
        
            
                
            
        

    
	She’s a Navigator. Impossible odds are her favorite pastime.

	 

	 

	Syreen can travel for free—but she will also be the youngest, prettiest thing aboard. Aboard merchant ships, this usually implies the role of ship’s cat, playgirl for the crew. As part of her covert mission, she must deal with this inconvenience.

	She should also remain inconspicuous and invisible to the authorities, but without experience in covert missions, she’s bound to fail. Can she achieve her goals anyway? What will happen to her if her enemies spot her?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	For all those who don’t fear being different.

	 


Part One—Travel

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	When the first drop hit Syreen’s face, she flinched and looked up for the leak.

	However, she saw no broken tube, no air conditioner grid, no condenser—only a vast open space with a puffy lavender cover.

	While she contemplated her next action, the ground around her filled with dark spots. She gazed about her. One-story buildings, side by side, with dark hollows where doors should be, with broken wires and empty mounts where once holo projectors had probably announced their venue’s attractions, here and there with narrow elevated platforms to both sides of the door. They were sad witnesses of better times, when this backwater planet had attracted prospectors, traders, thugs, and the usual mix of entertainers, either addicted to their profession or desperate enough to ignore its drawbacks, like abuse, humiliation, and the loss of decency.

	The condensation—rain, it’s called, she corrected herself—intensified. The water mixed with the dust on the once even surface and formed a slippery grease that her worn-out boots struggled to cope with.

	That’s why it’s called dirtside, she mused. No way to walk more than a few steps without staining your clothes. Add broken plumbing and poor air conditioning. Many good reasons to feel unwelcome.

	Still, there was no point in speeding up. She’d be soaking wet at the end of her walk anyway, and slipping and falling in the mud wouldn’t improve her looks.

	At least she could already sense the intense emotions of a small crowd of people—booze-induced drowsiness, lecherous happiness, greed, and fear. There were more people, radiating hunger, affection, or disgust, but those remained in the background.

	A few tencycles ago, I wouldn’t have noticed. Not across such distance, at least. But now the beast is hungry, and it assists me in finding prey in every possible way.

	The major advantage of this star system was its negligible space traffic control—at least, the local sensors were unable to detect a living ship pussyfooting into the system with its camouflage up, sneaking into the atmosphere and submerging in one of the many remote lakes.

	There were no space stations nor any other orbital installations apart from a few sturdy long-life weather and communication satellites, so a stranger wouldn’t attract attention just by appearing on the surface. There was no immigration or customs control, no ID check, no questions asked.

	There was a spaceport for ships capable of going dirtside or for their shuttles, there was a small local force maintaining the pretense of law and order, and there was a merchant guild’s office. That was what the database said, yet to be put to the test.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	The rain drowned out the sound of jeers, whistles, calls, and music likewise, but the closer she approached the one venue that shed at least some light on the muddy road, the more noises she could tell apart.

	The few words repeated over and over again gave her no riddles—Take it off in different dialects, pitches, and variations, but all close enough to the Common she knew. She could imagine what it was about, and when she finally reached the venue and entered, she found her suspicion confirmed—almost.

	There was a man standing on a table in the large room’s center who in that moment tore his shorts down and presented a remarkably large boner to the cheering crowd. A few of the women around pulled their shirts open to present him their assets, while the men instead turned their backs on him to present their asses.

	“Shoot it,” the crowd roared.

	The stripper went on his knees and toward the edge of the table. Two women there picked up the cue and struggled for pole position—getting a chance to suck his cock. Meanwhile their subject of interest gazed over the crowd’s heads, spotted the newcomer, and smiled.

	Syreen looked down her body. Her soaking wet sleeveless shirt clung to her body, had turned transparent, and thus left little to imagination even in the venue’s dim lighting, perhaps except for the process of ripping it off her.

	She shrugged inwardly. No way to pretend decency.

	So she reached down, pulled the shirt up over her head—which left her with only her boots and the skin-tight shorts, enticed a few whistles from the crowd, and let the stripper stare at her—wrung it dry, and put it on again. The fabric quickly soaked up some humidity from her body, but was no longer as transparent as before.

	Her matter-of-fact performance disappointed and discouraged a few of the spectators and attracted some attention from a different group of visitors. She could sense respect, curiosity, and a more sincere kind of attraction, even if still paired with sexual connotations.

	She granted the stripper a joyous smile and a sway of her hips while making her way to the back of the room. A few potential troublemakers with very straightforward intentions were easily distracted by a minor mental push.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	To Syreen’s amazement, the sounds of the crowd faded to a bearable level when she approached the counter. Who had designed the acoustics of this place?

	Meandering between the tables, she collected approving smiles from people of both sexes, some clad in uniforms of merchant ships, some in multi-purpose protective suits with electronic as well as mechanical gear attached almost everywhere. She returned the smiles and dealt out friendly nods while evaluating her options.

	That man. Judging by the number of stripes on his sleeve, he might be a merchant captain. He had a ship, and he could take her along—if she pushed the right buttons.

	He was attracted by her looks as well as by her attitude, and she could also sense his protective instinct kicking in. Her skipper, daddy, and lover in one person? His looks were at least acceptable, his body in good shape—and healthy—his carotids were looking tasty, he smelled clean, so what more could a hungry, poor, lonesome girl be asking for?

	She approached a free stool at the counter near him, pretending not to have noticed him yet.

	He cleared his throat. “Erm, good evening, Lady. I’m Captain Estoril from the Hispaniola.”

	Syreen paused and turned around. “Good evening, Captain Estoril. I’m Syreen. What can I do for you?”

	“Erm—I saw you entering. The evening rain just set in, didn’t it? Caught you by surprise.”

	“Yes, it did. It doesn’t rain here often, does it?”

	“In fact it does. Once the wet season starts, it pours. Every day, or better, every night, for the entire season. Which lasts a hectocycle on Klondike.”

	“Um. In that case, I was lucky to reach town today.”

	That caught his attention, as intended. “You came from the country?”

	“Yes. A few tencycles walk from here.” Her stomach rumbled—it couldn’t have found a better timing if she had planned it.

	He stepped back and scrutinized her appearance from her wet, messy hair to her still muddy boots. “Walk? On foot?”

	“Yes.”

	Captain Estoril shook his head. “Sounds crazy.”

	Syreen shrugged. “It’s not as if I had a choice in that.”

	“So?”

	“No. Had to leave in a hurry. Either that or—” She drew a finger across her throat. Her stomach rumbled again.

	Estoril’s face showed concern. “You’re hungry.”

	“Yes. I was unsure whether I could live off the country. I couldn’t risk picking up a disease and becoming unable to walk on.”

	“I’m sorry.” He waved at the barkeeper. “Today’s special and a forwine.” The merchant focused on her. “I had planned to invite you for a drink—may I now invite you for dinner? Please be my guest.”

	Syreen smiled. “I’m in no position to turn your offer down. Thank you very much. I’m infinitely grateful.” She didn’t have to voice that this included demonstrating her gratitude later. Both understood the implications of her situation well.

	“Come to my table. I’ll introduce you to my crew—” which implied a few more people to include in her gratitude—“and then you can tell me more about your adventure.”

	 


Chapter Four

	 

	 

	The merchant skipper and his little crew of four hung on Syreen’s every word. Neither of them bothered to stare at her tits anymore.

	“I knew I had just this one chance to get away—briefly before the ship took off again, when they would no longer have time for a search. I slipped away and hid, and as soon as they were gone, I started running.” She shrugged. “Running was not a good idea—too strenuous. I soon had to stop and regain my breath, and then I continued walking. I had a rough idea where to go—at night, there’s some light around this place—but no clue how long it would take.”

	“I wonder what that’s all about,” a tall young man with short dark hair and blue eyes said. “Were they trying to avoid spaceport fees?”

	“No.” Captain Estoril’s reply came quickly and firmly. Then he lowered his voice. “Don’t play the fool, Roberto. Remember I once told you there are some questions that shouldn’t be asked? Especially not in public?”

	“Oh.” Roberto ducked his head down and gazed at his mug.

	“I know I’m not safe here,” Syreen added. “I shouldn’t talk about it. I shouldn’t have told you—only, you were so kind to me, and—now I’ve spoiled it all. When they learn about me, they’ll kill me.”

	The captain nodded. “I fear you’re right. And I fear I can’t help you there.”

	She put on her best puppy dog expression—she had practiced that in preparation for this mission—and focused on him. “But you have a ship. Couldn’t you take me along? I—I’ll work off my passage.”

	He shook his head. “It’s my policy not to take strangers aboard. I have a responsibility toward my crew, y’know? A pretty face and a pretty body isn’t enough to trust you, even if I’d like to.”

	Syreen didn’t avoid his gaze. “I know. I understand. I wouldn’t do that either, were I in your position. However, perhaps you would consider making an exception for a star angel registered in the rolls?”

	 


Chapter Five

	 

	 

	Six faces were staring at Syreen. She could well understand the disbelief she felt from them. A star angel on Klondike, of all planets, was almost as unlikely as if she just had grown fangs—well, perhaps even less.

	Captain Estoril was the first to find his voice again. “Where did you pick that up?”

	“On Kyris, about eight kilocycles ago,” she answered truthfully. “Captain Kasai of the Light of Mandalay registered me there.”

	He fought for words. “Why?”

	“Well, let’s say, I saved his ass back then—and those of his crew.”

	“You—you mean it?”

	“I mean it. You can check with the guild, if they have an office here.”

	Estoril gazed past her. “They do, and I will check, as I must. But if what you say is the truth—which I no longer doubt—you’re welcome aboard Hispaniola. My ship won’t become the first to deny passage to a star angel.”

	“I will be grateful,” Syreen promised. “And I’ll work off my passage.”

	He seemed to blush a little—not easy to spot in the dim light—and she sensed his embarrassment.

	“Uh, yes, that, well, seems a bit, uh, inappropriate. You—you’re our guest.”

	“And that means I may not have sex with you?” Her frank question left him speechless again. “I mean, I can see that you all like my looks. The—my previous crew was less reluctant in this regard.”

	“Uh, yes—that’s... that’s why I thought you wouldn’t...”

	“No. I don’t like being forced. I like being asked.” She pointed at the table she had passed on her way in. “I like male attention when it’s so nicely presented.”

	Had she overdone it? No. Three of the crew were radiating lust as only a one-track mind could, and she gently encouraged them to keep hold of that fantasy.

	To be honest, she wasn’t overly eager to copulate with them. None of them looked or behaved or smelled ugly, but that wasn’t enough to consider a fuck. However, intercourse was always a good excuse for a little privacy—which provided her with a good opportunity to recover a little power, should she need it during her travel.

	Be truthful, gal. You will need it soon. You gave too much, and that little outdoor walk didn’t exactly help your reserves. Unless...

	She saw the stripper—decently dressed again—disappear through a door in the back.

	“Would you excuse me for a little comfort break?” she asked innocently.

	Of course they would, and Syreen headed for that certain door. Her other hunger wasn’t easily kept at bay right now, so she had to do something about it.

	 


Chapter Six

	 

	 

	The sign on the door said Staff only. Syreen didn’t care—she only instructed possible observers to ignore her until she had closed it.

	Her target lingered in the first room to the right. She entered and closed that door behind her, too.

	“Hey, what are you doing here?” the stripper asked. He was reclining in a comfy-looking chair with a glass of a light-brown liquid in his hand.

	“I’m doing you,” Syreen replied and removed her shirt. “You want me. I want you. Take off your pants.”

	“Hey, not so fast...” His voice trailed off when she pulled down her own pants and showed him her little black bush.

	I should be able to seduce him without mind control.

	She went on her knees, forced her way between his knees, and tore the front of his pants away. As in the show, the seams gave way as they were supposed to. His previously resting member started growing in response.

	Syreen wasn’t really experienced in fellatio—after all, what skills did a pretty girl need to wake up a cock? But she remembered how Herman had reacted to her first clean-licking, so she managed to make her victim’s cock hard in no time at all.

	“Oooh baby,” was all he said. He tried a weak protest when she let his erection go, but when she shut his mouth with a kiss, took a seat on his tool and started riding him, he gave up.

	This is how I want you. Hard inside me and devoted to my demands. Now take your head back and to the side—yes, that way.

	Next, she sunk her fangs into his carotid.

	His lust, joining hers, almost overwhelmed her, and she had to struggle to keep her self-control, but firstly, she didn’t want to share her own emotions with him, and secondly, she didn’t want to suck him dry. Only a little blood donation. You’ll need a hearty dinner afterward, and you’ll be fine. You’ll only remember the sex, and how great it was, and each time you recall it, you’ll have a boner for at least a quartercycle.

	Sadly, she didn’t have a quartercycle right now, only the time for a comfort stop—only the time for a quickie, after which she allowed him to watch how she collected his cum from her pussy with one hand and then made a show of licking it from her fingers.

	She put her shirt on again, stepped into her shorts, pulled them up, threw him a kiss, and left.

	The beast inside her was satisfied, too, and she felt happy and strong, ready for whatever she’d face next on her crazy mission.

	 


Chapter Seven

	 

	 

	The planet quickly dropped out of sight below Hispaniola’s crew shuttle. Goodbye, Assiduous, goodbye, friends, watch out for each other while I’m gone. Grow back to your old strength. I’ll try to find out what you’ll need it for in the future.

	Yes, her mission was crazy. To travel to her enemies’ home world, to infiltrate their lines, to sneak into their headquarters, to steal their strategic plans, all alone?

	But Assiduous, her living ship, was too weak after his megacycles-long rest on a long-forgotten planet, and worse, had been damaged during their escape. He had to hide somewhere, had to regrow, while the Associated Planets’ fleet searched every system in this galaxy for their lost enemy.

	Raydancer, the corvette she had stolen during her escape from the AP’s Duchy raid, was even less suitable for this kind of mission. Her transponder signature had to be in every AP ship computer by now, probably on the watch list of many civilized planets and probably even more lists of professional bounty hunters, together with her face.

	That was why she had changed the latter with Assiduous’ help. Not much, only enough to fool face recognition systems, but still startling her whenever she looked into a mirror—a habit she tried to get rid of.

	Both ships, with Raydancer inside the living ship’s cargo bay, were safely hidden in one of Klondike’s many lakes, at least until Assiduous was whole again and ready to bathe in sunlight. That part of her story was true—she indeed had arrived on a ship that could fool the scanners of the merchant ships in orbit and even those of eventual escorts, had there been any. Assiduous was good enough for that. She indeed had walked several tencycles from that lake to the city, or what was left of it. And she had been terribly worn out, shaken up, torn down by the efforts she had invested to get her ship through a hyperjump without proper power supply.

	Anything but seven-sigma jumps would have killed her. Even so, and even with Raydancer’s power supply, each jump had been a walk on the razor’s edge. But they had been forced to jump, had to leave the place where the Association had found them, had fought them and lost four warships, and would soon return with more firepower. So they had left.

	According to their contract, she should have returned her passengers to Kyris. But after that last battle, the prospect of showing up anywhere in sight of an AP agent, being arrested and interrogated and locked away for the rest of their lives hadn’t appealed to Drake and Crow. They had agreed to terminate their contract—and be hired by Duchy Fleet as experts on antique technology.

	That way, they were entitled not just to keep an eye on Assiduous, but to examine the ship in every detail—as far as it allowed access—and learn what was there to learn about it. Together with Herman and Stephan, they stayed behind on Klondike until Syreen would return eventually.

	If she could return eventually.

	There were too many Ifs in her mission draft—too many unknown factors to even call it a plan.

	“See it like this,” she had told her crew. “As long as not even I know where I’m going next, nobody can predict my moves.”

	 


Chapter Eight

	 

	 

	Syreen stared out of the small window next to her seat. Its existence told a story in itself—according to her instructors’ tales, shuttle windows had gone out of fashion centennials ago in most star nations and in turn for most merchants. Her current ride had to be at least ten megacycles old. Exaggerated... slightly.

	Ragged seat upholstery, rust-stained frames, blisters in the bulkhead paint, dust, and dirt added up to the image of a poorly maintained shuttle. However, she’d had a glimpse through the cockpit hatch before takeoff, and the pilot’s place of work looked bright and tidy. The same seemed to apply to the engine—she couldn’t sense any telltale vibrations or hear suspicious noises. Accordingly relaxed were her hosts—now crewmates—in the seats behind her.

	Captain Estoril leaned over to Syreen across the aisle and said, “Would you like to join us on the bridge when we leave? I assume your last—erm—crew didn’t let you watch.”

	“I’d be glad to, yes,” she agreed. “Thank you.”

	Indeed she was curious to see what a merchant ship bridge looked like. Or in general, how a large ship’s bridge looked, as neither her corvette nor her living ship could give her a clue.

	A shadow fell over the window—the shuttle had entered Hispaniola’s hangar. A moment later, there was a shudder and a metallic clang, and the motion stopped. This rough treatment didn’t meet her standard, and her instructors would have frowned upon it, but it was still within generally acceptable limits.

	Generally acceptable also were the quick decontamination handling and the early boarding, although she’d have taken more time after departing from a planet like Klondike.

	The crew in the seats behind her left the shuttle first. She waited until the captain prompted her, “Your turn.”

	Syreen rose and walked down the aisle, stepped out of the hatch, and waited again.

	Three uniformed persons were standing in a half-circle, holding tight to their little backpacks, and watching her. Wearing her shorts and shirt and with empty hands, she felt out of place.

	The three men should be leering at her, but they only emanated respect, curiosity, and perhaps a hint of protective instinct. She felt more like their new pet than their new ship’s cat.

	Captain Estoril stepped out of the shuttle’s airlock, followed by their pilot, and clapped his hands. “So. Welcome aboard our fine old Hispaniola, Angel.”

	“Uh—I...”

	“Let me introduce my crew. Heath is our jockey. He’ll fly anything, anywhere, anytime.”

	Heath was shorter than her, bald, and brawny. He smiled at her and admired her small tits.

	“This one’s Roberto, our cargo master. And Ross—our operator.”

	Except for the mustache, Ross looked like Roberto’s twin brother.

	“Chief Seb—he won’t hear you if you call him Sebastian.”

	Seb was all smiles—in fact, if it was at all possible to smile with one’s
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