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“Yes... A lot of people lost.” Indigo said sympathetically. “Some of them almost everything they had saved?”

Jet hadn’t a reply, but he wondered if Indigo was referring to himself when he had spoken.

Indigo's voice pushed aside the negativity. “And you; did you get much?”

“Me?” Jet shook his head a little. “No... But Jack got some.”

Indigo smiled. “Ahh Mad Jack... From what I have heard it seems he has come out on the good side?”

Jet wondered if Indigo knew just how far on the good side as he remembered he almost had to drag Jack back onto the Star. “While we were getting off the excavator he managed to collect a couple of nuggets.” 

“It must have been an incredible sight?”

Jet grinned. “Jack trying to fill up the hold with gold: it was?”

“I mean the moon?”

Jet had known what Indigo meant. “Your not going to believe me but it wasn’t; not really.” Jet pictured the scene. “It was different to when you see it as bullion, or as an artistic creation. It was...” Jet tried to think what it was like. “Like when you are thirsty and you have a choice between a glass of ice cold water and a lake. You wouldn’t give a second thought to drinking down a glass full, but lapping up a lake is something you can’t imagine.”

Indigo looked at him strangely. “I’ll have to take your word for that? So what happened to it all?”

“I don’t know? Nobody knew just how much antimatter Benedict had planted: I don’t think even he was sure what would happen so we all got as far away as quickly as we could?”

“But it did explode?” There was a trace of hope in Indigo's voice. 

“Oh yes.” Jet drew a deep breath. “It exploded all right; the flash was unmistakable, but what happened to the moon I don’t know. I have to assume Benedict's plan worked as he expected?”

There was a trace of bitterness in Indigo's words. “Well I hope he thinks it was worth it because he’s made himself a whole lot more enemies.”

Jet knew that. “Not being liked never bothered him before, so I doubt it will now.”

“No; nor will it the Devil... or the Authorities.”

“I guess it’s obvious now that he would have warned them. Making enemies is okay; but not with the syndicates or the government?”

Indigo shrugged. “Less talk about them; lets go and eat, and you can tell me all about what you’ve done since we last talked?” 
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Jet arrived back at his hotel in a good mood. He was full and tipsy, so much so that the receptionist had to call his name twice. He turned to see she held a sealed message. Jet walked over to her and took it; looking at it front and back. There was nothing written on it other than his name. 

“Who left it?”

“A gentlemen?”

Jet waited for more. “What was his name?”

“He said to tell you he was a potential client?”

Work was the last thing on his mind. “Thanks,” he said putting the message inside his jacket as he made his way to his room.

Jet didn’t want work to disturb the nice place where his mind was but annoyingly it wouldn’t go away and reluctantly he opened the message in his room.

‘Further instructions are waiting at emigration port seven.’

The nice place his mind was in slipped away. Clients could be demanding but he wasn’t in the frame of mind to be ordered in such a cryptic way. For a moment he nearly tossed it into the recycler, but then almost by accident his mind registered the next sentence. 

‘Information on what you will do is with the departure staff. The delivery must be completed in five days or your pretty friend will suffer the consequences. You are advised to leave as soon as possible’ 

The nice place Jets mind had been wasn’t even a memory now as he looked for more, but that’s all there was. 

He wanted to screw it up even more now, but what did it mean by friend: that had to be Rosie, and consequences?. That wasn’t a word you used lightly. He mixed another drink from the dispenser as curiosity turned to anxiety. When he thought of ‘pretty friend’ a picture of Rosie appeared in his mind. He tried to push the thought aside and think rationally but knew there was only one way he could put his fears to rest. He lifted the hotel internal communicator and called her. With each buzz his fear grew until he slammed the hand piece down and rushed back out into the corridor and down to her room. 

He pressed the bell softly: almost in an embarrassed way, not sure how to explain waking her in the middle of the night? He looked at the clock at the end of the corridor; it wasn’t night anymore it was early morning, but no matter how insistent his finger became she didn’t open the door; not even when he banged it with his clenched fist; harder and harder.

There wasn’t much point trying Chub’s room, he hardly ever came back from a night out before everybody else was getting up, so Jet went down to the lobby.

“Room twelve B... I just wanted to confirm...  they are in the hotel?”

The woman smiled politely. “I’m sorry sir I can’t give out that information.” But she did glance towards a row of tags: or what should have been a row: all of them were gone, except one. Jet felt himself tense as he left the hotel without another word.
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