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A Quick Note

A Quick Note


Impact started life as four connected short stories on twiain.com, originally appearing under the collective title of What Comes Around. The versions in Impact are altered and expanded (and in one case totally re-written).




I

-I-


Rodin led the woman down the alley beside the old residential building. He didn’t expect trouble this early in the morning, but it always paid to be careful.

“I don’t normally work with anyone else,” he said, keeping his voice low.

“Should I be honoured?”

The bounce in her voice grated, worse than before.

“Just a reminder,” he said. “Do exactly what I tell you.”

He descended the three steps to the door, ignored her complaints about the stink, and pulled out his screen, checked for signals. Only the call-back from the hack he’d inserted yesterday.

Beyond the door, the screen’s glow illuminated a hallway with cracked paint on the walls and mould across the ceiling. There were a couple of doors, one to either side, and stairs at the far end.

“You first.”

The woman squeezed past, hand brushing his thigh. She smiled, all white teeth and red lips.

“This is exciting,” she said.

Rodin closed the door, eased past her and walked to the stairs. “This is work.”

“What happens when we get to him?” Her breath was warm on the back of his neck.

“You do what I say.”

“Be good to have some idea. We’re a team, right?”

She wasn’t going to shut up, so he stopped. “We’re not a team. You’re helping me. And I’ve already told you the plan.”

She shrugged. The move was far too practised. “Could do with a reminder. I’m not smart like you.”

As if he’d fall for her flattery. But if it shut her up, he’d tell her once more.

“Horran has a room on the third floor. We go up, I open the door. I find him, restrain him, and then we have that chat the boss wanted.”

“You mean my father.”

“My boss. We talk, and then I do what I’m being paid for.”

She leaned in close, her eyes wide. “You kill him.”

He took a breath. “I remove the one stealing from your father. That’s the contract.”

“You’re sure it’s Horran?”

Interesting, the way she tilted her head, like that was a challenge. She was far too confident.

“You came up with the evidence.”

And now she beamed. “I did, didn’t I? See‌—‌I’m not just Daddy’s little girl.”

So that’s what this was all about. He’d suspected, but it was good to have confirmation. Didn’t alter what would happen, of course.

“So we’re clear?” he asked.

“You don’t want me to say anything up there?”

“No.”

“Okay.”

“Good.”

On the third floor corridor, flickering ceiling tiles illuminated the stained walls. Horran was in 304, at the far end, past the dark patch that stuck to Rodin’s boots. The door was sealed, but Rodin’s hack opened it.
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