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      The headlights of my car highlight details of the hedges as I race down the country lane. The engine purrs and picks up to a roar as I accelerate out of a corner. Time is a luxury I no longer have, so if I want enjoy my second home, a barn conversion in the heart of the Cotswolds, then I’ll have to push my sports car to the limit.

      I push everything to the limit. I take no prisoners. I only got this far in business because I play with the big boys like I am one.

      “Eve Carn’s got lady balls,” one of my junior executives whispered earlier today. He thought I couldn’t hear him, given that he was heading to the men’s room, but I’ve developed an acute sense of hearing over time. It’s served me well.

      Not that I disagree with him. Out of all the testosterone filled office buildings in central London, I’m pretty certain my office is the one with the biggest set. Mine. I love risk, providing it’s in business, and that’s the reason I’m the first female CEO of First Star, the electronic industry's newest stock market listed business. I’m the youngest CEO, too, at thirty-five. I’ve earned my lady balls.

      The roads narrow as I get closer to my house, the hedges rising on both sides. I’ve got a bottle of champagne on ice, a hamper from my favorite London deli in the trunk, and a warm, crackling fire beckons, lit for me by my housekeeper. I’m lost in these pleasant thoughts as my car phone rings and the distraction causes me to misjudge the next bend. I swear out loud as I slide to a halt, narrowly missing going straight through a fence and into a field. A tinkle behind the driver’s seat makes me think my fizz has bitten the dust, and I’ve just waved goodbye to an enjoyable chunk of my evening.

      “What is it?” I ask as I snatch up the receiver, not moderating my annoyed tone for the caller.

      “Eve?” The line is pretty poor, but I recognize the voice of my senior accountant, Clive Jackson.

      “What is it, Clive? I’m on my way to my country house for the weekend. Can’t it wait?” The man is supremely prissy, all about the details as I am all about the bigger picture. He’s got a wife and kids, and you’d have thought he’d have better things to do than call me on a Friday night.

      “I’ve been checking the bank, Eve. I always check the accounts last thing before the weekend,” he begins.

      “That’s fascinating, Clive.” I interrupt. “Get to the point.” I grope behind me to see if the bottle has survived the near miss.

      “I’ve found a separate bank account in your name, one I didn’t know existed until I spotted the unauthorized transactions from the main accounts.”  His voice is distorted on the line, but I can hear something that sounds like fear.

      “What sort of bank account?” I say, a cold finger of ice running down my spine.

      Clive might be a bald, boring accountant with a predilection for bow ties because he thinks it makes him interesting, but I know he wouldn’t bother me if he wasn’t concerned.

      “Eve, I’m sorry, but it looks like you’ve been buying the company’s shares to artificially inflate the price. I’m going to have to call the police.”

      “Clive, this has nothing to do with me. You know that.” I say, but all that comes back is a hiss of static and crackle of electricity.

      I slam the car into reverse. I only bought the barn conversion three weeks ago, and I haven’t had time to have a phone line installed. I already know I won’t get a signal on the car phone at the house. The only option I have is to try to get to somewhere closer to London where I can pick up a signal again or find a payphone. The wheels spin and the engine growls, but the car doesn’t move. After a few minutes of fruitless revving, I stop the engine and fling the door open to get a look at the problem.

      I grab a flashlight and carefully climb out, cursing that I didn’t bother to change out of my heels before I’d left London. My designer shoes cost more than my first month’s salary when I’d started out in business, and the last thing I want to do is get them muddy on a country road. I pick my way to the rear of the vehicle and spot that, although I’m not far off the road, the big tires of the sports car are on the grass, wet from earlier rain.

      Having hobbled back to the driver’s side, I get back in and, this time, gently rock the car until I feel the rear wheels pick up traction and, with some gentle persuasion, I’m back on the road. The engine howls as I stamp down on the gas, firing the car forward, one eye on my phone, waiting to see the signal return.

      As I race back the way I came, it starts to rain in earnest, and by the time I see the signal on my phone flash, it’s pelting down. Sensible me decides I should pull over to make my next call, and I halt in a gateway leading to a field. I fumble at the phone as I dial the number for my vice-president, Mark McManus.

      “Mark?”

      “Yes. Is that Eve?” There’s the sound of a party going on in the background.

      “Clive called, he said something about a secret bank account being used to buy shares. Do you know anything about this, Mark?” I fire out.

      “Yes, Eve. I know all about it.” Mark’s silken, educated tones come down the phone line as clear as Clive’s nasal Midlands accent was distorted.

      “What the hell, Mark?” It’s all I can say as I feel the blood drain from my head to pool in my feet. “I trusted you.” It comes out as a harsh whisper.

      “That’s the thing though, Eve. In business, you shouldn’t trust anyone ,” Mark says, far too jovially. “But then, you’re a woman and easily led.”

      “You absolute bastard. This is because I wouldn’t sleep with you, isn’t it?”

      “If you’re going to go around flaunting that sweet, sweet bottom in those skintight skirts, and not put out, then you’ll get what you deserve, you whore.” Mark’s tone takes a distinct turn for the nasty as he spits out the words.

      The phone beeps as the signal is lost. Not that there was a conversation to continue. Mark always thought highly of himself. Sure, he made a pass at me, but most men do, not because of my looks but because men are attracted to power. That’s something I have in spades. I hired him because he was the best in the business. That he was easy on the eye was a bonus, but I was never into the whole ‘Wall Street’ look. And I never mixed business with pleasure.

      A feeling of dread settles in my stomach. This is his idea of revenge because he thinks I scorned him, and I’ve hurt his pathetic pride. I know what Mark has done and there’s still time to undo it. The signal is back on my phone, and I swiftly dial another number. It rings for a long while before finally there is a click as the receiver on the other end is lifted.

      “Richard Tallantyre.” A sleepy voice says.

      “Richard? Were you asleep? I’m sorry to wake you. It’s Eve.” I try to keep my panic under control as I attempt to rouse to my obviously slumbering lawyer.

      “Hello, Eve. What can I do for you?” He still doesn’t sound much more awake, even though I know he will be.

      I’ve known Richard since I’d started in business at the bottom of the corporate ladder. He’s been my rock, my best advisor, and my honorary brother. He’s also the most clean living, staid and uptight men I’ve ever met. Literally, he is the epitome of a lawyer. He shows no emotion, is always immaculately dressed, and usually has a big file of papers tied up in pink string in his hand. No wonder he’s asleep at nine o’clock on a Friday night.

      “It’s Mark. He’s done something that makes it look like I’m involved in insider trading. I don’t know what to do…” Richard is the only person I can spill my guts to. There is no one else I would ever admit any weakness.

      “I’ll need to make some calls, where are you?” Richard sounds more awake.

      “I’m in my car, on my mobile. You’ve got the number, right?”

      “Stay put, I’ll call you back.” There’s a click as the receiver goes down, and my world is silent save for the soft purr of the car engine.

      The sudden realization of exactly how much shit I’m in descends on me like a cloak. I’m in the middle of nowhere, waiting for my solicitor to call and tell me the extent of the trouble I’m facing.

      From hero to zero in thirty minutes.
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      The bridge door slides open, and I wander through.

      “Jak? Where have you been? Your shift started half an hour ago ,” one of my erstwhile colleagues hisses at me.

      I wave my bionic arm at him. “Had to get this seen to, didn’t I?” I suppress a belch, although obviously not too well given the grimace I get from the other warrior. “S’been playing up and I can’t be pressing the self-destruct sequence by accident.” I laugh, a little too loudly.

      “Lieutenant Jak?” The voice of the Captain reaches through my alcohol induced haze.

      On second thought, finishing that bottle of Per left over from last night before I came on shift wasn’t the best of ideas. It’s just that, these days, it’s becoming harder not to have a couple of drinks before my shift starts than it used to be. It makes the strange looks I get as I make my way through the ship easier to bear. I’m a good, powerful warrior. A small amount of Per doesn’t cloud my judgement. It makes me better.

      “Yes, Captain.” I stumble to my salute.

      Captain Clarin of the Haalux Fleet StarCraft Excelsior looks me up and down. I should be grateful for this position as one of his lieutenants. After all, I came highly recommended by Captain Bron of the Freebird and, I believe our Istvon, our great leader, Rexitor, also put in a good word for me.

      I needed it. No self-respecting Fleet Captain would want a damaged warrior otherwise. I look down at my right hand, the only visible part of my bionic arm. The fingers are translucent, the metal skeleton underneath clearly visible. All the evidence on show that I am no longer the rising star in the Haalux Empire. I am, instead, a warrior to be pitied, to be thrown crumbs from greater warriors.

      “Have you been drinking?” He asks, his voice lowered, a nuance I don’t catch.

      “No, sir! Not been drinking, sir!” I say loudly and attempt to stand to attention, but stumble to one side awkwardly.

      My balance has been skewed since I’d lost my arm in a firefight against the Grolix, where apparently I had been the hero.

      That’s never going to happen again.

      My bionic replacement is heavier, stronger, and perfectly matched to my body. I can feel the slightest of fabrics or crush the densest of metals. But it’s not my arm, and every day, the thing attached to my shoulder reminds me of what I could have been.

      “Have you been to the medic today, Jak?” The Captain asks, kindly.

      “No need, sir. I just want to do my job, sir.” I say, with a sarcastic emphasis I would have never used with Bron. There’s nothing the medics can do for me anyway; I’m too far gone.

      “I think you would benefit from some R&R, Lieutenant. You’ve not had any since we were last on Haalux.” The Captain says to me, and then he raises his voice. “Kon,” he calls to one of the other lieutenants, “please escort Jak to his quarters and make sure he gets some rest.”

      Kon is by my side, making to take hold of my arm. I jerk it away from him.

      “No!” I fire out. “I’m fine, Captain. I want to work.” I attempt to get over to my console, but hands drag me back.

      “It’s for your own good, Jak.” Kon says in my ear, which means he isn’t able to dodge a flying bionic fist as it hits him in the head.

      I wake in the darkness of my quarters. From what I can tell, given the burn of bruising over my body, I believe I put up a good fight, or as good a fight a damaged warrior like me can. My flesh hand gropes out of the bed, searching for the ever-present bottle. I let out a sigh as my fingers close around the familiar cold bottle.

      “That’s not such a good idea, Jak.” The deep voice has me looking around.

      Sat in the corner of my small cabin is Captain Clarin. He must have been there the whole time. I hold his gaze as I take a long pull on the Per.

      “This is the third incident this month.” The Captain has a data pad. “And that’s just the ones on the bridge. I’ve records of fights with other warriors, insubordination to the General…” I snort out laughter, spraying out some of the alcohol I have in my mouth. “It can’t go on, Jak. I need a Lieutenant I can count on.”

      He levels his gaze at me, searching for an explanation, for why a warrior with a record as impressive as mine has let it all go wrong. His gaze alights on my arm. Someone has removed my tunic top, the evidence of my injury plain to see.

      “Your bravery precedes you, warrior. I was honored to have you aboard Excelsior.” He says. I know he doesn’t mean it. “I know you have potential, and that’s why you can have one last chance. If I have any more reports about your behavior, or if you turn up drunk to your shift again, that has to be it, Jak. You’ll be out of the Fleet.”

      He rises and walks to my cabin door, before turning back to look at me.

      “We all want you to succeed, warrior. You could have your own command in a turn if you can get over…this.” He nods at my arm. “You could go far in the Fleet. I want you to go far. So does your former Captain.”

      “Yes, sir.” I say to his retreating back, and I take another mouthful of the strong alcohol.

      It dulls the ache in my shoulder; it dulls the memory of what I used to be, and it makes everything easier.  Most of all, it drowns out the memory of Bron, the Haalux Captain who had abandoned me to my fate while he disappeared into the galaxy with his fated human mate and an enormous golden Rheon, without a thought for what they left behind.

      I’m not the perfect Haalux warrior anymore. Whatever the Captain, or Bron or Rexitor might think, no one is going to let a half-male swimming in a vat of Per, anywhere near a command. I struggle into a sitting position, suck the rest of the bottle down and prepare to leave my cabin.

      If I’m going down, I’m doing it in a blaze of glory. And there’s always a Haalux warrior looking for a fight.
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      The rain has stopped, and with it the mobile signal has also gone. I stare at the phone screen. If it wasn’t one of our company’s latest products, I’d be wondering who on Earth thought up the stupid things. I hate being reliant on it. It’s like having a nasty squatter in my car that at any moment will bark something else to destroy the rest of my world.

      The engine stutters. It’s a top of the range German sports car, in red, that’s only a year old and was serviced last week. There is no way it could be playing up. The engine note returns to normal, but my nerves are shot. It’s as hot as hell inside the car and I feel a wave of nausea sweep over me. I fling open the driver’s door and practically fall out.

      I stand unsteadily, sucking in the fresh night air, tangy after the rain. I reach back into the vehicle and grab a flashlight from the door pocket.  If I leave the car door open, I should be able to hear the phone if it rings. I take a few wobbling steps down the road to try to clear my head.

      I’ve been in business for a long time. I’ve clawed my way up the corporate ladder. I’ve schmoozed, backstabbed, begged, and climbed with the best of them. The harder the men made it for me on the way up, the harder I gave it back when I got to the top. I guess I’m reaping that attitude. I thought I’d crushed all opposition, but it looks like all that happened was I had taken my position for granted. There’s nothing ever guaranteed in business except that to stay at the top you play hard, and you work hard.

      My Batchelor’s degree was in business, and I swiftly went onto do an MBA, but in my spare time I was always interested in tinkering with vehicles. Yep, behind the successful businesswoman in her sharp suit, killer heels, and her neatly coiffed tawny hair is a grease monkey trying to get out. Which is why I was the perfect fit for First Star. I actually could understand what they did, and that meant I could sell it.

      I blame my Dad for my desire to get dirty under the hood. He loved his classic cars and had me working on them when I was a kid from as soon as I could walk. Not a day goes by when I don’t miss his reassuring presence in my life. The heart attack that stole him from me when I was sixteen was both cruel and a catalyst for everything else I’d done. To prove my mother wrong about me, and to honor his memory. She felt I was a failure as much as my Dad believed in me. She went to her grave, never having shown me one iota of love.

      She taught me one solid lesson —To guard my heart against the pain of loving and not being loved in return.  I locked it up and threw away the key. And every step I made in business was a way of proving her wrong.

      I look up into the inky black sky, trying to stop the tears from falling and wondering what pearls of wisdom my Dad could give me now.

      And if he would be disappointed.

      Behind me, I hear the car engine stutter again, and with a short grinding noise, the engine stops completely; the headlights giving out.

      “Shit! Shit! Shit!” I click my way as quickly as I can back to my stricken vehicle. If it dies, my phone dies with it, and I need to hear from Richard.

      Just as I reach it, the headlights flicker and then wink out. I turn on the flashlight and reach under the dash to pull the catch for the hood. As soon as it pops open, the flashlight also dies.

      “No!” I rattle the thing and hit it with the palm of my hand, but it doesn’t come back to life.

      There’s a little starlight and, as my eyes adjust, I edge my way down the side of the car until I’m at the hood, and I lift it up. The engine is a pit of blackness, but I know my way around it and I start to gingerly explore the still hot components by touch, in the hope I can work out what’s wrong.

      There’s a crunch on the road behind me and before I can turn, two massive arms are wrapped around my upper body, squeezing the breath out of my lungs. A disgusting smell enters my nostrils, part dung heap, part garbage, and I struggle to decide whether I want to try to take a breath. I open my mouth to scream and, before I can do so, I feel the sharp scratch of a needle on my neck. Instantly, everything goes black.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      There’s a humming noise in my left ear. My entire body aches as if I’ve spent a day hiking, each limb feeling heavy and dull. My eyes don’t want to open. An odd smell fills my nostrils, antiseptic with the hint of ozone, it’s neither pleasant nor unpleasant, and my addled brain is struggling to place where I am.

      From the sound, I think I’m on a plane. Which is strange, as I don’t remember boarding one. As my neurons spark into life, I remember I was due to go on a business trip to the States. I must be on that trip. And I must have been hitting the free champagne too hard if my fuzzy head is anything to go by.

      Also, I appear to be lying down, which is not the normal position on an aircraft.

      “Stewardess?” I croak out. Even if everyone else is asleep, the cabin crew are normally hanging around, and I don’t think I could lift my arm to press the call button, anyway.

      There’s no answer, instead the humming sound increases in pitch. Regardless of how much it hurts, I’m going to have to open my eyes. With an effort, I lift the lid on my left eye. I’m in complete darkness.  For a brief second I panic, then it occurs to me. I’m probably wearing the complimentary sleep mask.

      If I could persuade my arms to move, I will finally be able to see exactly what’s going on. With a monumental effort, I lift my heavy hand up towards my face, and an alarm blares.

      Not a gentle ping of a stewardess call button, this is a full-on alarm. High pitched, metallic, and chiming with a volume and insistence that, if I could manage it, I would cover my ears. It’s horrible, rippling through my body as if it wants to disrupt my internal organs. Without warning, an icy wind hits my face. and I see a bright light open up in front of me.

      I’m not wearing a sleep mask.

      The light yawns wider, and I can see right through it to dense vegetation. Vegetation that rapidly comes up to meet me.

      The plane I don’t remember getting on is crashing. I open my mouth to scream.
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      The small planet hopping Ter slowly descends towards the clearing next to my ship, Saber, on Golo-Four. Its engines whip up eddies of dust that swirl briefly before the craft touches down.

      It lets out a series of hisses, beeps, and groans before the engines whine once more and it lifts off, leaving behind a container as if it were a Croclan laying an egg. As soon as the ship is clear of the container, I make my way over to check the contents.

      I press the thumb of my right hand against the scanner. I’m recognized with a soft chime, and a face appears on the screen next to the scanner.

      “Hey Jak!” It’s a vid-message from my former Captain, Bron. He’s the one who organizes my deliveries, even though I’d rather he left me on my own. “I got what you asked for.” His expression softens. “I know it’s been hard for you, brother. If you ever want to come back, just say the word. And take it easy on the -”

      I thump my fist against the screen and it shatters, halting his message mid-sentence.

      “Yeah, Captain, like you’d know anything about me!” I snarl at his cracked image. “Fuck you.”

      He’s got no idea, none whatsoever, as to ‘how hard it’s been’. I snort out my disgust and push the button on the side of the container to get it open. The door slides inwards to reveal my latest delivery and I pull out the ration packs and other boxes until l get to what I want.

      What I need.

      I pluck out a bottle of Per and rip off the top, guzzling down the strong alcohol, simply to feel numb once more.

      I came to this shitty uninhabited planet to get away from trite sentiments like the ones Bron just threw at me. My dismissal from the Fleet had been short and sweet after my final fight, one I think I might have won if I hadn’t passed out halfway through. Captain Clarin couldn’t protect me anymore, and I didn’t even care. They had shipped me back to Haalux in disgrace.

      Standing in the spaceport at Reelux, the center of the Empire, I looked around and knew I didn’t want to stay. The trade ship just about to leave was glad of the offer of help with their guidance systems, and it wasn’t long before I found myself alone on this jungle planet, the one I discovered my Captain on along with his Rheon and human mate, shortly before I’d lost my arm, my dignity, and my career.

      A planet far enough out of the way of the Empire that I need never see another Haalux again. Except when Bron sends me a vid-message. Even the sight of his scarred face is not sufficient to jerk me out of the hole I’ve dug for myself.

      Per in hand, my living arrangements seem marginally less crappy than they did before I got a quarter of a bottle inside me. The small shuttlecraft, Saber, I’d begged from the trade ship as part payment for my services, makes a reasonable quarters. It’s once shiny metal surface now dulled and slowly being enveloped by the jungle plants covering most of the planet. When I can be bothered, I keep a cleared area outside of the main airlock; it means I can keep a lookout for the various predators that call this place home, as well as occasionally being able to bag a bit of fresh meat if a six-legged Nuk-buk wanders into my camp.

      If I can see straight to hit it that is. The levels on my recycler could tell a thing or two about my Per consumption.

      But that’s why I’m here, so no one can judge me.

      I sit down on the ramp leading up to the airlock and continue working my way through the bottle I just opened. It’s been a couple of days since I ran out, and I’m already feeling much better from having a decent amount of alcohol flooding my veins again. I feel stronger, faster, and invincible. Like I did before I lost my arm.

      I extend the bionic limb, holding out my hand and arm. It’s hot and humid on this planet, and, as I’m no longer part of the Empire, I don’t have to wear the uniform. I dispensed with any sort of garment on my upper body months ago. These days, if I remember, I pull on a pair of trousers and my boots.

      If I don’t leave the shuttle, I rarely bother with clothing at all. If I think about it, which I don’t, I can’t remember the last time I washed either.

      There’s a muted roar somewhere in the forest behind the shuttle, and it sends a frisson of excitement into my alcohol-filled bloodstream.

      Gargut!

      These monstrous things did their best to kill me when I’d arrived here, and despite not caring whether I lived or died, my burning rage made me fight back. Since then, we’ve been in a running battle, or at least I have. Killing the hideous creatures, all legs, jaws, and stinging tail, makes me feel marginally better. For a brief instant, I’m a warrior again, until reality slips back in, and I reach for the bottle.

      The sun is high. I’m feeling good, and there’s a Gargut that wants to play the ultimate game. Flirting with death is the only thing that gives me any pleasure, other than my need for Per. I lever myself to my feet and head into the jungle to find my foe.

      I move as silently as I can through the dense undergrowth, keeping my eyes peeled for the telltale sign of the shiny black casings on the Gargut. They don’t bother much about staying out of sight, given that they were the top-line predators on this planet until recently. Hunting them by day is easier, although nighttime, which is when they prefer to hunt, makes them a greater challenge.

      But they’re big, lumbering, and ultimately too slow for a warrior of my experience. As far as I’m concerned, they’re fair game whatever time of day it is.

      This one is very slow. I caught up with it quickly as it moves, almost gracefully, through the forest on its eight long legs, the poison tipped tail curled up high on its back. I maneuver myself slowly and quietly until I get to within damaging distance from its two rear legs. I know from long experience that if you disable these; the creature is immobilized.

      With a yell, I burst out of the undergrowth and slam into the first leg, breaking it with a sickening snap. The second one swiftly follows, and the Gargut slams to the ground with a long, loud bellow. Its tail uncurls, and I grab hold of it, wrapping both arms around the muscular appendage before using my bionic arm to rip the stinger from its foundations. The creature lets out a screech of pain that, under normal circumstances, would hurt my hearing, but with enough Per inside me and my adrenaline going, I don’t hear a thing. I’m concentrating on getting to the soft spot behind its eyes, where I can drive in my arm and rip out its brain. I lever myself onto the top of its oval body, twice my width and covered in short brown fur until I reach the spot to deliver the killing blow.

      The Gargut clicks its jaws once and lies still.

      I slide off its prone body until I’m standing next to the enormous thing. It hardly put up much of a fight, which is unusual for the creatures, and I step back a few paces as the adrenaline subsides, and the alcohol kicks in. There’s no sign of existing injury, and its behavior seems out of sorts. I frown at it, wondering if it had some sort of disease, until I hear a soft clicking sound from some nearby vegetation. The leaves shift to one side and a couple of spindly legs appear, attached to a miniature version of the Gargut.

      It had young.

      I stumble back as the young Gargut moves towards the dead adult, then I’m racing back through the forest to my ship and the solace I seek every time I fuck up.

      Two bottles of Per later, and I’m only just able to stand. I push my way blindly through the undergrowth, not caring where I’m going or what else is out there. The sun is setting over my folly of an existence, and I’m more than happy to be as drunk as I am. I blink as suddenly the undergrowth stops and there is a wide plain opening out in front of me. I’ve reached the badlands of this planet, an area near to my shuttle. From here, the sunset is a riot of brilliant colors, sparking lights firing over the waving grasslands. Just about anyone else would find it beautiful. I find it abhorrent, its beauty a reflection of how awful my existence has become.

      There’s nothing for it. I reach into my trousers and pull out my cock, releasing a sigh of satisfaction as I piss a long stream of urine that smells exactly like Per.

      A loud crack penetrates my haze of pleasure at urinating, and I turn my head to locate the sound. On a low altitude course, heading directly for me is a StarCraft of unknown origin. It’s already been burning up in the atmosphere, and parts are breaking off as it continues its terrible descent, glowing and groaning to its inevitable resting place.

      Which is a direct collision course with me. I throw back my head and howl my delight. This is how it should end.

      “Fuck, YES!” I yell out. “Bring it on! Fuck it all to Hax!” I scream as the roaring, fiery carcass of the craft gets ever closer to the planet’s surface.

      I take my final swigs from my bottle and drop to my knees as the ship hits the ground and begins its final disintegration, lumps of debris flying overhead and setting the grasslands on fire all around me. I see one final shard heading directly for me as finally, my world ends and oblivion beckons.
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      A rending sound goes to the pit of my stomach as the aircraft lurches towards the ground I can see below me. My previously heavy limbs seem to have found some life, and I’m able to push myself back from the opening as the vegetation below us changes from jungle to grassland. It races up to meet me as the deafening roar of rushing wind fills my ears, and the unmistakable scent of burning reaches my nostrils.

      I’m going to die.

      I brace myself up against whatever part of the aircraft I’m in as the noise increases, and we finally hit the ground. My world becomes a sickening churn of metal against body parts as I’m tossed around like a bean in a can until my head connects with something hard and sparks of light explode in my swimming vision.

      When I come to, the silence is the first thing I notice, interspersed by the sound of crackling fires and a strange drip-drip of liquid somewhere. I uncurl slowly from my position in the wreckage. Wherever I am, it’s night. I see stars above me that are clear and bright, although unfamiliar. I suppose as I was on a flight to the US, if I’ve crashed there, maybe the stars would look different?

      The smell of burning grows stronger and flames flicker nearby. I have a funny feeling that the dripping sound is not a good thing, and all I can think is that it might be airline fuel. If the fires reach it, I’m definitely not going to survive.

      With a groan, I push myself upright. It’s too dark to see properly, but I’m not wearing my usual business suit. Instead, I seem to have on a jumpsuit in a soft, silky material. Something I was unaware I owned. My head aches and when I press my palm to the back of my skull, it comes away wet.

      But, other than a few bruises, all my limbs seem to function, albeit I’m sluggish from my pounding head and the fact I’ve just been a giant washing machine of a crash. I stagger to my feet and look around. There’s burning wreckage everywhere. The fluttering light given off by the flames isn’t conclusive to where I am, but I see a dark outline of what might be a forest, not too far away. In the other direction, outlined in starlight, are huge hunks of the aircraft.

      I don’t fancy my chances trying to pick my way through all that twisted metal, looks like my only option is to head to the forest and hope that someone saw the plane come down. I stumble off as my limbs are still struggling to coordinate. As I get closer to the edge of the jungle, there are large burning chunks tossed around, although it looks like the wreckage didn’t quite reach the forest itself.

      It’s then I nearly trip over him in the flickering half-light.

      It’s a man, a huge, very muscular man, lying on his back. His is the only body I’ve seen so far, and it takes a while to recognize what I’m looking at. The crash must have ripped off his top as his torso is naked, although he also has his cock hanging out of his trousers, which I would find odd, if I weren’t distracted by the sheer size of his member. It is, simply, the biggest cock I’ve ever seen. I’ve had my fair share of men, but this monster is something else entirely.

      I really shouldn’t be looking at a dead man’s cock. It’s completely inappropriate, and a giggle escapes my lips.

      “Stop it!” I admonish myself in a whisper. “Pull yourself together!” I echo the phrase my mum always used, regardless of whether I was upset because I’d grazed my knee, or because I’d not been as successful in my exams as she’d wanted.

      She wanted me to be better than everyone else, better than her. She’d wanted the Earth for me, and she was going to make sure I got it. This meant she expected results. Every single time. There was no room for failure as far as she was concerned, and no excuse. She spent most of her life disappointed with me, and I spent most of my life trying to please her.

      The

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/images/image-04_bane.jpg
ALIEN WARRIOR'S REDE

SA TODAY 'BESTSE,L‘;LI’I)ﬁ//HUTHOR
Ll ik, , 7

HATT





