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   Sleep
 
    
 
   It was winter time on Karma 7, the commerce planet filled with shopping, gambling, and entertainment. A marvel of engineering, the planet was almost completely manipulated by artificial means. What little nature was left was considered the world's only grand park and was used as an attraction. There were also no oceans to speak of, only water reservoirs. The largest sections of the planet were made up of the enormous city, the industrial sectors that kept the planet running, and the shipyard that supplied it.
 
   The city was the reason everyone visited Karma 7; a vast, never sleeping metropolis which encompassed more than half of the entire sphere. Even with its huge size, more room was desired so much of the city began to shoot upward into the sky by way of enormous towers that would climb for miles in some cases. The largest concentration of these towers stood in the city center, where most of the planet’s sought after attractions were housed. Flying cars created several levels of congested traffic between the towers like streams of mechanical water. As the towers grew and grew, the lower sections of the city suffered and became dark. Buildings became abandoned, law became scarce, and many that actually lived on the planet were left behind. The bottom level of the city became a poor, crime driven world, separate from the expensive good times above them.
 
   The artificial snow drifted down around the gigantic towers during the man-made winter, landing wherever seemed fit. The flakes didn't melt even though the city was bustling with heated flying vehicles and warm neon signs, instead expiring after a predetermined time to preserve the pleasant weather effects. The expiration wasn't always precise, sometimes leaving large areas of snow in random sections of the bottom level. Artificial weather was just one of the many features that enticed people from all over the galaxy to come and spend their money and free time.
 
   On the neglected bottom level of the city, a young woman with no name huddled in the corner of an empty room in an abandoned apartment building. She held her arms against her chest for warmth, not shielded enough from the bottom level cold by her light red snow jacket, sweater, and sleeveless shirt. The dirty city bottom had stained and darkened her clothing, as well as her pony-tailed brown hair, which hid underneath an equally dirty military style cap. Only her winter jeans and boots were adequate at keeping warmth.
 
   The building she called home for the time being was completely bare and had been long since vandalized and tagged by gangs. The young woman often searched for places to hide and take shelter and no one had come into her current apartment building for a very long time. The emptiness gave her comfort. She did not do well with people.
 
   Feeling the embrace of sleep finally wrap around her, she rested her head against her raised knees but was interrupted by a rude, routine beep. Another cycle had passed and the backpack she was resting against was informing her of it. She reached behind her with a gloved but cold hand to release a small, clear plastic bag of powder that the backpack was ready to give. Holding it in her hand, she stared blankly at the white substance. “Power” was its street name. The drug could supposedly grant the user great enhanced abilities, but the young woman wasn't about to test it, lest she get addicted.
 
   “So much for sleep,” she said through a powerful yawn.
 
   The backpack she carried was an armored, self-sufficient drug laboratory and the source of the only name she knew to claim. Such individuals who carried those backpacks were referred to as a “Factory.” Because of this, she took the label upon herself so she could be referred to by something. The young woman, barely reaching the end of her teens, took part in a dangerous business. On Karma 7, drug laws were incredibly harsh. The government over their solar system, the Faren Galaxy Overlook, decided that they didn't want one of their tourist planets tainted with the distribution of illegal narcotics. If you were caught with possession you could face prison time on a desolate, lifeless moon. If you were caught manufacturing drugs your life was forfeit.
 
   Such scares made Factory the only one of her kind that was known to her, but she didn't have much of a choice. She had barely begun her new life a few months earlier, waking up in an alley with no memory or clues to her identity. The girl scraped together an existence on the bottom level of the brightly colored planet, making up things as she went along.
 
   Knowing it was that time, Factory carefully climbed out of the window of her quiet apartment and onto the fire escape. Melted snow had made the metal steps difficult for her fatigued body to traverse, forcing her to grip the railing the entire climb down. Adding to her plight, the ladder down to the street was broken, an oversight when picking a room to sleep in. Having no choice but to drop down to the sidewalk, Factory slipped on the slick concrete but held her balance to avoid a moist and painful fall.
 
   The bottom level of the city was dark, as it always was, trapped in perpetual night. The towering buildings always shadowed the bottom from the sun like a capitalist canopy with help from settling exhaust from vehicles and structures. Most of the misty exhaust was harmless to humans, but it blocked a lot of light. It was only at the bottom where you could find short buildings in between the towers. Most were long abandoned when the city reached up to the sky in pursuit of commercial gain, but they served as free shelter for those in need, like Factory. It was a stark contrast over a few hundred feet. Bright lights and lust above, darkness and fear below.
 
   When she had the time, usually dictated by her backpack, Factory would go to “Max's Drinkage.” It was a modest bar in one of the few mall buildings left in the darkness. The local businesses took it over after the legal commerce went skyward, turning the place into a black market paradise. If you needed something, it was probably there and probably stolen or illegal.
 
   Max and Misty, owners of Max's Drinkage, were young women similar in age and looks to Factory. They were both blonde, light skinned, and of average height. Misty was younger and shortest, but had the longest pony tail. Max let her hair down most of the time, and was the only one legally aged to drink alcohol, but no one cared on the bottom level. Both girls were also very casual in their attire, usually simply wearing jeans and shirts with amusing pictures or phrases on them.
 
   On the end of the third floor, next to a general goods dealer and an art purveyor, blinked the bright neon sign to the bar. Underneath it stood a tall man of large muscles and an intimidating scowl. The man's name was Henry. He was the bar's bouncer. His large body stood sternly underneath a large leather jacket that he always wore, joined by fitted jeans and black boots.
 
   “Hello, Henry,” Factory greeted him.
 
   “Hello,” Henry replied, letting her walked past.
 
   Inside was as busy as usual. The talking crowd, the billiards players, and the drinkers were all where they always were. Factory enjoyed routine in her life, as so much of it was uncertain and shrouded in mystery. The bar was a modest but popular place to be social or to pass the time from the authorities, as some did. It easily fit around thirty people, although sometimes more than that could squeeze in on busy nights.
 
   Behind the darkly stained, wooden bar, Max was talking to some regulars while Misty poured strong alcohol over a row of shot glasses. Trying not to gather any unwanted attention, Factory quietly sat in her reserved stool at the end of the bar. She was good friends with Max and Misty, but her shy nature and fear of getting them in trouble with the law kept her from getting too close. The cheerful alcohol purveyors were always offering her a place to stay, but Factory always refused. She felt she was already endangering them enough. She didn't want them killed because she lived with them.
 
   “Hey, it's good to see you,” Max greeted Factory, with her usual giant smile. “How ya been? Didn't see you yesterday.”
 
   “Alright,” Factory answered quietly. “Could I maybe have something to eat?”
 
   “Of course! You know you can always grab a bite here!”
 
   Max sat a bell in front of Factory and tapped it twice, letting Misty know that Factory “needed her attention,” as she put it.
 
   “Hello, there,” Misty greeted Factory, coming over quickly. “It's good to see you're alright. What would you like to eat?”
 
   “Um," Factory thought.
 
   “How about I just surprise you then?” Misty suggested, smiling warmly.
 
   With a simple nod from her quiet friend, Misty took the bell and walked happily through a door to their kitchen, her long ponytail bouncing about. Knowing no one ever bothered her at the bar, Factory laid her head down between her crossed arms and tried to catch a nap. The busy noise of the establishment didn't bother her, both due to her being used to it and her fatigue. She felt calm and safe in her little corner, sitting on a stool no one else could sit in, soon to eat as the only one ever served food. Factory enjoyed special treatment as Max and Misty's friend, but was too shy to properly convey how appreciative she was.
 
   Seemingly in an instant as Factory had been asleep, being careful not to startle her out of her nap, Misty returned to Factory with a plate of pasta cooked to the perfect temperature. Misty was a chef of unbridled talent. Factory always believed she could have opened her own restaurant with her talents, but Misty would always insist she only wanted to cook for her friends.
 
   “Wake up, sleepy head,” Misty said, lightly rubbing Factory's head through her hat.
 
   Factory's sleepy eyes blinked slowly as she brought the food into focus and then yawned powerfully.
 
   “You look so tired,” Misty frowned. “Why don't you take a nap in the back? After you've eaten?”
 
   “I'm alright,” Factory replied. “Thank you very much for the food.”
 
   “You're welcome. Just let me know if you need anything else!”
 
   Misty smiled and went back to her customers while taking periodic glances at Factory. The pasta was delicious, just as all of Misty's creations were. The flavors were balanced and not too overpowering, not that Factory had had much culinary experience. Max had brought her a glass of water and many napkins while she enjoyed the meal. Being especially smooth through practice, Factory slipped the little bag of Power into a napkin and set it aside before continuing to eat. Max then came by and replaced the hidden bag with money, completing their secret transaction.
 
   Factory had met Max and Misty by chance not long after she awoke with no memory. They had filled her in about what she carried on her back and thus became her distributors out of friendship. Factory would never be able to sell it on her own due to her very reserved nature and was happy they were helping her. They continuously told her she could give up that life and live with them, but Factory was afraid to give up the backpack, feeling it might hold some clue as to who she really was and why she ended up the way she did.
 
   Finishing up her meal, Factory happily wiped her mouth clean of sauce and thought about what Misty had offered. The thought of a nice bed was tempting, but she knew she had to decline no matter how much she'd love to fall face first into one. With a smiling wave, Factory left the bar and headed back to her quiet abandoned apartment.
 
   “There she goes again,” Max sighed.
 
   “I wish she would accept our offer,” Misty said, staring at the front door. “I worry about her.”
 
   Factory was too tired. The walk out of the black market mall was slow and hindered by an occasional stumble. She knew she couldn't put off sleep any longer, lest she collapse from weakness. Factory was never very tough or formidable, making sleep a worthy opponent. In an evil twist of fate, Factory stepped outside the front entrance to the black market and spotted danger across the street.
 
   A group of local gang members called the “Hoodz” were looking her way. They all wore hooded jackets of red color, concealing their faces in darkness. Factory stood motionless, unsure of what she should do. She had a gut feeling that they wanted something from her and it was an easy guess as to what. She couldn't believe she had been found out, that her secret had somehow reached the ears of those who would harm her. Things had gone relatively smooth in her new life so far. She had been trying to avoid her current situation with all her might, but the information still slipped out somehow. It was easy to tell that going back to the apartment was a bad idea.
 
   Slowly backing away from the street and into the black market, Factory happened upon an idea when she glanced at an arms dealer next to the entrance. With great courage and fear for her safety fighting away her shyness, she walked into the store and glanced around at the tables. Firearms of every kind were lying about for purchase. Big ones, small ones, and most of them Factory couldn't wrap her head around. She didn't know much about anything, and even less about guns, but she knew that she needed something to protect herself.
 
   Moving away from a customer and directing attention to Factory, the owner of the shop approached her with a confused look. “Can I help you with something?” the man asked in a low, almost growling tone.
 
   “Um, I'm looking for something I can use for personal protection,” Factory attempted to explain. “Nothing too big or complicated, but scary might be a good thing.”
 
   “Scary, huh?” The man repeated. “I've got scary. And it's simple.”
 
   Walking over to a table on the other end of the store, the man picked up a black revolver and a box of ammunition. Even though it was just a moment, Factory began to quietly panic as she stood there alone with other customers walking around. When the man returned to Factory, he sat down the items on a table next to her, their weight demonstrated by how loud the placement was.
 
   “Know anything about firearms?” The man asked.
 
   “No,” she answered.
 
   “It's not hard,” The man began explaining, taking the black revolver in his hand. “Press this here, and the rotating cylinder will swing out. Put six bullets in the holes and then snap it back in. You don't have to pull the hammer back manually to fire it, but it's easier to pull the trigger if you do. This thing's as old as they come but it’s a lot cheaper and a lot less complicated than a coil gun or a laser rifle."
 
   “Okay, that sounds simple enough. And it does look scary. How much?”
 
   “I'll give you the gun and the one hundred bullets for two hundred dollars.”
 
   The revolver and box of ammunition were heavy, but fit nicely within Factory's jacket. She felt victorious in her quest for personal protection and even more so that she had survived social interaction. Ready for a second attempt at leaving, Factory stood outside the entrance again. The gang members were still waiting, looking at her with dark, empty hoods. She had been dreading the day when she would have to deal with law enforcement and bounty hunters. If she couldn't deal with local gangs, she was doomed.
 
   Factory knew she couldn't lead them to where she slept, so she decided to walk in the opposite direction instead. As Factory forced a brisk pace through her fatigue, the Hoodz crossed the street and followed behind her several yards back. Factory thought hard about what she should do, thinking that they all must have firearms of their own and would out gun her. Spying a busy open marketplace down a crossing street that had many people walking around, she pushed herself to make a mad dash for the crowd. The Hoodz gave chase but could not catch her before she was lost in the sea of people.
 
   Factory desperately tried to catch her breath as she hid in a small clothing shop, thanking a god she didn't know she believed in. She pretended to look at shirts lying about on a table while the gang angrily passed by without noticing her. When she saw her opportunity, she left the store in a quick sprint and left the marketplace unseen. Factory had never been so afraid, but she was able to revel in yet another victory.
 
   When she made it back to her abandoned apartment corner she couldn't help but stare at the door, wondering if she was about to be found out by the Hoodz. Her incident had given her a moment of adrenaline, but it quickly wore off and Factory finally lost her battle with sleep; a battle she wasn't completely upset about losing. Huddled in her corner again she slumbered happily through the rest of the night. The everyday creaks and bumps of the old building weren't enough to set off Factory's paranoia, but sudden talking was.
 
   Like a cold shower injected into her veins, Factory immediately burst her eyes open from sleep but remained absolutely still and quiet. Several voices could be heard just outside her door. A small group of people were having a conversation but she couldn't quite make out any of the words. Fearing for her safety, Factory grabbed hold of her revolver and aimed it at the door, the heavy weight pulling down on her untrained muscles. As she struggled to keep steady, the voices suddenly faded and then disappeared from ear's reach.
 
   Factory went to the window and tried to pull it up and open. She had closed it in an attempt to keep the cold out, but it would not budge again. Silently cursing herself, Factory went to the door and put her ear against it. She couldn't hear anything but her heart beating ever louder like a giant foreboding drum. With adrenaline pumping through her terrified body, she pointed her revolver before her and gently opened the door without making a sound. The hallway was empty and dead calm. Things seemed even more quiet than usual. Knowing she had to find a new building to sleep in, Factory carefully walked towards the stairs and hoped she would meet no one.
 
   “Hey!” a voiced yelled out.
 
   Factory turned around to see a Hoodz gang member staring at her. The figure was standing next to an open doorway only a few rooms down from where she had been sleeping. The Hoodz member stood still, waiting to see how things would play out and then started to walk towards her. In a panic, Factory raised her gun and fired towards her target without any real aim. The sound of the shot ripped through the air and filled the hallway as the bullet raced towards the Hoodz member and struck the open door. The recoil of the pistol almost brought the gun into Factory's face, who hadn't taken it into account at all. Confidence suddenly lost, Factory's target dropped to the floor and laid still in surrender. Feeling victorious, Factory stared at her accomplishment but was cut short.
 
   Coming as back up, more Hoodz members appeared from the open door holding guns of their own and ready to fight. Knowing her situation had just turned dire, she fired another shot to slow them down and then ran for the stairs. Enemy gunfire came her way, smashing into the walls and doors. The stairs felt like they were miles away as she fled from the projectiles, but she made it clear of the hallway without being harmed. Factory tried her best to race down the old creaky steps, being careful not to lose her footing and doom herself to being caught. Unfortunately, just as she feared, when the last bit of stairs was in front of her, Factory stumbled and fell into the tiled bottom floor hallway with a thud. Her head was now killing her with throbbing pain, but her adrenaline kept her in the right mindset. In order to buy her some time for her folly, she fired shots up the stairs while getting to her feet and exiting the front door.
 
   The fall had hindered her greatly. Her pace on the wet sidewalk was slow and she was having more trouble than usual trying to figure out what to do. Noticing the Hoodz exiting the building behind her, Factory quickly ducked into another building and had a miraculous stroke of luck. Just before the Hoodz could continue their pursuit into the new building, Factory placed a metal broom through the door handles and halted them. The Hoodz pushed and pushed against their blocked path, filled with anger and rage from being locked out.
 
   Factory sat down on the foot of the nearby stairs as she watched the front entrance. The Hoodz had stopped trying to force their way through, which probably meant they were going around to the back. She wouldn't make it to the rear entrance before them so she was stuck inside. Gathering some more adrenaline, Factory climbed the stairs as fast and she could and went to the roof. Thinking she might have to make a last stand and bottleneck them through the roof access door, she reloaded her revolver as quickly as she could, but due to her rushed clumsiness Factory dropped a bullet onto the slick roof and slipped on her back as she scrambled to grab it. When she regained her focus, she noticed a large a ventilation duct connected to an air conditioning machine.
 
   When the Hoodz reached the roof they marched around with guns ready for action, but they could not find any. They checked the entire roof, looked over the sides at fire escapes, and then cursed each other for letting her get away. When the Hoodz went back into the building and were out of sight, Factory let out a long and powerful sigh of relief. The inside of the ventilation duct was cramped and cold but comfortable enough and it wasn't as if she had really been sleeping in any better locations; the old apartment buildings possessed very poor insulation. Figuring it was as good a place as any and since it had saved her, she decided to just continue her sleep in the tight space and give herself plenty more time before moving.
 
   As she opened her eyes she found herself in a place of endless white in all directions. A blank canvas of space and time. It was quiet and lonely. An empty place with nothing in all directions. She didn't know for sure but she felt like she was the only person there. An overwhelming emptiness surrounded her as she looked around in desperation. Factory tried to call out to anyone, but her mouth wouldn't make any noise. She yelled over and over, but she was completely mute. About to sit down and accept defeat, Factory then noticed someone.
 
   She turned to see a hooded figure standing nearby, staring at her. Factory guessed it must be another Hoodz member come to get her as the figure was slightly blurred. She reached for her gun, but it wasn't where it was supposed to be. She frantically dug through her pockets but she couldn't find it. As if aware of her predicament, the figure started walking calmly towards her, its footsteps loud and clear; the only sound there was. Knowing she was defenseless, Factory turned to run as fast as she could, peering over her shoulder as she made her escape attempt. Each time she looked, the figure was closer and closer, but never changed from a walking pace. Factory was desperately trying to get away. Her body ached and screamed from being pushed to the limit and just as the figure reached her she suddenly fell downward. Factory held herself above an infinite blackness below her with one hand on the white ledge. She feared her pursuer would come to finish her but strangely he never came. Factory tried again to call out for anyone but she still couldn't make any noise.
 
   Factory's arm was going numb. She didn't have much time left before she would fall to her doom out of exhaustion. The muscles in her arm were yelling in struggle but there was nothing she could do. Right as her hand had given up and let the ledge slip from her grasp, someone grabbed a hold of her. As she lifted her tired head, Factory saw that Max and Misty had held her from falling, smiling happily at their friend.
 
   “Please be careful,” Misty said.
 
   “Yeah, clumsy,” Max added.
 
   Factory smiled at her friends. She felt safe now that they had her, despite the bottomless darkness below. Factory opened her mouth to speak again, but instead a loud beep rang out. She wasn't sure what had just happened but before she could guess, Max and Misty pulled her up and over the ledge in one powerful pull.
 
   When she landed on the ledge above, Factory was painfully returned to reality, suddenly jerking upward and hitting her head against the top of the vent. She cringed and held her aching head as she silently cursed herself. She only just narrowly missed the spot she hand injured from the fall she suffered earlier. Once the pain subsided, she reached forward and pushed the vent cover off with ease.
 
   Light snow was falling onto the rooftop. Factory liked seeing the snow move gently down as if unfazed by gravity and wanting to drop at their own pace. After pulling herself out of her cold metal shelter, Factory attempted to open the roof access door but failed. The door had locked her on the roof, something she was unaware might happen. Grabbing a hold of her revolver, she thought she could shoot the lock open, but then decided that she might attract some unwanted attention with the noise.
 
   Remembering the fire escapes, Factory quickly checked to see if they would lead her to freedom. Unfortunately, each of the fire escapes to that particular building were damaged beyond use. Feeling beaten and out of ideas, Factory sat against the roof access door while she slowly turned white from the snow. The snow was calming and pretty. Even though she was upset and trapped, she was enjoying a relaxing sight. Curious to see how high up she was, even though she knew she wasn't going to attempt to fall down, Factory walked over to the edge of the roof. She looked down at the white alley between the old buildings, the falling snow obscuring her sight.
 
   Then she thought she may have come up with a solution. The rooftops didn't seem very far away from each other and Factory thought she might be able to jump across. She measured the distance by sight and objects she could make out in the alley. Despite her heavy clothing and lack of athletics, she felt as if she had it in her to cover the gap. Standing at her starting point, Factory did her best to stretch out her legs and mentally prepare. She didn't like taking risks, but this was her only option as far as she was concerned.
 
   With her pants rolled up a little and her mind focused, she sprinted across the roof and towards the edge. She pushed herself to sprint as fast as possible, knowing that if she didn't she may fall to her doom. As she reached the edge and jumped, her lack of attention to detail made her slip on collected snow. Her jump was thrown out of balance and she fell forward into the alley. Fearing death reaching towards her, she instead plummeted towards a fire escape on the next building and landed hard on the handrail with her stomach. Her inertia rolled her over the side and onto the metal catwalk to safely look up at where she had fallen from.
 
   Factory had never felt such pain before. Her abdomen felt as if it were on fire, causing cold tears to run down the sides of her head. She laid there motionless for a moment, trying to convince herself to get up, but she couldn't do more than make unhappy faces as she held herself. There was an overwhelming mixture of failure and luck inside her as she attempted to recover, but at least she was off of the roof and could perhaps get down. Factory grabbed a hold of the guardrail that saved her and attempted to pull herself up. Her injury fought against the attempt, but Factory gritted her teeth and sat up through the intense pain.
 
   “Ouch,” Factory whimpered, her sudden jerks from crying making her pain worse.
 
   Factory made herself proud by standing up and slowly making her way down the stairs. Each step was a struggle through intense pain and over slippery metal, but she kept pushing onward. When she reached the bottom, she realized she didn't possess the strength to move the lever that would lower the ladder into the alley, either due to it being frozen or rusty. Being careful to avoid her stomach, she instead used her body weight on the lever and it released the ladder slowly. When it was fully extended, the ladder seemed much longer than it really was and Factory wasn't sure if she had the strength to climb down.
 
   After a long stare and many encouraging deep breaths, Factory pushed herself forward. Her progress on the ladder was difficult and slow. The wet, slippery bars challenged her weak grip. Halfway down, her crippling pain got the best of her and she fell into the alley. Laying still, Factory realized she had fallen face up onto a large pile of snow and did not sustain any additional injuries. Factory let out a short sigh of relief. She had such dumb luck sometimes.
 
   The cold that was seeping into her felt numbingly pleasant. The thought of lying there for an extended time was tempting, but she knew she had to keep moving. After a moment of soothing rest, she painfully sat up and made her way towards the street. There was only one place she could go for help and it wasn't very close. Factory feared she would be seen by the previous night's gang members, but she gratefully made it to her destination without incident, albeit very slowly.
 
   In a drunken haze, Max stared at the ceiling above the bar as she laid limp atop it. Misty, equally under the influence but much more fatigued, sat up in a chair with her head dangling backwards. The tables and bar top were a mess of empty bottles and glasses.
 
   "That got kind of crazy there for a moment," Misty said, not opening her eyes.
 
   "What?" Max numbingly answered.
 
   "I said..." Misty trailed off. "Are you alright?"
 
   "Yeah, I'm fine," Max answered. "I'm… just… trying to figure out… what I forgot about the ceiling."
 
   "The ceiling?" Misty questioned. "I think it's time for you to go to bed."
 
   Before Max could argue, a weak knock alerted their dazed attentions to the door. Working the new information through slowed brains, the girls didn't do anything at first. Only after calling upon a sudden burst of energy, Misty braced herself against the table and pushed herself up with wobbly results. On the way to the door, Misty bumped into two tables and knocked over a chair, but eventually made it safely.
 
   "Remember to use the window," Max reminded her. "And the gun."
 
   Accessing a small screen on the wall, Misty activated a feature that made a small section of the door turn transparent as if it were glass. Max and Misty could see people at their door, but it didn't affect the appearance of the door on the outside. After picking up a small shotgun from a secret compartment in the wall, Misty took a look at who was knocking.
 
   Factory stood with her head down and an arm at her stomach. The other arm softly bounced against the outside of the door as she found the strength to lift it.
 
   "Oh, my goodness!" Misty exclaimed. "Get up! It's Factory!"
 
   Max rolled off the bar to the floor with a surprised thud and then quickly came to the door to help Misty. The two drunk bar owners helped their friend slowly come into their three bedroom home in the back of the building secretly beyond the bar kitchen and laid her down on a bed in a spare room.
 
   "What happened to you?" Misty frantically asked.
 
   "I fell and hurt my stomach," Factory answered through a groan. "From a rooftop."
 
   The shock of the answer immediately drew Max and Misty out of their daze and into action. Like a flash of lighting Max ran out of the room in search of some medicines and bandages while Misty began taking off Factory's wet outer clothing, all the while apologizing and blushing from embarrassment. When all that was left was Factory's panties and bare chest, Misty began to rub a medicinal oil Max had brought onto her injured friend's stomach to sooth the pain and help prevent bruising. Factory was trying to pay attention and apologize for being a burden, but with so much pain and the embrace of a soft bed, Factory couldn’t help but fall asleep.
 
   When she awoke, Factory found a cool medicinal temperature packet on her abdomen. The room was dimly lit with enclosed candles that lightly flickered against the breeze created by the heating system of the home. There wasn't much in the room beyond the bed and couple of small wooden end tables which held the candles. It was just a simple extra room with no purpose, although the soft red paint on the walls was very pleasant and the doors to the closet suggested it was very large. She groaned as she felt her injury make itself known when she tried to stretch her body out. Factory didn't feel the strength or willpower to sit up, just wanting to rest. She felt so happy to have such wonderful friends to count on for support. Her eyes began to water as she thought about all the times she denied them.
 
   "You think you're upset?" Max said, appearing suddenly in the doorway to the room. "You should see Misty. She's a nervous wreck right now. She's convinced that you might have some sort of internal injury and you should go to the hospital, but I had a private doctor come and check you out. He did a scan of your internal organs with a hand-held and said that you look good inside. You're just going to have some fucked up tissue for a while that'll make moving uncomfortable, but nothing crippling. Especially with all the tender love and care that Misty's been giving you constantly."
 
   "Is she okay?" Factory asked, tearing more.
 
   "She's fine," Max answered. "She finally went to sleep. You slept all day. It just became night time again."
 
   "I'm sorry," Factory squeaked through holding back her crying.
 
   "Don't worry about it,” Max said, wiping her eyes clear of tearing. "But you don't have any fucking choice any more, understand? You live here. It's not negotiable and I don't want to hear any crap about the dangers. We'll just keep your backpack and all its trouble in the closet over there and forget out it."
 
   "Okay," Factory sniffled.
 
   Max went to Factory and kissed her forehead. "I'll bring you something to eat. Don't try to get up just yet.”
 
   Factory felt terrible, but also felt relieved. She had two wonderful friends that had taken her in and cared for her. As her tears rolled down her cheeks, she wasn't sure if they were from sorrow or joy.
 
   After a few minutes of rubbing her eyes, Factory seemed to snap out of some sort of state and suddenly felt embarrassed that she had exposed breasts. Grabbing one of several pillows that she noticed must have been cast aside on the floor to let her lay on the bed, she covered her chest and waited.
 
   "Feeling shy?" Max smirked, returning with a plate of sandwiches.
 
   "A little bit," Factory answered.
 
   "I'll go get you a shirt," Max laughed. "But you better start eating. Here, I'll help you sit up just a little."
 
   With Max's assistance, Factory sat up with the support of several pillows in a pile behind her. She wasn't straight up, but it was enough for her to comfortably eat from the plate.
 
   "I'll be right back, okay?" Max assured her. "Eat."
 
   As if waiting for her to leave the room, Misty appeared just as Max left to get Factory a shirt. Misty's face was red and she stared at the floor as she entered.
 
   "Are you alright?" Factory asked.
 
   "Oh, yes. I'm fine," Misty answered. "I think I just may have a slight fever or something. It's nothing to worry about. How are you feeling?"
 
   "Really sore, but it isn't very painful," Factory said. "Thank you so much for taking care of me."
 
   "Anything for you," Misty smiled. "Um, anything I can do for my friends. It's no problem."
 
   Max walked in with the shirt she was retrieving, smiling slyly. "Hey, Misty. How are you feeling?"
 
   "I'm alright," she answered. "I just wanted to make sure she was alright."
 
   "You need to get some sleep."
 
   "I will. I'll just go get something to drink."
 
   Misty smiled at Factory and exited the room. Max still had the same smile on her from before.
 
   "Why are you smiling like that?" Factory asked.
 
   "Oh, no reason," Max obviously lying in reply. "No reason at all. Now put on this shirt before things get steamy."
 
   "What? What do you mean?"
 
   "Nothing," she coyly replied.
 
   Max quickly exited the room after a well-aimed toss of the shirt to Factory. Confused but hungry, Factory shrugged off her curiosity in favor of food, at least for the time being. Thanks to some well timed medicine that heavily induced sleep, Factory stayed in bed for the rest of the night and was back on her feet in the morning.
 
   As the sun rose someplace it could be seen, Factory awoke to a very enticing group of smells. Misty was lovingly toiling away in the kitchen, preparing a breakfast that consisted of many delicious foods. The aroma of a warm meal was too much to bare for the two fatigued girls, forcing them to get up and make their way to the kitchen.
 
   The dining table was covered in a selection of foods ranging from meats and eggs to baked goods and hot aromatic coffee. It was quite the delicious sight to behold. Max had reached the table first, rubbing her eyes intensely with one hand and feeling around for a chair with the other. She hadn't bothered getting dressed, only wearing a tank top and her panties. Max was too casual among friends to care about how she looked at home and proud of her generous proportions. When Factory reached the table, her attire was equally casual, but she was much more embarrassed. She was unable to locate her clothing in her room, so coming to the table in a t-shirt and panties was her only option.
 
   "Where are my clothes?" Factory asked, awkwardly sitting down at the table.
 
   "Oh, I had washed them," Misty answered, not taking her eyes off the stove. "They were pretty dirty. I have them folded somewhere. I'll get them in a second."
 
   "Oh, okay."
 
   "So, what's with the grand meal?" Max questioned. "I can't even remember the last time you cooked breakfast."
 
   "Well, it's a special occasion isn't it?" Misty answered. "It's the first breakfast with the newest member of the household!" 
 
   "You didn't have to go to any trouble," Factory said. 
 
   "It's no trouble," Misty assured her. 
 
   "It's no trouble as long as Factory is the one eating," Max giggled.
 
   Misty gave a small glare towards Max before suddenly spinning around with her most important breakfast item. With a heartwarming smile and hop in her step she sat down a tall stack of fresh pancakes in the very center of her buffet.
 
   "Man, if this is how you're going to cook from now on, we are gonna get faaaaaaat," Max laughed.
 
   "Thank you for the meal," Factory blushed, trying to hold herself back from starting yet. "Do we eat now?"
 
   Misty giggled. "Go ahead and dig in! Eat 'till you're nice and full!"
 
    
 
   A few days after her first big breakfast, Factory found herself lost. Max and Misty were working in the bar and had left her to her own devices. Factory didn't know what she should do and was still afraid to touch anything in the house. Max and Misty had quite the collection of trinkets randomly placed about the house around their furniture with no particular theme or flow.
 
   There were figures of television and movie characters, paintings, and even a strange suit of metal armor near the garage door. She thought about retreating to her room, but instead sat on the couch in the living room in front of a television that was already on. Factory sat quietly as a movie trailer about war played on the screen. She watched the trailer with great interest as she hadn't ever seen a movie before, but then a strange feeling came to her. She felt her body being restless and her hands began to shake.
 
   Heading to her closet, she found her backpack hanging quietly. She had never really noticed how worn and damaged it looked, despite being perfectly protected on the inside. In order to stop any loud error noises, Factory had taped the release button to the bag so it could release the drugs whenever they were ready. She stared blankly at the backpack when suddenly the notification sounded and another little bag fell into an open box on the floor. The box contained a small collection of her previous life.
 
   Factory had always been afraid of the drugs. She was frightened by the thought of being addicted and out of control. The thought of taking the drug now was still scary but not as before. A feeling of ease was there that wasn't previously. Factory felt that it was safer now that she had a place to live and friends who cared for her.
 
   "Just once," she said to herself. “What harm could it do?”
 
   In the bar, Max and Misty were serving drinks and talking with patrons. It was a typical night with nothing too interesting. That is, until a rowdy newcomer decided to join them.
 
   Sitting at the bar with a sly look, a blond haired man started ordering drinks and flirting openly with Max and Misty. All of his attempts were vulgar and rude, which got him turned down consistently.
 
   "Man, you two bitches are so full of yourselves," the blond man said. "You two need to relax and just go with the flow, have some fun. I can show you a good time."
 
   At this point Max and Misty simply ignored the man and didn't respond, which irritated him. "Fine, maybe this young thing will want to have some fun with me."
 
   Max and Misty quickly looked out of fear of the statement's meaning to see Factory standing behind the bar in front of the man.
 
   "Hey, cute thing," he began. "What's your name?"
 
   Factory didn't respond, only staring blankly at the man as if she didn't know what she was looking at.
 
   "Aw, come on, don't be shy."
 
   Factory still said nothing.
 
   "Hey, are you on something? Damn, you look pretty far gone."
 
   The blond man reached for Factory's shoulder but was quickly thwarted by Misty who pushed his arm aside.
 
   "Please, either clean up your act or we'll have you removed," she said. "I'm tired of hearing your pathetic advances and now you're trying to harass my friend."
 
   Becoming instantly rage filled by Misty's scolding, the man pulled out a knife and swung his arm out towards her. Misty could not react quickly enough but was not injured, as Factory had stopped the man's swing and held it in place with one hand.
 
   "What the fuck," he blond man said. "Give me my arm back."
 
   Suddenly looking very angry, Factory slammed the man's arm down against the edge of the bar counter, breaking it at the forearm and fixing it at a ninety degree angle. The man screamed out in pain, causing the attention of the bar to be completely focused on Factory. Gently letting go of his arm, Factory's expression returned to that of a blank slate and the man fell to the floor in loud agony.
 
   Max and Misty didn't know what to do but stare in complete shock at what had happened. The injured man scrambled to his feet and ran for the door, pausing before a complete exit. "You'll fucking pay for this!"
 
   "Um," Max began to gather her thoughts. "everybody please just go back to your business, okay? We'll handle this."
 
   Max and Misty guided Factory back into the house with ease, simply turning her in the right direction and nudging her slightly. With Factory sitting quietly on the couch, Max and Misty tried to understand what had happened.
 
   "Look at her, she's as blank as a piece of paper," Misty said.
 
   "I know," Max sighed. "And I think I know why. Wait here."
 
   Max disappeared into the hallway, leaving Misty to watch over her empty friend.
 
   "Hello," Misty called softly to Factory. "Is anyone home?"
 
   Misty waved her hands in front of Factory slowly but there was no response. Nothing but a blank stare forward with slow blinks on the eyes. Putting a hand to her mouth in thought, Misty attempted to come up with any ideas to snap her out of it, but was suddenly met with and unexpected look. Factory slowly moved her gaze to Misty and stared longingly. Her eyes softened and held a hint of sadness while her mouth dropped open slightly, revealing the tip of her tongue. Misty's face turned red with heavy blushing and let out a small squeak of nervousness.
 
   "Hey, I think I found..." Max announced halfway, freezing in place as she witnessed the event. "Um, never mind. I'll leave you two alone."
 
   "Wait, don't," Misty pleaded as Max disappeared into the hallway once more.
 
   Factory reached up to Misty with both hands and grabbed a hold of her waist. Before she knew it, Misty had found herself lying down face to face with the object of her secret affection. Factory's hot breath slowly traveled outward and mingled with hers as she stared longingly.
 
   "Hey, um, Factory?" Misty said, swallowing hard. "You, don't mean this. I mean you're obviously not yourself and-"
 
   Before she could stumble through any more words, Factory put her lips against Misty's and dove her tongue inside. Misty couldn't help but moan lightly as she enjoyed her little fantasy. Within a minute of kissing, Factory had Misty's jeans and underwear around her ankles without her even noticing.
 
   Sleeping soundly, Max was suddenly awoken by the sound of heavy footsteps in the hall and a slammed door. With fear in her mind, she quickly rushed to the living room to find a naked, crying Misty.
 
   "Hey, what happened?" Max asked.
 
   "I guess, she snapped out of it," Misty explained through pauses of tears. "She probably thinks I raped her or something. She probably hates me now."
 
   "She was under the influence of Power, her backpack drug. She probably blacked out and suddenly, I guess, saw you on top of her?"
 
   "I wasn't on top of her. She was on top of me and fin-."
 
   "Oh, wow, okay. I didn't really need to know that. I am actually straight you know."
 
   Misty started silently crying harder. "You knew something was wrong with her but you didn't stop it."
 
   "Yeah, but, I thought maybe this was a good chance for you or something? Man, I'm fucking retarded. I'm so sorry, Misty. Let me go talk to her okay?"
 
   Working up her nerve, Max knocked on the door to Factory's room at the end of the hall with no response. She couldn't hear anything but Misty's soft crying from the living room.
 
   "Hey, um," Max attempted to say, "Are you, okay? Can I come in?"
 
   There was a moment of silence as Max attempted to figure out what she should do. This was definitely a strange situation to be sure. Just before she tried knocking again, Factory opened the door, wearing only a t-shirt and soaked with tears.
 
   "I didn't mean to hurt Misty's feelings," she said. "I'm sorry I screwed up. I'm stupid, I'm… I can make it up to her."
 
   With Max following close behind, confused to no end, Factory made her way to a devastated Misty. Misty looked as if her world had been taken from her, just staring blankly into the side of the couch until Factory approached her.
 
   "I…" Misty attempted to say something but nothing would come.
 
   "I'm sorry, Misty," Factory apologized. "I don't really know what's going on, or what any of this means. I know I screwed up by taking the drug but, I didn't want to hurt your feelings and make you cry. If you want, I'm willing to go ahead and continue. It's just, now I'm really nervous and I don't know what I'm doing."
 
   Misty looked up at Factory in disbelief. "What? Do you really mean that? You don't have to do anything you aren't comfortable with just for my sake.
 
   “No, it's alright. I... want to try, for you.”
 
   “Um, okay. I guess I'll take the lead then, if you're sure."
 
   "Okay! I'm out of here! See you guys later!" Max exclaimed, panicking and retreating to her room.
 
   The next few days were awkward, yet pleasurable. Having everything out in the open, Factory and Misty made progress towards a stronger bond and grew their friendship into something more; something that made their sexual encounter meaningful. Although the situation was a bit like declaring a winner and then asking everyone to race.
 
   Max, being the most well learned of the trio, surmised that the drug must effect individuals differently, similar to alcohol having certain persona effects on people. She had attempted to research any information on the drug but none existed. Factory felt ashamed that her induced personality was openly sexual, but she was determined not to ever take the drug again. She was happy that she now had a relationship that was more romantically involved, but she wished it had developed from a better start.
 
   As the days went on, Factory began helping out in the bar and was happily conversing with a customer while Max and Misty did the same. It was a pleasant time for her life and a great milestone. There was finally some routine she could count on. There was finally some reassurance to the day. She wasn't scared or frightened about what the next twenty-four hours might bring and instead happily embraced every new adventure, no matter how small.
 
   Unfortunately, that day's adventure was no small feat. In the middle of the busiest time of day for the bar, the front door was smashed inward with the bouncer following right after. Debris from the door and the surrounding frame peppered the crowd inside and caused a few injuries.
 
   "Henry!" Max yelled out to the unresponsive body on the floor.
 
   Without time to take in what had just happened, loud mechanical whizzes and thumps suddenly caught everyone's attention towards the entrance. Standing cold and emotionless was a small security class mechsuit. The suit was a robotic vehicle that stood up on two legs and carried two large machine guns for arms. It made the driver hidden in the chest cavity stand twelve feet tall, barely fitting in the hole now present in the front of the establishment.
 
   "I told you stupid bitches you would pay for what you did!" the mechsuit announced over a speaker.
 
   "Oh, shit!" Max exclaimed.
 
   Just as the three girls quickly dropped to the floor behind the bar, the mechsuit fired its two guns upon the crowd and randomly all over the establishment, killing everyone in sight and covering the floor it stood upon with empty shells. The bar held up well against the barrage of incoming fire. Thankfully the security class meant the caliber of rounds were small so the penetrating power was limited. As the mechsuit took a moment of pause to observe the damage done, Max quickly popped up from the cover of the splintered bar and fired several shotgun blasts at the mechsuit. The suit reacted to the attack with a sudden flinch against the pellets but then quickly aimed to fire back. Before it retaliated, however, more gunfire came toward it from a submachine gun Misty was wielding. The combined gunfire was too much to stand and take and the mechsuit quickly jumped backward and disappeared back into the mall.
 
   Grabbing Factory, Max and Misty quickly retreated back into their home and went to a large wall with a single painting on it. Tugging gently on the painting, the wall suddenly split open to reveal a hidden room filled with guns and other weapons lying about on racks and crates. Factory didn't know what to make of what was happening and could only stand and watch in awe.
 
   "Fucking asshole thinks he can fuck up my bar and get away with it!" Max angrily talked to herself. "I am going to fuck his world up!"
 
   "He's going to pay for all those people he slaughtered!" Misty chimed in.
 
   "Um…" Factory attempted to join in. "Can I help?"
 
   Misty hugged Factory tight and looked her in the eyes. "You don't have to, sweetie. You can stay back here and be safe if you want."
 
   "No, I want to help. I can help."
 
   "Okay then," Max said. "Pick something mean."
 
   Max grabbed a large machine gun that she needed a shoulder sling to use and then gestured to Misty and Factory. Misty grabbed hold of a large bolt action rifle without a scope and then smiled at Factory, who was looking very nervous.
 
   "Um…" Factory said again, trying to think about what to choose.
 
   She looked over the guns in the room, trying to hurry so they could go after the mechsuit, when suddenly she noticed a pair of shiny revolvers on a little table. She picked them up and looked at them fondly, thinking about her first gun she had purchased.
 
   "Nice choice," Max commented. "Everyone make sure you have plenty to reload with and then let's get that fucker."
 
   Stacking up against the wall near the ruined entrance, Max looked at Misty and Factory with a nod before swiftly tossing a flash grenade into the mall. Following the flash, the girls quickly rushed in after the bright explosion but the mall was quiet and empty. No customers or store owners could be seen anywhere, save for a few dead bodies lying in the lobby of the bottom floor. The girls took cover behind the thick metal safety barriers of the walk way and looked around for their target.
 
   "I don't see him," Misty observed. "Maybe he's trying to bait us out where he wants."
 
   "Yeah, like we'll fall for that crap," Max answered.
 
   "Wait, I see movement below us," Factory called out.
 
   Rushing up the stairs two floors below were several armed men in military green uniforms.
 
   "What the Hell?" Misty observed. "Is the military here?"
 
   "No, just mercenaries I think," Max replied. "Let's take care of those stairs."
 
   All standing up at once, they were immediately made to take cover again as gunfire slammed into the barrier. Suddenly feeling brave, Factory took a quick peek at the incoming fire to see that the mechsuit had taken a shooting position from a nearby clothing store. With speed and precision she didn’t know she had, Factory quickly took aim with one of her revolvers and fired a shot that made the left leg of the suit fail and the enemy fell over in a helpless mechanical mess. Factory was dumbfounded as she thought that she was able to follow the bullet to its target as it flew.
 
   "Wow, great shot," Misty congratulated her.
 
   "Yeah, that was fucking awesome," Max agreed.
 
   Instead of accepting their kind words, Factory instead looked very confused about what had just happened.
 
   "What’s wrong-"
 
   Misty's inquiry was cut short when more gunfire came towards them from the advancing soldiers reaching the top floor.
 
   "Think you could pop off another shot and get them to take cover, ace?" Max asked Factory.
 
   "I think so," She replied.
 
   Moving to the end of the barrier where it turned a corner and followed the walkway to the stairs, she quickly glanced down towards the armed men. Factory's enemies were partially exposed to her new positioning, thinking they had a trio of helpless girls pinned under fire. Just like with the mechsuit, when she took a glance at her enemy, time seemed to slow down dramatically. She could easily distinguish individual shots from the automatic rifles they were firing at her friends and make out the shapes of the muzzle flashes. She was amazed at what she was doing, and with a careful steady hand she squeezed off another shot that tore through an enemy skull.
 
   Losing a soldier immediately demoralized the remaining men and they quickly took cover in fear and confusion. When the enemy was in hiding, Max and Misty came and out rested their guns on the barrier and took aim.
 
   "That old metal might stop your bullets but not ours!" Max yelled to the hiding enemy.
 
   Letting loose the full speed of her machine gun, the high caliber, belt-fed gun ripped the barrier apart and shredded the mercenaries behind it. Misty watched carefully with her rifle in case anyone managed to survive, but was instead witness to all of their deaths at the hands of Max. The top of the stairs was a gruesome sight as the floor was littered with discarded weaponry and pools of blood. Now being free of distracting gunfire, the girls went to the mechsuit to confront their would-be seeker of vengeance.
 
   Before approaching it, Misty made sure to disable the arms with a shot each from her rifle. A terribly powerful round that destroyed the mechanical workings of the machine guns making them useless scrap. The mechsuit had fallen over in such a way that blocked the cockpit hatch from opening, trapping the pilot inside.
 
   "He's stuck, what do we do?" Misty questioned no one in particular.
 
   "I guess we'll have to leave him in there," Max sighed. "Wanted to shoot him in the face but I can't move this damn thing to let him out."
 
   "We should blow him up."
 
   "An excellent idea."
 
   Quickly retrieving what they had described, Factory handed a small block of explosives rigged up to a simple mechanical timer to Max. It was a simple enough device that comically looked like a brick wrapped in paper with a watch strapped to it. After setting it with little care right on the hatch of the suit, the girls returned the comfort of their home, hearing a pleasant explosion happen not far away.
 
   "What happens now?" Factory asked, sitting on the couch.
 
   "I suppose now we'll start over somewhere else," Max answered. "We can pack up our things and head to another part of the city. The bar is pretty much unrecoverable and even if we did repair it I doubt anyone would want to hang around here after that fiasco."
 
   "It's that simple?"
 
   "Well, by city she means planet," Misty clarified. "Remember that this planet is almost entirely one city."
 
   "Oh, okay," Factory tried to understand. "Won't there be authorities or somebody coming after all of this conflict?"
 
   "I wouldn't imagine so," Max thought aloud. "But even if they do, they won’t ever know we were involved."
 
   Walking towards door that separated the bar kitchen and their home, she revealed a hidden panel that housed a small keypad. With a few button presses a large iron door slid into place, cutting off the bar.
 
   "Even if we're still here they'll never get to us," Max smiled.
 
   "Um…" Factory tried to say.
 
   "If you're wondering about all the guns and the security, you can thank Max for having an extremely paranoid older sister complex," Misty explained.
 
   "Misty was always like family to me and I wanted to make sure she was safe," Max said. "And now I have you to look after too, Factory. I won’t let anything happen to my two little sisters. My two touchy, feely sisters. That and I really like weapons."
 
   A warm feeling of safety enveloped Factory as she sat and looked upon her new family. She was the happiest she could ever remember being. For the next hour or so the girls gathered everything in the house that they needed to take with them on their move. Factory almost had nothing to take of her own so she helped as much as she could by putting things in the back of a large flying cargo truck that was hovering outside the home at the garage. Ultimately, the girls didn't pack much more than their clothes and the arsenal, but paid special care to place Factory’s backpack in a box of its own. Max had expressed that she wanted to move out as quick as possible and that a lot of the things they were leaving behind could easily be replaced. After quickly discussing their plan and decided who would drive what, the girls left their old bar home and started on the new chapter in their life together.
 
   Factory had wanted to sit in the truck with Misty and get to know her further if she could, but was instead sitting with Max in the nice flying car that had been sitting in the garage, unbeknownst to Factory. The car was incredibly comfortable with soft massage chairs, ambient lighting, and lots of other things Factory couldn’t begin to wrap her head around. The car was very pretty looking with its piercing angles and shiny red finish and was just another piece of evidence adding to how prosperous the girls must have been, although Factory didn’t really know that difference between a cheap car and an expensive one.
 
   The girls quickly rose up from the darkness and into the busy bright lights above. The traffic was numerous and the people were too many to count, but all of it was so distracting and interesting that Factory couldn’t help but stare in wonder as they passed it by on their journey.
 
   "So, Factory," Max started, attempting to get her attention. "How are you? Are you alright after taking that drug? You feeling okay?"
 
   "Yes, I feel alright."
 
   "Good. Can you tell me more about what you mentioned before? How everything seemed to slow down?"
 
   "Oh, well… whenever I wanted to take a look at the mechsuit or the soldiers that were shooting at us, everything seemed to slow down, as if they couldn't move as fast as I could."
 
   "Interesting."
 
   "Do you know what's going on?"
 
   "I have an idea,” Max answered. “See, I did some digging a while back about the drugs whenever we met, and I think I remember some weird info about it that was just sort of rumor and speculation, but now that you're saying that things were slowing down they seem more legitimate."
 
   "What was the info?"
 
   "Apparently, this drug you took is really hardcore stuff. It doesn't just get you high while you take it. It rewrites your chemical structure in order to make you into something else. The slowed down perception you experienced must be what was rewritten."
 
   Factory wasn't sure what to say. She felt as if she had made a grave mistake and suddenly wanted to cry.
 
   "Do you think you could do it on command? Like, can you see things slowed down right now?"
 
   Holding back her tears, Factory looked at the traffic and the towers whizzing by. She tried and tried but couldn't figure out how to do it, only accidentally causing unpleasant pressure in her head. "No."
 
   "Hmm, maybe it's a danger thing. I'm also curious about what else it may have rewritten. For example, you broke a man's arm like a twig with only one of yours. And you also became a perfect shot. It's all very curious."
 
   "I'm sorry."
 
   "Hey, don't be. It's just something that happened and we won't let it happened again. We'll just stash your backpack in a gun safe or something where you can't get it. Wish you would have let me leave it behind, but you did have a good argument."
 
   "I'm sure if we figure out how to tinker with it we may find some clues as to my clouded past. Maybe there's parts inside with a company name or something like that."
 
   "It's a good idea, don't get me wrong. I just thought it was weird that you wanted to hold onto something that you say you hate and fear."
 
    
 
   Not nearly at the end of their journey, the girls stopped at a hotel for the night that was high up near the top of a prosperous tower. Max had grabbed them an expensive suite with a really nice view of a fancy open roof shopping center that connected several towers like a greedy bridge. At their height you could even see the sky and the night stars. Or rather, you would have if perhaps the lights of the city weren’t so bright. The room they received was large and comfortable. It was a two-bed with a fully stocked kitchen and a very large bathroom. Life just kept getting more and more amazing for Factory at every turn now that she was with her friends.
 
   Even though the vehicles they drove were capable of great speed, the congested upper area they were driving through was slow going. Hoping to get a head start in the morning, the girls attempted to sleep early to mixed results. After an hour or so, Max and Misty had managed to fall asleep, but Factory was still wide awake, staring at the high ceiling as Misty cuddled her in slumber. With as much care and stealth as she could muster, Factory removed Misty's arm from across her chest and slid off of the bed and out of the room, but not before quickly putting her jeans and new yellow coat back on at least. Once in the lavishly decorated hallway, she leaned against the door and let out breath she was holding while trying to be quiet.
 
   "Hello, miss," a very formal male voice said.
 
   Factory looked in the direction of the voice and was met by a very tall figure towering over her. The figure was covered in white bandage like a freshly preserved mummy, wearing no article of clothing save for a very plain looking pair of loose cargo pants. His face was intimidating as the only thing visible were his completely black eyes, staring wide at her like doll. Factory could not do anything but look upon him frozen in fear.
 
   "I did not mean to startle you," he said. "My name is Revenant. Were you just in the middle of something?"
 
   "Um…" Factory attempted to say. "I was… I was going to go and get something from my truck."
 
   "Alright then," Revenant said. "I shall accompany you there, as we have some business to discuss."
 
   "Okay then," Factory nervously agreed.
 
   Factory pushed herself off of the door and began walking down the hallway with Revenant close behind. The sound of his heavy footsteps upon the carpet overpowered her own with a deep weighted bass derived from his great height and muscle.
 
   "So, you have business with me?" Factory asked as calmly as she could.
 
   "Yes," Revenant replied. "You are a sleeper bounty. And I am a bounty hunter."
 
   Factory's heart began to race. "I'm a sleeper bounty?"
 
   "Yes. A sleeper bounty is a long placed bounty on something that has in time become cold and dead. Your bounty has been active for four cold years, but recently you gave away your identity when you made a purchase at an arms dealer. Your face was captured on a security camera that was backing up feed to a cloud server; an easily hacked cloud server."
 
   "Oh."
 
   As they reached the elevator, Revenant placed a hand on Factory's shoulder. The weight and strength hiding underneath the bandaged, massive hand terrified her.
 
   "With respect, I doubt you could resist me," Revenant said. "Please come along peacefully. I do not wish to harm you."
 
   "No," Factory replied quickly, surprising herself as well as Revenant. "I will not go peacefully."
 
   "Then do you wish to have a duel?"
 
   "Yes. I will face you in a duel. I have too much now to just give up my freedom."
 
   "I understand. Where then shall we duel?"
 
   "In the parking garage. I just need to take my medicine that I left in the truck."
 
   "Very well."
 
   Factory was terrified but knew she had to face Revenant. She could not rely on her friends this time and must prove that she could do her part in the mess she created. As they rode the elevator downward towards the parking garage, Factory tried again to slow down her surroundings by increasing her speed of movement. She stared at the floor numbers quickly changing with squinted eyes and clinched fists but they would not change their pace. Just as she felt as if it might happen, the elevator slowed and stopped at their destination.
 
   The parking garage spanned numerous floors of the tower, as the hotel itself held hundreds of people, but to Factory's amazement and relief she managed to remember where the truck was and opened the back doors as calmly as she could. The cargo of the truck was a surprise to Factory even though she helped pack it. When the double doors swung open there was nothing to be seen but a few large boxes and numerous weapons. It definitely wasn’t your typical assortment of furniture in a moving truck.
 
   "What will you be using in our duel?" Revenant asked. "If you use weaponry you will force me to as well."
 
   "I will be using a revolver," Factory answered promptly.
 
   Finally remembering which box housed her backpack, she reached inside with her arms and head and quickly ate two bags of Power out of Revenant's view. She felt that what she was doing was a terrible thing, but she convinced herself that there wasn’t going to be any other way she could win if she didn’t have any help. Feeling dry mouthed but ready, she grabbed a small box of rounds and her black revolver from the arms dealer and stood before Revenant. The two held their ground, staring at each other over a moderate distance, ready for the other to make the first move.
 
   "I will do my best not to kill you," Revenant said. "You are only worth a great deal alive."
 
   Reaching into one of his pockets, Revenant grabbed a single throwing star and held it ready. As if to test Factory's ability Revenant took careful aim and tossed the star with little effort as his foe. As the star took flight, Factory slowed her surroundings dramatically by increasing her own speed. All around her was at a near standstill. Nothing was moving even remotely close to normal. Taking this opportunity, Factory took aim and fired her revolver at the slow-motion star, knocking it away and into the side of a parked car. Factory was finally building a bit of confidence towards her confrontation.
 
   "Amazing," Revenant complimented her. "You are truly a warrior of great skill. This will be my first good duel in a very long time."
 
   Quickly digging his hands into his pockets, he immediately pulled out two handfuls of throwing stars and tossed them all at once towards Factory. The stars were moving at a much quicker rate than the first and Factory had far less time to react. Quickly firing off her remaining five rounds and deflecting just as many, she was left with an empty gun and several more projectiles headed her way. Realizing she hand made a gap in the wall of stars, she stood as still as she could and began reloading her gun as the weapons passed by her without harm. With her gun full once more she aimed for Revenant but failed to notice that he was right behind the stars.
 
   Revenant began swinging his massive fists at Factory, giving her little time to get out of the way, but never connecting with a strike. However, with superior technique Revenant overcame Factory and managed to land a kick to her stomach which brought her back to normal speed. Factory flew backward onto the cold cement of the garage and held her stomach in pain. Revenant stopped his advance and looked upon Factory with confusion.
 
   "Perhaps you are not the warrior I thought you were," he said in disappointment. "You have the speed, but you are either far too inexperienced, or not properly trained. Do you surrender?"
 
   "Never," Factory attempted to yell back, standing up wobbly.
 
   Her gun had flown out of reach and hid somewhere when she hit the floor, so Factory had no choice but to attempt to fight back without it.
 
   "As you wish," Revenant said, popping his knuckles.
 
   Remembering that she had apparently broken someone's arm with ease, Factory hoped that the drugs would help her. As Revenant came at her once again and swung a fist toward the side of her head, she held up her arm and stopped it with ease. Both Factory and Revenant noticed the muscle and blood pumping strongly in the exposed parts of her body such as her neck and hands, holding her place against him.
 
   "I suppose you just need proper training," Revenant observed. "While holding your gun, you relied on it entirely. You must use everything you have, all of the time."
 
   Quickly trying to catch her off guard, Revenant tried to sweep at her feet with a quick leg but Factory avoided it with a jump and attempted to kick back, but was easily blocked. Factory was nervously trying to find an opening in Revenant's defense as she went on the offensive, but his size and technique could not be bested by her. Factory noticed that now that she was relying on her strength, she couldn’t move as quickly and couldn’t figure out how to be strong and fast at the same time. She was becoming frustrated as she was not quick enough to do anything to her opponent. As the tables were turned, Revenant tried to land anything on Factory but could not. She did not possess any discipline or skill but when she wasn’t trying to use her muscle, she was fast enough to compensate for the lack thereof.
 
   As there was a momentary pause in the fighting, Revenant and Factory stood ready and stared each other down. Revenant didn't seem to be tired in the least, but Factory's fatigue was showing. Her breath was deep and dry, and her body was soaked with sweat.
 
   "I feel as if we are reaching the end of this encounter," Revenant said, rolling the stiffness from his neck. "You are exhausted. Whereas I have not even begun to endure."
 
   With newly encouraged speed, Revenant raced towards Factory an attacked with a flurry of giant fists. Factory did her best to block or deflect most but was quickly struck in the cheek by a strong blow. She twisted and flew backward but was held onto by the arm before being picked up and tossed much farther into the back of a parked van. Factory's body was exhausted and weak. She could hear Revenant's footsteps coming towards her ever so slightly above the deep beating of her heart.
 
   "And now you will come with me," Revenant said.
 
   Feeling great despair come over her, she felt tears roll off her face as she opened her eyes, seeing a close-up, blurred image of the van she crashed into. In the last possible moment, while Revenant reached down to pick up his foe, six incredibly quick shots ripped through Revenants chest and exited his back, causing him to stumble backward and fall limp on the floor. Factory had barely made out the shape of her lost revolver underneath the van and moved as quickly as she could manage in order to save herself. The sound of her immediate unloading of her gun banged outward and sounded as if it were simply one very loud bullet.
 
   She had done it. Factory was exhausted and physically felt like she had nothing left, but she had overcome a great foe. She wanted to lay down and lose consciousness on the cement. The cold temperature soothed her aches and pains but she knew she had to force herself up. Even though her body was bruised and beaten she knew she had to return to her friends, if not also for the sake of laying down on a soft bed that was already paid for.
 
   After locking up the truck she took a moment to stare briefly at Revenant lying motionless. She thought she would feel proud and accomplished of surviving her first bounty hunter, but instead just wanted to go to sleep. When she reached the elevator after a short limping journey, it opened up revealing hotel security and another employee. Factory thought they were going to take her into custody, but instead the security guards walked past her and towards Revenant.
 
   "Am I not in trouble?" Factory questioned the employee.
 
   "No, not at all," He answered. "Bounty law states that if a bounty head fights off a hunter, it is a dispute between private parties, even if death occurs. Neither can be punished or taken into custody unless the bounty was placed by the police or other official establishment, or the hunter was employed under an official establishment. You are free to do as you wish as your face did not come up on our official bounty records."
 
   With a simple smile the employee handed Factory a bottle of water and stepped to one side for her to enter the elevator. "Is there anything I can get you miss? Complements of the house for our suite guests."
 
   "No, thank you," she answered. "Please just take me back to my room."
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

Strong and Impervious
 
    
 
   With help from the employee, since she forgot to take a key with her, Factory made it back into her room where the girls were still slumbering soundly. She was relieved that they weren't awake, hoping to avoid any worrying they were sure to have done if they'd awaken.
 
   Feeling thoroughly disgusting from her physical activity and rolling around on the floor, Factory enthusiastically walked into the bathroom. The suite had a very extravagant bathroom that was the size of a large bedroom. There was a large open shower, a jacuzzi that could hold at least a dozen people, and three very fancy looking bathtubs. Almost every surface was covered in beautiful marble tiles. The floor was black and rough, making it easy to walk even if it was wet, and the walls and ceiling were a beautiful soft white with many intricate designs expertly placed about the room.
 
   Not really into the idea of lying about in her own filth, Factory decided that the shower would be the best option. When she stepped in the area, naked and bruised, she realized that she didn't know what to do in order to turn the shower on. She noticed that several of the tiles were in fact shower heads aiming from all different angles, but there were no knobs or handles to control the water.
 
   "Um, turn on?" she guessed.
 
   Reacting to her command, the shower began spraying her softly with a very soothing array of hot water. The bathroom immediately began to fill with a lovely atmosphere and Factory felt as if she would melt in her relaxation. She stood motionless in the shower, letting her aches and pains be swept away by the water's soothing qualities. She felt an aching in her face and stomach from her fight with Revenant. Factory knew she was going to have some explaining to do when the girls woke up as those spots were sure to show evidence of violence.
 
   Opening her eyes into the incoming water above her, she noticed something peculiar: the water was suddenly moving very slowly. All of her surroundings were traveling at a snail's pace and she could see each and every individual drop of water moving through the air, attempting to reach her. She giggled and pushed the water away from her as if dodging incoming attacks and she even let a water droplet enter her open mouth but then quickly ducked away before it would strike her tongue. After having her fill of foolishness, she calmed herself down and concentrated. She stared hard at the water in front of her. She stared and stared, clinching her body until finally she reduced her speed and everything began moving faster. Factory managed to reduce her speed down to normal again, and then in a flash she stuck out her hand in front of sudden burst spray from the side and the water very nearly stood still in front of her. Finally, some control was hers.
 
   First thing in the morning, Factory awoke to what she knew was coming. Being as gentle as can be and attempting to let Factory continue to sleep, Misty was rubbing medicinal cream into her stomach and cheek in order to combat the bruising and speed up the healing process. Factory was afraid of the confrontation and instead of opening her eyes she pretended to sleep soundly, ridden with guilt.
 
   "Poor thing," Misty said. "I hope she beat the living crap out of whoever did this to her."
 
   "I'm sure she did," Max assured her. "You don't just end up freshly showered and bruised after losing. If she lost I'm sure she'd be much worse, or not even here."
 
   "Shut up don't say things like that. I just wonder who did this to her. What happened last night? I feel terrible that we didn't go with her."
 
   "She's a big girl, Misty. And she's quick as Hell and a great shot. No one is going to get the best of her. No one normal anyway."
 
   "So, you might know what's going on then? What's happening to her?"
 
   "Yeah, I made a few phone calls earlier. I'll tell you about it over breakfast. Let her sleep. We'll bring her something."
 
   Not intentionally, Factory felt her fatigue lingering and she fell asleep once again on the soft bed, now soothed by the creme applied by her Misty. Down in the extravagant dining hall of the hotel, Max and Misty enjoyed a simple breakfast and went over the details that Max had managed to dig up earlier. It was a beautiful hall with dozens upon dozens of tables arranged about on the main floor and even more contained on the second floor balcony that ran along the outside of the main floor like a giant horseshoe.
 
   "So, this is some big shit then?" Misty ask rhetorically.
 
   "Yes," Max answered. "It actually wasn't that difficult to find out after I called the right people. This is definitely the genuine article. A pharmaceutical company created drug, stemmed from tons of human experimentation and biological research. We have a refined and perfected version somehow that someone thought would be great to spread to the world and give anyone with a bit of cash super human abilities and general soldier like skill. A real chaos junkie. This won’t just give someone a super power of sorts, it’ll also shape their body up and ready it for combat. It’s like taking medicine that will instantly make you a badass."
 
   "It just, all seems so hard to believe."
 
   "I know, but this means Factory is in a ton of danger. We all are and we have to do everything we can to survive now. Someone already came after Factory last night and it’s only going to get worse and much greater in scale. We have to get our asses off this planet."
 
   “Could we just buy tickets and travel somewhere then?”
 
   “No, it’s too easy to track,” Max replied, rubbing her face in frustration at their predicament. “I’ll have to get us our own ship that way we don’t leave a trail. The thing is, Factory is now the only capable one of us who can deal with the coming storm.”
 
   Misty looked Max dead in the eyes. "I will protect Factory no matter what."
 
   "Then let's go to the truck."
 
   Max and Misty stared hard at Factory's backpack as they sat in the back of the truck with the doors closed. The inside of the large box had several individual doses of Power lying about, scattered from the movement of the driving.
 
   "You ready for this?" Max asked Misty.
 
   "Of course I'm ready," she replied.
 
   "Remember, the first is the initiate. We might have to take two or three in total to make the change permanent."
 
   "Alright."
 
   "We also have no idea what this is going to do."
 
   Misty stared hard at the little plastic bag of white powder with determination and with a little help from a water bottle she had brought along, she ate her first dose. Immediately, she felt terrible. She began feeling excruciating pain all over her body and was completely disoriented. She didn't know which way was up, everything was spinning, and everything felt like it was on fire.
 
   Max quickly grabbed a hold of Misty as she convulsed and shook violently and held her tightly against her. "Fuck, is this what Factory went through? Hold on, Misty, I got you."
 
   After a few minutes, the symptoms came to an abrupt halt, frightening Max into thinking something had gone wrong.
 
   "You alright?" Max questioned her. "Feel anything different?"
 
   Misty didn't reply. Her expression was blank and empty; eyes barely moving through each blink as if they were in slow-motion. After a moment of nothing, as if Misty suddenly realized that Max was in front of her, Misty reached forward and hugged Max tight and dug her head into her as if trying to get comfortable for a nap.
 
   "Okay, then." Max sighed in relief. "You want to cuddle instead of make out, that's good."
 
   After about a thirty minutes of sleep, Misty woke up and stretched out her arms toward the ceiling and yawned deeply. She blinked vigorously as she tried to figure out what was going on around her.
 
   "Hey, what happened?" she asked.
 
   "You took your first does," Max answered. "You scared the shit out of me and then you just took a nap."
 
   "Yeah, that sounds like me. Your turn now?"
 
   "Okay, make sure you keep an eye on me?"
 
   Next thing Max knew she was quietly rushing out of a room with nothing but a sheet covering her naked body. In the hallway, Misty was fast asleep against the wall across from the room, loosely holding a melted ice bag. Her left cheek was badly swollen.
 
   "Misty," Max called out in a hushed tone. "Misty, what the fuck is going on?"
 
   Misty let out a big yawn and stretched her arms above her head. It seemed as if waking up suddenly had awoken forgotten pains as she quickly flinched and ached at the movement of her body.
 
   Max frustratingly hurried over to Misty and sat next to her as she didn't seem to hear her. "Misty, what happened?"
 
   "Oh, you got horny and went on what you called a 'cute guy safari' I think," Misty explained. "When I attempted to restrain you, you fought back with a crazy amount of strength. Just you grabbing my arm bruised the Hell out of it. I hope you didn't break that guy's pelvis or something. Oh, and my butt hurts too by the way. I’ve been sitting out here for who knows how long. It’s already the late evening."
 
   Max couldn't find anything worth saying in their current situation. She felt as if she was still trying to catch up.
 
   "Let's just please go back to the room now," Misty groaned. “I’m glad we never actually sold any of this horrible shit to anyone.”
 
   Much to their surprise, Factory was still sound asleep. Every time she had attempted to wake up she instead just kept letting the soft comfort of the bed take her away once again.
 
   "Wow, she sure can sleep," Misty said, giggling.
 
   "I feel like I could’ve sleep all day too," Max barely made understandable through a deep yawn.
 
   "So, from what I'm gathering so far," Misty began. "Factory has the ability to move very quickly, like super speed, and you seem to have super strength, which fucking hurts by the way. I don't appreciate getting thrown around."
 
   "Sorry," Max laughed.
 
   "But what did I get?"
 
   "I'm not sure. Maybe whatever is going on in you isn't done and needs more of that good shit."
 
   "That's not funny it really hurt the first time."
 
   "It shouldn't this time. It's already rewritten a lot of what it needed to. Now you just need like, a booster or something."
 
   Very reluctantly, they each took two more doses of the drug with water and waited. Max didn't seem to feel anything different, but Misty started feeling very warm.
 
   "Wow, Misty you're sweating bad," Max observed.
 
   "Yeah, I know. It's so gross. But I'm actually starting to feel better."
 
   The bruising and other pain quickly left Misty's body as the warming sensation cooled down and she felt her normal operating temperature return.
 
   "Wow, you healed up," Max said, observing the swelling going down. "Maybe you have like, super human healing powers. Or you just became an immortal or something."
 
   "Oh, come on. Be serious," Misty said, crossing her arms in frustration.
 
   Curious in a very brutal way, Max picked up Misty easily with her enhanced strength and tossed her into the wall above Factory. Misty slammed into a large mirror that was in place behind the beds, breaking it into several pieces that would have caused serious injury to Factory but she quickly moved out of the way much faster than the danger could follow. Helplessly, Misty landed onto the bed, covered in sharp glass that could not cut her.
 
   "What the fuck was that about?" Misty demanded.
 
   "Just making sure of our abilities," Max explained. "I picked you up with my strength, you didn't get hurt because you're invulnerable, and Factory moved out of the way because she's super quick. There. Everyone up to speed?"
 
   "Um, I'm not so much," Factory said. "What's going on? Did you guys-"
 
   "Yep," Max quickly answered. "As it turns out, we're probably in for a lot of whatever you had to deal with last night. So, we decided the best thing to do would be if we all had an edge so we can survive long enough to get off this damned planet."
 
   Factory was still struggling to understand what had happened. So much so that she thought she might be getting a headache. Distracting her from hurting herself, Misty gave Factory a big hug and held her tight.
 
   "Please don't run off like that again," Misty said softly. "But I am proud of you for coming back in one piece. Will you tell us all about it?"
 
   "Yeah, of course," she answered. "Can you guys explain more about what's going on?"
 
   Over a nice meal together back in the huge dining hall, which was actually dinner as they all burned the day away in some strange fashion, Max and Misty filled in Factory on everything that had happened and Factory did the same for the girls.
 
   "So, you and Factory are super horny when you're high," Misty laughed. "That is just too funny."
 
   Factory was thoroughly embarrassed. "Yeah, ha-ha."
 
   "Yeah, yeah, ha-ha very funny," Max said with a sneer. "You know, I'm really surprised we haven't already been attacked again."
 
   "What'd you mean?" Misty asked.
 
   "Well, Revenant found us pretty easy. And then Factory and him fought on a security feed. I would think we'd up to our necks in hostility by now."
 
   At that moment, the girls noticed that the entire dining hall was quiet and still. The three of them were the only ones around and their waiter had stopped coming to check on them.
 
   "You just had to say something didn't you?" Misty asked in anger.
 
   Standing up together Misty and Max revealed weapons they had kept hidden on them. Misty held a large knife in her left hand, and a high caliber pistol in her right, both of them flat black in color. Max revealed a two small machine pistols and quickly handed Factory the two revolvers she had previously used.
 
   "Always be prepared," Max giggled.
 
   "Everyone see them?" Misty asked. "I got a wolf man walkin' in the hall."
 
   "There's some sort of robotic swordsman behind Max," Factory pointed out.
 
   "And looks like I got a tall-ass mummy," Max said. "I think this is Revenant, right? Guess he doesn't die so easily."
 
   Factory temporarily looked over her shoulder to confirm Max's assumption was true. The three bounty hunters that had come after them were well known and revered: Revenant the Immortal, Xenos the Blade, and Suritogi the Beast.
 
   Xenos was a man of average height, but was far from average in strength and speed. Most of his body had been replaced by robotics or fused with his own organic material. From the shoulders down, Xenos was far from human, shining in the light with a silver and gray metal body that he only covered up with loose fitting pants meant for martial arts. His head, the only human part left, was actually quite handsome. His face was a soft tanned color probably due to the sun more so that his genetics, but partially covered up by a visor that covered his eyes. His hair was clean and shiny, pushed backward behind him by a large band that kept it out of his way as he fought, as it was at a length just long enough to do so. 
 
   In Misty’s view was a gruesome looking wolf monster standing on hind legs and wearing shorts that hugged his body. The wolf monster Suritogi was actually a male member of the Dorin race; a beast-like people that were the first to trade with and help humanity colonize planets. His fur was mostly dark blue, with only his hands, feet, and chest receiving white instead.
 
   "Suppose these won’t do much then, if he's still alive," Max said, putting her guns away. "Good luck guys."
 
   "Bounty heads!" Suritogi called out, in a very deep, growling voice. "I am Suritogi the Beast. You now have the full attention of the Warriors Guild. Surrender or know that thousands of the galaxy's finest and most honorable warriors will come down upon you and erase your evil existence."
 
   "Sounds like we all have a price on our heads now," Misty chuckled.
 
   "Whatever we are accused of," Max began. "is a complete fabrication and nothing but lies! We only wish to leave this planet and live quietly without violence."
 
   "If what you say is true, then you should have no issue with surrendering and explaining your situation!" Xenos replied, heavy robotic tone overlaying his voice.
 
   "Whoever is after us is powerful and could easily manipulate systems to their will!" Misty argued. "If we surrender to you then we will be throwing our lives away!"
 
   "Then I suppose we have nothing left to discuss," Revenant said, stretching out his arms.
 
   "Prepare to be subdued!" Xenos called out.
 
   Far faster than Max and Misty could follow, Xenos raced towards them with a large sword unsheathed, his robotic body giving him incredible speed. Stopping him a few feet from his friends, Factory quickly moved in front of him and held both guns to his neck. Keeping her from firing, Xenos held the sharp edge of his sword at the base of hers.
 
   "Very interesting," Xenos observed. "You will be my first true opponent. I will wait for you upstairs so that we may have ample room for our quick movements."
 
   Xenos quickly stepped back and then jumped upward into the air. His artificial body flipped backward several times before landing on the second floor up above. Factory quickly looked to the stairs and was quickly on her way after him.
 
   "Who do you think is stronger?" Max asked Misty. "The mummy or the wolf?"
 
   "Well, we already know he comes back to life if you shoot him," Misty replied.
 
   "Good point."
 
   Max rushed at Revenant with fists ready, gritting her teeth and feeling her blood pump rapidly. Revenant held up his guard to absorb the blow from his opponent but was instead knocked back into the wall of which he stood several yards away from. The wall cracked and crumbled behind him. As he quickly recovered and looked up at his opponent, Max struck him again with a charging shoulder and they both smashed completely through the wall and into a vast kitchen.
 
   Misty stood still and stared hard Suritogi. The large beast was ready for a fight, teeth barred and breathing heavy. In an attempt to get things going, Misty raised her gun and fired at the Dorin. The shot struck his left shoulder and was knocked away by his massive muscle and protective fur, but the impact made him flinch and hold the bruising area while roaring back at her.
 
   "At least he felt it," Misty sighed.
 
   Suritogi growled loudly and charged at Misty head on, tossing tables out of his way as he advanced. The furry mass of muscles was not nearly as quick as Xenos or Revenant, but was definitely the most powerful. Firing the rest of her shots at her opponent, Misty's gun became empty right as Suritogi reached her. With a single monstrous hand he grabbed a hold of her head and raised her into the air so they would be face to face. What would surely crack and crush a normal person's skull was nothing to Misty. Suritogi noticed this fact.
 
   "What are you?" he asked.
 
   "I'm probably the least impressive of the three," Misty replied.
 
   With a quick swipe, Misty sliced her knife along the face of Suritogi and sent the sharp blade through the surface of his right eye. Suritogi immediately let go of Misty and roared out in pain as he staggered backward.
 
   On the second floor balcony, Factory stood several yards away from Xenos, who was waiting at ease for her to arrive. With a few twirls of his sword, Xenos stood ready for Factory's advance. Factory stared hard at him, slowly cocking back the hammers of her revolvers.
 
   "Now, where were we?" Xenos said. "Oh, yes."
 
   Charging at Factory once again, Xenos began swinging quickly and expertly. Factory used her heavy revolvers as deflecting tools as the sharp blade tried its best to reach her flesh. Xenos' skill was amazingly quick and precise, a perfect match for Factory, who suddenly realized she was moving much quicker than before. Never before had the samurai had so much difficulty with an opponent. The samurai continuously pushed Factory back with his advance, but try as he might his speed was not greater than Factory's. Attempting to bring down his blade onto her head, he was stopped by a pair of crossed barrels, steadying the blade away.
 
   "I see that you also have strength you can call upon," Xenos observed again. "I am a bit jealous, as I did not possess such natural talent in my previous body."
 
   "Neither did I," Factory said, holding her block firm. "I wasn't even aware I was this strong or quick a few hours ago."
 
   "Well, then let's see how fast you are."
 
   In a swing suddenly much faster than before, Xenos pulled his sword back and brought it in from the side. At the very last moment, Factory crossed her right revolver over and blocked the attack while simultaneously firing a shot with her left. The bullet ripped through Xenos' left shoulder, causing fluid to spray upward and a quick retreat by the samurai. The samurai's arm dangled limp and useless due to broken shoulder.
 
   Only taking this into account for a moment, he held his sword in his good hand and went on the attack again. The samurai lunged and swiped with everything he had. The blade clanged violently against Factory’s pistols as she did her best to keep his attacks at bay. Xeno’s expert technique made her struggle and fatigue quickly. As she attempted to block a jab, she moved incorrectly and the pistol was knocked away, leaving a deep slice into her hand. As he came back with the sword with a finishing swipe Factory charged in a panic into his body and avoided the blade on the inside, meeting him chest to chest with a barrel pressed against his throat.
 
   "I can't believe it," he said. "No one has ever bested me before."
 
   "There's a first time for everything," Factory said.
 
   "Please, finish me."
 
   Xenos dropped his sword and surrendered to Factory, with eyes closed and face calm.
 
   "No,” she replied. “I will not kill you if you are giving up."
 
   "But I have lost this duel. There is no honor in living a failure."
 
   "You're not a failure. You're an amazing swordsman. Fix your arm and come find me again before I leave the planet. I will give you another duel then. But in return for this it will not be a duel to the death, only a struggle between two warriors in an honor sport."
 
   Xenos looked at Factory sternly. "Very well. I hope the charges against you are indeed false. You would be a valued member to our fellowship."
 
   Before taking his leave as he sheathed his sword, Xenos glanced downward at Suritogi and Misty. "I suppose we came ill prepared. It's a shame. I never noticed until now how very short a high-speed encounter is. Until next time, warrior."
 
   "Factory," she corrected.
 
   "Interesting name, I will be sure to update your records so that all will know. You can call me, 'Xenos'."
 
    
 
   As Suritogi reacted to the attack, Misty quickly ran for cover behind a thick pillar that held up the second floor balcony and reloaded her pistol. The Durin roared out in anger at his enemy.
 
   "You make this very difficult to keep you alive!" he threatened.
 
   After a quick sniff of the air, he located Misty and charged the pillar. Reacting quickly, Misty fired a shot and struck the beast in the forehead, disorienting him and causing his charge to slam into the pillar, breaking its connection to the first floor.
 
   "You had better stop now or I'll just continue to make you look bad, Suritogi," Misty taunted, leaning against another pillar. "You are a bad match for me."
 
   Suddenly recovering from the crash, Suritogi hurled a large piece of debris and struck Misty in the chest, pushing her up against the pillar. Just as the projectile fell, the Durin came at her and pushed her through the pillar with his massive arm. Misty landed half buried in rubble but did not lose her composure. Firing from the floor, she struck Suritogi in the head again, disorienting him further. The beast shook his head side to side trying to regain his clear vision, all the while not paying attention to an important detail.
 
   "I'm sure this will end poorly for one of us," Misty predicted.
 
   Unsure of what she meant, Suritogi finally noticed the strained sound of materials giving way and a section of the second floor balcony came crashing down upon them and with it at least a dozen tables.
 
    
 
   Inside the kitchen, things weren't going as well as Max had hoped. Revenant was not landing many hits upon her but showed no sign of fatigue, whereas Max was out of breath.
 
   "You look tired," Revenant observed. "Are you nearing your end?"
 
   "No way," she replied. "I could do this shit all night."
 
   "I could do this for eternity."
 
   Trying to take advantage of her fatigue, Revenant went on the attack again. His blows were still blocked by Max but he noticed their decreased speed. With a bit of creativity he worked his way inside her defenses and landed a blow to her stomach and then picked her up over his head.
 
   "You are falling victim to the same faults as your friend," Revenant explained.
 
   "Yeah, but my little sis' beat you," Max replied.
 
   Feeling a bit of irritation, Revenant tossed Max into a large stove, injuring her side. As Max sat holding herself in pain, Revenant walked slowly towards her with renewed confidence.
 
   "It is difficult to best an immortal," he said, standing before her.
 
   "I'm not out yet," Max replied.
 
   Revenant ignored Max's threat and grabbed her by the neck with his giant left hand. Max's feet dangled in the air as she was raised and air ways tightened. Using the opportunity, Max brought her fists together and smashed Revenant's forearm. Reacting in pain but not verbally telling so, Revenant let go and staggered backward. Trying to catch her breath but knowing she had little time, she rushed at the stunned Revenant and slammed her fist into his right leg, bending it devastatingly in an unnatural fashion and dropping the giant to the floor.
 
   "It wasn't all that difficult," Max taunted, before crashing her fist into Revenant's neck.
 
   "Hello?" Misty called out, muffled by debris. "Can someone help me out of here?"
 
   Max and Factory returned to the main dining area attempting to tend to their wounds. Factory had wrapped her hand tightly with a torn piece of her shirt, while Max held her side, moaning and whimpering.
 
   “I’m sure I have a cracked rib or something,” she complained.
 
   "Oh, come on!" Misty whined. "Is anybody out there?"
 
   After a bit of digging with Max's strength, Misty was found lodged underneath a large piece of debris. Max and Factory couldn't help but giggle.
 
   "Ha-ha, very funny," Misty said. "I'm not as well equipped to deal with this sort of situation. Please get this crap off of me."
 
   "Did you win against that wolf guy?" Factory asked.
 
   "I suppose so," Mist answered. "He hasn't burst from the rubble somewhere yet, so I guess he's dead or asleep. How did things go with you two?"
 
   "I have a feeling Revenant will pull himself together at some point," Max explained. "But at least he's pretty fucked up right now. What about you, Factory?"
 
   "He was pretty cool if I'm honest," Factory replied. "It was really quick because we were so fast, but he wanted me to kill him out of honor. I told him that he could duel me some other time when he's ready. I tried really hard to talk intelligently like he was."
 
   The girls all enjoyed a nice laugh at their victory, although the joy did pain Max a little.
 
   "Seeing as I'm the only one seriously injured, I feel like the most vulnerable," Max sighed. "Can we move on now please? I'd like to end this exciting life of ours as soon as possible."
 
    
 
   It was about the middle of the next day when Factory awoke. Max had already seen a doctor for her side and was enjoying a cold beverage while looking out of the large window to their new hotel room; a hotel that was actually at ground level, as no tourist attractions laid claim to the area, keeping it from turning into a bustling, clustered mess. They had made their way to a different hotel that was right next to the shipyard, a humongous area that was something to behold. The distance in which it spread was massive and much too far to see the end. It was an enormous stretch of open, flat grassland carefully dotted with spaceship liftoff pads and endless looking landing strips. One such liftoff pad was directly in their hotel room's line of sight and sat vacant. Max was in the process of getting this pad fitted with a ship they could use to leave. Without disturbing Misty who was still fast asleep, Factory joined her big sister with a long yawn.
 
   "Did you get any sleep, Max?" Factory said, still sleepy.
 
   "I got enough," she replied. "I had to make some arrangements for our plans. Things are going to take a little while."
 
   "Mind if I ask you a question?"
 
   "Not at all."
 
   "Well, how are you accomplishing all of this? I mean, I'm sure you made good money with your own business, but the weapons, the hotel suites, all these mysterious phone calls you make, and now you're going to get us off the planet? This all seems like an enormous amount of power and money."
 
   Max exhaled and puffed out her cheeks in knowing that she had a lot of explaining to do. "Well, I guess there's no reason not to fill you in. Go grab something from the fridge to eat and we'll discuss it here in view of the shipyard."
 
   With a nice breakfast sandwich in hand, Factory sat with Max at the window on a chair she had placed.
 
   "My full name is Maximillia Dracia," Max began. "I am the last family member of the Dracia family, whose legacy lies within the atmosphere technology that resides over this planet and a few others. Never really a large family, the Dracias quickly whittled down to my father and me, partly because I was still young, and also because the family just didn't get very numerous. My mother died giving birth to me. Some weird complication, I don't really know the details of it. My father died of a heart attack. Or at least that's what I was told. As a little girl I became the sole owner of the company and the atmosphere technology, with our butler Coravan becoming my guardian."
 
   Max paused for a moment as she took a drink and stared out the window silently. "Coravan was a sweet man. When I was eighteen I met Misty. Misty was much younger than me. We don't really know where she came from or how old she is. She just befriended me one day in a department store. Coravan spent a few months trying and trying to find her family but we couldn't. She seemed perfectly fine with it though. She was happy with us, so Coravan took her in permanently. If anything happens to me, Misty becomes the owner of the company and tech, I just haven't told her yet. She's scared to death of big responsibility.
 
   "But anyway, Coravan died last year, so I've actually been trying to play a bigger role in the business since I'm an adult already. At his funeral I was so upset that I just lost it and ran away. I've been communicating with the board of directors from our home this whole time, but never wanted to go back to my old life. I was happy being down in the darkness with my best friend, slash little sister. That's why I can pull off everything so far. I'm one of the wealthiest people in the galaxy. It's kind of a pain in the ass but, it's been helping me take care of Misty and you. So, I'm grateful for it. It seems like I attract lost girls."
 
   Factory wasn't sure what to say. All she felt she could do was chew her food and stare wide-eyed at Max.
 
   "I thought you might be a little dumbfounded," Max giggled. "What I'm trying to do now is get us a spaceship so we can leave this place and hopefully lose all of the heat that is trying to burn us. Maybe find a human planet that's much less technologically advanced as this one. Something simpler. The thing is though, ships are a hassle to purchase and equip. We have a lot of paperwork because of all the galactic regulations and permits and blah, blah, blah, blah."
 
   "Oh, okay," Factory said, trying to at least say something.
 
   "What makes it worse is that I actually got us a warship of sorts because I'm so paranoid," Max continued. "I don't want us to be found out in space and just straight murdered, so I got one that can be outfitted with lots of offensive and defensive capabilities. I'm sure I'll have a lot of practice ahead of me, but I at least know enough piloting to get us out of here."
 
   "Wow, you have such an interesting life."
 
   "So do you. In fact, I like yours more. Because of all of the mystery and wonder about it. You only have close to a year or so of memory, you own an incredibly top secret military project that fits in a backpack, and you basically brought us super powers. Oh, and you've made Misty really happy. Thank you for that, by the way. I don't know what your intentions are, or what you feel for the girl, but she adores you."
 
   Factory blushed and was silent, unable to find words to say after something so embarrassing.
 
   "Just another important reason to get us to safety," Max said. "With a little bit of luck maybe we can just hang here until everything is ready and just go. Wishful thinking."
 
   "You know, now that I'm with you and Misty, I've hardly even thought about my mysterious past," Factory said, looking out into the distance. "I'm just so happy now that it doesn't even matter to me. Not at all."
 
   "I'm glad you’re happy and I'm sure Misty is too. It's been a real adventure having you in our lives so far. In a crazy-short amount of time too. But I wouldn't change a damn thing."
 
   


  
 

Thought
 
    
 
   Amazingly, the girls managed to stay hidden for a week with no trouble. So as to not leave the room, food and laundry services came to them. All of the details had finally been worked out for the ship Max was getting them, leaving only about a day of waiting left. When the sun rose on that day, all three of them were awake to see it and enjoyed a collective sigh together.
 
   "These sunrises have been nice," Misty said. "Now that we're out of that forest of metal towers."
 
   "Hopefully, this evening we'll be able to leave and maybe we'll go undetected," Max sighed. "I'm happy everything has been quiet for a little while."
 
   As if to interrupt her pleasant thought, her mobile phone suddenly rang out for her to answer. The sound of the ringtone made Max cringe.
 
   "Please don't let this be a phone call about some complication," Max said in a whimper before answering the call.
 
   Max took her phone call and walked away from the window where Misty and Factory stood. They looked at each other in careful suspense.
 
   "I hope everything is alright," Factory said.
 
   "Me too," Misty replied. "I'd hate for her to lose her head again."
 
   After a very brief moment of talking, Max rejoined them at the window with a serious face. "I just received some interesting information."
 
   Both Misty and Factory just stared at Max without saying a word.
 
   "Well," Max began. "we may have discovered the research facility that developed this drug."
 
   "Oh, my gosh," Misty gasped. "Really? We know where this stuff came from?"
 
   "Yeah. Apparently it's in a big laboratory of some kind in Industrial Sector 4. It’s underneath a big pharmaceutical company tower. The question is though, what do we do with this information?"
 
   "What do you mean?"
 
   "What I mean is, this facility might have information about Factory."
 
   Max and Misty looked at Factory with inquisitive faces. Factory was surprised by their sudden gaze and wasn't sure what to say or how to react.
 
   "Well?" Max asked. "What do you think? Should we investigate or leave this be?"
 
   "Um, I don't know," Factory stumbled through saying. "Like I told you before, I'm not so interested in my past anymore since I am with you guys. You two make me happy and make me feel like I have a place to belong to and move forward. I don't really see any big gain from discovering anything I've lost."
 
   "Alright then, that settles it," Max said. "No more mention of it. We'll just let it be and see if we can get off this sinful rock by tonight, hopefully."
 
   As the anticipation for the ship's arrival reached its highest point, the day seemed to drag on and on. The girls knew they were making things worse by failing to keep themselves occupied, but couldn't tear themselves away from the art of timekeeping. As the sun inched closer to the edge of the night, the girls were all glued to the window with unrelenting attentions. The ship had reached the liftoff pad in front of their suite in the early afternoon and was finally reaching the last few bits of preparation needed to leave. Almost as if watching a movie, Max sat down at the window with Misty and Factory with a bowl of popcorn.
 
   "Man, I can't believe we might be out of here soon," Max said, grabbing a handful of buttery popcorn.
 
   "You're sure you can pilot that thing?" Misty questioned her older, overconfident sister. "That thing is brand new. What if it has new stuff in it or procedures you’ve never encountered before?"
 
   "It'll be fine. You worry too much. This is an advanced fighter model that can be fully run by as little as five people."
 
   Misty and Factory looked at each other with concerned faces.
 
   "But, Max, there's only three-" Misty attempted.
 
   "Hush, I'm thinking about that," Max interrupted. "I think we might be able to just automate some systems. Or perhaps we won’t need the two extra right now anyway, since there are probably dedicated placements for armaments. Right now we just need to fly and as long as our heat doesn't follow we'll be good."
 
   "I sure hope you know what you're doing," Misty sighed.
 
   "Yeah, me too."
 
   After a short phone call in the young stages of night, informing them that they were all set to leave, the girls excitedly made their way down to the hotel lobby. They had already had all of their belongings and supplies stocked on the ship before they were to board, so all that was left was for the crew to begin the journey. Being very careful to go from the hotel room straight to the complementary shuttle provided by the hotel, the girls did their best not to gather any attention in the final moments.
 
   Nervous and full of anxiety, the girls patiently sat in the large hover vehicle, which seemed like it was made more of windows than anything else, as it made its way to the liftoff pad at a steady pace. The driver attempted some small talk but was met with simple replies that implied that a conversation was not wanted. With only a moment of driving left, the girls could almost taste their escape, but a suddenly noise broke their euphoria. A bullet had suddenly torn through the windshield and taken out the driver from an unknown shooter and the vehicle quickly came to a stop.
 
   "Fuck!" Max exclaimed, readying her machine pistols.
 
   However, before any assessment or retaliation could be had, the shuttle was bombarded with gas canisters that concealed the vehicle and quickly replaced all suitable air for breathing. The girls coughed and dropped to the floor quickly as the gas made its way inside the shuttle.
 
   "Girls, I swear I'll protect you…" Max said, succumbing to the gas.
 
   Factory's vision was quickly becoming blurred and dark. Misty reached out and grabbed a hold of her hand as they all began to lose consciousness.
 
   "I'm sorry!" Misty cried.
 
   Factory could faintly make out the blurred shape of Misty losing her short fight with the gas. She did everything she could to hold tight onto her hand as she slipped into darkness.
 
   Over an unknown amount of time, the girls could only make out faint glimpses of their surroundings. The inquisitive eyes of men and women dressed in white hovering over them, needles, medical machines, and always bright lights. Only a scant resemblance of consciousness was allowed to them, until one fateful day the cycle changed. 
 
   Factory slowly opened her eyes to a blinding white light. Giving time for adjustment, she then found herself laying on an examination bed in an all-white room. The ceiling was covered in large lights, making a glance in any direction very difficult. As she tried to sit up she realized she was restrained with large leather belts at her ankles, wrists, and a large one across her stomach. She was also completely naked, but far too confused and disoriented to care.
 
   Just as she may have attempted to call out for help, a sliding door with a pressurized sound opened on her right and two individuals that looked like doctors came walking in casually. The two were a young man and woman, dressed in white lab coats and both checking things on clipboards. Factory didn't know how she could have missed it but she suddenly realized she was being monitored by a couple of machines near her head by way of several wired stickers on her body. There was also a large sack of clear liquid being given to her intravenously on her left arm along with a very unpleasant catheter collecting her urine.
 
   "Alright, looks like she's nice and stable right now," the man said. "Let's start by giving her the 23H and see what we get out of it."
 
   The woman added a substance in a syringe to the bagged liquid that Factory was receiving. The liquid temporarily turned red as it passed through to her arm before disappearing. Factory felt her body warm up and soften. An overwhelming relaxation took over and she felt as if she didn't have a care in the world.
 
   "Good, good," the man said. "Looks like... hmm."
 
   "What is it?" the woman asked.
 
   "The information seems incorrect. It's stating that she has no DNA abnormalities."
 
   "What does that mean? Did the faults correct themselves?"
 
   "Amazing. If this is true, this means she has fully integrated with the drug. She's absolutely been rewritten with no adverse effects!"
 
   "You're joking!"
 
   "I can't believe it. She is the first subject to be fully changed into a Natural. She should need no maintenance or upkeep of any kind. We have to report this immediately."
 
   The two excited examiners quickly exited the room without another word and left Factory to her relaxation. Factory felt as if the world was melting away from her. She had nothing to hide, no shame, no anger, no emotions of any kind. A blank state had come over her and she was completely content with it.
 
   "You shouldn't be so quick to accept your defeat," a little girl's voice said.
 
   Factory did her best to lift her head and look around the room. She tried to find the source of the voice but failed, if not mostly due to her lack of focus.
 
   "Silly, you won’t be able to find me from where you are," the voice said. "Can't you tell I'm in your head? You're not hearing me from your ears."
 
   "What's going on?" Factory asked.
 
   "You're in a medical research facility. I've been watching you for the past two months. The scientists here experiment on people in order to find a way to take human mutation and turn it into a pill you take. I'm speaking to you right now using my mind. I don't know how far away you are. I just sort of poked outward in many directions until I found someone I could reach and speak to. Through our connection, I can actually see everything you see. A little creepy isn't it?"
 
   "I've had my fair share of strange things. This is starting to seem normal."
 
   "Well, my name is Abigail. You can call me Abi if that's easier."
 
   "Okay, Abi. My name is Factory."
 
   "An odd name to be sure. So, how did you end up in this terrible place?"
 
   "I was trying to leave the planet with my friends. We were suddenly attacked and captured. Wait a minute. You said two months didn't you?"
 
   "Yes. Two whole months now. They've been poking and prodding at you for a long time. I've been trying to figure out why they are so interested in you. What sort of mutant abilities do you possess?"
 
   "Mutant?"
 
   "Yes, that's what I am. And many of us trapped here. We're just normal everyday people of all sorts of age and race. The government is trying very hard to keep our existence a secret. I think they'd rather not let the world know about super powered beings quiet yet. At least not until they can create a drug that helps their military might first by cutting us up into little pieces."
 
   "I'm not a mutant. I've been rewritten by a drug."
 
   "Oh, interesting. Are you sick at all? The drug users always get sick and die quickly. Or maybe that's why they're so interested in you, because you're not dead after all this time."
 
   "I think the scientists just said that I've been changed perfectly."
 
   There was a sudden quiet pause. "Then you are in grave danger. If you've been perfectly redone using the drug, they are going to open you up until you're just a useless lump of flesh not resembling a human. You must find a way to escape. What is your ability?"
 
   "Um, I can move really fast."
 
   "Damn. Wait, the drug doesn't just give the user a helpful power. The drug was designed with an overall change that would make the user into a super soldier. You should have some strength that you can call upon."
 
   "I'm not so good at using my strength. I just learned how to use the speed when I want to."
 
   "Alright then, let me try something. Just relax."
 
   Abi's voice disappeared from Factory's head for a moment. Factory wasn't sure what she meant by trying something, but after a brief moment she felt her body waking up.
 
   "Okay, I'm going to try and help you use your strength," Abi suddenly said. "I don't know how much you have, but we'll try and break you loose. We have to."
 
   Factory and Abi both counted to three and then pulled at her wrist restraints. The leather belts tightened and strained against Factory's might but held together.
 
   "Come on! Don't give up!" Abi exclaimed. "Try using your speed and strength and the same time!"
 
   Factory repeatedly pulled at her restraints in very quick succession. The leather began to rub and dig into her flesh as she pushed through her pain and refused to give up.
 
   "You can do it!" Abi cheered her on.
 
   Factory's face began to wet with tears as she felt her struggle going nowhere. She tried and tried but the leather would not let her go. Her attempts were now slower and fewer in number.
 
   "Factory, don't give up," Abi begged. "Somebody needs you. I can hear someone crying for you."
 
   "What?" Factory gasped. 
 
   "I hear a girl crying and saying your name. She's apologizing and cursing herself. Whoever she is she needs you, Factory. You have to help her."
 
   Spurred on by this, Factory pulled hard and long at her restraints again. She arched her back as much as the lap belt would let her and did everything she could. "I'll protect you, Misty! Hold on!"
 
   Letting go temporarily and putting all her speed and strength into it, Factory pulled upward one more time and her arms left the bedside and raised fully into the air. The rivets holding the leather down to the bed had slipped through the tearing leather, leaving Factory with a couple of large black bracelets.
 
   "Yes! You did it!" Abi cheered.
 
   Not letting the victory get to her head, Factory quickly undid her remaining restraints and hopped off the bed. For a moment her legs felt like they might give way to her body weight but they quickly came to through her determination. Being careful not to hurt herself, she pulled the needle out from her arm and removed all of the wires that were monitoring her. The machines began making alarming beeps and tones as she slowly removed her catheter, sounds that were certainly not good.
 
   "I bet that's going to alert them to your room," Abi warned. "Please be prepared to kill if you have to. And remember, these scientists, no matter how innocent looking, do not care for the lives they toy with. Children have died in this facility, all for the name of scientific research and military greed."
 
   "I will not let anyone harm my friends," Factory replied.
 
   "Alright, when they open the door, take care of whoever is there and I will guide you to me. I should be able to help you find your friends and you can help me get out of this forsaken place."
 
   With very little time passing since the machines lost their monitored subject, the pressurized door opened up and the two scientists from before attempted to enter but we quickly pushed out into the hallway by Factory. Factory had grabbed both of them by their clothing and slammed them into the wall, knocking the wind from their lungs and leaving them groaning and desperately trying to breath. Not wanting them to alert any help, Factory slammed her fist into the face of the man and then quickly backhanded the woman. Both of her victims fell on the brightly tiled floor limp and quiet.
 
   "Alright, how do I find you?" Factory asked Abi.
 
   "Continue down the direction you are facing until you come to a crossing hall," Abi instructed. "From there turn left and count thirteen doors on your left. I will be in number thirteen."
 
   Factory quickly took the lab coat from the unconscious woman and ran down the bright hall towards the crossing. The hallway was just as white and lit as the room as she held in, but Factory quickly adjusted as she had no other choice. Just as she reached her left turn, two soldier-looking men dressed in black uniforms with automatic rifles turned the corner and met her. Before they could raise their weapons, Factory ran at them with increased speed and slammed her elbow into the face of one of them while pulling the sidearm from his belt. While the other tried to react to Factory's attack, she fired a single shot from the acquired pistol into his side and quickly continued on her way towards Abi. Quickly counting and hoping she didn't skip a door, she located the thirteenth door and attempted to open it with the touchpad but it would not respond.
 
   "Oh, damn it," Abi cursed. "I forgot about the key card. Check the pockets of the coat you took."
 
   Quickly digging through the coat, Factory located an ID card in the chest pocket and touched it to the door pad. With a simple tone, the screen turned green and the pressurized door slid open. Inside, the room was drastically different than the hallway and the Factory's own initial room. Abi's room was a soft pink color and filled with toys. There were cartoon decals on the walls and a carpeted floor. The room looked as if it were attempting to emulate what a typical girls room would look like, save for the examination bed in the corner, complete with its own restraints and monitoring machines.
 
   Sitting in the corner and holding a large stuffed rabbit was a little girl. She wore a small paper dress used to cover up patients and a black eye patch over her right eye. Her jet black hair was amazingly curly and in direct contrast to her pale skin that was as white as pure snow. The eye that was visible was a piercing reddish color, and was accented by heavy lines of fatigue. Upon seeing Factory, the little girl began to sob.
 
   "I'm so glad you came for me," the little girl gasped through her crying. "I'm Abi."
 
   Factory hurried over to Abi and held her tight in her arms. "I've got you, Abi. Everything's going to be okay. We're going to get out of here. Are you alright? Can you walk? Are you hurt?"
 
   "I'm fine," she replied. "It's just been so long since I've seen another human being. I tried to sound tough but I was just putting up an act. I’m so glad someone came for me, especially one with such a kind heart like yours."
 
   "A kind heart?"
 
   "I felt you when I was inside your head. You're an incredibly sweet and caring person. Your loyalty has no match when it comes to those who are special to you like Max and Misty. I'm so happy that you came for me."
 
   "Of course, Abi. I've got you now and I'll never let them get you."
 
   Abi dug her face into Factory and held her tight. The warmth of another human being was so comforting and foreign to her that she wasn't sure if it was even real.
 
   "I can't believe this place would do such terrible things, and to children," Factory said, gritting her teeth.
 
   "If you give me a moment, I'll concentrate really hard and see if I can find out where your friend is being held," Abi said. "It's not going to be perfect, but we'll have an idea."
 
   "Alright, Abi. Do your best."
 
   Abi smiled warmly at Factory and then sat down on the floor with her hands together. With her eyes closed and twitching slightly, she tilted her head back and began searching.
 
   "It would be easier to find her if she was talking, but I think she may have fallen asleep," Abi explained. "Misty and Max where are you?"
 
   Trying to wait patiently, Factory shook her head side to side in annoyance as she noticed her hair was much longer than she normally allowed. "So, they didn't want to give me a haircut but they shaved me. That's disturbing. I feel like a doll."
 
   As Factory quietly watched Abi sitting and searching, she suddenly heard many footsteps coming from the hallway. "Keep looking, Abi. I'll keep the security away from us."
 
   Taking the stolen pistol in hand, she quickly ducked into the hallway as the soldiers reached the room and hit one in the throat with her free hand. The three remaining struggled to react but could not do anything against Factory's speed as she shot them rapidly with a single bullet each before finishing the first, who was struggling to breath. Now holding their ground due to the deadly display before them, another group coming through the hall from the opposite direction opened fire upon Factory with automatic rifles. Using her speed, she quickly moved back inside Abi's room and avoided all harm with a newly loaded pistol from one of the dead guards.
 
   "Anything yet?" Factory questioned calmly.
 
   "I think I may have found Max," Abi replied. "She's struggling to get free from some restraints. It looks like she's been drugged heavily. Her vision is blurry but there's an observation window in her room. I know what hallway that is."
 
   "Alright, let's go then."
 
   Factory ducked her head into the hallway to assess the situation and then quickly pulled out. "Looks like there's four each on both sides of us."
 
   "I'll take one group if you take the other," Abi suggested.
 
   Factory felt like she didn't really hear what Abi said. "What? You'll take one group?"
 
   "Yeah. How about I take right and you take left?"
 
   "Um, okay. That sounds good. You sure?"
 
   "Very."
 
   Moving to the doorway together, Abi and Factory quickly nodded to each other and then turned to their designated groups in the hall. Faster than the soldiers could ever hope to understand, Factory aimed her pistol and carefully fired a single bullet at each of them, dropping them almost in unison. Fearing for Abi, Factory turned around as fast as she could, but instead was witness to Abi's capacity for violence. With hands held outward towards her targets, she used her incredible mental abilities to pick up two of the soldiers and slammed them into each other. The other two behind them were stunned by the unexplainable act and just stood with mouths agape, before being smashed into the wall next to them.
 
   "Wow, Abi," Factory said, genuinely astonished. "That's really amazing."
 
   "Thank you," Abi giggled. "So are you. I barely even breathed before you were already done. Now, let's go find Max."
 
    
 
   Incredibly frustrated and exhausted, Max would not quit struggling against her restraints now that she was finally grabbing hold of consciousness. Just as was discovered with Factory, the scientists were overwhelmed with curiosity at Max's fully integrated mutant transformation. When they first arrived, it was analyzed that the girls' states were imperfect but much more successful at being a mutant rewrite. Their bodies were fighting off the change at first, giving their bodies a constantly changing set of vitals, but in time their bodies had adapted and overcome errors instead of deteriorating into nothing. 
 
   Due to Max's amazing strength, she had been transferred to an observation room rather than a standard examination room such as the one Factory awoke in. The scientists and a few security guards were safe behind a thick glass window that viewed Max from another small room.
 
   Max blinked slowly at the ceiling as she continued her fruitless struggle. She had several leather straps holding her to a fairly standard-looking hospital bed, many more than Factory had to escape from. The restraints were already wounding her naked flesh and causing her unrelenting irritation.
 
   "I'm… going… to fucking kill you all," Max said, head wobbling back and forth. "I won’t… let you harm my girls."
 
   Walking in very cheekily and proud of himself, an older man in the same scientist outfit that they all seemed to wear, stood in front of Max and looked her over.
 
   "What the fuck are you looking at you pervert?" Max growled, seeming to sober up at the sight of another person.
 
   "Now, now," the man began. "let's not start off on such a bad tone. I'm the one who's been taking care of you the last two months or so. My name is Dr. Fresker. I'm the lead scientist behind the drug that made you who you are."
 
   "Big deal. Let me loose so I can show you what a good job you've done."
 
   "I don't think that will be necessary. Especially with the baby. Right now we'll just keep you naturally sedated enough so you don't beat any of us to a pulp."
 
   Max felt her mind race and her heart stop. She couldn't believe what she had just heard and the shock showed in her face.
 
   "Ah, so you weren't aware enough this whole time to obtain any cognitive memories," Fresker thought aloud. "I guessed as much. We have been doing our best to keep you and your friends very sedated as you are all threats to us. But, seeing as you aren't up to speed and I'll delight in telling you all about it, I'll fill you in on what you've missed.
 
   "You and your friend are the first mutant rewrites to have ever gotten to a perfect state; you perfected almost immediately after arriving here and one of you friends actually just happened today I’m hearing. The third might be a perfect rewrite as well but we might never know with that body of hers. You have no health debilities, no strange mental issues, no nothing. You've become perfect examples of the super-soldier drug we've been developing for the private military sector. Only problem is, all three of you are some random girls and not actually any of our military test subjects. So, what we'll have to do is use you three of you as new base lines for understanding what's been going wrong in the soldiers and what went right in you. What is extra interesting, my dear, is that you are actually a very ripe age for us to try out breeding experiments."
 
   "So, I'm a fucking baby farm to you?" Max yelled in rage.
 
   "In more or less the same words. We actually have a natural born mutant with the same super strength as you. Naturally, we'd like to see what happens when a natural and a rewrite have a baby. Will it be strong? Will it be extra strong? Will the mutant abilities carry over at all? It's all very exciting research. Perhaps the baby will simply die off soon inside you as your rewrite body fights Natural DNA."
 
   The doctor's statement enraged Max and she tensed her body against her restraints with all the might she could muster in her drugged state. A few of her straps popped and let go under the stress, but there were many more to make up for the loss. The doctor was temporarily startled and took a step back for good measure.
 
   "Well, looks like you still have some fight in you," he said. "You'd better be careful or your super strength might cause undue strain on the baby."
 
   Max immediately stopped her struggle and feared for the life of her unborn child.
 
   "Such a good mommy you are," Fresker taunted. "Here, before I go, I'll give you something pleasant to listen to."
 
   Fresker grabbed a tube of a cold clear gel. The temperature stung and annoyed as it touched Max's body but was soon erased by a startling sound; Fresker had placed a heartbeat sensor belt on Max's belly, amplifying the sound of a quick, steady heartbeat. The sound of the beating immediately made Max silently cry, but for what reason she did not know.
 
    
 
   Being rudely woken up, Misty forced open her very fatigued eyes to see a pair of female scientists looking at her.
 
   "She still looks pretty out of it," one said.
 
   Since they could not sedate her through injection, failing to penetrate Misty's impermeable body, they had instead numbed her with gas fed through a fixed tube at her nostrils.
 
   "Did she have any sort of tests to do today?" the other questioned.
 
   "Not that I know of. There were going to try a laser on her tomorrow, but that’s about it.” 
 
   As the scientists spoke, Misty noticed that their speech was becoming more and more clear. Before she knew it, she could see and understand them completely, not effected by the gas at all. Her body felt back to normal and the numbing feeling had passed away. Knowing this to be a lucky break of some sort, Misty continued to act disabled so that her captors would not notice.
 
   "Well, we have to wait until we receive word on what to do," one said.
 
   "Let's go get some coffee or something," the other replied.
 
   As the scientists left the room in a negligible conversation of randomness, Misty let out a sigh of relief and stopped her act. Without realizing it, Misty used her left hand to wipe sweat from her brow and her right to scratch an itch on her exposed hip. In a sudden stroke of common sense, Misty noticed that she wasn't restrained to the bed in any way. The only things holding onto her were the stickers attaching her to monitoring machines and the tubes at her nose and bladder.
 
   Wanting to make the best of this oversight, Misty quickly attempted to think up a plan of escape. She wasn't sure she could open the door so she had to think up a way to get them to open it for her. In a quick thought, Misty began pulling wires off of her body and freed herself from everything, sounding alarms on her machines that she hoped would alert someone to her room. After what she counted as a few minutes, no such investigation happened, causing her to think about her situation further. 
 
   With a guess and little in the way of options, she picked up the heavy metal tank that was feeding her gas and used it has a blunt object against the pressurized door. She didn't know if her logic made any sense, but she hoped that damage to the door's seal would cause some sort of emergency release. After a few swings at the edge of the door, she noticed the sound of pressure being lost and suddenly a red prompt on the door's access screen came up. Much to Misty's joy the prompt was asking if an emergency release was needed and she happily select yes, opening the door. Misty felt much smarter than she previously thought at that moment.
 
   As she stepped into the hallway her victory was threatened by a sudden barrage of gas canisters being launched from nearby soldiers. The hallway quickly filled with the dizzying chemical and brought Misty to her knees. She held herself up off the floor with her shaking arms, determined to stay up.
 
   "No, no, no," she repeated to herself. "I will not be defeated so easily again."
 
   Straining against her attackers, she noticed that her vision and breathing were returning to normal just as it had inside the room. The chemical did not linger for very long visually, and quickly it was revealed that Misty was not subdued by their attempts.
 
   “I guess gas isn’t so effective on me anymore,” she guessed. 
 
   “Shit!" a soldier yelled out. "She didn't go down! Sound the alarm!"
 
   The brightly lit hallway suddenly dimmed and strategically placed orange lights suddenly pulsed to a slow alarm sound. Ahead of her, where her hallway ended and another crossed, several soldiers were holding their ground and aiming their rifles steadily since the gas had not worked. Misty momentarily halted at the sight of her opposition, but after a deep breath and a moment of confidence building she held one hand in front of her face and charged forward. 
 
   Thanks to properly given information, the men knew about her invulnerability and moved aside for a very large rifle carried by bigger soldier. The sudden sight of this made Misty slow her pace as she was stunned by the mass of the gun. The soldier quickly took aim and fired. The harsh noise ripped and echoed in the hallway as the round slammed into Misty's chest, dropping her to the floor in a rag doll fashion. Misty's eyes opened wide as she reacted and held her chest. Miraculously, the most she had been dealt was a slight loss of breath and was quickly on her feet again in a sprinting charge. 
 
   The soldier quickly chambered another round in his rifle and took another shot but instead of knocking her down it simply slowed her for a moment that was easily recovered. The soldiers could not stop her as she advanced and in a panic one of them took a grenade from his belt and tossed it toward the incoming enemy. Instead of stopping her charge as hoped, Misty instead caught the grenade and held it out in front of her as she slammed into the group in a violent explosion.
 
   Abi held confidence in that they were heading in the right direction, but their speedy progress was suddenly halted by a very violent welcome. Before Abi and Factory could turn and make their way down the hall that Max was supposed to be captive in, a very large, gray haired soldier suddenly burst from a room in the hallway and close lined Factory with his muscular arm. Factory's chin slammed right into the massive forearm and her inertia sent her flying forward and into the floor after a swift and unwanted back flip. Abi tried to subdue the large man but the massive soldier tensed his body and held firm.
 
   "Now, now little one," he said.
 
   The large soldier pulled a small electronic device from his pocket and pressed its single button. Unknown to Factory but painfully obvious to Abi was a debilitating noise that brought the little girl to her knees, holding her head in pain.
 
   "Don't tell me you already forgot about the mental blocker," the soldier taunted. "You can't harm anyone as long as I have this."
 
   The soldier then turned his attention to Factory, who was dazed and attempting to recover from her collision. The behemoth of a man grabbed Factory by her stolen lab coat and held her up in the air in front of him with ease.
 
   "You're very lucky that my employer is a bit of an eccentric nutcase," he told her. "Otherwise, I'd smash your face into the floor right now. But I'll get my chance, just you wait."
 
   Factory tried to struggle but was both weak from her crash and no match for the brute's strength. Holding her in the air with one hand, the soldier grabbed a spray can from his pocket and sent a numbing mist into the face of Factory. Just as she was able to identify that her face had become wet with a chemical, she fell victim to its sedative qualities and lost consciousness, shortly joined by Abi.
 
   When Factory awoke again, growing tired of all of her forced sleep, she found herself sitting against the wall of a large, empty room similar in looks to all the previous but with nothing in it. Thankfully, the room only possessed one working light in the middle of the ceiling, instead of the numerous blinding ones from before.
 
   Sitting next to her and using her shoulder as a headrest was a napping Misty. Sleeping on Factory’s lap was an equally dreaming Abi. Strangely, all three of them were wearing a different attire, specific to martial arts. Factory's outfit consisted of the least amount of clothing, having been given only a pair of tight fitting shorts and a sports-type tank top that held her breasts from moving around. She was also given fingerless gloves and running shoes.
 
   Misty was wearing a more loosely fitted outfit made of a rough but durable white material. The attire came in two pieces as a jacket and pants that were held together with a simple cloth belt that was tied around her waist. She hadn't been given any shoes or gloves, but had a mouth guard in her hand.
 
   Abi's outfit was the strangest, as she was actually just wearing a simple blue dress that looked adorable on her. The bottom portion was frilled and dotted randomly with little pictures of animals, while the top was more similar to overalls, as they possessed open straps instead of sleeves. Like Factory, Abi had a pair of tiny fingerless gloves.
 
   "Thank goodness they're alright," Factory commented to herself. “I hope Max is doing better than us.”
 
   She looked about the room to try and figure anything out about their situation, but there was nothing to go by. The walls were bare and blank. There wasn't even a visible door. Thinking Abi might have some luck figuring things out, she lightly shook her until she opened her eyes sleepily.
 
   "Where are we?" Abi struggled to say through a deep yawn.
 
   "I'm not sure," Factory answered. "Looks like we're being held somewhere. But look, Misty is here with us."
 
   "Oh, that's great! Is she alright?"
 
   "She seems okay. Her body is invulnerable, so I wouldn't imagine she would be injured. Do you think you could try and poke around and see if you can figure anything out?"
 
   "Sure."
 
   Taking a spot on the floor in the middle of the room, Abi closed her eyes and began a mental search around them. She poked and prodded as she normally did but after a few minutes of searching she came up empty.
 
   "I'm not sure where we are. I can't find anyone around us," Abi reported. "The only people anywhere near me for a connection are you two."
 
   As if to alleviate any further confusion, a large portion of the wall in front of them opened up to reveal a very large display monitor. The girls stared in confusion for a moment as nothing was shown on the screen, but after a brief time of silence the screen turned on and displayed a rather angry looking man in a suit.
 
   "Hello, girls," the man on the screen said. "My name is Mr. Sorenson. I am the owner of Sorenson Pharmaceutical and the private military entity known as Shroud Tactical Operative. You three, have quickly become a thorn in my side. Over the past two months you have all caused me nothing but great irritation and headache, with your outbursts of violence, destructive natures, and just lack of willingness to cooperate."
 
   "You kidnapped us you sicko," Abi replied calmly.
 
   "And most recently, all three of you have made valiant efforts to escape the facility and obtain freedom," Mr. Sorenson continued. "However, we had a breakthrough in our attempts to reverse engineer the powder produced by the backpack you used to rewrite you DNA. We took it from your ship in the yards. For some odd reason, the backpack creates a much more refined and perfected version of the drug. Thinking back, it makes me feel a bit sad about killing a few of my more uncooperative scientists.” 
 
   “What?” Factory questioned.
 
   “The scientist that leaked the drug out into Karma 7 in particular,” Mr. Sorenson explained. “Don’t remember him? He’s the one who gave you the backpack and strung you and a few others along like doped up cattle. I had him and the other backpack holders killed a long time ago, but you slipped through somehow, luckily; seeing as you had the perfected drug machine.”
 
   “I have no idea what you’re talking about. I didn’t know anything about the backpack or what it really made until today.”
 
   “Oh well it doesn’t matter, ultimately. The point I’m trying to make right now is how much of a bother you three are, so I've decided to play a game with you. Since I don't need you three for studies any longer, and since you're all more trouble than you're worth, I'm going to give you a chance to leave this facility and never be bothered by me or my companies ever again."
 
   "Keep talking," Abi said.
 
   "The three of you will fight my greatest test subjects," Mr. Sorenson explained. "I wish to see how a Natural and two perfect rewrites fair against actual super-soldiers with the same special abilities. Naturally, I don't expect you to survive, but if you manage to best my soldiers, you can leave without hassle."
 
   The screen went dark and the room suddenly became eerily quiet. Abi turned around and looked at Factory with a confused face. But, before Abi could say anything, the wall that held the screen suddenly moved upward, revealing a beautiful sight. The wall that lifted opened them up to vast and open plains. The grass and flowers were gently swaying in the wind, allowing waves of colors to pass by them as they stared in awe. The air was warm and welcoming. Small insects flew and fluttered about as they went on with their business, taking no heed of the humans around them. It was a wonderful sight and feeling that that girls were not familiar with and were almost hypnotized by its beauty. Being careful not to startle Misty, Factory woke her up and the girls walked out of their box with wide eyes.
 
   "This is beautiful," Misty said. "Where are we? What are we wearing?"
 
   "Looks like we all got captured," Abi explained. "The owner of the facility doesn't like us or need us anymore, so he's giving us a chance to fight for our freedom."
 
   "I wish I could say I'm surprised, but strange seems to be our thing these days," Misty replied. "Are you both okay? I'm sorry I'm being rude. My name is Misty. And your name?"
 
   "My name is Abigale," Abi replied. "But, using the shorter 'Abi' is fine. Nice to finally meet you, Misty. We were trying to find Max in the facility but sadly were stopped short."
 
   "Oh, my gosh, Max!" Misty gasped. "No, this is terrible! We have to find her!"
 
   "I don't think we can do anything for a little while," Factory said. "At least not until this little game is done."
 
   The room they were in was an isolated box that had been carried by a small black aircraft. The aircraft wasn’t far away but seemed automated as there was no pilot sitting in it.
 
   "Maybe we should go check out that aircraft or something," Abi suggested.
 
   Before anyone could agree, the sound of another vehicle could be heard closing in fast. A similar aircraft designed for holding personnel rather than cabling large cargo, came into the area and hovered to a gentle landing not too far from the girls. As the engines ceased their noise and propulsion the sliding door opened to let out three individuals dressed in identical black outfits but slightly more casual looking than the security forces from before. The three of them walked a short distance to come within yelling range and then stood together as if to present themselves to the girls. The new trio consisted of two men and a woman.
 
   Each of them had a smug look on their faces as they looked over the girls. The super-soldiers knew that they were facing untrained rewrites and a little mutant girl, but they didn't care in the least. All they knew were what they were trained to do: follow orders.
 
   "Looks like I get to have that chance now!" one of them men called out to Factory.
 
   With a little focusing, Factory noticed that the man who spoke was the large man that had stopped her and Abi in the hall. He rolled his wrists and popped his knuckles in eager anticipation for the fight. The other two consisted of a smaller, fairly normal looking man with short black hair and a fit woman. Judging by who had gloves on, Factory guessed that the woman and smaller man were the ones with matching powers to Abi and herself, although she couldn't know who possessed which.
 
   "Well, let's go ahead and get this party started!" the woman called out.
 
   After clapping her hands together she motioned her hands upward as if lifting something very heavy. The girls looked on in anticipation for what she was doing, when suddenly a large piece of ground broke free from the great hill they were all standing on and began floating high in the air.
 
   "Can you do that, Abi?" Factory asked.
 
   "I don't know, but I suppose we're going to find out," she answered.
 
   With a powerful throwing motion, the woman threw the large cluster at the girls. The large object came at them with startling speed but Abi quickly held it in place with one hand and then smashed it to pieces with a free fist. In retaliation, Abi sent all of the individual pieces back at the soldiers. The pieces rained down upon them, but the black haired man seemed to suddenly disappear, whilst the woman held back at pieces that were to hit her and the large solder simply took every incoming projectile against his body with no worry.
 
   "I guess we know who's who now," Misty said.
 
   Presumably out of thin air, the black haired man appeared in front of Abi and grabbed a hold of her hair. In a rage fueled flash, Factory struck the man in the face with her elbow, releasing his grip and sending him tumbling backward. His rolling was quickly stopped and recovered with help from the large soldier, who was now charging forward with the woman. Abi attempted to mentally grab hold of the men and halt their advance, but the woman quickly grabbed hold of Abi with her power and tossed her backwards in a fumbling roll. Factory rushed the woman with her speed but was blocked by the black haired man, turning a quick block into a flurry of punches and blocks.
 
   Factory and the black haired man traded fists into each other for what was only a scant minute before the woman pushed Factory backward with her mind, allowing a speedy punch to her stomach to fully connect and knock all of her breath away. Before the black haired man could continue, Abi held him back with her mind and pulled Factory away. In his frozen state, Misty ran up and slammed her forehead into his, immediately dazing him, but Misty was quickly sent flying backward by a powerful punch from the larger man.
 
   Misty hit the ground hard but was unaffected. With Factory catching her breath, Abi took Misty up in the air and tossed her at the woman with all her might. The woman reacted by bringing up a wall of earth in front of her, but Misty's body and Abi's mind broke straight through the rock and dirt. Misty hit the woman hard, sending them both tumbling about the ground, but only one of them was devastatingly injured. The woman was left broken and mangled in the soft grass, quickly dying from internal injuries.
 
   Pulling himself together, the black haired man raced towards Abi but was cut short by Factory. The two attempted to wound the other significantly but only glancing blows would land. The speed that they both possessed was a difficult thing to overcome and they both knew that fact all too well already. Abi made an attempt to help Factory by grabbing her opponent, but failed to notice the large man coming at her. Just before he would slam his fists down upon the little girl, Misty jumped on his massive back and held his head in a sleeper hold. The large man grabbed a hold of Misty's locked arms and began to pry them apart, but Abi used her mind to hold his strength back.
 
   The large man began to fall to his knees as the oxygen to his brain was slowed and strained. Misty couldn't wound his neck, but his invulnerability didn't stop him from being squeezed. Not to be felled by a couple of little girls, the large man pulled together his strength and pried Misty off of his massive shoulders. After a quick swing and toss to get Misty away from him, he charged at Abi and sent a fist towards her. Misty managed to recover and place herself in the way, holding onto his massive hand with her body and swiftly punching at the eye of the behemoth. Luckily, the blow did affect him and he stumbled backward in pain.
 
   Noticing the struggle, the black haired man cunningly managed to force Factory out his way with a swift hold and punch to her cheek. In this very momentary lapse in time, he raced towards Misty and grabbed her by the neck, dragging her far away enough to make her useless to Abi. In his rage, the large man yelled in anger and struck his fist into the tiny body of Abi. The little girl did her best to hold back his blow with her power but she was sent flying backward and fell into the lush grass in silence.
 
   "No!" Misty yelled in terror.
 
   Factory turned just as Abi flew through the air. Her enhanced sense of speed made the little girl's journey to ground seem like an eternity; giving Factory a lifetime's amount of anger to fuel her. In the time it took to blink, Factory was immediately at the black haired man, crushing her fist into his neck before he knew what hit him and ended his life in an instant. With everything they could muster, Factory and Misty attacked the large man with little avail. The massive soldier possessed equal invulnerability to Misty but more strength and technique. Even after attacking his eyes yet again, the soldier simply became even more filled with rage and swatted Factory and Misty away like pestering flies. Desperate for retribution, the two exhausted girls stood before their opponent who was also breathing deep.
 
   "You will fucking die!" Factory screamed.
 
   "No way sweetheart," the man replied in a chuckle. "You couldn't kill me if you tried!"
 
   Misty and Factory were about to attempt another barrage, but felt a sudden pull on their bodies and they were flung backward and landed with a thud on their bottoms. Taking charge in front of them was a barely standing Abi, her face and chest soaked wet with blood that ran from her mouth and nose. "Then live… forever in Hell."
 
   Abi reached out into the air and made a fist, grabbing hold of the massive soldier in the air. With her other hand she pushed forward and a long crevasse in the ground opened up underneath him. In a quick motion as her strength gave out, she threw the helpless soldier down into the dark earth and pulled the crack closed.
 
   Factory and Misty were stunned and relieved, but were drenching themselves in tears at the sight of their poor friend. Abi turned around with a glazed look over her eyes as if she was blind and a bloody smile on her face.
 
   "Did that sound cool?" Abi whispered as loud as she could. “Don’t forget about… Max.”
 
   Abi’s strength gave up on her after her reminder, letting her fall lifeless into a small spread of flowers.
 
    
 
   


  
 

Release
 
    
 
   In a very tranquil park sat Max. All around her was everything she had grown accustomed to never seeing. She could hear birds chirping lovely songs up atop tall trees, the soft breeze flowing through lush green leaves and plentiful flower beds of amazing hues and vibrant colors, and even the pleasant conversations of passerby’s on the simple cobblestone walkways. She couldn't believe she was in such a beautiful place. The experience seemed surreal.
 
   Max's body was weak and frail. She could move about as much as an elderly person on their last few years of peaceful life, soaking in the simple things; the things that everyone else took for granted or never even acknowledged. In a simple benched area surrounding a small water fountain sculpture of several angels pouring out little pots, sat a four months pregnant Max. In a strange turn of events, after her initial two months of normal pregnancy, the growth of the child had rapidly increased its speed. She more resembled someone who was somewhere near the end of pregnancy and waiting for the final hour.
 
   Max smiled and held her stomach fondly through her light blue summer dress. The whole ordeal had sapped all of her strength. It was as if the baby had been taking her power from her and used it as a boost to get out early.
 
   Apparent to Max, the government had gotten their hands dirty and raided the facility. The entire building was littered with soldiers and patients being taken out on stretchers. Not really getting much say in the matter, the Farren Galaxy Overlook shipped her to the most expensive hospital on Saria for prenatal care. Max had contacted her company and made attempts to find Misty and Factory, but came up empty at every turn; only coming across leads that ended in nothing.  
 
   Max looked outward into the park again. A lone tear ran down her cheek as she observed a couple of squirrels chasing each other on a nearby tree. She had a giggle at herself, associating little creatures with her long gone friends. Max had already done a lot of crying and sulking over Misty and Factory. She could never get over losing them, but over time the pain subsided enough to keep her calm. Coming back to reality for a moment, she noticed her buttocks were feeling numb from her long sit and called for her nurse.
 
   She stared out into rapturous space for a moment as she waited for assistance. It was a strange thing to be so carefree. It was a feeling that Max still had trouble accepting.
 
   "Is everything alright?" a pleasant familiar voice said. "Have you had enough of the park?"
 
   Max turned around to greet her nurse but was instantly struck frozen with astonishment. Standing in front of her with questionable nurse's outfits were Misty and Factory, smiling fondly and blushing slightly.
 
   "What? But, you, I," Max struggled to speak.
 
   "We thought it was high time we come and see you," Misty said, holding her short skirt down in embarrassment.
 
   "We had the idea to dress up as nurses for the occasion but the only ones we could find were at an adult costume shop," Factory explained. "They're a bit breezy."
 
   Max stared wide eyed for a moment in her stunned state but quickly broke down into hysterical laughter. Misty and Factory stood smiling and embarrassed at their goof up, happy to see their friend so happy. Max tried hard to catch her breath, but had to battle herself as her laughter quickly turned to sobbing.
 
   "I missed you guys so much," Max cried. "I'm so sorry I couldn't protect you. I'm so sorry. I'm so sorry. But also you guys are asses for taking so long to find me."
 
   Misty and Factory quickly went to Max and embraced her in a warm group hug as they too began to sob.
 
   "We're sorry we were gone for so long," Misty apologized. "We found out that you were pregnant, so we did everything we could to make sure you would be safe and sound. We had to stay away from you and deal with all of the trouble that wanted to find us."
 
   "We were terrified to see you or make any contact," Factory explained. "We didn't want to lead anyone to you. I'm sorry."
 
   "It's alright," Max assured them, sniffling heavily. "I'm just so happy to have you guys back. I'm so happy."
 
   After calming down and gathering their composure, the group pulled away their hug and shared a laugh together.
 
   "So, shall we head back inside then?" Misty asked Max.
 
   "Sure," she replied. "Say, how are you two doing? As a couple I mean."
 
   "Well, we haven't really had much time while we were gone for some focused togetherness, but we're working on it," Misty explained, grabbing Factory by the hip and pulling her close.
 
   In retaliation, Factory grabbed Misty's semi-exposed behind quickly, causing a cute yelp of surprise and a little hop of a reaction.
 
    
 
   A few short weeks later, Max's baby was born into the universe. A healthy baby boy with black hair and tan skin, Max decided to name him Adam. She didn't care who the father was or any of the details surrounding his conception, instead simply loving him with all her heart for who he was and who he would become. Wanting to bring the baby into a beautiful world, the three girls stayed on Saria for an additional month after Adam's birth to let his first days bask in beauty and serenity, rather than the world they knew and dealt with.
 
   The girls would often lay in the large yard in front of their temporary home in the mountains, staring into the blue sky without a care in the world. Adam would wiggle and stare with them, piercing the sky with his deep blue eyes full of wonder and curiosity.
 
   “So, what exactly did you guys do while I was in the hospital?” Max asked on one such day. “I feel like you could have at least called or something. You know how many days I spent pouring my eyes out because I thought you guys were dead?”
 
   “We’re sorry, Max.” Misty apologized. “We were just really terrified of endangering you and the baby since we weren’t out of trouble yet, so we didn’t contact you. After we managed to escape from the facility, after a pretty crazy battle, we actually crashed an aircraft into the side of the pharmaceutical tower.”
 
   “What the fuck?” Max laughed.
 
   “Yeah, it’s a little weird to explain,” Factory joined her in laughter. “We were stuck out in this really pretty grassland area. I think it was the big park or something. Anyway, after the battle, we took the aircraft that had flown us out there after some troubleshooting because it was set to be remotely piloted, and went to find the tower.”
 
   “But we suck at flying so we crashed into it,” Misty giggled. “Very fortunately, because this happened in the industrial district and they didn’t want anything happening that could jeopardize the welfare of the planet, the government investigated and raided the building. They liquidated the crap out of it. Arrested everybody, saved the people they were experimenting on, and that fiasco actually got rid of our bounties. Well, yours and mine. Factory still had hers because of the drugs, so it transferred over to being issued by the government instead. We learned you were transferred to Saria by some nice officials.”
 
   “But, that doesn’t really explain where you guys have been for the last, what? Two months?” Max questioned.
 
   “Well, we figured we would have to get rid of her bounty,” Misty explained. “If she still had a bounty on her head, hunters would still be after her and probably some military types as well. I wish I had a better story to tell you, but we’ve actually just been stuck in the legal system. I was able to get a great lawyer thanks to your company, since I’m listed as your sister. Oh, and thanks for telling me I was the next in line for the thrown, ass. We waited and waited and argued and waited some more, until finally we got Factory cleared of her charges. The end!”
 
   “Wow, you’re right that story sucked,” Max laughed heartily. “I thought you were gonna say you two were off fighting the galaxy or something like that.”
 
   “Yeah, it wasn’t really that awesome,” Factory agreed.
 
   "Well, don’t worry. We’re back together again and I’m going to take care of things.” Max said, then looking at Adam who was lying next to here with inquisitive eyes. “I will never let anything happen to you, Adam. No one will ever harm my boy or harm my girls ever again."
 
   Adam grabbed a hold of her finger and squeezed hard. His little body displayed the strength inherited by his mother. Strength that she had recovered tenfold. As the month wore on, the girls knew it was time to take their leave and return to their ship. The girls wished to stay on Saria and continue their comfortable lives, but they were always worried. They knew that they were only a planet away from where all of the trouble began, and were determined to do everything they could to keep Adam safe and live peaceful lives. In order to accomplish that, the girls decided that they had to continue where they left off and leave the system, traveling far away to some place in the galaxy where they could hopefully stay hidden. Hidden from any other nefarious company or anyone interested in the super-soldier project.
 
   On a very warm and pleasant day, the girls left Saria on a small commercial travel ship and headed back to Karma 7. Misty was fast asleep in her seat next to Factory, who was admiring Adam as he slumbered soundly in the seat next to Max. Max had found herself staring out the window into space. Observing the cold, dark emptiness. Billions of stars twinkled and shined all around them, burning without any regard to the happenings of the creatures that they shared the galaxy with.
 
   "Are you alright, Max?" Factory asked gently.
 
   "Yeah, I'm fine," she answered. "I'm just… worried you know? I never even thought about being a mother. I don't think I ever would have either, with this shitty universe we live in. But every time I look at him I… I'm just so happy that he exists. I want to give him everything. I want to him to grow up and be an amazing person with a kind heart and strong soul. I'm just scared about the future. About, where we'll end up and who Adam will meet. There's just so much going through my mind right now."
 
   "I'm sure you'll be a wonderful mommy. You've certainly been wonderful so far. I'm sure our plan will go smoothly. And if we hit any bumps, super strong mama is here to flatten them out."
 
   "Thanks. Say, I don't think I ever thought about this before, but do you want us to come up with a name for you? Like, does being called 'Factory' bother you at all?"
 
   "Not really. It's just what I've always been called so I don't really have a problem with it."
 
    
 
   Thanks to the jump gates, the large sending and receiving structures that catapulted ships across incredible distances, the travel back to Karma 7 only took about half an hour in total, giving Adam and Misty a good nap. Exiting the ship and entering the orbiting dock, the hustle and bustle of the busy spaceport was something of wonderment for Adam as he stared at all of the humans and other races rushing and mingling. It was also the first time that Adam had been exposed to such an array of colorful flashing lights. The thought of this scared Max but Adam held his own and was more delighted than anything.
 
   The spaceport was an orbiting structure that docked most incoming people carrier ships and then distributed them to wherever they wished to go via smaller ships or rental cars that could easily pass into the atmosphere by way of special routes. The structure itself was the shape of a large horizontal ring and held lots of restaurants and gift shops to entice people as they came and went. The girls were going to take a small charter ship to the shipyard where they were initially kidnapped. The brand new ship they had outfitted was still silently waiting for them, standing tall and proud on the liftoff pad it had claimed several months prior, itching to blast off into the stars.
 
   After reaching the surface, the girls were riding in a complimentary shuttle from the charter ship over to their pad. The ride was uneasy and nervous given their short history with those type of vehicles. Max held her baby protectively and determined.
 
   "Don’t worry, Max," Misty said. "Everything will be fine. Just relax and think about how we're going to get this damn ship off the ground with three people. Two I suppose, if you factor in that someone has to watch over Adam."
 
   Max was quiet for a moment. "Oh yeah. I forgot about that."
 
   "Well, I'm sure we'll figure something out, right?" Factory nervously said.
 
   "Yeah, we'll figure something out," Max replied.
 
   Where they had landed in the shipyard turned out to be quite a drive from their liftoff pad. But due to the lack of common Karma 7 traffic, the ride was only about another half an hour. As they neared the end of the ride, the sun casting an orange glow as the day began to end, they suddenly stopped short with the ship in sight.
 
   "Um, I'm sorry, but there seems to be people in our way," the driver informed the girls.
 
   Max stood up from her seat and peered through the windshield to catch a glance at what he was talking about. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
 
   "What is it, Max?" Misty asked.
 
   "Looks like we got a trio of jokers in our way. Driver, I suggest you wait here for a bit."
 
   "Should I call the authorities?" the driver asked.
 
   "No, this won’t take long I suspect," Max answered.
 
   The girls stepped out of the vehicle and made their way towards the three men blocking their path. The men were strangely dressed, wearing clothing that looked like it came from an age much older than them. The two on opposite sides wore outfits covered in straps that held blades and strange gadgets. They were almost identical, save for their faces were covered up with ceramic masks with different painted designs in a sloppy red fashion that made it look like splattered blood. The man in the middle did not wear a mask and instead had a large cloth wrapped around his neck that became very loose after a few loops.
 
   "Greetings!" the man in the middle greeted as the girls came within yelling distance and then stopped. "I am Volik. I see that our intelligence agents were very thorough in their investigations. You three must be Max, Misty, and Factory."
 
   "Good job, Holmes," Max mockingly replied. "What the fuck do you want? You're in our way. And my baby is getting hungry."
 
   "Ah, yes. The little baby. You see, that is the very nature of our visit. We wish to take the baby off your hands. For we believe that he is our god Verish's son, finally set upon the universe in order to lead us to the holy Promised Land."
 
   The girls were dumbfounded by what they had just heard and could not think up a reply, instead just looking at each other as if perhaps they didn't hear him correctly.
 
   "Wait, you think my son is the son of a god?" Max attempted to understand. "Like, a god-god? Powerful, almighty and stuff like that? Are you fucking kidding me right now? That’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard!"
 
   "Believe it," Volik replied. "It is a prophecy passed down throughout the ages with my people, the Grigangi."
 
   Max suddenly grew angry. "The Grigangi are a band of notorious pirates who plunder the outer rims of the galaxy!"
 
   "We are no such thing! We are a prosperous people of long heritage and honor! It is the human race that struck out upon us first and drove us back into the darkest regions as if we were animals!"
 
   The sudden outburst of anger halted the conversation and created a tense standoff between the six. Max held Adam securely in her arms with no intention of giving him up.
 
   "If you do not relinquish the child we will take him from you," Volik warned. "We will not leave here without the son of Verish."
 
   "Oh yeah?" Misty said. "You and what army? We're not push overs you know."
 
   "Oh, I know very well what you three are capable of. But my people are capable of a great deal more."
 
   The two masked men raised their hands and began chanting strange words that the girls did not understand. As they did this, a glowing smoke-like substance began to gather and swirl together into a large spherical shape above the Grigangi.
 
   "Factory, stop them," Max quickly ordered.
 
   Factory used her speed and darted at the three men, but suddenly ran into a previously unseen wall of translucent blue color that temporarily made itself visible as she made contact with it. Volik had one hand out towards her and a cheeky smile on his face. "I'm afraid it won’t be so easy."
 
   As Factory stood helpless to get close to them, the two masked Grigangi stopped their chanting and held position like statues. Outward from the bright sphere, the shape of a snake's head began to stretch and shape, until finally a gigantic serpent was making its way out. The huge glowing monster slithered around as if there were ground that they could not see above them and hissed intimidatingly.
 
    "Um…" Misty attempted to talk, but no words would come.
 
   Factory ran back and confront Max in a panic. "Do you want me to make a break for the ship with Adam?"
 
   "But what if he can't handle your speed?" Max argued.
 
   "Let me hold him then," Misty quickly suggested. "He won’t be harmed if I shield him."
 
   Suddenly the snake looked at the girls and hissed a violent battle cry. The snake came at them with an alarming speed, leaving the tiniest bit of time to transfer Adam. Right as the glowing beast met the girls, Max turned to it and slammed her fist into the head of the snake. The serpent reacted like a solid object and its body coiled up as its momentum was halted. While her first punch was holding it in place in the air, Max used her other free hand to land another to the side of the massive enemy, sending it falling to the ground in a loud boom of weight.
 
   "Impossible!" Volik yelled in anger.
 
   As soon as the threat was away Max fell to floor and cried out in pain. Both of her hands were severely burned, sizzling and black. Max could not pull herself together and was helpless on the ground. With the snake limp and unresponsive, the masked Grigangi put their hands down and drew blades from their many equipped, causing the snake and sphere to dissipate in a puff of smoke.
 
   "Take the child!" Volik ordered angrily.
 
   Just as the men took a few steps forward, a flying car suddenly zoomed past them and slowed to make a U-turn. The Grigangi halted and all looked in curiosity at what was happening. As the car came back towards them, one of the doors popped open and out of it jumped Suritogi the Beast. As the car made its second pass, Suritogi's body held onto the momentum of the vehicle and slammed into the two masked Grigangi. His given name was on full display as he used his massive claws and muscle to rip apart his helpless victims and tear flesh with his monstrous jaw.
 
   Volik was in a panic at what he was witnessing and suddenly spoke into a hidden device on his wrist. "The mission is in jeopardy! Engage the enemy and retrieve the son!"
 
   Seemingly from the ground, as the grass was not very tall around them, dozens upon dozens of masked Grigangi appeared in the fields, surrounding the area in a perfect ambush. Many of them began to converge on the girls in retrieval of Adam, but the car that dropped off Suritogi came back around again and dropped off Xenos and Revenant. They both landed near the girls with momentous force and rolled expertly to a safe halt. The car that was now driver-less suddenly made another U-turn and dove downward into a portion of the advancing forces. Xenos had connected to the car remotely with his robotic body and crashed it into the ground, killing several enemies in a violent explosion.
 
   "Sorry we're a bit late," Xenos electronic voice said to Factory.
 
   "That's alright," Factory replied. "Didn't even know you were coming."
 
   "I suppose our duel will be saved for another occasion."
 
   Xenos charged the incoming Grigangi and went to work with his skilful blade. The enemies were not pushovers as many of them blocked and parried a few moves, but ultimately the mechanical swordsman was besting them all, severing limbs and spilling blood with relative ease.
 
   "That is a fine looking boy," Revenant commented before charging the enemy.
 
   Revenant held off the enemy with mostly ease as his body was very resilient against the enemy attacks. As he punched and grappled the numerous Grigangi his body took on a number of small blades that stuck into his body and stayed there without effecting him at all. As Xenos and Revenant could not fight them all at once, Factory held back and killed every enemy that managed to get past them. With great fear and responsibility casting over her she stole an enemy sword and began hacking foes in half if they came anywhere near them.
 
   Misty held Adam securely next to Max who was breathing heavily and trying to get a hold of herself. Max desperately wanted to get up and fight but could barely move herself, cursing that she didn't possess Misty's ability.
 
   "Don't worry, Max," Misty assured her. "We'll be fine. Nothing will happen to Adam."
 
   As his victims were defeated, resembling nothing that they once were, Suritogi turned his attention to Volik. The beast’s angry scowl was even more intimidating than before, now possessing an intimidating scar over his right eye thanks to Misty.
 
   "Foul beast!" Volik said. "I will rid this world of your monstrous being!"
 
   "Your people beg to be treated as decent citizens of the galaxy, and yet you take no heed of races that are not human-like such as the Grigangi," Suritogi replied. "You are as hypocritical as the humans you claim wronged you."
 
   Volik, who was only a foot shorter than the tall wolf man, struck out at him with fists that glowed as if they were covered in searing heat. Suritogi blocked his attacks, not so easily burned thanks to his resilient fur. Volik's assault was quick and precise. His blows would connect against Suritogi's stomach but his chiseled abs and beastly body would not falter.
 
   The wolf man struck back at opportune moments, swiping his claws but only cutting the air. Suritogi was having difficulty with his opponent who was much faster in combat than he was.
 
   "What's the matter, beast?" Volik tauntingly asked, drawing a short sword from his belt. "Can't keep up?"
 
   Volik came at Suritogi with a quick and confusing array of swipes with his blade, specifically maneuvering in order to disorient his foe. The Grigangi blade glowed dark blue and gave off the same searing heat. After a few quick dodges, Suritogi took a gash against his chest and stumbled backward as blood ran down over his stomach. He barred his teeth and growled angrily at the proud Grigangi.
 
   "Looks like this fight is mine," Volik confidently stated.
 
   In another quick flurry of attacks with his blade, Volik got inside Suritogi's defenses again and penetrated his blade deep inside the chest of the wolf man. Suritogi roared in pain and fell to his knees with the blade still in place, Volik allowing it free from his hand.
 
   "And now I shall go collect the son," Volik stated.
 
   In sudden frightening move, Suritogi lunged at Volik and held him down against the ground by the neck with his massive hand. Volik desperately tried to free himself by burning the forearm of the beast with his power but could not loosen the grip.
 
   "Perhaps if you were not so close minded, you would know that my people are very quick to heal, and possess various secondary organs in case of failure," Suritogi explained. "You expertly skewered my heart, which is more pain than I've ever felt before in my long life. But thankfully, I possess two of them. Goodbye."
 
   With a quick, muscular squeeze, Suritogi crushed the neck of Volik and ended his life and a painful suffocation. Despite a few exceptional displays of skill from the enemy, the rest of Grigangi that appeared from the fields were dealt with by Revenant and Xenos and the confrontation ended without any casualties, much to everyone’s relief. The driver of the shuttle was terrified but stayed in the shuttle out of fear for his life, honking the horn in question if they needed a ride once again.
 
    
 
   Finally inside the ship, the collective group all sat around the medical bay as Max, Suritogi, Factory, and Xenos received medical treatment from a very competent artificial intelligence construct housed inside the ship. Inside the brightly lit and sterile medical bay were several beds and an enormous amount of medical supplies housed in several pressure sealed storage containers. The ceiling possessed several lights and numerous bundles of wires but was not closed off, as to give several large robotic arms the freedom to access the entire bay and treat the injured. The bright lights and white color reminded the girls of the research facility, but it wasn’t anything traumatizing.
 
   "Is there anything I can get anyone?" the AI asked.
 
   "No, that will be all for now, thank you." Max replied.
 
   Max was sitting at a large tank filled with a hybrid nanomachine and medicinal healing gel. Her hands were submerged in the gel and being worked on by the microscopic robots, removing dead flesh and giving her an artificial replacement skin. The feeling of the cool gel was immensely satisfying. Due to the less severe nature of the injuries, Factory and Xenos instead had their blade wounds sealed with synthetic liquid stitches that also accelerated the rate at which the flesh would bond together. Factory had taken a gash to her right forearm, and Xenos let slip an attack to his left cheek. Suritogi refused healing as he said his body would be able to take care of itself and may become weaker if helped. Strangely enough, he couldn't help but ask to hold Adam in his massive arms.
 
   The little boy looked tiny in the care of the wolf man, but was not frightened in the least. Instead giggling and pulling at the fur that was close enough to reach.
 
   "Thank you guys for coming to our rescue," Max said, trying not to cry. "You helped keep my boy safe. God damn it I hate how much I cry now!"
 
   Suritogi laughed heartily at Max's struggle. "Don't worry about it. We were on our way to inform you that the Warriors Guild has no more quarry with you and that your bounties had been revoked thanks to the efforts of Misty and Factory. It took us a strange amount of time to locate you all. And if it's any comparison, after our females give birth, they no longer fight in sport and are equally emotional if not more so, but are even more vicious than any male."
 
   "Unfortunately, it looks as if you all have the Grigangi to worry about now," Xenos said.
 
   "Yes, but we were just caught off guard," Misty assured him. "We'll be ready next time."
 
   "If you ever need the help of the Warriors Guild, you'll have it," Revenant said. "You are all considered honorary members and will be marked in our galactic records as such. If you ever want to know more about what that entails you can go to the headquarters located at the coordinates on this data card."
 
   Revenant handed a small data card Factory, the symbol of the Warriors Guild shining in the light on the surface.
 
   "I can store all of the information into my databases from the card if you wish," the disembodied voice of the AI suggested.
 
   "Go for it," Max said.
 
   A robotic arm came down from the ceiling and took hold of the card, scanning it with a colorful light before handing it back to Factory. "The information is now stored. Simply ask for it if you need it."
 
   "This is an amazing ship," Suritogi said, admiring the arm as it raised back up above them.
 
   "Thank you," Max said. "It's a prototype small scale war vessel. My company has lots of connections."
 
   "Then I hope those connections serve you and your family well," Suritogi said. "We'll take our leave now. There is much to do and many evils to vanquish, as our tired saying goes. Farewell."
 
   Suritogi handed Adam to Misty before the three of them left the bay, Xenos momentarily stopping at the door. "You still owe me a duel."
 
   "I'll remember," Factory replied.
 
   The three girls did their best to relax as their unwanted violent encounter was behind them. They all let their bodies go limp wherever they were, Misty letting Adam lay on her chest as she relaxed in a bed.
 
   Acting upon their lingering adrenaline, the sudden sound of quick steps alerted them to the hallway door just as it slid open. Confusing Max but astonishing Misty and Factory to no end, was a well-dressed Abi, standing in the doorway looking very happy and smiling proudly.
 
   "I think I figured out how to fly the ship even though we're short on crew members," she informed them, cheekily ignoring their stunned looks. "That was a nice touch putting me up on that hilltop surrounded by flowers by the way. So, where're we headed?"
 
   


  
 

Hello,
 
    
 
   Thank you very much for taking the time to read my little book. I appreciate you greatly and hope you will read others I produce in the future. My writing has been a long and difficult road for me and anyone willing to take their precious, irreplaceable time to read something I've written is nothing short of astonishing to me. Again, thank you very much.
 
    
 
    
 
   Best Wishes,
 
    
 
   I.S. Neko
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