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    ‘Synthetic life has been created in the laboratory in a feat of ingenuity that pushes the boundaries of humanity’s ability to manipulate the natural world.




    Craig Venter, the biologist who led the effort to map the human genome, said yesterday that the first cell controlled entirely by man-made genetic instructions had been produced.’




    The Times, 21st May 2010








  



    

       

    




    

      

        Fourteen years ago, scientist William Fox implanted four babies with the Medusa gene – a gene for psychic abilities. Now dead, his experiment left a legacy: four teenagers – Nico, Ketty, Ed and William’s own daughter, Dylan – who have each developed their own distinct and special skill.




        Brought together by government agent, Geri Paterson, the four make up the Medusa Project – a secret, government-funded, crime-fighting force.




        After a disastrous spell in a training camp in Spain, the four have returned home to England with a changed understanding about their work and a new agenda . . .
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    1: Out of the woods




    According to Ed’s map-reading, we were over halfway through the woods and had almost reached our destination. But Ed was insisting we waited.




    ‘We can sooo make it to the rendezvous in two minutes,’ I whispered. ‘Three max. And there’s no one here. Nothing. Listen.’




    Ed folded his arms and listened. It had been raining for most of the hour it had taken us to reach this point, but the pattering drops had stopped now and the forest was totally silent.




    I shivered in the cold, damp air.




    ‘Hear that?’ I said. ‘Nothing.’




    ‘We have to wait,’ Ed whispered.




    ‘Why?’ I snapped. ‘There are no sounds. No movements. There’s no one here. We’re safe to move on.’




    ‘Nico says to wait,’ Ed said stubbornly. ‘He says it’s not safe.’




    I rolled my eyes. Ed was such a doofus.




    ‘Why should Nico know any better than me?’ I argued.




    Ed rubbed his forehead. His sandy hair stuck up in damp tufts, still wet from the earlier rain. ‘Come on, Dylan,’ he pleaded. ‘That’s the mission.’




    I sighed and leaned back against the nearest tree. Technically, Ed was right. The four of us were on a Medusa mission to find and capture a fugitive hiding out in a hut in the woods.




    Nico and Ketty were about half a mile to the west of us. We’d spread out in order to make less noise – and to be able to monitor more of the forest as we travelled.




    We each had a job to do. Ketty’s role was to bring on visions of the near future so we could avoid any potential dangers. She was trying to stay open to her visions the whole time, so Nico was letting Ed mind-read him remotely and passing on what she saw.




    It was all kind of a stretch, in my opinion. Ed wasn’t very experienced at remote telepathy while Ketty’s supposed ability to see into the future was ludicrously unreliable.




    ‘Look, Chino Boy,’ I said. ‘Ketty can barely control that freaky mind thing she does. It’s real flaky. Half the time she can’t see anything at all.’




    ‘She’s got a lot more in control of it since Africa,’ Ed hissed.




    I groaned. Ed was totally unreasonable where Ketty was concerned. Nico was the one actually dating her, but Ed so had feelings for her.




    It was written all over his face.




    ‘Well, whatever Ketty’s seeing right now, we can’t be sure that it’s accurate,’ I argued.




    Ed folded his arms. ‘I’ll contact them again,’ he said. ‘See if there’s any development. Okay?’




    He turned slightly away from me and focused into the middle distance, trying to reach Nico through remote telepathy.




    I shook my head. A few weeks ago I’d have had no problem persuading Ed to do what I wanted. Back when I met him, he was shy and gawky and hated his mind-reading abilities. Since then he’d had some real bad experiences. Most recently, we’d run up against this dictator guy in North Africa. Ed had tried to stand up to him and a girl he liked ended up being shot. All that would have been bad enough, but Ed expected the head of Medusa – Geri Paterson – to go after the man who’d killed the girl. Geri had refused, saying small stuff like that wasn’t the government’s priority.




    Anyway, Ed got all worked up about it. And now he’s insisting we pick our own missions.




    Whatever. Who cares where we go or what we do? I love my ability – and any chance to use it.




    Ed blinked, his connection with Nico presumably ending.




    ‘What did Nico say?’ I asked.




    Ed took a few deep breaths.




    ‘Jesus, Ed,’ I snapped. ‘I’ve known continents move faster than you.’




    ‘Ketty and Nico both say to carry on waiting,’ Ed insisted.




    ‘But we’ve already waited for hours.’




    At that moment it started raining. Ed shuffled sideways, under the shelter of the nearest tree. I didn’t need to take shelter, of course. My Medusa ability means I can create a protective force field around myself whenever I want. It’s like an energy around my skin. Great for stopping glass from cutting me and sticks from beating me – but also awesome for keeping my hair sleek and my make-up from running when it’s raining.




    Go ahead. Say I’m superficial. I couldn’t care less.




    ‘Did you at least find out what the danger is? Why we’re supposed to wait?’ I said.




    Ed shrugged.




    ‘So Nico and Ketty don’t know.’ I sighed. ‘Don’t you think they’re being overcautious?’




    Ed looked me in the eye. It kind of freaks me out when he does that. I mean, I’m not use to it. He didn’t used to be able to make eye contact without mind-reading the person he was looking at, but now he’s got all Mr Control about everything.




    ‘No,’ he said. ‘They’re not being overcautious.’




    As he spoke, the rain grew heavier. I was having to focus hard now to stop my hair and clothes from getting wet. It struck me that if we were attacked and I had to concentrate on something other than my hair, it was going to get soaked.




    The thought just about tipped me over the edge.




    ‘Well, I’m not freakin’ waiting any longer,’ I snapped. ‘The weather is totally gross and I can see the path up to the hut. There’s nobody hiding in the trees. We’d be able to see and hear them – and there are way too many bushes and trees further out for any snipers to catch us.’




    ‘I don’t—’




    ‘Oh, do what you want,’ I snarled. ‘I’m going.’ And, without waiting for a response, I jogged off.




    It was good to be running after standing still in the damp air for so long. I was still focusing on keeping the rain off me. I was aware of my ponytail flapping from side to side. I trod lightly along the earth path, my sneakers making hardly any sound. I kept my ears open in case there was – after all – an ambush, but as I’d expected, nothing was hiding out here.




    Ed crashed up beside me.




    ‘This is all wrong, Dylan,’ he said, his voice tense. ‘You’re supposed to be protecting me. Not running off.’




    ‘It’s fine,’ I said. ‘You’re okay, aren’t you?’




    ‘Yes, but—’




    I pointed up ahead. There was the hut. We had less than thirty metres to go until we reached it – and safety.




    ‘Let’s get inside, then you can contact the others and tell them to join us,’ I said.




    I sped up, leaving Ed muttering behind me. We were almost there. Looking around carefully, I stepped off the path, my feet crunching softly across the damp twigs. Still no sign of anyone or anything among the trees. I waited for Ed. He panted up beside me, looking cross.




    At that moment the rain stopped. Grateful for the opportunity to relax my guard, I let go of the force field surrounding my hair.




    Crash. With a thump, a man in a ski mask dropped out of the tree immediately ahead. He fired as he fell.




    Bang.




    I looked down, shocked, at the red stain on my front.




    As I looked up, the man pointed his weapon at Ed and fired again.




    ‘Bang,’ he said. ‘You’re dead.’
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    2: Accusations




    The man grinned, then raised his radio to his lips. ‘Mamba and Sidewinder are down, ma’am.’




    Ed glared at me. I groaned, running my finger across the red paint that now splattered my chest. From the hut up ahead, Geri Paterson emerged.




    Her thin lips were pursed tightly together.




    The training mission had failed. Big-style.




    And they were all going to blame me.




    I turned on my heel and walked away.




    ‘Dylan!’ Geri shouted. ‘Come back!’




    I kept walking.




    Next second the guy with the ski mask and the paint gun thundered up behind me and grabbed my arm, pulling me round. I considered resisting – using my force field to repel him – but what was the point?




    ‘Come on, Dylan, I got you fair and square.’ The guy tugged off his ski mask. It was Jez, our muscle-bound trainer, his face flushed with triumph. ‘The least you can do is face the music.’




    Whatever.




    I let Jez lead me over to the hut. Ed was standing outside with Geri Paterson.




    Neither of them were smiling.




    ‘This is simply not good enough, is it, Dylan?’ Geri said. Despite the fact that we were outside in a forest, Geri was still dressed like she was about to speak at a conference – in a dark blue Prada suit and heels. At least the woman had style, albeit a middle-aged version. She frowned, eyebrows raised, waiting for me to reply. ‘Well? What do you have to say for yourself?’




    ‘Everyone wanted to wait to approach the hut,’ I said. ‘But that was all based on one of Ketty’s visions and we all know how unreliable they are.’




    ‘So you thought you’d take matters into your own hands?’ Geri shook her head and the pointy ends of her blonde bob jabbed at her chin.




    I shrugged.




    ‘I don’t know why you’re surprised.’ Nico appeared through a gap in the trees, Ketty at his side. ‘Dylan always thinks she knows best.’




    I rolled my eyes. ‘And you don’t, I suppose?’




    ‘But I saw Jez leaping out of that tree in my vision,’ Ketty blurted out. ‘Ed knew I had. I wanted you to wait until Nico and I got there. Nico could have dealt with him while we got Ed to the hut.’




    I turned to Ed. ‘Why didn’t you say any of that? You made Ketty’s vision sound real vague.’




    ‘You need to trust us,’ Ed said simply.




    There was a pause. A soft rain began pattering gently on the ground.




    I looked down. Truth is I have a bit of an issue with trust. Only idiots trust each other.




    Why didn’t anyone else understand that?




    Geri cleared her throat. ‘Ed, I don’t think withholding information from a team member is the best way to build trust.’




    I shot a grateful look at her. I’ve always got along better with Geri than the others have. She’s hard-edged, for sure – and hugely ambitious. But at least she understands how the real world works.




    ‘Don’t blame Ed for this,’ Nico snapped. ‘It’s not his fault if Dylan’s a complete princess.’




    I squared up to him. Nico’s tall – and extremely good-looking, with dark hair and eyes and smooth, olive skin. But none of that intimidates me.




    ‘What did you call me?’




    ‘A princess,’ Nico said, ‘with a selfish psychic ability and an arrogant attitude that stops you from trusting anyone el—’




    ‘I do trust you,’ I snapped back. ‘I trust you and your girlfriend to make stupid decisions and give stupid advice.’




    ‘Dylan,’ Ed said plaintively. ‘That’s not fair.’




    ‘How dare you speak to us like that?’ Nico said through gritted teeth. He seethed with fury. ‘You’ve got no right to diss what we do. You’re supposed to be in this team with us.’




    Ketty put a restraining hand on his arm.




    For some reason that gesture made me angrier than everything else put together.




    ‘In this team with you? Don’t make me laugh!’ I shouted. ‘I own this team. It was my dad who created the Medusa gene . . . remember? Who put it inside you . . . and he died a hero protecting—’




    ‘He died in an accident!’ Nico shouted back. ‘You’re just the same as the rest of us.’




    I glared at him, a terrible wave of misery rising inside me at this angry reference to my dad’s death.




    I forced the tears back. No way was I showing Nico he’d upset me.




    ‘That’s enough, both of you,’ Geri said firmly. ‘At least I hope this experience has proved to you all you’re in no way ready to be choosing your own missions. I mean, it’s obvious you’re not yet able to work as a team.’




    ‘Why don’t we just leave Dylan out of our next mission?’ Ketty said.




    ‘Fine with me,’ Nico added.




    They looked at Ed.




    ‘My point is that you shouldn’t be acting independently at all,’ Geri went on. ‘Surely you can all see that?’




    Ed coughed. ‘Actually, I don’t,’ he said. ‘And while I agree that Dylan’s a bit of a loose cannon . . .’ He turned to Nico and Ketty. ‘We’ll need her for the mission I’ve found.’




    I sniffed. ‘Do I get a say in this?’




    Ed looked at me.




    Whoosh.




    In an instant he was inside my head.




    He’s done that a couple of times before, but I’ll never get used to it. You can feel his presence, even when he’s not pushing to find anything out.




    Right now he was darting in and out of my thoughts, preventing me from moving. Panicking, my thoughts shrieked out: What the hell are you doing? Get out!




    Ed carried out zooming around my head. I couldn’t tell what he was seeing . . . somehow he was blocking me from knowing what he was looking at.




    Stop!




    With another whoosh he was gone.




    I turned on him, furious. ‘What was that for?’




    ‘I just wanted to know something,’ Ed said.




    ‘What?’




    ‘It doesn’t matter.’ Ed looked around at the others. ‘So you’re definitely up for the mission?’




    Nico and Ketty nodded.




    Something shrank inside me. He’d already talked to them about it. They already knew what the mission involved.




    And nobody had said anything to me.




    ‘I’ve told you several times already, Ed,’ Geri insisted. ‘The mission isn’t safe. And your performance today confirms that you can’t be relied on to work independently. I don’t want the four of you to do it.’




    Great. Even Geri knew about the mission.




    ‘What about her?’ Ketty said, ignoring Geri and pointing at me.




    ‘Yeah, do we really have to bring her along?’ Nico snarled.




    ‘I’m afraid we can’t do the mission without her,’ Ed said. ‘If she’ll come, that is?’ He smiled. ‘You will come, won’t you, Dylan?’




    All three of them looked at me expectantly.




    I gazed at each of them in turn.




    I guess if I was a different person I would have found it easy to smile and say I’d be glad to join them . . . that I was pleased to be needed and included . . .




    But that’s not my way.




    ‘Sure I’ll come,’ I said, narrowing my eyes. ‘The three of you wouldn’t last five minutes without me.’
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    3: The revelation




    It took the three of them most of the next two days to do it, but Nico, Ketty and Ed finally persuaded Geri we should go on this mission Ed had found.




    In the end I think she realised that, if she didn’t agree, the others would do it anyway. And, if Geri was involved, she could at least provide advice and back-up.




    I only knew they’d all been talking because Geri sought me out immediately after the decision was made.




    Geri had always confided in me more than in the others. She knew my dad quite well and, though I’d never admit it, I liked it when she told me about their meetings all those years ago.




    She found me in the backyard of the stone cottage we were staying in, staring out at the woodland beyond. We were somewhere in the North of England. Coming from America, I’m a bit vague on all the geography, but I think we might have been near a place called the Lake District. Not that I’d seen any lakes.




    The cottage was quite cute in an olde English sort of way with draughty windows, flowery furnishings and cold stone floors everywhere.




    I went out into the yard most evenings after dinner. It was easier than being in the living room with Nico, Ed and Ketty playing stupid computer games or listening to that dumb indie music they’re all into.




    It was a chilly night, but I was sitting on the swing seat in my retro pea coat and vintage Gucci gloves, enjoying the fresh, earthy night air and thinking about a pair of slingbacks I had my eye on.




    In case you’re wondering, I get a big allowance from my aunt and uncle in America. It doesn’t make up for the way they’ve treated me but, hey, a lot of money’s better than none, right?




    ‘So what’s this mission about?’ I said, after Geri had made a few barbed comments about the others’ pig-headedness.




    Geri gave me that birdlike stare of hers. ‘They still haven’t said anything to you?’




    I shook my head.




    ‘Ed wants to investigate the death of a boy in a children’s care home.’




    ‘Why?’




    ‘The death is logged as “accidental”, but Ed’s got it into his head that it was murder.’




    ‘How come?’




    ‘The official police report says a boy died after “an accident with a knife”. Ed’s got some hunch that the boy was killed deliberately and that someone’s covering up . . .’ Geri paused. ‘I think after that girl he met in Spain, Ed has a special interest in children in care.’




    I nodded. Luz, the girl Geri was referring to, had been in care. She’d been kidnapped by the people running the camp we’d been sent to in Spain. Ed had really liked her . . . had helped her escape, only to have to watch her die later.




    I’d been there when it had happened. It wasn’t something I wanted to think about if I could possibly help it.




    ‘So Ed’s on a moral mission to save kids in care, is he?’ I said.




    ‘Mmm . . .’ Geri sighed. ‘Well, I won’t pre-empt the situation any further, dear. There’ll be a proper briefing tomorrow morning.’




    ‘Fine.’ I shrugged.




    ‘You remind me more and more of your father, Dylan,’ Geri said in that clipped accent of hers. ‘He’d get that closed-off look in his eye, too. A man of few words and very untrusting but, my goodness, when it came to his principles, he stood up for what he believed in.’ She paused. ‘He didn’t have many friends . . . I mean there were a few scientists he worked closely with, and Jack Linden, of course . . .’ She paused.




    Jack Linden was my godfather. I’d liked him, but he’d ended up betraying us all earlier in the year. I reckoned Dad was right to be untrusting. Jack Linden had been his best friend, but he’d still risked our lives to sell the formula for the Medusa gene my dad had developed.




    ‘Of course,’ Geri went on, ‘your dad only really had himself to blame about the lack of friends . . . He wasn’t an easy man.’




    ‘He had my mom, too.’ I turned to her, irritated. What was she saying? Some clumsy hint about how I should try to get on better with the others?




    ‘Of course.’ Geri shivered.




    A minute later she made some excuse and went back inside.




    I stayed out for ages thinking about my dad. After he’d realised the Medusa gene was going to kill the mothers of the babies he’d injected – including my mom, his wife – he kind of withdrew from the world. I guess he must have felt real guilty. I often wondered about the traffic accident he died in . . . Was he just careless crossing the road that night . . . or so preoccupied with his work that he didn’t notice the car until it was too late? He was basically a genius and everyone says people like that often find real life harder than ordinary people.




    And what about my mom? Was she cool with his being obsessed with his work? I’d never really talked about her to anyone. My stupid aunt and uncle only ever sneered about her. The most they’d said was that I looked like her . . . except for my hair and my colouring, of course. I have my dad’s pale skin and wild red hair. Well, it would be wild if I didn’t straighten it.




    Eventually, the light went off downstairs and Jez appeared at the back door.




    ‘Everyone’s going to bed, Dylan,’ he called out. ‘You need to come inside so I can lock up.’




    Reluctantly, I left the swing seat, went indoors and followed Jez upstairs. There were four bedrooms in our stone cottage. One for Jez and his girlfriend, Alex, who was our other trainer; one for Geri; one for the boys; and one for me and Ketty.




    Ketty was already in bed when I reached our room, her back turned to the door. I was suddenly reminded of our argument in the woods earlier today.




    Well, I wasn’t going to be the first one to say something.




    It was a while before I fell asleep, though it felt like I woke just seconds later – when the door slammed as Ketty left the next morning.




    I dressed – in my ancient Juicy sweats and a totally gorgeous green jumper I got at Camden Market a few months ago. I already had on my mom’s white-gold wedding ring – I never took that off. Next I put on my silver bangles. I usually wear them, too, though not if we’re on a mission and I have to keep the noise levels down. Like the ring, the bangles were my mom’s . . . very simple, very elegant, very beautiful. After I’d got the bangles on I messed around trying on a few different pairs of earrings. Eventually, I made my way downstairs.




    The others were in the kitchen. Our two couples – Nico and Ketty and Jez and Alex – were sitting opposite each other at the table, like an episode of Wife Swap, while Ed and Geri were talking in low, intent voices by the sink.




    They all looked up as I walked in.




    I raised my eyebrows. ‘What?’




    ‘Ah, you’re here, dear,’ Geri said. ‘We were waiting for you.’




    Ed explained the mission – and my role in it.




    I stared at him. ‘It’s just like the missions we’ve done in the past.’




    ‘So?’ Nico stood up. ‘What did you think, that we were going on an expedition into outer space?’




    ‘No,’ I said, trying to sound as withering as possible. ‘I just don’t get why you all think this is such a valuable use of our time.’




    ‘Of course you don’t.’ Ketty said.




    Jeez, talk about prickly.




    We set off after lunch. It was a long drive to the town on the English-Scottish border where the mission was to start. The first stage of Ed’s plan was simple. Nico and I were to get us into the public records office just before the end of the day. After we’d broken in, Ed was to mind-read the person on duty to get that day’s password. Once we had the password, we’d be able to get into the database of records and check out the report on the so-called ‘accidental death’ at the children’s care home to see if there was anything suspicious about it. While we did that, Ketty was going to try and focus on predicting the next ten minutes for us, making sure the coast would stay clear.




    Kind of a rerun of the training disaster in the woods, but with one significant difference.




    ‘How are you going to cover our tracks?’ I asked Ed. ‘I mean, if you have to mind-read someone for a password, they’re sooo going to know about it.’




    Ed blushed. ‘I’m using a new technique,’ he said quietly. ‘Kind of like a hypnosis thing that Alex helped me with. Stops people remembering they saw me, er, us . . .’




    ‘So you’ve been developing your telepathy?’ I raised my eyebrows. ‘Way to go, Hypno Boy.’




    I glanced at Nico. There was a time he’d have laughed at that. We used to be friends, but the more time we spent around each other, the less he seemed to like me.




    Whatever.




    ‘I still don’t see why someone can’t hack into the database remotely,’ I said.




    ‘Ed told you already,’ Nico said irritably. ‘They might be able to trace a hacker.’




    ‘And they change the password every day,’ Ketty added.




    ‘Okay, okay,’ I said.




    At last we arrived at the records office. Jez and Alex were with us, giving tactical advice on how to behave once we were inside.




    ‘If you get apprehended, say nothing, but let Nico disarm them, then put Ed in front of them straight away to block any memory they might have had of the incident. It’s vital that you lay a false trail to cover your tracks,’ Jez said, his face very serious.




    ‘And don’t forget your ABC,’ Alex added. ‘Attentiveness. Back-up. Caution. Keep your eyes peeled at all times. Remember to switch off your phones and . . .’




    ‘. . . And never take unnecessary risks . . .’ Ketty and Ed chorused.




    ‘You remember how to get out of an armlock, don’t you?’ Jez added anxiously.




    ‘We’ll be fine,’ Nico said impatiently.




    ‘Yeah, enough babysitting,’ I said. ‘Let’s go.’




    The public records office was a large, square, red-brick building. Jez and Alex dropped us at the fire door round the back and we waited while Ketty tried to see into the next few minutes to find out if we would be safe going inside.




    She stood there, her eyes all glassy, staring into mid-air. I waited impatiently.




    After a few seconds, she stopped. ‘I’m not seeing any problems,’ she said. ‘Looks like we’re going to get in and out in about twenty minutes. The guy you’re going to mind-read, Ed, is on the second floor.’




    ‘Awesome,’ I drawled. ‘I feel sooo reassured.’




    Nico shot an angry look at me. ‘Dylan, there’s—’




    ‘Leave it,’ Ketty said. ‘She’s not worth it.’




    Charming.




    Nico squared up to the fire door. With a swift flick of his hand, the thick metal bar lifted and the door opened.




    I glanced around. Nobody was passing, or looking at us from any of the nearby windows.




    I took a deep breath. I knew I had to move fast once we were inside.




    I slipped through the doorway and looked around for the laser ray that Ed’s research had suggested would be here. There it was, just one step ahead of where I was standing, its broad red ray monitoring the corridor.




    I took a second to focus, making sure my whole body was shielded with my force field. Fully protected, I stepped into the laser’s path, stopping it from reaching my body and picking up my presence. The others crept past, behind me.




    Once I was sure they were safely through, I stepped out of the laser’s path myself. We were in a dark, concrete corridor at the back of the records office. Voices sounded a short way ahead of us – the bored chatter of people leaving work for the day.




    Ed pointed to a set of concrete stairs. They looked deserted.




    ‘Two flights up,’ he whispered.




    We set off.




    ‘No need to say thank you,’ I muttered.




    Ketty stopped us as we reached the first-floor landing, hissing a warning that she’d just had a vision of someone heading towards us from the third floor. We froze, but no one came.




    I turned to Ketty, irritated. ‘Are you trying to be annoying on purpose?’




    ‘Shut up, Dylan,’ she snapped. ‘It’s not that easy. I might be out by just a few minutes . . . It’s impossible to know for sure.’




    Rolling my eyes, I set off up the stairs again. A moment later I found Ed beside me.




    ‘Maybe it would help if you thought of your’s and Nico’s abilities as like doing maths or chemistry and our gifts – mine and Ketty’s – as more like English or history. What we do isn’t scientific or always precise. Just like in English there sometimes aren’t right or wrong answers. D’you see?’




    What a geek.




    ‘Gee, thanks, Professor,’ I said.




    Ed shook his head and walked on ahead. He caught up with Ketty on the second-floor landing. They stood, discussing something for a second. Then Ketty beckoned me over.




    ‘The guy Ed needs to mind-read is through there.’ She pointed to a door marked Level A Staff Only. ‘I saw him – he’s working in a small office. Glasses. Dark hair.’




    ‘Will I need to help out with my gift again?’ I said, letting a seam of sarcasm run through my voice.




    ‘No,’ Ketty snapped. ‘You’re no use to us now until we leave.’




    And again with the charm.




    Nico beckoned us over to the Level A Staff door. He held up his hand, gesturing us to wait a second, then pushed the door open. Another corridor. Carpeted this time. We scurried past a closed door then, a few seconds later, burst into the office Ketty had seen in her vision.




    It was tiny – furnished only with a desk and two chairs. The dark-haired, bespectacled man at the desk jumped up as we swept inside but before he could speak Ed made eye contact.




    As Ed started to mind read the man, Nico turned to Ketty. ‘Okay babe? Just keep your mind focused on near-future visions; I’ll keep watch.’




    Ed was frowning as he stared into the office worker’s eyes.




    ‘Something wrong, Ed?’ I said drily.




    ‘Yeah.’ Ed sounded worried. ‘I’ve got the password, but hypnotising this guy so he’ll forget we’ve been here isn’t as easy as I thought it would be.’




    I rolled my eyes. ‘What’s the password?’ I asked, scooting around to the computer. ‘I’ll log onto the database that we need to look at.’




    ‘Okay. The password’s monitor636.’ Ed hesitated a second, gathering more information, then directed me onto the site we needed. I found the report on the ‘accidental’ death at the care home quickly. I only gave it a quick skim through, but it seemed obvious that Ed had been right and certain suspicious factors about the boy’s death had been hushed up. I emailed the report to one of the coded Medusa email accounts, then deleted all evidence that I’d been on the computer. Of course anyone taking the trouble to search the hard drive might have seen that the file had been uploaded as an attachment, but if no one knew we’d been here, who would think to examine the hard drive?




    I glanced over at Ed. He was still frowning. The guy he was trying to hypnotise had sagged slightly in his chair, but his eyes, though glazed over, still looked alert.




    ‘Are we done?’ Nico asked from the door.




    ‘Yes,’ I said.




    ‘Not quite.’ Ed sounded anxious. ‘I’m still having trouble hypnotising this guy. I have to make sure he won’t know we were here.’




    ‘Well, that’s awesome, Hypno Boy,’ I drawled.




    ‘Give him a break,’ Nico snapped.




    ‘Don’t worry.’ Ketty turned to Ed. ‘No one’s coming. Take your time.’




    I glanced back at the computer. Ed had directed me to a national database of reports on UK deaths going back twenty years, since electronically stored records began. There were three sections to the database – one for murder, one for death by natural causes and the section I was looking at, for accidental deaths.
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