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Pronunciation guide to
characters and names

Pronunciation of the below vowels.

A as in Father

E as in Echo

EE as in Cheese

EI as the a in Cake when pronounced with an
American accent, or the ey sound in Spanish, or ei in Italian.

I as in India

O as in Oscar

OO as in Moon

AE as Hay in the Australian pronunciation, or
like ay in Spanish, or ai in Italian. Although note that Rajki, or
my name, can be pronounced RAE-KI with the AE following the above
rule, or as RYE-KI, the rye part reading as it would in standard
English.

Please also note the the pronunciation of
Jhasmin is the same as English Jasmine with the a being like the a
in fantasy instead of like in father.

• • •

Kajtia Xiz’injhürek KAY-TI-A SHIZ-IN-JOO-REK

Kes En’jusek KES EN-YOO-SEK

Kixi Rajki KIXI RAE-KI

Lüna Wan LOONA WAN (Wan pronounced like the
number ‘One’)

Mako Jhasmin Zaneca MAY-KO JASMIN ZAN-E-KA

Zhann Alliance ZZ-HAN

Züncålazin ZOON-KEI-LA-ZIN







Synopsis

When I saw her after so long, for the first time
in a very long time, I found myself wanting my revenge. I wanted a
simple revenge, however my better half wanted something beyond
that. In appeasing her demands, it brought out a most unselling
part of me, knowing that the person capable of making both my
better half and I feel this way, was tied directly to my yearning
toward our road to vengeance.







Epigraph

Paralysed while still shocked at the revelation.
Someone was grabbing her. Firm but soft hands on her shoulders.
Before she knew what was happening, she hit the water. It filled
her mouth. It was in her eyes. Flooding her ears and her nose,
stopping all breath. All she could feel was the water, pressing
down on her from all sides. She opened her mouth, but inhaled a
lungful of the liquid instead.

She thrashed the surface as her head was
suddenly yanked back out of the water, gasping for air, coughing,
her lungs burning, waiting for the moment those hands would grab
her and force her back down again.

Then the inevitable thought entered her head,
had she finally met her end… she gave up struggling.


Prologue

Revenge is not the answer. There is no peace in
vengeance. This is the way of the Züncålazin. Yet I was not born
into the Order, but rather embraced its ways, it’s ideals—
supposedly.

The Order of the Züncålazin, born from a
fictional order; a religion; a millennia prior; known as the Jedi.
Realised into reality centuries later, those who were part of it,
sought only peace, and by that means taught but just one code; a
set of norms to live by, embracing them and following the way.

There is no emotion, there is peace.

There is no ignorance, there is knowledge.

There is no passion, there is serenity.

There is no chaos, there is harmony.

There is no death, there is the life force.

Yet such ideals of there being no passion is a
farce. Love is a passion and even those born into the order have
their loved ones, their soulmates. Perhaps they meant that through
serenity there can be love? Yet it’s impossible to fathom how a
love that burns with such passion could possibly not exist.

Victorious were the forces of the Zhann Alliance
lead by none other than me. Liberation through conquest, through
conquest, peace; long and ever lasting peace…

Or at least we hoped, but that is a subject for
another time.

Yet my love for one, my absolute love, my
passion, it’s what drives me, what keeps me alive, and what gives
me the will and desire to succeed. Without it there would have been
no victory, no Zhann Alliance, and no free society, but instead the
dark forces of evil reigning across the face of our entire society
as we know it.

There is only my sweet love, my only
passion.

Through my passion for her, I gain strength.

Through strength, I gain power.

Through power, I am victorious.

She gives me purpose and direction. My love for
her, and in return hers for me is unparalleled.

Her love, it frees me, it unleashes my true
potential.

For her existence and our living bond as one, I
am successful, victorious and the Systems of Sol and beyond are
free. We are like symbionts, and it was for destiny’s way, that my
victory for peace was through my one and only love.

This is my way, my code, not that of the
Züncålazin.

And then came that one individual, who with
purpose and determination went out of her way to harm that very
person, the person that defines me, my passion.

Revenge: the action of inflicting hurt or harm
on someone for an injury or wrong suffered at their hands.

As a Züncålazin, I must learn to forgive, and
through that forgiveness will find the means to let go.

I used to believe that was right. I used to
believe a lot of things. That was before the disdainful act of that
very same person who ripped my heart apart, for no other than to
make me watch my loved one suffer in agony, a pain far worse to me
than had it been me to have gone through the traumatic
experience.

I swore that one day she would pay. One day she
would understand what it felt like to hurt my one and only, my
everything. One day…

And now, that time has finally come…

But just when I thought I understood the rules,
the game unexpectedly changed.

I wasn’t looking for love in my pursuit of
revenge.

It was the last thing I expected or even wanted
for that matter.

But it happened just the same.

The one whom I love most dearly, would unleash
her most darkest secrets; vengeance I never thought capable from
her.

I thought I knew her well… I was wrong.

Her method; dark; twisted; worse than the most
extreme of tortures; than death itself; yet truly on par with my
own reasoning in dealing with such monster of a being.

For all her past atrocities committed, in the
end she will become nothing more than a soul trapped in a prison of
her own flesh, incapable even wishing her own death, let alone
think.

Death Incarnate as she had became known as, will
unquestionably meet her match. But only after she discovers the
truth about who we both really are.

Züncålazin or not, I’ve always been a rebel; a
rogue. It’s who I am and what defines me, and nothing can ever
change that.

My name is Kixi Rajki and this is my story…


Chapter 1

Seven years earlier…

She woke up, not aware of what was going on. Her
eyelids felt so heavy that even a mere attempt to open them would
cost her all the worthy energy. She couldn’t hear anything but
humming and static. Her brain started processing the situation and
the reflections her still functioning senses were bringing up.
President Mako Jhasmin Zaneca, who’s Nanotech Facial Veil otherwise
known as an NFV, deceptively and convincingly had transformed her
face into that of her alter ego, eM Blade, figured out she wasn’t
lying down, nor was she standing, nor sitting. She felt some
pressure points on her back and her legs and her waist and some
warmth coming from a presence of another body. She was being
carried. By whom? And where? eM started panicking and thrashing
around, trying to break out of the stranger’s grip. It only
resulted in that she was being held much firmer as the hands
although soft and dainty, were strong enough to be secured around
her more tightly.

eM Blade didn’t like to feel so exposed and
vulnerable. She wondered if this was how it felt to be dead. Being
aware of the events around, but not being able to interfere in any
way. eM heard some muffled voice, that ranged in volume and tone,
but she couldn’t make out anything. She currently happened to be
lying down on something, which was probably soft, but it still
pressed the sharp pieces of glass into her side, which was
uncomfortable and very painful. And that was the moment when eM
started to feel pain again. She felt her left arm being clutched
close to her stomach with her other hand, which also hurt. So did
her sprained ankle and the cut on her neck. It suddenly became
unbearable. Her whole body was protesting as the rush of adrenaline
through her veins was stopped and there was no numbness
anymore.

Suddenly, her cheek started burning and
something trickled down into her hair. Acid? eM screamed and shook
her head violently to avoid anything else coming. She felt
someone’s hands at the sides of her face and she cried out. She
couldn’t hear herself. But she probably wasn’t dead. It stopped.
Someone exposed the skin of her abdomen. She could feel the air
brushing past the sensitive wounded skin. eM tensed up and as she
did, a wave of dull, but strong pain shot up her body. eM started
crying again, she felt helpless. There were voices. Someone lifted
her up and her nose got buried into something soft. It hurt to
breathe and it was even harder now, even harder to sync her sobbing
with her breathing.

“Please,” she uttered a soft beg, it made her
captor hold her tighter, resulting in eM at the brink of
suffocating. She took a breath and as she did, among a sharp pain
in her side, a familiar scent found a way up her nose. eM stopped
crying and started thinking instead. She knew that smell. Of course
she did. She took a small breath again, just to inhale a bit more.
Then it hit her. eM felt more frightened than ever before. Her
captor, it was her, the one whom I had labelled ‘Death
Incarnate.’


Chapter 2

Sometime in the month of January in the year CE
3028; the present time period.

There was nothing quite as satisfying as the
roar of a hovercar racer - well almost. Being an ex Formula Zero
race driver and a one time System Champion at that, I still had the
lust to feel the ground below me in a wheeled vehicle while
scorching the race track of speeds well in excess of 500 kph.
Further to that, F-Zero racing was far more dangerous. Not only did
the cars reach such speeds that were considered tremendous for a
wheeled vehicle, their designs with their huge spoilers also acted
like wings, allowing for the cars to climb purposely built
tunnelled walls and ceilings, producing a reverse effect sticking
the cars firmly on those walls and ceilings making for an
experience unlike any other, unique and dangerous, but at the same
time exhilarating beyond anything words can describe. As far as
hovercar racing went, although faster because of the fact of not
actually being on the ground, exhilarating as it also was, it just
didn’t give me the same rip-roaring blood-tingling sensation as
when being in an F-Zero racer. I sure did miss those glory
days.

A hovercar racer had more in common to an
aircraft or low end spacecraft, than it did the standard everyday
hovercar and speeder. The obvious fact lay primarily in the
vehicle’s top speeds. An average hovercar would reach speeds of
around 200 kph, while higher end sports hovercars were capable of
the 300 kph mark. With a racer on the other hand it was a
completely different ball game altogether, with the machines
capable of surpassing the 700 kph mark with relative ease, while
the top end models peaked the 1000 kph mark.

Despite having retired as a race driver almost a
decade ago, my days in a race car were far from over. Zed’s Racing
Team or simply ZRT Racing, the team I first raced for as an F-Zero
racer, won my first and only championship title for, I now enjoyed
the privilege of being not only their test driver for their F-Zero
cars, but since the team had also entered hovercar racing, that
program too. Which now brings me to the current moment; an official
test run of the team’s latest machine, the entry to the upcoming
3028 System Championship for hovercar racing.

As far as hovercar racers went in relation to
spacecrafts, sure, even the most underpowered ships had more potent
reactors, but the vacuum of space always muted the bulk of their
sound. Only what worked its way through the structure of the ship
itself ever made it to the ears of the pilot. But a hovercar racer?
Every rattle and hiss was mine to enjoy.

I Kixi Rajki, known also by my alter ego of Kay
Blade to all but a select few, basked in the throaty rumble of the
thrusters. To me, the complex overlapping rhythms had all the
nuance and elegance of a symphony orchestra, and had the bonus of
propelling me across the landscape at 950 kph in the
straightaways.

Well outside the city limits of Celestia City,
heading in an inward direction into the interior of the western
side of the Australian continent of the Terra Australis province on
Earth, the United Systems of Sol or the USS, there was nothing more
then a desert landscape, wavy and distorted with rising heat, which
stretched out around me in all directions. It was beautiful in a
raw, austere kind of way, sandy yellow and brick red stone arranged
into a lifeless moonscape of irregular spires and sprawling mesas.
Flickering red laser lines stretched between roughly placed
markers, tracing out a naturally clear section of the continent’s
surface. If I focused, I could feel the repulsors ride across the
cracked earth. It was a mild shudder layered atop the general
vibration that came with oversize engines forcing a ship through an
atmosphere that at this speed may as well have been thick as mud.
Pumping lubrication and overheated electronics filled the cockpit
with a stinging, acrid smell that almost overpowered the prevailing
aroma of my very self.

Heat management was a tricky thing on any high
speed vehicle. The amount of power belching from even the high
efficiency state of the art propulsion systems mounted on this
racer, was difficult enough to vent completely in a temperate
atmosphere. On Earth, a planet with a “habitable zone”, and in the
Australian desert that seldom dropped below 40 degrees Celsius, it
was that much harder to dissipate the excess heat. All of this
translated to a cockpit that was practically a sauna even with the
air conditioning blasting, and surrounded by the vehicle’s
protective inner force field shield. Dressed as I was in flame
retardant, impact reactive safety gear, I was stewing. But I
wouldn’t have it any other way. The smell of sweat, the hum of the
reactor, the shimmy of the frame, the streak of the landscape: they
were all part of the experience, four of the five senses pushed to
their absolute limit. And as for the fifth?

“Listen, I think next time we’re going to go
spearmint on the gum, Kajtia,” I said. “I’m just not feeling this
wintergreen.”

“I shall make a note of it, Kixi, but please try
to remember you are testing the ZRT Spectre IV hovercar racer, not
a kiosk bar,” remarked the deep pitched feminine voice of Kajtia
across the communicator built into my helmet.

Kajtia Xiz’injhürek, my stunning ex co-driver
during my unforgettable days as an F-Zero driver. We shared many
memorable memories together, on and off the track. Being my best
friend, she’d most certainly known my ins and out well enough,
that, after our so many countless timeless moments together. She’d
been my maid of honour when I’d married Mako Jhasmin Zaneca almost
ten years ago now, and in turn she’d asked me to be her matron of
honour when she had married Chris Orton. Our wonderful experiences
had felt like a lifetime of experiences. We were practically
inseparable, friends for life, covering each other’s backs without
failure. She understood exactly how my mind functioned, keen and
ambitious, yet cocky, many a time unsound in my reasoning, which in
such touch-and-go situations made me cunning, but at on the same
token foolhardy in every sense. She had every reason to brace
herself for another possible nerve-racking moment with me now.

“Hey, you should know me well enough by now
Kajtia. I’m a full service sort of woman. Jak hires me to drive his
cars, he gets it all.”

“How is the equipment performing?” she asked,
ignoring my all to commonly usual over my head ego.

I glanced at the instrumentation panel. Every
section of the cockpit that wasn’t populated with controls was
covered with digital and mechanical gauges, as well as holographic
projections measuring every conceivable metric of the hovercar
racer’s condition. Presently they were colour coordinated quite
well, each deep into the red side of the spectrum.

“Meters look good,” I said, yanking the control
stick to the left to coax the vehicle around a turn. Inertia, even
subdued as it was by the inhibition system designed to keep the
acceleration from squirting my brain out my ears, shoved me to the
side of my seat. Three structure sensors started blaring warnings
in response.

“As a general rule we try to keep them in the
green, not the red,” Kajtia said.

“If you’re going to spy on the readings across
the comm system, then why even ask my opinion? I’m your test
driver, and I say she’s good. Holding up brilliantly.”

“And what do you think of the track the
surveyors picked out? A worthy third course for our circuit?”

My hovercar rode up a slight incline and lofted,
hurdling through the air for several hundred metres before slamming
down again.

“What was that?” Kajtia asked.

“A minor grading issue. Let me ask, are our
track maintenance guys going to clear this off and level it
out?”

“There are safety regulations to adhere to. I
understand track features such as that will be mitigated
somewhat.”

“Yeah, that’s what I thought. In that case, this
is going to make for sort of a tame run,” I said. “I’m feeling it.
But I’m not feeling it, you know?”

“I’m afraid you’ll need to articulate yourself a
bit better than that if I’m going to take your recommendations to
the engineers.”

“Well…” I glanced aside, looking out the right
window of my cramped cockpit.

Stretching out beside the roughed out track was
a huge field of natural stone structures, columns of hard stone
scoured out of the softer stretches of the landscape by constant
winds. The field was dense with them, in some instances leaving
barely enough room between for two hovercars to pass side by side.
I grinned.

“I’m thinking something like this,” I said. I
fired the retro thrusters to drop my speed to something more
manoeuvrable, then tugged at the controls. The racer struggled to
keep its grip on the stone and gravel of the field, skidding wide
before settling into a new course. I blasted through the laser
perimeter of the potential course and off into the cluttered field
beyond.

“Kixi, please stay on the intended track until
we’ve completed the testing.”

“We did three laps. Let’s just take a little
detour for a bit,” I said.

“Need I remind you, antics like this have
inspired the resignation of no fewer than three insurance
adjusters?”

“Thinning the herd, Kajtia. If they can’t take a
little navigational improvisation out of our racers, they don’t
have a place in the business.”

“Of course Kixi,” Kajtia silently muttered to
herself under her breath. “Somethings with you just never
change…”

The hovercar racer sliced across the landscape
and deep into a cluster of stone spires. They swept past in twos
and threes, each one bringing a heart stopping whomp as I charged
by with inadvisably little clearance.

I heard Kajtia clear her throat over the
communicator, then address someone on her side. “Telisa, would you
please send me the link to the appropriate land surveys for areas
surrounding track three? Thank you.”

I eased the hovercar into a lazy turn into a
denser patch of columns, effortlessly plotting a course between
them, and thrilling as my proximity warning switched from a
periodic blip to an almost constant tone.

“Kixi, please bring the racer to a stop
immediately,” Kajtia said. Her tone was still as calm and collected
as it had ever been, but vibrating beneath it was a very real
tension.

“Why, what’s up?”

“Fifteen hundred metres ahead of you starts ore
field 72, one of our larger zinc mines.”

“Okay, first off, fifteen hundred metres were
gone before you finished talking. Second, what do I care about
mines? Those are underground, right?”

“This particular mine has been running since the
last couple of decades of Skycom Corporation’s former control of
the Sol System, before the landscape conservation efforts of your
wife’s now also former government after that. Mining has been
temporarily discontinued there due to geographic instability.
Automated boring machines were working quite near the surface.”

“How cl— oh jeez!”

I pulled hard at the yoke and tapped a side
thruster, narrowly avoiding a yawning opening in the ground
ahead.

“What was that?”

“Little pothole. Nothing to worry ab—”

My assurance was cut short by the crackling
grind of collapsing stone as the ground beneath me began to give
way. I cut off power to the main thrusters and maxed out the
repulsors, effectively wrapping the whole racer in the
electromagnetic equivalent of a bumper. After a short drop, I
slammed down onto a bored out cylindrical tube.

The natural inclination at this point would have
been to stop, but I knew when land started to collapse it didn’t
usually stop right away. I wasn’t interested in having several
metric tonnes of landscape land on top of me, so I juiced the
thrusters and darted along the tunnel.

“Kajtia?” I said shakily.

“Are you hurt, Kixi?” she asked.

“No, but I’ve got a minor criticism of this
hovercar racer design.”

“Perhaps now is not the time for that.”

“It’s pretty heavy on my mind,” I said, my hands
dancing across the controls.

“What is it?”

“No headlights.”

Ahead, the tunnel was utterly black. I routed
some power to the retro thrusters without cutting any from the main
ones. It wasn’t a very wise decision, since it put terrible strain
on the hovercar’s frame, but at this point very few decisions I had
made were motivated by wisdom. The glow from the straining reverse
thrusters just barely illuminated the way ahead. What I saw was a
fairly enormous tunnel, easily eighty metres in diameter and a
perfect circle in cross section. It continued straight at least as
far as the eye could see, which at the moment wasn’t very far at
all. Cracks and fractures all along the ceiling convinced me that
continuing forward was the best option, as further collapse seemed
imminent.

“Any chance you could—”

“I’m loading the tunnel network layout into your
race computer now,” Kajtia said.

“Much obliged.”

A progress bar popped up on one of the
instrument screens, rocketing from 0 to 50 percent rather quickly,
but then slowing drastically.

“Looks like we’ve got a little bit of a
connectivity problem.”

“Our… intended to… transmission through…” Kajtia
said, her voice eventually entirely swallowed by digital
distortion. I glanced at my altitude meter - an odd but
surprisingly useful inclusion on a hovercar racer - and noticed
that I was creeping steadily deeper into the negatives. One by one
the sensors that depended on satellite data went black or errored
out. The map download grounded to a stop at 86 percent.

“Right, okay. That’s probably enough,” I said,
tapping the screen. “Satellite connection lost, switching to
full.”

The navigation system, not exactly the most
robust system on the market considering it was designed to report
where on a known track the vehicles were, struggled to cope with
the task of working out where in the mine system it was. After a
few moments, the screen flashed: Recalibration needed. Please
decrease speed to zero.

I glanced about again. The integrity of this
stretch of the tunnel seemed much more secure than what I’d left
behind.

“I think I can manage that,” I said, dialing
back the thrust and bringing the racer to a halt.

The screen thanked me and began to tick through
its diagnostic, but without the thrusters to light the way, I was
left with only the various very angry indicator lights to
illuminate my surroundings. No longer pushed to its limit, the
vehicle released the pops and pings typical of a device easing down
from the sort of mistreatment I’d been administering. Behind it
though, I started to pick up a distant sound that didn’t sit well.
A second or two later, just as the screen switched to the word
finalising, I began to feel the sound. The whole tunnel was
rumbling and shuddering. Pebbles and stones started to clatter
against the windscreen.

“Time to go,” I said, punching the throttle.

My navigation screen now helpfully displayed the
cave network, with tiles missing where the data was incomplete. A
route to the finish line was plotted, along with a warning: Low
fidelity mode. Position is within a one hundred metre radius.

“Oh, great. That’s plus or minus the entire
tunnel,” I muttered. “Can’t say I’ve got a rosy opinion of the nav
system, Kajtia.”

A few seconds of moderate speed seemed to have
put the collapse far behind me, but the odd crack or fault running
along what little of the tunnel I could see convinced me that the
danger associated with too much speed, paled in comparison to the
dangers associated with too little.

Fortunately the boring machines that had
processed this useless part of the continent clearly couldn’t turn
on a dime, and cylinders were pretty much the ultimate banked
turns, so my journey through the mine was remarkably hovercar racer
friendly. Not only that, but the lack of pounding sun meant the
cooling system on the thrusters and in the cockpit could actually
dump some heat.

Just about the time I began to genuinely enjoy
this novel means of hovercar racing, I squinted at the nav screen
to see what looked like a spiderweb approaching.

Several tunnels had crisscrossed this same
volume of land, resulting in a long sequence of very sharp angles
where they intersected. It was the sort of place where a one
hundred metre misapproximation of position could send me straight
into a wall, and it probably didn’t do much good for the structural
integrity of the tunnels either.

‘Okay. No big deal. Intuition, Kixi. We want to
go in an… up-ish direction.’ A nagging voice in my head suggested I
could probably drop the speed to a crawl and inch my way around the
turns, particularly since at this point a throbbing engine was more
likely to cause a new collapse than help escape one. Overruling the
voice of common sense was the much louder and more instant voice of
exhilaration, which made the very well reasoned argument, ‘We’re
going to do this as fast as possible because it is awesome and we
are awesome.’ It was a voice I had allowed to guide an unnervingly
large number of my major decisions.

Steering by the glow of my thrusters and the
seat of my pants, I made six sharp turns in rapid succession. By
the time I glanced back at my navigation screen, it was flashing
the word rerouting.

“What’s to reroute about? I can see daylight up
ahead,” I said, squinting at the point of light approaching. I
cleared my throat and spoke to the computer. “Navigation, advance
view in direction of travel.” The system began to track along the
path ahead, coming to a narrow line a short distance farther
along.

“Stop, zoom.” At my command, the scale adjusted,
revealing the label, ‘Ventilation.’ The diameter of that particular
tunnel was labeled on the map.

“Okay. Two metres. That’s not so bad. The width
of this sucker is,” I glanced at the clearance chart, “one point
eight six metres. Plenty of room.”

I dialed the speed down just a hair, mostly by
boosting the retro thrusters to give me a bit more light, and
scrutinised the tunnel walls for any sign of change. It came rather
suddenly, in the form of the surprise that the ventilation shaft
was covered with a grating and aligned with the ceiling of the
tunnel, not the floor. I yanked the controls and twisted, inverting
the racer. It briefly lost contact with the walls of the tunnel.
When the repulsors finally restored the induced attractive force
that had replaced pesky, unreliable things like tyres, I was lined
up with the vent, but not quite straight.

The momentum was more than enough to punch
straight through the metal grating blocking the vent, but my back
end clipped the edge of the shaft, and the dislodged grate caught
under one of the forward thrusters. This converted my roughly
forward motion to a spark spewing spiral. Every sensor and gauge
either lit up menacingly or failed completely. Grinding metal and
whining thrusters produced a deafening din. Dislodged hunks of
stone from my graceless entrance to the vent struck my windshield,
and the unpleasant aroma of a plasma leak quickly asserted
itself.

I wrestled with the steering and got my spiral
under control, just in time to run out of vent and launch from the
stone tube like a cork from a champagne bottle. I landed cockpit
down, digging furrows through the bleached stone of the landscape,
before a few more flicks of the controls got me upright.

Kajtia’s voice came back to clarity. “Kixi!
Kixi, please respond.”

I took a deep breath and spat my gum onto the
windshield. “I am okay. The Spectre IV is a little dinged up.”

“That is not our concern. Please power down. A
response team is heading in your direction. Although Jak might
possibly wanna have a little word with you later.”

“Sure. Sounds good.” I said trying not to sound
overly optimistic at the thought. “And Kajtia?”

“Yes, Kixi?”

“Do yourself a favour and review the video
footage from the racer. Tell me folks wouldn’t cross star systems
to see racing like that. I bet my old rival Michael Vickers would
eat his heart out.”

She gasped a light chuckle at the thought,
recalling old memories as my ex F-Zero co-driver. “Yeah I bet he
would.”

I might have preferred the exhilaration of an
F-Zero race car over that of a hovercar racer any day, yet after
today’s tempestuous event, this chapter on my already illustrious
racing career certainly made the cut to be up their with my
wildest, and one I wouldn’t be forgetting in a damn hurry.


Chapter 3

It was hot. Damned hot, and stuffy too, which
was strange because the nights had been chilly these past few
weeks. I threw back the covers, scrubbing a hand through my sweat
dampened hair. I felt the bed move beneath me and froze as a soft,
slender hand fell across my ribcage.

My eyes fell on the younger woman sleeping next
to me, my wife, and last night came thundering back. Even after
what seemed like a lifetime together, Mako Jhasmin never failed to
perform in the bedroom. My breath caught in my throat and my
stomach leapt, not altogether unpleasantly.

Slowly, so slowly, I sat up. She’d obviously
gotten warm too, and she’d cast off all the blankets. She was
naked, arms flung over her head, hair spread out in a halo of dark
waves on the pillow beneath her. I watched her small, shapely
breasts rise and fall with her breath. Even after so many years
together, I still admired the dark, pink tips, and the curves
beneath where they met her ribcage.

Even now at age 30, she was still thin, but the
furrows between her ribs and the concave dips of her hip bones were
starting to fill in. Her hips were small, her waist tiny and her
limbs slender. Everything about her was graceful, even in sleep,
she was like a wood nymph, nubile and sensuous and wild.

My eyes lit on the darkness nestled at the
juncture of her thighs, and I felt myself stirring. Like always, I
wanted nothing more than to taste her. I slid down the bed,
touching my lips to the top of her right foot, encircling my hand
on her slender ankle and then sliding it up, caressing the smooth
skin of her calf. Gently I spread her legs, inching myself up to
place a kiss on the sensitive spot on the inside of her knee. I
feather kissed up the inside of her thigh, my breath coming fast
and hot with desire, as I worked my way up.

A tiny sound like a waking kitten escaped her,
as she stretched on the edge between sleep and waking. I slid my
arms under her thighs, grasping her hips in my hands. I took a
shaky breath through my nose, inhaling the musky smell of her,
before parting the pink folds with my tongue.

I laid long strokes of my tongue along her legs,
tasting all of her, flicking and circling my tongue over her
clitoris with each pass. It wasn’t long before she inevitably woke
up. I felt her squirm beneath me and I opened my eyes, seeing her
push herself up on her elbows, lips parted and eyes blazing as she
stared down at me. I dug my fingers into her hips, anchoring her in
place, commanding her with my eyes to hold still, and fastened my
mouth onto her again.

She gasped, her hands fisting the sheets at her
sides as she fell back against the bed. I freed my right hand and
parted her lower lips, sliding one finger inside her as my tongue
lashed against her centre. A strangled cry escaped her mouth, and I
felt her hands knot in my hair, as she lifted her hips to press
herself against my mouth. I circled and flicked my tongue against
her mercilessly as she mewled helplessly. I added a second finger,
sliding them slowly in and out of her, and closed my lips around
her clitoris, sucking and flicking.

Her back arched off the bed and she flung her
head back. Her hands tugged painfully at my hair, sending shocks
down to my groin. Her walls clamped down on my fingers, her legs
closed around my head as she spasmed beneath me. She let out a
gasping, shuddering moan, an animal cry as I worked my tongue
against her over and over until finally, she stilled, sagging back
onto the mattress.

She let her knees fall out on either side of my
head, and I propped myself on one elbow to look down at her,
licking my lips. Her body was racked with shuddering breaths, her
eyes heavily lidded as she gazed up at me.

“Oh my God, Kixi,” she said hoarsely, and I
couldn’t help the smile that split my face. I brought my hand up to
my mouth, and keeping my eyes on hers, sucked all her wetness from
my fingers. Her lips parted and her eyes widened again. I could
feel my breathing becoming heavier, as my hormonal levels instantly
doubled at the fiery gaze that she cast up at me.

“C’mon,” I said cheekily, climbing out from
between her legs despite her protests. I pulled her to my feet,
“Let’s take a shower.”

Under the hot gush of the shower, I enfolded her
in my arms, with my stomach pressed up against hers, as I explored
her body with my fingers. As was commonly the case, I didn’t want
to ever be done with wanting to touch her, running my hands over
her wet breasts, the smooth taut plane of her narrow back, down
over her stomach and hips. And like always, she let me, and in
turn, her own fingers traced the lines of my own shoulders, my
arms, my hips and finally, my breasts and nipples.

She placed her small hand over my vagina and
began rubbing it slowly, her tiny pink mouth curved into a wicked
smile at my gasp. I opened the shower door, and stretched my arm
out fully to grab a dildo from the drawer beside the sink, and
shoved it up my pussy quickly letting out a soft groan. She let me
push her back up against the wall of the shower, lifted her leg,
and guided me inside of her. The scalding water pounded down on our
joined bodies, and our ecstatic cries mingled with the steam.

We stayed under the water until it went cold,
and then climbed out together. I tossed her a towel which she
caught with a glare, and I couldn’t help but laugh, which only made
her purse her lips at me. God, I loved it when she scowled. That
was something I simply could never grow tired or bored of.

It was shortly after we had dried ourselves up
and put on some basic clothing, that I noticed for the first time,
the split in her lip from where that fucker hit her last night. I
cupped her face in my hand, running my thumb over the cut gently as
she looked defiantly up at me, daring me to say something. It was
in that split moment, that the unfortunate incident that had
occurred yesterday, instantaneously entered my thoughts, the
flashback as vivid as reliving the actual moment.

“Hey you there,” the voice of the total stranger
echoed like a ghostly spectre in my head. He had seemed like an
average person, dressed in business attire, harmless by all means,
especially in the middle of one of Celestia City’s busy bustling
squares.

“You are Mako Jhasmin, the former president
yes?”

“Indeed I am.” Responded Jhasmin, who stopped to
turn around and respond at the voice of a handsome looking man
dawning down at her.

“And you are Kixi, the former First Lady and
race driver. I definitely can’t mistaken you for someone else.” He
said forcing me to raise an eyebrow, and at the same time take a
cautious step backwards.

“I’m pleased to meet you both,” he then said
nodding respectfully, following through with a pleasant grin and a
standard handshake. We both accepted it by in return shaking his
hand, and in Jhasmin’s case, bashfully smiling back.

“Oh by the way, I would like to mention
something to you personally. Remember that Assistance Reduction
Bill which you allowed for some of those budget cutbacks?”

“Yes I do. It wasn’t a light decision to make,
but important and necessary due to at the time, an economic
downturn. That was passed to help reduce the aid for those who had
been using it for too long, or for frivolous reasons.”

I immediately leaned in closer toward her and
murmured in her ear, “this guy might not end up being as nice as he
seemingly appears, but keep smiling.”

“So, basically in having done that, your
Assistance Reduction Bill very much kicked people out of government
assistance programs, because you believed they had been riding it
instead of getting a job to help themselves? Also it kicked people
out who would have had multiple medical costs that as I remember
you putting it, was frivolous.” He said an odd fire in his eyes as
he spoke, yet I sensed no anger in him, nor conflict as I watched
him lock eye contact with my wife.

“Well, yes,” replied Jhasmin who I now sensed
began to feel uncomfortable and awkward, and before she could add
another word was cut off by the man.

“So you agree, that, that bill you passed when
you were the president was designed to kick people out of
government assistance programs just because they had been on it for
a while, or were racking up too many bills so you could spend it on
other things. Things that in your eyes were more important. Things
such as having increased the military budget?” He asked again, the
fire now was in his voice.

“That’s not what I said nor why it was passed,”
Jhasmin replied, smiling at him trying her very best to keep a calm
straight face.

“Excuse me? Are you denying that you just said
all that? When I, along with all those watching around us just
heard you?”

Keeping my eyes solely on the man, I stretched
out with my peripheral vision to notice that a small curious crowd
had gathered. In fact small was a bit of an understatement, this
man had managed to bring us to the attention of more people then we
would have liked.

“No, I said that was not what I said, Mr…?”

“Swan, Alan Swan.”

“Well, Mr. Swan, if you listened, I said that
that bill was passed to reduce the aid to those that were abusing
the programs, not those that truly needed the help.”

“So, say a single parent needed help for her son
who had medical issues, and he had been piling up medical bills
since he was born, but the doctors didn’t necessarily agree that he
had an issue, therefore some were to state that the child in
question were to have nothing wrong. Would that be considered
frivolous?” Mr. Swan stood there, arms crossed as he glared at
Jhasmin with a look of hatred on his face.

Jhasmin simply smiled her winning smile at him,
and answered him as best she could. “Doctors are in their positions
because they know what they are talking about. If multiple doctors
agree that nothing is wrong with the child in question, and
ascertain that the single parent you mentioned appears to be
abusing the assistance he or she has been given, then yes, the
assistance would have, under the bill that I had passed as the
former president, be cut for the parent and his or her child. So
yeah, that sums it up pretty well, doesn’t it?”

“You were no different than President Atul Drex
before you. Prioritising spending on weapons and the military
first. You were nothing more than, and still are a pretender and a
fake! You deceitful little—”

“Well prioritising the military was an absolute
necessity—”

“You stupid fucking bitch!” I heard his voice
shriek. Then before I could even react, I witnessed first hand the
raging fury of his fist, smack Jhasmin directly across the lips and
face. Standing no chance, she dropped to the ground, almost
instantly followed by a loud dreadful thud, the horrid result of
her body slapping the ground.

No sooner after that had happened, my natural
inclination was to duck at the hooked swing that promptly was aimed
at my head. Remaining in a squatted position, it was difficult to
see what was happening, as I heard the screams, the grunts, and the
sounds of holo cameras activating and people shouting all around
me.

The last thing I recalled as I finally snapped
out of my trance like flashback, was Mr. Swan scampering away, and
the shocked looks and expressions over the bystanders as he
disappeared into a sea of people.

“Does it hurt?” I asked, softly.

She tugged her face out of my hand and turned
away. “It’s fine. I’ve had a lot worse. And you know that. After
all I’m also eM Blade right?”

“Yes indeed you are,” I said wryly. “Your
overall term as president was seen as a good one by the majority of
citizens. Given you were not a tyrant like Atul Drex was, most
things you actioned were automatically gonna be in the best
interest of the nation and the people. However you’re always gonna
get that one person who doesn’t see the overall situation in the
light of all the good you did. Even though last night you
definitely had a rough night, things aren’t so bad I guess.”

She shrugged. “Well that’s been our life like
forever and a day now.”

I hesitated a moment before speaking, “If
necessary, and something like that were to happen again, we should
not hesitate to fight like KnM Blade.”

“Aren’t you afraid? I mean, I know our alter
egos are the good guys, but after all those years of secrecy… There
could be a possible out roar… Or perhaps no one will give a shit
anymore, since we’re mostly better off because of what you achieved
as Kay Blade to change things.” She shrugged again, meeting my
eyes.

“Good guys, bad guys, does it matter? We
wouldn’t use our NFVs to alter our faces, so depending on what
level we are forced to fight at, no one might not even work it out,
that is, who we really also are. But I think we have to be
realistic, whether we’re afraid or not, if the situation were to
arise, then we must defend ourselves best we can. Mr. Swan could
have inflicted some serious damage on you because you practically
allowed him to hit you. If people are going to find out about us or
not… well the only choice is to deal with whatever does happen when
it happens.” I said cautiously.

“Their former benevolent president is also eM
Blade, a fucking former revolutionist. So very benevolent that
they’ll really sit lightly on that!” She snapped with finality.

I decided not to press the issue, at least not
yet. “Okay,” I answered simply.

The intimacy of the morning and the night before
fell away, replaced by an uneasy silence. “Hungry?” I asked to fill
the awkwardness.

Jhasmin moaned, nodding fervently. “Oh God, yes.
Coffee first though, please?”

I laughed. “Why don’t you get started on the
coffee, and I’ll make us some French toast?”

Despite her seemingly shy character, she was
nothing like that, especially once she got going with chatting
away. Whatever other shortcomings in Jhasmin’s life, which were
actually few to none, she sure knew how to make a mean cup of
coffee. I finished my first cup and helped myself to a second,
while she shovelled in French toast like it were going out of
style. We quickly run out, but she refused my offer of eggs,
collapsing with a groan on the living room couch.

“That was amazing. Besides driving racing cars
and hovercars, flying spaceships and knowing how to fight, is there
anything you can’t do, Kiks?” she asked sarcastically, rubbing her
swollen abdomen.

I pretended to think about it. “Not many things,
you know me pretty well by now I guess,” I teased, rubbing my chin
in mock thoughtfulness. I dodged the pillow she threw at me,
laughing. “Okay, okay. Seriously, there are much more things to
life than the things I’ve mentioned, and that I just happen to be
good at, thus I’m afraid there a lot of things I can’t do. For one,
I can’t sing for shit,” I admitted.”

She sat up, grinning widely. “Really? Let’s
hear!”

I shook my head. “No. No way. You think I’m
going to sing for you after you heard me last week at the Moon Deck
Bar karaoke night? Fat chance. I’ll stick to the things I know I’m
good at.” I winked at her suggestively, and I was rewarded when her
lip quirked up in the corner before she could stop it. Then a
second pillow came hurtling at me, this time catching me in the
face.

I laughed, and tossed it back at her, but she
just knocked it away. “So I’ll just leave the singing to you, thank
you very much,” I said.

She then asked our apartment’s personal AI to
turn on our huge holographic TV, in which its display spanned a
good six metres in length and width, as well as extending its real
to life like holographic images all the way to the apartment’s
ceiling. The appearance of holograms the device produced were given
by a construction of photons, force fields, and holomatter, emitted
by holographic projectors that were located at several key points
in our apartment. Projected light was then held in a localised
central area, that even in an open area acted like a magnetic
containment field to give the desired appearance, as well as
provide a solid surface, so matter did not pass through the
hologram if we desired that effect of realism.

However in the case of a TV show or a movie that
was broadcasting or playing in holographic form, solid surface
matter such as real people like Jhasmin and I, could definitely
walk straight through all holographic objects. The experience was
quite surreal, giving us a surround virtual experience of the
fictional world being shown in the form of the holographic
displays.

I stretched back out on the couch while I
settled in on the opposite end. Our legs overlapped in the middle,
and I let our feet intertwine, pulling the blanket down from the
back of the couch to wrap us up.

Lying there with her, I was blissfully,
delighted, without a single care in the world. We watched a
holographic remake of Star Wars Episode V, a millennia old movie
that we’d seen countless times and never managed to get sick of,
followed by other classic sci-fi movies together, until my full
stomach, the mindless holograms that surrounded us, and the comfort
of having her next to me, lulled me into a dreamless sleep.

• • •

Later on in the evening, we, along with several
friends who were actually more family than friends, had planned to
participate in a local gathering which involved racing of a bygone
era, reminiscent to illegal street racing meets of the early 21st
century, except that in this case, there was nothing illegal about
it. The scene, distinct from the average everyday metro life and
bustle of the 31st century, thrived under the backdrop of the many
surrounding city lights of District Versio of Celestia City. If it
weren’t for the streaks of lights of the busy air traffic ever so
present in the skies above, and the presence of some modern day
hovercars, one could easily mistaken themselves in having been
warped backwards in time to the early years of the 21st century.
District Versio in it’s entirety, truly simulated the legendary
underground street racing of old, it practically existed in a
simulated environment, hence the reason why it was totally
legal.

Until then however, our day would continue very
much in the same fashion as the status quo. I eventually awoke from
my sleep, waking in the midst of a conversation between two
business men in what appeared to be a 22nd century setting,
immediately realising that the holographic TV was still on, thus
promoting the AI to turn it off.

I got up and sat down at the kitchen table with
my comm pad, whizzing past some of the things I had to do during
the week, mostly on track test drives, as well as some media
reports for several system wide auto magazines. Then without any
prior warning or foresight, something bizarre unexpectedly struck
me. I shut down my comm pad and pulled out my digital sketchbook,
having the urge to draw. Before long, the piece I was working on
turned into a sketch of Jhasmin, and how she had looked last night
with blood welling from her split lip, as well as tears running
down from her cheek, and fire in her eyes. I didn’t know what had
suddenly given me the itch to want to sketch that, but I had to
eventually force myself to come to a stop.

I glanced over to Jhasmin’s peaceful form still
sleeping on the couch and smiled. She was beautiful in every sense
of the word. She rocked my world and gave me my drive and will
power. I couldn’t recall a time when I hadn’t fought for her. She
was my precious love, and that alone gave me all the reasons in the
universe to put myself in the firing line for her.

Weird was that tingling sensation that suddenly
sent shivers running throughout my body, yet I had felt it once
before many years ago. It took me a minute to recall it, but
unmistakably I recognised what had spooked me, deciding the better
and to just shrug it off. After all it was nothing more than a
random thought linked to a distant memory.

I turned off my digital sketchbook and quietly
walked back over to my sleeping beauty still catnapping on the
couch. I pecked her forehead and then laid myself next to her
sleeping form. I took her arm and placed it over my body, and in
turn placed my other arm over her body. I buried my head close into
hers, feeling the tranquil rhythm of her breathing. This was my
paradise, something I had learnt to cherish day in and out given
the nature of the lives that we lead, and that at anytime it could
well be our last. Once more I fell asleep, cuddled in the loving
warmth of my soul mate’s body.

• • •

Many hours later, I found myself in the living
room with Kajtia, Chris and Paige, who had been over for around an
hour now, waiting for Jhasmin to be ready so we could head off to
the races. I was facing away from the stairs looking at the others.
Kajtia was telling us a story from her derby days, days where she
wasn’t spending time in the cockpit with me being my F-Zero
co-driver, when she saw Jhasmin coming down the stairs. She stopped
mid sentence and stared. Chris and Paige looked up to see what had
caught her attention. Chris let out a long whistle as the other two
broke into grins.

“Damn, Jhazzy, you are looking hot tonight!”
Kajtia said.

Turning to face the stairs that lead down from
the upper level of our apartment, I damn near dropped the Corona in
my hand upon seeing my wife. Her attractiveness never ceased to
amaze me. As she stopped on the last step and turned to face me,
staring at her slender yet curvy figure, as well as her light
makeup just to highlight her natural beauty, made me think of
angels. That’s what she looked like, I thought, my very own
angel.

I absently set the beer bottle on a side table
and walked over to her. I looked her up and down before bringing my
eyes to meet hers. Not at all fussed at the fact that my friends
were present, I brought my palm to her cheek, leaned in and kissed
her.

What I had meant to be a light kiss quickly
escalated out of control. My hand slid to the nape of her neck as
her hands came around my shoulders. My tongue darted out and when
her lips parted, slipped into her mouth to duel with hers. My left
hand settled on her hip and I pressed her body tight to mine. My
right hand slid down her back and cupped her bottom. She let out a
tiny moan and pressed herself closer to me. When we final pulled
back, foreheads resting against one another, and we were both
breathing raggedly. Suddenly our friends behind us in the living
room, and our AI holographic lady who existed in the form of an
athletic hispanic looking brunette that had materialised at the top
of the stairs, all let out a cornucopia of catcalls, hoots and
whistles. I watched as Jhasmin turned bright red. Tipping my head,
I kissed her forehead and then slipped my arm around her waist and
drew her down the last step. I guided her towards the front
door.

“That’s enough. Let’s go!” I called to the rest
without sparing them a glance.

“C’mon Jhazzy, remember we have to stop by Zed’s
to get our vintage car. There’s no point showing up in a hovercar
since I’m participating in one of the main event races.” I said
gently slapping her slender arse.

“You mean the only main event race Kiks.”
Answered Jhasmin not at all fazed about me having slapped her arse,
her face no longer a scarlet blush.

“Yeah… um… yes, that. “ I answered modestly.

“Although some hotheads there are gonna be
showing off their beefed up street legal hovercars. How mad would
it be if you brought your Saab Viggen Quantum GT.”

“Yeah, but then I’ll only be showing off my
ride. Can’t race it as the events are strictly for vintage wheeled
vehicles. Yet on the topic of Saab, we’re taking my 2001 Saab 93
Viggen.”

“Umm… that is a nice piece of vintage machinery…
over a thousand years old, and yours has many neat mods from the
original. Such as a bigger turbo, wheels and brakes, NOS, as well
as an all wheel drive system. If I’m not mistaken the original was
only front wheel drive?”

“Indeed you are correct Jhazzy.” I winked an eye
at her proudly, yet Jhasmin seemed like she was thinking something
else, almost as if being at odds with me.

“Ahem,” My brows knitted in concentration.
“What’s wrong Jhazzy, have… I missed something?”

“Nothing’s wrong Kiks. I just thought you’d
bring the Nissan GTR.”

“But that’s your car Jhasmin. Remember I gave it
to you, and since I’m gonna race it—”

“I don’t mind you doing so, and besides you
kindly gave it to me. So it wouldn’t be right to not let you ever
drive it.”

“Nuh Jhasmin, it’s okay, but thanks for
offering.” The corner of my mouth quirked up, and immediately
Jhasmin understood the true nature of my hesitation.

“What happened when you drove Jak’s GTR years
ago and stacked it, was a once off isolated incident. I know it
fucked your leg up and all, but seriously Kiks, it’s all in your
head. It could’ve happened in any make of car, and for crying out
aloud, your an ex Formula Zero System Champion. You’ve had far
worse accidents in your racing career.” Said Jhasmin, her tone
sincere as she gently took my hand and fondled it with her own.

“Yeah but none miraculously caused any serious
injury to either myself or copilot Kajtia.” I said glancing over to
where Kajtia and Chris were patiently waiting. Although I could
feel it alone in just the way Jhasmin was fondling the tip of her
thumb under the palm of my hand, that she was holding back a
torrent of her emotions. I knew her all too well and could read her
like a book. She really wanted me to take the GTR. I glanced
directly at her, momentarily locking gazes. Jhasmin and I shared a
connection that went beyond the realm of the simple everyday five
senses. Through our sixth sense connection, I felt like every fibre
of her being was vibrating with anticipation. Adrenaline was
coursing through her veins. Her hands trembled and her eyes were
wide. She tingled from her head to her toes. She bounced on her
flexing feet, letting go of my hand and then rubbed her hands
together. She wore the facial expression of a small child with an
especially large Christmas present.

“Fine you’re right, you make a good point.” I
finally conceded, and surprisingly did so without any reluctance.
“It could’ve happen in any car, and that incident was like… fuck… I
dunno, over ten years ago, given it happened before I won the
F-Zero championship which was almost 12 years ago now. It’s all
psychological. You my sweet love are indeed correct. I’ll take the
Nissan then.” Feeling a renewed sense of assertiveness, I glowed
from the inside out, cracking a huge smile across my face.

“To be precise Kixi, it was definitely well over
10 years ago now. “Kajtia added. “You and I Kixi, won the F-Zero
System Championship in 3016, which will mark its 12 year
anniversary this year. That incident you speak of happened before
that, at least 2 years prior if memory serves me correctly.”

“I’m glad someone’s good with dates.” I chuckled
lightly, once again glancing over toward my bestie.

“Cool Kiks, you rock big time. Did I tell you
that you’re the best.” Added Jhasmin, almost sounding as if she
were sucking up to me, but I liked it all the same.

“Always.” I said chuckling.

“Oh and Jhasmin, must I remind you that you were
once the president of this entire nation. We need to do something
to make you a little more unrecognisable. Especially given we don’t
want a potential repeat of last night’s incident.” Chris said,
suddenly the vibe swung over to become a lot more serious.

“Yes. These street like racing events, their
happening in city districts that are either no longer thriving or
are virtually abandoned. There are many century old abandoned
buildings in the area, and no one lives there. They may have made
it an ideal place to simulate these century old ways of racing,
however it’s a ripe area for criminal activity to occur.” Paige
who’d mostly had remained silent spoke up her first words.

“We don’t wanna give any more potential haters,
that you may have had from your former presidential days another
good swipe at you Jhazzy.” I said further encouraging the
matter.

“Yeah well in all honesty, how the heck I even
convinced myself to ever go to one of these races, I’ll never
understand. But yeah, all in all you all make a valid point.”

“Yep.” I nodded.

“You know I could use my NFV to change into eM
Blade,” Jhasmin suggested jokingly.

I suppressed a laugh, sputtering like an old
water tap. I then gazed around the entire living area of the
apartment, at our friends
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