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Part 1



ALEX KORDEN







    The unemployed theme park architect Alex Korden lives in a dystopian world ruled exclusively by women.

About ten percent of humanity survived the Third World War in underground atomic bunkers.

Unexpectedly, Korden is assigned a risky mission. He is to design the life-supporting ecosystems of the multi-generational spaceship APEIRON, a gigantic artificial world being constructed in lunar orbit to search for a new Earth-like planet.


Over the following months, Korden becomes entangled in a web of political intrigue. International tensions continue to rise.

When Alex Korden completes his work, he finds himself cornered. Facing arrest and imprisonment, he decides, with the help of like-minded allies, to seize control of the APEIRON. Among his companions are a prophetic leader from Central Park, as well as women and men of all races and skin colors.The daring act of piracy succeeds through a sophisticated, entirely non-violent deception maneuver.


While the matriarchal power blocs on Earth are already preparing to unleash the Fourth World War, the multi-generational spaceship APEIRON sets its first course for the star Altair. Years earlier, a light signal had been sent from there, suggesting the presence of an extraterrestrial space station. From this first contact, competent assistance might emerge to help find a new Earth.

Alex Korden transforms from a hunted man into a democratically acting rebel.







    




   

  




To Nada


In the Balkans, the name means hope.



It is also an Indian expression for vibration. 








"Let us admit what all idealists admit: the illusory nature of the world. Let us do what no idealist has done: let us seek unrealities that confirm this nature.  We have dreamt the world."







Jorge Luis Borges 













Prologue


Fiction or Reality?








The incident described below allegedly occurred on May 26, 2010, in the airspace over the Socorro Very Large Array in New Mexico.
At 00:36, a thousand meters above the ground, a blazing blue explosion lit up the night sky. Immediately afterward, a dark red beam struck one of the massive radio telescope antennas. At the same time, young SETI scientist Susan Meredith opened the window to let fresh air into the control room. Her colleague, Larry Kim, meanwhile, stared blankly at his screen.
"Micro head 26 ex," he muttered, "five circuits down. Cause unknown."
Stunned, Susan watched the newly formed nebula spiraling in the night sky, glowing in every spectral color.
"Signal?" she asked.
"Negative."
"Data loss?"
"Nope. Automatic backup's running."
"Look at that," Susan murmured, intrigued.
The young Asian man spun around in his chair, briefly eyeing the astrophysicist’s shapely legs before shifting his focus to the dissolving spiral arms in the sky.
"Magnetic field anomaly," he commented, stifling a yawn.
The dark-skinned woman laughed.
"Nonsense. A data package from the future, transported at superluminal speeds. It breached our space-time through an artificial singularity. We can't receive the message because we lack the technology to do so. A sensitive person could feel it, though—someone with a talent for writing might even publish it as a science fiction novel."
"That would be the only way for such a person to avoid a permanent stay in a psychiatric hospital," Larry replied dryly. "Besides, since when does superluminal speed exist without a medium for tunneling?"
"In a dimensionless continuum," Susan replied, turning away from the window and returning to her workstation. Larry grinned.
"Informed photons racing through the void into the past? Why would some unborn alien bother with that?"
"The message comes from our own future," Susan said, picking up a small watering can and carefully dripping water onto the dwarf cactus on her desk.
"For what reason?" Larry asked, this time with a mocking tone. Susan remained unfazed.
"To warn us."
"Warn us about what?"
"About ourselves, you idiot," the young woman replied with a gentle smile.






To this day, Dr. Susan Meredith has neither officially confirmed that night’s phenomenon nor published her theory. Also unrecorded is the testimony of a Mexican laborer who reportedly witnessed the strange event from a rocky hill near his shack. According to his wife, he was heavily under the influence of tequila at the time.




1st Chapter


Horsewomen of the Apocalypse






 The Earth. I still remember it well. It was the year 2117, a sunny July morning. The continent was called Europe. At that time, I was living in the metropolis of the Region EAST ONE, New Vienna. In one of its outer zones was a decontaminated and reforested natural area, at the center of which stood the Lusthaus Clinic. It was there that a series of events began, events that brought unexpected and dramatic changes to my otherwise monotonous life.






     I heard several explosions behind me. I ran as fast as I could. The sky was black, streaked with purple. The stars glittered like neon lights, casting hues of pink and light green.


A burning forest reflected off the glass domes of the sanatorium. The shrill tone of a soundwave booster pierced the cold air. Shortly after, a howling wind reduced the building to rubble and ash. Meteors struck the Moon at short intervals, bathing it in a red glow.


Then silence. My chest tightened, and I felt as if I might suffocate. A girl’s voice began to sing:


     "A boy saw a little rose, a little rose on the meadow..."



     For a few seconds, the nocturnal horizon was illuminated by a glowing mushroom cloud.



I tripped and fell hard to the ground, the impact rattling my bones. Suddenly, I could breathe again. My lungs greedily sucked in the air. In the distance, I heard the muffled sound of galloping hooves. I stood up and looked back. Four horsewomen appeared on the hill. They wore skin-tight pants with boots pulled over them. The first carried a laser rifle strapped across her shoulders, the second a submachine gun. The third was armed with a Japanese sword, and the fourth wielded a crossbow. I kept running, but soon they caught up to me.


     Standing in their stirrups, torsos bent slightly forward, they threw a net over me and pulled it tight under my feet. They dragged me behind them for a while before finally stopping. Once again, I heard the girl’s voice.



"Boy says I’ll pick you..."


The horsewomen dismounted, yanked me to my feet, and pulled me out of the net. A storm whipped up, and the manes of their horses began to flap wildly. The one with the sword removed her veil. Her mouth was wide, her lips strongly arched. She smelled of bitter almonds.


The girl’s voice continued: "Little rose says I’ll prick you."


She gently unzipped my pants.


Right in front of my eyes, a silver bolt of lightning struck the ground.





















Amid the shrieking chants of North African Bedouin women, the horsewoman raised her crimson-stained trophy high, a sinister triumph gleaming in her eyes.












I woke up. They had strapped my body to a narrow bed. Contact plates with protruding antennae were suctioned to my temples. A cannula was inserted into the vein of my left hand, its tube connected to a horseshoe-shaped receptacle.


The dark-skinned doctor turned away from the large wall screen. I saw myself for a moment longer, surrounded by the four Amazons, before the scene dissolved into a blue mist. At the bottom of the screen, the words "Psychometric Record" flashed.


     "Deep sleep phase ended," reported the assistant, seated behind a table adorned with late Gothic carvings. 



     "Switch to hypnosis status, Silvia. I want to speak to the patient." 



     "Okay. I'll inject two units." 



     The young woman's fingers flew nimbly over the keyboard, embedded in the wooden surface and framed by intricate inlays. 



A pleasant warmth began to flow through me. The fear vanished. Nothing could touch me anymore. I was now merely an observer of a process that had nothing to do with me.


     Dr. Iris Henning had been running a world-renowned private clinic for several years. She was a friend of my wife, which is why she took over my treatment. 






















"Fear of losing one’s manhood at the hands of four apocalyptic horsewomen? Now that’s a fresh nightmare," she said, her sarcastic tone lost on me.. 


     Her comments didn’t bother me either. Under the soothing influence of the chemicals flooding my brain, I was immune to shame. My ego had dissolved completely, and the path to infinite knowledge lay open before me. 



     "Which animators, Doctor Henning?" Silvia asked. 



     "Activate the automatic search in our database. I need four women who look like the riders from his nightmare." 



     "Right away, Doctor Henning." 



     The doctor turned back to me. 



     "You were seven when your father died?" 



     "He fought as a mercenary in the Afro-Asian Union during the Sumatra crisis," I confirmed. "His commander realized too late that their force had been ambushed. No one survived." 



     "And your mother?" 



     I said nothing. Henning glanced again at the psychometric screen. I furtively followed her gaze. The bloated body in the reddish bathwater. The bloodstained razor on the floor tiles. Her voice was hoarse now. 



"When did that happen?"


"January 25, 2091. She decided she would only live until she was 100 years old."


"Shortly after that, you begin an extraordinary career. You build the Babylon Time Travel Park and win the Golden Oxbud, the highest award in your industry."


I remained silent. That event was in the past and, therefore, non-existent.


From the beginning, my life had been methodically monitored. There had never been a spontaneous deviation toward exciting adventures. My mother would never have burdened herself with additional stress.


Another memory surfaced. The psychometric screen buzzed again.


I was sitting at the kitchen table with crayons and a drawing pad in front of me. A fly kept buzzing around my face. Since my mother was busy at the stove with her back turned to me, I dared to catch the insect and quickly tear off one of its wings. Then I dropped it onto the blank page and watched as it spun helplessly in circles. Finally, I ended its suffering with a single blow from a soup spoon.


A muscle in my abdomen twitched. Indifferently, I turned away from the screen. The doctor observed me coldly.


"You meet Aida shortly after the award ceremony. Why did you quit your job immediately after the wedding?"


The screen now displayed my father with a rolled blanket over his left shoulder, his face flushed. Stay here, he panted at me before disappearing into the woods with my mother. I wandered aimlessly for a while before noticing two butterflies perched on a bush leaf, their bodies intertwined. I had never seen anything like it. Instantly, a flame of malice ignited in me. I picked up a broken twig. And struck.


Evolution rejected me in disgust, and from that moment on, it treated me mercilessly. Loneliness became my closest companion.


Was the cruel death of the butterfly pair to blame for my later unhappiness? Had my ingrained inability to forgive myself one day prevented me from continuing to serve the sexual needs of my powerful wife? What an extraordinary web of causes and effects that would be—the victim becoming the perpetrator as a child, aware of his crime as an adult, only to end up once again as a victim of his own grief, which ultimately becomes his executioner. Is the destruction of all living things the inevitable consequence of this injustice? Where was the free will upon which personal responsibility was supposed to rest? Was individuality nothing but an illusion? Was life merely a place of execution where justice could at best be demonstrated?


For what purpose? Was it meaningless to differentiate between false and true if everything had already been written? Then, there would be no room for hope or progress. The most wicked lie would triumph, becoming the truth, the core of which was nothing but downfall.






A gentle sound of a bell took me away from my confused flood of thoughts.



 The scene of my expulsion from paradise evaporated in pink smoke.


 "Aida wanted me to develop my emotions without any pressure to perform," I finally answered Doctor Henning's question. The clinic director's face remained expressionless.


 "Once you hear the number three, you wake up, forgetting everything that happened here. Final analysis regarding Alex Korden married Hettenstein: Depressive mood against the background of suppressed aggression for fear of cruel punishment. Because of the acute risk of suicide, the patient is admitted to the closed ward and monitored audio-visually around the clock. Iris Henning, Lusthaus-clinik New-Vienna, July 12, 2117, 11:30 a.m. Alex, I'm starting to count now. One, two, .. "


 I no longer heard the number three. Instead, an explosion reached my ears. Immediately afterwards I heard screams and the rattle of rapid-fire weapons. Then a siren went off. Both women froze. I listened to a female voice coming through the wall speaker. 


 "Terrorist attack! All security forces ... "


 I heard more shots coming from outside. Whoever fired them had disabled his weapon's  noise-suppressor . Presumably to spread shock reactions. In any case, these occurrences were the reason why Henning's post-hypnotic command could not unfold as intended. 


 Resolut, Doctor Henning freed herself from her paralysis.


 "Camera monitoring: The main gate."


 Silvia's fingers raced across the keyboard. The glass porter's hut appeared on the wall screen. A black bus broke through the barrier with a loud crash. Multiple salves of MPs shattered the windows of the cottage. The gatekeeper crouched and shielded her face from the rain of splinters with her hands. An egg-shaped object flew towards her. The scene dissolved into a blinding ball of lightning. The bus sped down the driveway with no engine noise. All you could hear was the screeching of the tires. The vehicle stopped in front of the clinic building. Armed female terrorists, in black ninja jumpsuits and veils covering their faces, jumped out and ran toward a grassy knoll.


 "External pool camera," ordered Doctor Henning.


 The wall screen showed a blond-haired caregiver. She sat on a bench and polished her fingernails. Several men with closed eyes stood in staggered rows on the meadow before her. All wore orange short-sleeved shirts that reached to their knees.


 "Karin. With her patients," the assistant whispered.


 "Breathe deeply through your nose," the tantra therapist called to her protégés, "Don't let the outside world noise distract you, gentlemen. A hydrogen tank has exploded somewhere ... Don't forget the flank breathing ... the breath slowly rises through the first chakra, to the 2nd, to the 3rd, reaches the 4th chakra, the 5th, 6th and flows through the 7th. Discover your inner flute, isn't it .. "


 The submachine guns were now firing at close range. Karin jumped up but was thrown back onto the bench by an invisible giant fist. The patients fell onto the lawn as if struck by lightning. Without even looking at the bodies, the terrorists ran towards the clinic entrance.


 I could not fully grasp the scope of what had just happened. It had gone too fast. Just moments ago, these men had earnestly sought to meditate away their shortcomings, striving to fulfill their roles with unwavering devotion. Their minds were prepared for an endless cycle of proving their worth, a struggle ingrained since birth. And then, in an instant, their existence was erased. 


















        "They’re coming here!" Silvia shouted. 



 "Activate the security lock," Henning ordered cold-bloodedly.


        Silvia fumbled in panic. A gunshot rang out from the hallway. Someone tried to open the door from outside. Vain. Several violent blows followed. I heard clicking noises and four detonations in a row. The synth steel slab fell into the room with a loud crash. White smoke snaked toward the ceiling.


 Three female terrorists rushed in, weapons at the ready.  The tallest of them surveyed the room, then removed her veil and headpiece.  She resembled the swordswoman from my anesthesia dream—at least her features did. They were distinctly Arabic.


 "The Mahdia," murmured Doctor Henning.


 Scheherazade Nuaimi, affectionately nicknamed by her followers, translated as The Promised One, was the leader of the underground organization WOW - WOMEN OVER WORLD - and responsible for countless attacks on European and Pan-American institutions.


 At that moment I couldn't understand why the doctor said that name. While my brain willingly churned out all known data on this dangerous terrorist, the blocking drugs left me unable to relate it to my current situation. I should only be able to do this again months later.


 Gunfire and screams continued to be heard in the building. The unmasked woman spoke fluent English with no accent. She pointed to Henning.


 "The black woman is our return ticket. Her maid..."


 Now she made a sign with her index finger in front of her throat, the meaning of which I knew, but had also forgotten.


 Her two companions remained covered up. One of them put Henning in electronic handcuffs and ankle cuffs, stuck a plaster over her mouth and pushed her onto the chair. The other approached Silvia with a drawn dagger. 


 "Don't kill me," the assistant pleaded, "please!"


 The warrior lowered her weapon.


 "All right," she replied with unexpected warmth, "but you have to promise me that you won't tell anyone what you saw here."


 "I give you my word on it."


 "Calm down. You'll be home soon."


        Silvia relaxed. She even thought,  What a lovely girl, what made you become a terrorist?        Her accent didn’t sound Arabic; her eyes were more Asian.



















"Don't kill me," the assistant pleaded, "please!"


The warrior lowered her weapon.


"All right," she replied with unexpected warmth, "but you have to promise me that you won’t tell anyone what you saw here."


"I give you my word on it."


"Calm down. You'll be home soon."


Silvia relaxed. She even thought, What a lovely girl. What made you become a terrorist? Her accent didn’t sound Arabic; her eyes were more Asian.


 Then, without warning, the warrior moved—swift, precise. Silvia gasped, her breath catching as an icy sensation traced her throat. A deep warmth followed, and the world around her began to fade. Since none of this was my business, I averted my eyes again.  Moments later, I heard the dull thud of her body hitting the floor. 


 The leader sat down next to me on the edge of the bed. She, too, now held a blade in her hand. Without haste, the edge approached my throat. Her sweet perfume inspired my imagination to create an oasis where date trees provided cooling shade on pond banks. Despite the sharp contours, the mouth of the oriental woman was sensual. Her cheekbones gave her features a cruel impetus. There was something animalistic about her beauty. She looked into my eyes and smiled. She seemed to think for a moment. Then she pulled out the dagger and cut the padded straps that bound me to the bed, pried the electronic contacts from my temples, removed the cannula, and yanked me free from the lounger. I slipped out of her hand and fell to my knees.


 "Go, broken bird," I heard her say.


 I crawled clumsily toward the blackened doorframe. Suddenly I felt a strong kick in my butt. I stood up and turned around to my liberator. She just put on data glasses. With a low hum, the miniature camera and microphone swung out of their brackets.


 "Sisters, thanks to your bravery, the clinic is in our hands. As a reward, I'm giving you a man so you won't be bored, because we're going to be here for a while. So take your time before you show him the way to Elysium. Good hunting."


 I staggered down the corridor, past the body of a uniformed woman still clutching a handgun. The floor was littered with glass splinters. Flames flickered out of an open room. Only dimly did I recognize the contours of a charred human body on the parquet floor. A terrorist suddenly appeared in front of the destroyed building exit and fired just above my head into the wall behind me.


 I saved myself to the nearest room, which was divided by a burgundy velvet curtain.  As soon as I pulled the door shut behind me, a high-backed armchair near the window spun around on itself until I saw a terrorist sitting in it.


 "You're late for therapy. We need to talk about that," she reprimanded me. The curtain was jerked aside, a second warrior jumped out, grabbed me by the neck and pushed my head into a basin filled to the brim with water. I tried in vain to wriggle out of her steely grip. Just before I was about to lose my senses, she let go of me again. 


 "Get the hell out!",  or I'll kill you right here."


Gasping, I stumbled back into the corridor. My shirt and pants were now completely soaked. The terrorist guarding the exit fired again, rattling her submachine gun. A chunk of mortar broke loose from the ceiling and crashed to the ground.


This time, I fled into a room where a young man was kneeling before a female fighter. Her companion stood behind him, the barrel of a pistol resting against his neck.


"I'm sorry, but if you don't tell us your name, you can't leave," said the one standing in front of him.


"Giovanni Schwengler," the patient replied hastily. The warrior smiled and took a step to the side.


"Well, that wasn’t difficult. Now it’s time to go home," she announced.


A sharp sound cracked through the air, final and absolute. Silence followed, heavy and inescapable. Then, the unmistakable weight of a body met the floor.“Do you also want a discharge certificate?” the killer asked me scornfully. 


Hesitantly, I backed into the corridor. This time, against all expectations, I avoided being shot.


Screams for help echoed from the park outside. A woman in a white hospital gown sprinted across the lawn, her desperation palpable. The terrorist guarding the entrance simply watched her flee, unmoved. Then, with eerie calm, she raised her gun.



































A single shot rang out. The doctor staggered, her arms flailing as if grasping for something unseen. She wavered for a moment before sinking to the ground, silence swallowing her cries.I staggered through a glass door, finding myself at the foot of an elevator shaft.  The elevator was occupied. The staircase was right next to it. A gate blocked the exit. 


 Using the railing, I reached the first floor, panting. In front of me, I saw an elevator shaft. The elevator was occupied. Right next to it was the stairwell. The basement steps were blocked with a grid. With the help of the railing, I reached the first floor, panting.


      The PR video of the clinic reappeared in my memory. I recognized the premises immediately. Behind the round-arched entrance was a large living area, furnished in the rococo style. In it, the patients were used to indulging in their therapeutically prescribed sensual pleasures together with animators. I meandered past settees, divans, and four-poster beds. The walls displayed erotic frescoes from the 18th century. In between, there were mirrors reminiscent of the famous reception room in Versailles. 



      "Don't sneak around crestfallen," I suddenly heard a woman's voice say behind me. 



      I turned around abruptly. 



      "Better enjoy the last second of your life," the other terrorist advised me before she opened fire and missed precisely. One of the magnificent mirrors shattered. 



  I fled into the next hall, its furnishings reminiscent of the Renaissance . The next "Welcoming Committee" were already waiting for me there. Part of their tactic was to act in pairs. 



      "Did anyone say there was a quiet place for you to rest?" the taller one asked me. 



 "If so, then you've been taken in by deliberate disinformation," the smaller one enlightened me while noisily unlocking her weapon.


I ran into the last living area, gasping for breath, and ducked behind a statue of Cleopatra. On the opposite wall, a copy of an ancient Roman relief caught my eye—an intimate scene frozen in stone.


Next to it stood another killer duo. At their feet crouched a frightened, bald patient. The taller female warrior reclined on a stone table, mockingly mimicking the posture of the carved woman. Her companion seized the man by the collar, forcing him into a degrading stance.


The reclining woman smirked, casting a disdainful glance at the trembling figure before her.


"It's not working yet," she sneered.


"Don't worry," her comrade replied coldly. "He’ll comply soon enough."































With a practiced motion, she produced a short length of rope, looping it around his neck. The struggle began immediately.I wasn't horrified by it. There was nothing to complain about in any of these scenes. Because that would have been pointless.  The drugs wrapped me in a protective cocoon. Yet, they allowed me to think logically. I realized clearly that only a daring escape could save me. The bathing landscapes were in the basement. I could escape unnoticed into the park and sneak behind a row of bushes toward the main gate.


Since the stairs were barricaded, I had to take the elevator to reach the basement. I would have to cross the halls again, just like before, while gunfire from the terrorists' submachine guns intentionally whizzed over my head. Mahdia’s promise of a brief grace period was all I had to cling to.



When I reached the elevator, I saw the glass cabin rising to the top floor, carrying two black-clad female fighters transporting heavy equipment to the roof. I watched as the elevator stopped, a hammer struck, and a transport box was rolled out. But the elevator remained blocked, leaving me no choice but to find another way down. I needed to scale the terrace and descend an airshaft to the basement without being noticed.



Despite the drugs making me physically exhausted, I felt no fear. I began to climb the stairs to the Lioness’s Cave, determined to escape.



As expected, the elevator door was open, held in place by a wedge. I paused at the exit to the roof terrace, waiting for the dizziness to pass. Then, I cautiously pushed the handle down.



The two terrorists were busy assembling a dismountable rocket launcher, their backs turned toward me. I tiptoed along the wall, moving past them toward the back of the construction site. A vertical ladder led up to a flat roof. It was round, surrounded by a low wall about 30 centimeters high. In front of me, two bottom flaps were visible. I crawled over to the left one and quietly lifted it. Beneath it was an airshaft, just as I’d hoped, leading down to a narrow basement exit. Unfortunately, there were no rungs to descend.



 A metal pulley wrapped around water hose was mounted on the wall directly below me. But due to my physical weakness, it would have been disastrous for me to abseil down it. I would have broken my neck, for sure. The other hatch was a service flap for the magnetic rail lift. It led directly to the cabin roof. I peeked cautiously over the parapet. 


 The two terrorists were finishing their work. A giant mobile TV screen now stood next to the rocket launcher. A drone flew from the upper frame and set a course toward Praterallee. Seconds later, the screen showed a Soft Safety infantry unit preparing for an assault, judging by their gear.



The rapidly approaching sound of helicopter propellers reached my ears. Six combat helicopters approached the Lusthaus Clinic in an attack formation. On the screen, the Soft Safety commander ordered the policewomen to close their sights and unlock their weapons with a sharp, authoritative voice.



"Time to flutter off to paradise," I heard one of the two terrorists say with a sneer.



 "Automatic bearing on," reported her companion , "targets captured."



      "Fire," ordered the First. 



      The helicopters vanished into six glowing spheres. On the screen, the horrified face of the Soft Safety commander stared into the drone’s camera. This time, she spoke so quietly that I could barely make out her words. 



     "Tell your leader to announce the demands." 



     "Their heroic ambitions have withered," mocked the Arab sniper. 



     The Mahdia had been watching the events closely. Now, her face replaced the humiliated police officer on the screen. 



"Well done, my glorious warriors. Program the drone for surveillance flight. Then assist your sisters in the basement—they’re complaining about the heat. Lower the temperature in the heating room and then help the guard. We currently have only one fighter in each hall."



     I absolutely had to seize the opportunity that was presented to me. It would not be repeated again. When the two had left the roof terrace, I opened the hatch. In a quiet manner, I climbed up onto the cabin's roof, perched on the emergency exit lid, and grasped its handle. The elevator went down. A short time later, the cabin stopped again. I heard the hissing sound of the automatic door. The shaft was immediately filled with heated air. I carefully opened the hatch. The two terrorists disappeared behind the door that led to the temperature control room.  



 I approached the first bathing area on tiptoe. The room guard stood at the pool's edge and watched a patient's corpse floating gently in the water.  As quiet as a shadow, I slipped past volcanic rocks and ducked behind tables decorated in ancient Roman style, on which stood bowls of various kinds of fruit. The temperature had meanwhile dropped noticeably. But I was still sweating from all my pores. The blocker drugs prevented the fear from penetrating my consciousness, but its physical characteristics were all the stronger.


 I quenched my thirst at a bubbling wall fountain. Then, I entered the Renaissance bathing area. There was a guard there, too. Bored, she watched a man squatting on the floor with his head bowed.  Unexpectedly, the terrorist turned in my direction. Quick as a flash, I jumped behind a gigantic statue of Venus. Too late. The killer steered towards me with quick steps.


 “Then at least I’ll finally have peace,” it flashed through my head.


The terrorist was about to walk around the marble giantess when I heard the mocking voice of the warrior from the terrace who had given the order to fire.


 "We have come to keep you company,  sister."


 The addressee turned away from the statue. Contrary to my assumption, she hadn't noticed me after all.


 "Congratulations on your bravura performance on the roof terrace," she greeted back in an audibly envious mood.


 I peeked cautiously through the goddess's splayed stone thighs. The two terrorists who had unknowingly given me a lift ride recently smiled at their companion in arms.
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