
        
            
                
            
        

    
"Another one's sick." 
"Which one?" Avia twisted her wrist, shutting down the 
microscope interface. 
Mira stood at the door with her holotab. She gestured, 
manipulating the 3D interface. "Subject 25. Invasive group A 
strep." 
"He's got 48 hours," Avia said, picking up her own holotab. 
Mira pressed her lips together and avoided Avia's gaze. "Yes. And 
he got sick 36 hours ago. The last shift ran a scan and...it doesn't 
look good." 
Avia sighed, stomach churning, and followed Mira out of the lab. 
Climate change and drug resistance had been a boon to many of 
mankind's worst diseases. Human evolution and vaccinations 
couldn't keep up. "Survival of the fittest" wasn't so complimentary 
anymore. 
They crossed the glass skywalk that connected the research 
building to the hospital. Avia focused on the cityscape, trying her 
best not to think about Subject 25. The enviroscrubbers must be 
working, filtering the pollution out of Seattle's skies. She normally 
couldn't see the space needle through the haze, but she could 
today. It reminded her of Infinitek's latest project: a fleet to find 
New Earth. That was one way to start over. Just run away from it 
all. 
When they reached the children's wing, Avia forced herself over 
the threshold. She clenched her jaw as they passed faded, peeling 
murals of frolicking animals and smiling children. 
Mira stopped at the first genscanning room. "Do you want me to 
come in with you?" 
"He's not lucid, is he?" 
Mira shook her head. 
"I'll run the tests myself," Avia said. "I'll call you if I need you." 
"His parents are in my office..." 
"Tell them not to leave the building." Avia opened the door. "If it 
happens..." 
"I know." Mira glanced into the dim room beyond and hurried 
away. 
The thick scent of illness and antiseptic hung in the room. A small 
child rested in a bed beside the bulky metal genscanner. Sweat 
coated his still features, and tubes and metallic patches stood out 
against his dark skin. His breathing came infrequently, ragged. 
His temperature read 104 on the display, but she couldn't keep 
herself from laying a hand on his forehead. Burning up. Fuller 
Kennedy. Age 3. 
She never forgot a name. 
Ben had looked like this. Small. Helpless. She latched onto the old 
pain and cast it deeper, to the scarred core that kept her going. It's 
what got her through all the long hours in the lab, the dissolution 
of her marriage, and the passing of too many children. 
Avia activated her holotab. An infinity symbol rotated in the air, 
and the company slogan appeared. Infinitek. For a Better World. 
If they truly wanted a better world, they shouldn't have cut my 
funding. 
She connected her holotab to the scanner and began to run the 
tests. The machine sent charges into the boy's skin, but he didn't 
move. Didn't even register the pain. 
The first results came back. His vital organs were in danger of 
failing. Avia clutched the edge of the genscanner and took deep 
breaths as she waited for the final result. The only result that 
mattered. 
When it appeared, she lifted a trembling hand to her mouth and 
went to Fuller's side. She'd spent the past fourteen years working 
on a genetic modification to improve human immunity. Fuller had 

been one of the last children to be born to parents who had 
received her gene therapy. 
The temperature display beeped. 103. She caressed his forehead, 
and his eyelids fluttered. This wasn't a child being ravaged by 
disease. This was a child fighting to live. 
And he was winning. 
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