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For readers, dreamers, and hopeless romantics everywhere
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Sixteen years ago, Luna had a secret:
one that could save the world…or destroy it.




1

The sky is close, so close I want to reach out and touch it.

     The air is thin. I can’t resist tasting it without my mask, but it’s so cold that I cough and choke. I am above the world now, the summit near; soon I will step into the sky with the stars, the stars I stare at every night. It’s daylight now, but they are there, always; I can feel them.

But exhaustion wars with exhilaration.

I fix my rope to the spike in the ice above, and release it below. Then I double wrap the rope around my gloved hand. It’s quicker without clipping through to a safety harness, and speed is what I need to win.

I can do this. I have no fear of heights, but am leaden with fatigue, each step a battle won.

The mountain shimmers like the sky, and I struggle to focus. Is it lack of oxygen? The gauge on my tank is almost in the red. I can’t afford to linger. I shift it on my shoulders. How can a nearly empty tank weigh so much?

I step forwards, pull myself up with the rope, digging the crampons on my boots into packed snow and ice. Another step, and another.

I lean forward to fix my rope ahead once again, balanced with the rope pulled taut behind me.

Then the rope goes slack in my hand. I stare at it in disbelief. It must be for only a fraction of a second, but it feels longer, as if time has frozen like virtual Everest itself. Has the rope slipped free – did I get the knot wrong – or is it sabotage?

I fall.

I scrabble uselessly against sheer ice, bouncing and slamming against the slope as I plummet towards the cliff. There’s a sharp crack and pain in my leg, then my shoulder.

Unplug, Liberty; leave this world behind, says the voice of reason inside – one I usually ignore.

Not yet. It’s not too late, there’s still time to—

I fly over the edge of the cliff into space, the frozen world like a beautiful three-D Christmas card all around me.

Unplug! Get back to your body before it’s too late!

But then I stop with a jerk, one that nearly tears my arm from its socket.

I’m hanging from one hand, clinging tight to the rope still wrapped double around it. The rope must have caught on something above.

I dangle and swing. My hand hurts, the rope digging into my fingers through my glove, my weight making it cut deep. My shoulder is on fire. But I stare in wonder all around me: I’m finally free, lost in space.

‘Helloooo!’ a male voice calls out from above. I look up. A head and shoulders peer over the edge of the cliff.

‘Hi,’ I say.

‘What are you doing?’

‘Just hanging around.’ I tilt my head back awkwardly to see him more clearly. I don’t know him. His colours say he is on the other team. Is he the one who released my rope, made me fall? Damn. I was sure I had a clear run to the finish.

‘What should we do now?’ he says.

I shrug with my free shoulder, then wish I hadn’t. It hurts, too.

I glance up again. Light glints on the blade of a knife he now holds in his hand.

‘I’m Ex, by the way,’ he says.

‘And I’m—’

‘Liberty. I know who you are. Now, here is my question: should I haul you up, or cut the rope?’

I’m intrigued. He knows me, but I don’t know him? And he should cut the rope, and head for the summit. He knows it, and more: he knows I know it. What game is this within the game? My head spins from lack of oxygen, and my hand won’t take this much longer. It’s moved beyond pain; it is so numb the only evidence I have that the rope hasn’t snapped it off is that I’m still hanging here.

‘Whatever you want to do, do it quickly, or the choice will be gone. I’m not about to hang around here all day.’

He laughs and then disappears from view. So, what will it be? I should unplug, escape this situation, but somehow – I want to know.

The rope moves, but doesn’t slacken and drop. The top moves closer in short jerks of the rope. He’s pulling me up.

I make myself lighter, releasing my pack and the oxygen tank with my free hand. They fall and fall, soundlessly, for so long – finally, a distant thud reaches my ears. The tank must be empty, anyhow. My head is so light. I force myself to breathe shallowly, despite the lack; to stop myself from choking on the icy air.

I jerk higher, slowly, inches at a time…

Too slowly. My eyelids flutter, drift closed…

No! I force them open. I have to stay conscious, stay here and now. I stare at the mountain, at the ice and snow; the jagged rocks and crevices far below. They shimmer, turning to lace with the black of the void beyond – as if this virtual world is bleeding away with my consciousness, like they are entwined. I fix the ice and stone with my eyes to try to hold on to this world.

The rope jerks me up again and again, in short movements.

My vision is fading to black. To the void.

‘Liberty!’ A sharp voice calls my name, and for a moment I’m confused. Then I realise it isn’t here; it’s back in the real world.

No. Not my mother; not now. How did she get through my locks? I open one eye – my real eye, back in my body where it is plugged in – and see her crossing the room. I groan.

‘Go away. I’m fine,’ I say.

‘I can see that,’ she snaps.

The rope jerks again, takes me back to virtual. I look up. How much further to go?

Too far.

The rope slithers through my hand, and I fall.
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