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Times change and places change but some things never change.  There's always some 
sort of law and some type of lawmen and some other type that makes a living going 
around the law.  And for some it's just that, a living.  And for others it's much more.  It's 
about the spoils. 
 
The inhabitants of Flatrock 9 were such types.  They could have made their money 
elsewheres.  They could have made it in Flatrock 9 and left with it.  The galaxy was wide 
and there were endless places to hide.  But in Flatrock 9 (and in all of the Flatrock 
settlements 1 through 8 and 10 and 11, too) lived a set of fearless men and women who 
liked drinking and shooting and fornicating and, above all else, liked blood. 
 
Blood.  They didn't drink it, they weren't vampires.  They spilled it with their bullets, and 
sometimes even in the bedroom, but it wasn't that which turned them on.  It was power.  
For blood, in the Purple Galaxy, was more valuable than Earth's gold and uncut stardust 
(the drug of choice in Flatrock 9) and everything else imagined and then assembled.  
Blood was king in this galaxy. 
 
Why blood?  Simple, to live.  You know that, no matter where you're from.  It's blood that 
courses through your veins and keeps you doing the things you like to do, be that 
drinking, shooting, fornicating, or living a life not a bit like that.  And in the Purple 
Galaxy, blood was hard to come by.  Be glad if you're not here.  It's unfortunate. 
 
This is not a science text and so I won't go deeper but to say that, in the Purple Galaxy, 
generations ago, the body began to fail.  A tiny cut that once closed itself no longer did 
and men and women and children bled out on the streets every day.  Doctors that were 
summoned quickly might have closed a wound but blood lost was gone.  Like in a 
locomotive's engine, it had to be replaced from without. 
 
And so became Flatrock, the galaxy's bloodbank.  Stolen blood from the Orange and the 
Green and the Blue Galaxies made its way to Flatrock and there it could be had - for a 
price.   An exorbitant price that ensured that only kings and queens and the most 
successful bloggers could become ill or injured and be likely to survive. 
 
And yet no one in the galaxy was truly safe.  Blood came into Flatrock and left Flatrock 
but always fresh.  It could not be stored and it could not be saved.  Even the wealthiest 



of the galaxy perished in its far corners, and so, on each of the galaxy's twelve inhabited 
planets, a Flatrock was soon born and flourished.  Not one was run by elected officials, 
not one patrolled by an effective set of lawmen; and not one was as dangerous as 
Flatrock 9. 
 
And so when my wife took ill and I knew that it was only a trip to Flatrock 9 that might 
save her, you will understand my trepidation.  I had been to Flatrock 9 before and had, 
each time in leaving, thanked the gods and asked that I be not expected to journey to 
the Red City again. 
 
We lived in Tall Corner, not so very far away, and I was and still am an excellent rider so 
it wasn't but one long day's ride from my doorstep to the limits of Flatrock 9.  I entered 
the city at dusk to a scene that never failed to frighten and yet to excite me.  I could feel 
the same in my horse beneath me.  Lights were coming on and the color red was 
dominant.  It was in this way that sellers identified themselves - red lights and red doors, 
everything blood red.  The streets were not yet full of prostitutes and of drunks but they 
would be soon enough. 
  
In my first trips through Flatrock 9 I had wandered as a tourist might, trying to make 
sense of it all and, clearly to all passerbys, from elsewhere.  One trip before, however, I 
had found a man willing to do regular business and so this night I headed for him.  His 
brother owned a "restaurant" that served little food but plenty of liquor and expensive 
sex and my contact sat, every night, in booth 4.  This night was no different. 
 
"I know you" he said as I approached booth 4. 
"Yes, I was here a month ago, you were very helpful" I said. 
My contact was very drunk and his ten-gallon hat sat crooked on his head.   
"I'm sorry to hear that" he slurred. 
"Sorry?" I asked.  "I don't understand." 
"I can't help you tonight" he said.  A woman appeared at my side and slid into the booth 
beside him. 
"You see?" he said and gestured at the woman.  "I'm very busy." 
"May I sit?" I asked. 
My contact was now pressing his lips against the woman's neck and he looked up at me 
as if I had already been dismissed.  I sat before he answered. 
A woman in a tight bustier passed the table and slowed.  She had on a tray a dozen 
shot glasses of whiskey. 
"Whiskey, please" I said and made a circle around the table with my hand.  She set 
three whiskeys on the table and I handed her a bill. 
I looked at my contact and raised a glass.  "Please" I said.  "My wife is very sick." 
We drank and then he looked at me, his eyes wet and mean.  "Why don't you go home" 
he said "and fuck your wife." 



A gunshot sounded and, for a moment, the "restaurant" was silent but when nothing 
followed, the patrons resumed their merrymaking.  My contact slowly sank in his seat 
and toppled over, into the woman's lap, dead from my bullet. 
"I can help you, honey" the woman said, pushing the corpse from her.  She wiped his 
blood from her hands and stood up.  "Follow me" she said. 
 
 


