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Chapter One

 


And a Dead Man Makes
Three

 


I had the worst taste in men.
Seriously, it was almost funny the way men I liked turned out. This
was no exception. Of course, this was one of the worst so far.
Shit, I hoped this was the worst ever. I took another deep breath;
blonde bangs too long without a cut hindered my view. What the hell
was I going to do? I looked down at Micah.

Two fucking months of hot sex and he
suddenly turned. The bastard hit me. He actually raised his hand
and slapped me, then told me to shut the fuck up. When he ordered
me to get him a rehydrated meal, I did, along with a sonic
screwdriver. I was just going to threaten him, honestly, maybe pop
a hole in the wrapped meal, but he grabbed me and pushed me to the
ground. In the struggle, the screwdriver went deep into his chest.
Warm liquid covered my shaking hands and then Micah was one hundred
and seven five lean pounds of dead weight.

I paced the room. The blood still
covered my hands. What was I going to do? He was lying on the floor
exactly how I left him – very, very dead. It was self-defense but
on the Plant Ulla Major, women were always at fault. I hated this
planet! In all the colonized planets of the quadrant, why did I
have to be born here? I kept pacing. There was only one thing I
could do. Only one person would get me out of this mess, I
hoped.

I glanced at the telecommunication
watch on my wrist. “Call Sally.”

“Calling Sally.” It
replied like a good little drone.

“Adella?” She answered
immediately, her voice sugar sweet and breathless.

“Sally...are you secure?”
A soft click sent our conversation into a secure line. “I fucked
up.”

“Well, that’s nothing new.
Who’s the idiot and where do I have to pick you up?”

Sally knew me too well. We’ve been
friends since childhood, and we were the only two girls in our
school that opted for Space Flight training. In two more years, I’d
have my license and I could fly right off this moon. “You don’t
understand,” I said as tears sprung to my eyes. Sally had been my
friend, my confident, and my secret keeper. Did I really want to
make her my partner in crime? She would be as guilty as I
would.

“Adella?” Suddenly her
voice hitched. “What is it? What’s wrong? Are you okay?”

Tears spilled down my cheeks now as I
looked down at that bastard. “No, no I’m not. I need you, please, I
need you!” A rush of tears accompanied the last three
words.

“Okay, calm down, I’m on
my way.”

I heard the sound of a ship’s engine
purr.

“Do you have your location
chip on? I can beam you on board.” She suggested in a
rush.

I didn’t know if I should. Maybe I
should just call the authorities. Would they believe me? Would it
matter? I’d be stuck on that damn prison planet and never leave. “I
don’t know!” I said as my breath hitched and more tears poured down
my face.

“Shit, I’m coming! I’m
coming.” I heard the panic in Sally’s voice but couldn’t bring
myself together to explain.

I whipped tears away, angry at my lack
of control.

“Location locked.” Sally
interrupted by thoughts. “Transporting in...five, four, three, two,
one, now.”

The world around me phased out of
existence. Lights and images blurred until a warm cocoon enveloped
me. I closed my eyes or else I’d lose my stomach contents from the
speed. My feet lifted off the ground and suddenly were back down.
The warmth faded and I opened my eyes.

I was onboard Sally’s Cargo ship and
she came running at me full speed. Her long black hair flew behind
her as she charged. Her pale skin looked pasty as she saw my blood
covered hands. Still she wrapped her arms around me and hugged
tight.

“I’m so sorry...” I began
but the words were muffled against her shoulder. She was nearly
five inches taller than my tiny five feet.

“Four-Five-Two, Take us
out of here now.” Sally directed the computer and the ship lurched
into action.

“But...but...” I shouldn’t
have called. She’d be an accomplice. “Sally, I killed him.” The
minute the declaration left my lips, what I did kicked in. It
finally settled in my brain that I took another human’s life. This
was not war. This was not a criminal. I took the life of my
unarmed, bastard of a boyfriend.

“Who?” Sally said quietly.
She placed her hands on my cheeks and we locked eyes.
“Micah?”

I could only nod.

“Four-Five-Two, take us to
far orbit.” Sally instructed the AI of her cargo space
ship.

“No, Sally, they’ll think
we’re running.”

She looked me in the eyes, her facial
features hard but at the same time beautiful. “We are
running.”

 


 



Chapter Two

 


Big Bang and I Don’t Mean
Getting Laid

 


I couldn’t understand how my life had
gotten so complicated. My job at the Cargo station was a joke. I
lived in an apartment on the one thousandth floor of a crappy
building. All I had was my looks and my clean record. Now it would
be plastered red with murderer and a fugitive status. I glanced out
the small port window as the planet floated further and further
away. My life might have sucked but now I’d managed to ruin the
life of my best friend, my only friend. Why the hell did I get
Sally involved?

“You okay?” The woman in
question came in through the open door with a steaming cup of
something. It smelt like synthetic hot chocolate.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean
to get you so involved. I was just so scared.” I took the drink as
Sally sat beside me. We were in her bedroom, the only room on
board. The two chairs faced the porthole where the planet was still
fading away.

“I’m glad you called me,”
she said. “You know you can trust me. I’ll get us far enough away
so they’ll never find you. Maybe even the next quadrant if we have
to.”

“But what about your life?
Your family?” My parents were no longer alive, but she still had
family and I’d just pulled her away from them.

“You really think mom
wouldn’t back me up with this decision?” Sally said with a
snort.

Yeah, Sally’s mom was just as
wonderful as her daughter was. “Where are we going?”

“I’m thinking toward the
outer rim. There’s Plunker’s Moon. It’s a little run down but we’d
be safe. This planet’s forces would have no jurisdiction to grab us
from there.”

“You’d be on the run on a
derelict planet just for me? How did I get such a great friend?” I
was truly stumped.

There was a quick frown on Sally’s
face, which was replaced by a grin, but that light didn’t reach her
eyes. “It’ll be an adventure. Remember when we used to troll the
space market?” They both let out a giggle. “We had some wild times
there.”

“Hell yeah, that creepy
blue dude almost snatched us onto his ship. Then there was the time
we almost got caught stealing that guy’s money.” I finished. They
really did have some fantastic adventures as kids. So, this would
be an adult adventure. “Are you sure? You could drop me off and go
back to your good job...”

“Or my lonely apartment?”
Sally interrupted. “I have enough quads stashed to pay for a new
house and keep us comfortable until we find alternative methods for
currency. Don’t you worry, Adella. You’re my best friend and I’ve
always got your back.”

I was touched. She leaned
over and wrapped her arms around me. Our breasts touch and for the
first time in my life, a little thrill ricocheted through my
body. What the hell was
that? I pulled away, trying to be
inconspicuous as she sat back down. “Plunker’s Moon it
is.”

* * * *

The planet was finally out of view.
The stars and dark, deadly space filled the port window. I still
stared out.

Sally had gotten into the big bed a
few moments ago and was snoring ever so slightly. The crazy day was
at an end but I still couldn’t sleep. I kept seeing Micah’s face,
the anger, his eye squinting and his teeth grinding together. His
hands had been on my throat, wrapped around the delicate column. He
didn’t apply any pressure, but I hadn’t given him a chance to. I
panicked and the screwdriver was thrust forward. I could still see
the shock on his face, his plump lips parting and his eyes going
wide. Yes, I felt guilty but also proud. That man would not hurt
anyone again. Of course, with my home planet, it would be my fault
and I’d get stuck with the prison sentence.

Maybe Plunker’s Moon would be best and
if Sally stayed, we could always find some semblance of happiness.
I stood and stretched my arms into the air. “Four-Five-Two, dim
lights.” The lights lowered until the room had a candlelit glow. I
pulled off the robe I’d been wearing
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