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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

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


 
   
  
 

 Chapter VI 
 
    As soon as I spoke, two bullets went right past me and hit the men in the head. The bodies collapsed onto the sand and were gradually swallowed up by it. I looked back. Amelia was on top of one of those cars that were used on golf courses for the rich, which only existed on planets where money was the main word.  Jessy was driving. Her long blond hair matched the crimson sky.  
 
    "You were taking too long," Amelia said, jumping out of the car and walking up to us, "what happened here?" she asked, looking at Emma who was lying on the ground. 
 
    "She protected me just as she said she was going to," I replied, "I said she deserved a vote of confidence," I said. 
 
    "She just did the job she had to do. Now help her up and put her in the car. Jessy will give her a quick bandage, at least until we get to the ship. The rest... two new people?  The mission was just to pick up one person," she said. 
 
    "We've encountered some problems along the way. Can we get out of here in the meantime? There are still more groups that can come after us. I’ll explain everything after." I said. 
 
    "Yeah, you're right. The rest come with me. The ship is not far from here. Matilda has already fixed it. We'll be out of here in no time," she said. 
 
    I carried Emma to the car. Jessy helped me pushing her inside. She pulled some material out of a car compartment and, in a little less than a minute, had stopped the blood and wrapped a white cloth around the wound.  
 
    "This will last until we get to the ship. There I will take care of you in an instant. I've been experimenting with a new gum bandage that does miracles," she said. 
 
    The path back to the ship was peaceful. No one tried to stop us. Me, Jessy and Emma were the first to arrive. The rest of the girls arrived about 15 minutes later. Amelia was still at the front, guiding them, and motivating them to not stop. Vic was in the back, complaining how much her legs hurt and how hot it was while Jenna remained silent. 
 
    "You really are a princess," Amelia said. Most likely she asked which one was Vic on the way. 
 
    "Don't say that!" Vic said as soon as she came close to us, "They said I could join you," 
 
    "They said what?" Amelia asked, looking at me with a fierce gaze. 
 
    "I did not say that! I said that we would talk to the captain and try to convince her to let you stay! 
 
    "Things don't work that way," she said. 
 
    "Amelia, she wasn't born to be a princess. Don't you think that you of all people can understand that we can be more than what is expected of us?" I asked her. 
 
    "Maybe," she answered me, "now get on the ship. For now, you can all stay in the ship. There is no other solution. Draken's ship should no longer be in orbit. And who the hell is that girl?" She asked, pointing to Jenna. 
 
    "I'll tell you everything inside, I promise. But she saved our lives," I said. 
 
    "You're softening me up. I trust you. Go on, everyone into the ship. Let's get out of here," 
 
    We all boarded the ship. As soon as Matilda saw me, she ran to me and hugged me. She told me that she was worried that I would not come back. I did not tell her that I was also afraid that I would not return. I just hugged her back and said that everything had gone well. 
 
    I felt safe there. There was a passage in my father's diary which I had never understood until now.  
 
    "The good of adventures is not what you live with but with whom you live them," 
 
    Now, finally, I learned that the soul of the journey was in the people around me. And, best of all, I had only just begun. We still had dozens, maybe hundreds, of adventures to live on. 
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