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 Part One 
 
    If you haven’t read the first part be sure to check it out 
 
      
 
    Blurb (Part One); 
 
    Exploring space. Going on Quests. Having fun with the rest of the crew. 
 
    
Kane always had this big dream of exploring the whole universe. Ever since his father died, and left him his old diaries, he can't shake off that feeling that he's wasting his life away. Tired of working in the mines, he runs away from his home planet by catching a ride on a carrier.

A few hours after arriving in the shiny New Andreas spaceport, he saves the rude and yet extremely captivating captain Amelia from three goons working for Draken, one of the five warlords of the galaxy.

What Kane never expected was to end up being invited to Amelia's ship where Matilda, a blue-haired genius, and Jessy, a blonde with nice legs and a thing for medical experiments, also live.

But that's not all! He also has to deal with a green-eyed serial killer who has a thing for him and knows exactly how to tease him.

Follow Kane's journey as he goes on quests throughout all the universe, has lots of fun with all the girls, and makes sure Draken doesn't catch up to them. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Preview 
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Part two 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter I 
 
    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 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". 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 II 
 
    "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. 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, and the wires that crossed the entire room with lamps of different colors. 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. 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 run away." 
 
    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 III 
 
    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 IV 
 
    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 boy 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 name was Emma. 
 
    "Cute name for someone so rude." I told her. 
 
    "That's the name they gave me."  
 
    "Who? Your parents?" 
 
    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. There's still almost 10 left 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 V 
 
    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 them 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 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 VI 
 
    "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." 
 
    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. 
 
    "And until then? 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 that special 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 gulp 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 VII 
 
    "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,"  
 
    "When will you 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." 
 
    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. 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 dumped it all over 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 VIII 
 
    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?" 
 
    "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 IX 
 
    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. 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 sun was rising, our shoes were burying themselves in the scalding sand and the mountains appeared to be nowhere near. 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 fresh water bottles were almost over, and they tasted like piss. 
 
    "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 sun 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 X 
 
    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." 
 
    "Veronica?" 
 
    "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. 
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