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     To my wife Catrina, who keeps me on this ever going path to success and to my kids; John, Noah and Elizabeth, whom I hope to give stories to tell in their journey of life. 
 
Finally to all of those that have infuriated me with their negative influence on my hobbies and my craft, this story was put together using the anger and frustration you've provided and as a result, you created this monster.



PROLOGUE – MAKING THE MARK
 
 
 
 
     The leader of a powerful nation, now resting in the comfort of his family. President Steven Holden sat at a large dinner table with his wife and assistant territory leader; Kelly and their daughter Penelope as they enjoyed their family dinner. President Holden's family was in a web of joy, as their family man was able to buy some time. President Holden smiled at his wife as she took a sip of water from her glass. He then looked at his teenage daughter, who was smashing buttons with her thumbs on her cell phone. 
     “You gonna give that thing a break?” President Holden asked, watching Penelope tap away on her phone's tiny touchscreen keyboard. Penelope slowly tucked away her phone, looking at her Dad. 
     “Sorry” she said with a smile.
The President's maids began walking into the dining room with lavish dish trays in hand. They began to set them down in the center of the dining room table. They lifted the covers from the dishes, revealing a variety of food including steak, potatoes, and greens. The began serving the food onto the family's plate.
     “That speech. You have it all typed up?” Kelly asked.
“Finished the draft. Claire is working on the final draft.” President Holden replied.
“She's still up right now?” Kelly asked.
“Hey, she's only my assistant. If she wants to stay up on it all night, that's her choice.” President Holden replied. “I don't have an issue with dedication of course.”
Gunfire blared out from the front lawn. President Holden's eyes widen.
     “What was that?” Kelly asked, dropping her fork on her plate.
President Holden's tactical security team popped into the room with pistols in hand. The team grabbed the President's family and began escorting them through the halls of the newly refurnished mansion.
     “What's happening out there?!” President Holden asked, alarmed with the chaos.
“We're under attack Mr. President!” one of the security team members replied. “We're looking at twenty armed intruders out on the lawn, semi-automatic weapons!”
 
     The team and President Holden's family made their way into an armored panic room. One of the team members shut the heavy armored door and the President and his family huddled in the center of the the panic room.
     “Everything is going to be okay, Alright.” President Holden reassured.
“We have two teams in defensive positions. The suspects won't make it far.”
The gunfire outside the panic room grew louder. The intruding gunmen were upon approach, but President Holden was somewhat confident that the gunmen wouldn't be able to penetrate the panic room's walls. The gunfire halted for a moment, then a loud screeching sound came out from behind the walls. Suddenly a beam of light blasted through the wall near the entrance.
     “Guns up!” the security lead shouted, and the President's guards raised their pistols. They stared down the beams, ripping into the walls slowly tearing a rectangular shape into the wall. There was a loud thud as the penetrated wall fell like a heavy, cut out.
Outside the walls where the team pointed their weapons, there was no one there. The President held his family tightly as the lead team member approached the breach slowly. As he came closer, something gripped him in a rear choke hold. The figure stabbed the security lead in the throat and sliced. The lead's dead body slammed to the floor and was dragged out of view. There was nothing now. Just silence. The President's face was drenched in sweat. A canister flew into the panic room. As it hit the ground and rolled into the center of the security team's position and the President's family, the canister began emitting white smoke which began to fill the room, reducing visibility. Suddenly armed assailants stormed into the panic room, appareled in tactical gear and gas masks, and armed with high powered, laser rifles. The armed assailants blasted down each team member, frying them through their armor. Left crouched in the back of the panic room was the President and his family. The President glared at the armed individuals as they gathered in front of the President and his family. The room was full of death and Kelly was shielding Penelope's eyes. The President stood tall.
     “All I did was change the territories for the better. What more do you people want?” President Holden asked .
A short figure in a gas masked stepped in front of the group of gunmen. She pulled her gas mask off, revealing her cut up face and short hair.
     “Your change is bullshit!” the woman said pointing her rifle at President Holden. She blasted the President in the head,  frying President Holden's brains. The President's body slammed on the floor with a startling thud. Kelly shook in fright as the armed woman looked down at her.
     “Selfish fucks!” Kelly shouted. She predicted her death was coming with what position her husband had assumed and the changes that he had made. She new that this was a domestic group of terrorists. Her husband warned this would happen. “Do you know what you just did?! You killed my husband! You killed the President!”
The woman turned around and walked to the exit. “Get rid of them.” she said. “Let's finish this.”
 
     As the woman walked out of the panic room, she made her way down a long hall and came to a small door at the end. She kicked open the door and revealed a small office.
     “Come out!” the woman shouted.
“You guys aren't going to get far by killing me.” said a woman crawling out from behind a desk. “Spare me the bullshit Claire.” the short woman snapped.
Janice, the armed woman smiled. “If we were going to kill you, you would've been first.” she pointed the rifle at the woman. “Get up!”
The short woman quickly stood up raising her arms. “Don't hurt me.” 
“Keep fucking quiet or there will be a hole in your goddamn knee Claire.” Janice threatened. 
Claire stepped in front of Janice, keeping her hands up. She gripped Claire by her ponytail and pulled. 
“Do one thing stupid, and I'm going to make you wish we kill you!” she shouted, shoving Claire out of the office.



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 1 – THE BAD GUY
 
 
 
July 28, 2145.
     The time. 6:49am. It's Wednesday. A gloomy morning. The cell halls were dark and the electronic world clocks were the only thing lighting the halls. In eleven minutes the halls would be lit up, and it would be time for the cell officers to escort us, the prisoners; to the chow hall for breakfast. When I first was put in prison, I was afraid of my damn shadow. The other inmates sent a nervous chill down my spine. Some were massive and their threatening actions were vividly disturbing. I wanted to leave so bad but my past had brought me here, and now after three months of being confined to my tiny cubical of imprisonment, I was finding ways to enjoy my stay until they put me to death. On April 15th, 2145 at 11:23, I was convicted of murdering the President of The United Territories and his family. All of the evidence that was cleverly placed, pointed to me and there I was; framed for murder. there I was, in place to die for a crime I had nothing to do with. 
 
     The lights came on, and my cell lit up, revealing my cell-mate; slumped in her rack.
     “Wake up! It's lights!” yelled one of the cell officers. He walked passed my cell, slamming his baton into the cell's protective glass. I watched my cell mate sit up from her bunk.
     “Are they going to let you talk to someone again?” Remy asked.
“They're probably sick of my ass.” I replied referring to how many times I've pleaded my innocence. I know I wasn't the one who shot up the Territory Manor, but they don't. The rage within the community has brought me here with no chance of explaining what they believe were my actions or me even proving my innocence. The first month I was here, I had trouble accepting that but now I was living with it. They were going to execute me and each day, I was becoming closer and closer to accepting that. I could hear the heavy boots clanking on the floor. It was the cell officers in heavy gear, coming here to escort us to the chow hall. The staff here took no chances. These days, there were no penalties or bullshit isolation punishments for starting fights or breaking simple prison rules. The punishment was pain. The protective glass slid to the side and two cell officers entered. Two officers stood outside the cell, guns up; aimed at Remy and I. To them, I was dangerous. I was as deadly as fire. Everyone in this facility knew what my convictions were. I was the talk of the cell blocks butI didn't care. I let them talk. My concern wasn't explaining myself to them. It was explaining myself to the ones who mattered. The ones who had the authority to free me. 
     Remy was no angel herself. She was serving a life sentence for 3 counts of murder. Who did she murder? When I first came in here, she told me she had killed her husband and his parents. She had caught him plowing some whore he met at a coffee shop, so when she confronted him, she did the only thing she felt necessary; she chopped his balls off. Then in an act of rage, she found his parents and murdered them. Still until this day she hasn't told me why she spared the whore. I'll probably never know the true ending to that story. The guards wrapped straps around our necks. These straps weren't for decoration, nor were they the latest part of the inmate uniform. They were electrified. Made to keep us bad guys in line. If we fucked up at the slightest, someone pressed a button, and volts would be sent through our bodies until we screamed fucking mercy. If one us tried to make a run for it, they'd fry our brains. It was that simple. I haven't attempted to run. I'm not looking for an early execution and when it comes to choosing between a modernized electric chair and lethal injection, I'll take lethal injection any day.
     The guards walked us into the chow hall, near the tray cart. I grabbed my tray and spoon and continued with the line. I smelled the cheap ham that sat in it's sticky ham juice. The awful tasting eggs which my tongue had memorized. The food was put on my tray and I made my way to the table. Remy sat next to me, while other inmates filled the tables.
     “Three weeks left.” Remy said, digging into her eggs.
“Feels like time is speeding up.” I said. “Before I know it, it'll be the morning of.”
“Are you scared?” 
“I don't know what I am.” I replied. “Should I be?”
“You claim you didn't do it, so if you say you're not, than it's a bit odd.” Remy explained.
“What makes you say that?” I asked.
“Dying for no reason. I mean God knows the truth.” Remy said looking at me. “I mean unless you believe in that type of shit.”
“If God knows the truth, then he'd make me a free woman. He wouldn't be doing this to me.” I said.
“Sometimes bad things happen to good people and good things happen to bad people.”
     An older man in a business suit entered the chow hall. I watched him as he looked hopelessly around the criminal filled, eating area. The man then walked up to one of the cell officers and whispered something to him. The cell officer paused for a moment, then looked around. As his head circled around, his eyes fell upon me and we matched eyes. The cell officer pointed my way and I quickly turned my head.
     “Fuck.” I whispered.
“What?” Remy asked.
“That guy over there.”
“The one coming here?”
I looked up and saw that the man in the suit was making his way to me. 
“Claire Dodson?” I heard the man announce.
I slowly looked at the man. “Yeah.”
“I need you to come with me.” he said.
Obviously I had no reason not to go. I couldn't really guess what was it for, unless they were going to off me a bit early. The only thing I'd have to say to that is thanks a fucking lot God for the curve ball. The cell officers put me in handcuffs and escorted me and the old man through the facility. 
     “I was expecting you to ask who I am.” the man said.
“Normally I don't get the option, but I really couldn't care much for it at this point.” I replied.
“Well my name is Dr. Erin Labs. I'm a scientist.” he said.
“Labs. Perfect career choice. You did that on purpose?” I asked with a smirk.
“I have a family full of scientists so we carry the name with pride.” Erin replied.
“Well what do you want me for?”
“Once we get to one of the conference rooms, the procedure will be explained, but it's for a government experiment. You were the first one chosen.” Erin explained.
“What are you guys going to do, turn me into a superhero or something?” I laughed.
We came to a door that read “conference room” and stopped. He looked at me with a plain look on his face which diminished my smile.
“It's not that kind of experiment.”
     As I entered the room, there were seven other prisoners lined up in front of the room. Four men and three women. Seated at the conference table were multiple lawyers, observers and random individuals. They were staring at the inmates.
     “Over there with them.” Erin said. I walked over to where the other inmates were standing and stood in line with them. I felt their eyes staring into my soul. One of the few sat at the conference table stood up. He looked young and I can see the nervousness seeping from his body.
     “Good morning ladies and gentlemen.” The man began. “My name is Dr. Winchester and I represent Lovic Industries. The company in charge of building the facility known as Sonne Graol; the prison of the sun.” 
I didn't move but the last five words he uttered grabbed me. A prison on the what?!
     “Located on a specially selected section of the sun is a facility built to withstand the temperatures and harmful radiation of the sun. These selected prisoners will be transported to the facility via space vessel.” Dr. Winchester explained.
“How is this going to be arranged. The safety of the personnel piloting the vessel or what about the escorts?” ask one of the men at the table.
“We have a plan for that.” Dr. Winchester said. A smile graced his face. I could tell he was prepared for that question. “We have designed these suits, created with the same materials used to create the facility. They will be administered to the pilot, the escorts and the prisoners.”
“Why the prisoners?” asked a woman at the table.
“The initial arrival calls for the suits. Since we're dealing with death row inmates, their suits will be timed for the length of time on the vessel. After docking within the facility, the suits will deactivate. At that time, the observers will have ten days to record experimental data. The escorts will be there to maintain order for those ten days. Once those ten days are up, the facility's defenses will deactivate and the prisoners will be executed by the nature of the sun.” Dr. Winchester explained.
My eyes circled around the conference table, scanning the looks on everyone's face. I wondered if they were thinking what I was thinking. I mean isn't the death penalty supposed to be painless. To be incinerated by the sun. What the fuck? 
     “This uh sounds extremely barbaric. Would the community be ready to accept this?” one of the men at the conference table asked.
“Who said they even had to know?” Dr. Winchester replied. “No more risks of prison breaks. The money saved up to pay for the executions of these inmates can be used for better things.”
I couldn't believe this shit. Set to die on the sun. Who came up with this shit?
After much talk and discussion, the escorts moved us out of the room and into the hall. Before they could walk us back to the retention area, Erin came out of the conference room. I looked his way.
     “You can't send me there.” I whispered to him.
“I don't control who goes there, I just represent the company that built the place.” Erin replied before he walked off.
“This is fucking nuts!” I shouted, watching him leave.



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 2 - INNOCENCE
 
 
 
     I sat in the office of the prison counselor. I stared at his cluttered desk, waiting for her to step in. Waiting for her to allow me to plead my innocence once again. She's going to look at me with a scowl on her face, listen to me whine and complain about the United Territories' justice system. This time I have to make it convincing. I haven't told her everything and for the past three months, I've been trying to find the right reason not to hold back. Well thanks to this week long initiation that's suppose to take place, I believe I found that reason. Mrs. Roland entered the room with a hot cup in her hand. I could see the steam rising from the cup. 
     “Cappuccino this time?” I smiled.
“Caramel special.” she said as she sat behind her desk, across from me. She dug through her desk and pulled out my profile folder. “Alright Ms. Dodson.” Mrs. Roland began. “I could guess the reason you're in here, but I'm going to let you try and surprise me. So tell me, what brings you here?”
“There's a lot that I need to put out on the table. It can justify why I shouldn't be here.” I pleaded.
“You can't keep doing this Ms. Dodson.”
“Hear me out. There's a lot you don't know, and by me telling you, you'll see the truth.”
Mrs. Roland stared at me for a second. “You have five minutes.”
I glanced at the clock and then looked back at Mrs. Roland.
     “I used to be involved in this group of people.” I started. “We did terrible things. We killed a lot of people.” 
“Stop.” Mrs. Roland said, cutting me off. “How does this prove you shouldn't be in here?!” she said, her voice growing louder. I can tell she was getting annoyed, and then I realized I may have said the wrong thing.
     “You killed a lot of people. Do you even think about what you're going to say before you come in here?!” she asked. She was annoyed. It was coded in her tone. “I really want to pretend you didn't tell me that, I really fucking do, but my job is to weed out the drama queens here. The ones who hide behind their tears, and stand on their knees begging for some kind of hope that they believe I would give to them.”
“I didn't come here for a lecture.” I said, vocalizing a bit of annoyance in my voice.
“I'm not lecturing you.” she snapped back. “I'm not going to let a murderer pull wool over my eyes.”
“I'm not a fucking murderer!” I snarled loudly.
“Watch your goddamn tone!”
My mood had risen. She wasn't going to help me. I just fucked this up.
“Get out of my office.” Mrs. Roland growled.
I stood up quickly, anger and disappointment in my heart. I was holding back tears in my eyes because I knew this was my last chance. I knew my fate was officially sealed. I was going to die on the sun.
 
     I laid in my rack as the lights went out. Though the cells went quiet with all of the prisoners going to sleep, I could not even force myself to sleep.
     “What did they say?” Remy asked. I could tell she was laid out on her rack. “What did that guy need you for?”
“Nothing. Just some stuff.” I said.
“You're lying. I can tell.” Remy said.
I couldn't hold in. Tears began falling from my eyes as I started to cry. I knew Remy could hear my sniffling utterances.
“I thought you were ready to die.”
“Not like this. Not on the sun.”
“The sun?” Remy asked.
“That's where they're sending me.” I said, my voice cracking.
“How is that even possible?” Remy asked.
“Bunch of dick heads got together and built one, just for me.” I replied.
Remy sighed. “Don't let this break you.” she said. “You're innocent right?”
“Yeah.” I replied.
“Well maybe things will work out differently.” Remy said. “Nowadays I have nothing to look forward to. The same shit for the rest of my life. I'm not going to apologize for the shit I've done already, but I've been trying to get right with God.”
“You know I don't believe in that.” I said.
“Well maybe it's time for you to start thinking differently.” Remy replied. “Because while you feel something is going one way, at that last second, God will change it to your favor. You're not officially out until your heart stops, and even after that; you still may get a second chance.” she said.
I was silent for a moment. I admired what she was saying. In a way, it kind of lifted my spirits but it didn't give me answers. I didn't want to swipe down her words of encouragement though. 
“Thank you Remy.” I said. “You've made my life a lot easier than I thought it would be before coming here.
“I've spent my life hurting others on the outside, I might as well encourage lives here in hell.” Remy replied.
Remy has been there for me in this hell hole. I've had allies in the past. Ones that made me feel I could trust them. There was one person that held my heart before the journey to my downfall. I wanted to call her my love, because she made me feel I could not be hurt. Together we created something that I thought I'd never separate from. 
 
May 18th, 2125 – September 24th, 2131
     Her name was Linda Samson and we were 13 when we met. The uniformed school we attended was a strict all-girl school, so I wasn't able to build an appropriate attitude for looking for boys. When me and Linda first started talking, we were like magnets. We enjoyed our discussions about the students that surrounded us, the teachers and the shitty uniforms we had to wear everyday. She made me want to go to school, and our parents thought nothing of the strength of our friendship. When we were sophomores in high school, the world around us began to change. The United States of America was changed to the United Territories and laws began to be placed to bring a balance that was desired by the new President. His hunt for balance was triggered when young men and women began taking the law into his own hands. The President's decisions became so relentless, he even allowed the enforcement officers to kill based on personal judgment. He claimed that an officer's judgment would save many lives. Unfortunately an officer's judgment was what got my father killed. Beaten to death by officers during a  protest to stop the barbaric police violence. I was ripped apart and my mother became a hopeless fucking junkie after it so I had no quality influence in my life anymore.
     These new laws also aimed to lower the population in the United Territories, so that there was more of a controlled number. With each new law, came more angry inhabitants within the territories which sparked a war against the government. The President did his best to persuade us that what he was doing was all for a better future for the territories but I knew it was bullshit. My father encouraged us to stand up for what was right. He participated in the protests because he wanted to stand up for the lower level lives. The protests he stood in were set that it may restore the old sense of balance. The type of balance where no one was forced to care about the system. One of the protests became violent. To this day, I know my father was definitely not one of the violent ones. That however did not stop the police force from assaulting the rioters, including my father. Two days later, my father succumbed to his injuries. After I mourned him, Linda and I began gathering students from our school to form a cult of some sort. After just two weeks, we managed to gather thirty followers. We were all young and scared. Afraid of what the government had in store for us if we voiced our message. Things became scarier when religion became the main focus. That's where the line drew itself. 
     “They're forcing Catholicism.” Linda said to me. I remember what she was wearing that day she came up to me. Tight, black jeans and a blue tank top. At this point, I knew I grew an attraction to women. Not just any though; just her.
“I don't follow religion. They are not going to force me to believe in some invisible man in the sky.” I snapped. 
No one knew what we were doing in this empty classroom. We disguised our cult as a High School educational club so that we were able to operate without interruption.
“You're not going to be the only one.” Linda said before the cult members began walking into the classroom.
“Are they fucking joking!” I heard one of the students say, as they came in and made it to their seats. 
“What we're not going to do is bitch about it. We're going to take action.” Linda said.
“With more protests. No one's paying attention to that shit!” someone blurted out.
“We need more people. More followers who are courageous enough to follow us. With more, we can spread our message farther.” Linda said.
“No.” I said, looking at the floor. I knew what we really had to do. Why protest? Stupid signs and chants that sound desperate to the police force. We needed to strike fear into the corrupt system.
     “Murder.” I said.
“What?” Linda looked at me.
“We need to hurt them. Scare them into giving us what we want. And if they give us what we want, we'll start using the greatest form of persuasion there is, death.”
The class went silent. Their stares were full of uncertainty. 
     “What are you doing?” Linda whispered.
“I'm about to create change Linda.” I whispered back.
“That's fucking terrorism.”
“That's us bringing terror to those who terrorize us. That's retaliation.”
“If someone were to catch us, they'd take us down hard.”
“No ones going to catch us because we'll change everything before they even decide to come after us.” I whispered. Me and Linda faced the class.
“So.” I started. “Who's ready to make change?”
From that day on, we embarked on a political and radical roller coaster. Maybe that's why I was  here. Because of my decisions. But those early decisions going against the President didn't get me here. My decision to work for the President brought me here. 
 
July 29th, 2145
     As the cell officers woke us up; me and the nine other selected prisoners were escorted to an elevator. The lift took us down to the parking garage, where the flight vehicles were parked. They packed us in a van glyder, each of us cuffed for the escorts' safety. The escorts climbed in the front, and I could feel the vehicle take off. Not sure where they were taking us, but then again; I couldn't care less. I was to die in space in less than a month. Sending me places on Earth was joyous to me, so I didn't bother wrapping my head around it. As I stared mindlessly at the glyder floor, I could feel the lady's head next to me look my way.
      “What'd you do?” she asked. I didn't say anything. “They caught me before I could turn the gun on myself. I was so fucking close.” the woman went on. 
What the fuck was this psycho talking about? 
     “They all started rumors about me. Embarrassed me. So I made them into an example.”
“How many?” I asked, curiously breaking my silence.
“Seventeen.” the woman replied.
“Shit.” I said.
“So.” the lady started again. “What' did you do?” 
“I killed the President and his family.” I said.
At that moment, the woman went silent. I could tell she was astonished.
“Fuck.” she said. “That's quite an accomplishment.”
“I'm not bragging. I didn't do it.” I said, getting frustrated.
“Alright sweet pea. No need to be modest. Sometimes it's okay to toot your own horn.”
“I said I didn't fucking do it!”
“Shut the fuck up!” shouted an escort.
There was silence. Then the lady broke it again.
“Just some advice. You're going to be seeing a lot of me lately. I can be a really shitty person, but right now I'm trying to change that up for the sake of my afterlife.” the lady explained.
“Even if that shit were true, you wouldn't be going anywhere promising.” I scuffed.
“God forgives all. Just because I'll be dying by fire, doesn't mean I have to spend eternity in it.”
I looked at her. “What do you want?” 
“Trying to make at least one friend before I die.” 
I looked down. “Claire. Claire Dodson.” 
“Gretchen. But everyone calls me Babe.” she said.
“Why do they call you Babe?”
“Keeps everyone on my good side.”
I laughed. “Sounds like the best side to be on.”
We went quiet again. “Any idea where we're headed?”
“I don't know. They could be blasting us off early.” Babe replied.
Not what I needed to hear. I was neither mentally or physically prepared. But of course, I did not have the luxury of having options. I was going to be sent to the sun whether I liked it or not. 
     The glyder went motionless signifying that we had made it to our destination. The glyder doors slid open and the escorts began leading us out of the van. As the sunlight met my face, my eyes met the sight of a large building. A sense of relief flushed in at the sight of the building. I didn't see a launch pad nor have they had given us any preparation paperwork. I followed the nine others into the building and as we traveled through a crowded lobby, we came to a large room that read “quantum launch” on the side wall. I looked at Babe, who was right in front of me.
     “What the fuck is a quantum launch?” I whispered.
“No fucking clue.” Babe replied.
The escorts opened the large door and as we walked in, I noticed large, mechanical, space suits set up against the wall.
      “Stand here, shut up, and don't touch anything. The guy in charge will be here to go over your launch procedures.” one escort said.
A moment after he said that, a man in a gray bodysuit walked in. The other inmates and I stood in a line as the man stood in front of us.
     “Ladies and gentlemen. It's good to see your lively faces.” The man started with a nervous laugh. “My name is Dr. Ulysess Tate and I will be in charge of the launch process from this facility to Sonne Graol.” he explained. “Thanks to the technology developed here in this building, this process will be easy and efficient. Once at the station, the observers and escorts will remain until you're um...” I watch Dr. Tate hesitate with his words. “...execution.”
Dr. Tate walked to one of the mechanical suits, and hoisted himself into one of the clunky bodies of armor. “Alright, let's suit up.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 3 - MOM 
August 9, 2145
     The weeks were unforgiving emotionally and as the final day before the launch day came, I became more nervous than I've ever been in my entire life. Today was our last visitation day, and my mother decided today was a decent day for her to actually visit me for once. I waited in the common room, with the nine other inmates, while we waited for our loved ones to walk into the facility. I waited patiently for my mother to come through that door. I waited for her pruning face and her bright red hair to make it's presence known. I heard a a couple of voices before a few visitors began walking into the common room, each approaching the inmates. There, coming in after a pudgy Hispanic woman was my mother. 
     “Lorraigne.” I said, addressing her by her first name. I never called her mom anymore, and our relationship had become so diminished that it didn't even felt like we had any type of mother daughter relationship. We've been neck and neck for years, and amidst our wars, I still loved her and she loved me. Lorraigne was still mom. She approached me with a kiss on the cheek before she sat down at one of the tables. I sat down across from her.
     “I didn't bother sending you any letters. I thought it'd be more upsetting.” I said.
“I can't believe they changed your execution date to tomorrow. A bit sudden to me.” Lorraigne said.
“I pleaded my case.” I stated. “Nothing I can do now.”
“Nothing but prepare for the injection.” Lorraigne said.
“That's not happening.” I said lowly.
“What do you mean?” Lorraigne asked. “You are getting executed?” Lorraigne made it sound like she wanted me to get offed.
“Yes I'm getting fucking executed.” I snapped lowly. “Just not by lethal injection.”
“Well what the fuck are they doing? The electric chair?”
“They're sending us to the sun?” I said looking at Lorraigne's face that stretched with confusion.
“What?” Lorraigne asked.
“Don't say shit to anyone. It's some secret experimental bullshit.” 
“Experimental?” Lorraigne asked. “You should feel special.”
“Your humor on this subject is somewhat annoying.” I smiled.
“It's the only thing worth keeping at this point.” Lorraigne said. “Just laugh at it.”
“I can't laugh at a punishment I don't deserve.” I replied. “You know I didn't do it.”
“I told you already that I believed you, but my beliefs aren't going to save you. This is the end of the line.”
There was a brief pause. Then she pulled out a necklace with a angel dangling from it.
     “Wear this there.” she said. “The angels will protect your soul from the fire.”
I took the necklace with a smirk on my face. “Thanks for the voodoo necklace. I'll take good care of it when it's melted to nothing.”
“Just wear it for me.”
I sighed while slipping the necklace around my neck. “I don't believe in this stuff.”
“Well I do.” she said. There was a brief silence.
“My daughter, death by melting.” she said.
“I hate your fucking outlook on things.”
 
     The meet with my mother was short and bittersweet, but the facilitators and the ones over watching the experiment needed us for one more mech suit test drive. There I sat in in the building's garage, where they had delivered the suits just for us. There was no sense of comfort with these things. They were only built for stabilization during travel, and yet given the nice smooth ride we are expected to look forward to a quick death.
     “They should have put a self destruct button on this thing.” laughed Babe.
“That sounds a lot better.” I chuckled.
“It eases the stress of the wait.” she said. “Who enjoys waiting for the day you're told to die when you can choose that day yourself?”
“Unfortunately we don't have that privilege.”
Every time I looked at the clock and looked away, time felt like it was speeding away. Dinner had come and this marked my last meal, given they weren't allowing us a breakfast come tomorrow. I savored the taste of the tough meatloaf that graced my mouth. The flavorless corn that popped on my tongue, and the wet muffin that I shoved down my throat. It was amazing that the moment a person finally finds comfort in one stage of hell, they are subjected to a new and worse hell. 
     “They're not even going to bother feeding well while we're there. You better eat up.” I said looking at Babe, who was seated across from Remy and I. Babe just stared at her food. 
“This is just inhumane.” Babe said. “What kind of a civilization sends humans to die on the sun?” Babe asked, continuously looking down.
“Our system.” Remy replied. “And in the future, it wont be just ten people. It'll move on to hundreds, because this is just an experiment, but soon it'll be protocol, and soon it'll be all of us sharing our last meal on this planet.” 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 4 – THE LAUNCH
 
August 10th, 2145
     Our protective suits were locked inside a section of the spacecraft. The section had us arranged in a circle, and from here; frozen in my suit, I was staring at Babe.
     “Can you hear me?!” I shouted. 
“Barely!” she shouted back. Her voice was faint from within the giant tin-man suits. 
“Got any plans?!' Babe shouted with a laugh.
“Is that supposed to be funny?!” another inmate shouted from the side of me. I could see his heavily tattooed face from his face shell.
     “Lighten up!” yelled one of the other inmates. I looked to the opposite side to see a woman with brownish-red hair. She looked at me. “Now would be a good time to find a sense of humor!” the woman yelled. 
“And why's that?” the agitated inmate yelled back.
“Because it's sounds like the only thing we'll ever need in this situation. It may feel good to laugh a little before we die!”
I couldn't agree with her more!” I shouted.
“Marie!” the red-headed woman shouted.
“Claire!” I replied back.
“What the fuck is this?!” the angry inmate yelled. 
“It's called companionship! That too is also a nice thing to have before we get obliterated by the sun!” Marie said. She looked at me. “T-Bone is a bit of a grouch!” she yelled.
“Fuck you!” T-Bone yelled.
“Love you too!” Marie shouted back.
     “Attention inmates!” a voice blared over a speaker inside of our capsule suits. “This is Sergeant Banuelos of the Territory Police Force. In ten minutes, we will be lifted into orbit and set on our journey to Sonne Graol, your final stop.” the Sgt said.
“What a fucking asshole!” Marie laughed.
“Once in orbit, the noise and clutter that you hear now will diminish and the capsules will produce a very euphoric gas. This will allow each of you to relax upon our decent. Consider it a farewell gift.” he explained. “So sit back, relax and enjoy your last ride.” the intercom clicked out. That was unsettling, and I couldn't help but constantly wonder what I wanted to do before I was to be get burned out of existence. No one will remember me for my hard work or all of the effort I put in to reaching my job as the President's assistant. No one will remember me for my kind personality or just exactly who Claire Dodson was. Nope. From now on, even after I die, that name; that fucking identity that I broke my back building will be forever known as the bitch who killed the President. Soon the conspiracies will began. It'll be another case, and I'll be Lee Harvey Oswald version two. The truth will slowly point itself out, and there will be those who oppose the truth but sooner or later, more and more people will believe that I was innocent and maybe forty years later, they'll re-open my case, and realize the mistake that they had made. Unfortunately I'll be long gone before my name would clear. Shit. There I go again. Pondering out, trying to figure out a positive to this. This long road to the end is shortening and I'm getting tired of trying to think my way out of this.
The space vessel begin to shake. I could feel us beginning to lift off from the ground.
     “Here we go!” I heard Babe shout.
The abrupt rumbling began to fade, and now we were entering the silent travel.
     “Claire right?” said a voice on the side of me. My eyes came upon a young looking man with a bit of black hair drooped across his face.
“Lucas Vant.” he said introducing himself. “I know you. You're the one who shot the President.” 
The other inmate's heads turned, and each of them were now focused on me.
“Oh shit.” Marie said. “You don't look like the murdering type.”
“Listen, can we not talk about the reasons why we're here?” I started. “I think it would just be a lot cooler if we just stay out each others personal lives.”
“Sweetie, you're in a ship with a bunch of murderers.” Marie said. “T-Bone killed a cop and raped three women.”
“You want to be the fourth?!” T-Bone snarled, looking at Marie.
“You're not scaring me. Nothing sounds better than getting a cock slammed in me one last time.” Marie smiled.
“Are they separating genders when we get up there?” asked another voice. I looked over to my far right to see a black woman, who looked to be in her late forties. “I'm kind of against having Charles Manson over there having his way with me.”
“I don't do black bitches.” he growled
“Fuck you!” the black woman yelled.
“No. Fuck you!” T-Bone shouted.
“Sorry to put you out there like that.” Lucas said as the others argued off in the background. “But I believe in what you did. The President was a disease to the territories. His death will bring countless amounts of change. It's sad that we both must die before we witness the dawn of such change.” he explained.
“That's probably the most nicest thing someone has ever said about it. Maybe even the weirdest but thank you.” I smiled. Lucas smiled back.
“You want to take a stab at me motherfucker?!” the black woman continued to argue with T-bone.
“I may not even let you live all ten days. You'll be the only life the sun doesn't claim.” T-bone said angrily.
“Hey!” Marie shouted. T-bone and the black woman looked at Marie. “What's your name?” she asked.
“Aliza.” she said. 
Another inmate broke out in laughter. “No fucking way!”
Everyone turned their attention to the inmate. “Something funny fuckboy?” Aliza asked. 
“Fuckboy?” the man asked. “Now that's a name I don't want to be remembered for.” he started. “Name's Ice and I'm laughing because I'm in shock. I can't believe they got you.” he said.
“Am I missing something?” I asked.
“You guys never heard of her?” Ice asked. “Hackin Aliza. She stabbed her husband with a butcher knife.” Ice said.
“Uh hello. Personal life.” I said.
“Bad marriages?” Marie asked.
“Bad marriages, Bad sex, Good money. All in all, the perfect opportunity to cash in on their life insurance.” Aliza said.
“You were swimming in the loot once you killed them all.” Ice said.
“They fucking busted me when they found the evidence from my first husband's death. Used that to convict me in the rest.” Aliza said bitterly. “But like I said T-Bone, fuck with me and I'll make sure you're next.”
“Alright! Enough!” Marie shouted. “Can we just please get along for just a bit. You guys can duke it out ten minutes before the sun fries us.” 
“What are you in here for Ice?” I said, facing him as best as I could. 
“You ever heard of the Emerald Central Massacre?” Ice asked.
“That shoot-out at the mall. Yeah I remember that.”
“Yeah, that was me.” Ice chuckled. 
“How is that funny? You killed twenty five people.” I said.
“It's funny because if one of the officers wouldn't have shot my trigger hand, I'd be in a grave, and not on this shit.” 
 
December 22nd, 2125
     The Emerald Central Massacre was an event that made me realize what type of fear was needed to make an impact. No matter the message, if you wanted it to spread, enacting a wave of violence was going to get the important people's attention. You'll probably even get some sick fucks to follow you as well. Linda and I held hands at the mall when the massacre took place. Our relationship had grown farther then either of us had expected. Unlike before, how you would find two 14 year old friends hanging out at the mall. Instead, now you would find us, two 16 year lesbians making out at the mall. People had their opinions. We were young, and many frowned upon it but I didn't care. That wasn't the message we were trying to send. Our message was bigger. A message of change. For the leaders of these territories to give us back the control that we deserved. We wandered the areas of the mall, searching for those looking for a savior. A brotherhood that they could be a part of. We didn't reach our radical stage yet, but if I could explain that day in just a few words, I'd say that that day was the birth of it. As I pressed my face harder into Linda's, a loud eruption of gunfire went of and our faces snatched away from each other. Those who walked through the mall, including us began running the opposite way of where we heard the gunshots. I had a hard time absorbing what was going on. I was scared. It couldn't have been my time to die yet. There had to be a way out of this. Those were my thoughts then, while trying to keep my composure in front of Linda. We came to the tiny back entrance, which was cluttered with over three dozen people trying to squeeze out of the mall. I could hear more shots. The sounds were becoming louder. The shooter was getting closer, and the crowd's panic began to grow. I grabbed Linda's hand and cut into a store to the left. We sped into the store bathroom, and hid ourselves in one of the stalls. I started to cry silently, shaking with unimaginable fear. Then I heard it began. The slaughter. I could hear him spraying the crowd with bullets. I could hear the screams of terror, as if the grim reaper was joyfully selecting his ripe souls from the garden of life. I continued to shake fearfully, sweat covering my face. I looked into Linda's eyes, who was holding me tightly. Her beautiful green eyes stared into mine.
     “I love you.” she said, her voice cracking with fear.
“I love you...” before I could tearfully finish, a distinct spray of gunfire became louder, as if it were right next to the bathroom door. I went silent, my hyperventilating echoing through the bathroom. The bathroom door swung open and slammed against the wall. I could hear someone coming. 
“This was it.” I though. The stall swung open and standing before us was an officer, tucking away his pistol.
“We have two in here!” he shouted. 
I wanted to scream and fall into the officer's arms. At this moment, I knew we were safe.
“It's alright ladies. The gunman has been neutralized.” the officer said. “I'm going to get you out of here.” he said extending his hand.
The officer escorted us outside of the mall, where my mother ran to me with a passionate hug. This moment in my life set in place the idea that fear was the main key to spreading a message. It was the key that we needed to spread our message.
 
Present
     “You're fucking joking!” Ice laughed. “You were there when that shit went down!?” 
“Me and my girlfriend.” I said.
“Damn. The bathroom was my next stop. Goddamn cops got to you before I could. Nearly shot my fucking hand off.” Ice said.
“I guess there's a reason why I'm alive today.” I said.
“Yeah. To share the same fate with your would-be murderer.” Lucas said.
“Are you some fucking hippie?” asked another inmate. A black man with distinctive tear drops tattooed on his face. “You don't look like a killer.” he said looking at Lucas.
“I'm sorry. I didn't notice there were more of you in here.” Lucas snapped.
“What the fuck did you say?” Aliza snapped.
“Oh you're funny.” the black man smiled. “You want to know what I'm in here for?”
“Do I really have to guess?” Lucas said with a smile.
“My guys on the outskirts call me Barb.” the black man started. “Earned my name by taking down a few officers around town.”
“How many?” I asked.
“Enough to get me here.” Barb replied
“I'm sorry. I'm missing your point.” Lucas said.
“My point is if you keep being a smart-ass, I'm going to put rip your goddamn face off.” Barb threatened.
“Alright can we just ease up on the tension?” Marie asked. “Let's just finish going around so we can know who's who.”
I looked to the far side to see a gloomy looking woman with short black hair.
“You're the last contestant sweetheart.” Marie said looking at the woman.
The strange looking pale woman raised her head, staring out with her wide eyes. “You all are going to burn in hell as you burn out of life.” she said.
“Okay. You win the weird award.” I said. The woman was shaking and what I could see of her black hair, looked greasy and slimy.
“Judge me if you will, we all share the same fate. We will share death!” she shouted.
“All we wanted was a name freak show.” Marie said.
“Her name is Ellie.” Babe said. “And she shouldn't be here.”
I looked at Babe. “What do you mean?”
“She belongs inside of a mental facility.” Babe said.
“Well the guys in charge saw different.” I said.
“Well enlighten us ginger. What did she do?” Ice asked.
“I purged them. I cleansed their souls!” Ellie screamed.
“Who is she talking about?” I asked.
“Her kids.” Babe replied.
“My spawn were drenched in the blood of false ideology. I had to free all three souls!” 
“Why is she yelling?” Ice commented.
“You killed your three kids?” I asked.
“They were covered by the filth of this realm.” Ellie said.
“We belong here.” Marie said. “We absolutely fucking belong here.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 5 - BALL OF FIRE
 
 
 
February 23rd, 2127
     I was doing my best to get some more sleep before we arrived to the sun blazed prison. Each time I managed to shut my eyes, visions of the corrupt decisions of my past managed to conjure. I recalled me and Linda leading a march through the streets in the heart of the Capitol City. I could see the Territory Officers in front of us, on guard. They held their rifles at the ready and I could see the intensity within them; prepared for one of us to make a violent move. 
“We want change!” I shouted.
“Give us change!” my members shouted.
“As long as you keep this protest a peaceful one, we won't use force!” The lead  enforcement officer shouted. Deep in the back of my mind, I knew this wasn't going to work. We were just another group of people trying to get our voices heard. Those who were there to witness our demonstration would listen for the moment, but those same people would go home and they'd just forget. We had to do something different. Something drastic. Radical. Linda had a gun tucked in her pants, underneath her shirt in case something dramatic was going to happen and my heart was telling me to go for the gun. To whip that motherfucker out and pop some officers in their skulls. However my brain was putting out the logical probabilities of those actions. These assholes would slaughter us at this point, but Linda needed to know. I had to tell her that now was the time to put fear into those that barricade us. I looked at Linda and nodded. She nodded back, and we quickly fell back to the rear of the protest.
“What's wrong?” she asked as those in front of us continued to chant loudly.
“We can't keep doing this. It's not working. No one's going to care about what we have to say at this rate.” I explained to her.
“What do you want me to do? Turn the cult into a militant group?”
“Whatever works Linda.” I replied. I could see her eyes widen. I know she wanted the same thing. She was just too afraid to admit it. They all were.
“Even if everyone agreed to spraying bullets into these fuckers, where would we get the things needed to do so?”
I looked around at the protesters. My cult. If I wanted to lead them correctly, I had to be willing to take a few risks in order to press my ideal into the establishment, and at that moment, a plan had presented itself inside my cold heart and my hardened mind. 
“Give me your gun.” I told her.
“For what?” Linda refused. “This is only for emergencies.”
“Just give me the fucking gun.”
Linda sighed with a bit of frustration.
She pulled it out from the front of her tight jeans and handed it to me.
“Careful.” she said. “It's loaded.”
“I know how to use a gun, thank you.” I said before I walked back towards the front of the cult protest. I held the gun firm, finger lightly against the trigger. I pointed it into the air and pulled the trigger, and the pop rattled my brain, and silenced those behind me. The officers quickly reacted and pointed their rifles at me.
     “Drop the fucking gun!” the officers screamed.
“Are we going to be heard?!” I shouted. “Too many of our loved ones have been lost because of the changes that have been made to this government!” 
“Lady, drop your weapon or we will kill you!” I could hear the intensity in the officers' voices as they screamed at me.
“You would kill me! I haven't hurt anyone but you're all prepared to put down an innocent teenager!” I shouted. “Do it.” I muttered. “Shoot me!”
“What the fuck are you doing?!” Linda shouted to me.
I looked back to see her making her way to the front of the protest and it was at that moment, I felt something sharp fly into my neck. I rubbed my hand against the side of my neck and felt a large, plastic object protruding from my neck. I motioned to pull whatever it was out, but the blue sky went dark and I fell asleep.
Marie was right. We did belong here. Well they did. Then again, maybe I did. Even though I didn't kill the president, my past actions may have presented this karma to me. 
I woke up inside of a jail cell, my eyes peeling open to an officer standing in front of me.
     “Had to get you out of there, those officers were prepared to blow your head off.” the officer said.
“Why didn't they?” I asked, sitting up.
“18 year old girl, killed during a supposedly peaceful protest?” the officer said. “That's just bad publicity.”
“You all should be used to it. Everyone knows about your system's dirty work.” 
The officer smiled which agitated me a bit. “You think the system dirty, corrupted; I say the system is held to a certain degree in which you are to young to even understand and it is my job to protect that system.” he explained. “I'm sorry, I believe we got off to a bad start. Ms. Dodson, I'm Detective Jones and I'm here to convince my colleagues that your actions out there were just a huge mistake.”
“Don't talk to me like I'm some fucking subordinate!” I snapped. “I was completely aware of my actions.”
Officer Jones gave me a frown. “Alright.” he said, turning and sliding open the cell glass wall. “Suit yourself. We'll let you out of here when your attitude decides to change.” he said before he exited the cell and locked the cell glass back into place.
“Prick.” I muttered, watching him walk away. There he went, just like the rest of those brain washed dummies, acting under the corrupted law, assuming that he knew me and what went through my head. They assumed we were going to stay peaceful. They assumed that no drastic action would take place, but as soon as I brought out a change in the base line, panic ensued and our message began to slowly take it's place, that is until they put me down. They assume I had nowhere to go from here. No plans to resume while in their custody but the problem for them was they held way too much confidence in their assumptions. Today would mark another milestone in our cult's history. The day we started to forcefully push our messages into the hearts that run and beat on this flawed and unfair system.
     I could see the sun beginning to set, and my stomach begin to growl loudly. Officer Jones made his way back to my cell, holding a full paper bag. “Hungry?” he asked with a smile.
“No.” I lied, trying to remain as invulnerable as possible.
“That's not what your stomach is saying.” 
“What do you want?”
“I just want a little change of heart.” he said. “Come on, what do you say? Act like a sweetheart, and walk out of her with a bag of goodies.” he teased. “Or stay in there and let your stomach growl until it collapses.”
“I don't need to choose.” I smiled.
“There it is. The first smile I've seen from you.” he laughed.
“I'm going to walk right out of here, and I guarantee you won't be able to do a goddamn thing.” I said with a confident smile stuck on my face.
“You're not walking out of here Dodson.” Jones' said, his smile fading away. He turned and walked to a garbage can that sat near the wall. He held the bag over the can and dropped it in. “I hope you enjoy the taste of your own fucking spit, because that's all you'll be eating until I say so.”  he walked off.
Good. I ticked him off. With that in my satisfaction tank, my wait on Linda to pop up would be that much easier. 
     Night had fell and the cell hall lights flickered on. Walking in front of the cell was Officer Jones and Linda.
“Cold outside?” I asked.
“Not with this on.” Linda smiled. “And it's about to get hot.”
“How was the remainder of the protest?”
“Things simmered down once they took you away, but you made the news.” 
“Now we're getting somewhere.” I said with a massive smile.
     “You're wasting your time and effort.” Jones said. “Your protest did nothing. The system is here to stay.”
“Not if something drastic happens.” 
“News flash Claire! You're locked up!” Jones shouted. “You can't do anything!”
“I can't.” I started. “But she can.”
In the corner of my eye, I could see Linda swing a knife towards Jones' throat. As Linda placed a hold around Jones, he slowly reached for his gun.
“Grab it, and it stab you in the fucking throat.” Linda said lowly.
Linda slowly pulled the gun from Jones' holster and then pointed at him. “Unlock the cell.” she ordered.
“You people have lost your minds.” Jones said, frozen.
Linda fired the gun and a round went through Jones' arm.
“Fuck!” Jones screamed in agony.
“I didn't ask for any other word!” Linda screamed. “The only thing I want to hear is that cell opening!”
“Alright! Alright!” Jones yelled place his hand on the cell glass. The glass slid open, and with a wide smile, I made my way out.
“Get out of here.” Linda said, keeping the gun pointed at Jones.
“They're going to make you a wanted woman.” I said.
“We're all going to be wanted, but we'll deal with it. Get out of here.” Linda said.
“No. I'm staying here.” I decided. “What's next?”
“Get us some toys.” Linda said before she looked back at Jones. “Walk.” She demanded. With his hands up, Officer Jones made his way from the jail cells and into the main offices. As we walked in, the room went into an organized panic, and every officer, whether at a desk or walking around, went for their guns.
     “Pull your guns and I blow this officer's brains out!” Linda shouted. I stood behind her as she kept real close to Jones, keeping the gun pointed at his head. The room stood still, and the officers kept a stare at Linda.
“It's about forty officers in here, and one of you.” Jones said, keeping his hands up. 
“Do you really think I'm alone?” Linda asked.
As she said that, our cult of about fourty members made their way into the station, filling up the offices. 
“If any of you corrupted fucks does anything, I will kill this motherfucker!” Linda shouted. I could feel the intensity in her voice. “Slowly pull your guns from your holsters and drop on the floor!” Linda demanded. The officers in the room did just that, their guns slamming onto the floor. The cult members quickly moved in and grabbed pistols. I made my way to a vacant pistol and pointed mine at a nearby officer. 
“Bag the rest of the guns and move out.” Linda said, and the cult followed, throwing the remaining guns in a black bag.
“Ready to move out?” Linda asked, keeping the gun on Jones.
“Am I?” I said, excited. This was what the movement needed. This was our moment to begin a change in society. To bring back the good, before this system went darker.
“We'll find you easily.” Jones said. “You'll be going down for an array of charges.” 
“What about him?” I asked looking at Linda.
“You want a hostage?” she asked with a smile.
“Oh fuck you!” Jones shouted before I pointed the gun to his head. 
“You stay with us buddy!” I said.
“Let's move out!” Linda shouted, and the cult began to clear out of the station.
     Packed upfront of a hover van was Jones and I, while Linda drove. The vehicle cruised downtown and my eyes were glued to the Emerald State Building. “Stop here!” I shouted. The van stopped.
Linda looked at me. “Why?”
“I have a better idea.” I said, staring up at the top of the building.
The cult remained in the van as Linda, Officer Jones and I made our way inside the state building. We fled to the stairwell and hiked our way to the roof, busting out into the windy top. 
“Move!” I shouted, pointing my gun at Jones, who had his hands up. He then turned around.
“What's your move, threaten to throw me off the roof?” Jones said. “Whatever ransom you ladies receive won't save you from incarceration.”
“Threaten?” I asked, walking closer to him. “You're an example. You're our beacon of fear.” 
“The only example I'm making is how good it's going to feel when all of those officers shoot you two dead.” Jones laughed. “Besides...” he said peeking over the edge. “You're example isn't going to work from up here. No one's going to see me!”
“You're right.” I said, pulling the trigger, popping him in the head. His body jerked back and his body plunged off of the roof. I looked at Linda, who's face was in a state of shock.
“Claire, you just...” 
“I just killed one of the instruments of this corrupted system.” I said.
His body slammed onto a hover vessel below and I smiled as I stared down at his mutilated, broken body. We made it. We were the news. We were so profiled, that the media began naming us. Names like the “The End Cult” or “Death Hounds” and my personal favorite, “Catalysts of The Gen” were making us the talk of the territories. 
 
August 13th, 2145
     “Good morning inmates!” Sgt Banuelos' voice echoed over the speaker. It broke my sleep. “This is your lead escort speaking. Don't and I repeat, don't get too comfortable. We are set to arrive on the surface of the sun in ten minutes!”
His voice was loud and annoying and for the next ten days, I had to hear it. 
     “I wish they would've put windows inside this hunk of metal.” Marie said.
“That would ruin the suspense.” Babe replied.
The ship shook and loud winds could be heard from the outside.
“Sounds pretty intense out there.” I said. I was beyond nervous.
“It'll be all we're hearing when we die.” Ice laughed.
Suddenly the shaking of the ship stopped. The cockpit door opened and Sgt Banuelos entered our quarters. Our suits unlocked and lifted, allowing us to finally step outside the mechanical shells.
“Inmates. We have made it to Sonne Graol. Now if you don't want an early execution, you'll follow me down into the facility.” he explained, and with that, the floor beneath us began to split open, revealing a ladder dropping down into a deep tunnel. Four escorts made there way into the quarters.
“Follow me.” he said climbing down the ladder. I moved next, climbing down the dark tunnel. While slowly keeping my balance upon the ladder, I looked down seeing orange lighting below. I continued down as Marie was climbing down above me.
“Marie, I think it would be important to let you know how much of a nice ass you have.” I joked.
“It is a nice piece of ass isn't it.” Marie laughed.
As we moved closer to the bottom, the ladder was cut off. “What now!?” I asked, seeing no sign of Sgt. Banuelos. Just a glass flooring beneath me, plated over what looked to be a field of flames.
“Drop down!” Sgt Banuelos voice shouted. I let go of the ladder and I dropped onto the floor. As I moved out of the way, my eyes peered upon the large, see-through walls that were surrounded by flames. The facility was a giant space. Like a glamorous, glass mansion with no furniture. I crouched down and knocked on what looked to be the glass floor. 
“This can't be glass.” I said.
“It's not.” Sgt Banuelos said.
I saw the other inmates drop into the structure.
“I assume some of us are going to be cleaning windows.” Babe commented staring astounded at the prison's strange but lavish, interior structure.
“Though it may resemble the appearance and the feel of glass, it's an specially engineered element. Extremely durable.” The Sergeant explained.
“Where are the cells?” Marie asked.
“There are none.” The Sergeant replied.
“So there's no food, and no cells to separate us for obvious reasons.”
“Listen. I know what you've fuck-ups have done. You're all killers. Murderers. So I'm going to have a hard time believing that you guys can't defend yourselves.”
“So it's okay if these guys rape me in the shower?” Aliza asked sarcastically.
“If me or any of the escorts feel that your well-being is in danger, we'll intervene.” Sgt. Banuelos replied. “Water is up there in the ship. Enjoy it, because when day ten hits, it ain't gonna cool you off anymore.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 6 - PSYCHOTICALLY INSPIRED
 
 
 
 
 August 13th, 2145 – Day 1    
     I took my time analyzing the facility. No cells and no boxes of confinement. I assumed the guys in the suits had plenty of confidence in this hell hole. As I entered another corridor, I noticed a few boxes sitting on a table. I walked over to the boxes and peered inside. Sitting inside the boxes were a pile of oranges. I dug my hand in the box and grabbed one, twirling it in my hand.
“Quite the cuisine.” a voice said behind me.
“Food to match the master of our demise?” I said.
“They thought it all out I suppose.”
I brought the orange to my mouth and dug into the outer skin with my front two teeth, cutting a slit into it. I started peeling it.
     “So everyone was getting around with each other, and you never bothered to tell us.” I started.
“Tell you what?” Lucas asked.
“Tell us why you're here.”
Lucas chuckled. I chuckled along.
“Tell us what sick and twisted reason why you're here.” I laughed.
“It's amazing how we can laugh at our crimes.”
“Only thing worth doing when you're scheduled to die.”
“I don't think it's necessary.” Lucas said.
“Come on.” I said. “We have a woman in here who killed her children. It can't get any worse than that.” 
“Oh it can.” Lucas replied. “I'd rather die among people who don't know about the shit I've done.” Lucas said walking off.
What a weird fuck. Everyone here had spilled their beans. What made this motherfucker so different? What the fuck did he do, rape the Pope? As I began picking apart the orange, I started making my way to the restroom, which the walls in here were also transparent. There were no stalls. Just the toilets that sat next to each other as if were going to have a tea party with one another while taking a piss. I came to a mirror and stared at it for a moment. I glared at my reflection. I missed my signature eye liner I wore when I was out and my pink lipstick that made me look somewhat casual, I missed freedom. 
 
October 21st, 2129
      Linda and I now had a golden fucking star on our resumes after the murder of that cop, but that didn't mean we were going to hide. The establishment feared us, but they didn't want to kill us. That would've only helped our cause. If anything, they were going to keep us behind bars for a very long time. Despite how bad the authorities wanted us, we continued our efforts to press fear into the hearts of those who were against us. Maybe the most exciting part of our operations were the initiations. It was also the most crucial part. Rounding up a few young bucks who believed in our message. They clamored to us and lined up to us like young interns, fresh out of high school. Linda and I vacated an abandoned warehouse and we set up shop there, keeping out of sight from the authorities. There, we smuggled the cult hopefuls like drugs across the border and we interviewed them to see if they were bold enough to carry our message. To see if they had what it takes to fight in a war worth fighting instead of keeping quiet. I was able to spot a few who were worthy but a large majority seemed feeble minded. I could tell that these were going to be the ones that would hang out in the back of the crowd while the bigots took shots at the ones standing on the front lines. We poured in 75 newbies. We equipped them and we marched through the streets armed and masked. We were masquerades of a new revolution.
 
 Present – Day 2
     A day down and the feeling in my stomach grew with intensity. I made my way to the restroom and scanned my worn out image in the mirror, looking at my messy, brown hair and my chapped lips which housed my yellow teeth. I spat into my hands and rubbed my eyes. As I opened them, I saw a figure standing behind me. It was Ice.
     “Even in this shit-hole, there's still a men's room on the other side.” I said.
“I know. Even in a shit-hole like this, I gotta get some pussy.” he said as he grabbed my hair and slammed my face into the transparent wall. As I bounced, I felt a sharp pain across my forehead. I hit the floor, feeling warm blood slide on my face. I felt Ice on my back as he began to rip my pants off of me. He slid my panties down my thighs and ventured into me. A violation I never expected to happen. I could feel him, carelessly rummaging through my body for a brief sense of satisfaction. I pondered on the thought of fighting back but I didn't have the strength to get him off, nor keep him off. I decided to let him continue his dirty work on me. I kept my head down and the cut on my head created a pool of blood. The thrusts then stopped. I  then felt the weight of his body release, which I knew he got off, but I didn't move. I played dead like I was being attacked by a bear. I nervously laid stiff, waiting for some kind of remark from the guy, but the next thing I heard was his him walking out of the restroom. Rape and soon-to-be-death. That was the welcoming gift of the shit-hole. Good'ol Sonne Graol. I took a mental pause, just to assess the situation. Raped and bleeding on the bathroom floor. Could be worse I suppose. I could be dead already. Then again that would've been the better alternative. Peacefully going out by lethal injection. I picked myself up and made my way out of the restroom. I didn't bother complaining to Sgt. Banuelos. I felt he really wouldn't have gave a shit. I limped my way through the corridors of the prison. Not sure where Ice had went to hide but before I was to be vaporized by the sun, I vowed I was going to get that fucker back. I continued moping, eying the dancing patterns of the sun through the prison walls. It was amazing that we were able to even look at this phenomenon but thanks to the construction of this place, it was possible. I wasn't a scientist, so I couldn't explain it in my head even if I wanted to. At that moment, I could hear whining coming from somewhere in this area. My curiosity buzzed and I felt there was nothing better for me to do at this point but investigate. I made my way to the source of the sound; a small section of the corridor. Crouched there was Ellie. I was hesitant to talk to her. I wasn't sure if this psycho bitch was going to flip out and snap my neck. I went to a knee next to her.
     “Are you okay?”
“Why do you pester me?!” Ellie screamed. Her eyes were reddened and wide.
“What the hell is your problem lady!?” I snapped back.
“Your souls are lathered in evil. I await your cleansing by keeping to myself.”
“Not the best way to go out.”
“This was not the fate I wished for.” Ellie said, staring out. Her shiny eyeballs peered behind me and stayed staring past me. “This was not the way things should have went.” 
“I don't know. Punishment for murdering your kids sounds pretty fair to me.” I said.
“Of course you would speak up for those spoiled demons.”
“You honestly believe that your children were demons?”
“I don't believe. I know. I could hear them mumble their demonic languages to each other. Their hellish conversations they held. Plotting fire. Prepping for the end of time.” 
“Are you that delusional?” I asked.
“You all may think I'm crazy, but I saw them. I heard them speak to their fellow souls of the underworld.” Ellie said. I looked down at her hands as they started to shake. She had to be serious.
“What happened?” I asked, staring into her cold eyes.
“They were poisoning the only thing that kept my mind running the straight line of sanity and one day suddenly; the line began to curve.” Ellie said. “The line curved so much, that I began to hear whispers in my head. As if God was directing me to take control of my developing insanity.” she explained.
“You're saying God chose you as a messenger?” I asked. “To murder your children?”
“He didn't only choose me. He possessed me. I stood up from my couch and mindlessly went into the kitchen. At this point, I don't even remember grabbing the knife from the counter. What I do remember is digging through their entrails like a blood thirsty worm.”
“How many times did you stab them?”
“I didn't just stab them. I gutted them. I can still see a few images of the bodies being completely ripped open.” A smile suddenly graced Ellie's face. “Stained my new carpet.”
“There's a sense of humor.” I smiled. She looked at me and her smiled quickly faded.
“Listen. There's no reason to hide here. As you can see, based on the severity of our crimes; we're here because they chose us to be here.” I explained. “In other words, we're all sick fucks and we deserve to die.”
Ellie nodded. “So you murdered the president and his family?” Ellie said. “That takes skill.” 
I couldn't believe it. This had to be the first time I was being complemented for killing President Holden, and for the first time, I wanted to take responsibility for it.
“It was a gallant effort.” I laughed. “But you. You're not crazy. Everyone thinks you're crazy.”
“Let them think. I walk my own path. These walls may hold my body, but the fires won't hold my soul.” Ellie said, getting to her feet. I then stood to my feet looking around.
“Maybe we don't have stay here.” I said.  Ellie gave a puzzled look as she glanced at me. “Maybe there may be a way out of here.”
“Look at we're we are. We're on the sun. Escape is impossible.” Ellie laughed. “I thought I was supposed to be the crazy one.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 7 - PLOT
 
 
 
 
Present - Day 6
     The days of isolation didn't take their time and I figured my mind was not going to be anywhere neared prepared given how quickly this was going. I stared at my orange as I sat in one of the corridors. The orange was warm as I clenched it in my hand. I didn't want to eat another orange. The taste had become nauseating and I was sick of walking around with sticky orange juice on my hands. Babe sat next to me, peeling her orange. “I love how they feed us lightly in here.” she said. “Three oranges a day. Who the fuck is that going to feed?”
“It's to keep us from getting sick. Spare the escorts sickness.” I said, keeping a gaze at my orange. 
“They could have just sent us in our own ship. Then again we probably could have hijacked that shit and turned back.” Babe said.
“That's it!” I said, jubilant. This idea that had been going since being told I was coming here, but finally bloomed it's first petal. 
“We take the ship and take it back home.” I said.
“Are you nuts?” Babe asked. “Steal the ship from Banuelos? I'm not sure if you are aware but him and his men came packing heat.”
“Look at us all. We're fucking mass murderers and weirdos. You don't think we're sly enough to pull this off?”
“No. I don't think so.” Babe said doubting my plan. “And what do you mean we? You want all of us to bust out of this place?”
“Whoever is up to join me.” I said.
“Listen, I want to get out of here just as bad as you do but this is a prison break in fucking space, plus...” Babe sighed. “...If we do make it back. Where are we going to go?”
“I have connections. You'll be in good hands.” I assured.
“You ladies better eat that shit up.” Aliza said walking into the corridor. She made her way to the box and grabbed two oranges from the supply box. “Or I'll eat it all. I a rather quick burn than starving to death.”
“I think burning is worse” I said.
“It's quicker. It'll only hurt for a bit but suffocation kicks in really fast.” Aliza replied before she paused for a moment, staring at me. I couldn't figure what her eyes were locked on at the moment.
“You're bleeding.” Aliza said.
“Yeah.” I said nervously, feeling the blood trickle down my face. “I uh...” I couldn't conjure a cover up. I hadn't applied any first aid to the cut from my head so I'm sure it was free to leak a bit each day.
“Yeah. I meant to ask about that.” Babe chimed in.
“Did someone hit you?!” Aliza asked, her voice growing louder.
I wasn't sure what my answer was going to be. I was at a loss.
“Claire.” Aliza said firmly.
“Claire?” Babe called.
“I was raped.” I said, tears falling from my eyes. “In the fucking bathroom.”
“Who was it?” Aliza said, clenching her fists. “Who do I need to fucking kill?!”
“Don't waste your time Aliza.” I said. There was no point for her to pursue him. No point of revenge. Chances are, I wouldn't be alive to enjoy the satisfaction of it. Unless I gotten the fuck out of here.
“We'll all be dead soon. Might as well let him suffer like the rest of us.” Babe commented.
“Maybe we don't all have to die.” I said. Aliza and Babe looked at me. I could feel their curiosity bubbling. “I think there's a way out of here.”
“Not sure if you noticed but we're in a secure facility, located on the sun.” Aliza said. “Even if you somehow got the fuck out of this coop, you'd be caught.” 
“The territories don't miss a beat.” Babe added.
“Not if I have a decent set up for us back on Earth.” I said.
“You're insane.” Aliza threw out. 
“Their biggest mistake was sending people here with the escorts here to observe us, truth is I've been observing them and the only reason there is a ship still here with us is for the purpose of their observation. We need to take advantage of this and we need to do it soon.” I explained. The time for the escorts and the observers to take off from the prison would be soon and if we didn't make haste, an opportunity to get out of here would be non-existent.
“This is crazy talk.” Aliza said.
“It is, but just think of it as a basic prison break, just added variables and complex obstacles.” 
“I love how you simplify things.” Babe laughed.
“Even if somehow we managed to get out of here. Somehow we managed to get back to Earth, they'll track me down. I got nowhere to go.”
“Have you listened to anything I've just said?! That would be the least of your worries if you stay with me. Anyone who stays with me. I can bet my life to that.” I said, a shining shimmer of guarantee gracing my face. 
“Alright.” Aliza said. “I'm in. I have nothing better to do, might as well give this a shot.” 
“What about you Babe?” I asked looking at her wide eyed face. 
“I was in the moment you said escape.” Babe said. 
     Four days left and now it was time to orchestrate a full plan that would flow. That would pull the guys with the guns from the ship that way we could get on. I needed not days but maybe just to few hours to observe these guys one more time and put together the most elaborate, audacious and riskiest prison break ever consecrated. Once back on Earth, I'd be able to focus on exacting revenge.
 
September 9, 2134
     Linda and I were a tag team. We were becoming a matchable foe for those who frowned upon our existence. Our reign over the small city began to cover the territory, spreading our message like a bubonic plague. It wouldn't have been long before the government began to see that we started to target public officials. Death and change was how we were winning the people over whether they liked us or not. Enforcement Chiefs were public enemy number one and we wasted no time swiping those motherfuckers from existence.  Enforcement Chief Kevin Chasney became one of our certified bitches when we snatched him from his office. After a bit of necessary roughness with Chasney, we brought him to a warehouse we inhabited as our headquarters. Janice, one of the newest members swung a right hook to Chasney's face, whom which was tied and taped to a chair; so hard, the chair and Chasney slammed to the floor. I whipped out a pistol and pointed it to his head.
“Welcome to the club Kevin.” I said as his bruised face rose up to look at me. I pulled the chair back upright.
“So it's you. You're the leader of this movement?” he said, forcing a smile. “You're prettier than I was expecting.” 
“Cute, but I don't have a dick to suck.” Linda said.
“You're the fifth one this week.” I said. 
“I know.” Chasney said. He spat blood from his mouth. “You assholes have been slaughtering Chiefs like pigs.”
“Just clearing out the dead weight the establishment doesn't need.”
“Then why am I alive. Am I special?” Chasney asked.
“No.” I shrugged. “I just like to fuck with the Chiefs before I kill them.”
“Wait!” Chasney shouted before I pulled the trigger and blew a round through his head. His head jerked back from the bullet's impact, and him and the chair fell back and collapsed on the floor with a menacing thud.
“That one was shorter than the others.” Linda said.
“I know. Just getting tired. It's late.” I said. My eyes were red and heavy. It had felt like hadn't slept for a few nights. We've spent months creating my ideal of change; reaching into the hearts of the crippled establishment and making our presence known and as the months aged on, we've been reigning with anarchy through the streets. We packed up the warehouse and wrapped up Chasney's body in a large body bag and threw it in the back of a hover van. Afterward Linda and I hopped into our hover and began to cruise on, following the rest of the pack. Linda took the wheel as I sat in the passenger seat. 
“So what now?” Linda asked.
“You expecting extra shit?” I asked.
“We should evolve our means of influence.” 
“Evolve?”
“Take our executions to a different scale.” Linda said. “Let me be in charge for the next set up. Let me devise the meet, and the plan of operation for that night.” 
I didn't see a problem with wanting her to lead for a night. We were at seventy members as of that night and my mind was at a limit giving orders to those who had become loyal to my message. Linda stayed behind my shoulder on each operation; on each march; on each murder. I guess she wanted a say-so on all the action. That was fine. I didn't mind to sit back and watch. All should have went well but it didn't, and that was when things started to change.



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 8 - I WANT OUT
 
 
 
Present – Day 9
     We knew what we needed to do but we had no mental drive of how to initiate this escape. We still had no diversion set and it was already day nine. The escorts maintained their surveillance on us as the final countdown was finally upon approach. I could see them rounding up their equipment and packing the ship. By tomorrow that ship would be long gone, and we'd be victims of the almighty sun.
      “What now?” Babe asked.
“We don't have a distraction.” I said, grinding my teeth. “I think we're fucked.”
“So it's just me, you and Aliza in on this?” 
“Ellie.” I muttered. “Ellie could come with us.”
“That crazy bitch?!”
“Will you shut the fuck up?!”
“How do we know that woman won't fucking kill us on our way back to Earth?”
“She's not as crazy as she seems.”
“How about keep this three woman operation.” Babe said. “We need a swinging dick on this. We need some man power.” She was right. Stealth alone was not going to liberate us. We needed some brawn to dismantle any inconvenient matters that might come along. I could rely on Ice but that bastard raped me in the bathroom, so I'm not going to trust him inside a compact, small ship. Then the idea of asking Lucas came to light. He didn't seem like a bad pick. I turned from Babe and began running through the prison, looking for where Lucas could be. As I came to an ending corridor, there I saw Lucas standing there, staring at the see-through wall.
“Can I talk to you?” I asked.
“Never said you couldn't.” Lucas replied.
“What are you doing?”
“Staring at our demise.” We both glanced at the fiery waves of gas and inferno that encompassed the glass wall. “Tomorrow will be here fast and before we know it, we'll be one with the sun.”
“That sounds really poetic and shitty at the same time.”
“What did you want to talk about?”
“How about not becoming one with the sun.”
“What?”
“I'm talking about escaping and returning to Earth.”
“Oh okay. A jail break.”
“It wouldn't be my first time.”
“Well for someone who has assassinated the President, I'm sure you have a history of getting out of prisons, but not like this.”
“We just need your assistance. Afterward you'll be out of here with us.”
“You really believe you have this all mapped out.”
“Do this with us and you'll be on the path to Earth.”
“Wow.” Lucas said with a smirk, finally turning around to look at me. “If I'd knew someone would be making an attempt to get out of here, I would've made plans.”
“Well start making them.” 
“If we make it out of here, I have a lot of unfinished business I would need to handle.”
              “You knew some bad people?” I leaned against the glass, ready to finally listen to his life story. 
“My sister. I was supposed to see her. She was involved with a bunch of bad people. She tried to get away from them but they tracked her down, found out what she was going to do and killed her.”
“Do you have an idea of who they were?”
“I have an idea.” he said taking off in the opposite direction. I followed him .
“So you're going to help us right?” I asked.
“Sure. I got nothing better to do.”
“Great. I overheard the escorts saying that they were firing up the ship at around noon tomorrow, Earth time.”
“So what do I do?”
“You are the diversion.”
“Diversion?” Lucas stopped walking and looked at me. “Don't fuck me over-”
“I'm not going to fuck you over. I'm not going to leave you here.”
“If I help you do this, I'm on that ship too.”
“I'm not going to leave anyone behind. Babe and Aliza are in on this and the escape can't be fully carried out unless you're providing the distraction.”
“Well these people don't really give a shit about what we do here. I don't know what I'd have to do to catch their attention.”   
“Do you feel like getting your hands dirty?”
“Who am I fighting?”
“Ice.”
“Alright. Simple.” Lucas said with a wide smile.
     The later part of that day spawned normally and I waited anxiously for the next wake up call. Tomorrow we'd be scheduled to die, but the plans were set to change for a few of us. We'd awake for the day and allow the escorts to pack the ship with the appropriate supplies. Fuel, food; the works. Afterward, Lucas' part would play out and he would provide the distraction. The distraction would be enough to pull most of the armed escorts from the loading area, lowering the numbers and giving Aliza, Babe and I the opportunityto take down lesser escorts. Once we've eliminated the escorts and the observers, Lucas will board the ship shortly after and we'll be out of here before the prison's walls give way. 
              
October 21st, 2134
      I laughed to myself. If Linda and I were still on good terms, we'd have a ball talking about this escape. Then again, if she and I were on good terms, I wouldn't have been here in the first place. Our dispute started it's journey when one of our members didn't want to continue with the cult. Her name was Vita Mcdonald and at the time I deemed her weak and after a bit of mentally hounding her, I was prepared to let her go. We had no reason to hurt any members or ex-members, as long as they were not convinced to go to the police about anything. I trusted her but Linda did not. This was a problem, given the fact I put her in charge and natural suggestions for a typical farewell flew out of the damn window. 
     “I can't do this anymore. Where's the ending solution to this?!” Vita shouted. 
“That solution shouldn't be of your concern.” Linda snarled. I stayed silent, abiding to my promise. “Your concern should be making sure you follow our orders.”
“You see?!” Vita shouted, pointing a knife hand at Linda. “This started out as a group to spread true change. We all shared the same ideals. Now, you two are big bad wolves chasing fucking sheep.”
Linda grabbed Vita's wrist with a twist. 
“Don't ever raise your hand to me you worthless shit!” she snapped.
“Fuck you. Your word doesn't count anymore.”
“My word has meant more than your goddamn life.” 
Vita then snatched away her hand. I wasn't too determined to step in. I wanted to see how she handled the situation at hand.
“So you want out?” Linda asked.
“I don't want anything to do with any of you. My daughter is getting bigger and she doesn't need to be exposed to this group that has become more of a shame than a change.”
Linda nodded and before I could show Vita the door, Linda wrapped up Vita in a vicious choke hold, pointing a pistol at Vita's head. 
“How about now bitch?” Linda said with a grin, slowly placing her finger on the trigger. “You want out now?!”
     “Don't fucking do this!” Vita cried.
“Look who's fucking crying?!” Linda laughed.
“My daughter is my everything.”
“If that's true, then why make the decision of leaving the organization responsible for creating a better future for her.”
“Slaughtering people as a method of persuasion is not creating a better future. We were martyrs of truth and change, now we are saints of fear.”
“Fear and death are effective examples of what we stand for. For years we have stood and watch our friends and family become whipped by the very people who are sworn in to protect us. Now it's our time to give that back to them. Show them that they are now our examples.
And now, you will be our example.”
That very second, I knew it was crucial that I'd step in. I wasn't up for an unscheduled execution. That would've have been a bit sloppy in my opinion. 
“Wait!” I interrupted
“Shit Claire!” Linda shouted. “I thought you said you'd let me swing this.”
“Yeah but I came in today with no intent of getting our hands dirty. Especially with one of our own.”
“One of our own? For fuck sake, you heard her. She wants out. So I'm going to show her the way out.”
“Alright.” My voice grew firm. “I'm serious. Don't fucking kill her.”
“She's going to give us all out!”
“If she does, we'll find her and take care of her then.”
My eyes were glued to Linda's. I could see the psychotic stare in her eyes. An eager, blank gaze that told me that her emotions had attenuated and now she had a drive for fear. In the next immediate second, the gun went off, sending a splash of brain matter and blood showering upon me and a few other members. As Vita's body went to the floor, I gripped Linda by her collar and slammed her against a wall.
“What the fuck?!” I shouted.
“She deserved it. That bitch fucking deserved it!” Linda yelled.
“This isn't how we work. We are not supposed to be sloppy!”
“She had it coming. Just like anyone else who decides they want out!” Linda shouted, looking at the rest of the cult members. “I'll be glad to show you the door too.”
 
Present - Day 10
     From that moment, the realization of me not wanting to be involved with Linda's desire for authority had hit me fast, and I even made an attempt to figure out how I was going to turn myself in without getting my head blown off by a pissed off enforcement chief. They could have but they didn't, and maybe I would have been better off dead, than feeling as nervous as I was at this moment. Day ten was here and it was time to execute. I made my way to the unloading area, where the ship was docked, locking eyes with a few of the observers and a handful of escorts. I moped in watching the personnel pack their equipment.
     “Made amends with the devil?” Banuelos said, coming up to me.
“Yeah. He's got one hell of a room mate coming his way.” I smirked. “No but actually I was hoping you'd give me a ride back home.”
Banuelos pointed at me with a wide grin. “You're funny.”
“I have to have a sense of humor at times like these.” I laughed. “I'll send you a post card.”
Banuelos laughed and continued loading equipment into the small ship hatch. 
Something was wrong. There should have been a distress alert already. Lucas and Ice should have already been going at it. Something was wrong and I needed to get to the bottom of it before we missed our only chance for survival. I about faced and sprinted back down the corridor and before the search party could began, grunts and shouts began to become audible. I followed the sound to find two men viciously grappling each other, savagely slamming each other against to the lucid walls. Ice was landing powerful right hand shots to Lucas' face, busting his nose and Lucas attempted to weaken his assault by ramming him against the walls. Murphy's fucking law, every time. I ran forward and shoved  Ice back from Lucas.
     “I'm gonna bite that little pussy before this is over!” he shouted, charging at me. Before he could touch me, Lucas thrust kicked the asshole, sending him off of his feet. Ice rolled quickly and climbed back to his feet.  As he and Lucas got back into it, whipping each other down the corridors, I tensely followed along. I wasn't sure what more I could have done, but Ice needed to be taken out, and those escorts needed to be down here now. Ice tossed a strong left hand, slamming Lucas in the jaw before Lucas retaliated with a shoulder toss, planting Ice on the floor. The two continued their brawl, wandering into an area that I've yet to see before. My mind jumped from the brawl between Lucas and Ice, and focused on the room. Camera feeds of each section of the prison were set up here. Temperature regulators, and engine watch screens were everywhere. It had hit me. We were where we truly needed to be. The control room. A loud kick to Ice's jaw snapped me back to reality and as my observation returned back to Lucas, Ice was a bloody mess on the floor, unconscious. 
“Thanks for the help.” Lucas said, wiping a bit of blood from his nose.
“I try when I can.” I said, wandering the room. I made my way to a computer that had information on each of us prisoners. Most likely information they could use as observation data to report once they were back on Earth. Next to the computer was a small lever. The only lever in the entire control room. I realize it was the only lever that mattered at this point. The lever that would speed up what I needed to happen, but also speed up the time I needed to get the fuck out of here. At this point, time was no longer an associate and I had to abuse it.
     “We need to get out of here, before we get the attention we don't need.” Lucas warned.
“This is the attention that we need.” I said gripping the lever. “Get ready to haul ass.”
“What are you doing?”
“Getting us out of here now.”
I pulled the the heavy lever, and as that action took place, a loud alarm went off. I could hear machinery clicking amongst the alarm.
“What did you just do?” Lucas asked.
“Let's go!” I said taking off.
Lucas and I wasted no time sprinting through the prison. We kept in mind each and every second that passed by. Each minute that ticked on was acknowledged due to the fact that the countdown to annihilation had begun and there was no more time for stalling. It was either board that ship, or die. My eyes stared down the clear path that we had yet to run and before my excitement could bask in it's world of fantasy; I was tackled off of my feet and at that point, reality had set in. On the floor, it felt like all of my energy was knocked right out of me and mounted above me was an escort. As they flipped me over to try and detain me, I realized that there were a good group of escorts restraining Lucas. Among them was Banuelos.
     “You just set an early funeral for yourselves!” Banuelos chanted. “I was waiting for someone to fuck up.”
As soon as he said that, Lucas broke free and took down the escorts who were attempting to restrain him. He then went for Banuelos with a kick to the chest, planting him on the ground.
With the escorts handling me distracted, I quickly sprawled to my feet and knocked them both on their asses. I pulled a blade from one the escort's belts and jammed it into one of their necks. 
Banuelos got up in a stance ready to square off with Lucas.
     “Time is up.” I heard him say. 
As much of a fighter Lucas was, we truly had no time for this. I ripped the blade from the dead escort's throat, and ran toward Banuelos, hopping onto his back and stabbing him in the neck. Blood spurted out as the large man went to his knees. He finally planted face first onto the floor with a pool of blood forming under his neck.
     “Let's go!” I said and before we knew it, we were on our way to the ship docking area.
“It's gonna take a bit for us to get that ship to take off.” Lucas said, almost out of breath.
“Don't sweat it.” I said, continuing our journey through the corridors. “Easy day.”
As we came into the docking area, there were bodies laid out in the room. Bodies of the observers and a few escorts. That only told me that Aliza and Babe had taken control and were already on the ship. We made our way to the under hatch.
“Ladies first.” Lucas said.
“Well thank you kind gentleman.” I smiled, climbing into the ship. 
I looked down to extend my arm, and before I knew it, a figure had tackled Lucas away.  We had to get out of here, but there was no way I was leaving him behind. I turned around and walked up to the command center of the ship, where Aliza and Babe were standing. 
“Where's Lucas?” Aliza asked.
“I got that covered. Let's just fire this bitch up.” I said.
I entered the correct prompts into the command dash which powered the ship's engine. We were ready to lift off, but definitely not without our biggest asset. 
     “Keep this baby running!” I ordered, taking off back to the loading hatch. I dropped down back into the prison loading dock to find Ice and Lucas trading blows. The alarm was still going off and I was aware that at any second now, the walls were going to drop and all things in the facility would be consumed by the sun. I ran up and hopped onto Ice's back and wrapped my arm around the fucker's neck. Ice straightened himself, and rammed me into the wall. He pulled forward and slammed me again, completely knocking the air out of me. My grip on him released and I dropped to the floor. As I tried to regained my composure, Ice struck me viciously with a kick to my jaw, knocking me flat to the floor. My vision was blurred but I could still see Ice standing over me and then I saw Lucas running up behind Ice. As my vision slowly returned, my eyes gazed upon Lucas gripping Ice by his neck and head.
“You forgot about me bitch.” he said as he twisted and snapped Ice's neck. Ice's body fell next to me and Lucas lifted me up. He hoisted me up into the loading hatch and he climbed in after me. 
“Shut the hatch!” he yelled and with that command, the hatch rotated shut.
“Take off!” I said, still a bit disorientated and with that, the ship rumbled and I could feel the force of the ship lifting off and moving out from it's stationary position. We had did it. We created the greatest prison escape in the history of mankind and with small tweaks and  flaws, we executed, avoided execution.



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 9 - EXILE
 
              
 
 
 
August 23rd, 2145
     “We fucked them!” Babe laughed. She screamed triumphantly while the ship we stole rumbled it's way through the sun's atmosphere. “We fucked them good!”
“I can't believe that worked.” Aliza said.
“Was there an ounce of doubt in that murderous brain of yours?” I laughed.
“Oh yeah. I was pretty sure we were gonna fucking die.”
“So now what?” Lucas asked. 
I entered a command into the entry prompt of the ship, which set it on an auto-pilot course to Earth. 
“So I'm calling the first place we're going to eat at.” Babe said.
“Yeah right. I'm pretty sure I got that call!”I laughed.
“Hopefully there's some change of clothes in this thing.” Babe said, leaving the command center area. 
“Yeah, I'm sick of these shitty clothes.” Aliza said following Babe.
Lucas silently followed and that left me to lounge in the command center. I basked triumphantly within a web of my apparent success, dreaming of the opportunities I had waiting for me on the blue planet. Something else to eat besides space tube food, and goddamn oranges or how about the sight of other people besides some crazy ass inmates. Or how about the chance of getting back at Linda. Pure retribution for getting me set up and sent out to this hell. It should have been her sitting in that fucking place waiting to be cooked alive. Who knows if she would've made it out of here alive. I doubted it. Linda wasn't as organized as me. She was sloppy and UN-calculated, but she was insane and controlling and that sense of control was truly revealed shortly after the death of Vita.
 
October 22, 2134
     The group began loading weaponry inside vehicles outside of our warehouse hideout. I stared at our crew as they worked out tonight's load. Most of them were young, goal-less drop outs. They had no further influences. We were their leaders and they were ready to do anything for us, whether it was right or wrong. After the unnecessary slaying of Vita though, I was ready to throw this all away and disband this whole thing. I had become ready to run away to a new land and live a new life. I was hoping that Linda would be ready to join me but that was definitely not the case. Linda was consumed with power and her intent at that point was the complete opposite of mine, but it was important that I talked to her so that I kept my hopes up.
     “Can I talk to you in private?” I asked. Linda seemed a bit concerned as she had a questionable look on her face. We made our way to the back of the warehouse. It was a deserted area and it was perfect, so that I could elaborate on a subject in this matter.
     “What's wrong Claire?” she asked. 
I was hesitant. A part of me felt that she'd be all in this. She'd be ready to drop all responsibilities and run away with me to a new land. To self-exile ourselves to a domain of opportunity. 
“Maybe it's time that we give this up.” The moment I said that, the other part of me began to push. The other part of me felt that she'd be caught in a web of outrage and disbelief. That maybe she was a bit too attached to this new found power. This position of self-righteous authority. No matter how much I tried to reason the sides within those mere seconds, my heart was telling me that the side nudging me was going to be right. 
     “What are talking about?” she asked.
“This cult or whatever we want to call it. Maybe we should just free the minds of these kids; take our worries and get out of here.”
“Why would I want to do that?”
“What if we we're to get caught?” I asked. “All of this would have went to nothing.”
“Are you mad?!” she asked. “Look at what we've created and now you want to pussy out of this?!”
“I'm not cowering Linda. I just want you to run away with me. Let's allow ourselves to get a fresh start.”
“We don't need a start. This is still the beginning and we are on the way to a massive change.”
“Something tells me that nothing is really changing.”
I could feel the shift in Linda's state of emotion. Her eye twitched a bit as she stared at me and as I attempted to predict what she was going to say next. A grin appeared on her face.
“So what are we going to do?” she asked. “Run away and wait for those fuck heads to eventually catch us?”
“Then you know what? I'll just go.” I snapped.
Before I could turn around and leave, Linda gripped my jaw and slammed me against the nearest wall. She glared into my eyes. “Go where?”
“What the fuck are you doing?”
“I won't kill you.” Linda then wrapped her hand around my neck. “But once you leave, you are not to come back. Leave the territories.”
     I took the message clearly. I tucked my tail and ran off as quickly as possible. I was afraid of the monster that Linda had become. I was completely indecisive of everything that was going on and now I was distraught that woman that I had fallen in love with had decided to abandon me. Or was she angry that I had actually had abandoned her...
 
Present 
     My mind wandered while I stared out into space, thinking about what was next once we had reached Earth. I heard footsteps growing louder from the back. As I looked behind me at the entrance, I saw Aliza sporting a change of clothes. She was wearing black tactical gear that must have been left behind from the escorts.
     “I think we're ready.” she said. “I'm ready to go back home.”
As she said that, I saw a blade rip out through her neck, squirting blood onto the nearby wall. A figure pushed Aliza to the floor and then stepped forward into the command center. It was Lucas, holding the large and bloody sharp instrument.
“Lucas what the hell?!” I said wide eyed, staring at Aliza's body, laying in a pool of blood.
“Just losing the dead weight on the ship.” he said with a smile.
“Whatever it is that's going on in that brain of yours, snap out of it.” I said. “We're trying to get us back home. That was the goal.”
“I'm sane Claire. I'm fully aware of everything that's been going on.”  he explained. “It took me a minute but on the way here I mapped it out pretty easily. I managed to map out exactly who you were. Do you remember my sister, Vita?”
“That was your sister?”
“Oh so it does ring a bell?!”
“Listen. She was supposed to live no matter what her decision was. My partner over reacted.”
“Oh I know your partner. Once I kill everyone else on this ship, I'll be making my way to her.”
“There's no need to kill anyone else. Let me assure you that you and I have the same objective.”
“I don't think so. Unless you were planning on killing yourself.”
Lucas lunged at me with the blade, attempting to stab me. I gripped his wrist and sent a push kick to his chest and with a swift side kick, I knocked the blade from his grasp. I watched as the blade slid across the way and past the entrance walk-way. I went for a backhand, aiming at Lucas' pretty face but he slapped my arm down and gripped me aggressively by the neck and jaw. A position that was all too familiar, I became annoyed and then suddenly in pain as he slammed me head first into a nearby steel wall. My vision went into a blur and Lucas didn't take his time to launch his fist across my face. The attack rattled my jaw, and in an instant I was tasting blood. He attacked again, and this time it felt harder, his fist a lot firmer. The shock of the hit pasted to me to the floor and now there I was crawling for my life, as this mad man with a thirst for revenge was kicking my ass. 
     “Babe!” I screamed.
“No use. I put her out of consciousness for a good while so you won't be hearing from her for a while.” Lucas laughed. I was sore and I couldn't see straight, but I was not ready to accept the fact that after all of this work I've put into escaping hell, I was going to be killed by someone I helped escaped. To be betrayed while being so damn close. Lucas stood over me and dropped his knee into my chest with powerful authority. He then wrapped his large hand around my neck and he began to squeeze.
     “I don't really care what happened between the two of you, but you can duke it out in the pits of hell.” Lucas said, pressing down harder.
“Not before we see you there first.” said a voice from behind Lucas before a figure standing behind Lucas reached around his neck and wrenched with a twisting jerk. My blurred vision wasn't able to make out who was standing there but it couldn't have been Babe. Unless Lucas was bluffing about knocking her unconscious. Then again, the figure was maybe just a bit too thin to have been Babe. The figure whipped out something sharp and rammed it into Lucas' neck ensuing a nasty over-kill. Lucas' body was then slammed to the floor. The figure stood over me, extending their hand. My vision began to return and in the next few seconds, I started to realize who that figure was standing over me.
     “I wasn't sure if I was included on your list, but looks like you ladies needed me.” Ellie said.



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 10 - WELCOME HOME
 
              
 
 
 
November 1st, 2134
     Once I was given the permission to ditch the cult, I wandered hopelessly through the territory regions daily. It was at that point, I lacked any goals and I had no destination. Must have been how it was so easy for me to get apprehended. They finally found me walking the streets, and I was so easily recognizable. They slammed me savagely on the ground as they cuffed me and threw me in the back of a hover vehicle. The ride was a lengthy one, and at this point; I had no mind of what was in store for me. A sack was thrown over my head before I was able to get a glimpse of where I was. I felt the grip of two men carrying me inside of an air conditioned interior. I heard the radios and numerous conversations that were ongoing within the building. The men carrying me made some turns and I could hear a large door opening and as they pulled me in, the area became colder. The amount of talking had lowered and after I heard another door open, it had quickly slammed shut; and I was set down roughly in a chair. The sack was lifted from my head and to my surprise, sitting in front of me was President Holden.
     “I've heard a lot about you.” he said.
“Shouldn't I be in a jail somewhere, awaiting a life sentence?” I asked with a dumbfounded look.
“Actually, you may be up for the death penalty, based on your resume.”
“Okay. So in that case, why am I here talking to you? Because if I'm up for the Nobel Peace Prize, believe me when I say, I'm flattered.”
President Holden stood up from his seat. “We managed get an eye on you recently and became curious when we started finding you walking the streets alone.”
“It's been a rough few days.”
“Let's cut the shit. Are you currently affiliated with the terrorist group led by Linda Samson?”
“Why should I tell you anything?”
“Your future in this world depends on what you're willing to say.”
“Okay. Alright. I guess I really don't have a reason to hide shit anymore since I'm already out.”
     It was from there, I delivered everything to them. Hideouts, member names. You name it. In exchange for me being a hopeless snitch, The President granted me my freedom, but under his watchful eye as he made me his assistant, and among many titles that went under that job, I was to handle duties within the interior of the President's home. The more I got to know him, the more became evident that this man was ridiculously intelligent and he strategically mapped out a plan that would save my ass in case things were to go terribly wrong while was there.
 
September 3rd, 2145
     “Estimated time to destination, two hours.” the ship A.I. read out loud as I was nursing the wound on the side of Babe's head. She had a massive laceration that bled badly down the side of her face. It looked as if her head was knocked against a wall, similar to my recent brawl.
     “I probably have brain damage.” Babe said.
“You're lucky to be alive.”
“We're lucky Ellie was able to get on here.”
“I started to believe you were going to be able to get on here. I could hear what was to come.” Ellie said in a very eerie voice. 
“Well can you hear what is to await us when we get back on Earth?” I asked.
“No.” Ellie said. “Let me know where and when we're landing.” Ellie then walked out of the command center.
     The final hours had come through and we were making passage through the Earth's atmosphere. I could see us approaching the land of the United Territories. The ship was on approach for that land and I had no fucking clue on how to land this thing. It was time for us to brace. 
     “Brace for landing!” I shouted, fearing how much rattle we were preparing to endure.
My stomach felt like it was rising to my chest and I began to tremble, while trying to push up against the wall. My intuition prompted me to believe that this landing was going to hurt.
We soared over a city construction and now we were headed for another building. The ship rumbled as we collided and smashed through the building. The impact alarms were blaring madly as the three of us held on for dear life, afraid of being tossed around the command center like a boneless rag doll. As the ship crashed through and out of the building, we slammed into the populated city streets. As we clanked through the main avenue, the wrecked ship finally came to it's halt and we quickly vacated the space craft. A lot of people were going to come to this ship, and a select amount of people were going to recognize this ship and come for me. At that point, I was ready for anything.
     The girls followed me from the central town area and into the distant out skirts of town. The journey brought us to a small house, deep within a heavily brushed forest.
“What the hell is this place?” Babe asked, cooking up a good sweat on her forehead.
I looked back at Ellie and her, who looked to be out of breath as they continued to keep pace.
“This is home.” I said, flipping up the door mat and grabbing an old silver key. I stuck the key in the door and shimmied the door open. 
“Come in.” I said, walking into the dimmed down home. The girls followed me into a darkened kitchen. I flicked on the lights to illuminate the kitchen, showing the lavish dining set and fancy kitchen environment.
     “When was the last time you were in this place?” Ellie asked
“Obviously a few months.” I replied
“Who's been funding the power to the place?”
“I have resources.” I said going into the refrigerator. I pulled me a bottle of water and took a seat in one of the chairs at the table.
“So now what?” Ellie asked. “We remain here until we grow old?”
“No. I have some loose ends that need to be tied up.”
“You mean illegal loose ends?”
“You wouldn't understand.” I said.
“We escape a sun stationed prison, I think it's important that we know why you want to put your freedom at risk again.”
I paused for a moment. Maybe it was time to let the two in on my intentions for such a desperate escape. 
“I didn't kill the President.” I said.
“I think it's too late for that.” Ellie said.
“I'm serious. I was framed for President's Holden's death and the people that set me up, I have to find them.”
“So this whole escape has been about a plot for revenge?”
“I just threw out the idea. You came along. Now that you're here, you can stay here or you can do this with me.”
Ellie stared out the window, tapping her fingers on the table while Babe rested her hand on her forehead. 
     “Well I got nothing better to do.” Babe said.
“And what happens if we get caught?” Ellie asked. “I don't wish to be sent back to the sun.”
“I can promise you that neither of us will be caught.” I assured.
“How?”
“You both are going to have to trust me. In the end, everything will make sense.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 11 - VANDALS
 
 
 
September 5th, 2145
     “All of these resources, and yet we don't have a vehicle.” Babe said as we set up position at an abandoned warehouse.
“In good time.” I said, scanning the front entrance, which was old and worn out. With just a push of a finger, the door creaked open, shining light into the large and uninhabited warehouse. Foul smelling and old, the place still retained it's original look as I remembered.
“Why are we here? There's no one here.” Babe said.
“Something is here. I sense great energy.” Ellie replied.
“I hope you two are seeing what I'm seeing.” Babe said, her voice growing with frustration.
“She's right. This place is not completely empty.” I said looking around. “Linda wouldn't just abandon this place. I know that woman too well.”
I scanned the place. Each detail. Each crack and crevice on the walls. The corners on the floors. She's had enough time to get a few decent upgrades for this place as well as any new places she may have inhabited during my time away.
I looked across the room to see Babe hopelessly moping around the area. I could see Ellie rubbing her hands against the walls.
     “There's great energy behind and beneath these walls.” 
“Can someone tell psychic girl to chill out with the paranormal crap.” 
“She's right.” I said, realizing that this level was a cover up. I turned around and pressed up against the wall. The wall hissed and steam sprayed from beneath the wall. The wall slid and an elevator was revealed. I quickly approached the door and it opened, revealing a small compartment.
     “Let's go ladies!” I said stepping in. Babe and Ellie entered and the doors closed. The elevator capsule didn't move and a touchscreen command panel appeared on the door, cuing for a four digit access code.
              “Any idea what that could be?” Babe asked.
“Easy.” I said entering “7287” into the command prompt. The capsule rattled and I felt us descending through the capsule tunnel.
“What's that?” Ellie asked.
“Parts of my birthday.” I said with a smile. “Guess she still has a thing for me.”
     “I hope you two don't end up munching on each other carpets in the end.” Babe said as I started chuckling. 
The capsule stopped.
     “Armory.” said a computerized voice. The doors opened revealing a large room, jam packed with weapons and equipment. 
“Take what you want but make it fast.” I said stepping into an area that contained shelves of demolition equipment. I pulled down the black demolition boxes, that had time clocks installed into them. I placed four on the floor and set a twelve minute timer on each of them. I then stood up and pulled a large black duffel bag from one of the shelves. I loaded an array of weaponry into the bag and zipped it up, hoisting the bag strap around my shoulder. 
     “Are you ladies ready?” I said looking at Babe and Ellie who was sporting tactical gear and had full bags of their own. 
“I hope we're not walking back.” Babe said.
“I'm smarter than that.” I said starting the timers on the bombs, as the ladies filled the elevator capsule. With the bombs set, I scurried into the elevator and entered the access code again. I then operated the capsule to go to an underground garage. The elevator made it's way and stopped on the pursued level. The doors opened and we stepped out into a massive garage full of specially mechanized hover vehicles, quite possibly all stolen. We made our way scanning the variety of assault hover units that sat organized in the garage and then one caught my eye. Heavily plated in vehicular armor and equipped with heavy machine guns on the tops and sides of the vehicle, this monstrous transport was definitely what we needed to get around.
      “Get in that one.” I said, pointing to the prodigious hover truck. We boarded the truck, and I fired the fucker up, blasting a mechanical bellow through the garage. I hit an activation key to reveal a ramp to the surface. The vehicle lifted higher and soared through the ramp. We moved through a dark tunnel for maybe about five minutes before sunlight kissed our faces through the windows and we were out in the territory traffic. It's been a while since I seen the busy rush hour of this territory. It was beautiful. The majestic mass of machinery gliding through the air fascinated me for the first time in my life. I glanced in the rear view mirror to see the glow in Ellie's gaze. Her eyes gleamed and a smile was lightly forming. Babe sat in the passenger seat, examining one the pistols she had collected from Linda's armory. 
There was a loud explosion. I felt the vehicle rattle a bit. Those bombs may have packed a bit more punch than expected. I jerked the throttle and moved this hover truck through a tight line-up of hover vehicles and circled a few towers before reaching the highest point of the area. As my comfort began to sit well within my body, an alert message flashed up on the window. 
     “Oh fuck!” Babe shouted.
I looked into the rear view to see a small missile coming up behind us.
“Hang on!” I said, jerking the controls left. The hover truck spun left and the missile sped past us, colliding with another vehicle. We blew through the blaze and as I looked back, I could see a convoy of hover vehicles on our asses.
“They're fucking pissed I'm sure!” Babe shouted, stressed.
“Don't freak out!” I said watching men hang out the windows of their hover vehicles with weapons. They opened fire happily, spraying gunfire our way. I didn't worried too much thanks to the vehicle's protective coat but eventually it was definitely due to wear off.
   “How do we control the guns on this thing?!” Ellie shouted in a panicked state. I guided my fingers past an array of switches and had my eye on the one I believed activated the defense system. 
      “Babe, take the wheel.” I said, getting up to switch seats. Telling by the set up of the interior of this vehicle, I calculated what that back seat area was actually intended for. Babe and I switched seats and I sat in what I identified as the turret seat.
“Flip the red switch!” I ordered, feeling like Captain of a ship. I watched Babe's finger flip the switch and an alarm went off and a shield surrounded the turret seat. The turret seat that I occupied lowered and hung beneath the hover truck, exposing me to the outside of the truck and the pursuers behind us. Two machine gun turrets occupied my left and right and I had the gun controls at my fingertips. My fingers tingled and my chest inflated with excitement. I exhaled greatly, and pulled the triggers, lighting up the hover vehicles. Two of the hover vehicles hurdled out of control and smashed into a tall building with a rippling explosion. It was satisfying knowing Babe was able to drive this thing straight, because my sights were straight. I let the turrets cool off and once again I began to spray rounds into the group of motor floaters, flooding bullets into them like water to a sponge. A masked gunman hung out of a vehicle window with half of his body pointing a long rifle. A gunshot went off, clapping against the virtual energy shield that surrounded me. More shots went off, some penetrating the shields. The turrets then exploded and began smoking and each time I tried pulling the trigger, the guns jammed.
     “Fuck!” I said flicking back the switch which pulled the turret back into the hover truck. 
“What happened?” Ellie asked, seated in the back seat. 
“They shot out the turrets. The van defenses are down!” I said, frustrated. I looked at Babe, who was head start on piloting this hover truck through the rough traffic. 
“Let's use what we got!” I said unzipping the duffel bag and pulling out two automatic pistols. I climbed out of the vehicles window, and clung my way to the top of the floater. Atop the moving vehicle, I was afraid of the height, but I couldn't allow that to stop me from taking down the fuckers behind us. I pointed the guns at the vehicles and opened fire, nailing two drivers through their windshields; sending their vehicles spinning out of control and crashing elsewhere. 
     “Fuck!” I heard Babe scream. That utterance enabled me to turn my attention to the direction we were headed. I turned to see a massive vehicle crossing in front of us. In that split second, I had to make a conscious decision of getting crushed by this behemoth of a floater or taking a leap of faith and hoping I was to land on something soft. The leap was my next option and I didn't waste another moment in thought. I dived off of the top of the hover truck, slipping beneath the vehicles that were pursuing us. My stomach felt like it was floating into my throat and the rush of the fall bent my body back like the curve of a fucking boomerang. Then my eyes widened with the sight of one of Linda's fuck heads, pursuing me, mid fall. I flipped my body to face the fall, and before I could brace for any type of impact, our hover truck swooped right under me, catching me and  I clapped my face flat against the steel top of the floater. 
     “Get in here!” Babe screamed. 
I crawled my way back into the vehicle seeing a stunned Ellie. 
“What the fuck was that?” Ellie asked, staring at me with wide eyes.
“It's called being a bad ass.” I said.
“It's called almost getting killed.” Babe said. “I didn't think I'd be able to make a catch like that being my first day behind the wheel.”
I peered out the back window to see the vehicles still on our backs. I then moved to the front next to Babe, sighting the area that we were. This was it. At this very moment, I knew that this was the place we needed to be. 
“Take us down here.” I commanded.
Babe moved us down ground level and we made our way behind a low level casino. 
“Let's go!” I said hopping out of the truck. The ladies followed me inside of the crowded casino, as we attempted to lose Linda's crew inside the mass of gambling swine. I shoved my way through the elderly slot machine fanatics. Through the old men in suits that had a young naive, pair of tits on their arms. I kept looking back expecting to see a face I have not seen in awhile. Expecting to see the woman who was once the love of my life. I expected to see her angry scowl, jostling through the crowd with a gun held tightly in her hand. It didn't matter what fire power she had, because right now she was about to get what was coming to her. This bitch was about to get fucked harder than a broom stick in her snatch.
A blast of gunfire erupted through the casino, sending the mass crowd in a panicked craze. The assemblage of casino customers hit the floor, leaving my trio standing and as I focused on the ones that pursued us, Linda led the large group of armed men and women. She walked towards us, firmly pointing her pistols. Her crew pointed their weapons as well while a few of them formed a circle around the casino floor, surrounding us tightly.
“Three of you. Twenty five of us.” She said.
“I wasn't expecting a welcoming committee.” I smiled. “There's no need to be hostile.”
“I can't believe you're fucking us. Blowing up our warehouse. That takes balls.”
“For the longest I've had the bigger balls.”
“I heard they sent you to be executed.”
“That was the plan.”
“How did you escape?”
“Grabbed a few pals and got out. Ran into some trouble as result from one of your bad decisions but we pulled out of that too and now here we are, listening to you talk about getting fucked over.”
“I gave you the opportunity to leave and what did I find?”
“You found me living my life.”
“No!” Linda shouted and suddenly the mood in the room drastically shifted. “I found you being the bitch of the very person we vowed together to take down. Once I saw that, I felt it was just time to stop stabbing at the body and move to cutting off of the head.”
“And frame me in the process.”
“Why kill you when you could just stand in place for me.”
“Just like old times.” I smiled.
“So what are we going to do now?” Linda asked. “Get the police here. Blame this whole fiasco on you and your fuck buddies.”
“There's no need to get the police.” I said, the smile not leaving my face.
“FREEZE!” A scream echoed from the crowd and a mass of undercover officers stood from the crowd, raising pistols; overpowering Linda's numbers. Linda and her crew dropped their weapons. Linda stood still.
“What the fuck is this?”
“A very long story.” I said. I looked at Babe and Ellie, who slowly raised their arms. “Relax.” 
The officers moved in and cuffed Linda as well as her crew. 
“It's a lot to explain but take into account that I've been ahead of you from the start Linda.” I said pulling a badge from the inside of my bra. I held it up proudly. “From the very fucking beginning.”



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 12 - THE TRUTH
 
 
 
 
 
Present
     I walked through the doors of the maximum security center and made my way toward the installation's interrogation room. I busted into the room to see Linda, seated at a table with her hands behind her back. I stopped and looked at the officers who had escorted me.
     “Can we talk alone?” I requested. The officers nodded and left the over sized room for making inmates shit their fucking pants while in conversation. I made my way to the seat across from Linda and sat down, looking into her maddened eyes.  
     “You look different in a red jumpsuit.” I said.
“It's the latest and greatest when you're locked up.”
“I really feel it's necessary to say that this is where you need to be. That this is where you deserve to be.”
“Go ahead. Kick me while I'm down. I can take it.”
“I wanted to run away with you but you refused. What you did next was unacceptable?”
“I did you a favor by not killing you.”
“And you fucked yourself by not killing me.” I said. “When I left, President Holden took me in. Made me his assistant based on the position that I was in. Holden was smart though. When I told him that you were the top priority target, he instantly came up with a plan.
A plan that predicted your next move. Over the course of a few years, President Holden set me up with intense training to turn me into an undercover agent and a personal guard for him.” I explained.
      “You did a really shitty job at being his guard.”
“Yeah. You got us on a bad day. But offing his wife and kid; ballsy. No matter what way you did it, not killing me was where you went wrong.”
I stopped talking for a moment, and locked my eyes onto Linda's mouth for a moment.
     “Janice your new pussy?”
 
February 15th, 2145 
     Janice was the one who muscled me in place where the President and his family was killed. They kept their hands off of me. They made sure there were no bruises on me as they tossed me near the dead bodies. My lips trembled and tears fell from my eyes as I stared at Penelope's dead body. Kelly's motionless body and President Holden's body. 
    “Linda sends her regards.” Janice said, passing me a pistol from her gloved hand. “She'll be delighted to know you didn't put up a fight. Made this easier for us.”
I watched as Janice moved her armed crew out. She left me sitting next to the dead first family. After I grieved for the first few hours, a smile slowly graced my face as the enforcement officers made their way into area. The plan was set, and Linda and their crew had officially fucked themselves over.
 
Present
     “She's good at what she does.” Linda said. “I won't be here long. I don't care what side you're deciding to stay on anymore. The punishment for betrayal is death.”
“You betrayed me!” I shouted angrily, nearly on the brink of crying. “We could have avoided this entire debacle. We could have ran off to a distant fucking island and just lived and fucked in paradise but your drive for power consumed you.”
“And what about your drive for revenge?” 
“You thought I was there to try and kill you right?” I laughed. “There are methods of retaliation that are so much sweeter and there are things worse than death. Believe me, I've seen it.”
I rose from my seat keeping a confident smile on my face.
     “This place isn't going to hold me. The message is not finished.” 
“The message that I started.” 
 
     I stepped out of the interrogation room and into the front offices. I looked around the office and Ellie and Babe were nowhere to be found. I went to one of the officers that sat at the main clerk desk. 
     “The two women who came in with me. Where are they?” I asked.
“Oh. You mean the two wanted women you came in here with.” The officer smart mouthed.
“They're with me. Protected under my jurisdiction.”
“Right now, your jurisdiction doesn't mean shit when it comes to those women.”
“Until told otherwise by an equal level official, I am still appointed as President Holden's assistant and lead of his protective detail, so your say means nothing!
So where ever you decided to stash them in for the night, let them out because they've aided my escape which was essential to completing this operation and they are part of the reason why your most wanted fugitive is behind the glass.” I said firmly, my eyes staring deeply into the officer's.
“Let them out yourself.” the officer said smugly, tossing me a key card. “Cell levels 546 and 547.”
 
     I took the elevator down to a maximum security level, located deep underground. I wandered the block levels until I came to the cells holding Babe and Ellie.
     “Where the fuck have you been?” Babe asked.
“Sorry ladies. I had no idea they were going to swoop you up that fast.”
“Are we stuck in here for all eternity?” Ellie asked, walking up to the glass wall.
“No. You ladies are with me. Free women.”
“Thank the lord!”
“There is a catch though.”
“Shit.” Babe said firmly.”
“You are free within my jurisdiction and the most solid way I can protect you both from incarceration, I must deem you two officers.”
“So we went from criminals to enforcement officers?”
“Technically my assistants so you're not really in the books but you're definitely required to assist me in any further investigations I'd be involved in.”
“Which would be?”
“Taking down the rest of Linda's cult.”
“So there are more numbers out there?”
“A lot more. You help me get here. I assume you could help me further.”
“I've got nothing planned. I'd rather die doing this than anything else I suppose.” Ellie said.
“So what's next?”



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 13 – RATS IN THE TRAP
 
 
 
 
 
Present
     The ladies were beyond jubilant to have their slates wiped clean. They were on the far side of blissful to have been free from persecution despite their heinous crimes of the past. Ellie and Babe had two separate rooms down the hall of the hide-out house President Holden had set up for me a while back. Holden kept a prepped mind. He set everything into place like pieces to a puzzle depicting another puzzle with intersecting lines. He knew where everything needed to be and even estimated the time of when certain events were going to fall into place. I had to admit that he was very close to being dead set on time. 
     My body ached, and it was so intense, I wasn't sleep. As I sat up, I felt nauseous. I was ready to spill some stomach art onto the clean wooden floor. I blasted out of the room and perched in front of the toilet on my knees, puking my fucking brains out. 
     “Bad shrimp?” I heard Babe ask as I pulled my head up for a distasteful breather.
“I ate a bowl of fruit cocktail.” I said breathing heavy.
“I'm starting to worry about you.” 
“I don't see why?” I asked.
“Just with that incident that happened up there.”
“If you're expecting me to cry about the sanctity of my body, then you're talking to the wrong type.?”
“Well I'm just looking out for your well being. All of ours. We're in this together.”
“Well I'm alive.” said. “And so are you, so we're good.” I asked wiping a bit of vomit from my lip.
“Don't you think they'll pursue once this is all over? For killing those observers and escorts?”
“They were expendable assets to the territories.” 
“Are we expendable?” 
I wasn't going to lie to her. Yeah they were technically officers but no one really gave a shit about their well being. Hell, probably not even mine. 
“Yes.”
“Well before I get murdered by any of your former fuck-buddies, I'm gonna go stock up on some fatty unhealthy stuff and munch.” she said before she shutting the door.
     I couldn't figure out what was next. Everything from here was free game. Then again this whole plan was technically an organized mess. From the moment President Holden was killed, everything that happened was going to happen and no one was to step in and stop it unless it was me. President Holden's mission was twenty percent planning. The rest was all on me and my decisions were to effect the completion of that mission. I wasn't truly expecting for them to escalate my sentence all the way to the sun, but Holden had a plan for that. I wasn't expecting to be chased through the district but Holden had a planned rendezvous for that as well. 
     I stood up from the porcelain throne and made my way to the kitchen. As I flicked on the light, there I saw Ellie standing in front of the window, staring out.
“Nice night.” I said.
“This isn't over.” Ellie said. Her voice sounded worried.
“We're working on finishing this. Once it's done, you both will be officially freed.”
“I feel the numbers are gonna make a gain on us, and the end will be near.”
“Don't start this Ellie.”
“No!” Ellie shouted turning around. “You listen to me!”
“I'm listening.”
“You offered to help us escape only to bring us back on a wild death pursuit and you expect to be all happy go-lucky about it?”
“Listen. If I could change the circumstances, I would but right now this set up is the only reason I'm alive, and the only reason you weren't burnt to a crisp on the sun.”
“The end is near and a new beginning will ensue.”
“What the hell is that supposed to mean?”
“I don't know.” Ellie said, turning to look back out the window. “I'm just a messenger with messages from God and now he has a warning for us.”
Babe made her way into the kitchen. She threw a bag full of items in front of me on the table.
     “Picked up a few supplies I felt you'd need.” she said.
“Like what?” I asked.
“Just a few goodies and tools.”
Suddenly my cell phone went off. I pulled it from my back boxer's pocket and brought it to my ear.
I paused from talking to hear out the lead Enforcement Chief give me sudden information. I brought down the phone from my ear.
“What's wrong?” Babe asked.
“They need me to talk to Linda. She's losing her fucking mind.”
 
     I found myself back at the security facility Linda was housed in and I was escorted to her cell. I stood behind the glass wall and observed Linda, who was laid out on the floor.
     “Liking the new bed?” I asked.
“It has it's perks.” Linda smiled, rotating her head my way.
“They told me you wanted to talk.”
“I'm surprised you came.”
“I'm surprised I came too.”
“You know I still love you right.” she said sitting up. She clung to her feet and walked up to the glass. We were now staring face to face. 
     “You call this love?” I asked
“Unconditional.”
“I call this preventable nonsense. We could have gotten past this a long time ago.”
“I don't want to dwell on the past. That's your problem.”
“It's what got us here in the first place.”
“Yeah but it's not going to get me out of here.” Linda said. “The only thing about the past I care about is how it's destined to repeat itself.”
“You requested me here for this bullshit of a talk?” I asked, suddenly becoming frustrated.
“No. I asked you here because I wanted a visitor.” 
“I'm not a visitor.” I spat. 
“I know. That's why I asked her to come here.” Linda pointed to the direction of the block hall, and as I turned my head, I saw Janice walking towards us in a blue enforcement uniform. She pulled a pistol from her holster and pointed at me.
     “Make a move, and I blow your fucking head off.” She brought the pistol to my head. 
“The cell opens with a hand scanner.” Linda said. “You have access to it.”
“Move.” Janice said, nudging the gun against my head. I slid down the panel hatch on the cell access panel, revealing the hand scanner. I placed my hand on the scanner and the glass door to Linda's cell slid open. As Linda walked out, Janice handed her a pistol.
     “The crew has the staff of enforcement officers on the floor.” Janice said, keeping the pistol against my head.
“How many are there?” I asked.
“Why would it matter to you anymore?” 
“Because it wouldn't be enough.” I spun and gripped Janice's full arm, pulling myself to her shoulder. I threw a punch to her face and slid the gun from her grip, quickly kicking her back and pointing the gun at Linda. My eyes gazed into Linda's as my finger tip kissed the trigger. I then quickly took off and headed for the stair case. I heard a gunshot go off which had me ducking while running through the staircase door. I pulled onto the first flight of stairs and jumped a bit after a shot ricochet off of the stair railing, just a cunt hair away from my hand.
I stomped up the stairs and as I peaked below, I could see Linda and Janice, hot on my trail, followed by a dozen of her crew, pistols in hand.
I made way up another floor and before could I hit the next flight of stairs, someone blew a fucking hole through my shoulder. The impact of the round threw me off balance and sent me through a window behind me. My body went into a dive, and my stomach was in a rattle as I was dropping to a solid flat of steel and concrete surface. I began to brace and in the corner of my eye, a floater had slipped in beneath me. I slammed onto the hover vehicle hard and slid off the back, landing with a roll onto a pedestrian sidewalk. Scratched up and bruised, with a bullet in my shoulder, I ran as far as I could to the hideout.
 
     I blasted through the front door, startling Babe and Ellie who were sitting on the floor in the living room, counting ammunition. 
     “What the fuck happened to you?!” Babe jumped up.
I was out of breath and it was hard to speak. “We have to leave!”
“Why?” Ellie asked.
I grasped my bleeding shoulder. “Linda and her crew, they're coming!”
I watched Linda and Ellie, scramble to their feet. They started packing the guns and ammo as I moved into the kitchen. I went into the top cabinet and pulled out a small medicine jar that had tiny white pills encased. These tiny white pills were provided to me from President Holden himself. Special medication that you literally needed a license to own here in the Territories, and Holden gave me a vial in case of emergencies. It's a shame he wasn't able to use any on himself, then again Linda's crew didn't even give him a chance to endure his injuries before death. These amazing pills contained a special protein that sends a jolt of energy through the body and causes rapid healing. I called it the ICU pill. I swallowed one down and as the pill started to settle in my stomach, the bleeding in my shoulder began to stop. I then pulled two more out and shoved them into my front pocket. I held the vial over the sink and dumped the rest of the ICU pills down the drain. I could risk getting more injuries but I couldn't risk these pills getting into the wrong hands and then that person going all Terminator on me. That was the last thing I needed right now. I chucked the vial across the kitchen and opened the back door. I then pulled a black pill from my back pocket and swallowed that down as well. This little black tool, was much needed for the not too distant future.
     “Let's go!” I said charging out of the door. I looked back and saw Ellie and Babe running behind me. We eventually cut out of the woods and ran to an open field.
“What now!” Babe asked, running up to the side of me. We kept our speed through the dark field, running like our lives depended on it...and it did.
“We keep moving until I can get us a ride out of here.”
Lights pulled out in front of us and 3 massive hover vehicles roared, blowing dirt into our eyes. I slid to the ground, guarding my face. I could feel the heat rising off of the vehicles as they surrounded us and as I open my eyes to look, Linda and her crew exited the vehicle, pointing their guns at us. Ellie and Babe quickly dropped their bags of equipment as Linda's crew roughed and tied them up.
I turned my head to see Linda walking fast to me and before I could realize that she was reeling her arm back, she sent a hard knuckled punch across my face, sending me to the ground. I tasted the warm blood in my mouth, and as I spat the ball of blood, a tooth followed. Linda stood over me with a grimace, her fists clenched. She went to a knee and sent another punch to my face, sending me rolling on the ground. I looked back to Linda to see her getting closer to me.
“End of the line bitch.!” She stood up and this last thing I saw and felt that evening was her size nine boot, stomping the fuck out my face.



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 14 - BETRAYAL
 
 
 
 
Present
     Blood trickled down my face and dripped on onto my lap. My arms were bent back behind the chair I was tied to. My legs were spread apart and tied to the legs of the chair. I sat inside a large empty room, constantly wondering where Ellie and Babe were being kept. I heard a door open and I heard boots hitting the floor. I was unable to see who was entering but my gut was telling me that after a guessed four hours, I believed Linda was finally ready to see me. She stepped in front of me, holding a badge in one hand and a pistol in the other.
     “I'm gonna get straight to the point.” she said standing in front of me. “I want you back.”
“You lost me when told me to go.” I spat. “My loyalty lies elsewhere.”
“That's what everyone says until their loyalty is tested.” Linda gave a hand signal, and with that I heard the room door open and after a brief moment, the door shut. A couple of Linda's crew brought Ellie in front of us and she dropped to her knees. 
“What the fuck is this?” my eyes widened at the sight of her appearance. She was heavily bruised and drenched in her own blood.
“What?” Linda laughed. “You don't recognize your own crew?”
“Leave them out of this. This is between me and you!”
“This has surpassed me and you. You have affected the lives of so many other people because of your betrayal.”
“Linda, listen to me. Ellie has nothing to do with this goddamn it! She is innocent. She is irrelevant to our history!”
“You have a knack for betrayal. Now you have a choice on who you get to betray next.” Linda pulled out a pistol and pointed it to Ellie's head.
“Linda. Don't fucking do this!”
“Join us. Come back with me so that we can use your access and sabotage the Territory establishment once and for all. They all trust you. Let's use that as leverage.”
“I'm not going to do that.”
“Or I put a bullet in her head.”
“The spirits in heaven now wrap their arms around me.” Ellie muttered. Her body quivered with fear. 
“I won't.”
“You have until the count of five.” Linda threatened, placing her finger near the trigger guard.
“Linda don't.” I said, tears beginning to fall.
“One!” Linda was clenching hard on the gun.
Ellie began praying loudly.
“Two!”
“Linda, don't fucking do this!”
“Three!”
“Alright! Alright!” I cried. 
Linda smiled and disappointed, I looked at the floor. Then a gunshot went off and as I looked up, I saw Ellie's body collapse onto the floor.
“NO!” I cried.
A pool of blood formed around Ellie's head.
“What the fuck.” I said, trying hard to breathe.
“I kinda know when you're lying. What can I say?” Linda laughed. “Or maybe I'm just not fully convinced.”
I refused to look at her. I kept my gaze at the ground.
“Round two!” Linda called out. My head shot up and her attention was behind me. I had a gut feeling on what was next and surely as I guessed, Babe was placed in front of me, blind folded and on her knees. She was heavily bruised as well. Her breathing was heavy and her anatomy was shaking with nervousness.
“Whatever they want you to do. Don't fucking do it!” Babe screamed.
“As stated with your previous partner, five seconds.” Linda placed the gun to Babe's head. “Convince me.”
“Alright Linda. I'll join you.” I said calmly, attempting to persuade her with my tone. 
“That doesn't sound like you're even trying. FIVE!” 
“What the fuck do I have to do! Don't fucking kill her!”
“That's why I'm not convinced! Four!” Linda shouted. “Don't do this for her life. Do this for the lives you effected when we created this and when you left us.”
“I am!”
“You're lying! Three!”
“Goddamn it Linda!”
“Two!”
I tucked my head down.
Babe began laughing. “Fuck you bitch.” 
I heard someone spit and next a gunshot, followed by a body hitting the floor. I picked my head up and there, just a few feet away from Ellie's body was Babe's. I looked up at Linda, who wiped blood and saliva from her face. 
“Time's up.”
Linda nudged Babe's body with her foot. “And here I am, still not convinced.”
Tears drenched my face. “If you're not convinced, then I don't know what to tell you. I'm done begging.”
Linda stomped up to me, clenching me by my chin. “You're done begging?”
“Yes you psychotic bitch!” 
“I wouldn't say that just yet.” Linda raised her arm and signaled. 
This time, I wanted to turn my head to see just what the fuck she was pulling. This time, on her knees in front of me with Linda standing over her, was my mother.
“Mom.” I said softly. I haven't called her mom in a very long time but emotion had took over. Fear made me do it. 
“I'm sorry.” Lorraigne said, her voice cracking.



 
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER 15 – GET AWAY
 
 
 
 
 
     My mother was shaking. I've never seen her in this state before. I wanted to burst out and cry like a startled four year old.
“Make me believe you.” Linda said. Her words started to change me and now I was starting to no longer shake with fear, but with anger instead.
“Don't fucking do it Linda. This takes things beyond far.” I said, my lips trembling.
“I love when you throw the blame entirely on me. You knew this was coming. You knew how we did things so don't act like this is a major surprise darling. She's here because of you.”
“Mom. Everything is going to be alright.” I said, not confident in that statement.
“Just do what they want Claire.” she cried.
“I'm doing everything they want me to do.” I squealed as Linda fired her pistol, shooting a round just a few inches from my foot.
“Don't be a fucking liar Claire, because if you were doing that, I would've been convinced already and your two pals would be alive.”
“No they wouldn't!” I shouted. “This is just your way of playing your sick fucking game!”
“Well you're about to lose. Five!”
“Claire. Whatever you have to do, please do it!” Lorraigne cried.
“Linda!”
“Four!”
I tried to wiggle free from the chair.
“Three!”
I knew what to say. I should have said it earlier but I could blow everything on two inmates who escaped with me. This however was different. This was my mother.
“Alright!” I screamed. “I'll take you to the underground facility. It holds all of the Territories secrets. I have access. There you'll have access to a impenetrable facility, top secret information and a secret armory full of advance weaponry to build a defense against any military in the world; just don't fucking shoot her goddamn it.” I looked into Linda's eyes.
“There it is.” she said with a grin. “...and cut!”
Linda lowered the pistol and Lorraigne untied the blind fold on her face. She stood up and looked at me. “I'm sorry if I startled you honey, but I had a gut feeling that was the only way that was going to work.”
“Lorraigne. What the fuck are you doing?”
“Times were getting hard honey. Linda had the resources to take care of me. The story tells itself.”
I sat there, tears rolling down my face. I stared into my mother's unassuming face.
“I was set to die, and you join the very people who set out to sabotage me?”
“What was I supposed to do?!” Lorraigne snapped. “You were dead.”
“You could have done the right thing. If you did that long enough, I'd be back to take care of you.”
“Well here you are and here I am and it looks to me like I'm already taken care of.”
Annoyed and irritated by my mother's fuckery, I started blocking her out for a few seconds, glancing at Ellie's and Babe's bodies. I started to feel nauseous again. It wasn't the bodies that was doing that for me, though I couldn't explain the reasoning. I just knew that I was ready to vomit on this blood soaked floor.
Lorraigne looked at me strangely. “Are you okay.”
I was tired, malnourished and dehydrated and now this was happening. The excrement came up quick and I spilled it all out right in front of Lorraigne. 
“I'm fine.” I grunted.
“What the hell did you do that for?” Linda snapped. 
I watched Linda give a hand signal, and my guess was she was getting one of her guys to clean up my spew. The servant, all geared out in tactical gear, pulled a towel from her back pocket. She went down to a knee and scooped up a tiny, bleeping device from the puddle of vomit.
“It's my special way of saying you all are under arrest.” I said with a grin, as Linda's little servant held a vomit covered tracking chip.
“You fucking bitch.” Linda said whipping out a large blade. She cut the restraints and grabbed me by my neck, placing the gun to the side of my head. “You have five seconds to call them off.”
“I'm not in grade school, you don't need to count for me.” I said angrily.
“Shut your fucking mouth!” Linda's paranoia rose, as she stood in a panicked state, looking around the empty room. Linda then screamed, and pushed me away from her grip. I felt a spray of liquid hit my face and as I looked at my hand, I noticed it was blood; Linda's blood. Linda was screaming in agony, holding her bloody hand. I looked to the floor and saw that her gun was just laying there, and after I took another quick glance at Linda holding her blasted hand, I quickly dove for the gun, grabbing it and getting to my feet. As I attempted to sight in on Linda, she had already bolted out of the room, with her group of servants following. As I stepped forward, Lorraigne stood in front of me.
“You have one chance to move.” I said, pointing the gun at her chest.
“Or what?!” she snapped. “You're going to kill your own mother.”
“No.” I said, pistol whipping her across the jaw, sending her to the floor. “But if I wanted to. I would.” 
“Enjoy your time in Sonne Graol.” I said pulling off the necklace that she had gave me and tossing it on the floor.
 
     As I stepped out into the warehouse halls, I could see multiple squads filling area. They had numerous members of Linda's crew on the ground surrendering to apprehension, but there was no sign of Linda. I ran to an elevator within the halls and entered. In time I reached another massive underground garage, that housed more of Linda's stolen vehicles. I knew she had to be down here, attempting to scurry away from the mess she had created.
I heard a vehicle door slide open. I turned my attention to the direction of the sound to see Linda, climbing into what happened to be the largest vehicle in here. It looked like the motherfucker was built to go into space. I couldn't have been sure on that theory, but I didn't want to waste any time and let that bitch get away again.
I sprinted to the massive vehicle and tackled Linda from the step ladder of the vehicle. I rolled on top of her and delivered wild punches to her face. I felt her foot, nudge onto my stomach as she kicked me off of her but as quick as I was sent to the floor, I jumped right back up and once again, I was on top of her, clouting away on her pretty face.
She nailed a solid fist to my jaw, knocking me dizzy. She then pushed me off of her and stood over me, kicking me in the chest. Before I could catch my breath, she sent a harder kick to my gut, rolling me over onto my back. She then stood over me and pressed her boot onto my neck.
“I never thought we'd be trading blows.” she said, starting to press harder. “We started this together.”
I then whipped a knife from a inside sleeve in my boot and stabbed Linda in the leg. She fell back as I got to my feet, holding my neck.
I struggled to speak. “And I'm going to end this.” I pointed a pistol at Linda. “Stay where you are.”
Linda rose to her feet and raised her hands up. She started to limp forward towards me.
“You're going to cuff me officer?” she asked with a smile, holding her arms out.
“Just like old times.” I said, slapping one cuff on. Before I could slap the other one on, Linda slammed an elbow into my nose, possibly breaking it. Before I could recover, she gripped me by my head and ran the side of my skull into some cold steel. I was on my fours, bleeding heavily from my nose and head before I blacked out.
 
     My eyes fluttered open and now I was staring up at a metallic ceiling. My body was tied up heavily and laid across a bedding inside of a moving, aerial vehicle of some sort.
“We're almost there.” Linda said, entering the small compartment that I was bounded in.
“Where are we?” I asked, struggling to free my arms.
“Half way around the world.” she smiled. “Doesn't look too bad over here.”
“You're better off killing me.”
“Well I thought that through. You see I know they'd come after you. With you being such a valuable asset and all, I'm sure they're are geared up to come after you.”
“Oh wow. You against the territory enforcement. Let me know how that goes.” I said sarcastically.
“Oh don't worry. We have time. Months. Maybe years to rebuild what we had. Then we take our empire back to the territories and correct the corrupt once again.”
Linda then walked out of the area. Probably back to take this aircraft off of auto-pilot.
Each time I thought I was one step ahead of her, somehow she always managed to remain in front of me. It was now time for something drastic to happen. My boots were off, so no chance at pulling the small razor I had hidden in the heel of the left one. I wiggled my hand out of the bound rope my body was tightly encased with and reached back through, digging into my pants and into my panties. There, encased in a heavily padded but small pouch was a tiny razor. I slowly pulled it from my pants and started to saw at the rope. Within only a few minutes, I was free and I slowly moved forward from the back area I was in and to the command deck, where Linda was controlling the air craft. I had to handle this debacle in the only method I saw fit to completely throw a monkey wrench into her clock work.
I ran forward and sucker punched Linda off of the controls. She fell out of the seat and I quickly smashed an array of buttons. With that input, the ship dropped, sending me and Linda's bodies flying to the roof of the ship. My heart felt like it was going to rip out of my chest.
     “Are you fucking nuts!” Linda shouted, trying to overcome gravity. 
I wasn't sure where we were going to crash but on this very day, I was ready to die. All of my mistakes, my wrong doing were finally going to catch up with me.  That I was going to die with the very person who made me the person I was today, based on the decisions that she made in the past.
The ship hit ground, and our bodies slammed onto the surface of the ship hard, sliding and slamming like a flesh pin-ball.
I heard movement, and that prompted me to get to my feet again. As I slowly stood up and looked around in a rushing effort, I couldn't spot Linda. A gunshot suddenly went off, and a round went through my knee, dropping me to the floor.
“You could have picked a much better place for us to crash land!” she snarled. She was panicked, peering through the windows. “We're in the middle of fucking nowhere!”
She slid down to me, punching me like a wild woman, cracking solid ones against my jaw. She then jabbed me against my already fucked up nose.
That shot set me off and I elbowed her in the face, sending her to the floor. The elbow was a solid knock, and she stayed planted on the floor. Linda spat a mouthful of blood.
She let out a laugh. “This. This is your fucking fault.”
I shook my head and began laughing along. “This is fucking stupid.”
“Why the fuck are you laughing?” Linda asked, looking at me. Her jaw seemed crooked and I was able to tell that I may have fucked up her jaw. 
“Because if we're going to keeping taking each other out like this, we might as well just both commit suicide.”
“I've come too far for you to put that kind of bullshit in my head.”
“Then let's get up. Use what we have in this ship. Search the area for a way for me to call my team here.”
“Fuck you!” she snapped. “I'm not stupid! So you can stick me in a hole permanently? Not happening!”
“Then we'll both die.”
“Fuck!” Linda punched the steel wall.
“Get out of the ship and search for some kind of radio so I can make contact.”
“I'm not going to do that!”
“Then we'll die, and at this point, I'm done with life.”
“Then I'll help you on your way then.” she said, pointing her gun at me from where she sat.
“Do it.” I said, daring her. “You'll be screwing yourself over once again.”
She needed me more than she realized. “With me, you're fucked. Without me, you're still fucked.”
She sighed and rose to her feet. “Alright. I'll go search this wasteland.” she said, hitting a button on the wall, lowering an exit ramp in the back.
I sat up holding my knee. “What about me? I'm fucking bleeding here to death.”
“I snagged a bag from you when I grabbed you up. I checked for weapons but it's full of food and first aid.” she said walking down the ramp. “It's by the toilet. Knock yourself out.” she said, leaving the ship.
     I took a deep breath and lifted to my feet, putting all of my weight on my uninjured leg. I limped to the small restroom and saw the small bag that Babe had packed for me. I picked it up and unzipped it finding no first aid. Instead I found a few snacks and a fucking pregnancy test.
What the fuck did she put that in their for? What the hell was Babe assuming? Then again the aching and the vomiting that was going on through-out the last few days, one would have had to wonder. I opened the pregnancy test and sat on the toilet with the test module. I urinated on it and left it on the sink. I sat on the toilet for ten minutes, praying to God that I wasn't pregnant with that motherfucker's baby. I couldn't believe I didn't take note of what happened up there. The guy had nothing to lose and given the fact that Lucas and I had given him a hard time before departing Sonne Graol, this must have been karma's way of presenting to me his parting gift. But maybe I was just thinking too hard and I had to keep in mind that she just bought me this on a mere assumption.
I snatched the test stick from the sink and glanced. My heart rate increased, and I tossed the stick away.
“Holy fuck, I'm pregnant.”
 
     I was holding my stomach as I approached the ramp. I was somewhat shaking. How do I tell the woman who was once my soul mate; turned enemy; turned stranded advisory that I was  going to be having a baby and if we're stuck here long enough, I would've been delivering here at what looked to be a extremely dry desert. The sky was dark gray and heavy clouds were forming, with the sounds of rumbling coming from them. There was nothing but a mountainous desert, caught in the birth of a sand storm.  I spotted Linda running back to the ramp.
“There's a storm coming.” she called out. I saw her face change as she looked at me holding my stomach. “Why are you holding your stomach?” she came closer to me. “I didn't hit you there.” she laughed.
“I'm glad you didn't.”
“Why?” 
“Because I'm pregnant.”
                                                                             END
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