sign here,’ Smith said, pointing at the biometric signature line.


‘Consider me discretion personified.’ Lauren pressed her thumb against the biometric signature line, watching as her print glowed.


Thirty thousand credits. It was more money than she’d seen in months, enough to upgrade the Sagan’s hazardous navigation system and maybe even replace those faulty inertial dampeners.


Smith, satisfied with Lauren’s acquiescence, continued in her clipped tone. ‘Now that we have the formalities out of the way, I can reveal that my client is Mr Gerard Olasson, CEO of Olasson’s Industries.’ She paused as if waiting for Lauren to express surprise or awe or something.


Lauren said nothing, and her face probably spoke volumes about how unimpressed she was by her employer. Mr Olasson might be considered a money making god to some, but to her he was just another man worried that he wasn’t satisfying his wife, even with all his wealth. It was sad—for him. Lauren couldn’t care less.


‘Let’s discuss the details of Mrs Olasson’s daily routine,’ said Smith with some asperity, obviously irritated that her big reveal didn’t impress Lauren. She flicked her nail across the holo-display, and a schedule materialised in the air.


‘She’s an early riser, I see.’


’Indeed. Mrs Olasson begins her day at 7 am hours with a rigorous workout at the Apec Gym in the Sixth Quadrant. Following her workout, she returns home to spend time with her daughter. Around midday, she frequently visits the Gerten Gallery. She’s a patron and often attends exhibitions or meets with artists. Her evenings are sometimes spent at various social events or charity functions, but Mr Olasson cannot accompany her on these outings due to his work commitments.’


Lauren suppressed a sigh. ‘I’ll start with her gym routine. Sweat out some truth among the glitterati.’


Smith’s eyes narrowed. ‘Remember, Ms Kutyna, discretion is paramount. You’re dealing with people’s lives here, not chasing some lowlife criminal through the asteroid belt.’


Lauren nodded. Fearing further provocations by the condescending jerk of a lawyer, she stood up. ‘If there’s nothing else, I have an investigation to begin.’


Smith waved her hand dismissively, as if she hadn’t been expecting anything more than Lauren’s swift exit. ‘Be my guest.’


As she left the office, the feeling of being watched crawled beneath her skin—a souvenir from her time at the Astra Corps. An empty fear that at any time her life and career could blow up. The rational part of her mind told her to stop it with this nonsensical paranoia, but rationality held little sway over the memories of the past.


She paused and gazed around, but the hallway was empty.
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