"Anyway," continued Guy Fawkes, ignoring Marin's puzzled stuttering, "we don't have to worry. She wants us to take her to New York same as we want to take her to New York."

"Is this true?" Beard asked Marin, loosening his beard around his neck and softening his expression.

"What, you're going to take the word of a terrorist?" asked Red Eyebrows, wincing at the words as he spoke them.

"I like taking the words of people with the power to kill me," responded Beard sagely. "It is generally wise to listen to the person in control of the situation."

"But she's a terrorist!" objected Red Eyebrows. "She's controlling you using fear of violence!"

"We might provoke violence if we push her too far, yes," mused Beard, "but she doesn't wish to use it on us." A pause, and then he added, "she feels threatened."

Marin blinked at this. It was true; she felt incredibly vulnerable. She felt as if the entire group of smugglers was investigating her, her deepest secrets. The leering Guy Fawkes mask didn't make anything easier for her to swallow. And while she certainly wouldn't hesitate to lash out against these men in self-defense or in order to escape, she didn't particularly want to hurt them.

"Threatened?" Shades asked, incredulous. "She's the one with the power to destroy!"

"It's unconventional power, yes," pondered Beard, pulling a handgun out of his pineapple print t-shirt and examining it purposefully. "We don't understand it, and neither does she."

"You've become quite the mind-reader, haven't you," snorted Mustache.

"Is this true?" Beard asked Marin again.

Marin nodded.

"I-I could probably take you out, if I tried hard enough," she added, deliberating over her words. "But I don't want to have to."

"It's a threat," hissed Red Eyebrows. "She's terrorizing us!"

"She's terrorizing herself, poor girl," said Beard. Marin gaped, and then blushed. "Listen. We're going to get you to New York, and we'll get our money, and then you can pick your targets after that." Beard looked deep into Marin's eyes. "We all have our own circumstances. Here, let me free your wrists." So saying, he slid his gun back into his shirt, produced a switchblade identical to Guy Fawkes', and cut Marin's hands free.

"Thanks," she murmured, massaging her sore wrists.

"You'll be more comfortable once we're on the ship," said Beard with a friendly wink. Red Eyebrows spat into the water in disgust. "Ohhh, speak of the devil!" Beard pointed off to the side, and Marin struggled against her prison of suitcases to see what he was pointing at.

Sure enough, it was a ship, a small yet snappy-looking cruise liner with the name "Seaking" painted in bold orange letters. Marin couldn't contain her awe.

"Nice boat!"

"Hohoho," chuckled Beard. 

Guy Fawkes made an exaggerated choking noise and muttered something about "...kips."

Scars pulled the rowboat up alongside the ship, and the smugglers began boarding it. After a few minutes of transferring suitcases from boat to ship, Marin could breathe more easily. She scrambled up onto the deck of the Seaking and smiled tentatively. Things were turning out alright with the smugglers, so long as she could ignore Guy Fawkes' disturbing depth of knowledge. But she couldn't rest quite yet.

She had to begin planning.
