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Maternal Instincts







In British English

NOUN:

The natural tendency that a mother has to behave or react in a particular way around her child or children.


Chapter One






Out of all the safe houses we move through, this one is my least favourite. It's not the house itself that offends me, it contains the same bland furniture we have in every safe house. A rickety sofa, three well-worn beds,  blank walls devoid of personality, and a shower that only really works for half an hour first thing in the morning. My reason for disliking this house most of all wasn't materialistic, in fact I'd grown quite accustomed to living a simpler life. The only item of value I had in my possession was a laptop and even that had seen better days. And truth be told, I've always been a minimalist, a 'less is more' kind of person. Granted, my less used to cost a lot more than the surroundings I now spend my days in but beggars can't be choosers. 



No, it's not the house itself that's the problem. It's the location. 


It's positioned directly behind the battlefield, right next to the firing line. I never sleep deeply for the seven days we're stationed here and it's impossible to get any work done with the surrounding noise of weapons and death. I simply can't relax in the eye of such chaos. All I can do is sit around and think or make small talk with Georgia and Ryle, something that's become less appealing as the years have rolled on. It's not that I dislike them, more that I've learnt to keep them at arm's length. After what happened to Violet I have no other choice. I'm not sure I could survive another wave of grief like that. 



We’ve been married for two years if one can believe it. Two years since we escaped from the State’s control. Two years since I killed Paul and caused the broadcast to be released to the Settlement and beyond. Two years on the run from the Humans, Anarchists, and Dwellers. If I wanted to burn all my bridges in one efficient sweep, I managed it on my wedding day. I should never have attacked Jack. I should have been smarter than that. More in control. Less emotional. 



If I hadn't attacked him, then my mother would never have guessed that I knew about her involvement in our accident or that I knew she was trying to steal the disease from the Dwellers. What other reason would I have to try and kill her husband? No doubt he sang like a canary to her after he awoke. 



She was hunting me just like everybody else. Her fear would come true - that if I somehow got the Dwellers to listen without killing me, then she would lose the strongest ally she had. If they knew she exploited their DNA too it would be over for her. No longer queen of the movement. Di couldn't allow that to happen even if it meant silencing her daughter. She may have tried to save me when Jack shot at our car, but now she was out for my blood just as much as anyone. 


For survival, we were reliant on a small pocket of sympathisers from both sides of the war. There were a handful of Dwellers who had agreed not to seek vengeance for their fallen loved ones because of my connection to Kyan. Eventually, they believed what I told them. That it had been the State that had slaughtered their friends and family to create a disease. My mother wanted to use the virus to create her own super soldiers. That Leo, Violet, and I were just pawns in their plan. 


Violet. 



It still hurt to think about her, even after all this time I still expected her to lean over my shoulder as I was working and point out something I'd missed. But she never did. She was with Leo now. Somewhere I couldn’t join them. At least not yet.  


We had fewer sympathisers on the human side of the border, but they did still exist. They helped us move undetected every week between safe houses. It was a ballache but necessary and the only way to keep the three of us out of harm’s way. A week was just about long enough before witnesses to our presence started asking questions. They whispered, wondering who we were and what we were doing moving into their area. 


Our faces were plastered everywhere as the State’s 'most wanted' and although we changed our appearances, if you stared at us long enough, it was still painfully obvious who we were. Short of under-the-counter surgery, your face would always be your face. 



Georgia had taken to standing outside in the light of the Suns more often, taking the porcelain edge from her skin. She now had a neat row of freckles from ear to ear. They mostly congregated around her nose, it suited her. They softened her face and made her look years younger, especially without the makeup she used to apply every day painstakingly. She cut her long hair and dyed it a dark non-descript shade of brown. Out of the three of us, she was the least recognisable nowadays. She'd barely pass for an Agent Cherry impersonator. Unlike Georgia, Ryle and I stayed away from the Suns as much as possible. The melanin in our skin didn’t need any further encouragement. 



Ryle had made the tough decision to shave his head shortly after our escape. I watched his face from behind my wall of grief as the locs he’d been so proud of fell to the floor at his feet. His hair was one of the most recognisable things about him, but I knew he had not taken the decision lightly. His locs were a part of his identity, a way to show the respect he had for his heritage. For those who had come before him. A way to show he was proud of who he was. 


It wasn’t a style many Black men sported in the Settlement; it was seen by some as being unprofessional. But during his campaign he made a point of keeping his locs, despite what some early articles wrote about him. In doing so had hoped he’d change even the smallest of minds. One early interviewer had described his hair as looking as though it would smell like patchouli oil and weed. A hideously small minded, racist and outdated way of looking at the world. Thankfully as Ryle's popularity grew that journalist's career plummeted, until he was nothing more than a footnote in the history of our Settlement. Karma can still exist in this world of ours. 


As I listened to him turn off the razor and take a deep breath, I knew he was saying goodbye to that life. If anything, being associated with criminals like us would only compound the small-minded beliefs that still lingered in the populous. The State may lead with the story that he had been kidnapped by the two of us, but there would always be those out there that doubted his innocence. I didn't know if he'd ever be able to shake their mistrust after this. 


I’d taken the razor and scissors from Ryle shortly after he’d finished. I sat on the floor with my legs crossed and looked at myself in the mirror. My curls were so long now, and they seemed even darker than before because of the lack of sunshine in the last two months. My mother had always loved my hair growing up. She’d taken the time to teach me to care for it properly and some weekends she’d spend hours painstakingly braiding what felt like each strand into an intricate design. Those memories made it so easy to grab a fistful of my hair and hack at it with the scissors.  


Sobs racked through my body as clumps of hair fell to the floor. It was cathartic after the hours before that moment. The day that had broken everything. Eventually, Georgia wrestled the scissors from my hands and was able to fashion what remained of my hair into a passable pixie cut, but the damage had been done. The beautiful curls I loved and loathed in equal measures for so many years were gone. A piece of me that my mother had loved so truly was gone. 


Good. 



Sometimes we had a vehicle to help us move, but more often than not we had to abscond from the safety of our house to the next on foot. There was no apparent rhyme or pattern as to which house we moved to. Sometimes we'd be back at the same one within eight weeks, whilst others we wouldn't see again for nearly a year. I assumed Ryle had an overall plan for our movements, but more often than not, it felt like he was half-arsing it. 


Ryle. My husband. A man who I was slowly beginning to once again consider a friend. It had taken me two months after Violet's funeral to calm down enough to listen to him. I sat, now drained of all emotion,  as he explained the countless assumptions I had about him. How it had been his father who had forged his signature on the document about Franklin's parental rights. How it had been Bailey's idea for him to agree to the plan for us to be the next rulers of the State. It had made him untouchable as far as Paul was concerned, which is why he stood up to him when he attacked Violet. It's why he'd been able to get Jack invited to the birthday party and wedding, and it was why he could ensure our escape plan worked. He only lied to me for my best interest. As if I hadn't heard that excuse before. 


Lizzie had been Ryle’s contact on the inside with the Anarchists. She was the reason he and Bailey had known of our escape plan. She'd spent months with my mother, winning her favour and trust. She was still deep undercover in their camp, feeding us information as she was able. It's how we've avoided being captured by them for the last two years. Georgia missed Lizzie Terribly. I could see it on her face every time one of her messages arrived. They were supposed to be living together happily ever after, but Lizzie had known all along that wouldn't be possible. She knew she was never part of the contingency plan that we were all now living. 



I didn't know how Georgia wasn't angry at her, but when Ryle explained the situation and all that Lizzie had done for us, she simply nodded her head and said that she understood. Lizzie was being an excellent agent. I guess rationalising it as a professional obligation rather than a choice must make it easier to stomach.  


I suppose it was the same way in which I rationalised the video that Violet had been forced to narrate. I understood exactly what threats they would have placed upon her to coerce her into complying. I knew every word she'd been forced to speak would have killed her and that being unable to warn us would have tortured her everyday. But what choice did she have? They had her child. A mother should do everything she can to protect her child. It's been two years, but they still play that broadcast nightly; a way to make sure that everybody still hates us. Her voice still haunts me whenever I catch snippets of it floating through the evening air. I should have guessed Paul had a backup plan when she went missing. I should have pressed her more when she returned. Maybe I could have saved her. An unlikely thought but one I couldn't remove from my mind. 



Our work on the cure is slow going. Mostly because of the lack of equipment on hand. Thankfully, one of the safe houses is near a Dweller Research Centre that a sympathetic soul sneaks us into when a storm rages. Even Dwellers try to avoid the boiling rain. I'm used to the sting of it now though. My hands are covered in blisters that heal just in time for me to be hit by new drops as we move between homes. We can't wait around for storms to clear. I suppose it's easy to live with the pain of a burn when you know people are waiting to tear you limb from limb if you stumble or move slowly on a journey. 


So once in a grey moon, I get the chance to use actual equipment, to analyse the sample Rus stole for me all those years ago, and to test any theories I've dreamt up. The rest of the time is spent piecing together what I know in a Word document on my laptop. It's a painfully slow process, and I've asked Ryle more than once if we can just stay in the house near the lab for a couple of months. If I had a solid run at this, then I knew I could cure the disease. We could save so many people if he would just let me stay still. I've even offered to stay behind on my own, minimising the risk to him and Georgia. 



But he never does. He always points out that the cure will never be finished if I get captured or killed. I always concede to that point. And we always move on. My job is to find a cure, his job is to keep us alive.  


He explained more about the so-called Architects or the Téssera over our many months together. I guess we ran out of conversation one night because suddenly the truth came spilling out of him. Regina's dad had been one. So had Ryle's grandfather. The four men who orchestrated the human race’s escape from a dying Earth One. They were the original four members of the Téssera, a group of four people who believed they could build a superior human race. They took on the responsibility for its survival. 


They could have been heroes if they hadn't been so self-serving. It should have been obvious that their intentions weren't the best when everybody who knew about their work fell sick or had accidents during the first year of the Settlement. Looking back in the history books it was described as the year of misfortune brought about by trouble adjusting to the new landscape. But as far as I'm aware, no sickness or accident causes ligature marks around your neck. 



Eventually, whispers of the Téssera became nothing more than folklore and the name disappeared altogether. That's when people switched to referring to them as the Architects and, by people, I mean conspiracy theorists. Who would have thought they would be right about this one? 


Every decision the State made, every bit of independence we thought we had over our lives was a lie. Anything and everything was decided by four people in one room. The President and all the differing political parties were nothing more than a curtain for them to hide behind. Democracy existed only in their board room, not shared amongst the general populous despite appearances. 



When the original members passed away, their seat at the table was given to their most promising offspring. Regina had turned hers down. I had an even deeper respect for the woman after hearing that. She chose to marry William and run the hospital instead, wanting to distance herself from her father's controlling power. It meant that the seat was still vacant. Would they have offered it to Leo eventually? Would they offer it to Franklin? 


The thought makes me shudder, and I'm grateful once again that Rus knew me well enough to take my message seriously. A single word scribbled in my son's shoe had told him all he needed to know. If my mother had gotten ahold of Franklin, I knew she'd abuse that power to buy my silence. But by the time she checked on the safe arrival of her grandson, they had already fled. They live in a tiny house tucked safely away from the border in Dweller territory. Ada and her dad live next door. I've seen Franklin from a distance a handful of times over the last two years. He's so big now. Three whole years old. He now moves with confidence and although I can't hear his words, I can tell that he's already capable of holding a conversation. Rus always seems enthralled by whatever Franklin is telling him. Every time I sneak across the border to watch them, I have to resist the maternal pull to go to him. I know Rus will have told him all about me and Leo. He wouldn't let him forget who his parents were. Are. 



Ryle pretends he doesn't know I sneak out to see my son when we're in the safe house nearby. But he's always packed up and ready to move when I return. I know it's the biggest risk I could take. There's no doubt the Dwellers that aren’t on our side will be watching that house like a hawk, but I can't resist. And he knows that. I see the look of relief on his face each time I return undetected.  



Georgia wants to destroy the Tésseras for all that they've done to us. All that they've done to humanity. I can't say I disagree with her, but right now my focus needs to be on the cure. People will be more likely to listen to our story if we can promise them they will be okay. Until we have public opinion back on our side, we can't hope to wage a war against the elite. Other than Ryle's dad we don't even know who fills the other three seats. Ryle does not know who, if anyone, stepped in for Regina when she absconded from her duty. It could be anybody in the Settlement and that's what made them such a powerful enemy. You never knew who to trust or who was truly on your side. So waging a war against the unknown wasn't the answer right now. 


The cure was the answer. 



Once I had that, we could take on the world. 



Chapter Two





If you can believe it, life in the Settlement has got worse over the last two years. It took the State six months after our escape to put their actual plans into action under the guise of, once again, protecting people. 



They built a new school, one specifically for children who had been highlighted as being affected by the disease they had created. Children highlighted to them, in part, by the 'death test' I'd built with Violet. The lucky ones who wouldn't be killed by the disease, but who showed promise of change once infected. These children were kept within school grounds twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, with no contact with the outside world. They were cut off from friends and family and nobody truly knew what went on behind closed doors. I could hazard a guess but didn't like to. They were children. I had to tell myself that the State wouldn't hurt children the way they hurt me, no matter how loud my instincts screamed at me. I knew better than that. 



Of course, the State made sure the Newsies ran positive stories about the education the children were receiving and the feats they had achieved in their short time within the grounds. They were all excelling in their studies; achieving grades that the children in the normal State schools could only dream of. 


Babies were tested immediately after birth to see what their chances were at surviving the disease, taking them from the post-natal ward if they were found to possess the ability to develop superhuman powers. I couldn't imagine how those mothers felt, only hours after birth, lying in their recovery room with their arms empty. But it was for the good of the State. 



To argue against the legally sanctioned kidnappings would only highlight you as a potential sympathiser, a traitor who didn't care about the survival of humanity. It probably didn't hurt that all families who complied were given free medical care for all household members. Suddenly average illnesses and sicknesses could become a thing of the past, no longer things to fear or live with, and all you had to do was hand over that one child who was special. That sacrifice could one day lead to the survival of any less fortunate children you had under your care should the worst happen to them. 



I knew, as a mother, that wouldn't be enough to sway me. But I also knew that I had a level of privilege few of my fellow parents had. As the son of the leading researcher for the Settlement, and as the grandson set to inherit his grandmother's hospital, Franklin would never have been in danger of dying from anything as straightforward as heart disease. He would have been treated free of charge, at the first murmur of something wrong. 


Franklin would always be looked after in that regard. Medically he would always be safe thanks to me. And thanks to my connection to Kyan and my friendship with Violet, he would always be safe on Dweller land. 


The Helsas would always care for him and as long as they remained the leading tribe amongst the Dwellers, he would always be safe. Violet's ex-husband, Tendai, had made sure that Rus, Theo, and Franklin were given a home just across from their own. That way they could monitor the child that Violet had considered a nephew. He wanted every one of his followers to know that the child was protected by him personally. It was the best way to ensure his safety. I knew that there were many Dwellers who would like to spill his blood in the absence of taking their revenge on me personally. They were still under the belief that I was central in the torture and murder of their ancestors and loved ones to help create the disease. How could I blame them? I knew how believable the State's lies could be. After all, I'd believed their lie that all I had to do was marry Ryle to achieve my freedom. In reality, they'd set me up to become the wife of the President as a way to keep me as their puppet for the rest of my life. They were still running with the lie that Ryle had been kidnapped. I guess all the witnesses who had seen him running hand in hand with us towards the escape van had been dealt with. 



There was no one around to refute their claims that the President-in-waiting was being held hostage somewhere unknown by two terrorists. They were officially calling him that now - the President-in-waiting. Public response to the title had been positive. Ryle had already been a popular political figure before our wedding and the idea that I had both broken his heart and stolen him from society had only further cemented the Settlements’ love for him. Currently, the State lives under a caretaker President. Not much was known about him. Truth be told, I doubted his existence. He was just a smoke screen to disguise the fact that the Téssera were now pulling the strings directly; a way to keep the belief in democracy alive. 



Bailey fed us these stories via the supporters who helped us move from house to house. Sometimes they even came with newspaper clippings. At least if I saw it in print I knew it was the reality being fed to the Settlement. Bailey herself never came to visit. It was too risky, Ryle explained. She had to stay as far under the radar as possible in order to keep aiding our efforts. I had a feeling my mother wasn't even aware of the fact her former accomplice was now working against her, and there wasn't a lot that slipped Di's knowledge. 


There were three volunteers who helped keep us alive. Two Dwellers, Elijio and Ruland, and one human, Carla. Out of the Dwellers only Elijio ever really bothered making conversation as he helped us move between safe houses. He was the one who had access to the lab and had a keen interest in helping me find the cure. Ruland kept to himself. He had exchanged a few friendly words with Ryle but he kept his distance from us as best he could. I got the feeling that he didn't fully believe in our innocence; there was uncertainty to him. He was the weak spot in our armour as far as I was concerned, so I treated him with the same indifference he showed me and relied on Elijio for my updates from the Dweller side of the planet. 



Elijio was the one who kept me aware of Franklin's progress and safety, who told me that slowly but surely the Dwellers were questioning the State's story about us and the disease. A whisper here, a whisper there and one day the Dwellers would be on our side. I was sure of it. It just took time to change opinions but thankfully time was all I had these days. If Ryle would just let me stay with Elijio then I knew the two of us could create a cure with a month of solid work and research. But he never listened to my reason. Sometimes when we were travelling with Elijio I fantasised about running away with him. He could keep me hidden. Ryle and Georgia would have to forgive me when I finally removed the scrutiny and hatred that had been placed upon us two years ago. They would have to. But I never ran, I never escaped. I had lost the fire in my belly after what had happened to Violet. 



Carla was a talkative creature. I could always rely on her to fill me in on the information that Bailey had left out. Sometimes the information was nothing more than gossip or whispers about a local celebrity and other times it held weight like her throw-away comment about stopping her birth control. She said it had left her feeling lethargic but I was more interested in the reason behind her decision. That's when she told me it wasn't her decision to make. That the State had made it for her.  



So, they'd moved ahead with their plan to force us all into breeding, controlling us once again under the guise of ensuring the survival of the human race. People like Carla were unhappy with the decision. She was in her early twenties and had only been married for six months. She'd hoped to live her life for a few more years before having children. Something she was more than entitled to lust after. She told me she was almost relieved that she still hadn't fallen pregnant eighteen months after being forced into giving up her birth control. However, if they hit the two-year mark she and her husband would both be 'invited' to a fertility clinic to make sure they were doing all they could to help the repopulation efforts. None of her situation was fair and yet she still smiled as we traipsed through woodlands towards our next safe house. She was like Ryle, someone who always tried to focus on the sunnier side of life.  



Ryle laughed a lot less these days than he had when we'd first met. The joy in him had slowly been eaten away by the last two years. I noticed it after we lost Violet. Seeing somebody die in front of you can do that to a person, especially when that person dies so violently. I was used to seeing the light disappear from someone's eyes. I'd witnessed it enough times as a Doctor and snuffed it out from my eyes. I can pinpoint the moment though where he stopped trying to see the good in the world. It was when Bailey sent us news of the abortion ban. The one thing Ryle had been so determined to uphold, was the driving force behind his life in politics. 



Abortions were banned in all cases. Even in those where it would cost the mother her life. Just like Ryle's mum. A part of his soul broke away as he read the headlines outlining the new law. He was thinking about all the future children who would have to grow up with the guilt that their life came at the cost of their mothers’. Children like him.  



Carla told us about the handful of people in the central zones who had tried to fight the ban. They created signs and chants and moved towards the Government's court to make their displeasure known. They all disappeared that day, never to be heard from or spoken about again. Their families never lodged a missing person case, no police files were created and no publicly recorded executions were carried out. Twenty people just vanished. And everybody was okay with it. Everyone just carried on as though it hadn't happened. As though the State hadn't swept up a handful of citizens and murdered them to silence them. 



I nearly told Ryle that we could go back to the Settlement that day. I could see in his body language that all he wanted to do was return back and right this wrong and if he did return, I knew he could do it. They'd celebrate his return to civilisation in the streets and he'd become the official President within days. Then, once he held the so-called highest seat in the land, he could finally break free from the control of his father, relying on the belief that his own parent wouldn't hurt him. But I knew that wasn't true. Parents were more than capable of hurting their children. More than capable of wanting to kill them. I dreaded the day I confronted my mother about Leo. I knew that one of us wouldn't walk away from the interaction and I couldn't place my bets on which one of us it would be.   



I didn't give him my support or encouragement to rely on his hope though. The only way to keep him safe was to keep him on the run with me. He believed there was good in everyone, even his father, whereas I knew every human had the capacity for self-preservation. I knew his dad wouldn't allow him to destroy everything the Téssera had built over the last several decades. His dad would always choose his ideals over his child, just like my mother.  



Chapter Three





I noticed the first sunflower when I was out on my morning walk around the safe house. It wasn't much freedom but after ten laps I felt like my blood was flowing and my mind was settled. It was an important part of my routine to keep my sanity, and I was determined to keep it this time around. I would stay logical. I repeat this mantra to myself as my feet fall into a predictable pattern and my body leaves them on autopilot. 



If I lost control again like I had at the wedding, or at Rus's execution then the Settlement had no hope for a cure. I didn't feel guilt over Paul's death the way I had the man in grey. True, they had both been monstrous men cut from the same cloth, but Paul's death had felt righteous. The world had needed me to right his wrongs. The man in grey's murder had been a spur-of-the-moment rash decision I was only just beginning to forget. Paul's murder had been poetic. Then again, murderers always claim the first kill is the hardest. That's what I was now, wasn't I? A murderer. One death short of a serial killer. 



If I were to meet Jack again would I let him live? Would I be able to carry on knowing I'd let him walk free when he was another wrong to be righted? He would never face legal ramifications for Leo's murder. Even if we pulled some form of evidence together, and believe me, Georgia was trying, the State would never listen to us. The narrative of a Dweller murdering my husband was more fitting to their political agenda. And even if, somehow, the State did support re-opening the case, Jack was an amazing lawyer. He would weasel his way out of the charges, I knew he could talk himself out of anything. If I'd given him the chance to explain the situation to me perhaps he'd even been able to talk me out of attacking him. Of blaming him. No, death would be the only justice Jack could face. I could only outrun my morals for so long 



The sunflower was unusual. I hadn't noticed it before. The ground it was planted into was freshly dug. I gave the stem a small tug and the roots easily let go of the soil that held them. I apologised to the flower and placed it back in the grass, mud catching under my nails as I replanted it. Sunflowers weren't a native plant to our earth, someone must have taken care to plant it here and I'd ripped it from its bed callously. I couldn't help myself though, the large bright flower stirred up fond memories I'd rather forget. Mum had always had a vase of sunflowers in our kitchen at our family home. To begin with, I figured Dad brought them for her but after he left, they turned up every Monday without fail at our door. They were her favourites, a love passed down to her from her birth mother. She'd tell me about her biological mum, my grandma, sometimes. But more often than not it was too painful for her to remember those she'd left behind on Earth One. Something even at a young age I could sympathise with.  



She'd tell me that the flowers would make her smile every time she looked at them, how the strong and thick stalks that held the bright heads reminded her that a thing can be strong and beautiful. It didn't have to be one or the other. Occasionally she'd call me her sunflower. The memory of my mother’s love for me caused a wave of warmth across my heart that I didn't want. That woman had ordered the death of my husband. Had risked my son’s life. She'd taken so much from me. I wouldn't love her any more. I couldn't. 



It wasn't until my fifth lap of the house that my brain kicked into gear. The sunflower hadn't been planted there the last time we'd used this safe house. I was sure of it. Either someone nearby was a budding botanist or this was a message meant just for me. A message from my mother. She'd found me. I cut my morning exercise short and burst through the door of the safe house. Ryle and Georgia were engaged in gentle conversation over their coffee mugs and a third was lying in wait ready for me. They both turned to look at me, confused as to why I had entered the house with such passion. 


"We have to leave." 



There isn't time for explanations or arguments, so I move past them towards my room, ready to pack my bag and flee. But things were never straightforward with these two, they always wanted answers. I sighed loudly as Georgia followed me into my bedroom. "You really need to pack." It's been two years since Violet died in my arms but I still felt the need to keep my words at a minimum. They weren't worth as much to me without her around to hear them.  



"What's happened?" Georgia returned my tone. I knew the grey cloud that had hung over me since that day was grating on her, I knew I was difficult to live with but I lacked empathy. She’d cared for Violet too I know, but she'd never loved her. Not like I had. I'd lost the two biggest parts of my heart over the last three years and now all that remained was a husk of my former soul. If I had at least been allowed contact with Franklin perhaps that would have kept the embers of my humanity smouldering but no, it was too dangerous. I wouldn't put my love and need for my child above his life.  


"Di knows where we are." 



I don't refer to her as mum anymore. At least not out loud. She doesn't deserve that honour. Georgia and Ryle had both followed my lead on this after I'd explained what had happened the night of our accident and the day Leo had been killed. As I suspected Georgia had immediately suggested launching an attack on my mother's base, a way to avenge Leo's memory. Ryle had stopped that plan immediately. It was better to take our time, concentrate on the cure and work our way back into society. Once we had the public back on our side then it would be easier to retaliate for the crimes she had committed against me.  



Georgia doesn't press me anymore, she doesn't ask me why I'm so certain that our location is no longer safe. She knows me well enough to know that I'd only demand this of them if I was certain, we were after all working our way back towards the safe house nearest the Dweller lab. I wouldn't put our route in jeopardy unless something serious had happened. She walks out of my room, leaving the door to slam behind her and I take a breath to steady myself as I pull my backpack closed. Three pairs of jogging bottoms, six T-shirts, ten pairs of underwear, and the same in socks. I never unpacked fully for the week we settled in each house, the only thing I ever removed from my pack without fail was my laptop and notebook. When I thought back to my wardrobe full of outfits in my marital home my heart constricted. A full rail of options that allowed me to display my chosen personality for the day. God, I miss my old life. It had been so simple and I'd never realised it.  
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