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The explosion ripped through the observation deck of the 
Arunee, a compact ultra-sleek airship design and owned by 
Olsten Corp.  The concussion wave tore through helium-
pods, bracing struts and the carbo-plastic hull of the main 
passenger compartment. Thirteen dead. Eight of them from 
drowning.  The fact the Arunee had been only hovering at 
ten metres above the waves at the time undoubtedly 
reduced the number of fatalities. And yet, since the 
explosion and the subsequent rescue operation thirty-one 
days ago now, eleven of the fifteen survivors had committed 
suicide.  
 And each of them had the strange wounds.  
 Liebeqk Bardo re-ran the security footage recovered 
from the wreck’s computer. He rubbed at the patch of sore, 
itching skin on his chest, using the slightly coarse fabric of 
his Matsamuti business shirt against the bane of his life. A 
combination of faulty genes activated by a high-anxiety, 
low-paid career had left his skin suffering from psoriasis.  It 
didn’t help that he sweated like a pig wrapped in a gelweed 
blanket. Even in winter. Another fault of his damned genes: 
he constantly felt too hot.   



2 

 Liebeqk touched one of the free-floating icons within the 
HTMD that currently covered his temporary work space. 
The icon reacted to his skin with a quiver then rendered a 
glutinous, sticky effect to show it was responding to his 
touch. The record-function became active. He spoke quickly, 
in a surly, no-nonsense tone: “A shock wave of compressed 
gas expanded at the speed of sound, rupturing lungs, 
intestines and eardrums, mashing soft organ tissue and 
haemorrhaging major blood vessels as a precursor to the 
lethal storm of shrapnel that ripped through flesh, muscle 
and bone. Glass shards, splinters of wood, shattered teeth, 
dirt and debris and something else.”   
 And something else… 
 He paused the recording. The office was quiet. Just the 
background hum of the portable fan he carried everywhere 
with him.  He was adept at finding such places late at night, 
when his presence was least noticed.  He stared again at the 
mass of collated data sitting in overlapping layers amongst 
the sweeping expanse of the HTMD. The light from the 
holographic display painted him in a kaleidoscope of 
colours.  Somewhere in there was the answer.  Despite the 
cooling air currents of the fan, sweat prickled out across his 
palms and the back of his neck.  
 Or maybe the answer isn’t in the data…  
 Then his gaze slid to the air-hypo, lying prone within its 
padded carrycase. Borrowed from Chelsey Novak, Olsten 
Corp’s Chief Medical Examiner, and pre-loaded with the 
solution he’d asked her to prepare for him.  She was as 
bloody insane as he was, handing over what he’d asked for – 
a concentrated solution of particle X - but she was also just 
as intrigued. 
 The explosion had initially been considered an act of 
corporate warfare.  Olsten’s main rival in the synthetic 
biology industry was KOIG and it was suspected they had 
maybe escalated from espionage to murder.  But a 
combined effort by the ocean salvage crew and Olsten 
forensic officers quickly identified the cause of the explosion 
itself was a rupturing of the flammable gas tanks stored aft 
of the passenger area.  No sign of any device used to cause 
a detonation.  
 All the data was there in front of him.  No sign of 
anything that could have caused the rupturing of the 
industrial tanks.  Absently, his fingers moved through the 
planes of tangible light and prodded aside witness 
statements, vessel schematics and a 360-degree virt 
rendering of the explosion itself. 
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 He started recording again: “The explosion could have 
been the catalyst for the suicides. Post-traumatic stress 
disorder. Depression. Anxiety. Any number of factors when 
the delicate human organism is subjected to violent shock. 
But…”  
 His bolshy voice trailed-off as Novak’s pathology reports 
surfaced into his line of sight again.  Written analysis 
alongside high-spec scans and photographic imagery of the 
strange wounds that twenty-six of the people on-board the 
Arunee had suffered; both crew and Olsten execs.  
 The wounds were identical. On everybody who had 
them. Millimetres across: 1.123581321 to be precise; 
because they were precise. Holes punched right through the 
body.  And none of them healing.  No infection either. Just 
grey, dead matter and traces of a mineral substance never 
encountered before. Not on Earth. And not by any of the 
thousands of machine-controlled deep space mining 
outposts run by Borgendrill.    
 Particle X. 
 Forensics combined security footage and the virt, clearly 
demonstrated a single point of origin. The particles had 
blasted outwards at high velocity from within the explosion.  
 Were they the CAUSE of the explosion? He wondered. 
 Two people without these wounds. One had drowned.  
One alive: Valerie Norman, 36, an aesthetic synthologist, 
now prime suspect through the cold logic of Occam’s Razor.  
That was the tack taken by the investigator brought in from 
Akinola-Odusola to risk asses Olsten in view of an 
escalating corporate war. Standard Operating Procedure in 
an incident like this, mandated by MOCID because Olsten 
Corp was part of a multi-trillion dollar alliance within 
UTOC.  The investigator, Trevor Pittman, was a stub-nosed 
lump of muscle wrapped around an aggressive personality, 
with ten years’ experience in the never-ending conflict out in 
the Middle-East.  What the hell he was doing running this 
floating boat disaster was beyond Liebeqk but he wasn’t 
officially on the investigation; he didn’t have a voice here.     
 Liebeqk was using his initiative. He was moonlighting 
detective whilst running data analysis shifts for Olsten’s 
internal security service.  He was vetted and qualified to do 
the work, just not officially sponsored to do this work.  
Ultimately, it was money he was after. Crack the 
investigation. Score kudos and leverage a promotion.  Use 
the extra money to pay for a full DNA-scrub at the Gentec 
clinic in Switzerland.  
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 Or maybe out by Titan with the new Huygens Science 
Station now operational...    
 He reigned in the quickly evolving daydream.  
 Valerie Norman didn’t fit the mould of corporate 
assassin. Her profile was too flat. None of the sweeping 
contours that defined a person with financial or emotional 
vulnerabilities. Her job meant taking an existing genetic 
build and tweaking it to create an aesthetically pleasing 
appearance but balanced against the risk of degrading the 
new “bespoke” organisms functionality.  She was a 
dedicated scientist and a lesbian that hadn’t had a partner 
for over three years. 
 Maybe that was Trevor Pittman’s beef with her? She 
wouldn’t take it up the ass for a quick exit from the suspect 
stage like other vulnerable females.  Pittman had quite the 
record – off-the-record.  
 Liebeqk wrinkled one side of his face as disgust 
translated into an involuntary sneer. He glanced at the 
sheets of data pushed to the outer edges of the HTMD but 
didn’t need to read them. He knew the detail: 
 Three survivors had the wounds. Particle X had been 
identified in all of them. All three were now on a heavy 
cocktail of psychotropics to balance moods and reduce the 
onset of depression. Personal profiles on social media 
showed dramatic withdrawal from regular routines.  Their 
private data revealed a mix of draft emails, anonymous blog 
musings and doodles, all focussed on an identical 
phenomenon: all three were experiencing visions, often 
whilst awake, that they were never able to accurately 
portray after. A fact which in itself was maddening for him 
but more so for them. Mumbled ramblings, badly drawn 
shapes, an overwhelming sense of them being joined to 
some other place and yet no recollection of where it was or 
what it actually looked like. A tragic feeling of loss. Of 
belonging to something they couldn’t properly grasp or 
define. 
 It was a behaviour pattern identified as identical to that 
of the eleven survivors of the explosion who had already 
committed suicide.  Too late for them. Now the focus was on 
saving the three who remained.  
 Liebeqk’s gaze shifted to an arrangement of various 
drawings he’d placed down the far right side of the HTMD. 
Different artists – most of them now dead – varying methods 
and styles. And a single consistent image oozing out from it 
all.  Bulky, blocky, cyclopean structures of a design and 
geometry that made no sense.  
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 The montage held his attention far longer than he’d 
intended.   
 Where… what?     
 Fascination and a desire to know bordering on 
obsession flooded his veins.  
  All of the victims suffering the identical psychological 
symptoms.  
 And so are the others. Liebeqk smiled, despite himself; 
he didn’t enjoy the torment these people were going through 
but Trevor Pittman, in his blind obsession for his own 
sanctimonious point-of-view had missed the biggest most 
vital clue. And this was Liebeqk’s chance to shine and out-
eclipse the arrogant bastard. Supernova style.   
 Liebeqk had found accounts all across the Net – all 
across the globe and beyond, including colonists on orbital 
platforms as far out as the First Arterial Nub – victims of a 
strange “blast” of energy that had erupted out of literally 
nowhere, peppering them with particles that left strange 
wounds.  
 These supplementary accounts were small published 
posts and scraps of data he’d been able to mine and refine 
through Olsten’s network. Nothing substantial on their own 
but together they created an almighty picture. 
 There had been an Event.  And the wounds were the 
result of it. It had occurred at one point in time, but effects 
were dispersed far and wide across the Solar System. 
 He hit record, inspired by the moment: “The explosion 
punched through the fabric of space-time. It came from… 
outside space-time. It came from…” 
 Where goddammit?  
 Chewing his bottom lip for a second he didn’t pause the 
recording but closed his eyes and then took a deep breath.  
“I believe the exotic mineral that coats the edges of these 
weird wounds is from that other place. I believe it has 
formed a connection that, somehow, has invaded the  
subconscious mind of the victims. A bridge to a window that 
overlooks…” 
 His words ran dry. He grimaced and shook his head. He 
stopped the recording. 
 The air-hypo seemed to anchor his gaze from that point.  
The solution inside the transparent hydrogel cylinder was 
his access ramp to that bridge. Or so he felt. That’s what 
he’d told Chelsey Novak. That’s how he’d convinced her to 
scrape away samples from the wounds of the deceased 
victims and create the solution.  The recording was for her, 
in case something went wrong. 
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 Like injecting myself with an unknown, potentially alien 
substance that has been linked to a high volume of suicides.  
 It wasn’t going to be the smart money that won this 
fight. It was going to be guts. And he had plenty of that.  
Besides, the three victims now on survival management 
were doing OK.  
 And he would show Trevor Pittman what a relentless 
unyielding dick he was.  That Liebeqk Bardo was better 
than him. 
 Liebeqk picked up the air-hypo, hesitated only long 
enough to consider the fact he had no other options to 
improve his life at this moment, then he stabbed the blunt 
end against the sweat-moist flesh of his forearm and 
thumbed the trigger.  
 Sounds of - Hiss – cough – click. 
 It was done. 
  

 
  
The sunrise was all wrong. Everything was all wrong.  The 
light wasn’t reflecting off the surface of the ocean, it was 
passing through. The ocean glowed. But not with any 
colour. The sun was a black furnace in a white sky. And the 
sea – like nothing he had ever experienced before. Liebeqk 
couldn’t recall how he got here or how much time had 
elapsed since…  
 He had injected himself. Potent. Concentrate. More than 
any of the others had in their systems, combined! He. Had. 
Seen. 
 Now standing on the edge. A cliff. A sea. Somewhere 
near the Olsten offices. The one he had borrowed. But that 
was another life time and another Universe away. 
Somewhere else existed inside of him now. Just as he 
existed someplace else. 
 They were dead. The creators of the Event. Their 
machine had gone off like a bomb. But there were others. 
Figures of smoke and dust that moved through a substance 
that was not air and was not solid. Everything buzzed. The 
tangential touches of thought and energy combined as Will. 
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Shadowy silhouetted things that glided towards his 
presence. God! God! OH GOD! 
 The beauty and the horror. 
 The raw exchange of consciousness bumping out of one 
groove into another. The scrape and clash of alien worlds. A 
Universe where matter had no substance and ideas had the 
gravitational mass of Stars.  He had seen the rising swirl of 
the storm. Played back in time through another space.  
 Detonation.  
 What had they wanted to achieve? He still didn’t know. 
Never would.  
 Liebeqk staggered closer to the edge of the cliff. A stark 
white blocky mass with serrated lines. Definition of an edge. 
The sea beyond. The smells were still there, however. 
Strange to have the tang of salt on his tongue and the 
stench of seaweed at the back of his throat. He knew where 
he was even if he wasn’t really there. 
 In the final analysis it was all a question of context. The 
fish in the pond. The man on the moon. The solar system in 
a cosmos that itself formed an isolated blip in a bigger 
scheme. 
 Something tugged at his mind and smoke-like shapes 
slithered beneath the surface of the limitless, indescribable 
sea.  
 Liebeqk smiled. Somewhere, on Earth, the physical form 
of his body rocked back, neck arched and mouth yawing 
wide to howl – with delight, with fear, with remorse for the 
physical world he was about to leave. 
 Rocking forward was like falling. 
 A downward accelerating plunge.  
 With no end or feeling in sight. 
 They are out there. And now he is with them. Liebeqk. 
Survivors of the crash. Victims and witnesses of the Event 
where it touched them at their very core. 
 The Event. 
 Where Masters of another reality had tried to shape 
something physical from thought. 
 A particle storm.   
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The End 
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