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The slightly hoarse voice had a wry tinge of mixed experience. His narration punctuated the flashing 

images; shooting, a chase, starships flashing like jewels in a void, the solid determination on a young 

woman’s face, clumsy space suits staggering down a dark corridor. “This next episode is about bringing 

back things that were lost. Only you can never really come back. Nothing does. Sure, you can make it 

move again, you can see a shape you remember. But that’s not the same thing. Sometimes you just have 

to accept your losses, and move on to make something new. Some people don’t understand that. Of 

course, some people don’t understand that just because you can turn anything at all into a weapon doesn’t 

mean you should. Stay tuned next time, for Restless Requiem.” 
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 The nervous young woman pushed her way through the careless mill of people. Brushing her pale 

red hair back, she frowned as her eyes flitted across the line of grim customers sitting at the bar, their 

backs to the open air of the street and the flow of people. 

 Relief bloomed across her features as she shouldered past a patron to lean against the bar next to a 

thin young man with a bluish tint to his black hair. He looked up, startled. Then he smiled broadly. 

 “Mina!” he said, with something like relief in his voice. “What’s up? Your message sounded 

urgent.” 

 “It was,” she said under her breath, glancing around. “Look, Prenn. It’s been a great couple of 

months. But we can’t see each other anymore.” 

 “What?” he gasped, shock draining the color from his face. “But—you—we—” 

 “Trust me on this, whether I deserve it or not. My name isn’t really Mina,” she hurried on, “and 

it’s for your own good. I need to—to leave town.” She heaved a sigh. “This is complicated. Look, all you 

need to know is that there is a bounty on my head, and that will attract some—some bad men.” She 

glanced around again, a furtive cast to her features. “I don’t want you to get mixed up in this, Prenn. If 

you knew what I know, you’d thank me for ending it now.” 

 “But I want to go with you!” he protested, rising to his feet, his voice shrill. 

 “Prenn, listen to me,” she said though her teeth. “If the men who are after me connect you to me, 

then they’ll hurt you. You don’t understand the innate brutality of these animals.” She composed herself. 

“If you’re smart,” she said coldly, “you’ll leave and never look back. If a bounty hunter finds you, 

anything could happen.” 

 “We are pretty nasty,” agreed a calm voice behind Prenn. He wheeled to see a tall young man 

draped at the bar, his elbows back on the counter and a cigarette dangling from his lips. He glanced over 

at the pair, a lazy smile on his face as though they were sharing a joke. His hair was tousled and his suit 

was slightly rumpled. He nodded to the woman as he leaned forward, tucking sunglasses in his lapel 

pocket. “If I were you?” he confided, “I’d come quietly.” 

 Her heart seemed to freeze; her face was colorless. Then she spun, dashing into the crowd, 

shoving people aside. The bounty hunter was right on her heels, his long legs kicking out a stride that 

quickly closed her lead. 

 Glancing over her shoulder, she was galvanized by fear; the bounty hunter’s expression was 

oddly serene as he ducked around a rickshaw in time to see her fling herself off the retaining wall. She 

landed on a shop stall’s canopy, rolling down to hit the ground running in a less heavily populated area of 

the market. The lanky hunter followed fearlessly, bounding from a support to the dusty ground and 

sprinting after her. 

 “Hey!” a shopkeeper shouted as she snatched a jar from his display on her way by. She headed 

for the roadway, and she flung the vase down in front of a car; it swerved to the side, smacking into a 

shop, and traffic squealed and snarled behind the car as drivers stamped on their brakes. 
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 She darted out into the road, crossing it and vanishing into the alleys as her lanky pursuer sprang, 

his square-toed boots clattering on car roofs as he maneuvered over the unsteady traffic stream. He landed 

in a dead run, and her breath dragged through her chest roughly as she fought panic and kept up the pace. 

 A car pulled off to the side of the road, and a dapper man stepped out of it to examine a vendor’s 

painted plates. He whuffed out surprise as the sprinting woman slammed into his back, knocking him 

over the display. She dropped into his car, gunned the engine, and roared away so fast that the momentum 

slammed her door. 

 A car screeched to a halt as she cut in front of its driver; the driver hung out the window, shaking 

his fist and swearing. The lean bounty hunter snatched him, and with an expert tug freed him from the 

vehicle entirely. As the driver slapped down on the ground, the car’s door opened and shut, and the 

pursuit was on again. 

 Threading through traffic, the determined and pale woman stood on the accelerator, whipping 

around cars and trucks, trading paint with obstacles that didn’t yield fast enough to suit her. Somehow, in 

the sweltering confusion of traffic behind her, the shadow of her pursuer kept pace, then gained. She 

gritted her teeth, tilting her car down a back street, the other hijacked car in hot pursuit. 

 Her hands shaking, she wiped at her face for just a moment; that’s all the bounty hunter needed to 

whip around her bumper and pull alongside.  

 She risked a glance over at him; still that almost-smile, that dreamy composure. She slammed her 

car into his, and he deftly controlled the impact, swinging around, and she realized she was too close to 

the side of the road— 

 The chatter of a fully automatic cannon tore through the confusion of the chase; bullets slammed 

through the car, and the hood bounced and danced as holes spattered across it. The line of shooting slid 

further, pummeling through the bounty hunter’s car too. At the last moment, he managed to control his 

crash, slamming into the wall by the roadway and throwing up a sheet of sparks as the car screamed to a 

halt. 

 With a moan of repulsor jets, the compact combat craft swung around, hovering over the 

roadway. It was a bulb flanked with miniguns, and in the cockpit an attractive young woman with dark 

hair grinned down at the tangled mess where the chase ended. 

 As the bounty hunter in the car groggily raised his head, the slender fugitive sprinted away from 

her wreck, ducking down an alley. Furious, the bounty hunter kicked the windshield out as sirens 

screamed closer. 

 The pilot of the small ship glanced at her instruments, frowned, then pulled an about face and tore 

off. Two police craft zipped after her as the bounty hunter absently dabbed the back of his hand at the 

blood trickling down the side of his face. Then he blinked, and started running. 

 He reached the mouth of the alley in time to see his quarry lean against a door, ducking into a 

tavern. He loped after her, still slightly dizzy from the crash. 

 By the time he flung the door open, she was in the middle of a group of tough guys. Her shirt 

hung open, revealing the smooth curve of one breast; her face was bleeding, she was bruised, and she 

sobbed hysterically as she pointed at the bounty hunter. “It’s him! He’s trying to rape me!” she cried. 

 “Nice,” the bounty hunter said through his teeth. No point talking. 

 “Let’s teach this dog some manners,” growled one of the neckless patrons of the dim bar. He 

nodded, and five of his friends stepped forward glaring at the bounty hunter. “Got a name, punk?” 

 “Spike,” he said. Then the big man stepped forward, his weight powering the drive of his fist 

towards the slim hunter. 

 Spike sidestepped the swing, and powered into a smooth flurry of motion; he kicked the lunging 

man’s ankle so he landed unsteadily, crashing forward on his hands and knees. But Spike was around 

him, already flinging one of his pals through a table with a card game in progress. As cards fluttered 

everywhere, Spike sidestepped a knife thrusting at his ribs, popping a knee strike into his attacker’s belly 

and slamming a fist on the back of his head so he bashed down onto his friend. Both men toppled, and 

Spike spun, ducking under a clumsy swing to knock another man’s legs out from under him in a smooth 

sweep. 
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 He sprang through the tangle of men, towards a flash of outside light in the back of the bar, where 

a door opened and shut. He busted out to the street, but it was packed with a milling crowd, and his 

quarry was gone.  

 Spike sighed to himself, dipping his hand into his pocket and pulling out a foil packet of 

cigarettes. He nudged one out, touched it to his lips, lit it, all in an unconsciously smooth routine. He took 

a drag on the cigarette as he dropped the lighter in his pocket, and he glanced over his shoulder at the 

wincing, unsteady knot of men that watched him warily. 

 He shook his head, stepped out of the doorway, and blended into the crowd. 

 

* 

 

 “What took you so long?” she demanded. Spike blinked as the bulkhead slid shut behind him. 

Standing at the bottom of the stairs, the young woman with dark hair and bright eyes scowled at him. “I 

want my cut of the bounty on that one, Spike!” 

 “Your—you want—” he managed. Then he shook his head. “She got away.” 

 “She got away?” the woman echoed, furious. “You let her get away?” 

 “I had everything under control until some maniac shot up the chase,” Spike replied heatedly. 

“What was that all about, Faye?” 

 “I gift-wrapped her for you!” Faye retorted. “I shut down the chase! You were right there! How 

could you let her get away?” 

 “I had her cornered, it was all over, and you started shooting at me!” he frowned. “You shot up 

my car! You almost killed her, and you know the bounty’s no good if she’s dead. Look, Faye, stay out of 

it. I’ll get her next time, if you don’t get in my way again.” 

 “You ungrateful brat!” she snapped. “You botched your try. Maybe you should stay here on the 

Bebop and pay attention when I get back, so you can pick up a few pointers on how to bring a bounty 

head in!” 

 “Maybe you two can find somewhere else to argue,” cut in a deeper voice. A solidly built man sat 

on the couch, watching the vid screen. “You’re too loud, it’s getting more difficult to ignore you.” He was 

balding, with thick black tufts of fur along his jowls and a cybernetic patch flanking one eye. His features 

seemed sharp in a blunt face, and his eyes were bright. “Do you mind?” 

 They ignored him. “How do you think you’ll find her again?” Faye demanded. “Your precious 

boyfriend angle is played out, she won’t go back to him.” 

 “Well what’s your brilliant idea?” Spike retorted. “Do your own homework.” 

 “Edward knows where she is,” said a coy voice on the other side of the sofa. Spike and Faye 

looked at each other for a moment, then rounded the couch to surround the lanky, thin figure splayed on 

the floor. 

 Crimson hair topped the sun-tanned face of the androgynous youngster that waved at the 

computer console opened before her on the floor. She wore goggles, connected to the network. “Ellen 

Hyden,” she said, singsong, “also known as Eleanor, Harridan, Lynden, and Sue. Edward has found Sue 

Harridan, chartered a ship for a personal trip,” she rhymed. Giggle. “Paid in cash, gone in a flash.” 

 “Edward,” Spike said, trying to remain calm. “What’s the name of the ship? Where did it go?” 

 “You can tell me,” Faye butted in, dropping to her knees beside Edward. 

 “Captain Urdis, of the Exploratory. Leaving in five minutes, destination unknown.” Edward 

grinned. 

 “Let’s go, Jet!” Spike yelled as he sprinted up the stairs, headed for the hangar. Faye was right on 

his heels, and Jet sighed as he slowly stood and dusted himself off. 

 “Good work, Ed,” he smiled at the kid who lolled over on her back. 

 “Voom,” she replied with a grin. 

 

* 

 



4 

 The hulking shape of the Bebop rose into the wash of the chartered ship as it plowed steadily 

through the void, lining up on the jump gate. Jet settled behind the controls, watching the readings of the 

other ship. 

 Then the com flickered, and Jet hit the switch. “This is the Bebop,” he said. 

 The viewscreen at his station glowed on, and a grumpy man glared at him. “I was warned you’d 

try this, you filthy shipwreckers! Well, you won’t get my ship!” The transmission flicked off. 

 “Spike, Faye, man your ships,” Jet said into the com after he switched frequencies. “This guy 

thinks we’re shipwreckers.” 

 “Whaddya know, Faye,” Spike drawled. “Hyden seems to have your grasp on the truth.” 

 The Redbird and the Swordfish launched from the Bebop’s main deck as the ship they followed 

sprayed a dozen small pod fighters from battle stations along its sides. As the small pods screamed 

through the silence of the void, the bulb of the Redbird jinked and juked, evading missile lock. Spike 

guided the sleek dart of the Swordfish right at them.  

 “You handle the fighters, I’ll stick with the ship,” Spike said. 

 “No way, Spike!” she protested as she broke to the left, tumbling out of the stitching of laser fire 

that swept out at her. “You help me out here!” 

 The Swordfish spat lasers across two pods, and they fired their fuel and oxygen off in blooms of 

death as he whipped between them, swirling their peculiar explosions in his wake. The Redbird slung to 

the side, returning fire, but two other pods launched missiles. Snarling frustration, Faye slammed on the 

controls, ghosting the surface of the big ship that they were following. The clump of missiles twisted and 

frayed as they slung down by the ship, one hitting its hull and knocking half the missiles out with the 

resulting explosion. 

 Spike drilled another pod, swooping around the Bebop with two pods in pursuit. He ducked 

around the ship’s hull, firing retro jets and swinging around, lasers sizzling through the emptiness to 

perforate his two remaining pursuers. 

 Faye cut away from the cover of the ship, twirling dizzily through a barrage of laser fire, and she 

snapped a volley of missiles off as the computer struggled to get a lock. The missiles whipped out, then 

curved as the computer locked. One pod snapped to pieces, washing the other in a concussive wave. As it 

reeled through space, Faye fired a handful of shots through it, killing the pilot. 

 Their quarry was at the edge of the warp gate, and the remaining five fighters formed up and 

rushed the Swordfish. Spike expertly twirled around their laser fire, the ship computer whining at him as 

they struggled for missile lock. He focused on the ship, slicing through space after it, and his pursuers 

fired missiles. 

 Swearing, Spike tilted the ship into a power turn, missiles streaking after him. He slid alongside 

the formation of fighters, between two of them; scrabbling, they broke formation and tried to scatter. The 

missiles caught one, popping it and knocking another tumbling and disabled. The remaining three 

struggled to get the Swordfish in front of their guns, having lost track of the Redbird. 

 Faye opened up with her cannons, slashing two of the pods apart before the third realized what 

was going on. As the third pod spun, Spike nailed it from behind.  

 Lives and ships were now wreckage, broken in the emptiness of space. The warp gate rippled, 

and the quarry escaped. 

 “Damn!” Spike yelled. 

 “That’s not helping anything,” Faye snipped. “We better get back to the ship.” 

 

* 

 

 Faye slammed into the common room on the Bebop. “Jet, what was that? You didn’t even 

engage! Why didn’t you stick with the main ship?” 

 Jet looked puzzled. “This bounty isn’t worth trading fire with the Bebop. Do I need to remind you 

that this is my home and also how you freeloaders get around?” 
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 “And you!” Faye snapped, rounding on Spike as he strolled in touching at the bruise on his head. 

“For once could you not let my bounty get away?” 

 “What?” Spike blinked.  

 “Faye-Faye go pop,” Edward explained, peeking over the arm of the couch and tapping at her 

head. 

 “Next time give us the rest of the information,” Faye snarled at Edward. “It’s kind of important to 

know that a whole squad of snub fighters is on the ship we’re after.” 

 For a second, everything was quiet. 

 “Want to kick the dog while you’re at it?” Spike drawled. 

 “I’m going to take a shower,” Faye stewed, pivoting on her heel and stamping away. 

 Spike sighed, headed down the stairs, and lowered himself to the couch. “I’ve had better days,” 

he admitted to no one in particular as he nudged a cigarette from his pack and touched it to his lips. 

 Jet didn’t reply. He pulled his jacket on, clapped a hat on his head, and mounted the stairs. 

 “Where are you going?” Spike asked lazily as he turned the screen in the lounge on. 

 “I’ll be back,” Jet replied, ducking out the door with a small smile. 

 

* 

 

 He eased onto a stool, his square shoulders filling his space at the bar. The bartender nodded to 

him. “What’ll it be?” 

 “Whisky,” Jet replied. He leaned his elbows on the bar and glanced around, as though he was 

taking the measure of everyone he saw. “Maybe you can help me,” he added. 

 “Yeah?” the bartender squinted as he put a bottle of whiskey and a shot glass by the newcomer. 

 “My name is Jet,” he began, “and I hear Captain Urdis likes to come here. When he’s in town.” 

 The bartender shrugged. “I guess so. A lot of people come in here.” 

 “You have cash?” said a reedy voice at the end of the bar. 

 Jet oriented on the gaunt man hunched over his cheap beer, eyes red-rimed. 

 “Maybe we can work something out,” Jet said amiably, moving down the bar next to the thin 

man. “I have cash, sure.” 

 “Fifty Moolon.” 

 Jet slapped a chit down on the bar, and he kept his hand flat over it. “Go on.” 

 “Some dame, all nervous, pink hair. Choice pins. Comes in here, looking for somebody to charter 

her a ship.” He sucked at his beer, looked at the empty mug mournfully. 

 “Another for my friend,” Jet said. “Then what.” 

 “Urdis talked to her for a while. He’s a leg man. Couldn’t take his eyes off her. Damsel in 

distress. Feh.” He picked up his new beer, and acquainted himself with it. Dragging the back of his hand 

across his mouth, he glanced at Jet. “She wanted to go to the Kybak moon. He didn’t. She talked him into 

it. Said nobody else would take her. Some sob story about how her brother is a shipwrecker, everybody is 

afraid he’ll trash their ships. Urdis goes armed to the teeth, you know.” 

 “Thanks,” Jet smiled, taking his hand off the chit. The drunk snatched it up and tucked it away in 

a pocket. Jet flicked another chit at the bartender, and ducked out into the noise and bustle of the street. 

 

* 

 

 Jet hunched over the rectangular pot and the tiny bonsai tree. The bright fluorescent light in the 

adapted hold poured light into his small garden aboard the Bebop. He regarded the tree, then snipped at a 

branch delicately. 

 Spike leaned in the doorway. “We took off,” he observed. 

 “Yeah,” Jet murmured absently, his eyes following the shape of the tree, its suggestion of motion. 

 “Are we going somewhere in particular?” Spike pressed casually. 

 “Kybak moon,” Jet replied. 
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 “Any reason in particular why?” 

 “Because,” Jet smiled, “that’s where Hyden is going.” 

 Spike’s grin was understated. “The jump gate tell you that?” 

 “Nope,” Jet said as he clipped at another tiny branch. “Too expensive. I found out from a barfly.” 

 Spike leaned against the doorway, just basking in the moment of rejoining the chase. 

 Faye stamped up to the doorway, one towel wrapped around her body and another around her 

hair. Crossing her arms over her considerable chest, she glared at Jet. 

 “Where are we going!” she demanded. “You took off while I was in the shower!” 

 “It’s a wonder we have any water left,” he mused, regarding the tiny tree. 

 “Well?” 

 “The Kybak moon,” Jet replied. He looked up at her. “Half the scumbags in the station there have 

bounties on their heads. We need some bread and butter cash.” 

 “Those are pissant bounties!” she retorted. “You people! You think so small!” she snapped, 

throwing up her hands and storming away down the corridor. “And get the hot water fixed!” she yelled 

over her shoulder. 

 “I’m veeery busy,” Jet murmured, “but I’ll get to it the moment I have a chance.” 

 Snip. 

 

* 

 

 “You’re staying here?” Spike asked Jet as Faye headed into the airlock. 

 “Got some repairs to make to the manifold,” Jet shrugged. “Better safe than sorry. Go get us a 

payday.” He smiled broadly. 

 Spike nodded, glanced around, and headed through the airlock and the umbilical, into the space 

station. 

 “Good luck,” Spike grinned at Faye. She ignored him, her short and energetic stride carrying her 

off along the side of the space station. Towards the bars near the docking pylons. Spike shook his head, 

and turned to stroll to the railing of the concourse. Looking down two levels, he saw the flickering 

holographic projection of flight information at the far end. He nonchalantly headed that way, nodding into 

his sunglasses. 

 Halfway down the multi-level concourse, he glanced down at the crowd in front of the schedule 

display. His eyes wandered the crowd, then he stopped. There. The set of the shoulders. The woman 

chewing her fingernails. Now her hair was black instead of pink. He tapped the frame of his sunglasses, 

and they performed a quick scan. 

 Ellen Hyden, match. 

 Spike grinned, jogging down the stairs to reach the main level. 

 The smile fell right off his face as he saw her spin, alarmed; two men with shaved heads seemed 

to corner her in a crowd. One clamped his big hand around her forearm, and they steered her through the 

crowd, to where two more big hairless men in black suits waited. 

 Spike moved more fluidly and insistently through the crowd, determined not to lose his quarry 

again. 

 One of the four kidnappers scanned the crowd, spotted Spike as he closed in on them. Frowning, 

he muttered something to the others. Two of the men gripped Hyden and ran, the other two dragged hand 

cannons out of their coats. 

 “Damn!” Spike gritted through his teeth as he dove for a pillar. The two thugs opened fire right 

into the crowd, bullets drilling past him, slamming off the pillar he hid behind. As the stray bullets 

thudded into meat somewhere in the crowd, Spike yanked his own pistol out, focusing past the screams 

and gurgles, preparing himself. 

 Spike leaned around the pillar, snapping off a shot at the thug who was repositioning to deny him 

cover. The bullet caught the thug in the face, knocking him back to whack into the wall and slide down. 

Spike tumbled out of cover, blazing away, aiming low; he had questions, after all. 



7 

 Bulkheads started sliding over all the exits, sealing the area, as sirens went off. Cops on the way. 

Spike’s shots sparked off the bulkhead as the remaining thug dove through the lock-down and escaped. 

Rising, Spike felt time slipping away. He jogged over to the fallen thug, kicking his gun away; he 

hesitated, kneeling, picking up the thug’s hand. Turning it over. 

 A black sun was tattooed on the back of the dead man’s hand. 

 “Oh no,” Spike muttered, suddenly alarmed. 

 Like a slim shadow, he ghosted to the balcony, to the rest room, through the airshaft. He 

vanished. 

 

* 

 

 “How much to use your jump gate?” a leering spacer drooled at Faye. She absently reflected that 

in a civilized place, the bartender would have cut him off half a bottle ago. She ignored him. 

 “Hey, you too good for me?” he frowned, his face an ugly mass of scars and fading bruises. He 

touched her shoulder with his careless meaty hand. 

 She sighed slightly, pulling her gun out and prodding his forehead with it. “Leave. Now.” She 

looked him in the eye, considering the merits of just shooting him. 

 The big spacer stumbled to his feet, hands up, and backed unsteadily out of the bar. She nodded, 

tucking her gun away, looking out over the ramps leading to ships. “Jet is an idiot,” she muttered. “This 

has to be the only space station around that doesn’t have somewhere to gamble.” 

 She saw a struggle down on the gangway; two big men in dark suits dragging a young woman. 

Then her eyes widened. 

 “Hyden!” she said. She flicked a chit at the bartender, then jumped to her feet and darted out of 

the seedy bar. 

 By the time she got to the gangplank and closed on the fast-moving trio, they were joined by four 

other men. Faye clutched her pistol, peeking around the corner. Six bad guys, one bounty. She frowned at 

the odds. Then the men escorted Hyden through the umbilical to the ship. As the hatch to the umbilical 

started cycling shut, Faye noticed it was a slower cycle than at most spaceports. Conserving power, 

probably. Her heart raced, she breathed fast, then she put no further thought into what she was about to 

do. 

 Lightly running forward, Faye slipped through the bulkhead before it sealed. She darted after the 

heavyset men, catfooted in the umbilical. They headed down the ship corridor at good speed, and she 

managed to slip through before the airlock cycled.  

 Hunched behind a support in the corridor, Faye breathed unsteadily as her heart pounded. There. 

Stowed away. 

 Moments later, the ship lurched free of its moorings. For better or worse, Faye was along for the 

ride. 

 

* 

 

 Spike burst into the Bebop’s lounge, breathless. “Jet!” he said. “Hyden was here, she was grabbed 

by thugs. Black sun tattoo on the backs of their hands.” 

 “The Kotubu syndicate?” Jet said, startled. “That’s bad news. They don’t need the cash. What’s 

their game?” 

 “Well, we know that the bounty was posted on Hyden by Sector Corps,” Spike said. “Maybe she 

knows something that threatens the Kotubu.” 

 “They would have shot her on sight,” Jet shrugged. “No, she must know something they want to 

know.” He was already tapping at the computer. “Let’s see if this jump gate authority will be more 

helpful to hard-working bounty hunters.” 

 He smiled at the screen as he typed. “They’re willing to help us follow the Kotubu ship. It’s 

leaving right now. As soon as Faye gets back—” 
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 “We can’t wait,” Spike said simply. “Hyden is no good to us dead. That two hundred million 

Moolon is too good to pass up for Faye’s sake.” 

 “True,” Jet shrugged. “But what about the Redbird? It’s still docked with us.” 

 “If she doesn’t catch up, we can sell it, for what she owes us,” Spike replied. “Come on! We can’t 

let this one get away! We’re better off without her butting in.” 

 Jet nodded, rising to his feet. The two men ran to the Bebop’s bridge. 

 

* 

 

 Faye dropped behind a line of power conduits in the shadowy recesses of the ship’s common 

room. She could already tell it was much newer and more expensive than the Bebop. A bigger crew. More 

power. They had already used the jump gate, and Faye knew she was committed now. 

 Hyden was dragged into the common room. Faye peeked down at the confrontation. 

 A tall, powerfully built man stood with his arms crossed. Behind him, a massive mountain of a 

bodyguard watched impassively. All of the men had shaved heads. The two thugs turned Hyden loose 

contemptuously. She rubbed at the bruises on her upper arms, and squared off with the tall man. 

 “I don’t know who you people are,” she began. 

 “Allow me to introduce myself,” the tall man replied. He smiled. “I am Captain Ellik Fantow, and 

you are currently aboard the Riptide. This ship is one in a fleet of ships that belongs to the Kotubu 

Syndicate. We are very bad men and if you do not cooperate we will do very bad things to you.” 

 “What do you want?” she said faintly in a voice that was intended to be more strident. She 

swallowed hard. 

 His smile was all teeth. “I know who you are. You’ve been hiding for almost three years, Ellen 

Hyden. It took us a month to find you.” 

 “Why now?” 

 “Because, you see, we had no real use for you until a month ago.” He seated himself. “One of our 

couriers was traveling through darkspace, not using chartered space lanes. And what do you think he ran 

across? Well, I suspect you know.” 

 “I won’t help you,” she whispered, her voice stolen by fear. 

 “You are the last survivor of the Domachi, the Flying Dutchman,” Fantow said calmly. “You 

know the security codes. Because your husband was one of the few people with access to the ship’s 

control center. And you are a hell of a slicer in your own right.” 

 “I don’t know anything,” she managed, trembling. 

 “We put a jump beacon by the ship, but… it has resisted our efforts to board it. Sector Corps put a 

pretty good security system on it, didn’t they. Of course, for that level of weapons research, they’d have 

to. The cannons are no big thing, we could shoot those out and get on with it. But there’s the matter of the 

ionic field; it disables our ships, then they are cut to pieces.” 

 “Go to hell.” 

 The captain sighed. “This is Jan Heilik,” he said, gesturing to the mountainous bodyguard. The 

big man strode forward, his heavy steps perceptible in the deck plating where Faye hid. “He’s going to 

hurt you for a while. Then you’re going to tell me everything I want to know.” His expression hardened, 

his eyes glittered. “Or every man on this ship that wants to use you will be allowed to do so.” 

 “Do what you will. I’m never going back to that ship,” she said defiantly, her voice quavering. 

 Jan smacked her, and she tumbled to the floor. 

 “Let’s see if we can knock some of that stubbornness out of her,” Fantow said grimly. 

 Faye flexed her grip on her pistol, trying to come up with a plan… 

 

* 

 

 “This is it,” Spike muttered. “Jet, we gotta get this bounty. I’m starving here.” 
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 “You’re eating the last of the rations,” Jet pointed out. He looked down at the pale fried strips, 

and the cubes on his plate. “Fried tofu and tofu cubes.” 

 “A little on the leathery side,” Spike sighed as he poked at the cube and it did not change shape at 

all. Edward finished building a pyramid out of her dinner. “You sure this is tofu?” 

 “Well, look on the bright side,” Jet shrugged. “At least this is the last of it. We could have a crate 

of this stuff left.” 

 Spike sighed. “Are we there yet?” 

 “Almost,” Jet said. “Almost.” 

 

* 

 

 Hyden sprawled on the floor, sobbing, blood oozing from her face in long strings. Jan tugged her 

up to her feet, where she stood unsteadily. 

 “I know if we transmit the right code on the right frequency, the Domachi will stop frying our 

communications gear,” Fantow said patiently. “Give me the remote access code.” 

 “Never!” she managed through bruised lips. Jan snatched her arm, and slapped her hard. Blood 

and spittle flew, and she sagged breathless in his grip. 

 “We’ve taken this about as far as I care to go,” Fantow sighed. “I suppose I’ll just have to turn 

you over to Jan and the crew. Whatever shape your body is left in afterwards, I know your mind will still 

have the secret I need. And don’t think it can’t get worse.” His smile reeked of cruelty. “Believe me. 

We’re just getting started. Jan, you may rip her clothes off.” 

 “Wait,” she said, choked. She held up a shaky hand. “Just… okay. Okay.” She composed herself, 

and Jan let her stand on her own. “The… the Domachi was commissioned by Sector Corps,” she said, 

dreamy, almost disconnected. “It was hidden in deep space. If anything went wrong, it was programmed 

to return to the Mars base. But… but Lee reprogrammed it. Snuck in and reprogrammed it to jump 

randomly into space instead. So it would be lost. So it would stay lost.” 

 Fantow lit a cigar, and waited. Hyden pushed hair back from where it had stuck in the blood on 

her face. She looked up, one eye swelled nearly shut. “Eighty six niner. The code is Alpha Telis forty 

eight seven.” She bowed her head. 

 Fantow nodded to himself. “Toss her in the brig,” he said evenly. “Let’s make sure the code 

works.” 

 He rose, and Jan gripped Hyden, steering her towards the brig. 

 For a long moment, Faye looked after the captain, then the prisoner. She made up her mind. Quiet 

as a shadow, she climbed down from the balcony and ducked into the corridor, alert, her nerves singing at 

high tension as she tried to look everywhere at once and be as fluid and invisible as a memory. 

 Ducking into an alcove by a conduit sheath, she held her breath and shut her eyes as Jan strutted 

past her, returning to the bridge area. She glanced out of her hiding place, and saw two guards standing in 

front of a heavy door. 

 “Alright,” she murmured softly to herself. “Let’s give Jan a little more time to get away.” 

 She took a deep breath, centering herself. She peeked again. Two guards. Right. 

 Rising and spinning, she lined up and fired her pistol. The bullet slapped into one guard’s head, 

knocking him to the side, sending the other guard stumbling as he whipped his own gun out— 

 Her second shot caught him in the throat. He reeled back drunkenly, then collapsed, his gun firing 

into the wall. 

 Faye darted to the panel, tapping the release button. The brig door slid open, and Hyden peered 

out warily. 

 “Come on!” Faye demanded. “This is not a trick. We’ve got to get out of here.” She scooped up a 

gun from a dead guard’s grip, handing the pistol to Hyden. “Now.” 

 “What’s your plan?” Hyden asked as she stepped over the dead guard. 

 “Plan,” Faye echoed. “Yes. Hm. Well, get off the ship.” 

 “They’re going to catch us,” Hyden said, fear kindling in her eyes. 
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 “No they aren’t,” Faye snapped irritably. “This way. I think I saw a hangar this way.” They 

headed off down the corridor at a fairly good pace. Limping, Hyden was still able to keep up. She was 

motivated. Gritting her teeth, she said nothing. 

 Several minutes later, Faye and Hyden crouched in the shadows overlooking the hangar. Four 

gunships, a shuttle. About fifteen men with shaved heads lounging around, waiting for the word. 

 “I don’t like the odds,” Faye murmured, chewing at her lip. 

 “We can take an escape pod. We don’t have to go far,” Hyden said. “The only place we can hide 

now is on the Domachi. It’s right outside. I know it. I can feel it.” 

 “The pods won’t launch without an emergency code,” Faye said. “I think we can get that ship, the 

blue one.” 

 “Listen to me,” Hyden said. “My husband was a programmer. I met him because we worked 

together; I was a security specialist. I sliced code, he put it back together again. We were a great team. 

That’s why we got married. Not like you meet a lot of people, working on top-secret weapons grade 

research.” 

 “What’s on that ship, anyway?” 

 “Death. And… worse,” Hyden said with a shiver. “But it’s too late now. Let’s get moving.” 

 An alarm sounded. “They must have found the dead guards,” Faye said grimly. “Well, you better 

do whatever you’re going to do.”  

 “Let’s get upstairs, top deck,” Hyden said. They moved quickly, and reached the top deck as 

footsteps clanged in the stairwell behind them. 

 “Outta time,” Faye said through her teeth. She looked down the corridor, and saw the guard 

standing by the bank of escape pods. 

 “Get him,” Hyden hissed as the guards headed up the stairwell to secure it. Faye took a deep 

breath, and came out shooting. 

 The startled guard flew back in a hail of bullets. Faye reloaded swiftly as Hyden stumbled over to 

the pods, flipping the panel open. Faye leaned over the stairwell as shouts drifted up; of course they heard 

the gunshots. She opened fire at nothing in particular, shooting down the stairwell, keeping them honest. 

“Hurry,” she said tersely as she hopped back out of the way of a hail of return fire. 

 “Almost got it,” Hyden said absently, blinking blood and sweat out of her swollen eye. “There!” 

The hatch to the pod hissed open. 

 Faye turned, delighted and ready to go—for a moment, she froze as she saw the guard round the 

corner at the other end of the walkway. She raised her gun. Too late. She knew it was too late before she 

fired. 

 The thug’s rifle barked, and Hyden was knocked off her feet. Faye’s bullet caught the thug in the 

chest, he slammed into the wall and dropped; she snatched Hyden and dragged her into the pod, slapping 

the button to cycle the hatch. Hyden coughed wetly as Faye stared over the controls. 

 “Right,” she muttered, and she yanked a handle with danger stripes on it. The pod was released, 

then explosives popped, firing it out into space. 

 “Steer—steering jets,” Hyden gasped, pointing at a control panel. Faye wiped sweat out of her 

eyes, settled in, and steered the craft. 

 She blinked as she saw the massive hull of a long, complex ship. “Is this thing a research vessel, a 

warship, or a space station?” she asked breathlessly. 

 “Yes,” Hyden managed. “All that and more. It’s also a death ship.” She struggled not to choke, 

and she spat. 

 “You’ll make it. You’ll be fine,” Faye lied reassuringly. 

 Trembling, Hyden pulled herself up in one of the seats. She tapped at the controls, began working 

quickly. Faye glanced over at the blood steeping the side of her jumpsuit. 

 “I better have a look at that.” 

 “No,” Hyden said absently. As they drifted closer to the hull of the vast ship, lights flickered on 

ahead of them. “I’ve accessed… accessed the security grid,” she said, brushing at her swollen eye. “We 
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can get in. The Domachi will defend our access. I told her we’re pursued. The computer defenses will 

protect…” she slumped, and Faye propped her back up, kneeling at her side. 

 “Focus,” Hyden whispered. Her eyes slid open again, almost lazy. Her fingers flew over the keys. 

“Path… to control center… it’s open… open for you, Faye… you must get there… before… before they 

do. Close the way behind…” she drew a deep shuddering breath, flecks of blood on her lips. Faye realized 

the bullet had gone clean through her.  

 “Please… do something… for me,” Hyden whispered, eyes fearful. 

 “Name it,” Faye said softly. 

 “I… for three years, I had nightmares… of dying on this ship,” she whispered as blood leaked out 

the corner of her mouth. 

 Faye nodded, brushing Hyden’s hair back from her bruised forehead. “I’ll take care of it,” she 

said quietly. “You won’t die on this ship. I’ll send you back out in space.” 

 A ghost of a smile flitted across Hyden’s face. “Sure could… use… a cigarette.” 

 Faye fished one out of her breast pocket, and a lighter. She tucked the cigarette between Hyden’s 

lips. Then she paused. Blinked twice. Gently put the lighter in Hyden’s hand. 

 Sniffing, she turned and blinked a few more times as the escape pod slid into its berth on the 

Domachi’s flank. Sure enough, the systems hummed with power, and the umbilical automatically 

extended. Checking the pod’s viewscreen, she was gratified to see the Riptide pulling back to a more 

judicious distance as automatic defenses kicked in and fired a handful of gun batteries. 

 As Faye pulled on her vacuum suit, she hoped there was plenty of food and water in the control 

center… 

 

* 

 

 “What is that?” Spike wondered as he stared at the huge ship floating dead in space. Jet paid 

more attention to the Riptide as it heeled around. 

 “Spike,” he said, terse, “get to the Swordfish.” 

 Spike turned and ran as five ships issued from the hangar on the Riptide. Two sleek combat craft 

closed in on the huge ship, flanking a shuttle. The other two ships raced towards the Bebop. 

 Laser fire streaked out from the dark ship. One fighter drew the fire away before being chopped 

to pieces, then the shuttle shielded the other fighter’s approach. It was kicked apart, but the fighter slipped 

through into a docking area. 

 Jet watched impassively as the sensors picked up the incoming fighters’ targeting computers. 

They got missile lock on the Bebop. 

 A moment later, the Swordfish fired out of the hangar, streaking right at the two gunships; they 

broke off, peeling away from each other, and Spike chose one and maneuvered for position. 

 “Go get ‘em, Spike,” Jet muttered. He turned to the communications channel, and started 

scanning all active frequencies. 

 

* 

 

 Faye drifted down the dimly lit corridor. The pale emergency lighting did not help her feel more 

secure; her flesh crawled as she drifted through the maze. She followed the lights; there was a path, and 

all around it was dark. 

 Her heart stopped as she rounded the corner and saw a vacuum suit hanging motionless; she 

recognized the color scheme of the whole ship, black and pale blue, and she saw that the faceplate was 

cracked. Inside, the face was twisted with fear. The body hung just as it had for the last three years. 

 Shivering, Faye pushed past, ignoring the body. There was another at the next intersection. She 

followed the lights, not looking at the dead crew. 

 Finally, she closed in on a triple bulkhead. The doors stood open. She drifted in cautiously, 

looking around. 
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 This must be the control center. Panels full of instrumentation aproned the room, and monitors 

hung at angles tilted down for viewing. In the center, a peculiar cylinder stretched from floor to ceiling. It 

seemed dusty; fine sand stood a foot deep in the tube. 

 As Faye drifted in, lights flickered on. There were no bodies in the control center. Faye glanced 

around to be sure, then shrugged. Good. 

 She started tapping at instrument panels, and here and there power flicked on. The ship was 

dormant, not dead. She smiled to herself. 

 Recognizing a tactical array, she flicked that on, and it began streaming information at once. She 

recognized the Riptide, the escape pod; ships, heading to dock. She frowned. 

 Then a blip further out caught her eye. “No way,” she breathed. She grinned. “No way!” 

 

* 

 

 Spike slammed the Swordfish into a hard curve, and the stitching of laser fire whipped past the 

wing without connecting. The pilot he chased spun out of the way, the other close behind him. 

 Narrowing his eyes, Spike twirled opposite his turn, and the gunship behind him slid awkwardly 

out of the attack cone. “You may be big and fast,” Spike muttered, “but you can’t do this.” Kicking the 

jets, Spike powered into a tight-curve climb, retros firing to correct his course as he dropped behind the 

gunship. The gunship’s  wingman sluiced laser fire at him, and Spike gritted his teeth as he broke off the 

attack. 

 “That’s it,” he said. “One of you has got to go.” 

 Waggling his wings, he dipped and teased in front of a gunship as the other looped around to get 

a crossfire on him. “That’s it,” he said, senses hyper alert as he twitched around the laser fire. The missile 

lock began to squeal, then it locked on. A volley of missiles popped out of the gunship, and Spike 

dropped all pretense and fired to full speed, arcing away as the missiles hungrily pursued. 

 Spike swooped down into the startled wingman’s kill zone, and the gunship desperately fired 

thrusters to escape. Spike smiled to himself, and let out the engines all the way. He streaked over the 

gunship, almost grazing its hull as he shot past the cockpit.  

 Explosions flared behind him in the silence of space as Spike heeled over, diving around towards 

the other gunship. His wingman drifted in space, a slow flaming cartwheel as the engine housings 

flickered and spat in the wake of the missile hits. 

 This time, the other ship was right on his tail. Spike jinked and juked as lasers lit up the stars in 

front of him, but he couldn't quite get clear. “Looks like I woke him up,” he muttered. Then he grinned, 

and shot towards the Riptide. 

 

* 

 

 “Jet! Is that you?” crackled the com. Jet jumped in his seat, and slid the headset on. 

 “This is Jet Black of the Bebop. Faye?” he replied, startled. 

 “Yes! This is Faye!” she said, delighted and relieved. “You gotta get me out of here!” 

 “Where are you?” 

 “I’m in the command center of this thing.” Edward perked up, strolling in. 

 “Command center?” Edward echoed. 

 “Right, but this stuff. It’s all technical. I… I don’t know what I’m doing in here,” she said, an 

edge of hysteria in her voice, “and a bunch of pirates just got on the ship. Hyden is dead. But she opened 

the doors for me to get in before she died.” There was a pause. “Jet! I can’t figure out how to close the 

doors!” Anguish made her transmission brittle. 

 “Ed?” Jet said, turning to the child. 

 “Edward will make talk with sleepy-ship,” she said confidently, donning her goggles. 

 

* 
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 Spike felt like he was watching himself; like he wasn’t even there. No thought, only reflex; lasers 

whipped at him from behind, streaked towards him from guns on the Riptide. He swirled as they flickered 

all around, the only noise was the whining of the Swordfish’s overtaxed engines.  

 He dipped just enough to skim under the Riptide; behind him, the laser-damaged gunship had lost 

too much mobility. It plowed into the Riptide, erupting silently into space with a wavering column of 

flaming atmosphere. 

 Jet’s voice crackled into his reverie, making it real as he started breathing again, his heart 

hammering as he slid away from the foundering Riptide. 

 “Great flying, Spike!” Jet said enthusiastically. “Listen, Faye is on that big ship. Can you go pick 

her up?” 

 “Faye?” Spike said, sounding as though he had just woken up. “Sure.” He tilted the Swordfish 

over towards the vast and dark ship. 

 

* 

 

 “Lots of ice,” Edward intoned, waving her hands sightlessly like a conjuring magician, her mind 

absorbed in the swirling hacker code of the goggles. “Tough security. But nobody is home! Nobody to 

slam the door on Edward!” 

 Jet watched the black ship, and lights began to flicker and blink on here and there in the ship. 

“Nice ship, nasty ship,” Edward said. “Ut oh! Nasty ship in range of reflex cannon.” Edward tittered as 

energy began to collect on one of the side-mounted cannons. Jet chuckled as the damaged Riptide 

managed to heel around and boost away from the suddenly-dangerous prize. 

 Spike decelerated as he approached the ghost ship, and he docked easily. He was half the length 

of the ship away from where the pirates had docked.  

 “You okay, Spike?” Jet said into the com. “You’re awfully quiet.” 

 “Want me to recite you a poem?” Spike retorted. 

 “Fine, be grumpy,” Jet said under his breath with a bemused smile. He shook his head. He clicked 

the com on. “Just checking in. There’s something about this ship that I don’t like.” 

 “Like me having to go aboard to rescue Faye?” Spike grumbled. 

 “That too,” Jet admitted. “But… there’s something else.” He squinted; it was awfully familiar 

somehow. 

 “You can tell me all about it when I get back,” Spike said. “It isn’t easy getting into a vacuum suit 

in this cockpit, you know.” 

 “Okay, okay,” Jet said to himself, watching the ship, mind racing. “Good luck, Spike.” He leaned 

back in his chair. 

 

* 

 

 “Um, Jet? Edward?” Faye said nervously, glancing down the dark hallway with the three 

bulkheads. “I don’t suppose you have, you know, control of the security system yet?” 

 “Edward is working. Edward is impressed,” the girl said, her voice faint over Jet’s connection. 

 “I think I hear someone coming,” Faye continued, trying to sound calm. “Is it Spike?” 

 “Not yet,” Jet replied, concerned. “Edward, get those doors shut!” 

 Faye gasped, spinning. “Edward,” she said. “What are you doing now?” The glass column was 

pulsing with a peculiar light, and a slithering rasp sounded through the room as the dust began to slide up 

the inside of the tube, twisting in towards the center. 

 “Powering up control room,” Edward replied, “full power! Full security! Maximum fullness of 

the full in fulling!” 

 “Crap,” Faye whispered, ducking back behind the column and clumsily handling her gun in the 

vacuum suit. 
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 Something clattered and banged outside. She realized it could be the sound of bodies being 

pushed aside in the confined spaces. Then, the first footstep in the corridor, the wide-open corridor. 

 

* 

 

 Spike found it hard to breathe in the suit as he followed the dim lights. “This ship had a big 

crew,” he murmured into his com. He gently pushed the frozen corpse in his path. Slowly, the body 

cartwheeled over to tap against the wall. Spike kept going. “Lots of bodies.” 

 He crossed a threshhold, and looked around. “Wow,” he said softly. He stood in the cylinder of 

the mighty ship’s gravity generator. And as far as the headlight on his suit could see, the void was dotted 

with corpses. 

 He crossed the gangplank quickly, entering another area of the ship’s maze-like interior. Turning 

a corner, he flinched and ducked as lights flicked on all down the corridor. “Restoring power?” he 

checked nervously. 

 “Ed is working,” Jet replied. “How is it going in there?” 

 “Just… just don’t turn on the gravity,” Spike sighed. “Okay?” 

 “Do you see anything in there with a name on it?” Jet asked, his voice guarded. “Any clue as to 

what the ship was called?” 

 Spike leaned over and squinted at a panel. “Looks like this was a Sector Corps research vessel.” 

He frowned. “Domachi. Why is that name familiar?” he mused. 

 “Because you’re a bounty hunter!” Jet said, tension gripping his voice. “Get out of there. Faye! 

Get out of there. Let them have it. Just get out! Now!” 

 “Why?” Spike demanded. “What’s the big deal about the Domachi?” 

 “Ever hear of the Flying Dutchman?” Jet replied. “A ghost ship, lost in space. Three years ago, it 

was the Sector Corps huge black bag op. Weapons grade research. Nobody knows what it was, everybody 

who found out ended up dead. Then there was a malfunction, something went wrong. There was a story 

on the net at the time, one survivor. I thought it was just a story. But Sector Corps posted a huge bounty 

on Hyden—she got Faye on board past security—” 

 “I get the picture,” Spike said grimly. “Faye. Can you get out on your own? Faye?” 

 There was no reply. 

 Spike rounded the next corner, somehow finding it harder than ever to breathe in here. He 

stopped short, looking through the shattered faceplate of a dead man who had frozen stiff still gripping the 

conduit for support. 

 Frowning, Spike considered how best to duck around the rigid figure. Struck by a strange morbid 

fascination, he glanced in at the staring face. 

 The corpse blinked. 

 

* 

 

 Faye heard the conversation on the net, but she dared not respond. She felt the atmospheric 

controls start venting, and she wondered how much air her gun needed to fire. At least there was enough 

atmosphere to carry sound. Glancing around, she armed herself with a length of support railing, just in 

case. And now? She waited. 

 The slithering, luminescent ball of sand in the column twitched and pulsed, growing peculiar 

tendrils that were reabsorbed into the central mass; it slithered and spun. Watching it gave Faye a sour 

taste in her mouth, so she stopped. 

 “Well, at last we meet,” said a voice from the corridor. “I would very much like to know who I 

am killing for stealing Hyden.” 

 Faye didn’t dare peek at the approaching pirates; she leaned her gun around and fired a few shots 

down the corridor. They scrambled, swearing. She smiled with relief. Gun works. 
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 Screens flickered on all around her. She saw a view of a room, with a dead man standing in it. 

The vacuum had twisted his face, and he was unprotected. Slowly, he banged on the door. The sensors 

showed a three dimensional model of his head. She saw a thumbnail sized ball between his frontal lobes; 

Faye stared at it. Then at the column. And she shivered. 

 Somehow, she knew this wasn’t a recording. 

 

* 

 

 Spike fired a palm strike into the body. Its hand was dragged clear of the pipe by the force of the 

blow, and the body spun and banked down the hall. 

 “Nerves,” Spike murmured, breathing fast. He shook his head. “Nerves,” he repeated. He 

continued down the brightly lit corridor, floating. Then, a clatter. Slowly, Spike turned. 

 The corridor behind him had two dead bodies. And they were moving. Stiff, they were 

methodical as they used the wall and ceiling to drag themselves towards him. 

 “Great, just great,” Spike managed. He dragged his pistol from its holster on his suit, and he fired. 

The bullet caught the dead crewman in a limb that was frozen solid; as Spike was pushed away from the 

bodies by recoil, the target was knocked back by impact. 

 Spike turned to round the corner. “The dead people are waking up,” he said through his teeth. 

“Talk to me, Jet.” 

 “I don’t know,” Jet admitted. “Get out of there. Faye, if you can hear me, go to where Spike is 

docked. Hurry.” 

 Spike paused. “No,” he said. “I’m going after her.” 

 “What?” Jet said. “Spike, it’s too dangerous. We don’t know what those things are!” 

 Spike ignored him, pressing on. He rounded a corner, and there were six bodies hanging in the 

hallway. Slowly, several turned their heads to look at him. 

 “Yeah?” he said. “Let’s see what you’ve got.” 

 His fist darted out, catching one and knocking it back to awkwardly sprawl into two more. He 

fired a kick into another while holding on to the grooves in the wall. Then launched forward to 

shouldercheck the mass away from himself, down the hall. 

 One gripped him, its hand frozen solid but still somehow able to move, weird strength in it. Eyes 

rolled in frost-blackened sockets. Spike pounded a hit across its mouth, and the corpse drifted away. 

 Spike was on the move. 

 

* 

 

 “Bad girls must be punished,” Fantow murmured as he floated around the cylinder. “And you are 

a very bad girl, aren’t you.” He gazed at Faye, who glared at him and wished she had another clip on the 

outside of the vacuum suit. She flung her empty gun at him, and he easily batted it away. Behind him, Jan 

loomed, nearly filling the corridor. 

 At a loss, Faye snatched up the bar. Fantow grinned. “Yes, struggle,” he said soothingly. “That 

makes this so much more satisfying somehow.” 

 She slung the bar at the glass tube, smacking it hard. He frowned suddenly, and she drove all her 

strength into a swing. A fine crack slid into the smooth surface. “What are you doing?” he demanded. He 

drew his pistol, lined up on her. 

 And she smiled. 

 Spinning, Faye slammed the bar into his wrist, knocking his aim off. He pounded a shot into the 

glass, holing it. The hole wheezed with suction as the depressurized cylinder touched the atmosphere. The 

gun twirled out of Fantow’s grip, clacking against the glass. Faye snatched it, dragging it off the glass, 

and she fired a handful of shots through the barrier between the control center and the peculiar spinning 

sand. Sudden suction pulled on all of them as a chunk of the wall collapsed inward; the slithering of the 

dust was loud now. Twirling, she gripped a guard rail as Fantow yelped surprise, pulled in to the column. 
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 She fired into his suit, punching a hole in the chest. Then another shot in his arm. She smiled as 

the gunsmoke whirled into the ball. 

 Fantow screamed. Sand twirled into the holes in his suit like water curved down a drain. His 

scream choked off. His faceplate filled with the material. 

 Jan roared, and Faye emptied Fantow’s pistol into him. He flexed, fury sparking in his eyes, only 

shallow cuts on his skin. 

 “Engineered, huh,” Faye said with a weak grin. Jan snarled, closing in. 

 Then Fantow laughed. 

 “I can feel them all!” he bellowed. “We are connected!” 

 A mighty groan rolled through the ship. 

 “They are my slaves!” Fantow managed, almost hysterical. “My puppets!” 

 A blur of motion slid past him, slamming into Jan and knocking him aside. Spike snatched Faye’s 

arm, and kicked off a wall, streaking back the way he came. 

 “Get them,” Fantow managed. “You get them, and I’ll point our marvelous new weapon at Sector 

Corps and their headquarters.” 

 Spike scrambled along the corridor as fast as he could, Faye right behind him. As they kicked and 

bounded along the corridors, gutteral choking groans resonated around them. 

 “What the hell,” Spike muttered. 

 “I saw a model of a head,” Faye said quickly. “I think those were nanites. Maybe they make a 

colony in the head. Between the eyes, around there somewhere. Then they’re connected to this big sand 

column in the control center. Only that’s the control center, not the bridge, and I think those were nanites, 

not sand!” 

 Speakers flickered to life along the corridor. “I will have,” Fantow murmured, madness streaking 

his voice, “the greatest pirate crew of all time. Even in death, they will fight on for me… I can feel them 

all…” he trailed off in a whisper. Spike glanced down a side corridor, saw stiff and awkward crewmen 

staggering towards the positions they had manned in life. 

 Spike was gasping for breath as he made it out to the walkway across the empty cavern of the 

gravity generator. Faye pushed ahead as he hesitated. She turned to him. 

 “Spike, come on!” she said. 

 “That big guy. He’s right behind us,” Spike said. “I’ve got to stop him before he gets to the ship. 

At least slow him down. Something.” 

 “He’s bio-engineered,” Faye said, concerned. “Bullets just bounced off him. What the hell do you 

think you’re going to do to him?” 

 “Go get the Swordfish prepped,” Spike replied, “and wait for me.” He grabbed her wrist and 

slapped his gun in her palm. “I’ll catch up.” Through the clear faceplate, he offered her that half-gentle, 

half-insolent grin. She shook her head.  

 “Spike, you’re crazy,” she said. “You better catch up before I’ve got the ship ready to go, or I’m 

leaving without you.” 

 Then a shadow hulked into the corridor behind Spike, and Faye bit her lip. Turning, she pushed 

off. Spike took a moment, a deep breath. Above him, around him, below him, dead crewmen kicked and 

twitched futilely in the open space of the vast chamber. Spike turned to face Jan. 

 The big man’s suit had bullet holes in it, but that didn’t bother him any. He growled as he squared 

off with the lean bounty hunter. 

 “Break you,” Jan breathed. 

 “I’m ready for a match,” Spike said, settling back into stance. “Come on.” 

 The huge cylinder began to slowly churn, and space seemed surreal as gravity twitched 

somewhere in the weightless buoyancy. Jan charged Spike. 

 The bounty hunter twisted like a panther, leg firing out and smacking into Jan’s knee. The big 

man faltered, and Spike snatched his suit and steered him like a missile, flinging him off the walkway. 

The first stirrings of gravity began to reach up through the emptiness as Jan drifted away from the 

walkway, struggling to turn and re-engage. 
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 Spike shoved on the rails, increasing his weightless speed as he headed for the far end. The door 

began to cycle shut. He whipped through when it was only half closed. 

 Racing, he headed for the dock, twisting around the dead bodies that were agitated from Faye’s 

passing. Spike half-closed his eyes, concentrating, knowing that at this point he didn’t dare make a wrong 

turn. 

 Somewhere ahead, he heard the engines of the Swordfish power up. 

 

* 

 

 “Talk to me, Edward,” Jet said as he gazed at the ship that had begun lighting up like a galaxy on 

a clear night. 

 “They might detect Edward,” the girl said. She shook her head. “What do you want me to do, 

Jetblackittyblack?” 

 “Can you blow it up?” Jet asked quietly. 

 “Let’s see, protection around self-destruct, ut oh! Accident. Self-destruct program online and 

active, engines to go forward and backward at the same time and BOOM!” she said, twirling. She 

steadied herself with a giggle, her phenomenal mind racing through the protocols of the ship’s security. 

“New management doesn’t know how to run the computers yet, Ed will triumph!” She squealed. 

 “You’ve set it to blow?” Jet clarified. 

 “Ed can. Ed will. Ed did,” she grinned, crossing her arms. 

 “Faye, Spike,” Jet said into the com. “Get out of there now.” 

 A strangely wet voice replied. “You keep saying that. But what if I don’t want to let them leave?” 

it murmured, amused. 

 “Who is this?” Jet demanded. 

 “The greatest pirate that ever lived. And Sector Corps is about to find that out for themselves,” 

the voice snapped. “If you get away alive, you can tell them. Tell them that Captain Fantow was behind 

the utter destruction of the Sector Corps fascists.” 

 “Tell them yourself,” Jet growled, bristling. 

 “Wait… something… something’s not right,” Fantow said, distracted. “What did you do,” he 

demanded, angry. “Bebop! What did you do?” 

 Jet contemptuously shut the connection down. He saw a flash of light, and he glanced at his 

sensors. The Swordfish, drifting away from the Domachi. He frowned. So slow. It was moving too 

slowly. Edward giggled as she sparred with Fantow over control of the ship’s weapon systems. 

 Blooming like a delicate flower, a jet of explosive atmosphere laced with plasma unfurled out 

into the dark emptiness of space, illuminating a section of hull around the engines of the massive 

Domachi. Another explosion mirrored it on the other side. More jets of plasma curled out from a peculiar 

node along the flank of the ship. Another. Another. 

 The Swordfish picked up speed as it nosed towards the Bebop, but there were no flourishes; Jet’s 

heart sank as he realized Spike could not possibly be in once piece and piloting and going so cautiously. 

 “Ed,” he muttered, “Keep an eye on the bridge.” He rose, turned, and headed for the Bebop’s 

hangar. 

 Hurrying along a corridor, he glanced through the view slit and saw the laser-scarred ship limping 

towards the runway. Then he saw Spike clinging to the wing, and Faye inside. A big grin creased his face, 

and he ran to meet them. 

 He reached the hangar as the bulkhead slid shut and the room was re-pressurizing. He strode in, 

grinning up at the surviving pair. 

 “Good to have you both back!” he declared. 

 Spike tore his helmet off and flung it to the side. “I hate those things,” he said sullenly. He slid 

off the wing and looked up at the slightly tattered but fully functional Swordfish. “And pirates. And dead 

people. And we lost the bounty.” 
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 “Spike and Faye-Faye!” Ed yelled into the com. “Ship go boom-pop, but escape pod getting 

away! Scans say it has a live one aboard!” 

 “We could capture him,” Faye said, her eyes lighting up. “That’s the core of the research! We 

could sell it back to Sector Corps.” 

 The men watched her for a long moment. She blinked, shaking her head. 

 “What the hell did I just say?” she sighed. “I’m going out there with the Redbird. I’m going to 

blow that sick freak away.” 

 

* 

 

 Fantow twitched and shivered as he felt the dead crew flare and vanish, their nanites atomized by 

the plasma explosions rocking the dying ship as he drifted away in the small escape pod. Then he saw a 

small fighter closing in. Not the Swordfish. 

 His hand hovered over the radio, but something gave him pause. His flesh crawled and blurred 

with the nanite colony he carried. 

 “You’ve been a naughty, naughty boy,” admonished a coy feminine voice. “Haven’t you, 

Fantow.” 

 “I can offer you money! Power! What do you want?” Fantow demanded desperately. 

 “You’re a bad man. And bad men must be punished.” 

 The missiles launched. 

 

* 

 

 Spike sat cross-legged in the lounge, quietly droning through a harmonica. He twitched it back 

and forth, the pitches sliding with him, somewhere between meditation and music. Edward quietly 

snored, curled up in a ball with Ein nose to tail under her loose grip. Faye slumped on the couch listlessly 

watching the vid-screen. 

 Jet strolled in. “Pretty glum crew,” he said with quiet amusement. 

 Spike stopped and looked up. “I’m hungry.” 

 “And we aren’t going to get a damn thing out of this,” Faye added sullenly. “Except spent 

missiles, depleted fuel, laser scorch, and nightmares.” 

 “I’ll buy each of you a steak,” Jet chuckled. 

 That got their attention. 

 “With what money? You holding out on us?” Faye demanded, hurt. 

 “You think I can kick around in this ship as long as I have and not make a handful of contacts 

willing to pay through the nose to get the last known location of the Domachi?” Jet asked, amused. 

 “I want mine well done,” Spike said, pocketing his harmonica and rising to his feet, “with garlic 

potatoes on the side.” 

 “You’ve earned it,” Jet nodded. 

 “What are we waiting for?” Spike grinned. “Let’s go.” 


