Between Promises and Unrealized Realities

He hated commerce planets. They seemed to come in two varieties: hot and unbearably humid or hot, dusty and parched. Lank-Ri was of the former variety and the fetid air moved sluggishly in his lungs and caused the black t-shirt he was wearing to cling wetly to his back. It sucked every last bit of energy out of him and made him long to be back aboard Moya where he could have a nice cool shower with Aeryn there to scrub the sweat and grime from his back.

Aeryn. Aeryn, pregnant with a child that could be his, a fact that she has not trusted him enough to reveal to him. Aeryn, who had left him again and headed God knows where only to turn back up with Scorpius in tow. Pain crowded his chest, gripping at his heart. For several moments he could not draw breath, a difficulty that had nothing to do with the moisture laden air. 

“Crichton!” a voice calling from inside the rear of the transport pod brought him out of his introspective ruminations. He looked up to see Chiana standing in the middle of the cargo hold, hands on her slim hips, head cocked quizzically at him. “Are you just gonna stand there like a fekkik or are you gonna finish loading those supplies?”

Wiping the sweat dripping from his brow, he gave her what he hoped was his most disarming grin. “Give an old man a break, will ya, Pip? I was just taking a short break,”  he told her.

Chiana shook her head, her shock of white hair swinging about her face with a life of its own. “You were ‘zoning’ again. D’Argo will have our hides if we don’t hurry up and get back up to Moya in the next arn. You know how Rygel gets when he hasn’t had enough to eat and he’s probably driving D’Argo and the others crazy by now.”

“Yes m’aam.” Crichton replied, with a smart salute toward the diminutive Nebari. “Getting on it now.”  Tired of the soaked fabric of his shirt sticking to his skin, he pulled it over his head, tossed it atop one of the crates already loaded into the small cargo hold and turned to heft the next crate. He then once more bent to the task of transferring the large crates from the floating cart into the transport pod. 

He was already tired from lack of sleep and stress levels off the Richter scale and a dull headache pounded ceaselessly behind his eyes, so when he felt the disc in his lower  back give he wasn’t surprised. Fortunately, this crate was the last of the load. He gave it one last shove into place and stood beside the raised deck of the cargo hold for several minutes with both hands pressed flat against the small of his back. 

His eyes caught Chiana’s as she watched him from the shadowed recesses of the cargo hold where she was cataloging the contents of each crate. “Again?”

He sighed wearily. “Yup, Pip, again.” He’d had his back go out on him a number of times since his journey in the Uncharted Territories began; the result of an old football injury that had never healed right. It tended to happen more when he was overtired, and he’d been nothing but exhausted lately, his nights spent tossing and turning or wandering Moya’s halls. 

He knuckled his hands and mashed them repeatedly against the muscles that were already starting to spasm. “Fuck,” he cursed low, as he sat down on the lip of the cargo hold to swing his legs aboard the rest of the way. He didn’t have time for this, with Grayza on his ass, and with Scorpius watching his every move.   

