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VOLUME II:
RUTHLESS

By Kixi Rajki

In another
universe parallel to the prime, sometime in the year CE 3028.

 


 


The
interrogation chamber, a place the crew of the SC Morpheus had
nicknamed the dungeon decks, had no bars. They were not needed.
There was nowhere aboard the Morpheus for a prisoner to go. Even
had there been, the two occupants were shackled tightly to their
chairs, unable to do more than turn their heads.

 


It was destiny
that had brought Zasalamel Xiz’te’Memel and Kes
En’jusek together: in the service of the Crystal Vipers
Syndicate; they were a formidable dynamic duo; were more
then partners in crime. 

 


They were
lovers.

 


The hatred
felt for them by Cerberus found expression in a failed attempt to
murder her, and so, as fate would have it, the pair had been
captured.

 


During their
captivity, both had been brutally tortured; any remnant of
rationality was gone now as they felt blood trickle from their
nostrils, both prisoners were filled with a hate so powerful it
could have smothered suns. 

 


However the
nightmare of pummelling blows did eventually cease abruptly.

 


A door opened,
admitting a slice of light. The pain-givers left, and the door
closed after them.

 


Surprisingly
their interrogators had shown little interest in actually asking
them any questions, being content simply to beat them for hours on
end. Perhaps it was because they were the last of the Crystal
Vipers Syndicate, and the pending death that awaited meant not only
the end of their own lives, but ultimately the very end of their
entire rebellious organisation.

 


Kes was
panting. Fully naked and barely awake after the shock of blood loss
from the shallow cuts over her body, she tried to raise her head
and mumbled after Zasalamel had been unbound and moved from his
chair. Now, the big man dangled naked from his bound wrists, which
were secured to a hook along the overhead of the interrogation
chamber.

 


Every part of
Zasalamel’s body hurt. He tried to assess his own injuries. His
right eye was swollen shut; the view through his left eye was
veiled in a reddish haze. Welts and bruises mushroomed across both
sides of his torso, and his face felt puffy and half numb. Blood,
salty and metallic, oozed from between his loosened teeth and
dribbled over his split lower lip, which registered every drop as a
fiery sting of pain. He was certain that several of his ribs had
been cracked. His grip on consciousness felt tenuous at best.

 


Respiration
was difficult for both prisoners; their nostrils were thick with
dried blood, and mucus was pooling in their sinuses.

 


Five years had
passed since Mako’s defection from the Crystal Vipers Syndicate to
the Skycom Corporation: Five years since she’d slain Kixi Rajki,
the then-leader of the Crystal Vipers Syndicate. Kes who at that
time had been the second in command had taken over the reins as the
syndicate’s leader, nominating a new second in command, Zasalamel
Xiz’te’Memel. Until now, and to the surprise of many, Kes and her
second in command had managed to cause much havoc while at the same
time evading the absolute authority of the powerful
corporation. 

 


A shrieking of
metal as the door opened again. Light, dim and red, slashed into
the chamber and threw Zasalamel’s long, twisted shadow across the
floor; a smaller shadowy image of a bound and seated Kes appeared
next to his.

 


Barely audible
under the low pulse of the ship’s engines, the voices of Mako
Zaneca and Kristy Langley were close by, right outside the
interrogation chamber’s door.

 


Footsteps,
then shadows obscured the light from the door. First Prime Mako
Zaneca and Director of Security Kristy Langley entered the chamber,
went straight past Kes and stood directly behind Zasalamel, who was
now too heavily restrained and too stiff to turn his head. “Look at
him,” Kristy said with mocking sweetness. “So sad. He used to be so
handsome. It seems like such a waste that he picked the wrong
side.”

 


“Indeed,”
replied Mako glaring at the prisoner and barely— just barely— kept
herself from smiling. She then shot a look at Kes. Normally, the
woman would cower under such a glare, but Kes had a peculiar look
on her face. Almost like… hope. “The worst part isn’t over yet, if
that’s what you’re thinking,” Mako spat.

 


Letting out a
very long sigh, Kristy said, “Let’s get this over with.” She walked
over to the chair Kes was strapped to and removed the restraints.
Taking hold of Kes’ arms she lifted her until only the tips of her
toes dragged across the floor while she carried her over to where
Mako stood. Kristy then let go of Kes, who with her entire body
flailing, barely managed to stay upright by snagging one of the
lower support struts that was projecting from the wall with her
hand.

 


Laughing with
malicious intent, Mako backhanded her to the deck, and Kristy
flailed, knocking over a trolley of medical instruments. “Your
mother wouldn’t have gotten to where she was today by showing mercy
to treasonous scum,” she told Kristy before turning back around at
Kes who saw the snarling face of Mako glaring down at her. “You
belong to us now, body and soul. Never forget that.”

 


For the first
time during her captivity, Kes’ eyes flashed with defiance. “Body,
perhaps. But never my soul. Never that. This will not be any
different from when you killed Kixi and Paige— you got their bodies
but their souls are forever free from you.”

 


Mako laughed
harshly, picking out a scalpel from the confusion of instruments.
“You’re right, you’re absolutely right.” She crossed to Zasalamel
who was still dangling from his bound wrists to the hook secured on
the overhead and cooed to him. “Zasalamel. Zasalamel, can you hear
me?”

 


He gave a
gasp, bloody spittle trickling from his lips.

 


Mako glanced
at Kes as she spoke. “I have all I need from you. I’m going to free
you.”

 


“No,” said Kes
crying out in pain.

 


The blade of
the instrument cut through the soft flesh of Zasalamel’s neck, and
he choked and writhed, dying there before them. Mako tossed the
scalpel away and sneered. “Your lover is dead, but if it’s any
consolation, you’re about to be reunited.”

 


Kristy nodded
her head. “I second that idea.”

 


Satisfied that
she had thus far made her point, Mako beckoned Kristy to help Kes
get back on her feet. A moment later when Kes found herself
standing again, she felt a lot of pain leaving her joints as Kristy
pushed her forward. Blinded with rage she staggered toward Mako,
wanting nothing more than to first punch down the woman who helped
her to her feet, and then do the same to Mako. But fatigue drained
what energy was left in her limbs to the point where she could
barely feel the tips of her fingers.

 


“Unlike with
your dead lover, I’m gonna take much pleasure in killing you
slowly, just like I did all those years ago with your half-sister.”
Changing her evil gleam to a sinister sneer, she continued, “Oh yes
that’s right, after I killed her, I used Nanotech Embalming to
preserve her body and permanently halt the decomposition process.
If you were to see her now, you wouldn’t even know that she’s dead,
but rather in deep sleep— like a sleeping beauty. You see the
advanced nanites injected in her corpse from the Nanotech Embalming
technology has stopped the rigor mortis process, meaning her body
is as soft and cuddly as when she was alive. For the last five
years, I’ve dressed her in the clothes that I wear— underwear and
bra included the night before I wear them. Then come morning, I
undress her and put the same clothes I’ve taken off of her on me,
meaning her scent is all over the clothes I’m wearing. In fact
everything that I’m wearing right now, Kixi’s preserved body was
wearing overnight,” Mako said, noting the wince of disgust on Kes’
face. 

 


Then, after
first rubbing her wrists, Mako brought the wrist which donned a
small watch like gadget to her face, wrinkled her nose, and sniffed
loudly. When the scent of the perfume that Mako had sprayed all
over Kixi’s already dead body drifted into her nose, it hit her how
much she was already missing her preserved body. “This was on
Kixi’s wrist last night, and now it’s on my wrist— her scent is all
over me.” Mako pressed the inside part of her wrist to her nose,
breathing in and inhaling Kixi’s clean, fresh scent. “Come to think
of it, when I’m not near her Nanotech Embalming body, I kinda miss
her— that along with the scent of her hair, and the salty sweetness
of her skin. I can’t stop my hands from wandering, stroking every
inch of her body.” A girlish chuckle followed, “So yes I couldn’t
take her soul, but I sure like hell got to have her body.”

 


“You’re one
really sick fuck!” Kes spat, blood pooling under her nose.

 


“And you’re
about to be one dead fuck!” Mako shot back without an iota of
sarcasm. At the same time she moved around to come up behind Kes
and applied pressure to a specific portion of her throat. Kes’ eyes
rolled back in her skull. But just before her body went limp, Mako
released her hand from her throat, moved back in front of her while
simultaneously executing an axe kick, and kicked her in the face
with the heel of her leather boot, then moved behind her again,
slid her arms under her shoulders, lifted her up, and then levered
her arms upward, causing two sickening snaps.

 


Now, Kes’
screams filled the interrogation chamber. Mako reached around Kes
and again applied her hand to her throat.

 


The screams
stopped a moment later.

 


Mako, however,
wasn’t finished. She unholstered her blaster and fired. The plasma
bolt struck Kes’ pretty face, slicing through it. Bits of blood
spurted before the plasma bolt could cauterise the wound it caused,
and Kes fell backward, dead in an instant.

 


Mako grinned
at Kristy. “I’m alive. She’s dead. You can’t get any more fair than
that.” Then, for good
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