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 Preview 
 
    Preview (Part One); 
 
    The wooden feet of the bed crept across the floor with every move we made. Matilda was on top of me, trying to take my belt off, but she couldn't do it alone. I helped her and she pulled my pants down. She admired my blue boxers for a few seconds and then looked at me again. 
 
    "I like what's underneath," she said and laughed, again with the yapping from before, "it will be our secret, a long, dirty secret." 
 
    I knew I shouldn't do it, but was I really supposed to stop her? After all, I would only be on the ship for a few days and then I would never see her or Amelia again. One time wouldn't hurt anybody, and it was always good for relieving tension. After racing through a whole new city, wounding myself and ending up tipsy in an unknown ship, having fun and then going to sleep didn't sound so bad. It sounded quite the opposite. My head was spinning as her lips came down my length. She moved her tongue while bobbing her head back and forth. All I could see was her blue hair and the threads falling on her face, as well as the brown root. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter I 
 
    "Everyone here is running away from something, boy." The man behind the glass told me, his husky voice muffled, "Your name?" 
 
    "Kane Drummond," I told him, as I squeezed my backpack against my chest, afraid that someone would grab it and start running away with it. After all, everyone here was a thief or looked like one. 
 
    I looked around at the tall, shiny buildings surrounding the New Andreas spaceport. It was my first time there. I had hitchhiked from a space garbage carrier after running away from home with just a backpack containing 3 bars of cereal, a bottle of natural orange juice, my great-grandfather's gold watch, a few coins, and my father's travel diary. I left the rest behind without a second thought. I couldn't take it anymore. It was not only the daily problems at home or working as a slave in the old mines but also the dream I had since I was a child of something bigger. I had read the diary dozens of times, perhaps even hundreds, and imagined the worlds my father had described in such detail and how fascinating they all were. The adventure and the taste for danger were in my veins and I couldn't just ignore them. 
 
    "What can you do?" The man asked me, also telling all those behind me to stop pushing, "One at a time." He shouted. 
 
    "I worked in a mine. I can transport large and heavy quantities of different materials. Will that do?" I gave a tight lip smile.  
 
    "Hm, hm." The man answered me. He diverted the fringe covering his right eye and scratched the scar he had on his eyelid, the dry, red skin protruding from his pale-face, hiding it a few seconds later. 
 
    "I’ll put your name on the list. If any captain is interested, you will be contacted." 
 
    "That's it?" 
 
    "Yeah, and now get out of here. Can't you see there's a line behind you?" He said, green eyes wide open as he rubbed his cracked lips on each other. 
 
    I thanked him and gave my place to the next one in line. 
 
    I put the backpack on my back and wandered through the city's wide streets, the dust flying and obscuring the long-distance vision, also covering the faces of the people who crossed my path. Most of them were older, taller, and had a turtleneck covering their faces up to their noses. Everything there was new to me. 
 
    As soon as I reached the main streets, I released a long "wow " of so much shock that I was in. I had come from a planet inhabited by drunken miners, criminals who had no more than a knife in their pocket and taverns who had no name.  But there everything was different. The bars had signs with letters of different colors indicating their names, the women wore ruffles and laces up to their knees and the men walked with their hands on each other's shoulders singing from door to door, with rosy cheeks and wet lips as well. While some people just roamed through the streets, others went to the bars or the casinos, and some stirred among the tents where weapons and items were sold. Truth be told, part of me felt that the people there knew that I did not belong there. They stared at me with disdain and a couple of the men even spat on the ground as they looked at me up and down. They were probably not used to seeing someone like me; dirty, ripped cloths, straying away from everyone, acting like I didn’t belong there. They weren’t wrong. 
 
    I ended up walking all the way to the end of one of the main streets where a small bar caught my eye. 
 
    Unlike the other bars, the walls there were harsh and stained by the time passage. There was no one at the entrance and the letters on the sign only blinked. Not to mention the ones that didn't even work. It was the perfect place for me to rest while waiting for someone to call me. I mean, I was hoping someone would need a carrier or I would have to sneak into some ship. And, let's be honest, most captains wouldn't be as kind as old Albald of the transporter. 
 
    I opened the door carefully so as not to make any noise, and yet the rusty hinges ravaged the floor. A thunderous noise that sparked all eyes to my tiny ass. Two men banged their full mugs on the table and turned to me. A woman in a corner lifted her pirate's hat and looked at me. The dimmed light did not let me see the color of her eyes, but they were as clear as daylight. I had no doubt about that. 
 
    "Close the door when you come in." A man behind the bar told me.  
 
    He had a voice similar to wood scraping on the floor and conveyed chills only with a pitch-black look. 
 
    So, I did. I sat on one of the swivel seats in front of the counter and in less than a minute I had a drink in front of me. A thick white liquid serving as a base for a brown that swirled around the middle. 
 
    "I didn't ask for anything," I told him, afraid it was a trap for tourists or rookies. 
 
    "I know, but I can tell you need it." He answered and shoved the glass towards me. 
 
    "How much is it? I don't have much money." 
 
    "Don't worry, boy." He answered. He took a break and cleared his throat, "You're new around here, aren't you? You don't have the same blood-thirsty look on your face as those who stop here." 
 
    For a moment, I thought of lying to him, but something told me that he knew the answer and just wanted me to confirm it, "Yes, I’m not from around. I'm looking for a ship to settle on." 
 
    "Hm. I see. I give you the same advice I give to everyone who comes in here with no fixed destination. Keep your head down, don't get in trouble and hopefully you'll survive." 
 
    "I don't want any trouble," I answered him. 
 
    I was going to continue when three hooded men broke in, their eyes scrutinizing the whole room. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter II 
 
    "Sometimes trouble comes to us." The man said, looking at the three muscle heads who were still at the entrance, "Are you in the right place?" 
 
    One of them came up to the bar. I took the drink to my mouth and moistened my lips. It tasted sweet and, at the same time, as bitter as a lemon. I never tasted anything like it before. I couldn't take my eyes off them. It was stronger than me, even if I knew the danger I was in, if one of them didn't go along with my face. 
 
    "Stay out of this. We just want Captain Amelia and we're leaving. There's no need to get hurt." The hooded man said to him, the light from the tavern striking on his wrinkled lips and his dark mustache. 
 
    "I don't know who you're talking about," the bartender answered them without taking his eyes off the man while passing a white cloth through the inside of a glass. 
 
    "We can do this the right way or the wrong way." The man continued, "We have orders to take her. Don't worry about it. They demanded her alive." 
 
    "Look around. A bar in the middle of nowhere, almost empty. Why would a captain as recognized as she would be at this end of the world?" 
 
    One of the men, the tallest, still at the entrance, walked up to the bartender and lifted him by the collar, "That's enough! We know she stops here. We're not gonna ask you again. Where's Captain Amelia?" he said, right above the sound of the glass shattering on the floor, breaking into dozens of shrapnel. 
 
    The bartender remained silent. The glued lips were so thin that seen from afar they could be confused with only the upper part. His hands were close to his body, but part of his arms was covered with his long black hair. 
 
    "Thank you, Barn. I'll take care of it from now on." The woman sitting at the table, in one of the farthest corners, said to him and got up, "You're looking for me, aren't you?" She asked them with a sarcastic sharp tongue and bowed to them. 
 
    The woman walked until she was under the bar lamp. The long wine-colored wild hair matched with the brown mantle that covered her shoulders. She took off her hat and put it on the table behind her. It was the only table that had a vase of flowers, even though they were already dry. Her blue eyes jumped between the three men in front of her. 
 
    "Dante's looking for you. You know nobody gets away from him." The tallest man said and dropped the bartender, "You have to come with us." 
 
    "If you know who I am, you know I've never been one to do what I'm supposed to do." 
 
    "Then we’re going to have to take you by force.” He answered her. 
 
    They began to draw closer to her, the three of them in a horizontal row, closing the space between them. Still, she didn't move. She didn't seem to be worried. Instead, they seemed to be doing what she expected them to do.  
 
    The boy in the corner, perhaps the youngest and experiencing the pressure nerves, ran and tossed himself at her. She strayed from him, grabbed the vase and hit him on the head while he slipped on the table. The vase broke, the earth getting in his black hair and the already yellow water rolling down his cheeks. The boy landed on the ground and no longer moved. The first man who had spoken followed. He also rushed up to her and was about to catch her if she hadn't removed her coat and thrown it over his face. She swerved and he had no time to stop before his head hit the wall. He passed out. Everything happened in a matter of seconds. 
 
    I had never met a woman like her before. Even in a risky situation, her breathing remained normal. Her face was serene, and she would go so far as to have a diabolical smile in the corner of her lips. She was... she was having fun. 
 
    "You know he won't stop sending others after you, right? And you also know we can't give up... He won't accept failures." The only one of the three men still standing told her. 
 
    "Hm, I'll deal with my problem. With yours, well, no one ordered you to work for him." Amelia answered him. 
 
    Betrayed by her own ego, she squatted to get her hat off the floor. Those distracting seconds were enough for the man to run towards her, with his shoulders rearward and head forward, and to strike her right in the belly, knocking her down. She stood on the floor, clutching her stomach, moaning about the pain. She bit her lower lip until it bled out trying not to show that she was in pain. 
 
    The man didn't care. He grabbed her hair and dragged her to the counter. Her body groveled across the dusty ground, leaving a trail of her silhouette behind. The other two men in the bar kept drinking like it was nothing to them. The bartender's eyes followed her body, but he didn't dare to interfere. 
 
    As soon as her body crashed against the wood counter, the man tied her hands with black tape and warned her that if she tried to escape, he wouldn't be as sweet as the first time. 
 
    "Give me something warm." He said, "Let's wait for the others to wake up. We have time." 
 
    I couldn't let that happen. My father had taught me that if I'm going to get into trouble, at least I should do it for a good reason, and protecting someone sounds like one of the good ones to do it. I needed an object that I could use to knock down the man but other than the vase that she had already used there was nothing else there. 
 
    Unless... Unless I used my own glass.  It was my best chance. I came up with a plan within seconds. I drank what was left of the drink in one sip. The liquid went down my mouth, burning my throat and warming my body, leaving me also more liberated. I took one of the few coins I had out of my pocket. Truth be told, I had never been so nervous before in my life. I had never risked it, either. I pretended I was going to put the coin on the counter and accidentally dropped it on the floor when I actually threw it near him. I even made the whole thing of almost falling with it still between my fingers so he wouldn't suspect. I hid the empty glass behind my brown raincoat. 
 
    "You should be careful, boy. Money here is not as abundant as it may seem." The man told me, glancing at me. 
 
    For a moment I felt my whole body freezing, turning to stone and my feet being swallowed by quicksand. I dropped a short "thank you" without looking him in the eye. 
 
    My mother used to tell me that I would get into trouble soon and I never doubted her. I just never thought I'd get into such an epic mess on my first day. 
 
    I picked up the coin and stashed it in my pocket. An alcohol stain had left a mark on my black fabric pants. I tried to keep my breathing to a minimum and my steps slow, but not too slow for me to get caught as I moved closer. He sipped his beer shamelessly, the liquid flowing down his chin and falling into the brown mantle. At the back, above the neck and hidden among some hair tufts, there was a cicatrized symbol; a circle with a red line above it.  
 
    The bartender realized what I was doing and made his best impression of being interested in what the tall man had to say. The captain's eyes were on the old wood, which made up the counter. My heart beat like an earthquake dividing my body into the part where I couldn't wait to hit him and the part that whispered that I would be caught and punished. My panting breath reached the back of the man's head. 
 
    "What are you doing?" The man asked as he turned around. 
 
    I got scared and smashed the bottle in his head as fast as I could. The glass broke as soon as it touched him and he fell instantly to the ground, taking the chair with him. Blood flowed from his forehead and his eyes had closed. Oh, shit. Oh, shit. I was hoping I hadn’t killed him. I touched the woman's shoulder and turned her to my side. 
 
    She looked at me from head to toe, then focused on the man lying on the ground and finally on my fingers with bits of glass and blood still on the surface. 
 
    "What the hell did you do?" She asked, and she seemed upset, "I had it all figured out." 
 
    "I just saved you," I answered her by kneeling by her side and undoing the knot. 
 
    "You just gave me one more problem, boy." She said, "Who's this?" she asked the bartender. 
 
    "New here. He saved your life, Amelia." 
 
    "What do you want in return?" She asked me, fixing her clothes and her hair. 
 
    "Nothing, I didn't do it to get something in return." I said, "I just fell like I had to help. 3 to 1 is not fair. And my name is Kane, not boy" 
 
    "Everybody wants something." She answered me as she walked up to her table to get her hat, “Kane, sure, whatever.”  
 
    "If you insist. I could use a place on a ship. I don't think I want to be here when he wakes up. I'm good at carrying boxes and I can try to learn new things. I'll do whatever it takes." 
 
    "I might have something. We better get going. I’ll charge a few favors and in half an hour you'll be wandering through space." She answered me and turned to the bartender, "Barn, are you gonna be okay?" 
 
    "Don't worry. It's not my first rodeo. I've been doing this for 40 years." He answered her and in return received a tiny smile from her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter III 
 
    We traveled across the same street from where I had come until we reached the main alley. I had never seen such a crowded street, such tall buildings as those before my eyes, much less people dressed in such eccentric and colorful patterns. Some of them didn’t even seem human. I swear I had seen someone whose face was green and someone who had three legs. 
 
    Amelia lowered her hat, covering one eye and part of her face. She was trying to hide who she was, but it didn't seem to be working. People would glance at her and stray away from her path. What the hell had I gotten into? 
 
    I wanted to ask her who she was and why they were afraid of her, but I didn't think she'd even answer me. 
 
    I kept following her until we got to the end of the street. She stopped and looked both ways. 
 
    "My memory is not the best. Let's go this way." She said and turned to the right, "As I recall, he's always in the same casino." 
 
    "Him?" 
 
    "Someone who owes me a favor. He has a decent ship and he's always open to new crew members." 
 
    "And you don't?" I asked, treading carefully. 
 
    "You like to ask a lot of questions, don't you?" She asked me, "But no. Not inclined to accept new people. I've got enough." 
 
    "I understand... And who's Dante? I think I deserve to know what the hell I got myself into." 
 
    "Maybe you'd rather not know, but I assume you'll insist on it anyway. Dante is one of the five warlords. Let's just say I was doing a job for him and I didn't finish it. The rest doesn't matter." 
 
    "Won't they be looking for me?" 
 
    "At most around here. As soon as you get on a ship, you'll be safe. As far as they're concerned, you were just a drunken boy who wanted to protect the damsel. I advise you not to set foot in here again. And enough with the questions." 
 
    We walked along the wide street, the rustic lamps flashing despite the building lights and the casino lasers pointing towards the entrances. Amelia had her hands in the pockets of her skirt and whistled a song that got stuck in my head. 
 
    A few meters ahead a red sign marked the entrance to a casino - Linus Casino. We were about to enter when a growl from down the street caught our attention. We looked back at the same time. The three men from the bar, this time with the hood behind their heads, were shoving the people who were getting in their way onto the ground. It didn't matter if they were men or women. The murmurs rose and I could hear some people talking about the mark I had seen on their necks and saying that it was better to get away from there. Oh, crap. I had gotten involved in the worst kind of problem. I didn't even have a gun to defend myself. Worse, I had never touched a gun before, unless a metal stick counted. 
 
    "That's really what I needed," Amelia said and yawned, "I thought they weren't going to wake up anytime soon." 
 
    "What do we do now?" I asked her, watching them get closer anyway. 
 
    "What do you think? We must run. Just because I got lucky once doesn't mean I'm gonna get it again." She said, "Hurry." 
 
    We ran down the main streets until we reached an almost empty street, where the only buildings with a small light on had armed men at the entrance. 
 
    "Ameliaaaaaa" the tallest man screamed as he crossed the corner of the street. 
 
    "Don't stop and follow me." Amelia told me, "I can't believe I'm doing this, but the truth is you probably saved me. It's the least I can do." 
 
    "What?" 
 
    "There's no other way but to get to my ship and get off this planet. I'll leave you somewhere else." 
 
    "I don't think I have a choice either," I replied, my heart about to jump out of my mouth. 
 
    I followed her through narrow streets, alleys and even under tents where people were selling original guns. We tried everything to mislead them. And in the distance, at the end of the street, I saw something I knew right there I would never forget. Dozens of spaceships; a few rusty ones, others with the colors still shining, a few the size of my house and others almost the size of my planet, piled up in the same area. Hundreds of people walked among them; some pushing trolleys with items and weapons, others talking and drinking and there were still those trying to check if their ship was in good conditions. I looked back once and noticed that the three men were getting even closer. We couldn't stop. My knees hurt and I had scraped my ankles somewhere. The socks were soaked in blood, but the adrenaline kept me from feeling the pain. I ran alongside Amelia, passing through dozens of ships and, for a moment, I wanted to stop and cherish them even though I knew what was at stake. 
 
    Crews from other ships stopped to see us running, and others didn’t even seem surprised. It didn’t seem the first time they had seen Amelia running away. 
 
    Maybe it was something recurrent in Amelia's life, but surely not in mine. In fact, I didn't even know what a warlord was, but I didn't want to show my inexperience. Amelia began to climb the ramp of a medium-sized black ship, in which the only thing visible was the rectangular transparent glass on the front. The ship was different from the others. It had a hexagonal appearance, almost like a five-pointed flying disc, capable of passing between the narrowest mountains without a hitch. 
 
    "Close it. Close it now! Get us out of here!" Amelia screamed into the air. 
 
    The ramp rose and began to recede into the ship. Shots were fired and hit the ship's metal and bounced back. The engine rumbled and the ship rose, hovering in the air. The force of gravity threw us against the ground, and we were stuck there, my right cheek cooling down, my upper lip touching my nose and my hair looking like it had just been struck by a rumble of thunder. 
 
    Unlike us, Amelia's hat was spinning through the air. And despite the pressure that clashed against my ribs, the pain made up for not having been captured by the three unknown men. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter IV 
 
    Finally, gravity returned to normal. I noticed then that our fingers were intertwined, and she hadn't noticed yet. But it didn't take long, and as soon as she did, she punched my finger until she almost flattened it.  
 
    We got up and she grabbed the hat as it fell off. I stored the pain inside. I didn't want to risk complaining because she could snap at me and throw me out the door. She didn't seem to me to be the kind of person who would cry over my downfall or regret doing so. 
 
    "Damn it. Matilda, didn't I tell you to find a way to lower the impact of this?" Amelia screamed. 
 
    "Sorry, chef. It's been a long time since I've seen you... so breathless." A high-pitched, very feminine voice, said, right behind me. 
 
    "You know I hate it when you call me chef." 
 
    "I know, that's why I do it." The girl answered and laughed. She had a strange laugh, almost like a long screech despite the angelic face traits, "Who is this handsome boy you brought? Don't tell me you and him..." 
 
    "Do you really think so? This rascal?" Amelia said, looking at me, "This idiot saved my life and I had to save his. Now get us out of here." 
 
    "Where to?" 
 
    "The nearest port. We'll leave him there and then we'll continue our journey." She ordered. 
 
    "But our quest is so close. Can't we stop there first? That's why we stopped here. So, we'd finish the mission quickly instead of having to go back and forth." 
 
    "Actually... Boy, didn't you say you were good at carrying stuff? You might be useful on the next mission. In return, you have a place to sleep and three meals a day until we figure this out. It should only be a few days. But then we'll drop you off at a nearby port. Did you get that? Don't think this is going to last." She said to me, "Matilda, take him to the infirmary. I don't want my ship to get blood on it. Show him the rest of the ship and his chambers. Tell me your name again" 
 
    “Keno.” I repeated.  
 
    “Yeah, that’s it. Matilda go with him.” 
 
    "Sure, chef." The girl said it again and winked at Amelia. 
 
    Amelia bit her lower lip but didn't answer. She just sighed and signaled for us to get going.  
 
    After the ramp, there was a corridor that fitted a maximum of three people horizontally and had black colored walls covered with protrusions and energized blue wires. I had already got up and straightened my clothes when an ankle pain made me kneel. 
 
    "Chef is a tad cranky, but she didn't kill you for touching her, so she's kind of grateful. Or she liked you, which is rare." The girl at the hallway entrance told me. 
 
    The light blue curly hair had the same tone as the sky on my planet when there were no clouds and her eyes were as dark as rosin, exactly like the ship. 
 
    "You're not serious, are you?" I asked her, afraid she'd be serious. 
 
    "I've seen her break someone's arm for less. But don't worry. As long as you're a member of the crew, you're off the hook." She said it and smiled. Her teeth were white and straight like the ones who showed up in dentist commercials on my planet, "Let's go. Better take care of that." She pointed to the blood dripping down my leg. 
 
    "Good to know..." I told her, and for the first time I noticed the silhouette of her breasts, bouncing with every step she took, "I have something I want to ask you." 
 
    "You should be careful with what you ask in here." She said, frowning, her lips barely closed, "I'm kidding. What do you want to know?" She said it and smiled again. There was a huge contrast between the white teeth and the blurred red lipstick lips, patches of it outside the lip contours. 
 
    "How does a girl like you end up on a ship like this?" I asked, looking around, the corridor seemingly endless. 
 
    Actually, it didn't look like there was even a way out. There were no doors or windows, although the air contained a sweet fragrance - almost like cotton candy. There were scarred solid gaps in the walls and the threads multiplied the further away we got from the entrance. 
 
    "Good question. I'll give you a summary. Amelia steals the ship, Amelia can't fly the ship, Amelia crashes. Luckily, she fell a few feet from my parents' house. They taught me everything I know about ships, you know? As I rebuilt it together with my father, I got to know her. She's not as fiery as she looks at first sight. There's a good person underneath all that Miss Pirate of the Century outfit. When the ship was ready to leave, she invited me to come and see the rest of the universe with her. How could anyone refuse?" She said, and before I knew it, she'd already leaned against me and grabbed my arm. 
 
    "What about your parents? I don't think my mom would think it was very funny if she knew where I was." 
 
    "At first they tried to stop me. It's not that they didn't like Amelia, quite the opposite, but they knew that once I left with her, fixing the ship would be the least of my problems." She told me as her arms closed more around mine, like a serpent wrapping her prey, "but they couldn't ignore my glowing eyes when she told us about other planets either. It's been my dream since I was a little girl. Get to know new worlds, new ships, discover new technology and know how I compare myself to the greatest geniuses in this galaxy. So, no one knows you're here?" 
 
    "Not really. I'm like you, even if it’s for different reasons. I think there comes a time in everyone's life when you have to decide if you're happy with the cozy routine or if you need the steady thrill of a breakthrough that might be dangerous, you know? And, look, here I am. In less than 24 hours I've been chased, I've been injured, but it's better than working in the mines." 
 
    "A boy from the mines so..." Matilda murmured and laughed, "Don't freak out now." She added, treating me like I was a kid who hadn’t seen shit. 
 
    "Freak out about what?" I asked her but she didn't answer. 
 
    She stopped but there was nothing in front of us except for the black walls and the lights that traversed it. Matilda pressed a cluster of lights and a transparent door surfaced, revealing a white-walled room with two stretchers in the middle. A girl with long red hair had her back to us, shaking a bottle with a cream-colored liquid, taking breaks to analyze its consistency. I looked behind me, at the dark walls like the empty space amidst planets, and forward, the contrast being immediate. There were yellow remnants on the white walls, but they were scarce and sparse. 
 
    "Jessy! Looks like I haven't seen you in weeks!" Matilda said. 
 
    The other girl turned to her. Before answering her, she wrapped her hair in a ponytail and laid the latrine down. 
 
    "Matilda, you were here yesterday. What do you need?" 
 
    "He's bleeding. Surely you can sew it up and give him something for the pain." Matilda told her and walked to the countertop where the girl had put the liquid, "another one of your experiences?" 
 
    "I'm trying to produce a fluid that heals wounds from the inside, but it's not ready yet." She said and looked at me, her small but sharp eyes fulminating me, "You, sit there. Does Amelia know, or is this another one of your conquests? Someday you'll get caught and she won't find it funny. Whether it's a man or a woman. I have something better for him though" 
 
    While they were talking, I walked and climbed on the stretcher, lying on it. For the first time since I went in there, I felt relieved. 
 
    "Cut it out. You're being a buzzkill. I don't do that anymore. Last time I almost got caught. I had to tell Amelia that the girl had snuck into the ship through the ventilation tubes because she wanted to escape from her planet. But this boy was her own request. Apparently, he saved her life." 
 
    "Someone saving the captain's life? What did she get herself into this time?" 
 
    They both looked at me. The new girl, Jessy, touched my leg with two fingers, treading from knee to ankle, trying to find out where the leg was most swollen and sore from my reactions. I bit my lip and almost threw up when she touched inches above the ankle and the contents of my stomach rose to my mouth. There was a huge amount of blood flowing down my pale legs. The blood was thick and lively almost as if it had a life of its own. I wanted to answer her, but when I opened my mouth, my voice didn't come out. 
 
    She walked away from me and knelt to get an ointment out of a closet. In doing so, the sleeve of the yellow sweater climbed up to her wrist and I could see that she had a shiny gray metallic arm with a valve propelling the movements she made like moving her thin fingers to hold the bottle she had in her hand. As soon as she noticed that I had seen it, she lowered her shirt and acted as if it had not happened. She pressed the ointment until her finger was covered with a shiny green cream and spread it on my wounds. I expected it to burn but, on the contrary, a cold and neutralizing sensation alleviated my head and the pain. 
 
    "Dante...Dante." I answered, finally. 
 
    "Dante's men again? They can't get enough of chasing us." Jessy said as she stored the ointment and reclined at the marble counter. 
 
    "Well, let them try. It's been more than three months and today was the closest they ever got to us." Matilda said, lying on the next stretcher, "Are you better?" 
 
    "Yes, thank you," I answered her. The blood had stagnated, and the ointment had changed to a solid, dark green color, stretching around the cut, "tell me. Who is Dante and why did his lackeys chase us?" 
 
    "Summary?" Matilda asked me. 
 
    "The whole story," I told her, pulling down my pants so I wouldn't have to see the wounds anymore. A shiver ran through my body and I shrugged my shoulders tightly to my body, writhing only from my neck upwards. 
 
    "Better if I tell him then. There are five Warlords in this galaxy. Imagine those men who appear in children's stories and who cause children's nightmares, who make them sleep with one eye open. Now think of someone twice as bad. No compassion, no empathy, no mercy. Either they get what they want, or they slaughter whoever it takes to get it. Dante is one of them. From what I've heard is the third worst of them. And if there's one thing they have in common, it's that none of them leave people who disobey them alive to tell their stories." Jessy said it and took a long break. My leg still ached but I was already able to move it without all my body looking like it was going to disassemble. She stood on her toes to reach a small closet that was attached to the wall. Her sweater went up and a tattoo that she had on her right side almost at the buttock bend popped up - an angel with black wings. She took out three glasses and a bottle of whiskey. She filled them up and gave each one a drink, "These conversations twist my stomach. Alcohol helps me. Well, moving on...  We were having a rough time. We hadn't had a new quest in weeks, and we ended up accepting a request from him. The mission was simple. Recovering a wagon that criminals, at the behest of another warlord, had stolen. He told us it was just guns. We weren't too happy to help him get them back, but we needed the money. Well, moving on... We got the wagon back. We decided not to open it. We didn't want any contact with it, but then, during the night, we heard noises coming from there. Whispers and knocks on the metal. The motherfucker had us transporting women! Women! Not guns like he had told us. After we found out, we all agreed we couldn't turn them in. We took each of them to their planet, and Amelia ignored every attempt he made to contact us. Since then, there's a bounty on our heads." 
 
    They both had a sad look on their faces. They stared at the ground, their half-closed eyes as if the words made them remember every woman they had saved. I was still halfway through the drink and they were already in the second one. My body warmed up until the pain was no more than a prolonged sting. Their cheeks blushed and Matilda stretched as the irises of Jessy's eyes narrowed. 
 
    "I must, I must take you to your room." Matilda said, already tipsy, nearly falling off the stretcher, "in less than a day we'll be at our destination." 
 
    "Where are we going?" I asked, wagging the glass, focusing on the booze spinning in the center. 
 
    "No specific place. They hired us to locate a ship that stopped communicating in the middle of the trip. A private hospital that transports drugs to a clinic on other planets." Jessy answered. Drinking didn't seem to affect her speech, except for one or two words that she dragged along.  
 
    "Come on, let's go, let's go. Get you into the bed." Matilda said and stood up. She grabbed my jacket sleeve and pulled me over to her. She put her hands around my hip and whispered sensually in my ear, "Let's have some fun, shall we?" 
 
    Her hair smelled of orange and her breath scented like vanilla. I had been with girls before, but none like her. The ones on my planet weren't very hygienic. They had unwashed faces and rough legs from scrubbing them to remove the oily smell of the mines or from the grapes in the wine-making meadows. 
 
    "Have some sense. If Amelia finds out, she'll throw you both out." Jessy said, "But, damn, I miss being young." 
 
    "Jessy, you're three years older than me. You can have fun too. You're the one who doesn't leave this ship, as if weak-minded men would care if you have..." 
 
    "Matilda. That's enough. Take him to his room. And rest before the captain calls us." 
 
    Matilda put her shoulder around my neck, and we left the infirmary. The door, almost a transparent portal, disappeared. It was just the black wall again with the blue light circle from before. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter V 
 
    We staggered down the hall and turned right. She wouldn't stop talking, dragging words, making no sense, but also not waiting for my answer. The walkway stretched for a few meters but, unlike the other, it had iron doors, lightly painted in brown, several unpainted spaces, the grey standing out like a puddle of water on a sunny day. 
 
    We passed the first two doors, Matilda bumping into the walls and pushing me with her until she finally stopped at the third door. 
 
    "Hehe, this door. I'm sure this is it. Let's go." She said and put her hand on top of a fingerprint reader. The display scanned her hand until a checkmark showed up on the screen and the door opened. 
 
    The place only had a bed against the wall and a lamp on the nightstand. The walls were dark green and for a moment I could have sworn that something moved in them, but maybe I had just had more alcohol in my brain than I had thought. Matilda threw me into the room and pushed me until we both fell into the bed. The mattress was stiff, the bed springs were clamped and no matter what weight we put on the bed, it didn't go down. But that wasn't the worst. The wooden feet of the bed crept across the floor with every move we made. Matilda was on top of me, trying to take my belt off, but she couldn't do it alone. I helped her and she pulled my pants down. She admired my blue boxers for a few seconds and then looked at me again. 
 
    "I like what's underneath," she said and laughed, again with the yapping from before, "it will be our secret, a long, dirty secret." 
 
    I knew I shouldn't do it, but was I really supposed to stop her? After all, I would only be on the ship for a few days and then I would never see her or Amelia again. One time wouldn't hurt anybody, and it was always good for relieving tension. After racing through a whole new city, wounding myself and ending up tipsy in an unknown ship, having fun and then going to sleep didn't sound so bad. It sounded quite the opposite. My head was spinning as her lips came down my length. She moved her tongue while bobbing her head back and forth. All I could see was her blue hair and the threads falling on her face, as well as the brown root. I leaned my head against the wall, struggling to control my wheezing and placing one hand on the edge of the bed trying to hold it. Not that it did any good. The bed shook like an earthquake happening under our feet. Matilda's gagging sound energized my guts and made me even harder. It didn't take us long to toss the clothes to the floor, the brown disappearing under her colored clothes. Warm and humid, she squeezed me with every move, sometimes curving her back and throwing her head back. She was lost at the pinnacle of the moment, a temporary ecstasy by the way she bounced on me, biting her lower lip and pressing my chest with her hands. 
 
    She begged for more with no shame, the light eyes hiding behind the hair when it leaped forward toward her face. The moans filled the room until they overshadowed the possibility of being caught that lingered in my head. I didn't care anymore. I was too lost in it for another thought to have space in my mind. Her tits bounced up and down onto her chin. She lay on my chest and I took the opportunity to put my hands on her chubby ass.  
 
    She speeded up until I was close to losing control and could barely release a warning without being interposed by a moan. She got off me and knelt before me, ignoring the splinters on the floor, and opening her mouth until her tongue was not enough to cover the bottom of her throat. 
 
    She winked at me and asked me to be quick.  
 
    I watched the thick white liquid flow down the back of her throat while I still had my hand on my dick and my breathing was faint. The pressure I applied when I put my feet on the ground woke up the pain in my leg once again. 
 
    "I knew we'd have fun." Matilda said, still smiling, with wet lips and sweat running down her neck and in that curved space under her breasts, "it does help to relieve stress, doesn't it? And, you know, Amelia can't find out. I promised her I wouldn't get involved with anyone else inside the ship. Although I don't think she even believed it." 
 
    "She won't find out. It's okay. Now what? Shall we rest? Didn't Jessy say we only had a few hours?" 
 
    "Yes, it depends on the captain's mood. If she's tired, she'll go for the slowest route. I don't think we'd even take this kind of mission if it was only her choice. She's more the type of mission involving guns, not that you haven't figured that out yet. But yes, that leg needs rest. And it's not the only thing on your body." She said and winked at me. 
 
    She lay down on top of me and after a few minutes without moving around, it was as if I received a second discharge of the ointment and the pains vanished again. We ended up falling asleep in that position, her tits flattened against my chest, the hot breath on my right cheek. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter VI 
 
    I woke up with a metallic voice coming from the corridors telling us we were arriving. I still had my eyes half open when the voice was replayed. Probably a tape being played. I wasn’t actually sure. I had seen technology I had no clue it existed, and I had been there only for half a day. This is what happens when you are born in a poor, old, planet, I thought. 
 
    "Damn it. One of the bullets must have hit the communicators. I better get dressed and get out of here before Amelia comes to my room and complains." Matilda told me, getting off of me and grabbing her pink panties and light blue bra, "hopefully we'll do it again before we drop you off at another port," she added. 
 
    She took the remaining clothes and left the room only in her underwear. I listened to her footsteps along the hall and then another door being opened. Silence descended on the entire ship and, for the first time since I had entered it, I was able to put my head down on a sturdy pillow and let out a long sigh, as I began to think about everything that had happened. 
 
    I had saved a wanted captain. I had stood up to a man twice as big as me, hitting him with a glass over his head and had been involved in an escape. But most of all, I was traveling. Sailing through space towards another ship, on a mission and then going to another port, another ship, explore other planets. One step away from achieving everything I've always wanted. 
 
    "Are you really still like that?" a familiar voice said, "We're minutes away from docking on the other ship. If you're late, you don't get paid." 
 
    I turned to the entrance and Amelia was there, looking at me, with me still naked, and I could feel her eyes wandering through my body. 
 
    "I was just about to get dressed," I said to her and I got up. Not for a moment did she take her eyes off my body or my semi-erect dick, "Are you going to stay there while I get dressed?" 
 
    "Is that a problem?" she asked me, "For someone so brave, are you embarrassed at all?" 
 
    "I'm not used to having someone look at me while I'm getting dressed." 
 
    "I'm not the first person on this ship to see you like that, boy." she told me, filled with certainty and a half-closed gaze, half-face shaded by her hat, "these walls are not that thick." 
 
    "Ah...I... didn’t know." I told her, "It's not Matilda's fault." 
 
    "You're scared, aren't you? I can see it in your eyes. You don't have to. I told her to stop, but apparently it's a tradition that no one on this ship follows the rules." Amelia said. 
 
    Our conversation was interrupted by a horn loud enough to be heard throughout the ship. This was followed by a recording, still with a metallic voice, saying that the ship was going to land on top of the other and that we could witness turbulence. 
 
    "Hurry up, okay? I don't like delays." She said and her eyes went through my dick and body one last time and I could swear that for a fraction of a second, she smiled. 
 
    The door closed behind her and I was alone again. I got dressed in seconds, made the bed and left the room. 
 
    It proved tricky to walk the corridors when the ship began to land, the hexagon points moving sideways, trying to gain stability. I lost control of my legs, my knees trembling, and I was thrown pitiless against the walls. I was about to reach the cockpit. Amelia's hair covered half of one of the elongated red chairs, when gravity disappeared and, unlike before, this time I was thrown against the ceiling. 
 
    Fortunately, it only lasted a few seconds until the ship landed and gravity returned. I was still getting up when Jessy walked up behind me and helped me get up. 
 
    "You've never been on a ship, have you?" 
 
    "No. Only on a carrier. But I didn't want to tell them." 
 
    "Don't worry. I'll keep your secret. We all have secrets here." She told me and took a break before she went on, "Is your leg better?" 
 
    "Yes, thank you. That ointment worked. There's something I'd like to ask you." 
 
    "It's about the arm, isn't it?" 
 
    "Yes, what happened?" I asked as we walked to the cabin, just a few steps away. 
 
    She stopped before she started, "I don't usually talk about this, you know? But, well, you won't be here tomorrow, it makes no difference. Before I became a member of this ship, I worked in a hospital in a war zone. I always wanted to be a doctor, save people, you know? It was my dream, no matter where I was. One day... shit, it's still hard for me to talk about it and it's been almost two years,” She said, and took a deep breathe while gliding her fingers through her hair. Before starting once more, she bit two or three nails, “ A group of rebels, space pirates, attacked the place. They didn't stop until they killed almost everyone until they made sure there was no way we could get it back. Amelia was in the hospital, on a mission she never told me about. She saved me. During the shootout and the getaway, she got hurt and I ended up taking care of her. After that, she invited me to join the crew. I accepted if in return she would promise me that she would accept altruistic missions from time to time. Matilda was already here but she doesn't know why Amelia's was the hospital either. She's got a lot of secrets. It's something you get used to." 
 
    "Stop talking. We're here. Let's hurry up. I and the boy are going aboard the ship. You two stay here. Any problems, let me know through the communicators." Amelia said, and looked at me, "Shit, you need one too. Matilda will get you a communicator. And while I'm gone, fix these recordings too. I can no longer stand my metallic voice." Amelia said. 
 
    She confirmed if she had a gun in a holster, on each leg, fastened to her black tight leather pants. She also had a knife hidden in each shoe. I was so distracted by them that I hadn't even noticed the infinite space beyond the ship's glass. A black blanket that stretched out in all directions; some shining, stars perhaps dying in the distance, and others, just a frightening void. 
 
    A vacuum of nothing where somebody could walk for hundreds of years until they find somebody, something, anything that wouldn't revolve around wandering through a never-ending labyrinth. 
 
    Someone tapped my shoulder until they got my attention back. 
 
    "Take this," Matilda said and handed me a transponder as soon as I turned around. A black object, small enough to fit in the ear, "just speak up and we can hear you. You don't have to scream. As soon as you get out of here, I'm going to see what's going on with the communicator and confirm if anything else is broken. Well, someone on this ship has to take care of everything," she added. 
 
    "It's your job. Now let's just get going. No more wasting time." Amelia said and bumped into me as she walked past me, "Follow me." 
 
    I looked one last time at Matilda and Jessy before I followed the captain down the hall. The ship was wobbling but not enough for me to lose control of my legs once again. One more time, we stopped by the black wall, a few meters away from the infirmary, and she pressed the blue light cluster. A transparent door arose, this time leading us into a kind of pod with a black hatch in the center. It was a small room with nothing else inside except for that and two proper white suits for exploring space. 
 
    "No way. We don't need to use them." Amelia said, as soon as she saw me staring at them, "you'll have time to use them on another ship." 
 
    I didn't answer her. She opened the hatch and stepped down the stairs surrounded by a lightless vertical tunnel. It was pitch-black and I almost slipped twice on the way down. I heard her land. Her shoes hit the metal from the other ship's floor and the sound echoed through the supposedly empty corridors. 
 
    "You took your time." She said when I reached her, "Just follow me. The boxes are in the warehouse. Let me see a map of this." She said and removed a tablet-like machine from her pocket. I had never seen anything quite like it before. She pressed a few buttons until a two-dimensional map of the ship and a red dot appeared over the room we had to go to. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter VII 
 
    We were in a room like the one we had come from. It also had the two astronauts’ suits but there was no hatch. The floor was made of metal with bumps all over it. Amelia opened the door and signaled to follow her. 
 
    Everything there was different. The corridors, rather than the black ones, were white and the floor was made of blue and white tiles. Despite the clarity, there was a melancholy and dangerous sentiment prevailing in the air. Something was not right there; I could feel it even if we had just arrived. It reeked of gunpowder and Amelia wouldn't take her hand off one of the holsters. Even she could feel something wasn't right. 
 
    "Are we on the right track?" I asked her, as we followed the shortest route to the warehouse. 
 
    "Yeah. You better not talk now." She answered me and peered into the next hallway before we turned, "Something's not right. It's too peaceful. If the lights are on, it must not have been a technological problem. But there are no bodies either. I have no idea what happened here. I don't like this." 
 
    The light in the right corridor blinked incessantly and the bloodstained walls teamed up to look like a scene taken from a cheap horror film that made me gulp drily. Just the kind of movies I never liked watching. Amelia put her finger in the blood, sliding and licking it, "it's still fresh. Be careful." She warned me. 
 
    The further we went, the more the smell of fresh blood became strong and overlapped the gunpowder. 
 
    "Matilda, confirm if there are any people aboard this ship. Something happened here." Amelia told her. 
 
    Matilda's voice popped up on the communicator a few seconds later, "nothing on the screen. Do you need help?" 
 
    "I don't need any help. I just wanted to make sure we were alone." Amelia answered and turned off her communicator, "Turn off yours too. We don't need help." 
 
    It didn't seem like the right time to disobey the one person who could protect me if anything happened. A few steps later the sound of our shoes drowned out. The heavy air and the stronger smell, now putrid puke, as well as the blood on the walls that were now massive brushstrokes of color on a white canvas. 
 
    "Shit. We're on our way. Don't get off my back. I knew I shouldn't have brought you." Amelia said and pulled one of the guns out of the holster. 
 
    "Shouldn't I have a gun too?" 
 
    "Do you know how to shoot?" 
 
    "No, but it can't be that difficult, can it?" I asked her. 
 
    From afar, I could see the room where the warehouse was located. The two black doors were jagged and the walls around them whispered, looking like someone was following us closely and blowing on the back of our heads. Never in my life had I felt so close to danger. I had been in risky situations before. More than one landslide in the mines, that time I ran away from two robbers who followed me all the way home as soon as I left an old watch restoration shop, and even one of the many times my mother freaked out and tried to hit me with the iron that should be used to ironing the clothes. But nothing, nothing like now, nothing like my heart about to jump out of my mouth, my throat dry and my toes wriggled. 
 
    Finally, we got to the warehouse. The broken lamp shards were on the ground before us. The room was only illuminated by the three refrigerators where there were labeled vaccines, in groups of five and in different colors. At the back of the room, dozens of brown boxes, which had already been opened, some of the strips that used to fasten them on the ground. Someone had opened them to see what was inside but seemed to have run away before using the tape instrument that was still on the only table in that room. What was not lacking in those walls was blood and red marks of more than one person being dragged out of there on the floor. Amelia tried to turn on the comms, but they only broadcasted static. Nothing there worked well. We seemed to be trapped in a bubble where nothing or no one else existed. 
 
    "Grab as many boxes as you can," Amelia said, "We're going to have to make some trips. The faster we go, the better. This place gives me the creeps." 
 
    I was going to agree with her when I saw a shadow walk by the door. It was only for a few seconds, but I knew I couldn’t overlook it. A black spectrum that was waiting for us on the other side, perhaps it had been waiting for us ever since we got there. 
 
    "Amelia," I called her. 
 
    "Why are you talking so low?" 
 
    I signaled her to the door with my eyes. I probably looked like someone having a seizure, with my eyes blinking and the irises in my corners, but it was the only way to make her understand without anyone on the other side listening to me. 
 
    She took a spatula from the table, drew closer to the door and threw it against the outside wall. As soon as it hit the wall, an echo rang all over the ship and a man, wearing only a white bloodstained shirt, threw himself to the ground. His knees collided with the tiles, cracking them. 
 
    As soon as he realized it was just an object, he raised his head and turned to us. Despite the blood-drenched face, it wasn't enough to hide the bulging, dark and spacey eyes, much less the superficial cuts on the body and his slightly angled nose to the right. 
 
    Amelia kept the gun pointed at him, her face serene and her finger on the trigger ready to fire at any sudden movement.  
 
    "Go ahead and start placing those boxes on the table. Make sure the bottom's not torn and that they aren’t empty," Amelia told me, "I'll take care of this." 
 
    The man grabbed the drill, brought it near to the owl's tattoo he had on his chest and crawled to the opposite wall of the doors. He pressed the button several times until he calmed down, the spinning sound of the metal, muffling the noises emanating from the walls. He pointed it at us, seated on the floor, his tattooed arms glued to his shoulders and his legs quivering. Whoever he was he didn't seem like a killer. On the contrary, there was fear in his eyes, in his cracked lips and shuddering whenever he tried to open his mouth, as well as in his cheeks and nose as red as the pool of blood he had left on the way. 
 
    "Who are you? What the hell happened?" Amelia asked, getting close to him, the boots stepping on the tiles that the man had broken. 
 
    "She's coming. We've got to get away fast. Quickly." The man said, repeating himself, his voice being like a desperate cry, the last appeal before succumbing, "she killed everyone." 
 
    "She? She who? Finally, a bit of action." Amelia said and an evil smile arose in the corner of her mouth. She was loving it, "Who knew such a simple mission could get so exciting." 
 
    "You don't understand... She's not doing well. She's crazy. She killed everyone with no hesitation. All of them. Understand?" the man said, his hands still trembling, and his joints swollen, "it wasn't supposed to be like this. It wasn't!" 
 
    "Didn't you say this was just a ship carrying medicine?" I asked as I continued to carry the boxes to the table. 
 
    I could take 3 or 4 at a time if I could walk slowly or two at most, at the same time, if we went running. 
 
    "Yeah, it was supposed to. That's what they told me. You'll find that most people aren't completely honest. Half-truths are the cradle of humanity." Amelia said, never taking her eyes and her gun off the man who was still resting against the wall, now looking around as if he was waiting for someone, "You, control yourself. What happened here? Tell me, quickly. And that's if you want to get out of here alive." 
 
    "He's... he's right." The man said, the words coming out of his mouth as if they were being plucked away with iron, "just some medicine for the other part of the universe. A standard mission, that's what they told us. I believed it, you know? We all did. But it wasn't just that. Only the captain and a few of his close colleagues knew what was in one of the locked rooms. They told us it was just old stuff, junk, but they had someone there. She'll be here. We don't have much time. We better go now." He said, saliva dripping down his mouth. He no longer had any control over his own body. All the blood had flowed into his shirt and leather pants, and on his face remained only the dried red. 
 
    "We're not leaving until you tell us everything. Do you really want to take the risk?" Amelia asked him and slammed the gun on one of the doors. The sound spread through the corridors and echoed twice before it dissipated. 
 
    "Okay, okay, I'll tell you. They were transporting a killer. One of the worst, one that kills for pleasure and not for need, reason or money. She... she killed one of the captain's men and freed herself. And one by one, she killed the entire crew. We didn't even notice the disappearances until we were only five, half of what we were at first. She's still out there. Until she kills me, she won't be satisfied. We heard her swear revenge on all of us. And now that you're here, she's going to to kill you too. Come on, we have to run." He was begging, sniffing, choking on his own saliva. 
 
    "You noticed I have a gun, right?" Amelia asked her, juggling her, "What's her goal?" 
 
    "We also had guns... They were of no use when she used plates and even cutlery to tear up the skin, perforate the neck and other parts of the body. She's fast, very fast. We didn't even see her pop up. You don't understand. She wants to flee out of here and she's going to make it. She'll travel across the universe and leave a trail of destruction. She killed my friends and now she's going to kill us," he said, a stream of tears trickling down his face. 
 
    "Where are the bodies?" Amelia asked, "Well, she can't leave this ship without this," she added and removed a small wavy key from her pocket, "only this key opens the hatch that gives access to our ship. And I assure you, she will only remove it from my hand over my dead body." 
 
    "I'm glad you say so." A husky voice said. Cold shivers wandered through the walls. Soon afterward, a psychotic giggle, coming from afar, made my stomach twitch, "I'm on my way." the person said, this time with a cleaner, feminine voice and still as if she had a hairball up her throat. Her voice was harsh. I had never heard such a distinctive voice before. It was frightening how much her timbre conveyed all her madness. 
 
    "I warned you. She's coming. We're dead. Dead!" The man repeated incessantly, his voice losing strength. 
 
    "Let her come then. I'm well prepared." Amelia said and removed the safety trigger from the weapon, "Get ready. I don't think we're going to make it out of here without a fight. Grab two or three boxes and let's go. We will come back for the others," she added. 
 
    I put the boxes in my arms and walked over to her. She looked both ways before she stepped forward. The walls still had noises traveling throughout them, but the female voice had dissipated a few minutes ago. The man tried to get up but his sweaty back slipped through the wall and his feet slipped into his own pool of blood. I ended up putting the boxes down on the floor and helping him, tugging off his arms until he could stand up. As soon as he stood up, he picked up the drill again and put it next to his pants. 
 
    "She'll show up and we might not even know it. No way I'm going unprotected," the man said, striving to calm down, "the bodies are all in the kitchen. She hid them there. I tried to go there, see if any of them were still alive, but she heard me. She still managed to hit me, but I was able to push her and escape," he added, showing the forearm where he had a slice that went almost from one end to the other. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter VIII 
 
    We set off on our way, walking slowly, the sole of our shoes scraping through the patterned tiles, aware of any sudden movement, of any different noise than what we had already gotten used to. My heart pounded so hard that it seemed to be piercing the exit from inside to outside as my knees folded with every step I took, and the sweat ran down my chest gluing the clothes to my body. Even my brain sounded opaque, thinking of nothing more than that voice that still echoed in my head. We went back to the intersection where we had come from and Amelia peeked, with her gun next to the metal belt that fastened her leather pants and leaned against the wall with only one side of her face outwards. 
 
    "Damn it. You must stop it. Be a man." She said as she saw the other man trembling, his nasal breathing and wheezing, suffocating the whole moment. 
 
    He was about to answer her when, from afar, metal banged the tiles and smashed them. Then again and again until the sound of the floor being broken stifle everything else. Once again, the walls carried the fear that came from the shattered tiles. 
 
    "You're listening, aren't you? That's what's going to happen to your heads," the voice said and then we heard her footsteps drawing closer, dragging whatever she'd used to destroy the ground. 
 
    "What are you waiting for? We're waiting for you!" Amelia screamed and laughed again, "You don't scare me, girl!" 
 
    "Good, another madwoman. What a hell of a trip. I only got into this because I was told it was easy money," the man said, leaning against the wall and wiping his forehead covered in sweat. 
 
    "And me, I thought I was just going to carry some boxes." I said to him, "Let's get out of here." I added, nodding with my head to get on the road. 
 
    The corridor that led us to the hatch now seemed longer than it did a few minutes ago. The sound of metal scraping on the floor had stopped. I could hear only the beating of my heart and sometimes the gnashing teeth of the man whose name I did not yet know. The heavy air ripped our cheeks off like someone was hitting us with a hard pillow on them. 
 
    "Come on, we're close now. Apparently, she won't even have the guts to show up." Amelia said and used her free hand to remove the hair on her forehead and put it behind her ear. 
 
    In a few seconds, everything changed. I have no idea what happened. Suddenly a girl with short brownish hair was on Amelia's shoulders pulling her hair. The gun leaped to the ground, cracking one of the tiles as they wrestled. Amelia walked backward until the other girl's back hit the metal wall. I had no plausible reaction. I still had the boxes in my hand and the serial killer was already spinning through the air, her fingers slipping through the fabric of Amelia's mantle until she was close to loosening her grip. They looked like a crashing plane, about to plummet. The crazy girl's boots ended up hitting the man's face, who hadn't moved yet, cutting off his upper lip and dislocating his nose. He landed on the ground, just like the drill. He covered his nose with his hands, entering into shock, his chest lifting and lowering himself unblemished. 
 
    "Get off me!" Amelia screamed as she now tried to hold one of the girl's arms to throw her out. I knew she could have asked me for help at any time, but she didn't. 
 
    Unlike the situation in the café this time I didn't feel the need to help her. My curved fingers glued to the boxes and my feet froze on the floor. 
 
    The killer's fingers closed around Amelia's neck as her legs curled and, like a serpent, surrounded the captain's hips. The woman kept laughing. She liked pain and danger as much as Amelia, but she took it to a new extreme. While Amelia was rational in her own madness, the girl, probably in her 20’s, was pure madness in all her prime. Everything happened too fast. It wasn't like the action films I had seen or the fights on my planet where anyone who attacked from behind would be known as a coward. Honor amongst scum, some said. There were no rules there and the fight wouldn't end in hugs and among full beer mugs pouring on clothes and on the rusty taverns' floors.  
 
    I looked away for a fraction of a second to the man leaning against the wall, his face lying on his shoulder and his chin already dipped in blood without even noticing that Amelia had thrown the other girl to the ground, were it not for the opaque sound she made when she hit the wall. They both looked at the gun, the black standing out on the colored tiles and tossed themselves at it like two lionesses at a prey. The serial killer grabbed her first, but Amelia reciprocated with a kick in her face making her release the gun which slipped on the ground again. 
 
    "Help her, come on." the man said, his lips half open and covered in blood that sprinkled on his clothes. 
 
    I tried to take a step and pain spread all over me. It looked like someone had plunged a spear into my ankle and dragged it all over my body to my chest, where he made sure to push it all the way to the depths. They were still fighting on the ground. The girl was on top of Amelia, punching her while the captain used her arms to protect herself. Beneath the golden-brown hair that covered her face, it was possible to see these green eyes that looked like fissures that opened and closed according to her anger. Her clothes were torn and covered in blood. The fists were already swollen and covered with Amelia's blood, who did what she could to hold on. She had her chance when the girl swung backward to boost her punch force and she managed to remove one of the knives she had hidden in her boots and maneuver it until it hit the thickest part of her opponent's leg. She unleashed a screech and the cracks in her eyes grew as she lashed even more ferocious and merciless blows. The pain fed her instead of weakening her. The adrenaline flowed through her frowned body and her arms resembled two automatic machines. 
 
    It was only when I saw Amelia's eyes as flashlights losing their light, about to turn off, that I was able to free myself from my trance. I dropped the boxes, and some of the medicine that was in the jars, broke into dozens of pieces, as I grabbed the drill that was still lying beside the bleeding man. 
 
    "I'm going to kill you! I'm going to kill you!" The murderer shouted, the blood seeping down her black latex pants giving them a wine shade. 
 
    Her punches never stopped. It didn't matter how many she threw, or how swollen and bloody her bones were, or even the fact that Amelia's face was bruised, her eyes clogged, and her lips cracked. I grabbed the drill and an image of the bar, of me worried whether I had killed the man, popped up in my head. I had to be careful not to kill her, but to see her dark eyes as rosin, as if her body was just a death machine, whilst hurting the captain, prompted me to react without thinking twice. I hit her with the solid, non-metallic part of the drill in the back of the head. For a split second, she turned her face to me before finally falling on Amelia's sweaty body. Her eyes shut and her arms collapsed next to her body. 
 
    I put the drill down on the ground and dragged Amelia's body, which was still under the girl since she didn't even have the strength to close her fist. She was trying to wiggle her fingers but couldn't even bend them at all. 
 
    "Take it easy. We're getting out of here." I told her, holding her head in my hands. 
 
    "Le...Let me go." She said, spitting blood when talking, "Shit. Everything hurts," she added. 
 
    "I'll call for help," I told her. 
 
    I pulled my communicator out of my pocket and activated it. I hadn't put it in my ear yet and I could already hear Matilda's voice complaining. Nice! I was afraid it wouldn’t work. The serial killer must have been using some sort of blocker. 
 
    "It's always the same. I bet they need to override some defense system and they don't know how. Come on, what do you need? I see you have activated your comms," She said. 
 
    "Matilda! We need help, quick. Tell Jessy to come over. Amelia's not breathing well and there's too much blood. Hurry!" I told her, checking the captain's wrist.  
 
    The pace was off, and she kept coughing up blood. Nobody replied to me on the other side for a few seconds. I could hear the distant footsteps and murmurs through the communicator but no words that I could perceive. 
 
    "What happened? Jessy's on her way and she's taking a first aid kit." Matilda said, her voice getting more nasal and shakier. 
 
    "I'll explain later. We're okay now, I guess." I answered her, "if Jessy's still there, tell her to bring handcuffs. We need to arrest someone." 
 
    "I told her. She'll get it. It shouldn't take long." Matilda answered me a few seconds later. 
 
    "We're just outside the hatch. Tell her to hurry." 
 
    Amelia seemed like a totally different person now. The defined facial features now included pale lines underneath the blood that was drying out. She looked about five years younger at least. The man was still standing by the wall, somewhat calmer, but still whining about the pain, sometimes releasing a scream to relieve himself. But the moments of pure silence were the worst. The air became heavier, rarefied, Amelia's suffocating breath seemed to get worse and I had to rotate my head until my torso hurt to be able to keep an eye on the serial killer in case she got up. 
 
    "Thank you..." Amelia uttered between her half-open lips, not having the strength to open them fully. 
 
    "I think I'm starting to like saving your life," I jokingly answered her, and she laughed, her body bouncing off the floor, "don't laugh. Jessy will be here soon." 
 
    "Do you have a doctor? I think I need one too." The man said, smiling for the first time. He had yellow teeth and a rotten gum. No wonder he needed the money. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter IX 
 
    After about two, maybe three minutes, we heard the hatch rotate until the latch clicked and it opened. First came Jessy's long brown hair and then her face, with a disturbing and worried look, carrying a white first-aid box in her right-hand. As soon as she entered the ship, she stopped and looked around. 
 
    "What the hell happened here?" she asked, rushing to me, the objects inside the white box sliding against the plastic walls. 
 
    "She killed the rest of the crew. There's only that man left." I told her, "did you bring the handcuffs?" 
 
    "Here." She said and pulled rusty gray handcuffs out of her pocket, "Matilda made a few changes. This can monitor her heart rate. If she even thinks about any funny deeds, her adrenaline will rise and we’ll now before she acts. Now let's take care of Amelia. Rarely have I seen her like this." 
 
    Jessy knelt beside the captain and wiped her face with moist wipes until the pallor and the blood faded away. There was still a faint trail of red, but I could already see her eyes, still closed, her nose that had stopped bleeding, as well as her chin and the whole area of her neck. 
 
    "We have to get her out of here. I can't do much for her in a place like this. What are you waiting for? Arrest that woman before she tries to do it again,' she told me, 'and tear a little of your sweater and tie it around her leg. It'll stop her bleeding." 
 
    I was so distracted that I hadn't even remembered that the serial killer was still lying on the ground, passed out, meters away from us. I had never done anything like that before. The closest I'd ever been to such a situation was maybe five years ago. And when I say close, it's literally close. I watched two men tie an old man to a pole just for fun. 
 
    "Are we really going to help her?" I asked as I walked towards her. 
 
    "Maybe we shouldn't. But I told you, I'm a doctor, my duty is to help people. That's the oath I took." 
 
    She was already on her back. I held both her arms and handcuffed her, pulling the cuffs back twice to make sure they didn't come off easily. I tore part of the right sleeve of my sweater and tied the knot around the girl's leg. She didn't even flinch. I tapped her pockets and found a little radio that had been crushed, probably mid-fight. That had to be the blocker she was using. 
 
    "Doctor, do you have anything for the pain?" the man said, lowering his arms and showing her his dislocated nose. 
 
    She took a cushion out of the box and placed it under Amelia's head. Then she picked up a bottle of pills and handed it to the man. 
 
    "How are we going to get them out of here? They can't even talk or stand up." 
 
    "Don't worry about it now. Take her to the hatch. Matilda will help you to pull her up. Right, Matilda?" Jessy said, pointing to the serial killer. 
 
    "Yes, of course." Her voice was heard in our ears, "I'm coming." 
 
    I grabbed the killer by the arms and dragged her out as Jessy opened Amelia's eyes and used a small flashlight to check the irises in her eyes. The door appeared to be stuck now and I had to shove it to get it open. I must have hit the most sensitive part of my shoulder on the metal of the door as a sharp pain grew in my shoulder as I made the effort to lift the killer. Matilda was upstairs, arms stretched out, hoping to receive her. 
 
    "From creating machines and recovering ships to carrying killers." She grumbled as she pulled her up. 
 
    I pushed her by the ass while Matilda held her arms until we could finally get her on our ship. 
 
    "For such a skinny girl, she's very heavy." Matilda said, "Come up too. We have to take her to the prison." 
 
    "Prison?" I asked before I started climbing the stairs. 
 
    "It's basically a cell for our prisoners. No one's ever run away from it. I did it myself and planned the defense system. I'll show you." She said. 
 
    I grabbed both the girl's legs and Matilda gripped her arms. She led me into a chamber beyond our rooms, right at the bottom of that hallway, whose metal door only opened with a key she had clamped to a necklace hanging on her chest. It was a large room, with a dim light that rocked on the ceiling, the metal walls and iron bars separating the part of the room with normal floor and the part of the floor with tar. We put the girl on the other side and Matilda closed the door. Her leg was still bleeding, and my clothes were soaked in her blood. She was still passed out, but I knew that as soon as she woke up the anger would come out and we would have to deal with her somehow. But right now, it was a problem for later. 
 
    "This one won't give us any trouble anymore," Matilda said and pressed a red button on the left wall. 
 
    Red beams arose in front of the metal bars, the color changing between dark red and light red, and preventing the girl from even trying to stretch her arm out of her cell. 
 
    "If she touches one of the lasers with one finger, she'll end up without it. I told you. She won't be able to get out of here." Matilda said and smiled, "I'll see if I can find out if she's in the system." 
 
    "I'm going to help Jessy bring Amelia here." I said, "There's another man there too. He'll need treatment and a place to sleep too." 
 
    "Don't worry. We still have a couple of book rooms." 
 
    "I could use a little help here." Jessy's voice was heard, like a long-distance whisper, "I can't take Amelia alone and this guy here has taken too many pills and he's high now. This is just what I needed." 
 
    "I'm coming." I told her, "Can you handle it here?" I asked Matilda. 
 
    "I've been on this ship for years, believe me, I've seen things that don't even cross your mind." 
 
    "I don't know if that's a good thing or not," I answered her, and laughed, "This is why I left home," I whispered. 
 
    "Did you say something?" Matilda asked me. We were both walking down the corridors, each with a destiny in mind. 
 
    "No, nothing. I was thinking to myself." I answered her.  
 
    She headed straight for the control room, and I went down the ladder to the other ship. Jessy was trying to drag Amelia and the man down the corridor but was already huffing from all sides and was not even halfway along the path yet. 
 
    "Finally. My arms are already sore." She said as soon as she saw me at the hatch entrance. 
 
    "How do we do this? One at a time?" I asked.  
 
    "Yeah. It's the best. Amelia first. We need to get her quickly to the infirmary. I warned her that she had to be careful, but you may have noticed that she doesn't care at all about what anyone tells her." 
 
    "Have I noticed? Hard not to." I told her. 
 
    Amelia's body was heavier than it looked at first sight. I grabbed her by the arms and Jessy by the legs. A handful knife, with a triangular iron tip, slipped out of her socks and tumbled to the ground. The clatter echoed across the hollow corridors. 
 
    "We'll catch that later." Jessy said, "I wouldn't be surprised if one more of them falls. She's always carrying multiple guns stashed in her clothes."  
 
    We kept carrying her. All that was odd to me. Multiple ships, diverse people, weapons falling from places I had never once seen as dangerous and, above all, serial killers that lured me. I had always had a crush on danger, but this was more than that, this could be deadly. Jessy climbed the stairs and pulled Amelia up while I shoved her up her ass. No matter how good it was, the only thing that crossed my mind was how grateful I was that she was passed out, or most likely she would gouge out my arm or my eye just for having touched her. 
 
    Jessy went ahead. I wrapped my arm around Amelia's hip and carried her to the infirmary where Jessy was already cooking up a sticky bluish mixture. She also had, besides her, some bandages, scissors, and equipment that, to me, looked like it was for knitting.  
 
    "Go fetch the man. I'll take it from here." 
 
    "Is she going to be okay?" 
 
    "Yeah. Even the soldiers I knew weren't as tough as she was. She'll be as good as new in a few days. Plus, she loves scars. She says they're the mark of a warrior. Don't ask me where the hell she got that idea." 
 
    "Don't you know what her childhood was like?" 
 
    "We have no idea. She doesn't talk about those things." Jessy answered me as she laid a wet cloth on Amelia's forehead, "Go get the man. The sooner we get him on our ship, the sooner you go pick those boxes and we get out of here." 
 
    "What's going to happen to him?" I asked, standing at the infirmary's door. 
 
    "To the man or the killer?" 
 
    "Both, while we're at it." 
 
    "Well, we'll drop him off at the nearest spaceport, where you'll be staying too. She'll be more complicated. Depends what Matilda finds out about her. We'll probably have to take her to some high-risk prison." 
 
    "I've heard so much about it. They're the ones that roam through space so no one can know where they are, right?" 
 
    "Yes, kind of. There are ways to discover such things." She said, spreading the goo on Amelia's superficial wounds... 
 
    "How do you know that? I'm very curious. I have to learn as much as I can while I'm around here." I told her and I'm sure if I had a mirror in front of me it would be possible to see a sparkle behind my eyes. 
 
    "A few months ago, we had a rescue mission. It took Matilda just over 10 minutes to set up an algorithm that would follow the prison. She's a genius, you know?"  
 
    "I noticed that. Good thing I'm in good company." I said, "I'll get the man. I'll be right back." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter X 
 
    I went back to the medical ship, but the man was gone. The blood snaking trail was still on the ground, as were the instruments used as weapons. I called him but didn't get an answer in return. Yeah, just what I needed. Most likely he was so high that he didn't feel any pain and decided to go for a walk. Maybe his brain blocked out what had happened so he wouldn't have to deal with the trauma. I knew that it could happen, I had read it in one of the dusty old books that my father would bring from his journeys. He had the tradition of bringing one from every place he traveled, and I would devour them, two or three times if I had to until he had brought a new one. I had read books about the brain, body, mind, even a few traveler’s tales and a few fantasy ones. Truth be told, that was the hardest thing I ever had to leave behind. By now, my mother must have burnt them all while beseeching me with plagues that I don't even know the name of. 
 
    I ended up touring around the ship, looking for him as if he were some child that I had lost during a walk. After many minutes, footsteps traversed across the thick walls until they reached me.   
 
    "Are you here?" I yelled and waited for an answer, but it didn't arrive. 
 
    I followed the sound until I saw an automatic blue double door that opened as soon as I was within feet of it. My heart began pounding faster. The steps got louder as well as the buzz that the man was doing as he wandered.  
 
    "Will you take long?" Matilda asked in the earphone and I almost had a heart attack when I first heard her out of nowhere. 
 
    "Yeah. You scared me" I told her and smiled with relief, also taking a deep breath, "we're coming upstairs. Just give us a few minutes" 
 
    She said she'd wait for me before telling us what she had discovered, and the talk ended there. I peeked before I went into what I thought was the kitchen. Nothing could prepare me for what was waiting for me once I got there. There were six round tables, each with five chairs around it, and there was blood everywhere. The bodies piled up on the floor, maybe 10 or 15, and the floor was covered with a dry red layer on it. The blood had dried up, but the putrid stench was still lurking. My vision became hazy and my throat shut. The man wandered around, his eyes red and swollen, repeating to himself that he should not have gone back there. I was doing just fine until I tried to get close to him and stomped on a puddle of thick blood. Drops sprinkled over the hem of my pants and blended with the black color. I couldn't handle it. A disgusting volcano grew in me and jumped out of my mouth in a yellow-brown jet that hit one of the few parts of the ground that was clean. I wiped my mouth with my shirt sleeve and leaned against the wall, still half wobbly. 
 
    "We must eliminate her." The man said, "Look what she did. She deserves to die." 
 
    "She'll get the punishment she deserves. Now let's get to the ship. They'll take us to the nearest spaceport and then you can get a ride home. Come on, they're waiting for us." 
 
    "And we will leave the bodies here? What about their family?" 
 
    "They will all be contacted. Don't worry about it. They know what they're doing." I answered him and went back to the lobby.  
 
    He looked at everyone one last time before he strolled up to me. His eyes empty, lifeless, and, for a moment, I knew that we were both thinking the same thing; how that image would never leave our heads again.  
 
    He was zigzagging, crashing against the walls, and one time he even collapsed on his knees onto the ground. I had to carry him to the hatch, climb up first and pull him up. My arms were devastated. I only felt a tingling sensation that had spread from my fingers to my shoulders.  
 
    "Finally! Take him to the room next to yours and then meet me in the control room. Jessy's just cleaning up what she used in the infirmary and then she's going there as well." Matilda said on the intercom. 
 
    The man walked the whole way in silence. I left him in his room, and he thanked me before he went to bed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XI 
 
    My brain blacked out for a moment, and before I realized it, I was at the cell entrance. I knew I had to go back and meet Matilda; it was the right thing to do and yet I didn't step out of there. Something compelled me to go in there. The image of the bloody bodies and the torn raw flesh flowed through my mind. I opened the door and walked in. The serial killer was in the center of the cell, seated with her knees bent and eyes closed. I inhaled deeply and walked up to her. I called her, tapped my fingers on the walls, but she never opened her eyes. She appeared to be in a state of trance, beyond this world, and no doubt that awakening her would not go well for me. I wasn't exactly afraid of her, but I was afraid of dying before I ever saw any more worlds. Nothing happened. I gave up and turned around. I hadn't even taken a step when I found myself deprived of breath. Her hands were wrapped around my neck like a snake squeezing her prey. 
 
    "Never turn your back. Lesson number one," she said, sighing in my ear, her breath smelling like fries. 
 
    "How can anyone kill so many people with no remorse?" I asked her, and every word I said hurt my Adam's apple. 
 
    "You know nothing. Absolutely nothing. I did what had to be done. If it wasn't for now, they'd be dead in 40 years. Does it make that much difference?" 
 
    "You can't take that time away from other people just because you think it's best for them!" I answered her and she tightened my neck even harder. I felt the blood flowing through my veins, less and less climbing into my brain, my strength fading. 
 
    She flung me forward by my collar and pulled me back towards her now with me facing her. For a second, I decided to close my eyes. I didn’t want to see what she was about to do and, yet, nothing happened for a while. When I opened my eyes, she was as close to me as she could get. The arms slipped between the red rays and her face, tagged with an X by the lights, was within centimeters of them. I noticed now that she had blue eyes like dashes on a pond under a full moon, rosy cheeks and well-groomed eyebrows for a prisoner. There was something about her story that didn't really smell right to me, an unfinished excerpt before we knew everything, and I didn't think I could just ask her. 
 
    "Look me in the eyes." She said, "You're handsome, it'd be a shame to take your scalp off." 
 
    "Isn't this a bad time for compliments?" I asked her, the clothes clinging to my body. 
 
    "It's time for anything. I'm not gonna kill you." She said, "I have nothing against you." 
 
    "And what did you have against those men on the other ship?" 
 
    "They all deserved to die. None of them helped me! You don't know what it's like to be in a room, locked, clamped, until your wrists are in living flesh, do you?" 
 
    "They didn't know!" I told her. She still had both her hands around my neck, but she wasn't squeezing very tightly. 
 
    "No? Maybe they should have asked what was behind that door." 
 
    "Why would they ask? They just wanted to do their job, earn their money and go back to their families," 
 
    "Well, at least now they don't need to worry about that, do they?" She said and curled her lip, "Why are you so worried about people you didn't even know?" 
 
    "It's called having compassion. Clearly, you don't have that." 
 
    "Compassion is a weakness." 
 
    "A serial killer cliché?" I replied. Her hands slipped out of my neck and we both stepped forward. We didn't take our eyes off each other.  
 
    "You're funny. When I get out of here, I'll spare you."  
 
    "I don't think you're getting out of here," I answered her. I was sweating through every pore of my body. Her thick, red lips were getting hotter and sweeter.  
 
    "Do you know how I got out of the other prison?" She asked me, " Of course not. I'll tell you. I like you to know how impossible it is to arrest me. I convinced the poor man that if he freed me, we'd have a long night of hot sex. And he believed it!" She said it and laughed like it was the year's best joke. 
 
    "What?! Are you serious?" 
 
    She laughed harder, that typical anarchist fan-squeaky sound, "You're naive. Obviously not. I broke one of the plastic fork sticks and used it to open the lock. I hid the fork under the pasta that was on the plate and they didn't even suspect. Amateurs. I hate them." 
 
    "That's... Smart. I mean, you killed people. Forget what I just said. You shouldn't even be here. I'm leaving before I do something I'll regret." 
 
    "Why is that? Is there anything you want to do?" She asked. She grabbed me by the collar and yanked me back to the bars, "Press the button."  
 
    "So you can try to escape?" 
 
    "It's not like I can go too far with these bars here, is it?" She said and pouted until her eyes moistened and strands of her short brown hair adhered to her fluffy lips. 
 
    "I hope I don't regret this," I told her before I disabled the lasers. 
 
    I wasn't used to women like her. Cute to die for and literally deadly. Our bodies, as magnets after they drew near, were beckoning to each other. We kissed each other amidst the bars, the bars cooling our faces, my hands on her wide hips. Her lips tasted like vanilla. I obviously knew I shouldn't be doing that, but I couldn't shut it down. Damn it. I had to stop. I stopped and pushed her away.  
 
    "Do you regret it?" She asked and giggled. 
 
    "Not really, but this can't happen again." I told her, and enabled the lasers, "Forget this ever happened." 
 
    "Yeah, hopefully, the words won't slip out of my mouth right in front of others." 
 
    "Are you blackmailing me?" I asked her, on my way to the door. 
 
    "Me? I wouldn't. You're not afraid that your pretty little friend might find out, are you? She didn't do well. Too bad, such a beautiful face now stamped with my hand bones." 
 
    "That's enough. You're crazy. This was just a slip." I told her.  
 
    I found it hard to admit that going there had been a weakness, but I had no trouble recognizing that the kiss had been a mistake. What was I thinking? I ran away from home to have adventures, not to end up in a ship, with a crew running away from a war general and kissing a serial killer who could probably slit my throat with a fork. 
 
    “Wait, come back.” She said, “I want to tell you a secret. Turn off the lasers once more. I promise I’ll spare your friends if you do it.” 
 
    “You’re not the most trustworthy person.” I replied, and walked up to her, “If I trust you, you’re going to have to tell me something about yourself.” 
 
    “Urgh. Deal.” She said, “Now, turn off the lasers.” 
 
    For a brief second, I thought that I could just leave her there. There was nothing she could. However, I needed to know more. I was intrigued. The lasers faded in a matter of seconds. I got closer to the metal bars and she, once again, grabbed me by the collar. She looked me fiercely in the eyes before dropping to her knees and unbuttoning my pants. 
 
    “What…” I was about to say when she interrupted. 
 
    “Don’t talk.” She said and lowered my pants and boxers. 
 
    She grabbed my half-erect cock and shoved it in her mouth. There was no wasting time. Not with her. It was like she had learnt to do everything as if she could die in the next moment. Her head bobbed back and forth as she fondled my balls. I breathed deeply and tilted my head back while grabbing the bars. My hands were shaking, and my knees were trembling. She was amazing at it. It wouldn’t surprise if she had freed herself from several prisons by doing that to others. There was something animalistic in her eyes, something that made me feel good for being there. She never stopped. Saliva slid down the corners of her mouth and dripped from the tip of my cock to the floor. Fuck. What was I doing? I shouldn’t be there. I couldn’t be there! I looked down and there they were again; her bright blue eyes staring at me. She laid her hands on my back and pulled me to her, my cock destroying her tiny mouth until she couldn’t hold it anymore and had to stop. 
 
    “I’m not done.” She said and began jerking me off. 
 
    I was close to cumming. It felt way to good despite knowing she could run away at any second. She opened her mouth and made sure I was deep down inside her before I spurt out all my fluids down her throat. 
 
    I watched as she swallowed everything and finished by softly licking her lips. 
 
    “About me? You can call me Vix.” She said and winked at me. 
 
    I pulled my pants up, turned on the lasers and got the hell out of there. A few more days and I would be fine. No one would find out.  
 
    I could do it, I thought to myself. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XII 
 
    As I walked down the corridors, I could have sworn that her megalomaniac laughter was traveling across the fans and following me along the way.  
 
    "I've been looking for you." Jessy told me as soon as I turned around the corner, "Matilda must be chewing her nails by now." 
 
    "Does she do that a lot?" I asked her, making small talk as we drew closer to the control room. In the distance, the hallway came to an end and the walls widened giving way to the huge room whose magnum opus was the glass through which space could be observed. Less scary than I really thought. It was just a never-ending black lake except for a few bright spots. Matilda was in the captain's swivel chair and had her feet on one of the machines. She was biting her nails compulsively. 
 
    "Finally!" She said, as soon as she saw us, hiding her fingernails behind her back, "How's Amelia?" 
 
    "The captain's fine. Or she will be. I've seen her in worse conditions." Jessy answered her and sat on one of the three chairs next to hers, "What did you find?" 
 
    "It's weird, I know, but nothing. I've searched all the databases, even the ones that I shouldn't and there's no record of her. Of some crime, of being born, nothing. She's a ghost." Matilda said. I pretended not to know the serial killer’s name already. I couldn’t tell them what had happened. I would take the secret to the grave if I had too. 
 
    "That's weird, yeah. What do we do with her then?" Jessy asked. 
 
    "I have no idea. I've already done my job. The best thing now is for us to hope that Amelia gets better. She'll know what to do, she always does." Matilda replied, "I've already set the course for Dembi's spaceport. It's the closest to us. Three days and we will be there."  
 
    "What do we do these three days?" I asked. The most I'd ever spent on a ship was a few hours and, truth be told, it sounded boring. There was nothing to do but look through the glass or sleep. 
 
    "You are now going to fetch the boxes from the other ship, which is why we hired you," Jessy said, "then we'll see. I usually do experiments; Matilda builds objects and Amelia spends her days training and showering. Also, don’t take anything from the ship that it’s not the boxes, okay? They have a list with everyone that should be on the ship. We can’t be caught stealing. Our reputation is already in the mud," 
 
    "There's plenty of places on this ship where we can have fun," Matilda said and giggled. 
 
    I was going to answer but Jessy slightly elbowed her on the shoulder. 
 
    "Matilda! Someday you're going to burn yourself to the ground with the joke. Amelia already warned you." Jessy told her. 
 
    "You're such a buzzkill," Matilda answered her, and without Jessy noticing, she winked at me. 
 
    The conversation died there. They kept talking and I went to pick up the boxes. Some had fragile equipment, the glass wobbling around against the boxes' sides, and others contained metal jars with two red lines around them and a few numbers at the top. I didn't open any of them even if they sparked my interest. I probably didn't even know what they were and didn't want to risk releasing any viruses. I transported two at a time, if they were fragile, and three when they were boxes similar to urns. On the corner of the small room that had the ladder, there was a machine that transported the boxes automatically, one by one, to the ship above. It must have taken me two hours to finish it up. Finally, I warned Matilda, and, at the press of a button, the ship decoupled from the other and we went back to wandering across space. 
 
    "I already told the company that hired us. We should get paid soon. I can already imagine all the good shrimp we'll eat when we land. I can't wait." 
 
    "Shrimp?" 
 
    "Haven't you ever had any?" She asked me. 
 
    "One time only. When I was younger. My father brought one for me and my two brothers. Since I'm the youngest, they ended up eating most of it." I replied, "I always heard it was one of the best things to eat in the four corners of space." 
 
    "And it is! You're coming with us. It's settled. No one will deprive anyone around me of experiencing the happiness of eating shrimp." 
 
    "I don't think Amelia's going to be a big fan of that idea." 
 
    "I'll talk to her. She'll understand." Matilda said and smiled, "Well, let's take advantage that there's no one here." 
 
    "Now? In the chair?" 
 
    "You're not going to tell me you never wanted to do it with space in the background, lights blinking in the distance and surrounded by several machines that you have no idea how they work," She said and took off her shirt, "Unless you're too tired..." She added with a teasing smirk. 
 
    I looked back only to confirm that we were alone, and after seeing the long corridor without anyone, I also took off my shirt. I had my veins sticking out and my fingers red and swollen from carrying the boxes. She had strands of her dark red hair falling on her green eyes and a contagious smile. She took a claw clip out of her pocket and tied her hair, also checking that the ring on her nose was still there. 
 
    "Sometimes it leaps out." She said, "Come on, before somebody wakes up."  
 
    We undressed and I sat on one of the arm-free chairs overlooking space. She sat on me and slid down. We hadn't even started yet and she was already wet. Her muffled moans, trying to keep her mouth shut, filled the whole room. She was bouncing faster, our bodies were chapping, sweat was running down on both chests, and her breasts were being squashed against mine. She had perfumed her body with a scent of honey and her skin was soft and clean. No doubt she'd taken a quick shower since we last met. My fingers slid down her round tits and she tilted her head back. 
 
    "Harder." She asked me to. 
 
    I placed my hands on her back, pulled her close to me until our bodies were close to each other and let one hand slip into her ass. I never had such wonderful sex before. I had never been with anyone so crazy and, at the same time, sexy. The way she moaned with her lips half open, her breathing warm and how she gripped one of the table corners. She even looked up toward space as we were about to cum, her eyes wide open in ecstasy.  
 
    "Thank you." She told me after I finished in her. 
 
    She still stood up and leaned in front of me to pick up her clothes as she swung her ass and my thick white liquid slid out.  We still had three days left and I knew that we were just starting. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XIII 
 
    Three days went by amidst push-ups in the bedroom, daily marathon sex with Matilda and reading some books I had borrowed from Jessy. Most had a doctor as their main character and a sad story with a minimally happy ending. The man, who ended up telling us his name, Danus, stayed locked in his room most of the day. Sometimes I would knock on the door to make sure he was okay, and he would answer with a melancholy "yes". Matilda ended up searching his name. Not because we didn’t trust him but because we had to be sure. Better safe than sorry.  
 
    The images of what I had seen still crossed my mind and kept repeating until I was unwell. Above all, Amelia had gotten better and had made the decision, that after we stopped at the Dust spaceport, to travel to the intermittent prison of Kolarov and leave the prisoner there. I hadn't been able to set foot in the serial killer room. Not after what had happened. Matilda had also convinced Amelia to let me eat shrimp with them. Strange, she didn't hesitate to agree before she moved on with her life. 
 
    "Finally. I was expecting you," Jessy said as soon as I stepped into the infirmary. 
 
    "I'm fine," I answered, "I don't understand why I have to come here every day." 
 
    "Yeah, I don't think you're very good at understanding certain things." Jessy said while stirring a sticky black mixture with a spoon. 
 
    "What do you mean by that?" 
 
    "I'm tired of waiting. Do you think I call you here every day to see if you're okay or not, even though I know nothing's wrong with you?" Jessy said and approached me, the long blond hair stuck in a ponytail, unbuttoning the top button on the white sweater, "it's not because I'm not as young as Matilda that I don't need any fun either." 
 
    "But me?" I asked her, still baffled. Not once had it crossed my mind that she was interested in me. I genuinely thought that the body touches were just to confirm that I was really okay, even when two days ago she slipped her fingers across my crotch and I know she noticed that I had gotten aroused. 
 
    "Not at first. I thought you were just one more guy. But watching you carrying the boxes, helping me with Amelia... I have to admit I got a little wet." She told me, right next to me. 
 
    "But what about Amelia? What about Matilda?" I asked her. Damn it. I didn't want to risk being thrown overboard. Not that I hadn't done enough to get Amelia to do it. She could never find out about my moment with the serial killer. 
 
    "The captain's not the only one with secrets, and have you really met Matilda? I think if she walked in about halfway, she'd ask us if she could join us quicker than she would get upset." 
 
    "Come to think of it, you're right," I answered her. From what I'd already known about Matilda, I wouldn't be surprised if she wanted to team up. 
 
    Jessy leaned over me, her tits rubbing against my chest and whispered in my ear with a soft voice, "I've always wondered if sex on these tables would be worth it. They can't just have one purpose, can they?" 
 
    "Let's try it then. We should be arriving soon, right?" 
 
    "Yes. Matilda told me we were just over an hour away." 
 
    "We have to make this hour worthwhile." I answered her by placing my hand around her hip, "They can't hear us, can they?" 
 
    "Don't worry about it. They'll think some of my experiments have failed. You need to relax, you know? And I can help you with that." She said, removing the belt from my pants and lowering them to my knees. 
 
    My dick was already hard. It was tough to resist the strawberry smell that flooded her body, the sound of her panting breath, or even her tits nearly over my face. I was hoping she'd go straight to my dick, but she didn't. First, she unbuttoned my sweater and threw it on the floor. Her fingers ran slowly through my chest, pressuring the skin, sometimes scraping it with the nail. Unlike Matilda, Jessy's nails were painted with a slight red color. As soon as she reached my navel, she leaned over and kissed all the way up to my boxers and even over them, scrolling through the silhouette of my dick.  
 
    "Fuck," I sighed, "jump on me." 
 
    "Already? You don't like wasting time, do you?" 
 
    "I don't think we have much time to waste." I told her, since she was already sliding her panties down. 
 
    She didn't take her gown off. She let it be even when she got on top of me and guided my dick into her. Her pussy was tighter than Matilda's. Our bodies fit together perfectly. She was so wet that the fluid was running down my length. I had my hands on her butt, under her coat, and I was helping her to go up and down. We were going faster and faster. Fluids dripped to the ground as her moans grew. It was one of those moments when everything was working. I felt as if I had to be there, that my whole life had been built on the need to reach that moment; outside my planet, in a ship, travelling, with someone on top of me. She leaned over and nibbled my ear. All my senses were at their peak. Her pussy was squeezing my dick. It was all happening at the same time. Her blonde hair covered my face and all I could see was her huge cleavage as if I was peeking through the blinds of a window.  
 
    "I'm almost there," Jessy screamed, amid moaning. 
 
    She threw her head back, grabbed her breasts until she bruised them with her own fingers, keeping her mouth half open until a trail of saliva ran down her chin. She came, pussy twitching around my dick, her eyes rolling over. 
 
    I didn't stop fucking her. I, too, was close to coming. Still, she stopped.  
 
    "I have another idea," she told me. She got up and took a few steps to the left, "in my face." She added and grabbed my dick. 
 
    Her hand swung up and down, always aiming at her face. The eyes had a unique glow in them, as if she needed it more than I could understand. Soon after, her lips followed. They slipped down my dick until there was no more room in her mouth. I couldn't take it anymore. I just had time to warn her and for her to place the tip of my dick next to her right cheek. A sticky white liquid covered most of her face. 
 
    "I love this," she said, as she ran her fingers through her lips and chin and carried them to her mouth, swallowing everything, "we'll do it again."  
 
    I was going to answer her when Matilda said it wouldn't long before we landed.  
 
    "I think I'll take a bath before we get there." I told her, all sweaty, rubbing my forehead with my forearm. 
 
    "You should," she said and winked at me, "that was great. Welcome to the ship." 
 
    "Not for long," I replied, "but it doesn't matter. Glad I could help." 
 
    "You've been a big help," she said, buttoning her gown, but leaving one of the top buttons open. 
 
    I got dressed in a jiffy and left. I still noticed that she'd gone back to the black mixture. I went back to my room. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XIV 
 
    "We're approaching the spaceport. Don't get up now that we're landing." Matilda warned us by the intercom. 
 
    I laid down on the bed and placed the pillow under my head with the sides bent to cover my ears. A shrill sound stretched throughout the ship, an infernal orchestra near the climax, the engines expelling smoke and flame, until the ship finally ceased.  
 
    "We've landed. I'm waiting for you on the way out." Matilda said.  
 
    When I got there, Jessy and Amelia were already there. The man arrived seconds later. His lips were dry, and he had black bags under his eyes, his skin saturated as if death had surrounded him. He dragged his voice when he spoke and never finished his sentences. 
 
    "Do we leave the prisoner alone?" I asked them. 
 
    "Yes, of course. She's not going anywhere." Amelia answered me. There were no more swellings and the wrist marks on her face only had a yellowish spot around her right eye. The color highlighted her green eyes as well as her lips that had a brushstroke of red lipstick. 
 
    The door opened and the ramp stretched out in front of us. As soon as I stepped on the barren ground, a smooth layer of sand, I inspired the thin, heavy air and looked around. There was so much wind that we could barely breathe. A huge tent whose two pieces of white cloth that served as the entrance allowed to see between them into the endless desert. The millions of yellow-brown grains of sand and one or two naked bushes... I never had seen anything like it before. Of course, I had seen a desert before, but only in black and white photos, without ever realizing how big it was. I was the only one who had stopped there in order to marvel at everything; the dozens of ships scattered around the place, the hundreds of people who sailed through the sea of chaos that was that place, wires that crossed the entire room with lamps of different colors and the pink bright sky only seen on the outside. It was a simplistic, less modern version than the New Andreas spaceport.  
 
    "Kane, are you there?" Matilda asked me when I was just leaving the ship, still contemplating everything. I was now focused on the various stores, in the lower left corner, that were selling ship parts and even weapons. One of them stood out from the others. Like the casino in New Andreas, it had more floors than the other stores and huge letters on the sign at the entrance.  
 
    "Yeah. I've never seen anything like this before. How do you get used to this?" 
 
    "It's only a matter of time." Matilda answered me, "I remember my first trips. I'd that childish look, eyes glowing, trying to hold everything in my mind." She told me. 
 
    "And, if I remember correctly, you used to repeat everything you saw. Like I wasn't seeing the same thing as you." Amelia said, "You two get him a ride. You, Kane, come with me. We'll meet at the same restaurant as always, understand?" 
 
    "You're in charge, Amelia." Matilda said. She took a yellow lollipop out of her pocket and stuffed it in her mouth, "If you go shopping, you know. Vanilla crackers and different flavor lollipops. We can't just keep eating the same unpalatable bread." 
 
    "All right. If I remember it, I'll buy it." Amelia said, "Come on, Kane." 
 
    The three of them went in the opposite direction from us. We walked along a corridor flanked by ships and crews from all over the universe until we walked past a tapestry of red and blue threads with bells and stepped into another part of the complex.  
 
    "What's this?" I asked her when I saw dozens of aisles, empty boxes on the floor, plastic bags flying, breathing in as much popcorn flavor as lettuce, so distinct and yet noticeable. 
 
    "The market. There's everything here. Ignore the smell and try not to bump into anyone. There are people here who are very... Sensitive." She said as I followed her down a corridor whose ground was covered with a white linen and surrounded by tables with boxes of bananas, strawberries, mangoes and even purple fruits and roses that I had never seen before. 
 
    "I'll get right on it," she said, without even looking me in the eye, "thanks for helping me. I would've handled it myself anyway, but you were helpful. I owe you one."  
 
    "You owe me nothing. I did the right thing." 
 
    "It doesn't matter. You've already saved me twice. I have to make it up to you." 
 
    "There's something you could do." I told her and she stopped in the middle of the hall. 
 
    Everybody, even the muscular men whose muscles almost blew up the seams of their T-shirts, strayed away from her. A wind breeze slipped through the tent's gaps and ballooned her arched hat.  
 
    "What?" She asked, still standing, arching her eyebrow. 
 
    "Give me a place on your ship. I already know the people and I want to experience the universe and have new experiences. You know I am trustworthy." 
 
    "I don't trust anyone," she said, "but maybe it isn't a bad idea. I'll think about it in the meantime." She answered me. She straightened her brown vest with red folds and her brown-stained black trousers. 
 
    She led me to the inner part of that corridor, an intersection between four paths, where, in the left corner, a small man with his 70 or 80s, wrinkles and scars on his face, scratched a piece of paper until it was shredded. The shadow of his hat, like Amelia’s, fell on the piece of paper that was trapped between his fingers. 
 
    "You're still the same." She told him, and it was probably the first time I saw her smile. 
 
    He lifted his face, looked at her and went back to looking at the doodles on the paper. Her expression changed instantly. She came close to him, took the paper out of his hand, and in less than five seconds, he had the tip of the pen around her neck. My eyes hadn't even processed everything that had happened. 
 
    "You have gotten slower," he told her. 
 
    "Are you sure?” She answered him and waved her right arm, holding a knife to his beer belly. 
 
    "And what are you going to do with that?" He said and pulled the pen out of her neck, "I heard what happened in New Andreas. You ran away from three men? The Amelia I knew would have killed them without hesitation." 
 
    "Some people change, Amadeus." 
 
    "Getting involved with those girls weakened you." He told her and his black eyes, as a bottomless pit, hovered over me, "I presume this is the boy who saved you." 
 
    "Don't involve them in this. Or him. They're under my protection." 
 
    The man laughed. The cigarette smell floated over us like a black cloud and the yellowish teeth turned golden under the incandescent light that was hanging above us. 
 
    "From murderer to a touchy woman. All that's left is for you to tell me that you no longer charge for missions and you do it for the pleasure of helping." The man said it and laughed. When he opened his mouth, a trail of saliva leaked into his black and gray bearded chin and his hairy nostrils widened. 
 
    Amelia grunted her teeth and stepped forward, "I grew up Amadeus, you didn't." 
 
    "I don't think you've profited much from it. Now instead of worrying about saving only your own ass, you have to be on the lookout for other people's lives. I don't see how that could be a good thing." 
 
    "You're a narcissistic sociopath. I'm not surprised." She said with a sarcastic grin. 
 
    The man laughed again, "As I recall, you've been near the bottom. While you worked for me, I never saw you hesitate, but I saw you calling the ones who did it weak."  
 
    "I was wrong." She said and lowered her head onto the white sheets with grains of sand scattered there, "let's get down to business, get this for me. Tell them to put it on my tab. If someone refuses, you know what to do," she added and gave him a piece of paper. 
 
    The man whispered to himself as his eyes ran through everything that was on the paper and squealed with his tongue inside his mouth. 
 
    "Anything else?" He asked him, "Boy, go get this." He told the boy next to him. 
 
    He was the only person around us. A green-eyed teenager about my size, blond hair with brownish spots and a pair of rubber clothes. I had never seen someone with a hair like him. He seemed quite different than us, probably just a slave from one of the poorest planets. People sold them when they were still young so they would develop a strong affinity to their owners. Most of them had taken so much pills and their bodies were so mutilated that they ended up developing in a unique way.  He bowed and walked away, but not before Amelia told him to add gummies and lollipops to the list. The boy vanished among the crowd and the man stood up. He walked towards us. He had black leather boots with a three-inch heel and still couldn't get above my chest. 
 
    "He saved you, okay, but who’s this guy? Why is he still with you?" He asked and approached me, removing the brown hat with a circular flap and placing it on the table. He looked up at me and his eyes as dark as pitch seemed to know how much I feared that he would attack me. 
 
    "It doesn't matter to you." She answered him and came between us, "Just see if you have a mission for me." 
 
    The man laughed and this time his teeth glowed under a fluorescent lamp on one of the wires that stretched throughout the place. I noticed he had two silver teeth in the front row. He straightened his curly moustache at the tips and returned to the back of the table. He sat down and pulled up his baggy sleeves. His hands were flogged with superficial cuts and he didn't have an index finger on his right hand. I couldn't look away. 
 
    Amelia elbowed me on the shoulder and whispered, "Stop looking before we both end up without a finger."  
 
    I had never seen her scared before. Neither with the three men, nor on the other ship facing a serial killer but now her voice was shaking, sometimes failing at the end of the sentences, and her breathing was swifter. In the meantime, the man scrutinized through a mountain of pages that he had in one corner of the table until he took one of his liking. 
 
    "Difficult. Hardly anyone wants to work with you anymore. After what you and your crew did to Draken, you've lost all your reputation." 
 
    "He was trafficking women." She said, and this time she raised her voice. 
 
    "You're better than that, Amelia. We're well paid not to ask questions. What he does is up to him. You had a mission and you ignored it." Amadeus told her and slipped the page he had stuck between two fingers across the table, "I only have this rescue mission. The parents are desperate, and they pay well. Some princess called Vitoria, decided to run away from her home planet, Lentinus." 
 
    Amelia grabbed the paper and read everything, "Kryptus? It's one of the most dangerous planets on this side of the universe. What is she doing there?" 
 
    "As far as I know, she got upset about something, took a security escort and ran away. Along the way they were hit by an asteroid chunk and crashed there. One of the guys sent the coordinates to her parents and they never heard from her again." Amadeus explained. He had a different attitude now. He was, above all, a charismatic businessman with a quieter, less hoarse voice. 
 
    "What if she's dead?" Amelia asked him. 
 
    "If you just bring the body to her parents, they'll pay you half." 
 
    "How about you? The same 30% as always?" 
 
    "Smart. Yes." He said and paused to pull a cigarette out of one of the screwed pockets in the brown leather jacket, "Draken asked me about you. I told him I haven't seen you since you ran away. As long as you're still profitable, you don't have to worry about anything." 
 
    "Obviously there had to be a reason behind it. Don't worry about it." She said and looked at the white sheets already covered with grains of sand brought by the gentle breeze that escaped through the gaps in the tent. Amelia's hat was swinging both ways. 
 
    "I still have a business to take care of." Amadeus said. 
 
    "What about that boy, why is he taking so long?" She asked him, changing the conversation. 
 
    "Chris is a little slow, but he never misses. He won't take much longer," he said and sat down again. In doing so, he sighed as if that short moment had deprived him of all energy. 
 
    We still waited about 10 minutes before the boy showed up with three bags in his hand, one of them with the jellybeans on top almost tumbling down one of the flaps holes of the bag. He dropped them in front of us and returned to Amadeus, who, in an almost merciful gesture, took a brown coin out of his pocket and tossed it. It spun across the air until it fell into the boy's hand. He was so thin that even the wrist bones stood out, as did the clavicles in his slender chest. 
 
    "Didn't I tell you? He's a good boy." Amadeus said and signaled the boy to kneel so he could scrub his hair. 
 
    Amelia spat on the floor and motioned for me to pick up two of the bags while she picked up the remainder. 
 
    "I'm gonna get going. I'll get back to you when I rescue her." She told him and turned her back. 
 
    "Just be careful." He said and laughed one last time. 
 
    The megalomaniac laughter spread throughout the air and appeared to be following us the whole way back. The corridors were crowded, reeking of fresh seafood seasoned with salt and spices in one, and in the other, the aroma of badly roasted sirloin swirling on the air. They had food for all tastes. We went back to where the ships were parked. A small one, in front of us, was taking off, upright motors, black with dark green stripes, spewing blue and white gasses that hovered over the ground. Unlike Amelia’s ship, it had a more modern and realistic façade, almost minimalist even, with the cockpit at the front and protected only by a thick layer of glass, which allowed the couple to be seen inside, hand in hand, smiling, while the ship left the hangar. 
 
    "Honeymoon, probably." Amelia said, with a certain dreamy intonation, "what happened there... You can't tell anyone. Maybe there's a place for you on the ship after all." 
 
    "I think part of you wanted me to stay or you wouldn't take me there." I said. 
 
    "Don't be an idiot. I didn't know he was going to be there, and I even wish he wasn't." 
 
    "Who is he? From what I hear, I know he taught you, is that it?" I asked, “Why you accepted that mission? Couldn’t you have waited until we got a new one?” 
 
    "He saved my life and made me who I am today, including a hired killer." She said. We now walked through the central corridor, surrounded by ships of all kinds, and I tried to listen to it carefully as I glanced at everything. I felt like a child in a candy store, not that I had ever been to one, but I knew they existed on planets where happiness had found a home, “We are getting low on money. Matilda and Jessy have no idea, so we better keep this a secret,” 
 
    "What about your parents?" I asked, trying to know her better, “No problem. I won’t tell them anything that happened here,” 
 
    "I've never met them. He found me on the street and offered me a place to stay. He was like a father to me, he still is. I believe he cares in his own way even if it doesn't look like it." 
 
    "I don't think he cares about anyone." I answered her. 
 
    She lowered her head and took a deep breath, "it doesn't matter either. Let's go to the restaurant. They must be waiting for us by now. Remember, not a word about this. They don't know Amadeus." 
 
    "No? As he spoke of them, I thought they'd already met," I answered her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XV 
 
    We had already passed the last ship and had entered a narrow corridor, flanked by stalls of personalized arms dealers and body technology parts. There were arms of different colors, some with a thumb as a blade or a key, and even legs of all sizes, some suitable for jumping, others for running and some for midgets under promotion. The mixture of colors puzzled me for a moment. The lights mirrored in the glasses of some men nearby, in the shining steel covered with fingerprints and in the rings with a frog-shaped toad that all the salesmen had. Amelia explained to me that the rings were used to symbolize membership to the official sellers' group of the universe. "Whoever owns that ring has to sell his material at a regular price but is also entitled to certain benefits such as monetary embargoes in case they are stolen." She told me as we walked past another tapestry, this time with silky yellow fabrics, to get to the restaurant area. 
 
    Pizzas, hamburgers, vegetarian food, meat from all over the universe, and they even had a desert-only restaurant there. The cakes covered with hot chocolate, yellow, red, with strawberries or cream with chestnut shavings and even a few cupcakes of mystery flavor. My eyes widened like never before and my nose inhaled the aromas that were emanating from everywhere. I enjoyed them, feeling an inertia consuming my body and I ended up asking for two minutes of pause. Amelia stopped right in front of me and gazed into my eyes. For a moment, I thought she was going to drag me by the arm, but she didn't. I put the two bags on the floor and looked around. Neither the pain in my legs nor the irritation at the base of my fingers prevented me from getting lost between the smells, the sounds of knives gliding on the cakes or cutting the steaks, the customers toasting and the salesmen calling the next person in line. That area was huge, and I was just a mere lost atom there. People walked past me, our shoulders colliding, and they grumbled but my feet stayed on the ground. 
 
    "The first few times are the most beautiful." Amelia told me and smiled. She had a nice smile, white, and with her two lower end teeth, spiked. 
 
    "Are you smiling?" I asked her and smiled too. I wasn't a big fan of my smile. Having worked in the mines for years and growing up using the same toothbrush that my two brothers had not resulted in a good mouthpiece scenario. 
 
    "Me? No. Of course not. If it looked like that, you got it wrong," she said and turned her back on me, "but... But it's nice to see you like this. It reminds me of the times when I still wasted time visiting the planets before fulfilling the missions." She added and started walking. 
 
    I followed her before the crowd had covered her and before getting lost, having to wander around to see if I could find her. By the time we got to the restaurant, Jessy and Matilda were already at the door. 
 
    "Finally. I didn't even have breakfast just to fill my belly now. We've already booked a table." Matilda said, rubbing her hands. 
 
    A well-dressed man with black trousers, with the menu under his arm, led us to a table at one of the corners with a view over a part of the desert filled with curves, metal blocks and plastic balls hovering in the air.  
 
    "Matilda has a huge addiction to watching ship races." Amelia told me. 
 
    "There'll be one in 15 minutes. Shrimps and fast ships? This is the dream." She said and sat in the chair closest to the windscreen, "Let me guess, you've never seen a race?"  
 
    "Never..." I said, "Have you ever been in one?" 
 
    Amelia laughed. A shrill, voracious, unabashed laughter. I never had seen her this unselfish. I arched my eyebrows and asked her what was going on. 
 
    "Did she participate? She's the racing queen. We used to participate for the money and we never lost one." Amelia said, "It's not my kind of fight. It's very distant and impersonal but those last 20 meters competing with another ship, both near the finish line, I have to admit that the adrenaline rushed through my veins." 
 
    "Why did you stop?" I asked them. Six ships were flying in from the horizon and they all stopped next to each other. A man with a flight backpack rose to their level. He had a green flag in his hand and requested that they took their places. 
 
    "Nobody wanted to compete with me." Matilda said and yawned, "They're bad losers. Come on, it's starting." 
 
    The man raised the flag above his head. He started counting. One. Two. The ships snored and fire of different colors burst out of the tailpipes. Three. The ships ripped the clear sky and departed at high speed. We were at the temperature peak. The sun shone on the glass and on the ships, half of them being gray. The restaurant extended the awning until the shadow was upon us. We ordered the shrimp and waited for them. We watched the race in the meantime. A black ship, with red stripes and a thin triangular appearance, had distanced itself from the others. Matilda added that there were still 10 laps to go. The restaurant filled up and the line outside stretched for miles. They were already on the third lap when the waiter came up with four metal bowls, each full of fresh shrimp, heads still to be ripped off and a thin trail of orange sauce on top. 
 
    She was right. The shrimps were excellent. I had to disguise the tear that sprang up in the corner of my eyes as soon as I chewed it and savored it in my mouth, my teeth shredding it, fearing that that moment would end. I was still afraid it was all a dream. Having a place to stay, a spaceship to sail on and missions to accomplish alongside three women who made my body ablaze. 
 
    "What do you think?" Matilda asked, "It's good, isn't it? Eat more. Shrimps can never be too much." 
 
    "They're great!" I replied, "I was used to eating stiff bread and soup or meat from the day before." I confessed to them. 
 
    "That's it? What about your parents?" Jessy asked me. While Matilda already had greasy hands and a plate full of shrimp skin mixed with what was still to be eaten, Jessy had separated them both. 
 
    "My father was an adventurer. Not like you though. He didn't care about the money or the missions. He just wanted to visit new planets, write down what he had seen in his diary and take some pictures." I told them, wiping my fingers with the red napkin that starkly contrasted with the white tablecloth, "after my father passed away, when I was about 12 years old, my mother was never the same. She started drinking a lot and missing work. My older brothers, 16 and 17, went to work in the mines. When I was 15, so did I. We've survived like this, but now, six years later, I couldn't do it anymore. I had to get out of there." 
 
    Jessy stopped eating. She wiped her fingers and coated my hands with hers. The amber eyes reflected the orange ship that ran past the glass at that exact moment like a fox's tail. 
 
    "You're with us now. You're not alone, right, Amelia?" 
 
    "Yes, yes. Hurry up and eat. We have a mission to accomplish and it won't be easy." 
 
    "Where are we going this time?" 
 
    "Kryptus." Amelia answered her. 
 
    "I haven't heard good things about this place. It's a planet full of savage gangs. They won't hesitate to kill us if they catch us." Jessy said, "When I worked in the hospital, sometimes some wounded soldiers arrived from there. Apparently at the time they were trying to build a factory to explore the soil, but they couldn't because of the constant attacks." 
 
    "It was the only mission available. We have to rescue a princess and we'll be out of there in no time." 
 
    "Have you been to all the mission distributors?" 
 
    "Yes, there's nothing for us. Some even avoid talking to us after what we did to the Draken." She said it and cast a ferocious glance at me. 
 
    The conversation ended there. By the time we finished eating, the ship race had finished a few minutes ago. Ship number three had won. It had dark blue wings and the rest of its body was brown. It was an old model, bigger than the other ships but with improved engines and a driver who knew exactly when to make the curves to take advantage. Matilda told us that apart from one mistake or another, he had done very well. 
 
    We just ate and left the restaurant. Amelia paid with her card. I didn't even have one. We returned to the ship and headed for the control room. 
 
    "Five days to get there." Matilda said, "The best thing to do right now is to get some rest. I'm full." 
 
    "Actually, a good nap would be great." Jessy said and yawned. 
 
    Only Amelia was still in the room. I thought I could go to the prison room, but I dragged myself to my room. My world was spinning. At that time, on a normal day, I'd still be in the mines in the middle of a day's work. And now there I was, on a ship, after eating shrimps, lying on a cushioned bed, flipping over the pages of my father's diary, reading some of the passages and seeing the drawings he had made with coal pencils. One passage caught my eye. 
 
    "On the vast horizon of the universe the planets line up like a pool game at the end of the night... The dim light does not reach them and the icy presence of space comforts them in eternal solitude. Exploring the universe leaves me as full of peace as terrified of fear. For no matter how many planets I visit, there is always one more to go, one more population, one more unknown technology, one more possibility to lie there, dead, bleeding to death or with no oxygen until my face turns purple. And yet, I venture out with the dream of seeing the most beautiful landscapes and one day write a book about what I saw so that my children can also one day follow in my footsteps. I don't leave you the photos I took so that one day you can add color to the images you created in your head." 
 
    I ended up falling asleep with the book on top of my chest. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XVI 
 
    Three days passed since we started traveling to Kryptus. Halfway through the second day I had my first experience with an asteroid ring. Dozens of them, hovering in the air, and Matilda deviating from the loose bits as if she were playing in an arcade game like the ones there were in my village's bar.  
 
    On the morning of the third day, I went to the kitchen. In one of the wooden drawers there were chocolate and wild fruits cereals. I filled two cups, one with each, a splash of milk and took them to the room where the serial killer was. I hadn't seen her since we kissed. 
 
    "Are you awake?" I asked when I walked in. 
 
    "Now yeah," she said, still a little stunned, rubbing her eyes. She had an eyelash on her right cheek and chapped lips, "I missed you, pretty boy."  
 
    I ignored what she said, deactivated the lasers and placed both bowls at the entrance of the cell. 
 
    "Pick one of them. I'll take the other one." I told her. 
 
    She came up and looked at both bowls. She looked around before stretching her arm quickly, touching both cereals and backing up. She approached again, looked at me and put a finger inside both bowls. 
 
    "To me? Nobody's ever made me food before. What do you want from me?" She asked, staring at me and the cereal. 
 
    "Nothing. Being a bad person doesn't mean you should have to starve to death." I answered her. 
 
    The truth was, I still had Amelia's conversation with Amadeus present in my head. She had also been a murderer and had changed. Why wouldn't the serial killer be able to do that too? Maybe she had a dark past, even worse than Amelia's. At least that was what I wanted to believe. 
 
    "I want this one." She said and picked up the chocolate cereal bowl, "I haven't eaten chocolate in a long time" she said as she grabbed the spoon. 
 
    I was afraid that she would use the spoon for more than just eating, but at the same time I knew that I could not expect her to trust me if I did not trust her either. It was a two-way road and it had to start with me. If someone listened to my thoughts at that time, they would probably shout out to the universe how stupid and crazy I was being, but something about her said that I could change her. I think I was always that person deep down; a boundless dreamer with the desire to save people. Many nights I had spent picturing scenarios in which I became a hero, in which I saved someone and now I had a chance to make it real. 
 
    "Good, isn't it?" I asked her as we both ate. 
 
    "Yeah. I still don't understand why you're doing this. I'll kill the rest of the crew anyway." She said, glancing at me, like it was something natural to say. 
 
    "I believe that when the time comes you will think twice." 
 
    "You're one of those. A dreamer." She said, "What's that noise?"  
 
    I had no idea what she was talking about. There was no noise.  
 
    "Focus. Close your eyes." She said, seeing me confused. 
 
    I laid the bowl on the floor and closed my eyes. In the beginning, I still couldn't hear anything. Still, I didn't give up and, after a few minutes, loud steps, like lightning bolts of thunder, stepped on the ground of the ship. Weird. I had been there for days and none of them had such a strong, hollow walk. I walked to the door and leaned my ear against it. The steps were close to the door, now much stormier. The person seemed to be in a hurry and heading for the ramp. 
 
    "It seems to me you're in trouble." The serial killer said. 
 
    "What do you mean by that?" 
 
    "I can hear him. He's not a crew member. He's moving too fast. He's changed his path three times already. He doesn't seem to know where he's going. If you let me go, I can help you."  
 
    "You really don't think I'm going to fall for that, do you?" I told her, "I'll see what's going on. You stay here." 
 
    "It's not like I can go anywhere either," she replied slightly sarcastically. 
 
    I opened the door and looked both ways. There was no one around, although now it wasn't just one type of steps wandering around the ship. There were several of them. Heavy boots stepping on the hull, a couple running, a few marching, going in different directions. Whoever they were, they were spreading all throughout the ship. I strolled down the corridors, leaning up against the wall, trying as hard as I could to avoid making any noise. I was still in the middle of one of them when I heard Matilda screaming for someone to let her go. The screams grew louder as she taunted them and tried to free herself. I got as close as I could and there were two men clutching her hands while she tried to push them away. She still punched one of them in the eye, but they ended up trapping her on the floor and smashing her with the gun butt in the back of the head.  
 
    "This one was harder than the other one." One of the men said. He was bald and had some hair on his chin and chest.  
 
    "All that's left is the captain, isn't it?" The other one answered him. A younger boy with wrinkled hands and an eyebrow gap. 
 
    "Yes. There are 10 men looking for her. She's good, but not that good. Draken will reward us very much." 
 
    "I can't wait. This has to make up for the time I spent hiding here since Dust spaceport." The man said. 
 
    Damn it. I couldn't take care of them, not alone. I needed help. I went back to the prison room. The serial killer was in the center of the room, doing push-ups and smiled as soon as she saw me come in. 
 
    "Well, shall we do it then?" She asked me. 
 
    "Don't think this means you're free. It's only because we need help." I said, "How do I know you won't attack me once you're free?" 
 
    "Well, you're going to have to trust me, right?" She answered me and laughed, "If I wanted to kill you, I would have done it by now. I don't know who you are, but I don't doubt that they're more dangerous than any of you."  
 
    I yawned and walked up to the door. I still hesitated, but I ended up opening it. She stretched her arms and legs and picked up one of the spoons. 
 
    "Let's do this then." She said and walked over to me. She kissed me on the cheek before she told me her real name was Emma. 
 
    "Cute name for someone so rude." I told her. 
 
    "That's the name they gave me. You can call me that. See it as my way of proving I’ll be trusting you from now on,"  
 
    "Who? Your parents? Thank you." 
 
    She swung like a shadow and put her nail underneath my ear. She pressured it just enough for me to squirm and lose my strength. 
 
    "Don't ever talk about them again." She said. Even her big eyelashes didn't cover her bright eyes. 
 
    "Okay, let's do this." I said. I knew I hadn’t said anything bad, but it wasn’t the right time to argue with her. 
 
    "Do you know how to fight?" She asked me. 
 
    "Not really. I never had to fight but if I have to, I will." I answered her, and I closed my fist. 
 
    "Lovely. Always strike the chin. Always. One good punch to the chin and one to the face and that should do it. If not, kick them in the balls. Don't hesitate. Use whatever you have available." She said. 
 
    "I can do it. For all the trouble that working in the mines is, the good thing is that I have gained a good body over time." 
 
    "Just stay out of my way and do as I say." She said to me, "I need guns. Even if it's only two or three knives. How many guys are there?" 
 
    "I saw two and they talked about 10 more who were going after the captain." I answered him. 
 
    "The girl I put on the floor? If she's as good as I am, she'll take down 5 or 6. After that, maybe 10 more men to deal with, and, unlike the men in the ship I was on, they must know how to fight." She said and paused, "Someone's getting close. Hide behind the door. I'll take care of it."  
 
    I stood behind the door and Emma stayed in the same place. The man placed his hand on the doorknob, spun it and walked in.  
 
    "Who are you? There were only supposed to be three girls on the ship." 
 
    "Oh, I'm sorry. I am new to the ship. Is something wrong?" Emma asked him. 
 
    It was scary how much she could twist her personality in mere seconds. If I didn't know her and only saw her at that moment, I would only see a girl in her 20s, scared of the world around her and in need of protection. The man in his 30s, with fat lips, rotten teeth and a ridge, approached her. Ever since he had seen her, helpless and about to cry, there had been a malevolent smile on his face that he hadn't even tried to hide. 
 
    "Come here. I'll protect you," he repeated as he walked up to her. 
 
    I could attack him at any time, but if she had said she'd take care of it, I had no business intruding. My heart was beating faster. Ever since I'd left my planet, I seemed to have a thing for trouble. It followed me wherever I went or maybe I had decided to stay on the ship because I knew that we wouldn't lack problems. He was already a few steps away from her. Her eyes moistened and she pretended to stumble, tumbling over his chest.  
 
    "It's a shame." She said, before stabbing him with the sharp part of the spoon in his neck... The blood flowed to the floor and to both clothes. Before he could even scream, she covered his mouth and brought him to his knees. All the interaction didn't last more than 15 seconds.  
 
    "Well, one down. Let's get out of here." She said, licking the blood on the spoon, "This is going to be interesting." 
 
    She liked that. There was a certain glow in her eyes when she knew she could do whatever she wanted. She still knelt by the soldier and searched through his clothes for a gun. He had a knife hidden in his socks and a pistol in his holster under the tight black sweater. 
 
    "Do you know how to fire a gun?" She asked me, sticking a finger on the trigger and spinning it around the finger without ever firing. 
 
    "I've never fired one." I admitted it to her. 
 
    "I assumed not. Just point and press this switch. Simple. One knife is enough for me." 
 
    We placed the man in the cell and exited to the empty corridor. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XVII 
 
    Amelia's voice overcame the men's footsteps. 
 
    "Once I’m free, you'll see what I'll do to you." She screamed and the sound was carried throughout the ship. 
 
    "We have to help them!" I told Emma. 
 
    "Do we?" She asked. 
 
    "Yes! That's why I set you free, that's what you're going to do." I told her; I had enough of her games. There was no time for fooling around. 
 
    "Since you asked nicely, I'll help you. They must have taken them to the control room." Emma said, holding the knife with two fingers, "You're going to have to serve as a decoy." 
 
    "What?! I'm not really enjoying this idea." 
 
    "It's the only one we have. They're more than us. We have to be smart." 
 
    "What if it goes wrong?" 
 
    "Well, the worst that can happen is they kill us. They just want them, apparently. They have no idea we're here." 
 
    "There's no worse than that, Emma. You're not very good at consoling someone." I told her and I giggled. I knew it wasn't the best time to laugh, but I couldn't help myself. 
 
    She lowered her head, letting her hair fall on her face and covering the slight curvature of her lips. 
 
    "Come on, let's do this." She said, before looking into the next corridor, "from here you can see the control room. They arrested them. You're going to show up here and make fun of them. Then, you're going to pretend to run and I'll surprise them." 
 
    "You're the experienced one here, aren't you?" I told her.  
 
    Before I even jumped to my death, I took a deep breath. I had to do something for them. After all the help they had given me, it was the least I could do. I had to protect them. Emma was standing next to me, leaning against the wall, with the knife in her hand, "Will you take long?"  
 
    "No. I'm going now. Don't rush me." 
 
    I also looked once before jumping into the middle of the hall. At least five men gathered in a circle and behind the three girls. Matilda's blue hair stretched across the floor while Jessy and Amelia were on the floor, leaning against one of the command tables.  
 
    Finally, I mustered the courage to do it. I popped up at the end of the hall and screamed until they all looked at me. Amelia screamed at me to run away but I didn't move even though my knees were shaking, and my head was just an empty hole. It was fear, it was affliction, but it was also courage. I had to be like them. I wanted to be like Amelia or Emma. 
 
    "Get him!" One of the men, possibly the boss, said and pointed to three of them. 
 
    The men started running towards me. They filled the whole wide corridor and the closer they got, the bigger they seemed. The shoulders grew, the legs got fatter, the faces even uglier, every detail standing out. 
 
    "Move!" Emma kept repeating, but my feet seemed to be stuck to the ground. 
 
    My body heated up in an instant and my stomach was spinning. I wanted to throw up, lie down and not get out of bed. At least it was safer there  
 
    "Hurry!" Emma said. 
 
    Every single one of my feet was as heavy as a brick. All the sounds sounded muffled and the corridor narrowed as they drew closer. I couldn't even talk. My throat was clogged. It was like I had a hairball in the back of it. I struggled until I lifted one foot and then the other. I faked that I had started running away from them, running down the hall, when I was actually just next to Emma. 
 
    As soon as the first one had turned the corner, Emma tripped him, and he fell face down in the concrete. She swirled like a spineless top and slit both their throats. The bodies fell to the ground, one on top of the other, the blood splashing on the ground. She moved like a deadly dancer, every step taken was exquisite and every movement accurate. She didn't have to fight them or even get dirty except for a few drops of blood that landed on her black clothes. I still had the gun next to my body. I hadn't even lifted it, let alone put my finger on the trigger. 
 
    "Three down." She said, while searching for the bodies. Everyone had a rusty metal knife but no sign of a pistol, "Four knives work for four people. How many more do we have?" She asked me. 
 
    "Six, but how are we gonna get them out of there?" 
 
    "I don't know if I feel like it." She told me and sat on the floor, "What do I get if I help you? Nothing is free in this life and you have already seen that I can save you." 
 
    "You're doing a good thing, isn't that enough for you?" 
 
    She laughed. It wasn't as if I wasn't expecting it and yet I had a hard time hearing every wave of laughter, the swirling voice in front of me, "Do I look like a helper? I'll ask you again, what do I get in return? You can't complain. So far I haven't asked you for anything." 
 
    "Okay, what do you want?" I asked her.  
 
    I looked down the hall. The girls were still trapped. Matilda had already woken up and was complaining of the enormous headache she had over the men's voices that told her to shut up. They were exchanging dreams and wishes that would be fulfilled with Draken's money amidst laughter and staring long into space.  
 
    "Well, I've been thinking. It's no big deal. I just don't want to go to jail. You can drop me anywhere in the universe. I'll manage." She said. This time, she was serious. Her eyebrows were straight, her breathing was slow, and her teeth were grinning. That was something she was genuinely afraid of; being arrested. 
 
    "I can't promise you that." I said, "But I'll do whatever I can to help you." 
 
    "I'll have to settle for that, won't I?" She asked me and came up to me. 
 
    "Yes. Are you gonna help me or not?" 
 
    "I will, of course." She answered and kissed me. Her lips were moist and glued to mine, "for good luck." She added as soon as she walked away from me. 
 
    Two of the men were dead and one was still unconscious. I asked her what we were supposed to do now. The ship was still sailing through space and the soldiers in the command room were still laughing.  
 
    "Pretend you arrested me." She told me and put her hands behind her back. 
 
    "What? And how the hell is that going to help you defeat six men?" 
 
    "It won't. I'm going to knock down three with the knives. I need you to shoot the other three," 
 
    "Me? Shooting a gun? What if I fail? Do you have a plan b?" 
 
    "Plan B is for weak people. Let's do this. Keep your hands on mine. You'll know when it's time to shoot." 
 
    "But they won't even recognize me! I’m not one of them," I told her. 
 
    Damn it. I'd gone from a crazy place to a deadly ship. I didn't seem to get very lucky in life.  
 
    "Do you think these idiots will even think about it? By the time any of them realize it'll be too late. Just trust me. It's not my first rodeo." 
 
    "We're going to end up dead, aren't we?" I asked her, placing myself behind her. 
 
    "Between dying and going to Kolarov prison... There's not much difference," 
 
    "Is it that bad?" I asked. I had heard of that prison but never from anyone so close to being there. 
 
    "It's one of the worst prisons in the universe. Whoever goes in there doesn't come out anymore. Never. Not without much, much help. Or a lot of money. I don't have either," she said, "come on, hurry up. We don't know if they've called for help or not. It will be a problem if they have more people coming." 
 
    "Okay, okay, okay. Let's do it," I told her, avoiding telling her that nothing she had told me had taken away my worry. Quite the opposite, I was getting worse.  
 
    I couldn't even hear the faraway voices anymore. All I could hear was a constant ringing buzz in my ear. The corridor narrowed as we walked towards the control room. I had my hands on top of Emma's, both behind her back, my heart pounding with every step we took. Gradually, each man turned their attention to us. They didn't say anything. Their eyes tracked us all the way. The girls did, too. Damn it. What would they think of me? I mean, at that moment it didn't matter. I had an important task and I had to focus on that alone. The gun was in the holster, ready to fire. Hesitation was out of the question. One second longer and we'd both end up dead. One of the men, who was close to the space view glass, strolled to the entrance. He was twice as tall as me and easily about six inches taller than me. If his body fell on top of mine, I would vanish under him and he would still blanket all my shadow. I must admit that it was frightening to be faced with a man like that; with a goatee, some unshaven hair on both sides of his face and bald hair. He had black eye-popping eyes that looked like a bottomless pit. It was hard to look him in the eyes. I bowed my head for a few moments and whispered in Emma's ear. 
 
    "Are you ready?" 
 
    She nodded her head slightly. At least enough to be imperceptible. I hid my face behind hers and took a deep breath. My heart calmed down and my knees stopped shaking. 
 
    "Who's this?" The man asked me as soon as I got close to him. His breath reeked of stew and wine.  
 
    "I found her in a cell. She's not a big fan of talking." I answered him, already with one hand over the holster. 
 
    "Take her to the others. We'll get her to talk. Draken's on his way. He didn't want to wait until we brought them." 
 
    "Is Draken on his way?!" Amelia asked, trying to free herself from the ropes. 
 
    "You're not going anywhere. He's got a lot to... to talk to you about." One of the men answered her and giggled. 
 
    I tried to ignore everything that was happening around me and pushed Emma towards the other girls. They looked at me, their eyes half closed, without realizing what was going on. I wanted to tell them, I wanted to thank them for accommodating me, but I couldn't risk it. I just winked at Amelia who quickly realized what was happening. 
 
    "I'll kill you! I'll kill you!" She screamed at me, distracting all the men. 
 
    "This is the craziest of them all. I've never seen one like her." One of the men replied. 
 
    "You have to be crazy to betray the master," the man who had received me at the entrance added. 
 
    "Strange," one of the others said, "I don't know you. Did you come with us?" He asked me. 
 
    For a second, my heart stopped beating. My vision became blurred and my fingers trembled, my index finger tapping my gun. Amelia screamed again, but this time they ignored her. All eyes were on me.  
 
    "Now that I think about it, I don't remember you either. And I'm good at memorizing faces. Where were you? Because I'm sure you weren't with the men who went to find her earlier," the tall man said and pulled a gun out of his holster.  
 
    Unlike the one I had; his gun was white with blue stripes. It had two pipes, one narrower than the other, and several buttons on the side. 
 
    "I just have a very common face," I answered him, trying to smile without seeming too forced. 
 
    The man pressed one of the buttons, "I put the gun on level one. It'll just stun you. If you have nothing to hide, you won't mind if we immobilize you while we confirm that you are on the list of men we have recruited for this mission." 
 
    "Oh, come on, you don't need all of that, do you?" I asked him, sweat drops already running down my face. Damn it, but when would Emma act? 
 
    Three of the men surrounded me. They all had brown eyes and wide shoulders and, except for one, they were bald. My gaze spun, jumping between them, my vision being blocked by them. All I could see was the black of their clothes before me. It had to be. If they took one more step, I'd shoot. Okay, I could die, but I was pretty sure it would be better than whatever they would do to me when they realized I'd lied to them. Unlike the girls, I was a nobody. Through the gap between a man's head and shoulder, I could see the space.  
 
    One last time, I thought. At least I'd have gotten there. It hadn't been a lengthy trip, but it was worth it. 
 
    One of them took another step and I no longer saw the bright spots in the space darkness. There was nothing for me there anymore. My hope was now just a flame on the verge of fading. 
 
    "Go ahead, take him too," the tallest man said, his eyes fixed on me, almost like chains holding my feet to the ground. 
 
    One of them stretched out his hand, drawing it close to me, and when he already had it over my shoulder, a strangled scream broke through the room. Everyone looked around, trying to figure out what was going on. Then another scream. And another. Like a row of dominoes, three men fell to the ground. One of them was one of the guys around me.  
 
    "Grab your weapons! Hurry, hurry, hurry. What are you waiting for?" The man yelled, squinting his eye, aiming at the girls. Even the men who once surrounded me had turned around and now pointed their guns at them. 
 
    "Which one of you was it? Which one?! If no one comes forward, I'll start with her," the man said and approached, placing the barrel of the gun next to Matilda's forehead, "I'll count to three," 
 
    Damn it. I couldn't waste any time. It was now or never. They needed me. Emma looked at me and nodded. She knew it too.  
 
    "One... " The man said. 
 
    The atmosphere grew heavier; the rarefied air and all the noises were in the background except for the man's strong voice. My finger brushed the trigger. Now all I had to do was aim and pull it. Everything would be solved in mere seconds. I felt my brain powering down. Action before thinking. My hand grabbed the gun, raised it to the level of my chest, and the finger did the rest of the work. Three shots. Three bodies tumbling onto the ground.  
 
    I looked down; my hand was shaking and there was still a trace of smoke coming out of the gun barrel. No one said anything for a while. I assume it was just a few seconds, but to me it seemed like nearly an hour. 
 
    "You did it!" Emma said, and stood up, "I said it would work." 
 
    The other three girls were looking at me. They were waiting for me to explain to them what was happening. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XVIII 
 
    "Kane?" Amelia said. 
 
    "Are you working with her?!" Matilda said, trying to get up without using her hands, "Why did you release her?" 
 
    Matilda fired question after question. Amelia had a bloody look on her face. Only Jessy remained silent. 
 
    "I'll explain everything to you. I promise. Let me just make sure I take all their guns," I said and looked at Emma. 
 
    She already had the white weapon in her hand and had set it at the highest level. The blue lines glowed incandescently. She had leaned against a command table, where she had also placed two knives with the black steel tip still covered in blood. I removed the remaining weapons from the men's pockets and holsters and used one of the knives to cut the strings that held the girls' arms together.  
 
    "I had to release her. It was the only way to save you." 
 
    "Yeah, but now who's gonna save us from her?" Matilda asked. 
 
    When I looked back at Emma, she had the gun next to her right leg and her finger on the trigger. Her screaming laughter rose above Matilda's whispers. 
 
    "Don't worry. I'm not thinking of hurting you." She said, "Let me off at the next exit and we're good to go." 
 
    "We can't do that," Amelia said, "you're a serial killer," 
 
    "Yes, but I saved your lives. Nothing's free. You look like someone who understands that," 
 
    "And I do, but I can't let you go like this. Punishments must exist." 
 
    "Then don't let me. Give me a place here." 
 
    "No." Amelia answered. 
 
    "No way. She'll never have room for someone like you." Matilda said, her teeth grinding. 
 
    "No? I know her look. She's a killer. Just because she's changed doesn't mean she's lost her instinct." Emma said with a grin on her face. 
 
    All eyes had fallen on the captain. She walked around, already with her hat on her head, tapping on the tables over and over again. Emma didn't move. She was contemplating space, her eyes wide open, and for the first time I saw in them a glow that I had only seen when she was about to hurt someone. Jessy had taken a small flashlight out of her pocket and had asked Matilda not to move while she checked that she was okay.  
 
    "Chef, you're not really thinking of having her on the ship, are you? She'll kill us while we sleep." Matilda repeated, moving away from Jessy and running towards Amelia. 
 
    "If I wanted to, I'd have killed you by now." Emma answered and beckoned with her head to the gun she still had in her hand. 
 
    "This must be just your plan to surprise us later. I bet that turns you on." Matilda answered her. 
 
    "Well, I can't say it wouldn't be funny but no. I need a place to stay and hide and what better place than the ship of the people who captured me? If anyone asks, tell them I ran away." 
 
    "Things don't work that way," Jessy said, "but she's right about one thing. You were once like her, Amelia. If you've changed, couldn't she, too?"  
 
    "Even you, Jessy? Are you all crazy?" Matilda asked, "What about you, Kane? You're on my side, right?" 
 
    I didn't know what to tell her. I didn't even think I had a choice but to accept the serial killer presence on the ship. We had already crossed the line and I know she wouldn't hesitate to share what happened between us to benefit from it. Damn it. I always hated drama and now I was part of a soap opera. Amelia was on the main command desk, pressing buttons and making sure we were on the right route to the new planet. 
 
    "I'm not sure..." I said, "Maybe we should give her a chance. Matilda, you believed in me too. Who assured you that I wasn't like her?" 
 
    "You saved the captain; you didn't try to kill her." 
 
    "She also saved us," I said to her, "can't we leave this for another day?" 
 
    "They delayed us a few hours but by no means much. We'll be on the planet in a few hours." Amelia said. She was different. Ever since Emma mentioned her eyes, the captain had calmed down. She wasn't angry or hasty. Instead, her voice was calm, her cheeks pale and her lips dry, “First, we need to get out of here before Draken catches up,” 
 
    "And until we get to Kryptus? Where is she staying? Are we really gonna give her one of the rooms?" Matilda asked. A protruding vein arose on the right side of her neck and stretched to her chest. 
 
    "Don't you have a new room ready?" Jessy asked her. 
 
    "Yeah, what happened to that? Another one of your plans you left halfway through?" Amelia asked her. 
 
    "I can't do everything at once. You know I have too many ideas to do everything at once." Matilda said, "I can finish that in a few hours. It's the best solution, then. Don't think you're gonna get away with this. I'll make sure that if you just take one step out of the room, an extremely loud alarm will wake everyone up." She said and left the room, marching towards the rooms. 
 
    Everything was different and nothing would ever be the same again. Jessy confirmed that Amelia was fine too and left us alone. Truth be told, I felt like I shouldn't be there. I wasn't like them. Rather, it was the differences between us that appealed to me. 
 
    The hours went by in a jiffy. The three of us didn't leave that room. Amelia still had her eyes on the radar and Emma, and I were watching space. She didn't need to say a word to let me know that no matter how much she had traveled; few had been the opportunity to marvel at it. 
 
    "Beautiful, isn't it?" I asked her. 
 
    "Scary," she said and sighed, "I've never seen the sky with so many stars." 
 
    "And that's scary?" I asked him. 
 
    "Yes, how something so beautiful can be so deadly," she said. 
 
    “Do you recognize yourself?" I asked her, managing my laughter. 
 
    "It's not a good idea to make fun of someone who can kill you in dozens of different ways, don't you think?' she said, with her eyes half-closed, until I gulped down, "I'm kidding, you don't have to worry. Where are we going?" She asked. 
 
    As soon as I told her, her expression shifted. The glow behind her eyes was demystified and she looked at Amelia who was now sitting on one of the chairs with her feet stretched out and resting on one of the tables. 
 
    "We can't go there. You have no idea what awaits you. You know all the stories you've heard? It's worse. Between going to Kolarov and there, I don't know what is worse," she said, moving away from the glass, "with so many ships to rescue the meds, it had to be you soon. Not only do you have problems with one of the warlords, but now you also want to risk your life for someone else.' 
 
    "Not just anybody," Amelia said and looked at me. It was as if she was asking me if I could tell her the truth, but I did not know what answer to give her. Maybe Emma really wanted to change. Amelia could show her how. I genuinely believed that. Everybody could be a better person. I wasn't saying she wouldn't have the killer instincts anymore, but she could certainly find a way to control them. Emma had already asked her what she meant by that statement, but Amelia did not even bother to look her in the eye. 
 
    "Okay, don't tell me then," Emma said, "I'm going for a walk. I'm tired of being here." 
 
    "You shouldn't leave," I told her.  
 
    The closer we got to the planet, the more the stars faded away and gave way to a blackness that I had never seen before. Amelia pressed a button and some headlights brightened the path before us. A long black tunnel where it didn't matter which way we went. It was all the same. Just more of the same. 
 
    "And who's going to stop me?" Emma asked, holding the gun and heading towards the entrance to the room. 
 
    "Let her go," Amelia said and yawned, "It's not worth it." 
 
    "See, after all, she understands." Emma answered, right on the way out. 
 
    I was left alone with Amelia. I walked up to her and looked at the screen. A curved line indicated our route; the half that we had already traveled in black and the half that was still missing in white.  
 
    "Do you trust her?" Amelia asked me, "I vowed that I would protect the girls, I can't risk having a murderer here." 
 
    "I don't know, but she could have killed us by now and taken the ship. Why do you think she didn't do it?" I asked her. If anyone could answer me, it was her. 
 
    "I think..." Amelia began, "that she sees in us, on this ship, a place where she won't be judged for what she's done." 
 
    "It's not going very well so far," I answered her. 
 
    "She hasn't yet proven she deserves our trust," 
 
    "Are you thinking of letting her stay, then?" 
 
    "I don't know. Let's focus now on saving the princess. Maybe she'll come in handy. It's a dangerous place. It'll come in handy to have someone like her on our side, if she really is on our side." 
 
    "The best thing to do is to give her at least one chance." I told her, as I sat on the chair next to her... 
 
    "You're defending her a lot. You know, believing in people's good side doesn't always have a happy ending." Amelia said, "There are people who have no cure." 
 
    "Are you speaking from experience?" 
 
    "Yes, but not from me. In that line of work, I got to know other people like me. Some who did it for the money and some who did it for pleasure. And, no doubt, I've met some that would never change. It wasn't even about whether they liked killing someone or not. But their souls were already so fragmented that there were no pieces to put together for a second attempt." 
 
    "And you think she's in that state?" 
 
    "Honestly? No. But she's close. There's still a flame in her," Amelia told me and stood up, "Come on, we're done talking. Now follow me." 
 
    "Me? Follow you? Where to?" 
 
    She grabbed my hand and dragged me into the hallway, "We' re not going to do anything you haven't already thought of," 
 
    "What do you mean?" I asked her, as we walked down the corridor of the ship, a hiss going across the walls. 
 
    "You'll see," she answered me, "I hate getting nervous." she added and breathed deeply. 
 
    She led me to her room. It was twice the size of mine and had a bed with a thick-skinned mattress and a red satin sheet on top. A sweet, soft scent, which I couldn't tell what it was, lasted even after we had walked in and sat down on the bed. Amelia put her hat on the bedside table and squatted on the bed, sighing and stretching her hands backwards. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XIX 
 
    "What are we doing here?" I asked her. Of course, I had an idea, but I didn't want to risk touching her, with the chance of losing a finger. 
 
    "What I always do when I need to clear my head," she said, "lie down." 
 
    The sheet molded itself to my body. If it weren't for her getting on top of me, I'd most likely have fallen asleep. We didn't kiss right away. We still spent some time looking into each other's eyes, the lust consuming us, the images of what we could do blowing up in my head.  
 
    "I know you already did it with Jessy and Matilda," Amelia said, "Don't worry, I don't care. We're a team, a group, whatever you want to call it," she added. 
 
    "Are you sure?" I asked, my hands slowly rolling down her back, trying not to overstep. 
 
    "Yeah. I don't look like someone who likes a perfectly normal relationship to you, do I?" She said, the corners of her lips squirming but never smiling. 
 
    "True. I shouldn't be surprised,"  
 
    "Will you ever stop talking, Kane?" Amelia asked, "Enjoy now. I know you've thought about this before." 
 
    "It wasn't just me," I replied, "I noticed how you looked at me when I had just got out of the bath." 
 
    "I was surprised by what I saw. How can someone so small have something so... Well, you got it." She said and laughed, "Time for you to make me forget everything that happened these last few hours." 
 
    "You're forgetting that I fired a gun. I killed three people. I've never even hurt anyone before." 
 
    "I guess the reason you're not so affected by it is because deep down you knew that sooner or later, you'd have to." 
 
    "Maybe. I'm not going to say I never thought of that. But I was hoping for a little more time, you know? So, I could prepare myself..." 
 
    "I understand. I'm not going to lie to you. It's not something you'll ever forget," she said, still on top of me, her long wavy hair covering her cheeks. 
 
    "Do you remember your first one? The first person you killed?" I asked her, already with my hands on her buttocks... 
 
    "Yeah. And if you ask Emma, I know she'll tell you the same thing." 
 
    "How old were you?" 
 
    "Do you really want to talk about this? Now?" Amelia asked me, swinging her ass over me. 
 
    "Answer me before we continue," I said to her, "I know you're not used to letting yourself be known, but if I'm a member of this ship, I'd like you to trust me." 
 
    "Damn it. You and your sweet talk... I was 13, okay? Amadeus sold me to a fat, greasy, rich man he wanted me to kill. That same night, the man came into my room and started touching me. I slit his neck before his hands even reached my waist." She told me, her eyes focused on the wall on the other side of the room, “I know you must be thinking why I still talk to him. I wish I didn’t, but there’s no one better for missions in this part of the continent. There are times when he’s the only one who can get us something. That’s how life works. Bad people get rewarded and good people, or, at least, people who try to be good, get fucked,” 
 
    I listened to her carefully. At the age of 13 I was cleaning my house's dusty corners, complaining about my tough life while she was living a nightmare. Emma had probably been through something similar, too. I had no words of comfort to offer her. I did not understand what she had gone through, I could not even begin to comprehend, so I did what I could. I pulled her close to me and hugged her. She laid her head on my shoulder and then thanked me for it.  
 
    When she raised her head again, after a few minutes, our eyes focused on each other again. This time, we didn't control ourselves. None of us could do it anymore. My heart speeded up as soon as our lips intertwined. Her lips had a slight vanilla scent. I was squeezing her ass cheeks while we kissed. It was more than a physical attraction. There was something underneath that, something else; there was feeling. Not that she was going to say it or show it, but I could feel it. Then she kissed my neck, every inch of it, calmly, her hands by my hip. A chill went down my spine. When her lips left my neck a cooling sensation rested there due to her saliva. I was afraid my heart was beating so loud it would end up scaring her. It sounded like a bomb about to go off. There was no sound around us except the splash of her lips moving away from my skin. She tilted her head and I took off her shirt; she had a black bra, stiff nipples, and several scars scattered all over her body. My fingers traced the marks on her skin like they were a map to get to know her better. We didn't exchange a single word all that time. 
 
    It wasn't until my fingers got away from her skin that we turned into two animals. Any secrets that existed between us were in limbo, between the past she hid and, in the future, where she would tell me about them. She got up and asked me to stay in bed. It didn't take long before my belt buckle hit the floor and was covered by my black pants. The boxers were the cherry on top of the cake. She appreciated my dick before grabbing it, her hand slowly moving up and down as she watched my reaction. I bit my lower lip until a small trail of blood ran down my chin. Her hand swirled around my length. Her lips approached the tip and clenched her, lowering to about half of my dick before she receded. She laughed and a trail of spittle splashed on the floor. 
 
    "Thank you," she said before she went back into action. 
 
    Her head bobbed back and forth, strands of hair sticking to her sweaty forehead as she went even deeper. I never thought I'd ever see her like this; kneeling before me, choking on her mouth with my whole cock, saliva running down her lips. She looked beautiful. 
 
    When she finally stopped, she rubbed my wet dick all over her face until she was nearly unrecognizable. I wasn't even sure what to say or how to react. She laughed and stood up, taking off her pants until she was only wearing a black thong. 
 
    "Now what?" I asked her, my eyes running down her body. Behind that outfit she always wore, there was a model body - medium-sized tits, flat belly and a round ass. 
 
    "You'll see," she said, taking off her panties, revealing an already wet pussy and a triangle-shaped bush above the clit.  
 
    She walked up to me, strings of fluids clinging to her groins, and climbed on top of me. I thought she was going to sit on my dick, but she had another idea and just sat on my face. 
 
    Her butt covered my whole sight and her pussy dripped all over my chin and lips. She tasted great. I grasped her hips tightly and let my tongue trace her hip movements. She was moaning louder and higher and had her hands on the wall, sometimes banging on during a lengthy moan. I could hardly breathe with her on top of me anymore and yet I did not stop, not even for a second. I couldn't waste that moment, not when I didn't know if it would happen again, not when I didn't know if that was her slip-up or a desire. Sweat flowed down our bodies. My sweater glued itself to my body as she was still rocking her body, rubbing against my flat tongue. 
 
    "Damn. I'm close." She said, amid moaning, about to come. 
 
    A few seconds later, she tossed her head back, her back folded, squirming with every wave of pleasure that ran through her body. Amelia took a deep breath and smiled like never before. 
 
    "That was great. But we're not done yet." She said, sliding her wet pussy over my body, until she got to my dick, "Let's see what you're really worth." 
 
    "Haven't I proved to you that I'm good enough?" 
 
    "The final challenge is now. Will you be up to it?" She said and winked at me. 
 
    We matched it perfectly. Her pussy slipped down my dick with no opposition. She wasn't too tight, but her pussy was still warm and squeezing my length. Before she even started, she took off my sweater and dropped it towards my pants. 
 
    I don't know for how long her bed wobbled up and slammed against the wall. We fucked, we fucked a lot. Her body writhed in various ways, the moans flooded the room and probably even the halls. All of it. There was everything. At her request, I finished inside. She came a second time as soon as she felt my liquid in her. She still scratched my chest as her eyes rolled over and her pussy clenched my dick, and she, too, was wheezing and sore.  
 
    We both lay on her bed, one next to the other, gazing at the white ceiling. We didn't get up right away. A few minutes of silence passed before Amelia spoke again. 
 
    "I better get back to the control room. Matilda may be looking for me, and I want to see if Emma hasn't done anything stupid already." 
 
    "I'm going with you," I told her, "it's not like there's much to do here but this." 
 
    "Don't go yet. Wait about five minutes, it's better." She said and stood up, my liquid flowing down her soft skin. 
 
    "Are you going like that?" I asked her while she was raising one foot to get into her panties. 
 
    "Yeah, I like the feeling," she answered me and dressed them, "Don't make me regret this." She said it and moved on to the door. 
 
    She was already about to leave when the ship was rammed, and she was thrown against the wall. I got up, still naked, and I helped her up. She told me her arm was asleep after hitting her elbow against the wall. 
 
    "What just happened?" I asked her. That couldn't be normal, "Did we hit a meteorite? Asteroid? Something else?" 
 
    "I don't know. I'm going to the control room. You get dressed and meet me there. Quickly." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XX 
 
    She disappeared down the hall and I went back to bed. I only had a few seconds to pull myself together. I stretched out and got dressed, before heading to the room where Amelia was waiting for me. 
 
    Matilda and Emma were already there too, although in opposite corners. Amelia was seated on one of the chairs and had a steering wheel in front of her, which from what I could tell was stored inside the table itself and she had removed it. 
 
    "What's going on?" I asked them, still a few feet from the room. 
 
    "It's Draken. It’s his ship. Damn it. He’s right behind us." Amelia said, dodging the blue light beams that were scraping the thin wings of our ship, "He has already hit us several times. We need to land and the only planet here is that one, Kryptus." 
 
    "Isn't that the planet where the princess is?" I asked her, only then remembering that Emma had no idea who we were going to save. 
 
    "Princess?" Emma asked, looking at Amelia. 
 
    "Shit. Doesn't matter. Yeah, let's save the princess. If we get out of here alive." She replied, and then looked at us, "Hold on tight. Tell Jessy to get over here, quick." 
 
    Matilda called her on the intercom, and we waited until she arrived. Jessy had her hair wet, her transparent white sweater glued to her body and some dark blue shorts that emphasized her silhouette very well. 
 
    "I was halfway through my bath. I almost hit my head against the wall. Matilda, don't tell me you performed stunts with the ship again. I thought you'd already gotten past that stage," as soon as Jessy had just spoken a blue beam tore through one of the thin wings of the ship and lit up the space in front of us before it faded away. 
 
    "It's Draken." Amelia said, "Everybody sit down and fasten your seat belts. I wasn't planning on taking the ship to the planet, but we have no choice. He won't follow us there." 
 
    "Wouldn't we still have to take the ship there?" I asked as we sat down. Even Emma did it. 
 
    "Not really. My plan was to leave Matilda and Jessy up here while we went down there. A ship like this will only attract unwanted attention." Amelia said, pulling the wheel down, "This is it. Hold tight." 
 
    The entire ship reclined before it plummeted, like a high-speed missile towards its target. Beams of lights were still flaring around the ship. Apparently, there were great advantages in having a ship with that structure and all black on top of that. She blended in with space's vastness and with Amelia's experience we were doing well. We were moving closer to the planet. My heart was pounding loudly. Matilda, who was sitting next to me, grabbed my hand and squeezed it until I felt my bones about to pop.  
 
    Fine flares arose on the other side of the glass, the atmosphere blazing as we entered the planet, the ship wobbling, about to crash, and then a missile hit us. One of the five corners of the hexagon was shattered, and Amelia lost control of the ship. 
 
    "Shit. HOLD. We're going down!" She screamed. 
 
    The ship spun around itself, making its way through the amber atmosphere until we landed in the middle of a desert, bouncing off on the sand until we crashed into a boulder that was bigger than the ship. Some of the pebbles came loose and tumbled down on us. My head was burning with fever and all the objects had lost their firmness and had been seized by dozens of curved lines. I could hear someone's voice from afar, but I couldn't understand what was being said. Blood was running down my forehead. When I touched it, it was still moist. I removed the belt and got up. Matilda was passed out next to me and Jessy was in a chair a few meters away from me, scrubbing her eyes, but there was no sign of Emma or Amelia.  
 
    "Are you all right?" Jessy asked, "What a horrible burnt smell." 
 
    "Matilda's not well, I think." I answered her, getting up and walking around the room without straying away from the wall, "We've been hit, right? Where are Amelia and Emma?" 
 
    "Outside, I think. I heard them say something about it. I don't know. I haven't regained all my senses yet. At least Draken didn't follow us here," she said. 
 
    She was right. As Amelia had said, Draken had not followed us. And if even he didn't risk going over there, that couldn't mean anything good. What awaited us there was worse than anything we'd ever been through before. 
 
    The window glass was cracked. There were minor fires imploding all over the ship and smoke coming out of the controls. 
 
    Jessy had two fingers on Matilda's wrist, "She's fine. We have nothing to worry about," she said and patted her face twice, "Matilda. Matilda. Wake up," 
 
    "I think I'll go outside. See if they're really there. Will you stay here?" I said to her. 
 
    "I don't know if it's the best choice. We don't know if they're really out there or if something's waiting for us," 
 
    "Sooner or later we'll have to get out of here, won't we? Is there a gun somewhere?" 
 
    "Take this," she told me and pulled a pistol out of a holster she had hidden under the thick dark blue sweater. 
 
    "Why do you have a gun in there?" 
 
    "After the invasion, I thought I'd better take precautions. There are seven bullets in the magazine. Don't waste them all," she told me. Matilda was gradually waking up, her eyes still half-closed... 
 
    I picked up the gun and ventured into the halls. Some of the blue lines that once traversed the entire ship were now off-line. Smoke was coming from the room area and the strange quasi-portal that led to the infirmary was now just a blue and white door. Half the systems were offline and there was nothing we could do about it. From everyone's reaction when they heard the planet's name, I knew that wasting time was not an option.  
 
    The gate was open. The flat-black stairwell led me to an endless desert. Unlike the one that surrounded the entire space airport where we had been, this one did not have a living-soul present. The bushes were colorless, there were animal bones, bigger than anything I had ever seen before, scattered on the ground and even the rocks were grey. The planet seemed to be the destiny that people took when they decided they wanted to die. The sun shone up there, numbing the whole landscape and beating on our heads, also gluing our clothes to our sweaty body. Amelia and Emma were on the left side of the ship; both had a gun in their hands and the captain was writing in a notebook. 
 
    "What are you doing?" I asked them. 
 
    "You shouldn't be here, Kane," Amelia told me, "I'm pointing out what needs fixing. Then Matilda will take care of it. Until then, we can't leave this place." 
 
    "We're going to get attacked, aren't we?" 
 
    "Probably," she said to me, "I talked to her. You and she will look for the princess while me, Matilda and Jessy stay here and take care of this," Amelia said, looking at Emma, who until then hadn't said a word. 
 
    "We're going to have a lot of fun out there, don't you think?" She asked me, "I'm allowed to kill anyone, right?" 
 
    "I don't think stopping you from doing it would do anything," Amelia replied, "There are more ways to do things, you know? But I don't think you have a choice here. As long as you get the princess back, I don't care how you do it." 
 
    "Excellent. We better get going now," 
 
    "Already?" I asked her, "Can I at least take a quick shower?" I asked. It wasn’t that I really required one but I needed a moment to rest and think. Things were about to get even crazier and I was going to risk my life. If I could have just five minutes on my own before doing it… That was all I needed.  
 
    "Hurry up. We don't know how the time is here or even if the planet is regulated over a 24-hour period. It might be an hour before the sun goes down or 20 hours. And I don't want to be in the middle of this desert when the night comes." Emma said, "Let's go to the mountains. It's the best place to survive. The princess must be there," she said and pointed to the mountain chain on the west, miles away from us. 
 
    "I won't be long, don't worry." I said and turned around, ready to run into the ship, but Amelia called me. 
 
    "Before you go, how are they?" 
 
    "Matilda fainted but I think she's awake by now. Jessy was out of energy but no big deal. You have to talk to them. You can't defend them from everything," 
 
    "I know, but I should. I told you. I promised them. I promised Matilda's father I'd make sure nothing happened to her." 
 
    "You guys are so boring, you know?" Emma said, "For an ex-killer, you're very sensitive," 
 
    "Don't try me or we'll have trouble," Amelia replied, and her fingers closed tightly around the gun. 
 
    Emma laughed, "Come on, come on, don't get mad. Kane... weird, this is the first time I've said your name. I'm waiting for you here. Don't take too long. If I'm going to risk my life, it's going to be on my terms." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XXI 
 
    I nodded and ran into the ship, heading towards the bathroom. Finally, I could take a deep breath and rest for a brief moment. But, obviously, my luck didn't last long. The hot water didn't work. I ended up having to bathe in cold water. A mixture of sweat and blood flowed down my body and down the drain going who knows where. The droplets slammed into my body and I almost squirmed as I tried to withstand the ice that the water was in. As soon as I left, I wrapped myself in a towel and sat on one of the benches in the bathroom. Even the heater didn't work. The truth was, I wanted to stay there, on the ship, and let someone else take over. But, as my father always told me, the danger of not coming home is also an adventure. If I wanted to visit as many planets as possible, I couldn't choose which ones I wanted or avoid getting to know one because it could harm me. Damn it. I had to be brave. I had to prove to everyone who didn't believe in me that I was there, that I was going to survive, no matter where I was or who I was with. I was more than just a miner's boy.  
 
    I went to my room. I got dressed fast and went back to the control room. Matilda was already up. She was walking around from table to table, trying to figure out how bad things were from the havoc and ways to solve them. Jessy wasn't there anymore. 
 
    "Are you better?" I asked her. 
 
    "Yeah, don't worry. Just a slight headache. Jessy went to get some aspirin," Matilda replied, "I wasn't expecting this. It'll take me at least a day to figure it out," 
 
    "Has Amelia told you the plan yet?" I asked them, seeing that Jessy was already at the entrance. 
 
    "What plan? The comms are all down," Matilda answered me. 
 
    "Emma and I will go find the princess while you take care of everything here and she'll protect you." 
 
    "That's not a plan, it's a suicide mission, Kane," Jessy told me, "I won't insist but are you sure you want to go?" 
 
    "We have no choice. Don't worry. If I've survived this far, I'll survive whatever comes my way. Besides, I got Emma on my side. This is like her natural habitat." 
 
    "As you saw, even Draken didn't want to step foot in here. It's worse than any of us are used to. Be... Be careful, okay?" Jessy said, her eyes fixed on me. 
 
    "I still can't believe you guys are putting the mission in the hands of a killer who tried to kill the captain." 
 
    "and that saved our lives," I answered her and walked up to her, "I know you're just worried about all of us, but it's going to be okay," I said to her and kissed her on the cheek. 
 
    She pretended to be upset but before I left, she still hugged me and wished me good luck. 
 
    Emma was waiting for me. She already had two backpacks by her feet and was drinking water, letting a few drops slip down on her skin and cooling her up. 
 
    "Finally, boy. Let's get going. You take both backpacks and I'll protect you."  
 
    "That doesn't seem very fair to me," I answered her. 
 
    "Well, between carrying two suitcases and dying, which do you prefer?" 
 
    "Damn it, okay," I told her and put the two backpacks on my back, one on each shoulder, "Amelia, are you going to be okay?" 
 
    "Yeah, don't worry about me. But... be careful." She said and glanced at Emma. 
 
    Just because she was giving her a chance didn't mean she already trusted her. But deep down, I think Amelia saw herself in her. Or that she saw in her a younger sister in Emma. Something like that. 
 
    Emma and I embarked on our adventure. Hours went by and we were still crossing the desert. The two suns were rising, one on each side, our shoes were burying themselves in the scalding sand and the mountains appeared to be nowhere near. There was sand for days, clinging to our bodies, and hills of dust on the way. I couldn't even fully open my eyes with so much sweat that was running down my face. My skin and my clothes had become one. The freshwater bottles were almost over, and they tasted like piss. There were plants I had never seen before; they had a crystal skeleton and orange leaves, with toasted yellow corners, as if they had caught too much sun and had sunburned up. 
 
    "I'm beginning to regret coming," Emma said, "We've been in this for hours and it looks like we're nowhere near that." 
 
    "Emma, I was thinking... If it comes to that, you're not thinking of killing me to survive a few more days, are you?" 
 
    "Well, I hadn't thought of that before... but," she said and looked at me from the top to bottom, "I'm kidding. It's okay. We'll get somewhere. This planet can't just be desert, I think." 
 
    "I've had more doubts about that," I replied, "maybe we shouldn't talk too much right now. We don't have much water and my throat is dry again." 
 
    "You're right. Well, let's see if we can find a place where we can spend the night. I don't think we can solve this in half a day." 
 
    We kept walking. There was nothing there. Just sand and more sand. The rocks had been left behind, the suns dazzled us with gray beams on our faces, and the bottom of our throats was shut. We were almost dehydrated. My vision became hazy and everything around me began to come together, as if I was high and nothing made much sense. A few more hours went by. Nothing new happened. It was all the same. An eternal boring repetition.  
 
    "Look, is it just me, or are the mountains right there?" Emma said, after a few hours, the light's fading. 
 
    "It does look that way. You think it's a mirage?" I asked her. 
 
    "Well, we don't know if we don't risk it, do we?" She answered me, her hand trembling at on the trigger, her eyes red and swollen... 
 
    The sand stopped and gave way to a black dirt field that flanked the light brown mountains all over the place. There were several breaches that allowed access to tunnels inside the mountains. Howls and laughter flowed across them. I could barely stand, or keep my eyes open, or even open my mouth. I was totally devastated, and my knees were shaking. Emma was in the same condition. We'd been walking for hours and we only had a few more drops of water left. 
 
    "It's a good place to rest tonight." 
 
    "One of us should stay awake, right?" 
 
    "Well, good luck with that. I need to sleep," she said, entering one of the tunnels, with the gun at chest level. 
 
    "What if someone shows up? What the hell am I supposed to do?" I asked her. Damn it. What had I gotten myself into? 
 
    "You scream. You fire your gun. Protect yourself." 
 
    "Isn't that supposed to be your job?" I asked her, carrying our backpacks with my hands. My shoulders already had the strap lines embedded in the skin. 
 
    "Yes, but not while I'm asleep," she said.  
 
    It pissed me off how reckless she was, even when facing death. Which was strange to someone who had previously shown fear of that planet. It was like now that it wasn't a surprise, it didn't scare her anymore. Or maybe she was scared to death but was great at hiding it, which wouldn't surprise me at all. 
 
    In the end, we decided to stay in a wide area that connected several tunnels. It wasn't exactly the safest place, but it was the only place where there was space for both. 
 
    Emma was already asleep when I started listening to some noises. First just a few whistles that I assumed were wild animals and then several people' steps approaching. I tried to wake her up, but nothing worked. Not shaking her, not slapping her in the face, nothing. She was an extremely heavy sleeper. I had to solve that problem on my own. I covered her with one of the blankets we had in our backpacks and blanketed her whole body, even half her face. Then I hid behind a boulder beside a corner and waited for whoever they were to come closer. 
 
    The best thing would be if they didn't see her and kept walking but with the luck I had had up until then I didn't think that would happen. I had already killed three people and now there I was, with my hand on the trigger once again, moments away from firing again. I didn't feel good about it, but I had to do it. It wasn't like I had a choice, like they were just going to let me go. Three men popped up at the entrance to one of the tunnels. They all had a brown cloak, probably animal skin, a pair of knickers made of the same material and nothing else. Despite the cold weather at night, they were half-naked. All of them had several scars and cuts on the chest and legs and a gun attached to a secure clip on their panties. Each one of them had a knife in their hand, sharp enough to slit someone's neck in one attempt. They laughed wildly, spitting on the floor, saliva dripping down their stiff beards, yellow eyes popping out in the dark night. 
 
    They were just about to leave, when one of them stopped and looked at the blue mantle that covered Emma. 
 
    "Look, look! Is that what it looks like? A girl? Here and alone, sleeping?" 
 
    "Yes, it does, it does. We're going to have a lot of fun." Another replied, walking towards her. The man's back was misshapen, and he humped, walking almost with his hands touching the ground like a monkey. 
 
    "In shifts. He goes first. You check the other entrance; I'll check this one. Then we'll switch." The other, who seemed to be the boss by the way the rest obeyed him, said. 
 
    The man took off her cloak and drooled to the ground. His hand grasped her arm and not even that woke her up. Damn it. I had to act. It was time to do it, even if it turned out badly. I leapt to the side, my hand trembling, aiming the gun at the man who had touched her. 
 
    "Don't move or I'll shoot," I told him. 
 
    The three of them looked at me and started laughing. They saw me as a joke. I couldn't let them bully me like that. I fired once near the men's feet and the laughter stopped, their echo running across the mountains for a few more seconds. 
 
    "Looks like we got a hero here. And you know what we do to heroes, don't you?" Their boss asked. 
 
    "We kill them, burn them and eat the tender meat." The man who was near Emma answered him. 
 
    They began to approach me, locking me in a siege that I had no chance of escaping from. Behind me there were only rocks. I shot once and hit one of them in the shoulder. He laughed and kept walking. It was like bullets didn't even have an effect on them even if they were still human. There was blood coming out of the wound hole, but he enjoyed the pain. I fired again. This time four shots. I wasn't even aiming anymore. I just wanted to push them away. Three of them hit the mountains behind them, the casings dropping to the ground. The remaining bullet hit the boss's belly. He stopped and removed it from the body with his own fingers. 
 
    "Ahhhhh. It's been a long time since I've felt this alive. Be gentle with him. Don't kill him right away." The man said, as they walked towards me... 
 
    "Emma, Emma, wake the fuck up." I screamed. There were only two bullets in the magazine left. I had to hit two of them in the head and fight the man that remained. It was the only way. My fingers were shaking. Before I even pulled the trigger, they stopped. Their heads sprang out of the body, rolling to my feet, as blood gushed out of their necks. Seconds later, their bodies also tumbled to the ground. 
 
    "Who are you?" A female voice asked. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XXII 
 
    She had grey hair stuck in a ponytail, the body also covered with the same animal cloak as the men but with a pair of shorts on the lower side and a sword in her right hand. 
 
    "We don't want any trouble. We're just here to rescue someone." I told her. 
 
    "Let me guess, Veronica?" She asked me, and I swear that I saw her smiling during a fraction of a second. 
 
    "Yeah, how do you know?" I asked her, "Wait, that's you, right?" 
 
    "Yeah. I thought no one would ever come. A princess like me and no one comes?" 
 
    "No one wanted to come to this planet." I explained to her, "Do you have water, please?" 
 
    "Yes, here," she said and handed me a brown bottle with crystal clear water inside, "For someone who came to save me, it looks more like the other way around." 
 
    "She is the one who knows how to fight," I said and pointed to Emma.  
 
    I walked up to her and dumped part of the water on her face.  In less than five seconds, she'd already woken up and put a knife to my neck. 
 
    "What are you doing?" She asked, pulling the knife away as soon as she realized it was me. 
 
    "We don't have to look for the princess. She came to us." I told her and I glanced at the princess and the bodies. 
 
    "What the hell happened here? Why didn't you call me?" Emma asked. 
 
    "Didn't I call you? I screamed and fired five bullets and you never woke up." 
 
    "Oops, I should have warned you that once I fall asleep it's hard to wake up again," she said and laughed, "well, the princess is already here and very much alive. Take us to where you sleep. We'll spend the night there, and tomorrow we'll be on our way." 
 
    "It won't be as easy as you think," Vitoria said, "Getting here is easy. Going out… not so much," 
 
    "Don't we just have to go the same route all the way back?" I asked her. 
 
    She yawned before answering me, "Obviously not. There's always someone lurking. They didn't attack you in the desert because they wanted you to come here. Don't think they're going to let us out. Especially not with the noise you made. By now, all the groups should be on their way here." She explained it to us. 
 
    "So, what do we do?" I asked. 
 
    "Well, follow me," she said and began to walk, "the best thing you can do is rest and eat something. They're not going to follow us where we're going. We'll talk about how to get out of here tomorrow. You just brought those guns? You guys are a little useless, aren't you?" 
 
    "I can't kill her, can I?" Emma asked me, loud enough for Vitoria to hear. 
 
    "Emma! No. Not her. Ignore her comments. We're just here to save her and then Amelia will take her home." 
 
    "Who's Amelia? Aren't you alone?" Vitoria asked us. 
 
    "We have three more members on a ship in the desert. Shit happened and they had to stay and repair the ship. By the time we get there, it should be ready. Then we’ll take you home and you won't have to deal with us anymore," I replied. 
 
    "What if I want to join you? What do I need to do? I can fight, I'm beautiful and I have money." 
 
    "And why would you want to join us?" I asked her. 
 
    "Obviously, I don't want to go home. I don't want to be a princess. I want new adventures, I want to be able to explore space, you know?" She said, with the same sparkle in my eyes I had when I joined the crew. 
 
    Damn it. I couldn't criticize her. I understood her. I had been through the same thing as her, except for the fact that I wasn't a prince, not even close. However, she was not what I expected. She was more of a warrior than a princess except for the spoiled part. 
 
    She led us through several tunnels until we reached the entrance to a cave. There were more than a dozen cavemen piled up at the entrance and there was something there that reeked of rot. 
 
    "Why here?" Emma asked her, already with the gun by her leg. 
 
    "For some reason, they don't go into the cave. I think it's like a sacred place for them. All I know is I've been here for a week and I haven't had a problem." 
 
    "And you feed on what?" I asked him. 
 
    "There are questions you don't want answered," she replied and entered the cave. 
 
    It was beautiful. A cascade of pure water filled a lake whose beauty was only supplanted by the moon and its reflection in the water. The cave had no roof. Vitoria had set a fire in one corner and there were burnt bodies on the other side. I wasn't sure, but I could have sworn that some of them had bites on their legs and arms. 
 
    "I'm going to light the fire. You can sleep wherever you want. No one will bother us," she said. 
 
    She walked away and left me alone with Emma. 
 
    "This went better than I expected," she told me. 
 
    "To you, I'm sure it did. You didn't have to deal with three men who wanted to eat me alive." 
 
    "Oops, sorry. But you're alive and that's all that matters, isn't it?" She said and winked at me, "When we get out of here, I promise I'll make it up to you." 
 
    "How?" 
 
    "You know how," she answered and licked her dry lips. 
 
    We ended up lying together, glued to each other, using human heat to warm us, since the fire of the bonfire was not enough to ignore the cold and the gusts of wind that sailed through those mountains. 
 
    "May I join you?" Vitoria said, timidly, looking at the ground, "I haven't slept in a while without shivering from the cold..." 
 
    "Sure, join in." I told her. 
 
    “You have yet to tell me If I can join you…” She said, pouting. 
 
    “I don’t make the rules. You’ll have to talk to Amelia. Let’s rest now and tomorrow we’ll talk about it,” I said as she laid next to me. 
 
    I stood between them. Emma's ass rubbing against my dick on one side and the princess's big tits leaning against my back on the other. Things may have been dangerous and scary, but my luck seemed to be changing. Tomorrow was a new day. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XXIII 
 
    I woke up with Victoria shaking me up. 
 
    "You better wake up," she said, her hair covering her face. 
 
    It was already morning. A few rays of sunshine slipped between the mountain cracks. Only when I finally opened my eyes did I notice that Victoria was without her upper clothes and had huge tits. Even Emma had her eyes on the princess, as she walked close to her collection of knives in a corner and began polishing them. 
 
    "Do you want to get out of here now?" I asked her, "wouldn't it be better if we waited until night?" 
 
    "No. Not here. We were lucky no one came. But luck might run out," she said, sliding her finger over the tip of the knife. 
 
    "We kill whoever comes along. What's the difficulty?" Emma asked and pulled a knife out of her back, "This time they won't catch me asleep.” 
 
    "You have no idea what you're saying," Victoria told her, "the people here... They're not normal. I've never seen people like that. They like it when you hurt them. I don’t think some of them are human. Not anymore," she said. 
 
    "We already have something in common then," Emma replied, blinking at her, "Don't worry about us. Do you still have bullets?" She asked me. 
 
    "Yes, only two. I should have brought a bigger gun or a lot more bullets. Damn, we were stupid." 
 
    "Were we? They didn't even give me a gun except this knife,''. 
 
    Victoria pretended not to be aware, but we both knew she was listening to us. Her eyes almost rolled when she heard that we had only given Emma a knife. It was like a warning that if even we didn't trust her, she shouldn't either. 
 
    "I still want to join your crew," she said, ignoring the rest of the conversation. 
 
    "What scares you so much about being a princess?" Emma asked her. 
 
    "I'm not afraid of anything! Victoria replied and walked up to her, "I just don't want the life I saw my parents having. Always busy with something serious, without being able to rest, have fun, nothing like that. Even the people they got along with were all fake. I want more than that for myself. I just didn't expect to end up here...". She said and looked around. 
 
    The suns were getting stronger. Neither the compass nor the clock worked there. The controls were totally messed up. The pointer of both objects was moving in circles. 
 
    "We better take a quick shower," Emma said and undressed in front of us, "That water is clean, right?" She asked, looking at the crystal-clear waterfall.  
 
    A thread of water flowed down from above, the water splashing over the rocks that withstood the pond. I had no idea where the water was going but the truth was that the lake only filled up to a certain point. 
 
    "Yes, it is," Vic said, her eyes on Emma's ass, "we better have one as well..." she said, shyly, as she disguised her blushing cheeks. 
 
    We entered the waterfall. None of us had clothes. We left them on the floor and now we stared at each other. Victoria brought her hands together, dipping them in the water and then dumping them over her. The water flowed down her breasts, running down her flat belly. I was already hard. They could see it. Vic approached me and grabbed my length. The water only made it to my knees. 
 
    "What are you doing? I asked her. 
 
    "What do you think I am doing? I have been here for days, in the dry season. If we're going to get out of here and we could die on the way, at least I'll make the most of it now," she told me, and her hand slid down my dick. 
 
    I let out a low groan. She laughed and crouched. Emma said nothing. She washed her body while Vic's lips closed around my dick.  
 
    My dick was banging against the bottom of her throat, but that didn't stop her from carrying on. Her head bobbed back and forth, the water swirling around us. All this as Emma was washing herself, her hands tumbling downhill. A bubbling rose around her. Emma's chin grazed the water and tiny waves tossed the water out. No one had ever sucked me off in a waterfall on a deadly planet where I could be killed at any time. I didn't even think many people could say that happened to them. And yet, there I was. Looking into her eyes, her face upwards, and her lips sliding down my length. I was controlling my moans as best I could. They would come out of my mouth, muffled, almost like a long sigh. About a half of Vic's hair was in the water and her tits swayed, sometimes dropping into the water as if someone had thrown themselves into the waterfall.  
 
    "Don't stop," I told her. 
 
    She closed her hand around the base of my dick and stroked up and down, keeping her lips on the tip and her tongue spinning around. Damn it. For a princess she really knew what she was doing. Turns out, she had learned a few things on her home planet. She had curves in all the right places. I couldn't take my eyes off her. The saliva that ran down her chin and mixed with the water, her twisted eyes or even the purple and moist strands of hair that had stuck to her forehead. Her hair changed when it was wet. My father had told me about a planet where this happened to the people, but I had no idea it was hers. I didn’t ask her about it. It wasn’t the right time.  
 
    Emma was masturbating in front of us, watching everything, without saying a word. She enjoyed the view. It was as if she had a private cinema all to herself. Her lips were already red from biting them so much. The moans were soft and short. What happened next was impossible to predict.  
 
    Emma placed one leg on the rocks and kept the other on the ground. She had her legs wide open, her pussy on display, pink and wet, filled with fluids entangled in her thick labia. 
 
    Vic stopped. Her lips slipped off and she stood up. We were now both looking at Emma. Her hair only reached her shoulders, but now that it was wet, she was left with a small fringe that covered half her forehead. First, she squeezed one of her tits and moaned as low as possible. 
 
    "What are you doing?" I asked her. 
 
    She still had her legs open, one of her feet resting on the rocks, 'Don't talk,' she replied. 
 
    Then the hand sank down through the body, until it reached the protruding clitoris. It had a lively and bright color. She laid two fingers on it and rubbed them there, faster each time, throwing her head back, enjoying every second. We couldn't take our eyes off her. It was beautiful, provocative, unique. She laughed amidst the moans, her legs trembling, and her fingers wrinkled. 
 
    "Fuck her in front of me," she told me, her eyes wide open. 
 
    I didn't think I could reject her request. Not that I would even think about it. I looked at Vic. She was already gazing at me. We kissed again. This time it lasted almost a minute. The truth is that having Emma there, masturbating, made us even hornier. We couldn't hold on much longer. Vic was totally wet, and I was as hard as a rock. Her body was calling me, and it was time to give her what she desperately needed. 
 
    She bent over before me, her hands stretched out and resting on the rocks. The last thing on our minds was our fear of dying there. We didn't care anymore. At that moment, we just wanted to fuck ourselves to exhaustion, until our bodies could no longer hold still. I placed one hand on her right hip and grabbed my dick with the other, guiding it into Vic's interior. She was so wet that it wasn't hard to shove everything in. She covered her mouth with one hand. 
 
    "Don't be nice," she asked. Damn it. The women I was meeting on my trip all enjoyed being fucked hard. I was getting lucky as fuck. 
 
    I began; fast and hard. With each thrust, my belly bumped against her ass. I'd put my dick all the way in and she'd moan, stifling them, swinging her butt into my dick. She was never satisfied. She always wanted more. Emma was still using her fingers. She had traces of fluid running down her legs and a trail of saliva on her chin. That was amazing. I didn't even care if I died there anymore. We all knew we couldn't waste much time there, but I don't think any of us really cared. There was just one problem about fucking there; there weren't many positions that we could try. I kept fucking her with her bent on all fours right in front of me. The water swirled around us. No matter how hard we tried not to make any noise, whenever my dick slipped in, the air was forced out and made a slight sound of something popping out. 
 
    "I'm about to cum," Vic said, closing her hands, her fists clenched, her face already covered in sweat. 
 
    I'd never fucked in the water before. It was a different feeling. Not that it was bad but strange was a better word. I felt the water crashing against my totally hard cock and filling her pussy. Still, I didn't stop. She was tight and warm.  
 
    "I want it too," Emma said, lowering her leg, "She's right about one thing. If we are going to die here, at least I will die happy and satisfied. 
 
    "Wait...wait...just a little bit," Vic said, amid moaning. 
 
    Her body twitched, her back tilted up. Her breathing became increasingly breathless. She was close to the climax. I clenched her hips, pulled her even closer to me and hit her even harder. She came, her tits swaying in the air, rubbing in the water, while she tried to talk but failed. I took three steps back and asked her if everything was all right. 
 
    "Yes, yes, thank you very much,' she said. Only then did she dip both her hands in water and splashed her sweaty face. 
 
    "What are you waiting for?" Emma said, putting herself back in the same position. 
 
    She was thinner and, no doubt, had more body flexibility than Vic. It took me a few seconds to find a position where I was comfortable fucking her like that, with one leg on the ground and the other leg on the rocks. I was slightly tilted but wouldn't fall if I paid attention. Despite her slender body and small tits, she had the best ass between the two. It wasn't huge but it was chubby enough that I couldn't even grab it with one hand. I really needed to use both hands to be able to grope her. Now it was Vic who bathed while we did it. She didn't seem so excited to watch. Maybe she just didn't have that kink. In my opinion, she was a little too narcissistic to enjoy watching others.  
 
    Emma and I fucked for the first time. We'd kissed before, she'd sucked my dick, and yet we'd never gotten to that point. She wasn't as tight as Vic, but her pussy clenched my dick. With every thrust I gave her, her body stood there, decompressing and compressing. I had no idea how much time we wasted there. Vic had already left the waterfall. She was now dressed, sharpening her sword on one of the rocks. We had brought the knives of the men who had attacked us the day before. They could be very useful in close combat. 
 
    I felt my stomach squeezing. I wasn't going to last much longer. I warned Emma and she asked me to not stop. I had never finished inside anyone before. She told me not to worry. I allowed myself to go. A few seconds later, I stuck my short fingernails in her skin as I held her, firing all my white liquid into her. I even gave her a few nudges to make sure there weren't a few drops left on the tip. Wow. I was totally immersed in everything that was happening around me. That had really happened. I had fucked a princess and a serial killer. Now I was sure I couldn't die there. I didn't want it to be just a one-time thing. 
 
    After we finished, we cleansed the body, dived a few times and made sure we got out of there all cleaned up. We let the scarce sun rays, which seeped through the cracks, dry us and only then we got dressed. Emma picked up one of the knives and gave me the other, instructing me to keep it in my back pocket and to only use it if I found it necessary. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XXIV 
 
    "Stay close to me," Victoria told us, "we have to be careful. Keep your eyes open wherever you go. This mountain is full of little potholes and stealthy thieves," she said. 
 
    "How did you survive here?" Emma asked her... 
 
    "I only go out at night. I try to make the slightest noise. I'm a princess but I've taken fighting and defense classes. I know a few things about how to survive in an environment like this," she said. 
 
    "What about the rest of your crew?" I asked her as we were getting ready to get out of there. We were already dressed and had our guns in our holsters. 
 
    "Most of them died as soon as we landed. We were attacked on the spot. We were unlucky to fall so close to the area. The rest died trying to save me. I didn't want any of this, you know? I just didn't want to be a princess anymore," she told us and laid her hands on one of the rocks. Her teeth gushed into each other and she scraped her fingers on the rock. 
 
    "It is not your fault,' I said to her, 'you could not have foreseen that your ship would fall here,'. 
 
    "Even so... I should have done something more,' she said to me. 
 
    "Come on, that's enough. Let us continue. You are boring me," Emma replied, swinging the knife between her fingers. 
 
    "Emma! You really have to learn not to talk at certain times," I told her. 
 
    "I just think it's better to get going than to waste time talking about it. That won't get us anywhere. I know it's not her fault. You know it too. And she'll understand that too," she said. 
 
    Damn it. I hated to admit it, but she was right. There was nothing we could do there.  
 
    I did not answer her. Vic was the first to leave. She turned right and we followed her. That feeling of being followed was clinging to my back. It was as if I knew that there was someone on top of the mountains who was watching us. Neither Emma nor Vic seemed worried. I kept those thoughts away from me and continued to follow them.  
 
    The deeper we got into the mountain, the more the sun's rays diminished. They were now just a thin beam that would sometimes fondle our faces seconds before it dissipated. A noise passed across the mountains; loud, thick voices that seemed both close and far. I couldn't even tell. Emma kept the knife close to her thigh and Vic had hers, even sharper, close to her chest with the sharp part forward. Only I had a gun in my holster. I only had two bullets. I also had a knife attached to my pants but, truth be told, I didn't even know how to use it. It was only to be used as a last resort in case I genuinely needed it. 
 
    "It feels like we're going in circles," Emma said. 
 
    "And we are. This is complicated but believe me, we're on the right track," Vic replied.  
 
    We took two or three more steps when a few pebbles fell off the mountain. I only had time to look up and see the shadow of a foot moving away before a grunt of different voices rained down on us. 
 
    "Shit. Get ready," Vic said, "a group is coming. Follow me quickly. If we fight with them here, we won't have a chance. We can't even move," she told us. 
 
    "So where do we go?" Emma asked her, "It's not like there are doors around here that we can go to switch locations," she said. 
 
    "Kane, go back. On that intersection from before, turn to the opposite side. It will take us to a wide space where we can fight without problems," she said. 
 
    "Why didn't we go there right away?" Emma asked her, as we retreated, the voices thickening. 
 
    "There's no way out. It's great to fight, but that's it," she said. 
 
    Emma nodded her head. We ran there. I didn't even stop to look back or up. My heart was beating faster, and my feet and knees were already aching. I wasn't used to any of that and yet I wouldn't trade the adventure for anything else. I'd waited all my life for something like that. My blood boiling, the clothes clinging to my body and the adrenaline pumping through my veins.  As soon as we reached the end of the line we turned back. It didn't take more than a few seconds for 3 people to show up at the only entrance to that place. All three had metal sticks in their hands. It seemed to me that almost no one there had guns. Most likely they had already spent all their bullets fighting each other wildly.  
 
    "I'll take the one on the right," Emma said and licked her lips, "This is going to be fun," 
 
    "I'll take the one on the left," Vic said before I could add anything. 
 
    "Well, I'll take the middle one then," I said, trying to sound confident even though I was afraid of dying there, "Do we attack, or do we expect them to do it? 
 
    "Wait. Look at your opponent's feet. See which way he's going to attack you. Turn around and punch him right in the chin. As soon as you put him down, don't let him get up," Emma said to me, "this will be easy. 
 
    I looked again at the three men before us. They were taller than us and the bodies were twice as wide. They were covered with scars, some deep and some superficial. They also had two red stripes on each of their cheeks. I couldn't even tell if that was blood if it was ink. They took three steps forward. One of them dragged the metal bat on the floor while the other two carried it along the leg. 
 
    "We haven't eaten so well in a long time," one of them said. 
 
    His words were received with grunts and smiles. 
 
    They all had yellow teeth. One of them had a whitish beard, other sideburns up to the jaw and the last one had a glass eye. It was as if they had just come out of my worst nightmares or even some of the stories my father had written in his diary. He too had experienced moments like this, between life and death, but he had always managed to escape. I could not lose on my first time. I had to make him proud. I had not run away from home to perish in the first battle I had against a single man, even if he was twice of my size. 
 
    "Don't be afraid," Emma told me, and slid the knife across her tongue until the blade was covered in blood. 
 
    She didn't even seem to feel the pain. She smiled, the blood slipping down her chin too. One of the men, the one in front of Emma, lost his patience and threw himself at her. She dodged and hit him with the butt of the gun while he was still up in the air. 
 
    I was watching everything when pain spread around my shoulder. Damn it. The man in front of me had knocked me over. We both fell to the ground and he started punching me repeatedly until I couldn't even move. I had my hands protecting my face and the pain escalated. I had to get out of there somehow. If that continued, I would lose in an instant. 
 
    His saliva ran down his chin and dripped all over my clothes. I kept only one hand in front of my face while I used the other to look for the knife I had in my pants. One of those moments when it seems like the more we look for something, the harder it gets to find it. It took me a while to do it. With all the pain in my body, everything seemed the same to me. Even my vision was already blurred. But no, I couldn't give up there. I could not. I grabbed the knife and stabbed it in his flesh, sticking it as deep as possible. Honestly, I had no idea where I had landed it. I only knew that I could not stop. He groaned in agony and the punches stopped. I gathered the little strength I had left and punched him right in the chin as Emma had taught me. He fell back, his eyes half closed, the blood spreading through the brown tissue. I looked at my knife. It was covered in a thick light red, with a couple of tiny bubbles popping. The man wriggled on the ground, his fists clenched, screaming that he would kill me as soon as he got up. 
 
    "You must kill him first," Emma said to me, "He wouldn't have pity on you if it were the other way around." 
 
    I looked at her. A man was dead in front of her and she had her foot on his neck. His clothes were completely sliced; dozens of deep cuts in his belly and some in his legs. As she raised her foot, blood sprouted from his neck. Emma kicked the man in the shoulder and the body turned around. A pool of blood came up under his face. I looked at the man in front of me again. Damn it. No, I couldn't. I didn't want to kill anyone. Much less a person who could not defend himself. That was not who I was. 
 
    "You kill him if you want to,' I answered her. 
 
    "Okay," Emma answered me and approached him. The man still tried to escape but could not get away in time. 
 
    "Kane, sooner or later you'll have to conform to the world you live in," Emma told me, looking at me as she stuck the sharp end of the knife in the man's neck. 
 
    The blood sprinkled on his face. The man's fingers stopped moving. She wiped herself with her fingers, licking them slowly, savoring them until there was absolutely no evidence. 
 
    "Nice, I walked away from a crazy place just to be saved by a lunatic," Vic said. 
 
    "At least you admit I'm saving you," Emma said. 
 
    "You got lucky," Vic replied, "Is the whole crew like that?" 
 
    "Not really. You don't have to worry," I said to her, "let's just get going," 
 
    "We better hide the bodies," Emma told us," we can drag them off to somewhere remote. If there's any around here," 
 
    "Only if we go back to where we slept," Vic answered her. 
 
    "Again?" I asked her. I was tired of walking in circles. I just wanted to get out of there as soon as possible. 
 
    Dust was clinging to my clothes and skin, to the point that every time I frowned, little grains of sand stumbled down my face. 
 
    "We might as well take care of this now, rather than let them know we were here," Emma said, "Don't forget. This is my domain. If you want to survive, do as I tell you. Each one carries a body," 
 
    "Where have you ever seen a princess carry a body?" Vic grumbled. 
 
    "If you don't want to be a princess, you better get used to the life of ordinary mortals," Emma replied with a slight mocking grin in the corner of her lips. 
 
    "She's right," I added, "no one will do your job for you anymore. But, you know, you're still in time to get back to your planet. We'll take you there. 
 
    "No. No! I know all that. I was just getting it off my chest. You must understand, Kane. Carrying bodies across the mountain must not have been your first thought when you ran away from home," she said. 
 
    "No, but..." I started but was interrupted. 
 
    "See, I knew it," she said and held onto my arm. 
 
    "Come on, let's hurry up. The sooner we do this, the sooner we will get out of here," Emma said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XXIV 
 
    We ended up grabbing the dead by the collar and carrying them across the battered earth until we got to the hidden place where we had spent the night. Emma was right. I felt much safer knowing that the bodies were hidden there than having them halfway along the way, indicating where we were going. However, I did not tell her that. I couldn't forget that she was still a serial killer and I didn't know how reliable she was. Even if she had saved my life, she could have done it only to have a chance of getting off the ship. I couldn't risk it.  
 
    "What now?" I asked her. 
 
    "We followed the same path as before. Let's try to make less noise this time," she said, and her eyes hovered over Vic. 
 
    "Don't be looking at me. I survived here all by myself." 
 
    "It doesn't matter. Now we are more, we have to be more careful. And when you were here alone, you didn't make any noises talking," she said. 
 
    "How do you know I don't talk to myself?" Vic said as she wiped her blood-covered hands in the waterfall. 
 
    Emma didn't answer her. She was satisfied with casting a fierce gaze towards Vic. Half-closed eyes, the color behind them fading. Vic just cleaned her hands and walked away, heading for the entrance. I still tried to tell Emma to calm down but all I got was the same angry look. Damn it. It wouldn't go well if we continued like this. There could be no discord among us. My father had taught me that; that if there is a problem in the group it must be solved before the seed of evil spreads to others. 
 
    Still, it wasn't the best time to stop and talk either. Now the best thing was to get out of there as soon as possible and afterwards we could solve the problems between them.  
 
    We went back to the place where we had bumped into the three men. The place was empty. There was still dry blood in the center of the place, but Emma quickly rushed to put dirt and thick grains of sand on top. She even stomped on the mixture with her boot to make sure it all looked natural. Vic and I watched as she took care of it. She was a professional. It was definitely not the first time she was in such a situation. There was still a lot to know about her and I was hoping that one day she would feel comfortable sharing her life stories. Despite not trusting her at the moment, it didn’t mean I could, one day. If we could survive, we might end up having time to build a long-lasting trust. Or maybe it would never be more than a desire. 
 
    "Let's continue. Vic takes the lead. We are right behind you. Kane watch our backs. I will keep an eye on what's above us. A sign like pebbles falling down can save our lives," she said. 
 
    This time, no one said anything for most of the way. We kept going in circles across the mountain. The dried-up yellow-roasted and orange walls, a few with drawings that seemed to be dozens of years old, with the colors already fading, never changed all along the way. The sun was at its peak and yet the rays that struck us were few and far between. My body had never been so dirty and so limp. With every step I took, the sand seemed to leap from one member of my body to another. Even my head was aching, and I found it difficult to close my hands.  
 
    "How much longer? I asked Vic, "Maybe we should have come at night. 
 
    "Not a little, but not much either. And, believe me, during the day it's better. Most people avoid the hottest hours. Especially in the desert." 
 
    "I have yet to see how we are going to get out of here and get to the ship," I told them. It wasn't that I didn't believe we were going to make it, but I was starting to get saturated. 
 
    "Nothing in life is easy. Now silence," Emma commanded. 
 
    Neither Vic nor I were willing to ignore her orders. Not only because we were afraid of her but also because we knew she was right. Silence was important there. We walked for an hour, two hours, maybe even longer. It was impossible to know the time on that end of the world and the clocks and communicators did not even work. From the way Vic looked everywhere every time the mountain broke into different sections, it seemed she had no idea where we were. And yet Emma said nothing. We followed her wherever she decided to go.  
 
    "We're being followed," Emma said, "don't look. I only saw part of his shadow. Maybe the men from before were not alone or this boy is with another group," she said. 
 
    "Boy?" Vic asked, as quietly as possible. 
 
    "Yes, he doesn't look very tall. He must be about 20 years old. He's thin." 
 
    "He must be an observer. They usually wander around, spying the area, looking for victims. They're fast and they're usually imperceptible," 
 
    "I know. I was once one of them. Not here, of course," Emma added, "He could have called for help, but he didn't. Most likely he's checking where we're going. Maybe they're waiting for us on our way out. Kane save the few bullets you have. They might be needed," she told me. 
 
    "Don't worry. I wasn't thinking of using them," I said to her, "but do we keep walking anyway?" 
 
    "Yes, act as if nothing had happened. Let's not draw attention," Emma said, "so far this is going well for us,"  
 
    "Well?" I asked her. 
 
    "We are still alive, aren't we?', she answered me and, truth be told, I could not deny it, 'now silence. The sun will soon be out. We have to take advantage of it in order to escape as soon as the night sets". 
 
    "Yeah, we're closer now. We'll make it," Vic said and smiled, seconds before an arrow struck one of her toes.  
 
    She screamed loudly enough to ward off some crows that had hung over the naked grey bushes. Emma readily covered her mouth and whispered to her to control herself before any more groups approached. 
 
    Suddenly, another arrow landed on the ground in front of her. Whoever it was had failed on purpose this time. We looked up. A girl with a brown cloak and short hair of the same color had another arrow pointed at us. 
 
    There was no one else around. The silence descended on the mountains.  The girl was standing in front of the sun and the rays of light spread to the remaining cracks. 
 
    "Who are you and what do you want? Emma asked her. 
 
    The girl did not answer. She stayed in the same place, still with an arrow pointed at us, some strands of hair sticking to her forehead, sweat acting as glue. 
 
    "I'm talking to you!" Emma screamed, with her right hand already on the knife. 
 
    "Put your hand down," the girl in the bow said, "I won't ask twice," 
 
    Emma obeyed. No matter how rebellious and courageous she was, she also knew when to stop. Her desire to die, or her lack of fear of dying, seemed to have faded since she had joined us. Although only a few days had passed, she seemed more at ease. Maybe it was just an impression, but something told me that she was happy to have a group by her side. I didn't think she ever had people willing to help her. Obviously, the rest of the crew didn't like her yet, but in time I wouldn't be surprised if they did. And I know that Emma knew it too.  
 
    I was still wondering when a man showed up. He had black hair up to his shoulders and green eyes like emeralds. Besides, he was probably 5'2" and about 80 pounds. He alone could cover the whole rift around him, making it impossible for us to get to one of the two exits we had. We could turn back but most likely one of us would die on the way. The man had an axe in his hand, covered in dried blood at the edge. He smiled at us. Yellow and rotten teeth, some missing at the bottom of the front. 
 
    "Where do you think you're going? He asked. A strong, razor-sharp voice. 
 
    "We don't want any trouble. We are leaving," Vic told him. 
 
    "Are you leaving? I don't think so. You have youthful bodies. I can sell you as slaves." 
 
    "Slaves? I asked him. 
 
    "Of course. We are not as wild as people think we are. Deep down, we live in a society. A little out of control, yes, but it exists. There are large groups who are looking for slaves or even people who they can eat," he said. 
 
    "But everyone here is a cannibal?" Emma asked, raising her voice. 
 
    The man laughed. He spat on the floor next to him and stepped forward, "You shouldn't speak so loudly. Jenna, confirm that there is no one around. If there is, kill them," he ordered the girl with the bow, while looking at her "Everyone makes sacrifices to survive here. There is no other way to do it. But you were lucky. You don't look too hurt. I don't think you've found any big groups along the way. Unfortunately, for you, this is where your journey ends," he said and took three barbed wires out of his pocket, grabbing them by one of the ends. 
 
    "Are you going to tie our hands with that?" Emma asked him. She was looking upwards to confirm that the girl had already returned. 
 
    "It will only hurt in the first few hours. Then you will become desensitized to them," the man said, walking towards us. 
 
    We had never dealt with anyone so big, let alone someone who seemed calm despite where we were. I'm sure he'd been there for years. 
 
    The girl with the bow returned before Emma could act. We had no way out of there. Emma looked at me, glancing down at the gun I had concealed. Damn it. I didn't even remember. I could use it. One shot at the girl with the bow and everything would be fine. The problem wasn't shooting, the biggest problem was hitting her at that distance, especially with her body shrouded by one of the suns.  I could never do it. But... but I had to try. It was better to try and die there than to end up as a slave or eaten by savages. I placed my hand next to my leg, the cold of the metal freezing my fingers for a few seconds. I couldn't hesitate. I was about to do it when Vic spoke. 
 
    "Jenna, that is your name, right?" She asked the girl. 
 
    "Yes." She answered. 
 
    "Don't answer them! I told you not to talk unless I tell you," the man said, looking at her. 
 
    "What if we give you a chance to get away from here? With us? Don't you want to leave this planet?" Vic asked the girl. She didn't reply. 
 
    "What are you doing?" Emma asked her. 
 
    "What do you think I am doing? Trying to find a solution,” Vic answered Emma before continuing, “If you want to come with us, you just have to hit him with an arrow. We'll take care of the rest." She said to the girl who now seemed to be thinking about it. She diverted her attention between us and the man, and her arm was shaking. 
 
    The man laughed, "Do you think the little kid's going to betray me? She knows what happens if she does. She belongs to me and only to me. 
 
    "You have a chance here to become your own person. Are you going to take it or waste it and remain at the mercy of someone who doesn't care about you?" Vic said, insisting on it. She already had on knee on the floor. The pain was spreading but she acted like it didn’t hurt that much. She definitely was not the princesses I had heard other people talking about. 
 
    "It's not working," Emma told her and nodded, looking at me. It was time for me to shine. I was going to save them. 
 
    "Wait, look at her," Vic screamed and pointed at Jenna. 
 
    The girl had changed targets. She was now pointing her bow at the man, her hand shaking and the bow wire trembling as well. 
 
    "What do you think you're doing?" He asked her, with his fist clenched, "Don't you dare to shoot at me. I will punish you for your boldness." He said, for the first time losing his composure. Now that he had lost his trump card, he wasn't so calm anymore. 
 
    "Shoot him! Vic shouted. 
 
    And yet, Jenna didn't do it. Her arm was still shaking. She was lost, not knowing what to do. I had already been in that situation several times. I stepped forward. I looked at her and asked her if she really wanted to leave. 
 
    "Yes,' was her only answer. 
 
    "What are you waiting for then? Come on, let's get out of here," Emma said, removing the knife she had hidden under her clothes, fastened to her belt. 
 
    "Give her time" Vic said, "It's not an easy choice. I didn't decide to run away overnight either," Vic said. 
 
    "But we don't have time," Emma said and looked at the girl again, "we promise to get you out of here if you help us," she added. 
 
    The man's eyes grew and the veins in his arms emerged as luminous strings. The girl hadn't made up her mind yet and time was running out. I still had my hand beside the gun. I was willing to use it if it came to the point where it was needed. I couldn't hesitate. This was one of those moments like the one that had happened in the ship. A second of hesitation and someone could get out of there hurt or even worse.  
 
    "You have to decide now," Vic said to Jenna. 
 
    "Jenna, my dear, I saved your life, and this is how you are repaying me? Can you do it? Can you do it while you look me in the eyes?" The man asked her, "I'll treat you better. Forget what I said before. I can get better. Everything will be..." The man was saying when an arrow landed between his eyes. 
 
    He fell to the ground. Dust rose up around his body. A pool of blood settled under his forehead and the red liquid flowed under his right arm.  
 
    "Yes!” Vic said, and raised her hands, "I knew you would make the right choice, Jenna. I can call you that, right? Come down fast. We have to get out of here. There must already be groups on the way here," she said, with one knee on the floor. I helped her getting up by placing my arm around her thighs. 
 
    "I'm... I'm coming." Jenna answered, "I have to go around to get out of here. 2 minutes. Wait for me..." She asked. Without the man on her side, she looked like a different person. She was afraid that we would have used her and now we would leave her there. It was easy to see why. In a place like that there may be few people who can be trusted. 
 
    "Don't worry. You helped us, we'll repay you," I replied and smiled. 
 
    She smiled timidly back and turned her back, disappearing as she walked to the opposite side. 
 
    "Do you think your Captain Amelia will accept her?" Vic asked us. 
 
    Emma looked at me, "Of course, she's a lovely person," she replied, trying not to laugh. 
 
    "Emma! Amelia is a difficult person, but I don't think she'll object after knowing she helped us," I told Vic. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XXVI 
 
    A few minutes later, Jenna stepped in from the same opening where the man had come from. She passed one foot over his body, and only then the other. She still looked at him and, for a moment, I thought she was going to spit in his face, but she didn't do it. 
 
    "Well, time to get out of here," Emma said, "Are you sure we're on the right track?"  
 
    "Yes, it's this way, isn't it?" Vic asked Jenna. 
 
    "Yes, but it won't be easy to get out," Jenna told us, "There are always people at the entrance, waiting exactly for people like us who want to run away," she said. 
 
    "What do we do then?" I asked her. 
 
    "I'm not sure. It's the only way out. I think the only way is to kill them," she answered me. 
 
    Damn it. I wasn't really going to get out of there without killing someone. I was piling up bodies. It was definitely not what I thought I would do when I ran away from home. I wanted new adventures and adrenaline, not to almost become a killer. 
 
    "Well, that works for me," Emma said and held the knife, "one more, one less, it won't make any difference, either. 
 
    She was exactly the opposite of me. Maybe that was what attracted me most to her. The fact that she acted when I could not, that she was the real embodiment of that part of me that repeatedly reminded me, in my ear, that I had to kill in order to get out of there. Damn it. I wondered if my father had also gone through this. However, I think he edited his diary so as not to contain all his doubts and frustrations. In all the stories where death could become his new companion, he never talks about having to kill anyone. There is always a solution that falls from the skies and real life is not like that. But when I was a child, everything sounded beautiful and even poetic. 
 
    We continued our journey; more detours, long brown corridors, crows dancing across the air, some standing there watching us. 
 
    "Aren't crows a sign of death? Vic asked. 
 
    "Yes, but it won't be ours," Emma replied and winked at her. 
 
    "I hope not. Vic replied, "It would be very anticlimactic. Jenna, don't you feel much better now that you're free?" Vic asked, smiling, carrying more enthusiasm in one hand than probably all of us together. 
 
    "It depends whether I die now or not," Jenna replied. Her answers were short and dry. She wasn't very chatty. She also didn't know who we were or what we were doing there so it wasn't so hard to guess why her answers were so laconic. 
 
    She kept her bow close to her left leg. On her back, over the brown mantle, she carried a bag of dozens of arrows. She had even gone to the trouble of picking up the arrows that were on the ground, including the one that had been on Vic's foot and the one between her ex-boss's eyes. Finally, we seemed to be circling the mountain and heading for an area close to where we had entered. No one spoke. The silence was overwhelming. I could hear my heart beating louder than usual. The only one who was making noise was Vic. Even after Emma's help in stopping the blood on her toe, she still had trouble walking. She put her back foot on the floor before the front. She told us that it hurts less to walk like that.  
 
    As we were in a crack twice as big as the rest, the sun fell on us as if it was a heat wave. The clothes stuck to the body and sweat flowed down our foreheads. The only thought in my head was that I should have stayed on the ship or at least on the waterfall. My feet and knees were already aching. Even my chest felt heavy. 
 
    There weren’t even any wind breezes going through there. Nothing refreshed us. We were doomed to that scorching heat.  
 
    "We're getting there," Vic said to us. 
 
    "I didn't even ask before, but how did you know which way to go?" Emma asked her. It was a good question. 
 
    "I had done it before. Several times even. But I had never had the courage to try to leave this place by myself. One of the people who had come with me had warned me of the dangers, of how the savages waited at the entrance. All the mountains here are the same. 
 
    "You did well then. Especially when you knew someone was coming to rescue you. Not everyone is that lucky," Emma said to her, biting her lip, moving forward on her own. 
 
    "What the hell is wrong with her?" Vic asked me. 
 
    "A difficult past," I answered her. It was not my job to tell her and the last thing I needed was to have Emma mad at me. 
 
    "We all do," Jenna added. 
 
    I nodded. We arrived at another crossroad; this time five tunnels leading to other similar passageways. Vic guided us into the second entrance. She took us to a wide space where the walls seemed older than the others and where the sun shone with all its might. 
 
    "The exit is after we pass that sand arch," she said and pointed to an arch that connected two sides of the mountain, giving way to another ample space. 
 
    No one took a step forward. We were all waiting for someone else. We had come this far, and no one wanted to be left behind. 
 
    "I'll go first. Kane, give me the gun," Emma told me. 
 
    "Do you have a gun?" Jenna asked, surprised, her green eyes now glowing in the sunlight. 
 
    "Yes, but only with two bullets. We had to spare them," I replied. 
 
    Emma elbowed me in the belly. I knew right away that I shouldn't have said anything. Emma still didn't trust Jenna. I mean, not that she trusted anyone. I pulled the gun out of the holster and handed it to her. I wasn't exactly confident about it, but if anyone could get us out of there, it was her. After what I had seen on the ship, I didn't think there was anything she couldn't handle. 
 
    "Come on," Emma said and moved on. We followed her, "Jenna, prepare the bow. There must be people at the top of the mountain," she said. 
 
    As soon as she said it, we all looked around. No one saw anything, but the feeling of being watched hung in the air. Emma placed the gun under her clothes.  
 
    As soon as we walked under the mountain arch, a chill ran through my body. I was sure someone was behind us or above. 
 
    And it didn't take long for someone to show up. This time a group of five men.  
 
    "Weapons to the ground. Don't think you're getting out of here." One of them, probably the leader, told us. 
 
    We all looked at Emma. Her eyes drifted between the men. I knew that she was picturing all the different battle possibilities. Four of them had a sharp spear and only the leader had a semi-automatic weapon. She only needed to shoot him and then we could run away, hoping that none of the spears would catch us. The problem was that Vic couldn't run. 
 
    "When I tell you to start running, run like never before" Emma said, with her hand already slipping towards the gun. 
 
    "But there are five of them," Jenna said, yet to know Emma's skills. 
 
    "And I can't run," Vic added, "Run for your lives," 
 
    "Are you stupid? We came here to save you and you think we'd leave you behind now?" I said to her, "Jump on my back. I will run like I never have in my life,' I said to her, already prepared for everything. 
 
    We only had to get to the ship. By now, Matilda had already solved all the problems and Amelia should be waiting for us, well-armed. Damn it. I should have asked her for a bigger gun, or at least one with more bullets. 
 
    "I'll trust you..." Vic said, the voice trembling. 
 
    The five men had their eyes on us. I wouldn't be surprised if they fired at our mere movement. I'm pretty sure they hadn't done it yet because they liked to see the despair in our faces. There, fear was almost food. They seemed to feed on it.  
 
    "You are very quiet," the leader told us, "you should take the opportunity to speak now. Without a tongue it will be difficult," he added and laughed. The rest took advantage of the cue and also did so. 
 
    The sound traversed the mountains and seeped into our bones. It was creepy. They would have no mercy on us if they caught us. Emma nodded. Our time had come.  
 
    "Get ready," Emma said, "I'm going to count to 3. It's going to happen very quickly," she said.  
 
    "I'm ready," Jenna said. 
 
    "I too..." Vic said, looking at me, "Are you ready?" 
 
    "I am," I told her. I took a deep breath and closed my hands. I could not fail her. To neither of them. 
 
    Emma started. 1. 2. The first breeze of the day ran across the mountain. The sun fell on the desert. The sand burned and the horizon resembled a curvilinear rope from the way it wobbled. It was hard to keep my eyes open in the heat.  
 
    "3" Emma said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XXVII 
 
    Suddenly she pulled out her gun and fired. The leader dropped the gun from the mountain below. Blood flowed from his fingers. 
 
    "Run. Come on, hurry!" Emma screamed. 
 
    Vic jumped on me and I started running straight off the mountain. I didn't even look back. Jenna was in front of me. I heard another shot and then Emma's voice, behind me, screaming at us to not stop. We stepped into the desert and kept running. We didn't even know if we were headed in the right direction, but nobody wanted to try to confirm it. 
 
    By the time we thought we were off the hook, we heard the sound of engines being started and wheels rolling on the ground. Only then did we stop to look back. Two jeeps, each with two men, at high speed and heading towards us. Their boss must have been still recovering from Emma's clean shot. The only thing in our favor was that they didn't have guns but the spears. I mean, it wasn't exactly something positive, but it was something less negative. The desert was endless. It made no difference where we went. We rushed once again, but it was hopeless to walk away. They made their way onto us. The wheels smashed the sand along the way, leaving behind traces of their power. 
 
    The sound of the engines increased as they drew closer to us. They were already nearby.  
 
    My body was knocked down. I didn't see what happened, but I fell to the ground, scalding sand sticking on my chin and tongue. My clothes, especially my shirt, were shrouded in sand too. As soon as I got up, I looked back. I needed to know what had happened. Nothing had hurt me; I hadn't been hit.  
 
    Emma was on the ground. One of the spears had gone through her leg. She had thrown herself forward and acted as a shield. I had not even noticed that they had thrown a spear. But there she was, on the ground, blood flowing in the sand, with clenched fists and biting her lips. Despite the pain she must have been feeling, she remained silent.  
 
    "Run," she shouted. The men stopped the jeep and got out of it. They were just steps away from us. 
 
    "Don't even think that I will leave you," I said to her. 
 
    "Go! Do you think they scare me? I was 20 the first time I was captured by a criminal. I survived that one just as I survived all the others. Don't worry about me. At least I can say that this time I was caught doing something good for someone," she said and smiled even though the pain seemed excruciating. 
 
    Shit. I didn't want to run away but I couldn't do anything either by staying there. We no longer had bullets and I had no chance against those two men. I gave her my hand and she crushed it.  
 
    "No,' I said to her, still unsure that it was the right decision, 'I am staying here. We're a team. If one falls, so does the other," 
 
    She looked at me and, for the first time, a tear slipped down her eye. I wondered whether it was because of what I had said or because of the pain, perhaps both. I smiled and told her that everything would be all right. The man's crazy laughter worked as a background. They were walking towards us, one of them with a spear in his hand. Emma took hers off her leg without even hesitating and asked me to help her in turning her over.  
 
    "I'm not going without a fight," she said, pointing the spear at the men, the sharp part dripping with blood. 
 
    I stood up and positioned myself, bent legs and fists beside my chest, "You're not going to fight alone," I said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter XXVIII 
 
    As soon as I spoke, two bullets went right past me and hit the men in the head. The bodies collapsed onto the sand and were gradually swallowed up by it. I looked back. Amelia was on top of one of those cars that were used on golf courses for the rich, which only existed on planets where money was the main word.  Jessy was driving. Her long blond hair matched the crimson sky.  
 
    "You were taking too long," Amelia said, jumping out of the car and walking up to us, "what happened here?" she asked, looking at Emma who was lying on the ground. 
 
    "She protected me just as she said she was going to," I replied, "I said she deserved a vote of confidence," I said. 
 
    "She just did the job she had to do. Now help her up and put her in the car. Jessy will give her a quick bandage, at least until we get to the ship. The rest... two new people?  The mission was just to pick up one person," she said. 
 
    "We've encountered some problems along the way. Can we get out of here in the meantime? There are still more groups that can come after us. I’ll explain everything after." I said. 
 
    "Yeah, you're right. The rest come with me. The ship is not far from here. Matilda has already fixed it. We'll be out of here in no time," she said. 
 
    I carried Emma to the car. Jessy helped me pushing her inside. She pulled some material out of a car compartment and, in a little less than a minute, had stopped the blood and wrapped a white cloth around the wound.  
 
    "This will last until we get to the ship. There I will take care of you in an instant. I've been experimenting with a new gum bandage that does miracles," she said. 
 
    The path back to the ship was peaceful. No one tried to stop us. Me, Jessy and Emma were the first to arrive. The rest of the girls arrived about 15 minutes later. Amelia was still at the front, guiding them, and motivating them to not stop. Vic was in the back, complaining how much her legs hurt and how hot it was while Jenna remained silent. I figured that she couldn’t hold the pain any longer. She had done her best. 
 
    "You really are a princess," Amelia said, not knowing what she had done. Most likely she had asked which one of them was Vic. 
 
    "Don't say that!" Vic said as soon as she came close to us, "They said I could join you," 
 
    "They said what?" Amelia asked, looking at me with a fierce gaze. 
 
    "I did not say that! I said that we would talk to the captain and try to convince her to let you stay!” I replied. 
 
    "Things don't work that way," Amelia said. 
 
    "Amelia, she wasn't born to be a princess. Don't you think that you of all people can understand that we can be more than what is expected of us?" I asked her. 
 
    "Maybe," she answered me, "now get on the ship. For now, you can all stay in the ship. But we have to find a plan, even if it’s going to her home planet and telling her parents that she’s dead or that we didn’t find her. We’ll talk about it later. Now we have to get out of here. Draken's ship should no longer be in orbit. And who the hell is that girl?" She asked, pointing to Jenna. 
 
    "I'll tell you everything inside, I promise. But she saved our lives," I said. 
 
    "You're softening me up. I trust you. Go on, everyone into the ship. Let's get out of here," 
 
    We all boarded the ship. As soon as Matilda saw me, she ran to me and hugged me. She told me that she was worried that I would not come back. I did not tell her that I was also afraid that I would not return. I just hugged her back and said that everything had gone well. 
 
    I felt safe there. There was a passage in my father's diary which I had never understood until now.  
 
    "The good of adventures is not what you live with but with whom you live them," 
 
    Now, finally, I had learned that the soul of the journey was the people around me and not each and every adventure. And, best of all, I had only just begun. We still had dozens, maybe hundreds, of adventures to live on. 
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    Preview; 
 
    He closed his teeth, gnashing, and turned his face, grabbing Kendra's whip and using it to pull us toward him and to throw us across the air. Our bodies rolled down the road, our knees peeling and our hands scraping on the asphalt. Kendra's body fell on mine, my hands on her hips and her hair in my face. The sun overshadowed her face and her green eyes took on amber contours, her warm breath brushing against my neck and one of her knees between my legs.  
 
    "I... Ah... Get off me!" Kendra said, tripping over her own words. 
 
    "You have to get up first!" I answered, looking to the side, seeing Maggie's fireballs losing color and shrinking in size, almost like mere clicks bursting in her hands.  
 
    Kendra got up, straightened her clothes and grabbed her whip which was on the floor, the end covered in a brownish liquid with a smell that almost made her vomit. The policemen murmured among themselves, with their hands in the holsters, already doubting that we would be able to achieve victory. A mere level 2 monster, and we couldn't even defeat that. 
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    "Don't go yet." Mimi said, "You sacrificed yourself for us." She said and walked up to me, swinging her hips. 
 
    "Impossible to be wary of you after that one." Carly added and leaned on me... 
 
    "It was no big deal. I said I'd help you." I answered them. 
 
    "Still, we think you deserve to be rewarded." Carly told me, "Unless you're not interested." 
 
    "It depends on what you have in mind," I said, and before I knew it, Mimi had already thrown the upper part of her clothes to the ground. The medium-sized round tits swinging as she walked away from me. 
 
    "Like this," she answered me and took off her bra, freeing her beautiful tits, her nipples already hard. 
 
    "You two?" 
 
    "Yes," Carly replied, giggling, she too, taking the top off and letting the white nipples, that contrasted with the rest of her skin color, be free, "we talked about it and neither one of us was against it." 
 
    "But I've already..." 
 
    "You were with my sister, I know. Don't worry about it. This is just a game, a very realistic one." She said, getting nearly on her knees but never letting them touch the ground. 
 
    "Yes, it's very realistic," Mimi added and joined her. 
 
    I had no idea what was going on, but I wasn't going to stop it. I knew that anonymity led people to commit madness, to situations that they couldn’t accomplish in real life. But in WFO, her faces were the real ones. Mimi's long blonde hair and Carly's snails. Mimi's breasts were slightly bigger, but Carly made up for it with her huge ass and broad hips. 
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 Preview 
 
    I started out by kissing her neck. She smelled like camellias and licked her thick lips every time mine touched her skin. I had never kissed anyone whose skin was red before. Or even thought about it. Her skin was smooth and her moans soft. The hornier she got, the more her tail flame grew. It was beautiful to see. I lifted my head, placing my hand around her neck, and going back down, interlacing our lips. The game was more than real. There wasn't a single sensation that didn't feel like real life. A breeze of wind was flowing all throughout the tunnel. My body heated up and sweat rolled down my back. I wanted more than just kissing her. I started by loosening the two buttons on her top and taking it off. She didn't have any clothes underneath. The red and big tits swung as soon as they were freed. 
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    Or buy the bundle with the whole trilogy 
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    Preview; 
 
    Chapter VII 
 
    The remaining two days passed quickly. I stretched my arms and legs every day, right after waking up and before going to sleep. Friday was so close that I could feel it calling my name, telling me there was a destiny waiting for me. Nympha accompanied me every day but she never helped me. I was always on my own, getting faster, stronger, better until my limbs hurt, and only then would I go home. 
 
    My real-life friends called inviting me to a dinner but I had to politely refuse, using the excuse that I was extremely sick and could barely leave my bed. They believed me, and I kept playing. It felt amazing to see my training’s results. It took me one day to reach level 4, and two days to get to 5, but it was all worth it.  
 
    When I got to level 5 I had the chance to become a mage but I refused. I decided I wanted to infuse my arrows with magic, but that would take a while. Not only I did I have to learn how to use magic, but I also had to learn how to combine it with a weapon. When you choose to be a mage you automatically get the ability to conjure spells, but when you decide to acquire that skill without being a mage you have to train even harder, hoping you get good enough for it. 
 
    Friday arrived, and my status looked much better than I’d hoped. 
 
    Status 
 
    Level: 5 
 
    Name: Kratom 
 
    Weapon: Wooden Bow 
 
    HP: 70/250 
 
    Magic: 20/80 
 
    Attack: 75 
 
    Special attack: Triple X 
 
    Defense: 50 
 
    Knowledge: 80 
 
    Exp. to the next level: 233/600 
 
    Items: x2 Potions (40hp) 
 
    X Potion (70hp) 
 
    Invisibility Cloak (makes you invisible for ten seconds) 
 
    Money: 472 gold 
 
      
 
    I knew I was going to survive. I could feel it in my bones as I stretched my arms, letting fatigue leave my body while the energy grew and boiled inside me. “Ready” was my middle name, and “Excited” was my last. 
 
    It had been a while since I ate so much before lunch or dinner, but I ate a hearty breakfast because I couldn’t afford to be hungry mid-game. It was still only 9:00 am when I was done. Brianna had told me to be there at 11:00. However, I wanted to be there sooner, maybe even meet our group before getting onto a ship together. After all, I didn’t know any of them, and I didn’t think they loved the idea of me going. They had to get used to it, but it was better to be in their good graces than be treated as an outcast. 
 
    My VR glasses were on the desk as usual. I grabbed them. In a few seconds, I was back in the game, in the solitude of my room. There were no noises and no one calling me. That had happened a few times; people shouting my name as I walked by. In the beginning, it felt amazing, but now it was quite annoying sometimes. I appreciated the gesture but sometimes I was too tired for it. 
 
    Before heading to the port I decided to go to the weapons seller and see if he had something good available. I didn’t have much money but I was hoping it would be enough to do an upgrade. There were still dozens of people in the city, but no one was at the counter. I got there, replied “yes” to all the prompts appearing in front of me, then the seller asked me which type of weapon I was looking for. 
 
    “Bows,” I answered calmly. 
 
    A list of different types of bows appeared, each one stronger and more expensive than the last. I scrolled down, amazed by how many types existed and how costly they were. Some could be bought with real money, but that was only possible for rich people. Their prices were absurd; a few costing the same as a car, and even more. I only had enough money for five of the options shown, and only one was better. It wasn’t even that good. I decided not to buy anything.  
 
    “You’re one of the saviors of the city, aren’t you?” I heard someone behind me asking. 
 
    I was about to reply with a boring “yes” but luckily I turned around. In front of me stood a beautiful girl with blue eyes, dark long hair, and the thickest lips I had ever seen. She was a level 2 warrior. She wore a thin piece of fabric as clothing and I could see her hard nipples peeking through it.  
 
    “Thank you for doing it.” She smiled at me. ”I’m Lynn.” 
 
    I knew she wanted more than just saying “thank you” by the way she combed her hair and pretended to straighten her clothes as she rubbed her hands all over her breasts. My cock rose, becoming a huge nuisance. I still had an hour and a half left so I invited her to my room. I had barely finished talking and she was already nodding in agreement. 
 
    As soon as we got there and I closed the door behind us, she leaned forward and kissed me. Her lips were huge and I couldn’t wait to have them wrapped around my cock. I had increased its size once again, and I also had bigger muscles and was slightly taller. We were kissing passionately as we stumbled through the room, hitting walls, almost tripping over each other until we fell onto the bed. She had one of those cute faces that you know hides the wild, naughty girl that lives deep inside—and she seemed eager to show me how crazy she was. She took off my shirt and looked mesmerized at my body, right before kissing her way down to my pants. At the same time, she gently scratched my chest. Fuck. I could feel my cock about to rip my pants and greet her with a huge slap on her face. Luckily for both of us, she got there in time.  
 
    “You’re huge. I don’t know if I can take all of it,” she said, slightly embarrassed. “But I want to try.” 
 
    I didn’t answer. Instead, I grabbed her head and pulled her closer to it, and she quickly began to stroke it while swirling her tongue around the tip. My body shuddered and I tilted my head back. This was definitely a good way of saying goodbye to a city I would miss.  
 
    “It’s time,” I said and pushed her head down. 
 
    As soon as her thick lips touched my sensitive skin and slid down my length, my mind went numb. I kept pressing her head down even further, and she gladly did it. I wanted her to deep-throat me and look at me so I could see her pretty face while she choked and gagged on it. Truth was, I loved that little “click” sound that girls’ mouth made when the tip of my cock hit the back of their throats. The makeup around her eyes was getting blurred, her cheeks were flushed, and her breasts were covered with the saliva that kept dripping from her mouth. 
 
    It had been three days since the last time I had sex and I already needed it again. I was insatiable and if I thought straight, which was hard at the moment, this was good for the whole group. I was releasing all the stress and pressure building up in my body that was telling me to quit, that I wouldn’t be good enough. Of course, I fucking would be and I’d prove it to everyone who doubted me. 
 
    Lynn’s lips were so tantalizing as they moved up and down, and that wasn’t even the best part. She was staring at me with half-closed eyes, watching my reactions and sucking me at the same time. I could feel her tongue slipping up and down the sides of my cock, and I couldn’t hold back my grunts. They quickly filled the small room as she bobbed her head back and forth enthusiastically. Luckily, my cock wasn’t sore anymore. She was about to get all my length inside her, but I had to prepare her for it first. If I went straight to fucking I’d hurt her, and we were both in this to get pleasure. 
 
    “Get up and bend over,” I ordered her. 
 
    She slid her lips off me and obeyed, even going beyond my request and spreading her ass cheeks to accommodate my entrance. Yet, it wasn’t time. I grasped her inner thighs, flexed my legs, leaned forward and ran my tongue along her gleaming slit. She was already wet, but I was sure I could make her even wetter. I wanted her to be soaking, her juices dripping down her legs as she begged me to fuck her. She moaned and bent, even more, putting her ass higher. I buried my face in her pussy, devouring her juices, sucking her swollen clit, rubbing her outer lips, doing everything I could think of. She looked over her shoulder, sweat falling down her forehead and cheeks as she bit her lower lip and told me not to stop. 
 
    “Use your fingers. Please,” she asked. 
 
    I probed her entrance, teasing her and making her body squirm. Her eyes were squeezed shut, and she couldn’t stop shouting “Oh!” and “Please!” I didn’t know if people outside could hear us, but I was hoping they couldn’t. I wasn’t much into having voyeurs trying to watch me fuck, hero or not. 
 
    Finally, I inserted two curved fingers inside her and gently rubbed near the entrance. I was searching for that soft, delicate spot that would make her knees buckle and bring her orgasm closer. As soon as I found it I focused on it, making sure I touched it every time I moved my fingers back and forth. It was too much for her to handle. I kept a steady pace, and she warned me she was about to cum. Her hair was all over her face and her skin was glistening with sweat. I had one hand on her hips to make sure she wouldn’t fall while the other one worked her pussy; two fingers inside, the thumb on her clit. It didn’t take more than a few seconds to have her shouting: 
 
    “Yes! Fuck yes! That’s how you do it!” She took a breath, squirming and causing her huge boobs to sway before continuing, “I’ve been looking for someone like you.” 
 
    I could swear I was getting hypnotized by her breasts. They moved left, and so did my eyes, then right and there my eyes went again, following her breasts. She had juices and strings of wetness dripping down her slit and was ready to handle a rough fuck. I slapped her ass as hard as I could until the print of my hand surfaced on her red skin. She whimpered and told me she loved pain so I could be rougher. Fuck, that was my type of girl. I was hoping Brianna would be into it too.  
 
    I grabbed her hips, pulled her closer, and guided my cock into her. She gasped and moaned as I thrust my entire length inside her in one continuous slide. I wasn’t gentle or patient; I didn’t have the luxury of time. My thrusts were getting faster. She began to move her hips and match my movements. I had to admit she was pretty good at it. She was loving it and kept pushing herself into me, making my cock go deeper. 
 
    I was balls-deep when she told me to go harder. Well, I couldn’t say no to a beautiful girl like her. I grabbed a handful of her hair, pulled her arms behind her back and grabbed her wrists, and began driving into her hard and fast, putting everything I had into each thrust to the point that she had tears of pleasure sliding down her face. I had never seen anything like it, but I was definitely proud of myself. She orgasmed again but I didn’t stop. The exercises I had been doing seemed to make me last longer, which was amazing. It was good for both my self-esteem and the women. 
 
    “You’re going to move that ass on top of me.” I made it sound more like an order than a request. 
 
    She looked over her shoulder and nodded her head. I slowed down, still giving her a few deep thrusts before stopping completely and pulling out of her. I jumped onto the bed and lay down with my cock in my hand as I waited for her. She had juices dripping down her legs and seemed embarrassed because of it. 
 
    “It’s okay, Lynn. Just come here and I’ll take good care of you.” I winked at her. 
 
    It had been a while since I felt so confident. The game was doing all of that to me. I felt appreciated and I was becoming aware of how good I was in several aspects. 
 
    As soon as I felt her outer lips slipping down my throbbing cock and heard her moaning, I swear that something inside me broke. I wasn’t even sure what, but I knew that this was some next-level pussy. The wetness made her easier to penetrate and fuck. My cock slid so easily inside her as she rode me fast and hard. Everything was beautiful. My climax was coming and my mind was going crazy. I was speechless, and I felt like even if I tried to talk only nonsense would come out. 
 
    She lay on my chest, moaning in my ear and bouncing her ass harder, making sure she got my entire length inside her. Her boobs pressed tightly against my skin and I kept slapping her ass harder as her pussy clenched around my cock. 
 
    It was getting harder to hold out; I knew I was about to cum. I warned her that I wasn’t sure how much more I could take it and that it was better if she slowed down. However, she did the exact opposite. When she heard that she began moving her hips and ass faster, begging me to fill her. Fuck. Her sweet, shaky voice saying those words were a recipe for disaster. 
 
    I gripped her neck and began moving my hips until our bodies were working and swaying together, reaching for the ephemeral pleasure of climax. Suddenly, her pussy spasmed around my cock as she orgasmed for the third time, and I knew I was done although I still fucked her for a few brief moments before shooting a huge load inside her. 
 
    That didn’t stop me, because I kept ramming into her as cum dripped down my length. It felt so good I could barely keep my eyes open. We were both moaning loudly as our bodies clashed together. She kept thanking me for this moment but I didn’t know what to say in return. When I finally pulled out she showed me how creamy her pussy was, and how much cum she had inside her. 
 
    I was so distracted that I had forgotten to check the time, and now it was already late. She noticed my worried look and started getting dressed without bothering to clean up first. 
 
    “I like to feel the cum inside me as I walk. It’s warm, and it slowly drips down my soft skin, you know?” she explained while sliding up her panties.  
 
    “I wish we could keep talking, but I really have to go,” I said, dressing as fast as I could. 
 
    “Well, I guess someone has to save the city.” She winked at me. 
 
    I thanked her and told her we would repeat this when I got back, despite not knowing if I would ever be back. However, she seemed like a person worth knowing. It was already 10:45 am and I was still in the room. I kissed Lynn’s thick lips and left the room running. As I ran I realized that my room was almost like a harem: most of the times I was there were to fuck someone. 
 
    The weather in the town was calmer, and for the first time, there were a few sunbeams on the horizon, giving the whole town a glow. There was an extra layer of scent in the air; dust coming from the place where they were rebuilding the houses which were destroyed a few days ago. I saw several people covering their noses and trying to get to the tavern as fast as possible. 
 
    Time was running out and I wasn’t going to arrive late. I started running, watching as my stamina bar slowly decreased. The training I had done was clearly having an effect because I didn’t remember ever running so fast without getting different variations of pain in my legs. 
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