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1 Prologue 

In a succulent, warm valley surrounded by snow-capped mountains of 

impeccable beauty, lies a most wondrous place. 

 Hundreds of gleaming towers rise up into a clear blue sky, 

reflecting and scattering light in subtle hues of gold and silver.  It is a 

sight that inspires dreams and feeds desire.  It is a sight that clears the 

mind and the sinuses of all blockages.  It is a sight that would make a 

magnificent poster for the bedroom of a student.  It is also a sight that is 

so secret, so well hidden, that most mortal entities never have or never 

will see it. 

 That place, that sight, is the magnificent Palace of Amino. 

 

 

Within its awesomely armoured perimeter walls are the most marvelous 

holo-cinemas, bowling alleys, casinos, Jacuzzis, video arcades, theatres, 

sports stadiums, theme parks and landscaped gardens in the entire 

galaxy.  It has the most luxurious and impressive apartments, houses, 

conference centres, shopping malls, health clubs, plastic surgery clinics, 

hair replacement centres, and aquariums ever constructed.  Thousands 

of restaurants serve every kind of doughnut, muffin, pancake, pizza, pie, 

bun, sandwich, soup, pudding, meat, fish, vegetable, and beverage ever 

known, conceived, or genetically engineered. 

 What is the reason for this concealed paradise of entertainment, 

opulence, and nourishment?  The answer is simple.  It is the home and 

training centre of the most revered and respected beings ever to have 

existed. 

 Who are they, you may ask?  These clues should help.  They are 

feared by the heinous, loathed by the disobedient, and detested by the 

criminally insane.  They are famous for their brutal and exceptionally 

successful miscreant eradication techniques.  They are the heroes of 

heroes and the role models of role models.  They are what all sentient 

life forms subconsciously strive to be.  They are, of course, the Bounty 

Hunters of the Palace of Amino. 

 

 

It was more than four years ago, Earth reference year 2388 A.D. to be 

exact, that the battle for the Palace of Amino took place.  An enormous 

fleet of tens of thousands of ships, from skull fighters to giant war 
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vessels, attacked the bounty hunters’ haven under the command of the 

diabolical lord of putrid remains, Lawrence.  Whilst his evil death 

squadrons attacked the orbital defences, his unholy army of drooling, 

decomposing zombies launched a lumbering ground offensive, and 

managed to breach the perimeter wall.  The palace was in danger of 

complete takeover.  

 Eventually, after a tough, stress inducing, blood letting fight, the 

courage, strength, and will power of the bounty hunters overpowered the 

incredible might of the invading forces, annihilating them completely.  

Even Lawrence, it was thought, could not have survived.   

 Peace returned.  The palace's defences, tested for the first time in 

battle, were repaired and improved.  Training methods were revised and 

updated, and new weapons were developed and constructed.  After 

several months of hard work by the service and engineering staff, the 

Palace of Amino was now, more than ever, a virtually impenetrable 

fortress of stunning specification. 

 With the secret location of the Palace of Amino now common 

knowledge, the Superior Beings had no choice but execute a profound 

and complex plan.  Using their unique and enigmatic transcendentalistic 

psychokinetic powers, they moved the entire planet several thousand 

light years to a new position deep within the heart of a dense nebula.   

 Once again, the bounty hunters of the Palace of Amino could 

maim, slaughter, and butcher the forces of depravity that threatened the 

stability of all respectable, middle class worlds.  Once again, they were 

safe in the knowledge that their lavish home world was secure from 

prying eyes.  And once again, missions of extreme importance and 

violence could be undertaken, and entire civilisations saved and 

protected from the degenerate forces of doom that permeate the social 

and economic infrastructures of the galaxy. 

2 Filth Bucket 

Earth Reference Year:  2392.01 A.D.  

 

 

"That be smelly that be." Martha Raisindough said, removing her boot 

from a jumbo-sized and corrosive grunk dropping.  She wiped the boot 

on a clump of grass, almost vomiting at the pungent stench that found its 

way up into her nostrils.  "Those dumb creatures always be shitin' on my 

plantation." she said. 
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 Martha looked around, scanning the tree-filled skyline for any 

sign of movement.  A muffled roar filtered through the air. 

 "I hear yer, yer great plump defecator." She shouted.  Martha 

thought about going after it but quickly decided against that idea.  Apart 

from the fact that it sounded too far away to catch, grunks weighed over 

seventeen tonnes and had an annoying habit of sitting on people that 

came too close.  They were also one of the few life forms in the galaxy 

with a hide thick enough to repel a blast from an energy weapon.  Not 

an easy beast to kill. 

 Martha noticed that the excrement had started to smolder.  "I 

better be cleanin' that up." She said, annoyed.  "Before it dissolves my 

crop."  She walked back towards her tool shed were she kept a dung 

shovel and wheelbarrow.  "One of these days I'll get me some o' those 

spiky fence things.  They'll keep the shitters out!"   

 Martha reached the shed and pulled open its flimsy wooden door.  

It was difficult; its hinges were suffering from an extreme rust infection.  

She waddled inside.  Another nauseating smell found its way into her 

nostrils, this time of rotting wood and damp mould.  

 "Everywhere I go there be a pukey smell." Martha mumbled as 

she looked around for the spade and wheelbarrow.  Her lifestyle had 

become really tedious lately.  Belch-berry cultivation had developed 

into an intensely boring occupation, especially over the last decade.  

"Maybe if the next harvest be profitable I'll move into the village.  There 

be less stink down there in the valley.  And no grunks!" 

 Martha spotted the spade resting against a drainage pipe in the 

corner and made her way over to it.  It was rattling to itself very quietly.  

Strange, thought Martha.  She grabbed hold of its handle.  Gentle 

vibrations were undulating through its shaft.  "My spade be aquirin' a 

life of its own!" She said, dropping it. 

 Looking around, Martha noticed that her rake, pitch-fork, and 

platinum Mutanoid Blood-Sabre were also rattling.  "All of my tools be 

possessed!" She screamed.  Martha ran back outside, slammed the shed 

door, and then whacked the bolt, locking it tightly.  "That'll keep those 

demonic death fiends at bay!"   

 Martha leaned her back against the door and breathed heavily.  

She was not used to moving so quickly.  She suddenly realised that the 

door was vibrating.  "Now the shed itself be possessed!" She yelled, 

moving quickly away from it.  Martha was becoming highly distressed.  

This sort of thing had never happened before. 

 After reaching the centre of her plantation, she stopped.  A chill 

shivered its way down her spine.  "No!" Martha exclaimed with despair.  

She looked down. "Now the soil be shakin'."  She could see and feel the 

vibrations around her feet.  "My entire plantation be possessed!" 
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 A powerful, deep rumble caught Martha's attention.  She looked 

at the haze shrouded hills to the east, the direction that the sound seemed 

to be coming from, and noticed that an eerie, red glow had appeared 

behind the clouds.  "That be strange," she said.  "It be evenin' not 

mornin'.  The sun ain't meant to be over there." 

 The vibrations increased in intensity. 

 "Maybe I be goin' insane!"   

 Martha looked down.  Her boots were shaking so much that all 

she could see was a blur.  Now she was highly distressed.  "Maybe I be 

goin' to wobble apart!" She said as the vibrations reached her gut.  

Martha's flabby midsection began to quiver underneath her purple 

dungarees.   

 The rumbling grew rapidly more thunderous, the red glow 

expanded and turned orange.  Martha thought about screaming but 

decided against it.  The sound had risen to a deafening roar 

 "Maybe I be goin' to die!" 

 A speeding yellow ball of flame blasted into view and thundered 

towards the ground.  Blue arcs of electrical discharge ionised the air as it 

made its rapid descent. 

 "God be wrathful!" Martha exclaimed with horror.  She dropped 

to her knees and buried her head in the earth.  "Please forgive me!"  She 

warbled as the ground shook her face.  "Whatever it is I be doin' wrong, 

please forgive me!"   

 Martha sat up, coughed deeply, and then spat out the soil from 

her mouth.  "Ewww!  Worms in my teeth!" 

 The appalling racket from above quickly returned her attention to 

the more pressing problem.  A bright golden light illuminated the 

plantation.  Martha looked up.  Her lower jaw almost hit the dirt.  A fire 

ball blasted overhead, its intense heat penetrating Martha's soul like 

super-heated inanimate carbon rods.  Martha buried her head back into 

the soil.  Less than a second later, the fire ball ploughed into the tool 

shed at phenomenal speed, vaporising it completely.  The huge 

explosion that followed showered molten debris high into the air, 

spreading it over most of the plantation.  Martha shuddered with terror 

as the reverberation of the blast jiggled at her plump torso. 

 Thirty seconds later, calm returned.  All that Martha could hear 

was the gentle crackle of flames.  She sat up and brushed the soil, dust, 

and debris from her cloths and matted hair. 

 "I be alive!" She said with more than a touch of relief.  "I be 

spared the sufferin' of eternal damnation within the wailin' confines of 

the abyss of the doomed ogres of fraudulent conduct!"   

 Martha's happiness quickly evaporated as the damage to her 

property became apparent.  "I be ruined." 
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 Reluctantly, Martha rose to her feet and wandered over to the 

smouldering pile of wood and stone that was once a fine tool shed.  

Thoughts of brutal suicide filtered through her mind.  "My life be over." 

She whimpered.  "Why didn't I get insurance?" 

 Martha scrambled into the crater left by the fire ball.  The smell 

of incinerated wood filled her nasal passageways.  "More bad smells." 

She shouted with irritation.  Looking around made her even more 

depressed.  "I don't be seein' any of my tools.  All is destroyed." 

 Martha looked towards the centre of the crater.  Something was 

there, something new.  "I wonder what that be?" she said curiously.   

 Stumbling and tumbling, Martha made her way over to the silver, 

cylindrical object that she had spotted half buried in the rubble.  "I don't 

be rememberin' this tool?" 

 Martha cautiously touched the cylinder.  "It be cool!" She said.  

"And smooth."  She wiped away the dust that covered its top side, 

revealing some large lettering.  Unfortunately, Martha was completely 

illiterate.    

 The plump little lady wiped away more dust.  "There be a 

window!" she exclaimed.  She peered inside.  Martha fell backwards 

with shock and smashed her head onto a small fungal ferret that had 

been scurrying by.  Its skull was crushed to a bloody pulp.  Martha 

wiped the blood stained cerebellum from her hair and got to her feet.  

She went back to the window and looked inside once again.  "I not be 

halucifyin', there do be a face inside."  Martha took a closer look.  "It be 

a man, and he looks pale blue and ill." 

 Martha took a step back and thought for a few seconds.  "He must 

be arivin' inside that glowin' thing." She said excitedly.  "He be a 

spaceman!" 

 The planet on which Martha dwelt was called Mud-Paq, a quiet, 

often cloud-shrouded world of dense forests, giant lakes, frozen 

continents, and low IQs.  Due to its location on the very edge of the 

galaxy, and its backwards technology-shunning inhabitants, it was rarely 

visited by other worlds and generally ignored to the point at which even 

manufacturers of star-maps failed to include it on their charts.  If it was 

included, it was usually mentioned simply as something to avoid 

crashing into. 

 Although Mud-Paq's occupants lead a simple, old-fashioned 

lifestyle, they were aware of the high-tech worlds that existed beyond 

there own, even Martha. 

 "Maybe he be dead." Martha said, looking through the window 

again.  "I should bury this thing and let him rest in peace." 
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 Several red lights began to blink inside the capsule.  A bleeper 

sounded.  Martha was startled, and stepped back.  "Maybe he be not 

dead!" 

 An ear piercing hiss accompanied by a deep, resonant 'thud' 

echoed around the crater.  Without warning, the top half of the capsule 

launched several metres into the air and flew out of sight across the 

plantation. 

 All was quiet again, apart from the bleeping noise.  Martha 

walked tentatively over to the opened capsule.  A black haired, black 

cloaked man lay there, motionless.  A soft, monotonal voice was 

speaking. 

 "CONSCIOUS AWARENESS IN FIFTEEN SECONDS." The 

voice announced.  "BIO-READINGS NORMAL." 

 Martha was confused.  "You be talkin' without movin' yer 

mouth!" She said.  "How can that be?" 

 The man didn't reply.  His face had lost its pale blue colour and 

was now a pleasant shade of light brown. 

 "Who are y..."   

 Martha was interrupted. 

 "CONSCIOUS AWARENESS IN FIVE SECONDS.  BIO-

READINGS NORMAL." 

 The man's fists began to clench and relax rhythmically.  Martha 

watched intently.   

 The man sat up abruptly. 

 Martha gasped and took a step back. 

 "RE-ANIMATION COMPLETE." Announced the voice. 

 The man looked at Martha, an evil glare filled his face.   "Who 

are you?" He asked coldly. 

 Martha was too shocked to answer. 

 "Answer me bitch!" 

 She gulped a reply.  "Martha Raisindough."   

 "What a sad name!" The man said, frowning hard. 

 "What be your name?" She asked. 

 "Shut up!" 

 Martha took another cautious step back. 

 "What planet is this?" The man asked, his voice suddenly calm. 

 "This be Mud-Paq." 

 A look of disbelief encapsulated his face.  "Where?" 

 "Mud-Paq." 

 "How, in fudge-packing hell, did I end up on this pungent, 

underdeveloped ball of faeces!" 

 "You be fallin' down in that…" 

 "Shut up!" The man shrieked.   
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 Martha shut up. 

 The man turned his attention to the capsule.  "Tell me our total 

journey time." 

 "FOUR YEARS, THREE MONTHS, TWELVE DAYS, SEVEN 

HOURS..." 

 "Silence!" The man ordered.  The voice stopped. 

 "Four years." Martha heard him say quietly.  "How could this 

be?" 

 Without warning, the man jumped out of the capsule and stood in 

front of Martha.  He towered over her one-metre tall body.  Martha 

started to tremble as the muzzle of a gun was placed between her eyes. 

 "I must leave this planet."  The man said.  "Take me to a 

spaceport." 

 Martha spoke weakly.  "I don't think that there be a spaceport 

here." 

 The man was becoming dangerously impatient.  "Then show me 

how I can get off this filth bucket." 

 "I don't be knowin' of any way to..." 

 "Tell me!"  The man pushed the gun hard into Martha's face. 

 Martha shuddered and thought for a moment.  "Maybe the wise 

man of the village be able to help you." 

 "You will take me to him now.  Go!" 

 Martha did as she was told and made her way out of the crater, 

closely followed by the man.  She paused for a moment and looked back 

at him.  He glared at her, the potent might of Mephistopheles 

shimmering deep within his eyes.  "Move it, fat woman." He said 

sharply.  "Or I'll fry you from behind." 

 Martha turned and continued out over the crater rim.  He be a 

very rude spaceman, she thought. 

3 Maple Syrup and Banana Fudge Cake 

The clear desert sky was darkening rapidly.  A cooling breeze had 

replaced the stifling, still air that had persisted throughout the day.   

 The stone fortress, half buried by sand and shadows, was deathly 

quiet.  A single guard stood outside, awesomely armoured, and 

brandishing one mean looking, hip-mounted, life-seeker mini-missile 

launcher.  A pulse blaster was clearly visible on top of his helmet.  

Silently and carefully, he scanned the dune-littered landscape, his head 

moving slowly from side to side, more like a machines than a mans. 
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 "Only one guard." Peter the Ace said, peering through his digital 

image intensifying and analyzing night-scope.  "And he's got plenty of 

weapons to throw at us."  The heads-up display within the scope 

identified the life-seeker mini-missile launcher and the pulse blaster 

with lightening ease. 

 Peter the Ace, a shrewdly creative and imposing bounty hunter, 

turned to face Panman, a bounty hunter of enhanced intellect and 

extraordinary competence. 

 "He's quite impressively armed." Panman said, munching on a 

caramel and nut cookie.  "Most security guards only carry a small 

sidearm." 

 Peter the Ace turned back to his scope.  "You're right." |He said.  

"This is definitely the place all right."  He watched the guard continue 

his machine-like inspection of the desert less than half a kilometre from 

their position. 

 "Come and have some cookies." Panman said.  "They're great!  

Justin's recent studies at the Amino Baking Academy have really paid 

off." 

 Peter the Ace left his scope and slid down the side of the dune to 

Panman's position.  He grabbed a large biscuit from the provisions 

container. 

 "I thought that our cyborg assistant had made dozens." Peter the 

Ace said.  "This is the last one!" 

 Panman burped then smiled.  "He made sixty two to be exact." 

 Peter the Ace laughed.  "You're a certified snack-food 

consumption machine!" 

 "Sugar, fat and cholesterol fuels my brain augmentation 

mechanisms." Panman declared with total seriousness. 

 "Of course they do." 

 "They do!  You should eat more of them." 

 "I rarely have to activate my mental articulation accelerators." 

Peter the Ace said.  "I tend to leave them in stand-by mode." 

 "Yeah, right!" Panman said.  He grabbed and opened another 

provisions container.  The distinctive aroma of cinnamon doughnuts 

wafted through the air.  Peter the Ace watched as Panman began to 

gorge himself. 

 "I guess I should top up on brain fuel." Peter the Ace said, giving 

in to temptation.  "Just to be on the safe side." 

 The two bounty hunters ate as if there was no tomorrow. 
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 After a couple of minutes Peter the Ace sat back and rested 

against the sand, twelve doughnuts was enough to satisfy his appetite.  

Panman continued to eat. 

 "Justin's taking his time." Peter the Ace said. 

 Panman spoke through a mouthful of doughy snacks.  "He'll be 

here any second." 

 Panman was right.  The familiar sound of servos could be heard.  

Justin appeared from behind a dune and walked stiffly up to them, his 

stumpy metal legs creating large imprints in the sand. 

 "Justin!" Panman said. "How's it going?" 

 "I am functioning well." The cyborg replied with synthetic 

monotonality.  He placed the large collection of equipment that he was 

carrying onto the ground.  "One pummel projectile system, two heavy 

assault cannons, and eight flesh-stripper grenades as ordered." 

 "Well done!" Peter the Ace said. "Take one of the assault cannons 

and position yourself behind that small dune over there.  You can be our 

back-up."   

 Justin nodded, grabbed the weapon, and then wandered away. 

 "It's a shame that he can never become a fully fledged bounty 

hunter." Panman said, after Justin was out of earshot.  "The palace 

regulations say that someone must be at least ten percent biological to 

qualify." 

 "Indeed." Peter the Ace said.  "Unfortunately he's only point zero 

zero zero one percent biological.  No chance!" 

 "Yeah.  He's destined to be our assistant and cook for the rest of 

his operational life." 

 Peter the Ace got to his feet, picked up the pummel projectile 

system, then mounted it on his shoulder.  He handed Panman the heavy 

assault cannon.  They shared the grenades equally. 

 "Ready." Panman said, delighted that the opportunity to use one 

of his favourite weapons was approaching. 

 "Okay," Peter the Ace said.  He activated his weapon.  It purred 

menacingly.  "Let's go!" 

 The two heroes clambered over the top of the dune with 

remarkable athletic ability, and made their way down towards the 

fortress.  The sky was virtually dark now, and sprinkled with stars.  The 

planet's three moons had not risen yet, causing problems for anyone 

without night-vision equipment. 

 "Right." Peter the Ace said as the two bounty hunters crouched 

behind a small dune.  "Were only a hundred metres away." 

 "Yeah." Panman said.  "Time for a snack." 

 "That's not what I was thinking!" 

 "Oh." 
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 "It's time to activate our life-screens." 

 "Yeah!"  Panman loved to try out new gadgets.  "The palace 

engineers really excelled themselves with these devices." 

 Peter the Ace activated his life-screen.  For a brief second, he was 

encompassed with an aura of indigo light, and then it was gone.  "Cool!  

Now I'm invisible to all known life form detectors." 

 Panman activated his life-screen.  "Let's hope that guard's life 

form detector is a 'known' one!" 

 "It won't make that much difference." Peter the Ace said with 

extreme confidence.  "We'll have to brutally slaughter him either way." 

 Panman smiled.  He loved to slaughter the enemy. 

 With the stealth and skill of a dimensionally disfigured ephemeral 

rogue brawler, the two highly trained galactic champions crept up to the 

side wall of the fortress and peered through their night-scopes around to 

its front.  The guard was still there, slowly scanning the landscape. 

 "He must be a machine." Panman said.  "He hasn't moved!" 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace agreed.  "And the fact that he hasn't 

budged a millimetre means that our life-screens work!". 

 "Whoa, yeah!" Panman said.  "The first field test is a resounding 

success!"  He looked at the main entrance, inset into the front wall.  

"Maybe we can sneak by him." 

 The two first-class bounty hunters crept quietly behind the guard 

until they reached the entrance. 

 "He didn't notice us!" Panman said.  "What a crap guard!" 

 Before Peter the Ace could agree, a concentrated beam of 

dazzling emerald radiated from the back of the guards helmet and 

connected with Panman's right shoulder, vaporising two layers of dense 

armour plating.  The bounty hunter was thrust into the metal doorway.  

With reflexes of stunning rapidity, Peter the Ace armed his pummel 

projection system and fired.  An energetic collection of shimmering 

particles thudded into the guard like a giant, jabbing fist.  The guard was 

catapulted fifteen metres into the air, his rear body armour smouldering 

brightly. 

 "He had a rear helmet auto defence blaster." Peter the Ace said as 

he watched the guard smack head first into the ground.  "We didn't see 

that one coming." 

 "Absolutely not!" Panman said recovering from his collision with 

the door.  He got to his feet then fired his assault cannon.  Rapidly 

repeating blasts of clustered laser fire hit their downed opponent’s array 

of weapons.  A flash of white light and a shower of charred wreckage 

signified their destruction.  "I guess he's pretty harmless now."   

 The guard lay still and quiet. 
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 "Justin?" Peter the Ace said into his communicator.  "Keep your 

sights trained on this guy.  If by some miracle he recovers from his 

neck-braking fall, blow him away." 

 "I obey." came the mechanized reply. 

 "Try and get this door open, Panman." 

 Panman set to work at the door's locking mechanism, his hand-

held C-Beam scanner imaging the internal workings of the giant bolting 

system. 

 "It's a complex set-up but it can be opened, and without resorting 

to hopelessly excessive violence." 

 "That's a shame." Peter the Ace said.  "But we'll have a chance for 

some carnage creation once we're inside.  They're bound to have been 

alerted to our presence by now." 

 "That's cool." Panman said.  He pushed a few buttons on his 

thumb-mounted quantum manipulator.  "Got it!"  The weighty iron door 

groaned and began to descend into the ground.  The scrape of metal 

against concrete became annoyingly apparent. 

 "I hate that sound." Panman said.  He felt goose bumps appearing 

all over his body. 

 The door had dropped to head height.  Searing beams of death 

laced their way out of the entrance.   

 "Targets!" Panman shouted. 

 The two bounty hunters smiled with delight and opened fire.  

Several guards within the fortress had their chests divided into 

numerous uneven pieces as forceful pummel and laser blasts cut through 

their inadequate body armour.  Several of the others found cover behind 

a couple of all-terrain vehicles. 

 The door had descended below ground level.  The bounty hunters 

were exposed.  Without even a shred of fear, they sprinted forwards.  A 

shower of intense energy fire whipped around them, their thick body 

armour taking several hits. 

 While Peter the Ace continued to pummel as many guards as 

possible, Panman saw the opportunity for some gruesome mass 

butchery.  He reached down to his utility belt, grabbed a flesh stripper, 

primed it, and then pitched it into the air. 

 "Stripper on the loose!" He warned, diving to the floor. 

 Peter the Ace did the same. 

 The flesh stripper detonated.  Thirteen guards shrieked in torment 

as their upper bodies were stripped of armour; then clothes; then skin; 

then fat; then muscle; then cartilage; and finally, vital organs.  Charred 

flesh sprayed against the walls.  Scorched, dried bones clattered onto the 

hard, concrete floor.  Several skulls cracked open allowing baked brain 

matter to seep out.  The stripped guard's intact lower halves, unable to 
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function without the direct control of a sentient nerve centre, toppled 

over and distributed litres of blood across a wide area. 

 "Excellent show!" Peter the Ace shouted. 

 "My pleasure!" Panman said proudly. 

 The remaining guards had retreated to the rear of the fortress's 

entrance bay.  They opened fire.  The bounty hunters leapt for cover 

next to one of the vehicles. 

 "We have to get to that elevator shaft near where those guards are 

cowering." Panman said.  "It'll probably lead to their reactor core." 

 "Isn't it cool," Peter the Ace remarked,  "that all of the enemy 

bases and battle stations that we encounter seem to have a relatively 

convenient way for intruders to access their power generators." 

 "Yeah, they never learn.  It's probably because their tyrant 

overlords spend so much time laughing inanely and chanting insane war 

poetry that they never concern themselves with the more mundane 

things such as internal security." 

 "Mindless fools!" Peter the Ace remarked.  He looked at the 

remaining guards.  They had started to advance.  "They're braver than I 

thought." He commented, as he armed a couple of flesh strippers.  "I 

count fifteen of them." 

 "That sounds about right." Panman said.  "Time to resume the 

bloodshed!" 

 The two bounty hunters leapt into the air.  Peter the Ace hurled 

the flesh-strippers towards the approaching guards.  Panman unleashed a 

brutal spread of rapid, high energy laser fire.  Several legs found 

themselves separated from their host bodies and dropped to the floor, 

twitching and bleeding.  Some of the guards also fell to the floor, unable 

to balance without one or more of their lower appendages. 

 At the same time that the bounty hunters landed from their 

bionically augmented jump, the flesh-strippers detonated.  Eight guards 

began to shudder in extreme torment as their upper halves were quickly 

and efficiently peeled to the bone.  The walls received a second coat of 

cooked flesh.  Lower body halves and bare bones slumped and crunched 

to the ground. 

 It was relatively quiet now.  Panman could hear a few groans and 

moans.  The seven guards whose limbs had been shot off had avoided 

the flesh-strippers' effect. 

 "Finish them."  Peter the Ace said. 

 Panman smiled and marched forwards.  A single burst of potent 

laser energy into each of their heads rapidly ended their cognizant 

existence. 

 The two bounty hunters reached the elevator's entrance. 
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 "They'll be sending more of them." Panman said with great 

insight. 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace agreed.  "Let's get this over with." 

 Panman set to work opening the elevator doors.  Peter the Ace 

took the pummel projection system off his shoulder and placed it on the 

ground.  He entered a code into its control panel.  It began to whine.  

The sound was quickly increasing in volume and pitch. 

 "Timed overload set."  He said.  "Five minutes." 

 Panman had managed to open the doors.  An elevator car, plain 

and clinical, was waiting. 

 "Let's get it inside."  Panman said. 

 The pummel projection system was pushed into the elevator.  

Panman looked at the elevators controls. 

 "Reactor level: Restricted."  He said.  "That's where we want it to 

go." 

 Peter the Ace nodded.  "Do it!" 

 Panman pressed the appropriate buttons then quickly got out.  

The double doors hissed shut.  The elevator's sound faded away.  "Time 

to leave!" 

 "With the speed of a lunging locus badger, they sprinted back to 

the main entrance and out into the black, frigid desert. 

 Panman noticed that the guard outside was trying to get to his feet.  

"I'd better finish him." he said with a solemn sense of duty.   

 He didn't get the chance.  A collection of dazzling energy beams 

cut into the struggling guard, splitting him into five distinct parts.  The 

odour of burned flesh wafted through the air. 

 "Was that you, Justin?" Panman said into his communicator. 

 "Yes, it was I, Justin." 

 "Excellent!  Well done!" 

 "We should get back to the Blenheim," Peter the Ace said.  

"Before this baby blows."  They nodded and resumed their sprint. 

 Panman activated his communicator once again.  "Justin?" 

 "Yes?" 

 "Get back to the ship and bake a maple syrup and banana fudge 

cake." 

 There was no acknowledgement. 

 "Do it Justin!" shouted Panman.  "We'll be a couple of minutes 

behind you." 

 "I obey." 

 A touch of digital unwillingness could be detected in the cyborg 

trainee's voice. 

 The two bounty hunters continued their dash across the bleak 

desert landscape. 
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 "How long?" Panman asked, unaffected by the exhausting run. 

 Peter the Ace looked at his timer display unit.  "Three minutes." 

 The Blenheim, a sleek black star ship of terror inducing design, 

could be seen straight ahead.  Most of its one hundred and sixty metre 

length was concealed behind several large dunes.  Justin's ponderous, 

conspicuous footprints lead up to its entry ramp. 

 The two heroes bounded up the ramp.  It closed automatically 

behind them. 

 "Blenheim?" Peter the Ace said as they made there way up to the 

bridge.  "Emergency power-up procedure now!" 

 "EMERGENCY POWER-UP PROCEDURE INITIATED." the 

ship replied.  The welcoming rumble of powerful engine actuators 

became audible. 

 Peter the Ace entered the bridge and somersaulted into his lavish 

command chair. 

 "How long to overload?" Panman asked as he back-flipped into 

his position at the weapons console. 

 "Oh dear," Peter the Ace said looking at his timer.  "Six seconds."  

He raised his voice and directed it towards the ship.  "Blenheim.  

Maximum vertical acceleration. Now!" 

 The ships belly thrusters erupted instantly to life.  With a 

thunderous roar, the Blenheim blasted skywards, the stress of the fifty 

gee acceleration playing ruthlessly with the dark craft's outer hull.  

Inside however, due to the Anti-Gee System, the ships occupants only 

experienced a two gee acceleration. 

 A whiter than white, brighter than bright light filled the main 

view-screen. 

 "Whoa!" Panman shouted with glee.  "There she blows!" 

 "Wow!" Peter the Ace exclaimed.  "I do believe that it has 

exceeded my expectations." 

 They both watched as the blast wave expanded across the sand 

strewn landscape.  It had already reached a diameter of one hundred 

kilometres and was increasing its width at a rate of almost ten 

kilometres per second.  A molten cloud of vaporised rock and sand was 

rising towards them. 

 Panman raised the impact shields.  The Blenheim shuddered as 

tons of highly pressurised, melted, microscopic, hyper-sonic vapour 

passed by. 

 "We've left the atmosphere." Peter the Ace announced.  He 

energised the sub-light engines.  Now he could get the ship up to a 

decent velocity. 

 "IMPACT SHIELD FAILURE IN FIVE SECONDS." The ship 

warned. 
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 With supreme dexterity, Peter the Ace operated his master control 

systems.  The Blenheim, free from the resistance of air, was propelled 

away from the planet at amazing speed as the sub-light engines cut in.  

Less that a second later, the ship was free from the blistering inferno of 

destruction that was continuing to expand across the planet and up out 

of its atmosphere. 

 "No problem!" Peter the Ace said calmly. 

 "That was one of the coolest escapes that we've ever made!" 

Panman said with excitement.  He looked at the main view-screen.  

"Look at the size of that explosion now!"  He read that accompanying 

data on an adjacent screen.  "Three hundred kilometres in diameter and 

height.  It's even spread beyond the atmosphere!" 

 Peter the Ace was looking at another view-screen.  "There may be 

a small problem."  He said.  He pressed a few buttons and a surface map 

of the planet appeared on the main view-screen.  "There's a city with a 

population of twelve million, six hundred and thirty two kilometres 

directly south of the fortress." 

 "So?" Panman said, distracted by a rumbling in his stomach. 

 "It's quite likely that the explosion will envelop it in thirty five 

seconds." 

 "Oh."  Panman said. 

 "It seems that we may have been over-successful in our mission." 

 Panman thought for a moment, and tried to ignore the pangs of 

starvation that were overwhelming his digestive system.  "It's not that 

much of a problem." He said finally. 

 "What do you mean?" 

 "Well.  The drug traffickers and illegal arms dealers that we 

vaporised down there have hundreds, if not thousands of friends and 

relatives in that city.  And they in turn have even more friends and 

relatives.  By devastating that city as well as their fortress, we will 

reduce the chance of their organisation being rebuilt to virtually zero." 

 Peter the Ace smiled.  Panman's rationalisation of the situation 

was very logical. 

 Panman continued.  "By annihilating twelve million lives, we will, 

over time, save many times that amount that would have otherwise died 

needlessly at the hands of the pirates and terrorists who buy their 

weapons from this world." 

 "You're right!" Peter the Ace said with total confidence.  "We are 

completely justified in obliterating that city." 

 The two bounty hunters watched with clear consciences as the 

city was ravaged to a state of complete destruction.  The area where the 

seething metropolis had stood was now blackened and lifeless.  The 
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radiation readings were seventeen thousand times greater than the 

maximum safe limit.  It would remain lifeless for several centuries. 

 "Our mission is a resounding success!" Peter the Ace said. 

 "And we scored a bonus at the same time!" Panman exclaimed 

with glee.  "We might get a commendation for this."  He was delighted 

at that thought.  His stomach was not.  It groaned.  Panman gave in to its 

demands and operated the ship's internal communicator.  "Justin?" 

 Justin replied.  "Yes?" 

 "Is the cake ready?" 

 "It needs another five minutes." 

 "I'm starving!  Bring it now." 

 "It will only be half cooked." 

 "Now!" 

 "I obey." 

 Panman looked at Peter the Ace.  "Excitement like this burns off 

all my sugar reserves." 

 "I'm sure it does." Peter the Ace said. 

 "It does!" said Panman.  He didn't like sarcasm when it came to 

his eating habits.  

 Peter the Ace smiled and activated his communicator.  "Justin?" 

 "What?" the metal trainee said. 

 "Make sure there's enough for me too!" 

4 Thickly-Lensed Spectacles 

A gentle shade of golden light glimmered throughout the entire length 

of the village's main street, the result of a hundred flickering lanterns 

hung from lampposts and porches.  The sky overhead was completely 

black.  Night fell sharply on this region of Mud-Paq. 

 Martha Raisindough walked awkwardly down the cobbled road, 

occasionally stumbling over its uneven surface.  The rude and evil 

stranger followed close behind. 

 "How much farther, bitch?" He asked with quiet menace. 

 "Not far." Martha answered.  She winced as the barrel of the 

man's gun was pressed into her back, her generous layers of flab 

providing little protection against its hard mussel. 

 "Trick me," he snarled,  "and I'll toast and distribute sections of 

your intestines to the entire population of this world." 

 Martha wondered what intestines were, and then decided that she 

did not want to find out.  "I not be wantin' to trick you." 
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 Martha and the strange man continued up the main street.  It was 

completely deserted.  Most of the villagers were inside old Mister 

Emptyhead's cramped but comfortable tavern, drinking, eating, burping 

and vomiting.  There was nothing else to do during the evening.  Video 

systems, holo-games, and virtual sensation stimulators were unheard of 

on this rustic world. 

 As Martha and the stranger passed by a narrow, murky alleyway, 

a voice called out from the shadows.  "Gimme' a coin forra' drink, 

Martha." 

 Martha watched as a repugnant, blotchy vagrant emerged from 

the darkness.  It was putrid Carl Slugguzzler, an unsuccessful tomb 

looter from the northern forests.  Once a month he would trek down to 

the village and beg. 

 "Hello, Carl." Martha said nervously.  "You be on yer' way now.  

I've no coins for you this time." 

 "Please Martha." He pleaded. 

 "Go away, Carl." 

 "One coin be all I ask for." 

 "Please leave." Martha said.  Normally she would have gladly 

given Carl a coin, but she was worried for his safety.   

 Her concern was justified.  Carl had turned his attention towards 

the cloaked stranger. 

 "You, sir?" Carl said in a grovelling tone.  "You be new to this 

place.  Would you give me a coin?" 

 "Leave." The evil stranger said in a voice that could freeze time. 

 "Please, sir." 

 Martha was extremely worried.  "Go away, Carl!" She shouted. 

 "Just one coin!" The beggar pleaded. 

 A bright beam of purest red fizzed through the cool night air and 

sliced through Carl's waist.  His divided body crumpled to the ground.  

Carl moaned.  The stranger fired again, this time cutting into the 

vagrant's chest.  Flesh and bone crackled and sparkled brightly. 

 "Sad peasant!" The cloaked evil man said.  He fired once more, 

decapitating Carl's head and silencing his groans of agony. 

 Martha tried to scream but could not manage it.  The stranger's 

hand had covered her mouth.  The gun was jabbing at her back once 

again. 

 "Make a sound and that happens to you." 

 He released his grip on her face.  Martha kept quiet.  She was 

shaking visibly. 

 "Take me to the wise man now!" 

 Martha began walking up the street.  The stranger followed.   
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 At the far end of the street, on a small hillock, was a tall thin 

thick-stoned tower almost sixty metres in height.  It was the tallest 

structure in the village, more than four times taller than the surrounding 

houses.  A dull, crimson glow emanated from a single round window at 

its pinnacle.  On top of its pointed roof, a long metal spike reached 

upwards. 

 "That be his abode." Martha said, pointing to the tower. 

 "Excellent!" The Stranger said, smiling unevenly. 

 They walked up some steep, lichen covered steps to a heavy 

wooden door.  Two purple lanterns illuminated the entrance. 

 "This be the door." Martha said, stating the obvious. 

 "Open it!" The stranger ordered. 

 "I must knock first!" Martha said.  "The wise man be not liking 

surprise, uninvited visitors." 

 "Do it!" 

 Martha knocked loudly. 

 After a second of inactivity, the door buzzed and slowly opened. 

 "Wow!" She exclaimed.  "The door be magic!" 

 The cloaked stranger was confused. 

 "An electric door?" He mused.  "On this planet of gutter dross?  

How unexpected and odd."  He nudged Martha, pushing her inside.  He 

followed. 

 They both climbed up a cramped, spiral staircase up to the tower's 

top level.  Martha found the going tough.  By the time that they reached 

the top, she was panting like a dog.  Another, smaller door greeted them. 

 "Open it now!" The stranger ordered. 

 Martha was about to knock when a voice, deep and calming, 

spoke. 

 "Please enter." It said.   

 Martha gasped.  "It be the wise man!" She said, breathing heavily. 

 The door buzzed and opened.  They entered.  The small room that 

they found themselves in was covered in multi-coloured lanterns.  The 

light was steady and unflickering, and created a mystical glow of 

magical mist that seemed to roam and undulate around the dark wood 

furniture.  A weighty looking desk was positioned at the room's centre.  

Behind it, with his back to them, sat a red haired, red cloaked, wise 

looking man.  He was gazing out of the large round window.  The lights 

of the main street could be seen stretching off into the distance. 

 "Welcome to my chamber of inter-dimensional knowledge." The 

wise man said with calm confidence.  "Ask what you wish and be 

mesmerized by the immeasurable complexity of my expansive, superior 

intellect."  He turned to face his two visitors.  When he saw them, his 

eyes widened noticeably. 
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 "Fuck!  Lawrence!" He shouted, getting to his feet and knocking 

over a potted Nugget weed.  "Err…   I mean greetings, Lawrence.   And 

Martha." 

 "Your name be Lawrence!" Martha said, looking at her evil 

captor.  "It doesn't suit you." 

 Lawrence, the evil cloaked figure, ignored Martha and aimed his 

gun at the wise man's head.  "How do you know my name?" 

 The wise man quickly put on a pointed, gold braided hat and 

some thickly-lensed spectacles.  Now he looked even wiser, if a little 

unsure.  "Err...  I have unrestricted access to the spiritual freeways of 

information that wander the ethereal regions beneath the warm, vacuous 

voids of enlightened awareness." 

 "Is that so?" 

 "Yes it is."  The wise man continued.  "My mind simply hauled 

your name from the incorporeal zone, forcing it to materialise within the 

temporal matter designation centre of my super-conscious perception 

domain."  The wise man pulled his chair over to the desk and sat down.  

Confident calm had returned to him. 

 Lawrence stared at the wise man with a expression of severe 

suspicion.  "Really?" he asked. 

 "Absolutely!" The wise man replied. 

 Lawrence continued to stare at him.  "You look familiar." 

 "Of course I do." The wise man said.  "The essence of my 

congenial vibes enters the life-force of all who encounter me.  Your 

subconscious trans-universal neural interconnections have become 

instantaneously and thoroughly accustomed to my virtuous presence." 

 "Cut the bullshit!" Lawrence screamed.  He fired at the wall next 

to the window, blowing a gaping hole through to the outside.  "The next 

shot will fry your throat." 

 The wise man remained calm.  "How can I be of assistance?" 

 Martha decided to speak.  "Lawrence be wantin' to leave this 

planet." 

 "Very interesting." The wise man said, rubbing his chin.  "And 

very difficult." 

 "Tell me how!" Lawrence yelled. 

 "I'm afraid that there are no spaceports or spacecraft on Mud-

Paq." 

 "I know that!" 

 "Then you know that you can't leave.  Why ask me?" 

 Lawrence pressed the barrel of his gun onto the wise man's 

forehead. 

 "You claim to be a wise man.  Tell me or lose your superior 

intellect." 
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 A look of thoughtfulness filled the wise man's face.  "There is one 

possible way." 

 Lawrence pulled back the gun, leaving a round indentation on the 

wise man's forehead.  "How?" 

 "Deep within the dense forests of the Phargrah Plateau high in the 

western region of the Mumph-Scuttle Mountains lives a mystical herd 

of creatures known as Warphs." 

 "What has that got to do with my wanting to leave this dung 

heap?" 

 "Warphs have a unique ability to fly out of the atmosphere and 

enter sub-space." 

 An expression of excessive annoyance appeared on Lawrence's 

face.  "That is total crap!" He bellowed, preparing to pull the trigger. 

 Martha's observant nature had noticed that the situation was about 

to turn bad.  She decided to help out the wise man. 

 "It be true!" She said.  "I remember hearin' about the Warph 

legend when I be a child." 

 "It is no legend."  The wise man said.  "On my numerous 

excursions into the wilderness, I have often seen them accelerating into 

orbit." 

 Lawrence was reaching breaking point.  He could not believe 

what he was hearing.  "Enough!" He shrieked.  "Both of you are full of 

shit and are about to die!" 

 "Calm yourself." The wise man said.  "Kill me and you will never 

leave this planet.  You will also turn me into an apparition of puissant 

aptitude.  I will possess your living essence and transmogrify you into a 

low paid drainage labourer." 

 Lawrence fell silent.  "Prove to me that Warphs exist and you 

shall live." he said finally. 

 "That will be no problem," the wise man said, "but it will require 

a four day journey through rough and dangerous lands." 

 "Sort it out!" Lawrence shouted. 

 "Indeed I will." The wise man said, getting out of his chair.  "We 

shall leave at sunrise." 

 Lawrence scowled.  "We will leave right now!" 

 The gun had been placed on the wise man's forehead once again. 

 "Very well."  The wise man pulled a lever on the wall behind his 

desk.  A low hum emanated from above. 

 "What are you doing?" Lawrence asked with extreme suspicion. 

 "This releases the locking mechanism on the stable doors at the 

base of my tower.  That is where I keep my baby grunk and carriage."  

The wise man walked around the desk.  "I'm afraid that it's the fastest 

mode of transport that I have." 
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 "If that lever unlocks your stable down below," Lawrence asked, 

"why does it make a sound above us?" 

 "Power transfer."  The wise man said quickly.  "Nothing to 

concern yourself with." 

 Lawrence motioned towards the door with his gun.  "Let's go." 

 The wise man, Martha, and Lawrence left the wise man’s 

mystical room and headed down the tower’s staircase. 

5 Titillatingly Resplendent Bread Products  

The Blenheim, dark and threatening, cruised like a shadow away from 

the desert planet. 

 

 

Panman noisily stuffed the last slice of the maple syrup and banana 

fudge cake into his mouth.  He moaned with satisfaction, and then 

swallowed hard. 

 "That tasted fantastic!" He said to Justin who was standing, 

motionless, behind him. 

 "Thank you." The cyborg said.  Emotion was totally absent from 

his voice. 

 "It was a great idea of mine to send you to the Amino Baking 

Academy, don't you think?" 

 Justin's synthetic neural network within his quad-memetic parallel 

mind matrix array formulated a reply.  "I would have rather enrolled at 

the Amino Death Squadron Training Centre." 

 "I know," Panman said,  "but the death squadron are a newly 

formed, elite battle force, created as a blood-thirsty, carnage-craving 

team of fearless warriors, ready to serve the top bounty hunters 

whenever necessary.  They need agile young humanoids with lightning 

reflexes and highly tuned killing instincts." 

 "I am aware of those facts." Justin said. 

 "Then why did you even contemplate applying?" Panman asked.  

"You are not agile or humanoid, your reflexes could never be described 

as lightning, you have no instincts, let alone highly tuned killing 

instincts, and you're virtually devoid of all biological constituents." 

 "There is always a chance." Justin said, his positive attitude sub-

routine kicking in. 

 "It's good to be optimistic about your chances," Panman said with 

inordinate insight,  "but it is possible to over do it." 
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 "I believe I would have qualified." 

 "I'm afraid that you wouldn't." 

 "I think that I would have." 

 "Don't argue with me." Panman said assertively.  "Anyway, you 

should be proud of yourself.  You left the baking academy with full 

honours and the 'Most Consistently Accurate Egg Beater' award." 

 The cyborg was silent and still. 

 "You'd better go and recharge." Panman said. 

 Justin turned and clanked off the bridge. 

 Peter the Ace was staring at the main view-screen.  The desert 

planet that they had recently left was entirely blanketed by a dense cloud 

of acutely radioactive dust. 

 "I had no idea that a pummel projection system set on overload 

could cause total global destruction." He said.  "And in only twenty 

minutes!" 

 "Awesome isn't it!" Panman said, sighing with pride. 

 "Maybe we have overdone it this time." 

 "No way!" Panman turned to face his companion.  "Remember 

how we decided that inadvertently destroying that city and its twelve 

million inhabitants would eventually save many times that amount of 

lives around the galaxy?" 

 "yes." 

 "Well, now that we've killed off the rest of the planet's population 

of four hundred million, all of whom were likely to be involved in some 

sort criminal activity, just think of the amount of lives that we will have 

saved now!" 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace said proudly, the sudden realisation of 

what Panman had said hitting him like an attacking mould mutant.  "We 

could have saved millions upon millions!"  He was very impressed with 

Panman's astonishing foresight. 

 Panman changed the subject.  "We should decide what we are 

going to do now." 

 "Indeed." Peter the Ace agreed.  "We should return to the Palace 

of Amino.  We haven't been home for almost a year." 

 "Yeah.  We deserve a break.  We've successfully completed 

seven unimaginably intricate and precarious missions in a row.  A 

bounty hunter record I think." 

 "Absolutely!  Our hero status will be incredible!" 

 "It already is." 

 "True." 

 Panman spoke to the ship.  "Blenheim?  Plot a course back to the 

Palace of Amino.  Put it on the main view-screen." 

 "PLOTTING…" Came the digital reply. 
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 "Whoa!" Panman exclaimed, gazing at the three-dimensional star 

map that had appeared before him.  "We've come quite a distance!" 

 "Indeed." Peter the Ace said.  "Blenheim?  Tell me our distance 

from the palace and the journey time to reach it at maximum sub-space 

velocity." 

 "CURRENT DISTANCE FROM THE PALACE OF AMINO: 

4752.25 LIGHT YEARS.  JOURNEY TIME TO THE PALACE OF 

AMINO AT MAXIMUM SUB-SPACE VELOCITY: 22 DAYS, 3 

HOURS, 12 MINUTES." 

 "That's a hell of a journey!" Panman said. 

 "Yes," Peter the Ace said, "and we're on the tip of one of the 

galaxy's spiral arms.  The space that we have to traverse contains very 

little in the way of stopping off points." 

 Panman spoke to the ship.  "Blenheim?  Name all of the places of 

interest along the projected journey path." 

 "THERE ARE TWO PLACES OF INTEREST ALONG THE 

PROJECTED JOURNEY PATH: 1.  THE THIRD MOON OF THE 

PLANET YE'EST.  IT IS COVERED ALMOST ENTIRELY IN 

WHEAT FIELDS." 

 "What's interesting about that?" Panman interrupted, amazed at 

the computer's seemingly boring selection. 

 "THE NORTH POLAR REGION CONTAINS SIX 

RESTAURANT COMPLEXES THAT CLAIM TO SERVE 'THE 

MOST TITILLATINGLY RESPLENDENT BREAD PRODUCTS 

EVER BAKED'." 

 "Cool!" Panman exclaimed.  "Do they serve garlic bread?" 

 "YES." 

 "Excellent!"  Panman's stomach was starting to rumble. 

 "What's the second place of interest?" Peter the Ace asked. 

 "THE SECOND PLACE OF INTEREST IS A KEN KASINO 

GAMBLING STATION, A FIVE KILOMETRE LONG MOBILE 

CASINO.  IT IS CURRENTLY TRAVELLING AT SUB-LIGHT 

SPEED AT A CLOSE PARALLEL TO THE JOURNEY PATH." 

 The two bounty hunters looked at each other. 

 "Gambling is cool!" Peter the Ace said. 

 "Eating is cooler!" Panman said. 

 "You can eat at the casino." 

 "I know that," Panman said, "but they don't serve the most 

titillatingly resplendent bread products ever baked." 

 "They'll serve bread." Peter the Ace pointed out.  "And it'll taste 

just as good." 
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 Panman shook his head.  "Blenheim?" He asked.  "Does the Ken 

Kasino Gambling Station serve bread that tastes just as good as the 

bread made on the third moon of the planet Ye'Est?" 

 "PROBABLY NOT." 

 "And can the casino's bread products claim to be the most 

titillatingly resplendent ever made?" 

 "PROBABLY NOT." 

 "There you are!" Panman said, turning to Peter the Ace.  "I rest 

my case." 

 "You put forward a very solid and convincing argument." Peter 

the Ace said.  "And I must admit, I'm interested in seeing just how good 

this bread is." 

 "Cool! beyond belief!" Panman said excitedly. 

 "Blenheim?" Peter the Ace asked.  "How far and how long to the 

bread world?" 

 "CURRENT DISTANCE TO THE THIRD MOON OF THE 

PLANET YE'EST: 306.34 LIGHT YEARS.  JOURNEY TIME TO 

THE THIRD MOON OF THE PLANET YE'EST AT MAXIMUM 

SUB-SPACE VELOCITY: 1 DAY, 10 HOURS, 15 MINUTES." 

 "Wow!" Panman said.  "So close!" 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace said.  "To the moon of bread!"  He 

dexterously operated his command console.  The ship's powerful sub-

space engines thundered to life.  The Blenheim folded away from the 

desert planet's system, leaving the once thriving world of depravity and 

brutality entirely devoid of sentient activity. 

6 Folds of Flab 

"It be very chilly!" Martha said, stating the obvious once again. 

 "Shut up, bitch!" Lawrence shouted from the back of the carriage.  

"Say one more obvious fact and I'll truncate your arms." 

 Martha wondered what truncate meant.  She decided that she did 

not want to know. 

 "Calm yourselves." The wise man said.  He was sitting to 

Martha's left.   He turned his head to look at Lawrence.  "It will be a 

lengthy and laborious journey, let's try and get along with each other, 

shall we?" 

 Lawrence frowned wickedly.  "Don't push me, wise bastard!" 

 The wise man simply smiled and returned his gaze to the front.  

He yanked at the reigns and slapped them downwards causing the baby 
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grunk that was pulling them to groan and lurch forwards.  Although 

only six months old, the grunk was already almost three metres in height 

and four tons in weight.  Its powerful legs enabled it to pull the small 

carriage with great ease and speed. 

 The carriage itself was about four metres in length and made of 

thick wooden planks tied together by resin-toughened vines.  Its arched 

cover was made of leather stretched over an iron-wire frame.  At each 

corner was a large spoked wheel. 

 "We be farther from the village than I've ever been." Martha said.  

She could see the snow-capped Mumph-Scuttle Mountains far ahead of 

them, the early morning sun causing their peaks to glow a gentle shade 

of amber. 

 "We've been travelling for almost eight hours," the wise man said.  

"We must have covered about fifty kilometres." 

 "Go faster!" Lawrence ordered. 

 "We mustn't wear out the grunk." The wise man said.  "It may 

look outlandishly strong but it needs care and attention." 

 "I'm in charge!" Lawrence shouted.  "What I say happens!"  He 

aimed his gun and fired.  A searing blast of red energy passed over the 

grunk’s head and vaporised part of a tree at the road side.  Sparks and 

flames scattered all over.  The grunk wailed with fright and began to run.  

The carriage shuddered violently as it was hauled at high speed along 

the uneven track. 

 The wise man attempted to slow the bolting animal down.  "That 

was quite a foolish thing to do." He said in a composed manner as he 

pulled back on the reigns. 

 "I be scared!" Martha shouted, gripping onto the hand rails at the 

side of the front seats.  She could feel the vibrations of the carriage 

passing through her folds of flab.  "Maybe we die!" 

 "We'll be fine once I slow us down." 

 "Do not slow us down." Lawrence said, placing the gun in the 

nape of the wise man's neck. 

 "We might shake apart if we don't!" 

 "I'll dismember you in a lingering fashion if we do!" 

 "Whatever you say." The wise man said dropping the reigns. 

 "What are you doing?" Lawrence asked. 

 "I need to sleep." The wise man said.  He crawled to the back of 

the shaking carriage and lay down under a tarpaulin. 

 "Get back up front!" Lawrence screamed. 

 "There's no point.  The grunk will keep running until it dies of 

exhaustion." 

 Martha scrambled into the back.  "I be tired too." She said. 
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 "Insolence on a grand scale!" Lawrence bellowed.  He aimed his 

gun at Martha. 

 "Please, no!" She pleaded. 

 The wise man sat up quickly.  "Kill her and I'll never tell you how 

to use a Warph!" 

 Lawrence looked at him.  There was an uneasy pause.  It was 

obvious that the evil cloaked man was thinking the situation over.  "I 

order you both to sleep." he said finally.   

 Martha relaxed and crawled over to the wise man.  "May I sleep 

with you?" 

 A look of disgust appeared on the wise man's face.  It quickly 

vanished.  "Of course, my dear." He said.  They both covered 

themselves up with the tarpaulin. 

 Martha felt safe now that she was under cover with the wise man.  

There was an eerie glow of dark green under the tarpaulin as light 

filtered through its fabric. 

 "You be a nice man." She whispered to him. 

 The wise man wasn't listening.  He fiddled inside his robe and 

pulled out a small object.  A single red light flashed on its surface. 

 "What be that?" Martha asked. 

 "Be fuckin' quiet!" He said.  He thought for a moment.  "I mean, 

please be quiet." 

 The wise man seemed different.  "Wise men shouldn't be rude!" 

She mumbled. 

 "I'm not a wise man!" He said, continuing to fiddle with the 

object. 

 "What are you them?" 

 "I can't say.  Now shut the fuck up! Lawrence may hear you." 

 The object bleeped twice.  The wise man placed it back inside his 

robe. 

 "Tell me who you are or I be tellin' Lawrence of you!" 

 "That would not be advisable." 

 Martha stared at him, waiting for an answer. 

 "Okay." The wise man said finally.  "All I can say is that I am not 

of your world." 

 "You be a space man like Lawrence!" 

 "Yes, but he is evil beyond comprehension.  I am here to protect 

you." 

 "What be that thing that you have in your robe?" 

 "It’s our way out of this mess." 

 "How?" 

 "Never fuckin' mind.  Don't say anything to Lawrence.  He must 

continue to believe that I am a wise man." 



Bounty Hunters of the Palace of Amino 

Book Two:  Rise of the Dough Monster 

 www.palaceofamino.com 

32 

 "I be wantin' him to leave." She said.  "Once he be ridin' a Warph 

off Mud-Paq I be happy." 

 "Warphs are not real, you fat fuckin' idiot!" the wise man said. 

 "But you said..." 

 "I read about them in one of your village's books.  It's a fuckin' 

fable, nothing more." 

 "But Lawrence thinks that..." 

 "He must continue to believe that they exist.  Right?" 

 "Okay." 

 "Now, one thing that I didn't lie about was that I was fuckin' tired.  

Let's sleep."  The wise man put his head down and closed his eyes. 

 Martha was stunned by what she had just heard.  What a strange 

turn her life had taken.  Was this excitement and danger a better way to 

live than the insipid existence of a belch-berry cultivator?  A difficult 

question to answer.  On that thought, she quickly joined the wise man in 

the land of slumber. 

 

 

A spine chilling moan, a skin-rippling grinding of teeth and a deafening 

crunch woke Martha. 

 She pushed back the tarpaulin and sat up sharply.  It took a few 

seconds for her eyes to become accustomed to the bright, midday sun.  

The temperature was warm now, a beautiful spring day, and a radical 

change from the frigid night air that had gnawed her to the bone.   

 The carriage had come to a complete stop within a deep ravine at 

the foot of the Mumph-Scuttle Mountains.  After many hours of high 

speed travel along a twisting, rock-strewn road, the absence of rattling 

and rumbling seemed almost overwhelming.  A flock of strange, multi-

coloured birds flew high overhead, tweeting gently. 

 "That lumbering beast is dead!" Lawrence exclaimed. 

 Martha moved to the front of the carriage.  "Poor thing." She said.  

"It be only trying to help us." 

 "How can you feel sympathy for such a moronic piece of 

primeval dung?" Lawrence asked.  He pointed his gun at the deceased 

grunk and fired.  A red beam of potent energy slammed into the 

creature's hairy hide.  The hair was vaporised instantly in a cloud of 

black smoke.  The skin, however, remained intact. 

 "What?!" He screamed.  He fired again.  The same thing 

happened. 

 "Leave it be!" Martha said in a distraught manner. 

 Lawrence let off a few more shots.  Although blackened, the 

grunk's hide was unbroken. 
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 "You'll never cut through it." The wise man said, sitting up.  "It's 

a well known fact that a grunk's hide is impenetrable." 

 Lawrence tried a few more times then gave up.  "Bastard beast of 

a bastard mother beast!" He shouted. 

 The wise man looked around.  "That grunk lasted longer than I 

expected." he said.  "We must have travelled almost another hundred 

kilometres." 

 "How far now?" Lawrence asked, pointing the gun at the wise 

man. 

 "We're actually about half way there." The wise man said.  "But 

the rest of the way is the most torturous.  We will have to summon up 

the incomprehensible subconscious entities that swirl and whirl within 

our intangible intellects if we are to endure the vileness of the 

impending precarious trek." 

 Lawrence could not believe the nonsense he was hearing. 

"Subconscious entities?  Intangible intellects?  Vileness?" He screamed.  

"Complete shit upon shit!" 

 "I am wise and all-knowing."  The wise man said.  "You 

obviously haven't realised that yet." 

 "And you obviously haven't realised the immensely thin thread 

that your life is hanging on." Lawrence said viciously.  "It may break at 

any moment." 

 "I do realise that actually.  That is why I make sure that I don't 

provoke you into doing anything stupid." 

 "Nothing that I ever do is stupid!" Lawrence bellowed, punching 

a hole into the carriage's cover.  His voice reverberated through the 

ravine. 

 "Stop fightin'." Martha said.  "We should be movin' on." 

 "Martha is right."  The wise man said.  He leapt off the back of 

the carriage and grabbed a couple of small bags.  "You should both 

carry as much as you can." 

 Martha rolled off the carriage, dragging some baggage with her. 

 "You two will carry everything that we need." Lawrence said.  "I 

will carry nothing."  He jumped down to the ground. 

 The wise man and Martha, fully loaded with bags and provisions, 

headed off up the track.   

 Lawrence followed a few metres behind.  "How long will it take 

us now?" 

 "Well," the wise man replied,  "at walking speed it will probably 

take more than a week." 

 "A week is too long!" Lawrence shrieked insanely. 

 "If you hadn't run the grunk into the ground it would have only 

taken us three days." 
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 "Silence!" Lawrence bellowed.  He fired his gun at one of the 

ravine's cliff walls.  An explosion sent several tons of rocks crashing 

down onto the trees that lined the road. 

 "Very constructive." The wise man said, watching a cloud of dust 

expand around the fallen boulders. 

 "You be harmin' my planet!" Martha said. 

 Lawrence seethed with fury.  "Both of you will remain 

completely silent from now on.  One noise from either of you and I'll 

grill one of your appendages." 

 Martha wondered what appendages were.  She decided that now 

was not the time to ask. 

7 Dark-Skinned Female Humanoids 

With awe-inspiring precision, the Blenheim emerged from the inter-

dimensional confines of sub-space.  A bright red glow was ejected 

forwards as its retro-engines fired a ten second burst of deceleration 

particles. 

 

 

Peter the Ace and Panman watched as the turquoise disk of the giant gas 

planet Ye'Est filled the main view-screen.  Four members of its six 

moon system could easily be seen. 

 "Looks nice." Panman said, trying to ignore the ache of hunger 

within his belly. 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace agreed.  "I'm ashamed that I never knew 

this place existed." 

 Panman nodded.  "Me too." 

 "Blenheim?" Peter the Ace said.  "Put us in a non-standard 

ellipsoid orbit around the third moon." 

 "AFFIRMATIVE."  

 The ship's sub-light thrusters automatically and accurately guided 

the stunning vessel swiftly towards the yellow tinted target moon, the 

colouring obviously caused by the millions of acres of wheat fields 

spread across its surface.   

 "NON-STANDARD ELLIPSOID ORBIT ACHIEVED." 

 "Excellent!" Peter the Ace said.  He operated the communicator.  

"This is the star ship Blenheim.  Request permission to land and feast 

upon your titillatingly resplendent bread products." 
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 "This is Ye'Est three flight controller Foxtrot-Alpha-Tango-

Sierra-Omega-Delta." Came the static-filled reply.  "Permission 

denied." 

 "Bastards!"  Panman shouted, leaping out of his seat.  "Prepare 

for total devastation!"  He energised the Blenheim's advanced weapons 

systems. 

 "Calm yourself!" Peter the Ace said with complex assertiveness. 

 Panman stopped his demented arming of the ship's nuclear 

arsenal.  "Sorry." he said sitting back down.  "I'm afraid my stomach 

achieved temporary control of my mind." 

 "If you say so." 

 "It did!" 

 "If you hadn't forced yourself to fast for the last twenty hours, you 

could have avoided that unprofessional outburst of fallacious emotion." 

 "True, but I wanted my gut to have the maximum space available 

for the bread." 

 "I've never known you not to have enough space."  Peter the Ace 

turned his attention back to the flight controller.  "Why did you deny us 

permission to land?" 

 "We deny all large star ships permission to land.  To maximize 

the available space for wheat farming and bread manufacture, all visitors 

must arrive on small shuttles.  We have no landing room for a ship of 

your dimensions." 

 "We have a shuttle." Peter the Ace said proudly.  "It's one of the 

most marvellous shuttles ever constructed!" 

 "Then permission to land is granted." 

 "Whoa!" Panman screamed. 

 The flight controller continued.  "You may land on pad twelve, 

Level nine, at the Dick Burton Feasting Tower.  Engage approach 

vector one.  Flight controller Foxtrot-Alpha-Tango-Sierra-Omega-

Delta out." 

 "No problem." Peter the Ace said, deactivating the 

communication systems. 

 Panman leapt out of his seat.  "To Baby Blenheim!" he shouted. 

 

 

Ten minutes later, the Baby Blenheim was speeding low over the moon's 

wheat fields with refined accuracy.  Auto-flight was engaged, and 

cruise-control was set at a rather sedate six hundred and forty kilometres 

per hour, the maximum allowed at this level. 

 The Baby Blenheim was quite small, only ten metres in length, 

and looked like a smaller, stubbier version of its mother ship.  Its most 

distinctive features were a large, two metre, domed view-port on its 
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front side, and a semi-concealed quad-barrelled pulse cannon on its 

under side. 

 

  

"There it is!" Peter the Ace said, pointing towards the giant edifice that 

was now clearly visible through the bowl-like front view-port. 

 Panman consulted the on-line Ye'Est information service.  

"Whoa!" He said excitedly, gazing at his view-screen.  "It says here that 

the Dick Burton Feasting Tower is a two kilometre high collection of 

over three thousand inspiring and thought provoking bread restaurants, 

capable of seating more than four hundred thousand people at any one 

time!" 

 "Excellent!" Peter the Ace said.   

 With great prowess, he switched the shuttle over to manual 

control and directed it along the digital flight path that appeared on the 

holographic heads-up display.  Flying by hand was much more fun than 

using the auto pilot. 

 The tower now filled the view ahead.  Hundreds of small craft 

flitted in and out of its multi-level landing bays.  External glass elevators 

zipped up and down the tower with breath-taking speed. 

 "This is going to be so cool!" Panman said with delight. 

 "Absolutely!" Peter the Ace agreed. 

 The communicator bleeped. 

 "Yes?" Peter the Ace said. 

 "This is flight controller Foxtrot-Alpha-Tango-Sierra-Omega-

Delta." 

 "Hello flight controller.  What do you want?" 

 "Why are you flying on manual?" 

 "I like flying on manual." 

 "It's against regulations.  Our auto-direct flight path system must 

be used." 

 "Don't worry."  Peter the Ace said in calm, assertive tones.  "I am 

a most excellent pilot!" 

 "That is irrelevant.  Switch back to auto otherwise your 

permission to land will be retracted." 

 "Do as he says!" Panman said anxiously, his stomach rumbled 

audibly.  "I can't last much longer!" 

 Peter the Ace noted his companion's distress.  He engaged auto-

flight. 

 "Thank you." the flight controller said in a self-important manner.  

"Flight controller Foxtrot-Alpha-Tango-Sierra-Omega-Delta out." 
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 "If I ever meet that flight controller," Peter the Ace said, “I'm 

going to cauterise his tongue into non-existence, and then replace it with 

an indefinitely preserved high fibre bap!" 

 "Baps!" Panman said, drooling.  "Tasty." 

 

 

The Baby Blenheim was guided into a landing bay on the lower south 

side of the tower. 

 

 

“Welcome to the Dick Burton Feasting Tower." A green headed, 

tentacle armed creature said as the two bounty hunters left the Baby 

Blenheim's port side hatch. 

 "Thank you." Peter the Ace said. 

 "Where do you wish gorge yourselves?" The creature asked. 

 "In your best, most exclusive restaurant of course!" Panman said 

impatiently, gripping his mid-section. 

 "Ahh yes!" The tentacled guy said.  "That would be Mister 

Burton's Private Gluttony Stronghold on level five hundred and fifty 

five, right at the top." 

 "Sounds perfect!" Peter the Ace said. 

 "It's outrageously expensive!" The creature said.  "Most visitors 

can't even afford the entrance fee." 

 "No problem!"  Peter the Ace said, flashing his Trans-Galactic 

Bank of Excessive Amounts gold card in front of the tentacle creature’s 

eyes.  It was accepted in over six trillion establishments’ galaxy wide. 

 The creature smiled broadly.  "Very nice indeed!  This way 

please." 

 The two bounty hunters followed the creature to the landing bay 

exit.  A glass elevator glided up to their position and whooshed open. 

 "This will take you all the way up." The green guy said.  "Enjoy 

and eat loads!" 

 "Of course we'll eat loads!" Panman said angrily.  Extreme 

hunger shortened his temper to minuscule levels. 

 Peter the Ace and Panman entered the elevator.  It closed and 

began its rapid ascent.  Panman was too preoccupied with his hunger 

pangs to notice the expansive view of wheat fields that could be seen 

through the elevator's clear panelling.  He was breathing heavily. 

 "Not long now, my friend." Peter the Ace said. 

 "Bread!" Panman gurgled. 

 The elevator stopped, two thousand metres above the moon's 

cultivated surface.  Another green faced, tentacle armed creature greeted 

them.  "Welcome to Mister Burton's Private Gluttony Stronghold." 
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 "There is no time to waste." Peter the Ace said.  "My friend is 

desperate.  We need a table for two.  Now!" 

 "Yes sir!  This way." 

 The two bounty hunters were lead into a relatively small but 

richly decorated room.  One wall was made completely of glass, giving 

breath taking views. 

 "Please sit here." The green creature said. 

 Peter the Ace took his seat in a sumptuously upholstered chair.  

Panman struggled into his.  "I can't last much longer!" he exclaimed. 

 "Waiter." Peter the Ace said seriously.  "Bring ten kilos of 

titillatingly resplendent garlic bread now!" 

 "Yes sir!"  The creature said.  It scurried away. 

 Panman looked pale and sick. 

 "Hold on, buddy." Peter the Ace said.  "Nourishment is on its 

way." 

 Three of tentacled dudes appeared, each carrying a large tray of 

bread.  Before the food was even placed on the table, Panman had begun 

to eat. 

 And eat.  And eat.   

 Peter the Ace could not keep up with the noisy chomping, 

guzzling and gulping of his companion.  The other restaurant patrons 

watched in awe and envy as Panman effortlessly stuffed kilo after kilo 

down his throat as though it were his sole purpose in life.  It was a sight 

never before seen outside of the Palace of Amino's inner sanctums.  The 

people that witnessed this miraculous happening were privileged 

beyond belief. 

 Panman was, indeed, an eating machine! 

 

 

It took more than one hour, and thirty kilograms of garlic bread, onions, 

cheese rolls, and wholemeal toast to satisfy Panman's voracious appetite.  

He sat back and patted his gut.  "Outstanding!" 

 Peter the Ace, who had only managed to eat just over a quarter of 

the amount that Panman had eaten, agreed.  "Indeed it was!" 

 "Hey waiter?" Panman said, shouting across the room. 

 The green waiter approached.  "Yes, sir?" 

 "Your glorious bread products have saved my life!" 

 "I'm glad to hear that, sir." 

 "Could you get Dick Burton, the owner of this tower, to come to 

our table?  I would like to thank him personally." 

 "Mister Burton does not visit tables." 

 "Why?" 

 "It is beneath him." 
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 "Really?" 

 "Yes." 

 "Then we'll visit him!" Peter the Ace interjected. 

 "Great idea!" Panman said.  "Take us to him, please." 

 "Do you have an appointment?" 

 "Of course not!" 

 "Then I'm afraid I can't take you to him." 

 "Then we'll make an appointment!" Peter the Ace said assertively, 

getting to his feet.   

 The power of the first-class bounty hunter’s massively muscled 

physique sent ripples of fear shuddering through the tentacle armed 

waiter.  "You can't." it said quietly, shivering. 

 "Why?" 

 "Mister Burton doesn't see anyone by appointment." 

 Panman was rapidly loosing his patience.  "You said the only way 

to see him was to make an appointment.  Now you're saying that he 

doesn't take appointments!" 

 "Yes." The waiter whimpered. 

 Panman stood.  "Is that beneath him too?" 

 "Yes." The green guy snivelled.  Mucus dribbled from its nostrils. 

 "You're an incompetent, jabbering snot drizzler!" 

 "Calm yourself Panman." Peter the Ace said.  "Waiter?" 

 "Yes?" 

 "Do you know who we are?" 

 "No." 

 "We are bounty hunters of the Palace of Amino!" 

 The waiter gasped in adoration.  It dropped to its knees. "Please 

forgive me!" It pleaded. 

 "There's no need for that kind of idolisation." Peter the Ace said.  

"Get to your feet, little fellow." 

 The waiter got up off the floor.  "I must thank you." It said.  

"Many decades ago, my home planet of Dunk, deep within the heart of 

the Languid-Death-Throb-Pillager sector, six light years into the Gouge-

En-Smear Enforcer's small but heavily armoured xenophobic empire, 

was under a blinding onslaught by bizarre, rancorous, serpent-like 

brutes from the central no-go areas of the Profanite System."  The waiter 

started jumping with joy.  "Bounty hunters from your palace came and 

massacred the invading forces, saving my race from total extinction.  

Without their intervention, my grandparents would have perished and I 

would never have been born!"  It dropped to its knees and waved its 

tentacles above his head.  "You saved me!" It shrieked. 

 Peter the Ace looked at Panman.  "I don't remember taking part in 

that conflict." 
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 "We didn't." Panman said.  "We were on a much more important 

mission.  I think the Superior Beings sent a couple of hundred trainees 

to Dunk for some target practice." 

 "Oh yes." Peter the Ace said.  "I think I remember now." 

 The green waiter shrieked one again.  "You saved me!" 

 "It was no problem." Panman said.  "Now stand up and shut up." 

 The waiter did as it was told. 

 A tumultuous round of applause erupted from the restaurant's 

patrons.  Peter the Ace and Panman revelled in the adoration. 

 After about twenty seconds, a voice spoke.  "Please be silent!" 

 The applause ceased. 

 "Who said that?" Panman asked. 

 "It was Mister Burton!" The waiter replied. 

 "Waiter?" The voice said. 

 "Yes, Mister Burton sir?" 

 "I wish to speak with our two bounty hunter guests.  Please escort 

them to my office." 

 "Yes Mister Burton sir!"  It turned to the Peter the Ace and 

Panman.  "My saviours, please do me the extraordinary honour of 

following me up to Mister Burton's grand office." 

 "Lead the way, little menial guy!" Peter the Ace said. 

 The two bounty hunters followed the tentacled waiter out of the 

restaurant to the resounding cheers of the other guests. 

 

 

The large, leather padded double doors to Dick Burton's office were 

guarded by two minimally dressed, well toned, well armed, dark-

skinned female humanoids. 

 "Interesting." Peter the Ace said quietly. 

 "Absolutely!" Panman agreed. 

 The tentacled waiter spoke.  "We are here to see Mister Burton.  

These two men are bounty hunters of the Palace of Amino!" 

 The two alluring females looked at Peter the Ace and Panman. 

 "Oh yes!" One of them said, losing control.  She was visibly 

affected by their presence. 

 "Relax." Peter the Ace said to her.  "There is no need to react that 

way.  Although, it is understandable." 

 She moaned with ecstasy, and then sank to her knees.  The other 

female had also adopted a kneeling position.  She was caressing herself 

around her breasts and panting heavily. 

 The doors swung open. 

 "We'd better go." Panman said.  "Before these two die of 

pleasure." 
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 Peter the Ace nodded. 

 The two bounty hunters followed the waiter into the office.  It 

was huge, made almost entirely of toughened glass, and was the highest 

habitable point within the tower.  The only part of the tower that was 

higher that this lavish office was a two hundred metre communications 

mast that could be seen through the skylight, rising up towards the 

sparse cloud cover that was scattered across the morning sky. 

 "Welcome!" 

 A man, tall and thin, and wearing a white shirt, blue waistcoat, 

and red trousers, was standing by an ornate looking bar at the far end of 

the office. 

 "I am Dick Burton.  Come over and join me for a few glasses of 

outrageously expensive wine." 

 "Sounds good, Dick!" Panman said. 

 Peter the Ace and Panman walked over to the bar.  The green 

waiter followed. 

 "Waiter?" Dick said sharply. 

 The waiter stopped walking.  "Yes, Mister Burton sir?" 

 "Get back to work!" 

 The tentacled waiter nodded and quickly left. 

 Dick handed Panman and Peter the Ace a drink. 

 "Thank you." Peter the Ace said. 

 Panman spoke.  "I must also thank you for the superb meal that 

I've just had." 

 "It's a pleasure to have two galactic heroes eating within my 

tower."  Dick said.  "I should thank you."  A serious look suddenly 

appeared on his face. 

 "You seem troubled." Peter the Ace said with acute perception. 

 Dick brushed his hand through his dark hair, disturbing the long 

quiff that hung down the right side of his face.  He walked over to the 

east facing window and stared out over the wheat fields far below.  His 

face was illuminated by the rising, orange sun. 

 "I have a problem." he said finally.  "A problem which could end 

up destroying this entire moon." 

 "Sounds serious!" Peter the Ace said, sipping on his glass of wine. 

 Dick continued.  "I had thought that all was lost and was 

preparing to leave when I accidentally overheard your conversation with 

one of my waiters." 

 Peter the Ace felt a slight wave of suspicion washing over him.  

"Do you often invade the privacy of your restaurant's customers?" 

 "Yes." Dick replied.  He turned to face his visitors and smiled.  

"But only in my private gluttony stronghold.  The wealthiest and most 

influential people of this sector often come here.  I have every table 
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bugged!"  Another look of seriousness appeared on Dick's face.  "When 

I heard that you two were bounty hunters, I just had to speak to you." 

 His voice became deep.  "You are my only hope." 

 "Are we?" Panman whispered back. 

 "Yes."  Dick whispered, even quieter than before. 

8 Undomesticated Australopithecines 

Early evening sun bathed the snow-capped peaks of the Mumph-Scuttle 

Mountains in a mellow shade of orange light.  The warmth of the day 

was dissipating rapidly. 

 

 

"Don't provoke them." The wise man said quietly. 

 A tribe of hairy, leather clad savages stood before them, drooling 

and snorting. 

 Lawrence was becoming impatient. "I could wipe them out." 

He said, waving his gun in their direction. 

 The wise man shook his head.  "Shoot one of them and the rest 

will beat you into a small wet mound of indistinct bio-mass before you'd 

get the chance to fire another shot." 

 A look of extreme fury appeared on Lawrence's face.  "My aim is 

impeccable!" He screamed. 

 The savages stared at Lawrence and grumbled. 

 "We should try to reason with them." The wise man said. 

 "They will only understand the blistering burn of a fusion blast!" 

 The wise man ignored him and took a step forwards.  The 

savages started wailing and jumping wildly. 

 Martha took a couple of steps backwards.  "They be annoyed!" 

 "Yes." The wise man said.  "We must calm them."  He raised his 

left hand as a sign of peace.  "We are your friends.  We will not harm 

you." 

 A look of disbelief filled Lawrence's face. "What kind of 

inane bullshit is that?" He yelled.  "They can't understand a word that 

you're saying!" 

 The savages continued to wail and jump. 

 "Of course they can't!" The wise man said. "But they may 

understand my gestures." 

 "You're right." 
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 The wise man was startled for a second.  "I'm glad that we finally 

agree on something." 

 "Of course I agree.  Gestures are the only thing that primeval 

neanderthals have a hope of comprehending."  Lawrence aimed his 

fusion pistol.  "And this," he said in a deep, gritty voice,  "is my 

gesture!"   

 He fired.   

 A sizzling red beam of super-heated particles passed through the 

skull of the nearest savage, vaporising its minimal brain.  A millisecond 

later, its head exploded, showering its companions with shattered bone 

and shredded, bloodied skin. 

 A couple of seconds of still deathly silence ensued as the headless 

body of the unfortunate savage twitched, and then slumped to the floor.  

Pints of rich red blood gushed out onto the dirt of the road. 

 The wise man clapped slowly. "Well done.  That has to be one of 

the most foolish things I've ever seen." 

 The savages began to scream and moan in an exceedingly 

threatening manner. 

 "I am not foolish!" Lawrence yelled, his face turning red with 

rage.  The dark cloaked evil guy began to leap up and down in a highly 

hysterical fashion.  He fired wildly into the crowd of primitives.  

Scorched flesh and bone scattered all over the place as nuclear beams of 

potent force cut into the savages' bodies.   

 The howls of pain that resounded through the cold air sickened 

Martha.  She watched with horror as life after life was cruelly and 

sadistically terminated. 

 The savages began to charge. "Dargha! Dargha!" They 

chanted as they stumbled over an incredible amount of severed body 

parts and made their way towards the three travellers. 

 Lawrence continued to fire inanely. "I can slaughter them all!" 

He screamed. 

 "There are too many of them!" The wise man said.  "We must 

move back!" 

 The wise man dropped his bags and grabbed Martha.  She 

dropped her bags as she was dragged down the road. 

 "Retreat, you insane fucker!" The wise man shouted at Lawrence.  

"Err…  I mean retreat, you insane person." 

 Lawrence was laughing frantically.  He ignored the wise man's 

advice. "Die, undomesticated Australopithecines!" He bellowed, firing 

madly.  Limbs and exuded organs flew through the air. 

 Martha and the wise man watched from a distance as Lawrence 

continued his single-handed massacre.  He could not keep it up for 

much longer.  He must have killed more than a hundred but there were 
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at least three hundred more, and they were surrounding him, and 

drooling profusely. 

 "Maybe they kill him and we be free!" Martha said hopefully. 

 "Lawrence is unlikely to be defeated that fuckin' easily." The 

wise man said.  "But let's keep our fingers crossed, shall we!" 

 Lawrence was in trouble.  The overwhelming number of savages 

was closing in on him, and his fusion pistol's power was beginning to 

fade. "Bastard weapon!" 

 Surely he was done for. 

 An incredibly deep throaty roar echoed through the valley.  The 

savages halted their advance and listened.  The roar was heard once 

again. 

 "Barghar!  Barghar!" The savages screamed.  They began to run 

in all directions. 

 A large creature, more than seven metres tall and almost twenty 

metres in length, smashed its way out of the trees and stomped heavily 

into the crowd of yelling savages.  It proceeded to sit on as many of 

them as it could, splatting up to twelve at a time. 

 Martha watched the ensuing carnage with shock. 

 "It be a grunk!" she exclaimed. 

 The wise man looked on with interest. "An interesting turn of 

events." 

 Lawrence seemed extremely delighted with the appearance of the 

giant beast. "The monsters of nature are assisting me!" He screamed.  

"They are obligated to protect and serve my ultimate cause!" 

 The wise man watched Lawrence rant and rave.   "His ego is a 

major fuckin' problem!" 

 Martha nodded.  "Everythin' about him be a major problem!" 

 The grunk continued to sit on as many of the savages as it could.  

There were very few of them left, and those that were left had 

completely forgotten about the travellers.  They ran back into the forests 

from where they had first appeared. 

 A huge roar of satisfaction emanated from the grunk.  It stopped 

its backside bloodshed and looked around at its handy work.  Lowering 

its enormous head, it sniffed at the flattened remains of the savages.  A 

tongue the size of several men shovelled the bloodied corpses into its 

gaping mouth.  The grunk chomped loudly, mashing its teeth together 

with tremendous force.  Solid bone was crushed to powder and tough 

cartilage was shredded and torn like paper. 

 Lawrence walked proudly over to Martha and the wise man.

 "With the help of one of my giant animal disciples I have 

destroyed the entire tribe of fetorous hominids!" 
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 The wise man was annoyed.  "That grunk is not one of your 

disciples! You're insane." 

 "No!" Lawrence screamed.  "You're insane!"  He pointed the gun 

at the wise man's face.  "You, and that fat stumpy bitch!  You're also 

supreme cowards, too!" 

 "Yes." The wise man said.  "I guess that we are." 

 "I'm glad that you agree with me." 

 The wise man looked at the grunk.  "We should move on while 

it's occupied."  He walked over some charred remains to where their 

bags where lying.  Martha followed.  They both picked up the supplies. 

 "Let's move!" Lawrence said. 

 They walked quietly around the feeding grunk.  It took no notice 

as it noisily munched its way through the mass of pulverised hominids. 

 Martha gazed at the gigantic beast as they passed by.  She had 

never been this close to an adult grunk before and she certainly did not 

want to get this close again.  She noticed that its enormous, blood-

stained buttocks were tensing and relaxing slowly.  "I be wonderin' what 

the evolutionary purpose of such a monumental animal be?" Martha said. 

 Lawrence seemed to know the answer.  "To serve me in my quest 

for galactic supremacy!" 

 The wise man looked at the evil cloaked man.  "I think that 

you've been seriously misinformed." 

 "I am well informed!" Lawrence retorted powerfully.  "Brutes of 

nature bow down and serve my sordid, unscrupulous needs whenever I 

wish!" 

 "Be quiet!" Martha said, scared that the grunk would hear 

Lawrence's nonsense and sit on them.  She felt the hard sting of metal 

slam into her neck.  She winced and yelped with pain. 

 "Never order me to do anything!" Lawrence shrieked.  Blood 

vessels on his temples had started to throb.  He was stressed and hyper-

tense. 

 Martha rubbed the point where the end of the fusion pistol had hit 

her.  She decided not to provoke the evil dude any more and returned 

her attention to the mammoth creature that was feasting less than thirty 

metres away.  The muscles of its entire body seemed to be tensing and 

relaxing now.  It looked very strange. 

 The grunk raised its head and let loose one of the most 

thunderous roars ever heard in the history of the known universe. 

 Martha screamed and grabbed the wise man.  He reluctantly 

allowed her to hold on to him.  "It knows we be here and it be wantin' to 

kill us!" She whimpered. 

 "I don't think it's seen us." The wise man said.  He thought for a 

moment.  "It sounds like it’s in pain!" 
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 The grunk’s body seemed to be involved in a rapid set of 

convulsions.  It emitted yet another ear-splitting roar. 

 And then it moaned. 

 Martha, the wise man, and Lawrence watched as a ripple of 

contractions swept through the creature's whole musculature.   

 "It's going to defecate!" Lawrence said. 

 In quick succession, four large, purple and slimy lumps were 

ejected from the grunk.  They landed with a tremendous thud on the 

road's surface.  The grunk breathed heavily for a few seconds, and then 

returned to its meal. 

 Martha stared at the excrement.  "Grunk dung ain't never been 

that colour before!" She said, confused. 

 The dung began to move. 

 "Demonic faeces!" Martha yelled.  "They be wantin' to suck on 

our souls!" 

 The wise man spoke.  "I don't think so." 

 The four purple lumps had sprouted legs and had begun to 

wander aimlessly around.  They started to lick the slime from each 

others bodies. 

 "They're baby grunks." the wise man said. 

 Lawrence was delighted.  "Witness the power of my control over 

nature!" 

 "What are you waffling about now?" The wise man asked. 

 "I commanded the beast to give birth, and it did!" 

 "You're completely deranged!" The wise man said.  "A minute 

ago you thought it was having a shit!" 

 "Silence!" Lawrence screamed, waving his pistol in the wise 

man's face. 

 The four babies were still wandering around.  Their mother 

seemed completely oblivious to them. 

 A look of thoughtfulness had filled Lawrence's face.  He smiled 

wickedly, and then spoke.  "The babies will be our transport." He said.  

"We'll ride them to our destination." 

 The wise man looked at him.  "I hope you're joking." 

 "Never!" 

 "I guess next that you're going to tell us that you intended for 

these babies to be born for the sole purpose of providing us with a 

means of conveyance." 

 "Of course!"  Lawrence pointed at the miniature grunks.  "Bring 

three of them here now.  We'll train them, and then ride them through 

the night." 

 Martha protested.  "Their mother will be angry and devour us!"  

 "Go now!" Lawrence bellowed. 
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 Martha and the wise man made their way towards the four babies. 

 "Don't worry." The wise man said.  "It's written in you're village's 

'Book of Great Big Stomping Things', that grunks are completely self-

sufficient from birth and are therefore totally ignored by their mothers." 

 "Really?" 

 "Yes.  There is no need for alarm." 

 Lawrence yelled.  "Stop talking and do my bidding!" 

 Martha and the wise man reached the little grunks.   

 "How do we get them to go with us?" Martha asked. 

 "I'm not sure." The wise man replied.  "I guess we should just 

push the fuckers!" 

 Slowly, three of the babies were herded towards Lawrence.  It 

was getting dark.  Night would fall within the hour.  

 "You said that you be havin' a way out of this mess." Martha 

whispered, as they pushed the little grunks in the direction of the evil 

cloaked dude.  "When are you goin' to use it?" 

 "Shut the fuck up!" The wise man replied, scowling.  "Never talk 

about it any more.  If Lawrence were to hear you we'd be severely 

fucked!" 

 Martha noticed that the wise man, or whoever he was, used the 

word 'fuck' many times, but not usually in conversations with Lawrence.  

The questions 'What is a fuck?  Where would you find one?  How are 

they used?' filled her mind. 

 Maybe it was best that she didn't know. 

9 Puss 

"Where is this substance now?" Peter the Ace asked. 

 Dick Burton wandered over to a large, north facing window and 

pointed towards the horizon.  "There." He said.  "In one of my 

subterranean bakeries, about twenty kilometres from here." 

 "And it just keeps on rising?" 

 "Yes.  But as it rises it keeps the same density." 

 "It's mass is increasing?" 

 "Rapidly.  It seems to be devouring the bakery's grain stores at a 

phenomenal rate.  It can't be contained much longer.  The complex has 

been evacuated and sealed, but the pressure is building.  It will break out 

any time now." 

 "I see your problem." Peter the Ace said.  "Once it gets out, the 

whole moon's surface will become a giant feeding ground for it." 
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 "Right!" Dick said, facing the two bounty hunters.  "Our 

economy and atmosphere will be destroyed." 

 "That's bad." Panman said.  "People will become poor, then 

suffocate!". 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace agreed.  He looked at Dick.  "It was 

rather silly of you to do what you did, Dick." 

 "Yeah." Panman said.  "Developing a form of whole-wheat 

dough with a strong sense of ambition was a dumb idea.  It was pretty 

cool to try, though!" 

 "Yes." Peter the Ace said.  "We'll give you that!" 

 "Enough of the criticism." Dick said.  He walked over to his 

elaborately decorated desk and seated himself in his sumptuous, leather 

chair.  "Can you help me?" He said, pulling out a bottle of ancient 

German 'bier' from a small refrigerator. 

 "We can help anyone!" Peter the Ace announced proudly.  And 

we get enormous satisfaction from it.” 

 "Yeah!" Panman agreed.  "The process of creating carnage 

amongst the corrupt classes of the criminal community is very 

pleasing." 

 "What can you do?" Dick asked. 

 Peter the Ace thought for a second.  "We'll fly out to the bakery 

and check out the situation." 

 "Excellent idea!" Panman said.  "We'd better get to the Baby 

Blenheim." 

 "Indeed!" 

 Peter the Ace looked at Dick Burton who was sitting at his desk 

and gulping at the beer.  "We're off to sort out your problem.  Stay here.  

We'll be in touch." 

 "And don't drink too much." Panman added. 

 "Right!" Dick said, taking another swig. 

 The two bounty hunters walked out of Dick's office.  The sound 

of lustful moaning filled the air.  The two dark-skinned, well-toned 

humanoid females guarding the office entrance were sitting together on 

the floor, sweating heavily.  Panman looked at them curiously. 

 "What are your names?" He asked. 

 "Lisa." One of them whispered.  She arched her back and groaned 

quietly. 

 "Maggie." The other one said, stroking her genital region. 

 Peter the Ace watched them both with interest.  "This is an 

unusually strong response to our presence." 

 "Yeah." Panman agreed.  "Some reaction is inevitable but not like 

this, even for premier galactic heroes such as ourselves." 

 Maggie began panting heavily. 



Bounty Hunters of the Palace of Amino 

Book Two:  Rise of the Dough Monster 

 www.palaceofamino.com 

49 

 "Let's go." Peter the Ace said.  "I don't think they can take much 

more!" 

 

 

With the smooth efficiency of a soaring elephant eagle, the Baby 

Blenheim cruised high over the flaxen expanse of wheat that gently 

swayed in the mid-morning breeze.  Several giant machines tended and 

harvested the crops, cutting rigid symmetrical channels through the 

fields. 

 

 

"We're twenty kilometres from the bakery." Panman said, looking at his 

view-screen. 

 "Excellent!" Peter the Ace said.  "Deep-scan the structure." 

 Panman dexterously set up the scanner array and pressed a button 

marked 'Begin'. 

 Several data-screens flickered to life and displayed a detailed 

collection of three-dimensional, rotating, ray-traced graphical 

representations of the underground bakery. 

 "It's big!" Panman said seriously.  "And expanding, just as Dick 

said." 

 "How big?" 

 "It has a mass of over sixty thousand tonnes and is almost three 

hundred metres in length." 

 "Interesting."  Peter the Ace said.  He brought the Baby Blenheim 

to a halt directly over the baking complex, at a height of half a kilometre. 

 "There's an awesome amount of pressure on the bakery's ceiling." 

Panman said.  "It could break through any second!" 

 "Perplexing!" Peter the Ace said thoughtfully. 

 The communications panel bleeped furiously. 

 "Yeah?" Panman answered. 

 "It is I, Justin." Came the monotonal reply.  "Where are you?" 

 Panman muted the sound. 

 "Shit!" He said.  "We forgot to tell Justin that we were down 

here!" 

 "You're right!" Peter the Ace said.  "You'd better apologise to 

him." 

 Panman reactivated the sound.  "We came down to a restaurant 

for some bread." He said with a tone of convincing sincerity.  "Sorry we 

didn't invite you, but as you can't eat anyway it's no real loss, is it?" 

 There was a moment’s pause. 

 "That is logical." Justin responded. 

 There was another pause. 
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 "Well," Panman said.  "I'd love to talk but we're involved in some 

intense business at the moment..." 

 Justin interrupted.  "The Blenheim has intercepted a coded 

emergency transmission, Amino priority one." 

 "Really?" 

 "Yes." 

 "Play it to me." 

 "It is text only.  I will download it to you." 

 The message appeared on the Baby Blenheim's main view-screen. 

 "Whoa!" Panman said.  "Although it isn't signed, it's quite 

obvious who that's from!" 

 The message read as follows: 

 

 

  To:  The nearest available bounty hunters. 

 

  The fucker's back!  Here I am, doing some fuckin' 

  essential, but relatively laid back, covert 

  observations on this fuckin' stench collection of a  

  planet, when that fuckin' evil fucked up fucker 

  virtually lands in my fuckin' lap!  Our assumption 

  that he was dead was a bit premature to say the 

  fuckin' least! 

 

  I need help.  I've got this fuckin' fat, stumpy 

  bitch to take care of and can't attack the insane 

  fucker in case he fuckin' incinerates her, or 

  something. 

 

  I've activated the Morbid's Stealth-Follow (TM) 

  systems, so extreme fuckin' bloodshed can occur 

  the instant that the fuckin' obese woman is at a  

  safe distance from the fuckin' fucked up fucker of  

  a fuckin' hell fucker. 

 

  I eagerly await a fuckin' reply. 

 

 

"A message from Ross Mental!" Peter the Ace said.  "We haven't heard 

from him for almost two years." 

 "Yeah!" Panman said.  "He went off on some solo mission that 

was so secret; even we didn't know what it was." 
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 "Indeed." Peter the Ace said.  "And he's made a most heinous 

discovery!" 

 "Lawrence!" 

 "Absolutely." 

 Peter the Ace directed his voice to the Baby Blenheim.  "Tell me 

the origin of the message." 

 "THE MESSAGE ORIGINATED ON THE PLANET MUD-

PAQ, WITHIN THE BOG-STAR SECTOR." 

 "How far is it to Mud-Paq from here?" 

 "THE DISTANCE TO MUD-PAQ FROM THIS LOCATION IS 

452.1 LIGHT YEARS." 

 Panman's mental mathematical co-processor was activated.  

"That's only two days at maximum sub-space speed!" 

 "Indeed it is.  We must go to his assistance immediately!" 

 "Justin?" Panman said. 

 "Yes?" 

 "Send a message back to Ross Mental.  Tell him that Panman and 

Peter the Ace are on their way!" 

 "I obey." Justin said. 

 An ear-shattering crunch resonated through the shuttle. 

 "Something's hit us!" Panman shouted. 

 The Baby Blenheim was tumbling towards the ground.  Peter the 

Ace quickly regained control and piloted the shuttle back up to a higher 

altitude, dodging the thousands of tons of soil and concrete that was 

flying all around. 

 "Maybe we should deal with the current problem before we assist 

Ross Mental."  Peter the Ace said with complete calm. 

 "I think we should." Panman said.  "That dough monster is 

loose!" 

 An enormous, grey, globular mound was rolling rapidly away 

from a hole in the ground that was once the bakery, a huge opening in 

its body sucking up the surrounding wheat with unbelievable speed. 

 "It's heading for the Dick Burton Feasting Tower!" Panman 

announced, gazing at his projected trajectory screen. 

 "Panman?" Peter the Ace said with intense seriousness.  "Fire 

when ready." 

 Panman pressed every fire button that he could find. 

 The Baby Blenheim's quad-barrelled pulse cannon initiated a 

rapid-fire spread of white hot energy.  The dough monster's outer skin 

blistered and burst, spraying toxic puss in all directions. 

 "Die!" Panman shouted as he let loose another volley. 

 More toxic puss splattered into the air. 
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 "It's having very little effect." Peter the Ace said.  "It's still 

moving towards the tower and its still gaining mass!" 

 "What should we do?" Panman asked, firing once again. 

 "We need more fire power.  Only the Blenheim has it." 

 "Great idea." 

 Panman activated the communications panel. 

 "Justin!" 

 "Yes?" 

 "Fire all the Blenheim's energy weapons at the dough monster on 

my command." 

 "What dough monster?" 

 Panman was annoyed.  "The one that we're flying above of 

course!" 

 There was a slight pause. 

 "Weapons programmed." the cyborg said without feeling. 

 Peter the Ace guided the Baby Blenheim out of the line of fire. 

 "When your ready." he said to Panman. 

 "Justin?" Panman said. 

 "Yes?" 

 "Fire!" 

 Instantly, several continuous beams of blinding energy slammed 

into the dough monster.  It shuddered violently, ejecting boiling innards 

high into the atmosphere.  The beams continued their onslaught.  

Several thousand acres of the surrounding wheat fields were vaporised 

in the intense heat. 

 Panman looked at his data-screens. "It's not working!  The 

monster is gaining more mass than it's loosing." 

 "We need even more powerful weapons." Peter the Ace said. 

 "The Blenheim has even more powerful weapons, but they would 

also destroy Dick Burton's Tower." 

 "I don't think we have a choice."  Peter the Ace said.  He 

activated the communicator.  "Dick?" 

 Dick Burton replied quickly. 

 "What are you doing?" |He said anxiously.  "You're burning up 

my fields!" 

 "Forget about your fields.  Evacuate your tower immediately." 

 "Why?" 

 "Do as I say!" 

 "2o!" 

 "Do it!  You and your customers are in supreme danger!" 

 "Can't we leave it for a couple of hours?  I'll loose so much 

money!" 
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 Peter the Ace was becoming slightly annoyed.  "You must 

evacuate now." he said.  "The dough monster is resisting our maximum 

energy attack and is heading towards your tower.  It will reach you in 

less than thirty minutes." 

 "But ten percent of all takings are instantly transferred to my 

personal account at the precise moment a customer pays.  I make 

millions of credits per minute." 

 "If you don't leave now, you and your customers will perish in an 

unbelievably brutal manner." 

 "I'll share half of the profits with you." 

 "We are not motivated by wealth." Peter the Ace said sternly.  

"Do as I say or we will arrest you and charge you with disobedience." 

 "You can't arrest me!" 

 "Yes we can!" Panman shouted, joining in the conversation.  

"You will be taken to the Palace of Amino's Supreme High Court of 

Galactic Truth, Justice and Execution." 

 "Okay okay." Dick said reluctantly.  "I'll evacuate." 

 "Glad that you're seeing sense at last." 

 "Yeah, right!" 

 Dick closed the communication channel. 

 "Justin?" Panman said. 

 The soulless cyborg answered.  "Yes?" 

 "Keep firing on the dough monster.  Use controlled five second 

bursts at maximum output.  That should slow it down." 

 "Firing…" 

 Another intense spread of death sliced into the dough monster 

with outstanding force.  Puss and innards flew everywhere. 

 "Let's get back to the tower and assist in the evacuation."  Peter 

the Ace said. 

 "This is going to be great!" Panman exclaimed excitedly, as the 

Baby Blenheim thrusted south.  "I love the Blenheim's most powerful 

weapons!" 

 "Indeed." Peter the Ace agreed.  "They are spectacular to watch!" 

 The Baby Blenheim was tracking the dough monster on its main 

view-screen.  The mound of bread mix was rapidly devouring wheat, 

harvesting machinery, and field workers without any signs of remorse.  

The potent beams of carnage from the Blenheim were having little effect 

on its advance towards the tower. 

 Directly ahead, the Dick Burton Feasting Tower dominated the 

skyline.  Thousands of small shuttle craft were leaving its multi-level 

landing platforms and blasting up towards space.  Some of them 

collided in the panic, exploding like fireworks and causing havoc to 

those flying below. 
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 "The flight controller isn't doing his job very well." Panman said. 

 "Of course not." Peter the Ace said.  "He's an incompetent, 

arrogant wart muncher." 

 "yeah." Panman said in agreement.  "He's probably dying of a 

stress related condition as we speak!" 

 Peter the Ace pulled back on the flight stick, increasing the Baby 

Blenheim's altitude.  "We'll fly directly to Dick's office.  I want to make 

sure he's not up to anything devious." 

 "Good idea!"  Panman looked at the view-screen that was 

displaying an image of the dough monster.  "If I were a lesser being," he 

said calmly,  "I'd be very worried about what that bread beast has just 

done." 

 Peter the Ace looked at the view-screen.  The dough monster was 

transforming.  Instead of a shapeless mound, it had transmogrified itself 

into a fat humanoid shape.  Giant hands were scooping up acres of 

wheat and stuffing it into a gaping mouth.   

 "If I was an ordinary person, that would worry me too!" Peter the 

Ace said.  "What's its size now?" 

 Panman looked at one of the data-screens.  "It's over a kilometre 

in height!  Awesome!" 

 Another blast of energy from the orbiting Blenheim pounded the 

monster's head, causing it to detonate in a cloud of charred dough.  It 

swiftly grew a new one. 

 "It's less than ten kilometres from the tower."  Peter the Ace said.  

"I bet everyone can see it now.  They'll be terrified." 

 "Yeah." Panman said, looking at his companion.  "It's a good job 

we were here!" 

 Panman looked back at the main view-screen. 

 "Oh dear!" he said. 

 "What's wrong?" Peter the Ace asked. 

 "Look!" 

 "Peter the Ace looked at the screen. "I see what you mean!" 

 Using its two gigantic new legs, the dough monster had begun to 

jog towards the tower.  The ground shuddered under its incredible 

weight as it stamped and crushed machinery and personnel. 

 Panman performed some complex mathematical reasoning within 

his digital mental augmentation systems.  "It'll be at the tower in less 

than ten minutes!" 

 The Baby Blenheim soared over the tower's pinnacle and 

descended towards its roof. 

 "Once again," Peter the Ace proclaimed.  "The lives of millions 

rest in our hands!" 
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10 Purple Dungarees 

Martha tried to bury herself into the thick fur on the baby grunk's back.  

Although the creature was generating a great deal of heat, it didn't do 

much good against the icy midnight air.  Also, the repugnant stench that 

was wafting up from its sweaty hide was becoming unbearable.  Martha 

sat up and took a few deep breaths.  The grunk's smell cleared from her 

lungs.  The nauseous sensation within her stomach quickly subsided.  "I 

be so uncomfy!" She exclaimed quietly, looking to her right.  They were 

high up a mountain pass now.  Far in the valley below, a long, winding 

river glistened in the pale moonlight. 

 A deep voice spoke from behind.  "Quiet, grease bitch!" 

 Martha looked round.  Immediately behind was the wise man, 

asleep on his grunk.  Behind him was Lawrence.  He was standing on 

his grunk, and pointing his fusion pistol at her. 

 "I be cold." She said. 

 Lawrence screamed.  "Shut up!" 

 "We should stop and light a fire." 

 "Do as I say!" 

 Lawrence stamped his feet hard onto the grunk's back.  It groaned 

with annoyance. 

 The wise man sat up.  "Will you be quiet!" He said to Lawrence.  

"I'm trying to fuckin' sleep!" 

 "Do not tell me what to do!" Lawrence shrieked insanely.  "I give 

the orders.  You obey!" 

 "We should do what Martha says, and stop and light a fire." 

 "I will not do what that lard canister tells me to!" 

 "Then why don't you order us to stop and light a fire?" 

 Lawrence fell silent for a few seconds.  A look of deep 

thoughtfulness appeared to fill his face.  "Yes."  He said with 

heinous authority.  "We will stop and light a fire." 

 After five minutes of struggling, Martha, the wise man, and 

Lawrence managed to persuade their grunks to stop at the road side. 

 The wise man spoke to Lawrence as they dismounted.  "I thought 

you said that all creatures are your disciples and obey your commands?" 

 "I did!" Lawrence replied proudly. 

 "Then why did it take us so long to persuade these beasts to 

stop?" 

 Lawrence lost his temper instantly.  "Because this is where I 

wanted them to stop!" 

 "Of course it was." 
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 A fusion pistol was suddenly resting between the wise man’s eyes. 

 "Be silent." Lawrence whispered. 

 Martha decided to dilute the situation.  "We should start gatherin' 

wood for a fire." 

 "Yes." The wise man said.  "Great idea, Martha." 

 Lawrence shouted.  "Do it now!"  

 The wise man bowed.  "As you wish, oh master of shit." 

 Lawrence kicked the wise man hard in the face.  The wise man 

fell backwards and crashed on to the hard rock ground, almost falling 

off the barely visible ridge, and into the valley, many hundreds of 

metres below.  He sat up.  "Nice kick, Lawrence.  Well done!" 

 Martha was worried for her friend's safety. 

 "Let's gather wood!" she said anxiously. 

 "Forget the wood." Lawrence said.  He turned and fired at a 

nearby tree.  Although his gun was running low on power, it still ignited 

the tree with ease.  Within seconds, it was entirely ablaze and producing 

heat of a most welcome nature. 

 Martha, the wise man, and Lawrence sat around the tall flames.  

Martha felt much better.  Even the baby grunks, who had initially been 

startled by the sudden bright fire, had moved closer to indulge in its 

warmth. 

 "We will eat, then sleep." Lawrence ordered. 

 The wise man opened one of the bags and pulled out three dried 

vegetable sticks and a tub of belch-berry paste.  "Eat away!" He said, 

opening the tub.  He dipped a vegetable stick into the paste, and then 

took a bite.  "Hmmm.  Delicious!" 

 Martha did the same.  Lawrence followed. 

 The grunks munched on some nearby weeds.  Up until the age of 

three years, grunks usually remained herbivores and were quite docile 

and friendly.  After three years, they rapidly changed into ferocious 

carnivores.  Captive grunks were usually released at this age.  Not only 

because they started to eat their owners, but also because of their 

mammoth size and odour. 

 The wise man finished his food.  "Right, I'm going to sleep now.  

Please refrain from arguing."  He lay down, using a bag as a pillow. 

 Lawrence pointed at Martha.  "Sleep!" 

 Martha said nothing and placed her head on the wise man's bag.  

She felt less afraid when she was close to him, and knew that he would 

keep her safe.  Her eyes closed.  Reality faded gently away.... 
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 Martha awoke abruptly, sat up, and looked around.  Dense, grey 

fog swirled everywhere.  She took a breath of cool air.  The beautiful 

scent of morning flower spores filled her nostrils.  "That be nice!" 

 A small rodent like creature, furry and cute, scurried up to her and 

sniffed at her feet, its tiny nose twitching vigorously. 

 "That be so sweet!" She said. 

 The little rodent squeaked, and then scampered away into the mist. 

 "I be lucky!" Martha said, smiling.  "First I be greeted by a lovely 

smell.  Then I be greeted by an adorable little animal.  It be a wonderful 

welcome to a new day!"  Martha felt happy, happier than she had felt for 

several days.  Something cold and sweaty grabbed the back of her neck 

and squeezed tightly. 

 "Got you, bitch!" Whispered a voice into her ear. 

 An extreme sensation of shock and fear quivered erratically 

through Martha’s soul.  Before she could scream, a hand had covered 

her mouth. 

 "I'm gonna strip you bare!" The voice said, this time louder and 

more gravelly. 

 An intense pain pinched at her shoulder, and then quickly 

travelled down to her ample buttocks, accompanied by the sound of 

ripping clothes.  She moaned and writhed in agony.  A warm and wet 

sensation spread across her back. 

 Martha’s blood-laced purple dungarees were torn from her fat 

body leaving her wearing only very skimpy under garments.  She was 

pushed to the ground.  She looked up, yelling in torment as dirt entered 

her back wound.   

 Lawrence was standing over her.  He was brandishing a large 

bladed knife.  "You're almost butt naked, fishwife!" 

 Martha scrambled away from him, leaving a trail of blood as she 

did so.  "Please leave me alone!" she cried, tears of terror and despair 

welling in her eyes. 

 Lawrence leapt forwards and brought the knife slashing down, 

amputating Martha's left foot.  The little woman howled, and then 

kicked hard with her other leg, smacking Lawrence hard on the nose.  

He fell back. 

 Martha struggled heavily and clumsily to her remaining foot.  

Lawrence was groaning, obviously stunned.  She began to hobble away, 

her gushing stump causing her considerable suffering.  Her large, 

bulbous breasts bounced awkwardly, her gut undulated wildly, and her 

enormous thighs wobbled drastically. 

 "where are you running to, stump bubble?" 

 Martha tried to run faster but she could not.  She was breathing 

heavily, her strength was failing.  She dropped to her knees.  "I be too 
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fat!" she said, her chest heaving.  She looked around.  Lawrence had 

caught up with her and was smiling unevenly.  Blood covered his 

fiendish face. 

 Lawrence shouted.  "Mastectomy time!" 

 Before Martha had the chance to wonder what mastectomy meant, 

she found out. 

 Lawrence lunged forward and hacked at Martha's chest.  She 

yelped loudly, and then looked down at her severed breast, resting on 

the ground in a pool of rich, oxygenated blood.   

 Lawrence pushed her down and sat on her, straddling her wide 

waist.  He laughed inanely.   

 Martha felt faint.  Her perceptions of the world - the fog, the cool 

morning air, the hard stony ground, Lawrence - were fading fast. 

 Lawrence screamed.  "Don't just lay there!" 

 Everything was blurred. Sound was muffled. 

 "Move bitch!" 

 Martha thought that she felt a slap on her face, but wasn't sure. 

 Blackness prevailed. 

 

 

"Get conscious, chubby!" 

 Martha noticed that her cheeks were stinging.  

 "wake up, wide load!" 

 She felt another powerful slap and opened her eyes.  Lawrence 

was squatting on her gut. 

 "About time!" He shouted. 

 "Leave my breasts alone!" She said, terrified. 

 Lawrence jumped to his feet with a look of total revulsion.  "I 

have never had, and never will have, any interest in your jumbo 

breasts!" He said.  "Get to your feet!" 

 Martha sat up.  She was clothed again!  She started to feel herself.  

They were both there, and in one piece! 

 Lawrence stared at her. "Stop feeling yourself and get on your 

grunk, now!" 

 Martha got to her feet.  She'd been sweating profusely and felt 

very damp.  She looked at Lawrence with suspicion. 

 "What?" Lawrence yelled. 

 "Have you a knife?" She asked nervously. 

 "I have a fusion pistol!" He answered.  "Isn't that enough?" 

 Martha sighed with relief.  "That be enough." 

 The wise man had already mounted his animal.  "It's a wonderful 

warm, sunny morning." He said cheerfully.  "Let's get going shall we!" 

 Martha and Lawrence mounted their grunks. 
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 "How long now?" Lawrence asked. 

 "At least two days." the wise man said.  "Probably three." 

 Lawrence had a look of extreme annoyance on his face, but said 

nothing more.   

 The three grunks and their riders continued up the treacherous 

mountain pass. 

11 A large Quiff of Dark Hair 

"Get a move on, Dick!" Panman shouted. 

 Dick continued to tap at his office's data console.  "I must transfer 

my wealth off this world!" He said. 

 Panman pointed to the window.  "Look!  It's almost here.  You 

have less than three minutes!" 

 The computer bleeped. 

 "All done." Dick announced.  He glanced in the direction that 

Panman was pointing.  "Bloody hell!" He exclaimed. 

 The monumental dough monster could be clearly seen stomping 

heavily towards his tower.  The vibrations of its giant steps shuddered 

through the floor. 

 Dick walked over to the large, multi-paned window. 

 "What have I created?" He said putting his hands over his face. 

 "A dough monster!" Panman said. 

 Dick turned.  The emotions of outrage and despondency swirled 

within his eyes.  "It was a rhetorical question!" He screamed. 

 "No need to get upset." Panman said.  "You'd better get to your 

shuttle." 

 "I don't have a shuttle." Dick said.  "But I have a luxury cruiser in 

a hanger at the base of this tower." 

 "Really?" 

 "Yes.  Its three hundred metres long and has a crew of ten, ready 

and waiting to serve my every wish!" 

 "Very impressive, but it's too far.  You'll have to come with Peter 

the Ace and I in the Baby Blenheim." 

 "My cruiser is worth one billion credits!" 

 "You'll come with us!" Panman ordered.  He picked up a basket 

of bread sticks and meat paste that was conveniently resting on the desk.  

"This will come with us too!" 
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 Dick walked over to a cabinet, opened it, and took out a gleaming, 

highly polished, golden guitar.  "Then so will this." He said.  "It's my 

most treasured possession." 

 "Okay." Panman said.  "Now get to the ship!" 

 "Can we come?" 

 Panman looked in the direction of the sensual, captivating voice.  

Lisa and Maggie were standing by the office's entrance, breathing 

heavily. 

 He smiled.  "Of course!" 

 "Yes!" They said in unison. 

 Panman watched as the two well-toned, dark-skinned female 

humanoids bounded up the marble staircase that led to the roof.  Their 

tight fitting green leotards left little to the imagination. 

 The monstrous pile of dough was less than half a kilometre away. 

 "Go Dick!" Panman shouted. 

 Dick ran up the stairs, closely followed by Panman. 

 "My baking empire is doomed!" Dick cried as he ran out onto the 

expansive glass roof.  Strong gusts of wind blasted across its surface. 

 "Don't worry," Panman said.  "A man of your business acumen 

will rebuild in no time!" 

 The tower began to shake and shudder furiously.  Crunching and 

tearing sounds could be heard.  Then there was a mighty roar. 

 Dick Burton and Panman reached the Baby Blenheim and raced 

inside.  The Hatch closed behind them.  Except for the panting and 

moaning of Lisa and Maggie, all was quiet.  The shuttle's advanced 

Poly-Digital Sound Proofing (Copyright Amino Internal Noise 

Reduction Systems Inc.) cut out nearly all external sound. 

 Peter the Ace was sitting up front.  Panman took his position next 

to him. "Status, Ace?" 

 "You just made it in time." Peter the Ace answered, guiding the 

Baby Blenheim up and away from the tower.  "That dough monster of 

Dick’s is hugging the base of the building and squeezing hard!" 

 "Whoa!" Panman said.  The whole scene was displayed on the 

main view-screen.  Masonry, glass, steel, bread, and restaurant staff 

were flying into the air and plummeting to the ground.  "Dick.  Come 

here!" 

 Dick joined the two bounty hunters at the front of the shuttle. 

 "Isn't that a spectacular sight!" Panman said, pointing at the 

images of death and destruction. 

 Dick sighed, and then dropped to the floor, resting against the 

shuttle's deep carpeted side panelling.  A tear rolled down his face, half 

of which was obscured by a large quiff of dark hair.  He sighed once 

more, and then grabbed his guitar.  "My poor tower!" He said quietly as 
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he started to strum some minor chords.  "Fade away..." He groaned.  

"Fade away..." 

 Panman had been watching Dick.  He turned to face Peter the 

Ace.  "He's taking this in a less than heroic fashion." 

 "Indeed." Peter the Ace said.  "It's not surprising.  He doesn't have 

our superior will and determination to overcome even the most 

unbelievable and overwhelming problems." 

 "True." 

 The dough monster's attack on the tower was reaching a 

conclusion. 

 "That's a strong lump of dough!" Panman said.  Watching the 

monster's act of brutal destruction made him hungry.  He grabbed three 

bread sticks from the basket, dipped them in the meat paste, and then 

stuffed them into his mouth.  "Hmmm!" 

 Peter the Ace had started to feel hungry too.  "Pass me one of 

those!" He said, taking the Baby Blenheim out of the bread moon's 

atmosphere. 

 Panman handed him one.  Peter the Ace eagerly munched away. 

 "Have a snack Dick." Panman said.  "It'll cheer you up."  He 

threw him some bread.  Dick ignored it. 

 "Fade away..." The former bread restaurant king groaned, 

plucking at the bottom 'E' string of his guitar.  "Fade away..." 

 Panman looked at Lisa and Maggie.  They were sitting at the 

back of the shuttle on its extravagant, red leather sofa. 

 "Have some bread sticks!" He shouted, throwing two towards the 

female humanoids. 

 "Oh yes!" Lisa said, gasping as she caught one of the sticks. 

 "Feed me!" Maggie panted, licking her lips slowly and 

deliciously as the other stick landed in her hands. 

 Panman turned and faced the main view-screen.  The Dick 

Burton Feasting Tower was falling to the ground.  It was an awesome 

spectacle.  The dough monster was punching and eating the huge lumps 

of debris that were smashing into the surrounding wheat fields. 

 "Cool!" he exclaimed. 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace agreed.  "I'm recording this marvellous 

event so that we can show it to the others when we eventually get back 

to the Palace of Amino.  It's not often that you see a massive restaurant 

complex pulverized and eaten by a sentient mass of unbaked bread 

mixture!" 

 "True!" Panman said.  He looked into the food basket.  No more 

bread sticks!  Resourceful as ever, he forgot about the bread and went 

straight for the paste.  Scooping up a large handful, he stuffed it down 

and swallowed powerfully. 
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 "The eating machine is relentless!" Peter the Ace said, smiling at 

Panman. 

 Panman nodded and placed another handful into his mouth. 

 The Baby Blenheim had reached high orbit.  Peter the Ace locked 

the little ship’s navigational tracking systems on to the Blenheim, which 

could be seen several kilometres ahead.  Formidable energy blasts were 

clearly visible emanating from its weapons and burning their way down 

to the dough monster below.  Peter the Ace activated the communicator.  

"Justin?" 

 "Yes?" 

 "We'll be docking in six minutes.  Power up the 'Last Resort’ 

weapons array and prime all systems for firing." 

 "All systems?" 

 "That's what I said.  We can't take any chances!" 

 "I obey." 

 The communicator was deactivated. 

 Panman laughed.  "Were gonna really kick some jumbo ass this 

time!" 

 "Absolutely!" Peter the Ace agreed.  "But we must show 

restraint." 

 "Yeah.  We don't want to do more damage to the moon than 

necessary." 

 Breathless moaning filled the air. 

 Peter the Ace and Panman looked around.  Expressions of 

astonishment spread across their faces.  Lisa and Maggie were writhing 

on their backs on the shuttle's floor, groaning and panting.  They had 

slipped out of their leotards and were completely naked. 

 Panman looked at Peter the Ace.  "I didn't realise that bread sticks 

were so versatile!" 

 

  

Peter the Ace and Panman stepped out of the Baby Blenheim and on to 

the smooth, polished floor of the Blenheim's shuttle bay.   

 Justin was there to meet them.  "Last resort weapons array primed 

as ordered." The cyborg announced. 

 Peter the Ace nodded.  "Excellent." 

 Justin continued.  "The dough monster is eating wheat again." 

 "How big is it now?" 

 "It is approaching three point six kilometres in height." 

 "Whoa!" Panman said. 

 "Whoa indeed!" Peter the Ace said.  "We must get to the bridge 

and deal with it immediately." 
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 Lisa and Maggie, sweaty and out of breath, emerged from the 

shuttle.  They had put their leotards back on and were smiling broadly. 

 "But first," Peter the Ace said, looking at the two female 

humanoids,  "I'd better get those two to the guest quarters.  Panman, I'll 

see you on the bridge." 

 Panman nodded. 

 Peter the Ace, Lisa, and Maggie left the shuttle bay. 

 Twang.  Twang  "Fade away..."  Twing. 

 Panman poked his head inside the Baby Blenheim. 

 "Dick?" 

 "What?" 

 "Stop sulking and come with me!" 

 Dick got to his feet and walked through the shuttle's hatch, 

dragging his guitar behind him.  It bounced and kerranged across the 

floor in a most annoying fashion. 

 "Justin?" Panman said above the noise. 

 "Yes?" 

 "There's a lot of bread lying around inside the back of the Baby 

Blenheim.  Be a good machine and clean it up, would you?" 

 "I obey." 

 Panman and Dick headed for the bridge. 

 

 

"INDUCERS ON-LINE." The Blenheim's computer announced.  

"DESIGNATED TARGET: DOUGH MONSTER...  TRACKING..." 

 "Great work, Blenheim!" Panman said from his weapons 

console's chair.  "Lock on the 'Brilliant, Ruthless, and Ultimately 

TerminAL missile." 

 "B.R.U.T.A.L. MISSILE LOCKED.  AWAITING LAUNCH 

AUTHORIZATION." 

 The B.R.U.T.A.L. missile was developed two years ago by the 

emotionally suppressed scientists at the Palace of Amino's Strangely 

Designed and Incomprehensibly Destructive Death Laboratory.  

Because of its power, it has never been tested.  The Blenheim was the 

only star ship equipped with such a weapon. 

 Peter the Ace leapt onto the bridge and performed a double back 

flip over Dick into his command chair.  He looked at the main view-

screen.  "Wow!" he said excitedly. 

 "I know." Panman said.  "That dough thing is over fifteen 

kilometres tall and rising." 

 Dick's guitar twinged.  "And the leaves fall down...  From the 

trees.  Ser sa sa..." 
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 Peter the Ace turned and looked at the fallen bread restaurant 

king.  "Please keep quiet."  He said.  "There's a good man."  He turned 

his attention back to the main view-screen.  "What's our status?" 

 "The B.R.U.T.A.L. missile is charged and locked.  All we need to 

do is authorize the launch." 

 "Let's do it!" 

 Peter the Ace and Panman placed their hands onto a recognition 

plate on their relative control consoles. 

 "Blenheim?" Panman said.  "I authorize B.R.U.T.A.L. launch." 

 "HAND PRINT RECOGNIZED AS 'PANMAN', BOUNTY 

HUNTER OF UNPARALLED STRENGTH AND APPETITE.  

VOCALISE CODE." 

 "One.  Two.  Three.  Four.  Five.  Six.  Two thousand, three 

hundred and seventy eight." 

 "CODE CORRECT.  SECOND HAND PRINT RECOGNIZED 

AS 'PETER THE ACE', BOUNTY HUNTER OF MUSCULAR 

PERFECTION AND LIGHTNING DEXTERITY.  VOCALISE 

CODE." 

 "One.  Two.  Three.  Four.  Five.  Six.  Two thousand, three 

hundred and ninety seven." 

 "CODE INCORRECT.  LAUNCH UNAUTHORIZED." 

 "Sorry!" Peter the Ace said.  "I mean one.  Two.  Three.  Four.  

Five.  Six.  Two thousand, three hundred and seventy nine." 

 "CODE CORRECT.  LAUNCH AUTHORIZED.  AWAITING 

LAUNCH COMMAND." 

 Dick's guitar kerringed.  "So close...  Your eyes..." 

 "Be quiet, Dick." Peter the Ace said.  "Depressing songs will not 

help our situation!" 

 "The dough monster's twenty kilometres tall!" Panman said.  

"Let's launch!" 

 "After three." Peter the Ace said. 

 "Okay." 

 "One...  Two...  Three!" 

 The two bounty hunters slammed their palms down onto their 

recognition plates.  "Launch now!" They shouted in unison. 

 Immediately, a subtle, yet deeply resonant rumbling cascaded 

through the Blenheim's interior. 

 "B.R.U.T.A.L. MISSILE ENGINE INJECTORS TRIGGERED." 

The ship's computer announced.  "ENGAGING DRIVE SYSTEMS." 

 A completely unsubtle, piercing whoosh reverberated through the 

ship. 

 "B.R.U.T.A.L. MISSILE LAUNCHED." 
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 The main view-screen showed the track of the six metre long, 

twinky shaped death device as it powered its way down to the moon's 

surface. 

 Panman and Peter the Ace looked at each other. 

 "That was a cool launch!" Panman said. 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace agreed.  "In fact, it was probably the 

coolest launch of a missile ever made!" 

 "IMPACT WITH TARGET IN FIVE SECONDS." 

 Peter the Ace and Panman returned their gaze to the main view-

screen.  The dough monster, now more than thirty kilometres in height, 

was staring at the object that was racing towards it.  The expression on 

its face seemed to suggest curiosity, or a headache.  With slow, 

lumbering swings of its monstrous arms, it tried, without any success, to 

grab the missile.  The dough monster watched as the missile impacted 

on the surface between its legs. 

 For exactly three tenths of a second, nothing happened. 

 Then.... 

 A brief flash of intense white light was followed by one of the 

most awesome sights ever witnessed.  A thirty two kilometre wide 

column of blazing destruction rose up and out of the bread moon's 

atmosphere.  On its tip, the dough monster, writhing and burning, was 

being thrust out into space at a phenomenal rate. 

 "Whoa!" Panman screamed with profound pleasure. 

 "Absolutely fantastic!" Peter the Ace said with excitement.  

"Look at that mutant fly!" 

 The view-screen provided a marvellous panning shot as the 

gigantic dough monster flew by.  With its innards boiling away, it 

exploded. 

 "Several hundred thousand tons of dough heading our way!" 

Panman said. 

 Peter the Ace responded.  "Blenheim?  Shields up!" 

 The ship rocked as the dough hit. 

 "SHIELD FAILURE IN SIX SECONDS." 

 Peter the Ace sat down at his command console.  With the 

dexterity of a 'Whacking Mole' champion undergoing strict steroid 

injections, he guided the Blenheim away from the huge lumps of charred 

dough that were tumbling in every direction. 

 Several tense seconds passed by. 

 "We're clear." he said. 

 Panman laughed.  "Another success!" 

 Peter the Ace looked at the view-screen.  "Maybe not." 

 "What do you mean, Ace?" 

 "Look at the moon." 
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 Panman looked.  "Oh yeah." 

 Peter the Ace explained.  "The detonation of the B.R.U.T.A.L. 

missile seems to have caused an inverted vortex of air within the wake 

of the exuded dough monster." 

 "I see." Panman said thoughtfully. 

 Peter the Ace continued.  "The initial outward surge of air was so 

huge and rapid that the expansive vacuum it created near the moon's 

surface sucked in and ejected another massive swell of air out into 

space." 

 "It's a knock on effect that's out of control!" Panman said with 

enlightenment. 

 "Exactly!" 

 "Interesting side effect!" 

 "Indeed."  Peter the Ace looked serious.  "The moon is now a 

lifeless, airless ball of rock.  Were we justified in destroying it?" 

 "It was Dick's creation that ultimately destroyed the moon." 

Panman said.  "We tried to save it." 

 "You're right!" Peter the Ace said.  Panman's rationalisation had 

shown him the light. 

 Panman continued.  "Although a thriving little world has ceased 

to be, countless millions will be saved from death by dough.  That 

monster would have grown to absurd proportions and possibly found its 

way to an adjoining, populated system." 

 "Once again we have excelled ourselves!" Peter the Ace said 

loudly.  He operated the internal communications panel.  "Justin?" 

 "Yes?" 

 "What are you up to?" 

 "I have just finished cleaning the Baby Blenheim." 

 "Excellent.  Go to the galley and bring a bottle of fine champagne 

up to the bridge.  We need to celebrate the destruction of the bread 

beast." 

 "I obey." 

 "Bring a box of doughnuts as well!" Panman added. 

 Peter the Ace turned off the communicator.  "What shall we do 

now?" he said. 

 "We should go and help Ross Mental." 

 "Oh yes.  I forgot.  Blenheim, set a course for Mud-Paq - 

maximum sub-space velocity." 

 "COURSE SET." 

 "Engage." 

 The Blenheim slipped effortlessly into sub-space. 

 Dick was still sitting at the back of the bridge, strumming his 

guitar.  He sang.  "The endless...  Night!" 
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12 Non-Corporeal Amphibians 

Snow - frigid, driving, heavy snow.  Wind - biting, gusting, bone 

chilling wind.  The weather had definitely taken a turn for the worst. 

 

 

Martha whimpered.  The lack of oxygen, lack of visibility, and lack of 

warmth was depressing her to the point of total despondency. 

 "Stop whining!" Lawrence shouted, hitting the back of her neck 

with the handle of his pistol. 

 Martha was mad.  The rage of a thousand lougie beetles swelled 

within her.  She really detested Lawrence.  "You be a fucker!" She 

yelled, turning to face the him.  She did not know what the meaning of 

the word, but knew that it was a powerful insult.  A feeling of confident 

defiance spread through her squat little frame. 

 Lawrence leapt off his grunk and flew into the air, spiralling 

through the blizzard.  Before Martha's limited brain had the chance to 

formulate a successful defence policy, Lawrence’s out stretched leg had 

connected with the side of her body.  The impact sent her tumbling off 

her animal and into some deep snow.  Agonizing pain coursed through 

her stocky frame. 

 Martha's confident defiance instantly changed to irresolute 

meekness.  Her rage had transmuted into terror. "Please forgive 

me!" She blubbered, regretting what she had previously said.  She 

looked up.  Lawrence was standing over her, silhouetted against the 

dark, brooding midday sky. 

 "I could forgive you," he said in a deep menacing tone, "or, I 

could scorch your skin, evaporate your generous layers of greasy flab, 

and fillet your meat.  I haven't decided yet!"  He pointed the fusion 

pistol at her abundant chest.  "Maybe I'll start by burning your bosom!" 

 Martha was extremely upset.  "You said before that you be havin' 

no interest in my breasts!" 

 "I meant that I had no interest in touching them.  I do, however, 

have an interest in seeing those repulsive lumps of flesh cremated!"  

Lawrence prepared to fire. 

 The wise man dismounted from his grunk and approached Martha 

and Lawrence, his cape flapping wildly in the driving blizzard.  "Leave 

her alone!" He said sternly. 

 Lawrence looked at him.  "Don't give me orders, you sagacious 

sap sucker!" 
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 The wise man smiled.  "Interesting use of words.  Your 

vocabulary certainly exceeds that of most of the galaxy's moronic 

ignorami." 

 The fusion pistol was now pointing at the wise man.  "I am sick 

of both of you!" Lawrence screamed insanely.  "Your insolence, and 

that fat bitch's ugliness and severe shortage of cognitive ability have 

drained me of all of the patience that I have." 

 The wise man continued to smile.  "If you harm me, you'll never 

get off this world." He said.  "And if you harm Martha, I'll refuse to 

show you how to.  Your stuck with us I'm afraid." 

 Lawrence was seething with rage.  "I know that the plateau where 

the Warphs live is beyond these mountains." He shrieked.  "I can find 

my own way!" 

 "You probably could," the wise man said,  "but only my 

extrasensory multi-dimensional coupling with the non-corporeal 

amphibians that inhabit the waterways of cognizant souls could interact 

with the Warphs in a coherent enough way to persuade them to permit a 

passenger to reside within their bowels during a sub-space planetary 

transfer." 

 Lawrence shrieked.  "What are you talking about?" 

 "Even if you found the Warphs by yourself, the chance that 

someone of your limited para-psychological abilities could 

communicate with them in even a semi-intellectual and satisfying way 

would be so low as to be accurately described as non-existent." 

 "Bullshit!" Lawrence yelled.  "Complete bullshit on an 

inconceivable scale!  I will tolerate this intolerable situation no longer!" 

 The wise man was still smiling.  "You have too!" 

 "Never!"   

 Lawrence fired. 

 The wise man took the full force of the fusion blast. 

 Martha screamed as her hero was propelled through the air.  The 

wise man landed in a smouldering heap several metres away. 

 Lawrence laughed.  "Ha ha harr!!!"  He looked down at Martha 

who was still lying in the deep snow.  "Your turn, lard hellion!" 

 Martha stared up at the evil space man.  She was about to suffer a 

horrifying death and there was nothing that she could do about it, except 

pray.  "I be innocent of everythin'!" She wailed.  "Oh Pod-Gee, god of 

the bulbous and destitute, please be sparin' my plump body and spirit the 

sufferin' and embarrassment of hideous mutilation." 

 Lawrence watched Martha as she clasped her hands together and 

bounced her upper body in and out of the snow.  "You pathetic bloat 

bundle!" He said, laughing.  "Pleading to a non-existent god of 

corpulence will not help you in any way." 
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 Martha ignored him and finished off her prayer.  "Give me 

strength to endure all that be thrust upon my plentiful torso." 

 "Enough!" Lawrence screamed.  "Die like a hog, you hefty 

harridan!" 

 The instant before Lawrence's finger finished its squeeze of the 

trigger, his fusion pistol exploded in a flash of blue flame.  He yelped as 

the brief burst of heat burned away his eyebrows, eyelashes, and all of 

the hair on the top and sides of his head. 

 Martha looked up at him.  An expression of baffled despair had 

appeared on his face.  He was feeling the top of his bald head, 

frantically searching for signs of growth.  To say that his hair was sparse 

was a major under-exaggeration! 

 "It be a miracle!" Martha said happily.  "Oh great fat Pod-Gee, 

grease god of fodder, I be thankin' you for your assistance and great 

sense of timing." 

 Lawrence kicked her hard in the gut.  "Shut up!" 

 Martha groaned, and then vomited profusely, melting the snow in 

front of her. 

 Lawrence gave up his exploration for hair and looked down at his 

weapon.  All that remained was its ergonomically designed hand grip.  It 

had been protected from destruction by his blast resistant gloves.  "What 

happened?" He shouted, confused. 

 "It's over, fuck faced bald fucker of a fuckin' fuck fucker!" 

 Lawrence turned.  The wise man stood before him holding a 

small blaster.  "You're supposed to be dead!" Lawrence screamed, even 

more confused.  "And where did you get that gun!" 

 "Shut the fuck up!" the wise man commanded. 

 Lawrence was deeply annoyed.  Death glowed brightly within his 

visual orbs. "Don't give me orders!  You'll die turbulently for this!" 

 The wise man smiled.  "I don't think so."  His expression then 

turned completely serious.  "I arrest you in the name of the Superior 

Beings of the Great Hall of the fuckin' Palace of Amino." 

 Lawrence's expression suggested shock.   "You're a bounty 

hunter?" 

 "Too fuckin' right!" The wise man answered.  "But not just any 

fuckin' bounty hunter."  The wise man pressed his shoulders back, raised 

his free arm, and clenched his fist.  "I am Ross fuckin' Mental!" He 

shouted, punching the air rhythmically.  "A top ranking bounty hunter of 

outrageous fuckin' rudeness and stamina!" 

 Lawrence grinned crookedly. "I knew that you were not what 

you claimed to be," he said deeply,  "but I'd never guessed that you were 

a bounty fucker." 
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 "That's because my cover was a great fuckin' success!" Ross 

Mental said loudly. 

 "How do you intend to arrest me?  You have no ship and only a 

fat bitch for back up.  My armoured cloak will protect me long enough 

to get to you and splinter your neck vertebrae.  You are dead!" 

 "You're so fuckin' confident for a man in your position." 

 "I have good reason to be." 

 Lawrence drew a large, serrated knife from a hidden sheath on 

the side of his right leg.  He looked at it with admiration.  "This blade 

has been responsible for the grisly demise of over one thousand of my 

personal slaves." 

 "I'm sure that's true, but I bet that your slaves didn't have blasters 

and over a century of ultra-fuckin'-intense martial arts training!" 

 "That's irrelevant!" Lawrence screamed.  "My fighting skills are 

extraordinary!  My roundhouse to the knee is a feared and infamous 

move on many hundreds of worlds." 

 "No it isn't!" 

 "Yes it is!" 

 "Well, I've never heard of the fucker!" 

 Lawrence fumed.  "You're ignorant beyond time, and no match 

for my powerful kicks!" 

 "And you're fuckin' bald!" 

 "Bastard mould mother!"  Lawrence brandished the knife high 

above his exposed scalp.  He was about to charge at the bounty hunter in 

an extremely insane manner.   

 Ross Mental held his hand up.  "Wait!" 

 "Wait for what?"  

 "I can well believe that you're a reasonable opponent in hand to 

hand combat, but can you're so called 'infamous' roundhouse to the 

fuckin' knee have any effect on this fucker!" 

 A deep throaty roar reverberated along the mountain pass.  

Lawrence looked around, straining to see the origin of the sound 

through the raging blizzard.  Visibility was less than thirty metres.   

 "What's going on!" Lawrence screamed, looking at the foul-

mouthed bounty hunter. 

 Ross Mental remained silent, and smiled. 

A large dark shape rose into view from the blizzard obscured valley 

below and hovered menacingly less than ten metres from Lawrence.  

The evil one stared at it in disbelief. 

 "Let me introduce you to the Morbid." Ross Mental said proudly.  

"A starship of astonishing defensive and offensive power." 

 "How the hell did you produce that?" Lawrence. 
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 "Do you remember back at my fuckin' tower in the village, when 

I pulled that lever in my sanctuary of knowledge?" 

 Lawrence scowled.  "Yes." 

 "Well, it didn't unlock my stable doors - that was a cunning lie.  It 

actually activated my ship's auto-tracking systems.  The fucker has been 

following me at a safe distance ever since!" 

 "Very shrewd and underhanded."  Lawrence said quietly.  "In a 

way, I  admire you for that." 

 "Admiration from an evil bald fucker is not what I desire." 

 The evil one remembered his recent hair loss.  He was as mad as 

hell.  "Do not mention my extreme hair style again!" 

 "You have no fuckin' hair.  Surely what you meant to say was 

your extreme 'bald' style! 

 Lawrence flipped his lid.  "Bounty fucker!"  He sprang into the 

air, somersaulted three times, and then dived at Ross Mental, making 

wide slashing motions with his knife as he did so.  The bounty hunter 

fired several shots, each one missing the flying Lawrence by several 

millimetres. The Morbid too, unleashed a concentrated burst of energy 

fire with slightly more success than Ross Mental.  Part of Lawrence's 

armoured cloak was blasted away.  Lawrence himself was not affected. 

 Ross Mental took the full force of the flying Lawrence hard in the 

chest.  He fell to the ground, dropping the blaster. 

 "Your ship won't shoot while you're in the line of fire!" Lawrence 

shouted with glee as he straddled the bounty hunter.  "I'm going to hack 

your facial features off!"  With unnatural strength, Lawrence brought 

the knife slashing down towards Ross Mental's face. 

 Utilizing his digitally enhanced reflexes, Ross Mental blocked the 

blow.  Lawrence lost his balance and fell to one side.  Ross Mental's 

muscle contraction enhancers activated, thrusting him into the air. He 

twisted, back-flipped, twisted again, and then punched hard at the evil 

one's head. 

 "Too slow!" Lawrence shouted, dodging the blow.  He Laughed, 

then rolled rapidly away.   

 The Morbid had seen an opening and fired.  The resulting 

explosion sent several tons of snow catapulting into the air. 

 Except for the wail of the continuing blizzard, and the rumbling 

of the Morbid's stabilising thrusters, all was suddenly quiet. 

 Ross Mental stood and looked around.  Lawrence was nowhere to 

be seen.  The Morbid had ceased fire.  It obviously could not detect him 

any more.  If he had been destroyed, where were the splattered body 

parts?  Where was the smell of charred flesh? 

 Martha lumbered over to the bounty hunter.  "I be saved!" She 

shouted happily.  "He be dead!"  She jumped joyfully up and down. 
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 "It looks like it," Ross Mental said, "but it seemed too fuckin' 

easy.  And too fuckin' quick!" 

 "He be blasted by that black hovery thing!  He definitely be 

dead!" 

 "The amount of destructive fuckin' power aimed at that fucker 

during the battle over the fuckin' palace four years ago was awesome, 

yet he managed to survive that!" 

 Martha didn't know what the bounty hunter was talking about. 

 "What palace be that?" 

 "Never mind." 

 "Tell me!" 

 "Never fuckin' mind!"  Ross Mental thought aloud for a moment.  

"Why was it so easy?" 

 "I don't know." Martha answered. 

 "I'm not asking you.  Shut the fuck up!"  Ross Mental continued 

to think aloud for a few seconds more.  "Maybe he is dead." He said 

with renewed confidence.  "Maybe I'm just so fuckin' cool I can't 

believe it!"  He thrust both arms into the air.  "I'm cool as fuck!  And I 

didn't even need any help from other bounty hunters." 

 "He lied to me." Martha said. 

 The bounty hunter looked at her, annoyed that his self praising 

session had been interrupted.  "What the fuck are you on about?" 

 "Lawrence told me that he had no knife, yet he be attemptin' to 

hack you with one!" 

 "He's evil, what do you fuckin' expect?" 

 "I don't know.  I be too cold to be thinkin' properly." 

 "Even through those layers of blubber?" 

 "You be rude!" Martha shouted.  "Why you be always rude?" 

 "I'm the current holder of the galactic obscenity shouting award, 

and have been for seventy seven fuckin' years.  I must practice all the 

time if I'm to win it again next year." 

 Martha shivered and looked around.  The snow storm was 

intensifying.  "It be gettin' colder.  We should be seekin' shelter!" 

 "Don't worry about that,  we can use my ship now!" 

 Ross Mental took out a small device and operated a few controls.  

The Morbid approached slowly and descended towards the roadway. 

 "That thing can be makin' us warm?" 

 "Yes fuckin' indeed!" 

 The ship continued its approach. 

 "I was getting so fuckin' sick of playing that wise fucker!  I had to 

pretend to be so fuckin' polite.  I can't wait to indulge in some high-tech 

luxury relaxation aboard the Morbid!" 

 "What be high-tech?" 
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 "Never fuckin' mind!" 

 Martha fell into a sulk.  The man never explained anything to her. 

 A menacing voice cried out above the wail of the wind.  "Fooled 

you!" 

 "Look!" Martha shouted, forgetting her sulk and pointing at the 

hovering star ship. 

 Ross Mental couldn't believe what he saw.  Lawrence was 

standing on top of the Morbid. 

 "I've captured your ship, Dross Mental!" Lawrence shouted. 

 Thinking fast, the bounty hunter grabbed a small communications 

device from his utility belt.  "Morbid?" he shouted into it.  "Emergency 

ascent - fifty kilometres.  Go!" 

 The ship responded instantly, thundering swiftly up into the dense 

clouds above.  The blast of its engines cleared most of the snow in the 

immediate area. 

 "What be happenin'?" Martha asked, bewildered at the sudden 

turn of events. 

 "Well," Ross Mental said proudly.  "I've sent my ship up to great 

height.  Lawrence will be either crushed by the acceleration or he'll 

suffocate when the ship leaves the atmosphere.  He's fucked whatever." 

 Martha didn't understand.  She decided that it did not matter. 

 The bounty hunter's communicator bleeped.  "A!  I think the 

Morbid has reached its destination." 

 Ross Mental spoke to his ship.  "Morbid, hold you current 

position for five minutes, then return to my location."  He looked at 

Martha.  "That should take care of the fucker!" 

 A voice blared out of the communicator.  "It takes care of nothing, 

bounty bastard!" 

 "Lawrence!" 

 "Who else would it be, butt munch.  I've taken control of your ship.  

Prepare yourself for a painful demise.  I'm coming to get you!" 

 The communicator fell silent. 

 "How the fuck did he get inside my fuckin' ship?" Ross Mental 

yelled. 

 "We be doomed!" Martha cried.  She dropped to her knees and 

began to sob loudly.  "Oh Pod-Gee, almighty guardian for beings of 

mighty tonnage, protect our fleshy forms from the evil Lawrence." 

 Ross Mental tried to ignore the pleadings of his chubby 

companion and looked up at the sky.  "Now would be a fuckin' good 

time for some help to arrive!" 
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13 Bizarre Sub-Spacial Breath Freak 

The menacing form of the Blenheim slinked efficiently through the 

realms of deepest sub-space. 

 

 

"Kill it Dick!" Panman shouted. 

 "I can't!" 

 "Step on it - quick!" 

 A massive explosion of unbeatable digital clarity sent debris and 

body parts flying in all directions.  The image of desolation on the holo-

table faded from view and was replaced by the words 'TOO SLOW, 

BUDDY!'  The deca-phonic surround sound system played a macabre 

tune. 

 Panman looked at Dick Burton.  "If you'd pressed the stomp 

button when I told you to, you'd have survived and progressed to level 

two." 

 "This game is too hard!" Dick said.  He placed the control pad on 

the table. 

 Panman shook his head slowly.  "I disagree.  I find 'Stomp the 

Detonating Mechanoid Squirrels into Unrecognizable Blobs' a rather 

mellow and relaxing game.  I selected it for you because I thought it'd 

be suitable for your standard of game play." 

 "Then the difficulty level was set too high!" 

 "On the contrary," Panman said,  "I set it to 'Utter Retard'.  Even 

someone with limited mental ability and an uncontrollable neck spasm 

should be able to play it.  I myself managed to complete all three 

thousand levels effortlessly when it was set to 'Impossibly Ultra-Mega-

Incredible-Genius'." 

 Dick got to his feet.  "It is beneath me to play holo-games." He 

said defiantly. 

 "Nonsense!  Sit back down.  Let's try a game of 'Assault of the 

Tooth Grinding Belly Drainers' instead!" 

 Before Dick could say anything, the communicator bleeped. 

 Panman answered.  "Yo?" 

 "Panman?" Peter the Ace said.  "What are you up too?" 

 "I'm showing Dick some of our sensational holo-games.  I 

thought that they'd cheer him up." 

 "Have they?" 

 "No.  He claims that they're beneath him." 
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 "His claim is wrong!" Peter the Ace said sternly.  "If the games 

are not beneath you and me, they can't possibly be beneath him." 

 "To right!"  Panman said.  He looked at Dick.  "Did you hear 

that?" 

 "Of course I did!" Dick shouted. 

 "Don't get annoyed, we're only trying to help." 

 "How can a few holo-games compensate for the fact that my 

bread empire is destroyed!" 

 "Be positive about the situation.  Now you can build a bigger and 

better feasting tower somewhere much more interesting!" 

 "That's too difficult!" 

 "Not with our guidance." 

 "What guidance can you give me?" 

 "Plenty.  Because I love your bread products so much, I have 

come up with a plan that will please you beyond comprehension!" 

 Dick's annoyance changed to mild excitement.  "Tell me!" 

 "Later." Panman said. 

 "Tell me now!" Dick shouted, annoyed again. 

 "I'll tell you after we've sorted out Ross Mental's problem."   

 Panman faced the communicator.  "Ace?  How long until we 

arrive at Mud-Paq?" 

 "Two hours." Peter the Ace said.  "I've ordered Justin to prepare 

us a huge feast so that we're all fed before we reach our destination." 

 "Cool!" 

 "Indeed, and seeing we have guests on board, I thought that we 

should eat in the banqueting room." 

 "Even cooler!  We haven't used that room before!" 

 "Correct, and it's about time that we did.  I've told Lisa and 

Maggie, they're already seated.  Be there as soon as you’re ready." 

 "No problem. Panman out."  He turned to Dick.  "Let's go gorge!" 

 

 

Panman leaned back in his weapons console chair and patted his belly.  

It groaned.  His stomach's electro-skin maximum tension lining was 

operating at full power.  Without it, Panman's gut would have exploded 

under the pressure of what could be the most that he'd ever eaten during 

one meal.  The banquet was a complete success. 

 "How do you feel?" Peter the Ace asked, bounding onto the 

bridge and cart-wheeling into his command chair. 

 "Great!" Panman answered. 

 "Until that banquet, I thought that I'd seen you eat a lot, but the 

amount that you just ate beats anything that I've seen before!" 
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 "Damn right!" Panman said proudly.  "I went to sickbay and 

scanned myself.  I consumed exactly forty-two point eight kilograms of 

nourishment!" 

 "You’re an unstoppable devouring machine!" 

 "Absolutely!  In fact, I'm thinking of entering the Odious Sector's 

Over-Ingestion Contest next Year." 

 "Wow!" Peter the Ace said, impressed.  "Some of the beings that 

enter that competition are awesome eaters, and many die from intestinal 

ruptures shortly afterwards.  Entering would earn you extraordinary 

respect at the palace." 

 "That's true, but I'd be entering for the gargantuan free meals, not 

respect.  I have an unbelievable amount of that already!" 

 "Very true." 

 The communicator bleeped.  A fast, rhythmic panting sound 

played over the speakers. 

 "What's that?" Panman asked. 

 "I'm not sure?" 

 Panman's augmented analytical brain implants searched for a 

plausible explanation.  "Maybe some bizarre sub-spacial breath freak is 

utilising it's fiendish powers in an insidious attempt to intrude into our 

ship via a communications channel?" 

 "Possible." Peter the Ace said thoughtfully.  "If that were true, our 

defence systems would have little effect upon it, and our minds and 

bodies would be open to appalling castigation on a scale never before 

experienced by ephemeral beings!" 

 "We should energize our 'Personal Non-Corporeal Entity 

Repulsion Packs' just in case!" Panman suggested. 

 Peter the Ace listened to the sound once again.  "Maybe we have 

been too hasty!" he said. 

 "How do you mean?" 

 Peter the Ace smiled.  "I think our two female humanoid 

passengers are getting active again.  Listen!" 

 Panman listened to the panting.  "You're right!  It does sound like 

them." 

 "Lisa, Maggie." Peter the Ace said, operating the communications 

panel.  "You're leaning on the control panel in your quarters and 

interfering with communications.  Move away from it please." 

 "Oh I will!" One of the females gasped. 

 "Yes! Yes!" The other female moaned. 

 The channel fell silent. 

 "Where are those two from?" Panman asked with intense 

curiosity. 
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 "From their particularly appealing and unusual skin and eye 

tones," Peter the Ace said, "and their enormous libidos, I would venture 

a guess at Erogina, a small, toxic planet of painful odour and 

questionable works of art." 

 "Really?" Panman said, his expression that of passive curiosity.  

"I've heard of that planet, but I thought that the inhabitants of Erogina 

were ordinary homo-sapiens?" 

 "They were, but the semi-poisonous gasses in the air changed 

their colour and, apparently, amplified their desire for sexual fulfilment 

too." 

 Panman grinned.  "We should visit when we have some free 

time." 

 "Fantastic idea!" 

 The Blenheim's computer decided to make an announcement. 

 "ENTERING THE BOG-STAR SECTOR.  ARRIVAL AT 

PLANET MUD-PAQ IN TWO MINUTES." 

 "Cool!" Panman said. 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace agreed.  "Now we get the chance to see 

what Ross Mental has been up to with our arch-nemesis, Lawrence." 

 Justin clopped onto the bridge. 

 "Yo Justin!" Panman said, turning to face the metal trainee.  

"Great banquet!  Well done!  Were about to enter orbit around Mud-

Paq." 

 Justin droned a response.  "I am aware of that fact." 

 "Doesn't that get you excited?" 

 "It does not." 

 "But we may be about to encounter Lawrence!" 

 "That possibility does exist." 

 Panman was amazed at the metal man's reaction.  "Lawrence's 

legions of fowl smelling ogres and his hideous battle fleet were directly 

responsible for the destruction of almost all of your bio-systems.  Don't 

you have a desire to see him disembowelled in public, or something?" 

 "I am incapable of the desire for revenge." 

 "That's a major programming omission in your programming!" 

Panman said with concern.  "When we get back to the palace I'll contact 

Doctor De-Morgan at the Central Tower's cybernetics unit and get him 

to write a revenge subroutine for you." 

 "That would be wise." Peter the Ace said.  "Revenge is a 

marvellous motivator when it comes to the successful destruction of evil 

types." 

 "Revenge is illogical." Justin said synthetically. 

 "It's illogical to say that revenge is illogical." Panman said. 



Bounty Hunters of the Palace of Amino 

Book Two:  Rise of the Dough Monster 

 www.palaceofamino.com 

78 

 "It is illogical to say that it is illogical to say that revenge is 

illogical." Justin retorted. 

 "Well!" Panman said, annoyed.  "It's illogical to say that it's 

illogical to say that it's illogical to say that revenge is illogical!" 

 "It is illogical to say that it is illogical to say that it is illogical to 

say that it is illogical to say that revenge is illogical." Justin claimed, 

raising his digital voice just a touch. 

 "Oh really!" Panman shouted, getting to his feet.  "I insist that it's 

illogical to say that it's illogical to say that it's illogi.." 

 "RE-ENTERING NORMAL SPACE."  The Blenheim interrupted. 

 "Time for action!" Peter the Ace said assertively. 

 Panman sat down and operated his console, his mind re-focused 

on the task at hand. 

 "You'll have to continue the argument with yourself."  He said to 

Justin.  "Go and sit down on your chair." 

 Justin clanked and buzzed to the back of the bridge and seated 

himself on his reinforced bench.  He mumbled quietly. 

 The Blenheim's computer made another announcement.  "POLY-

ELLIPTICAL SEMI-STANDARD TWO TO THREE RATIO ORBIT 

AROUND MUD-PAQ ACHIEVED." 

 Peter the Ace spoke with sage-like wisdom.  "Scan the surface, 

Panman." 

 "No problem.  Scanning." 

 "What can you find?" 

 "Not much." Panman replied.  "One massive ocean, two 

continents, lakes, forests, mountains, villages, a minimal population, and 

several herds of gigantic mammals." 

 "No Morbid?" 

 "No.  I can't find Ross Mental's ship yet." 

 "Keep scanning throughout our orbit." 

 Panman grinned.  "Whoa!  Found it!" 

 "Excellent!" Peter the Ace exclaimed.  "Put it on the main view-

screen." 

 "There!" Panman said excitedly, pointing.  "On the horizon about 

ten thousand kilometres from here!" 

 "I see it."  Peter the Ace said.  "That's the Morbid all right, but 

what's it doing?" 

 "I'm getting a more detailed scan...  It's hovering about three 

kilometres above those mountains, and it's firing wildly at the surface!" 

 "What?" Peter the Ace asked with mild surprise. 

 "Ross Mental is firing aimlessly at the surface!" 

 "What's he trying to destroy?" 

 "There's nothing down there.  I don't know!" 
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 "Hmm." Peter the Ace mused.  "Pointless destruction is unethical 

and ecologically unsound, even for top class bounty hunters.  We'd 

better contact him!" 

 "Too right!" Panman said.  He operated the communication panel.  

"This is the profoundly armoured star ship Blenheim, Panman speaking.  

Ross Mental?  What's happening man?" 

 A strange reply sounded. 

 "Ha ha harr!" 

 Peter the Ace looked at Panman.  "That sounded familiar!" 

 The image on the Blenheim's main view-screen changed.  A face, 

demonic, crooked, and twisted, faded into view and smiled coarsely. 

 "Hello Lawrence." Peter the Ace said with complete calm and 

composure.  "I'd heard that you were in this system." 

 "Yes!" Lawrence screamed.  "Here I am.  Do I scare you?  Do I 

do I do I?" 

 Panman muted the sound.  "He's more insane than ever!" 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace agreed.  "And he's bald!" 

 Panman looked at the screen.  "Whoa!  You're right!  Ha!" 

 "And somehow, he managed to get hold of Ross Mental's ship." 

 Panman scanned the Morbid.  He chuckled.  "I've just probed 

Lawrence's head.  His bald area covers almost seventy-seven percent of 

his scalp!" 

 "Excellent!" Peter the Ace said.  "Though I think you should get 

back to more serious work." 

 "Too right!"  Panman performed some more scanning.  "Ross 

Mental isn't on board.  I deduce from that fact, that he's on the surface, 

and at the spot upon which Lawrence seems to be firing!" 

 "He may be in trouble." 

 Panman nodded.  "That's a definite possibility."  He re-activated 

the sound.  "You do realise," he said to Lawrence, "that theft of any 

bounty hunter property, even a tube of toothpaste, is a capital offence 

and results in instant death!" 

 "Bounty fuckers!" Screamed the dark lord of the decomposed.  

"I'm carbonizing Dross Mental and his bulging bitch companion, and 

I'm going to do the same to you!" 

 "WARNING." the Blenheim's computer announced.  "FOUR 

INBOUND MISSILES.  IMPACT IN SIX SECONDS." 

 "Raising shields." Peter the Ace said, operating his controls. 

 "We're going to have to destroy the Morbid!" Panman said with 

distress. 

 "We can't do that.  It's much too important.  There must be 

another option." 
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 The missiles detonated all around the Blenheim's hull.  

Tremendous shockwaves shuddered through the ship. 

 "SHIELD POWER REDUCTION TO EIGHTY SEVEN 

PERCENT." 

 "There is no other option!" Panman said. 

 Dick Burton wandered onto the bridge carrying his golden guitar.  

"What's happening?" He asked with concern.  "Why haven't you taken 

me to a nice and decadent upper class world yet?" 

 "Please shut up Dick." Peter the Ace said with assertive authority.  

"We're under attack and rather busy." 

 Dick was extremely concerned.  "Under attack!  Are you trying to 

kill me?" 

 "Go and sit somewhere!" Panman ordered. 

 "What if I die?"  Dick cried.  "The galaxy can't survive without 

my bread.  Everyone will go insane!"  

 "Shut up and sit down!" Panman shouted. 

 Dick mumbled some incomprehensible obscenities, and then sat 

down next to Justin.  He started to sing.  "Run...  Twist...   Revulsion!.." 

He groaned in a depressing manner. 

 Panman turned round and stared at the fallen bread king.  "Be 

quiet!" 

 "Wait!" Peter the Ace said, his eyes twinkling with revelation.  "I 

have an apt and original solution to our dilemma!" 

 He began to explain it to Panman.  Panman nodded vigorously in 

agreement.  "Cool and cunning!" 

14 Pointy Sharp Things 

Martha screamed as more of the dank cave collapsed behind her.  The 

dull deafening slam of explosions on the surface shuddered through 

everything. 

 "Get a fuckin' move on!" Ross Mental yelled.  He was running a 

few metres in front of Martha, his standard bounty hunter issue hip-

mounted floodlight illuminating the way ahead. 

 "I be gettin' a fuckin' move on!" She shouted breathlessly above 

the sound of destruction. 

 "I hope there's another way out of this fuckin' cave complex." 

Ross Mental said, unaffected by the torturous sprint into the bowels of 

the mountain.  "Otherwise we'll be entombed for eternity!" 
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 "I be weak!" Martha said, stopping.  "I be dyin' now."  She sat 

down and began to sob. 

 "Pull your ample self together!" Ross Mental said walking up to 

her. 

 "I be unable to.  I be too tired." 

 The fowl mouthed bounty hunter looked around and listened.  

The destruction above seemed more distant now, and the cave walls 

seemed more secure.  "I guess we could rest here for a while." He said, 

seating himself next to Martha.  "We must be almost half a fuckin' 

kilometre into the mountain side now.  That should be safe enough." 

 "That be good." 

 There seemed to be more of an echo than before.  Ross Mental 

shone his light around.  A few metres further down, the cave expanded 

into what looked like a cavern.  The sound of running and dripping 

water could be heard.  He got to his feet.  "Come on, we should keep 

going." He pointed.  "This way." 

 Martha reluctant rose onto her stubby legs and followed him, 

panting heavily.  The sedate walking pace that he had adopted was 

much easier to keep up with.  They entered the cavern. 

 "Yo!" Ross Mental said.  "Impressive fucker, don't you think?" 

 The cavern was several hundred metres wide and at least a 

hundred high.  Massive stalactites and stalagmites covered the floor and 

ceiling and surrounded the large, still lake at the giant cave's centre.  

Copious amounts of water dribbled down from above. 

 Ross Mental walked over to the lake's shoreline.  Martha 

followed. 

 "We'll have to get over to the other side." The bounty hunter said.  

"I think I can see another passageway over there." 

 "It be dangerous!" Martha exclaimed.  "It be almost impossible to 

walk round over those pointy sharp things." 

 "For once, I fuckin' agree with you." Ross Mental said.  He took 

out a small rubber package from a compartment on his utility belt.  

"We'll float across!"  He pressed a small button on the side of the 

package and placed it in the water.  Within three seconds, and after 

some intense bubbling, a comfortable two seat boat had inflated in front 

of them. 

 "Magic!" Martha exclaimed with shock. 

 "Not magic." Ross Mental explained.  "Just a Palace of Amino 

super fuckin' advanced and compact pocket water safety device!" 

 Martha nodded, pretending that she'd understood. 

 "Climb aboard!" the bounty hunter said. 

 Martha had seen a boat once before, but it had not looked like this.  

The one she had seen was the thickly hulled fishing ship that hog faced 



Bounty Hunters of the Palace of Amino 

Book Two:  Rise of the Dough Monster 

 www.palaceofamino.com 

82 

Mister Maggotbox used to sail on one of the lakes near her village.  The 

last time she had seen it was more than ten years ago.  Witnesses 

claimed that his entire boat had been swallowed up by a scaly beast of 

barbarous ferocity and fierce appearance.  Similar claims had been made 

about other earlier disappearances.  Ever since, stories of strange and 

vicious creatures travelling from lake to lake through subterranean 

waterways had entertained and terrified Mud-Paq's backwards 

population.   

 Nervously, Martha clambered into the bouncy rubber craft and 

stumbled to its bow.  She gasped and grabbed one of the hand holds as 

the front of the boat dipped excessively under her weight.  It quickly 

levelled off as Ross Mental boarded the stern.  Martha sighed with 

cautious relief and knelt down on the undulating deck.  She tried to put 

the thought of water monsters out of her mind. 

 Ross Mental was fiddling with something on his utility belt.  He 

un-clipped it.  Martha watched as he opened part of it, extended it to a 

length of about half a metre, and then connected it to the back of the 

boat. 

 "Pocket outboard motor!" The bounty hunter said, noticing the 

inquisitive look on Martha’s face.  "Those fuckin' Amino engineers 

think of everything!" 

 The little motor whirred to life. 

 "It's not very powerful." Ross Mental said.  "In fact it's pretty 

fuckin' weak, but it'll get us across." 

 The rubber boat began to move slowly away from the shore.  

Martha looked over the side.  The water was black and unrevealing, 

keeping secret any secrets that it secretly held.  Images of flesh tearing 

monstrosities entered her imagination.  She sat back and took a sharp 

intake of breath. 

 "What the fuck's wrong with you?" Ross Mental asked. 

 "I be scared of the water!" 

 "Why?" 

 "Things may be lurkin' in there!" 

 The bounty hunter thought for a moment as he steered the boat 

around a rocky outcrop that protruded through the surface of the lake.  

"You're not thinking of that stupid fuckin' legend about subterranean 

beasts are you?" 

 "Yes!" 

 "Fuckin' ridiculous!" 

 "There be many people seein' them!" 

 "They're all fuckin' peasants!  What do they know?" 

 "They be my friends!" Martha shouted, offended. 

 "I'm sure they are," he said.  "But they're stupid fuckers as well!" 
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 "Why be they stupid?" 

 "Well, there may be such creatures in your world's lakes, but 

subterranean passageways?  Not fuckin' likely!  And even if 

underground waterways existed, those things are unlikely to be in this 

cavern.  They'll need light and food.  There's neither in here!" 

 Martha looked at the bounty hunters floodlamp.  Then she looked 

down at her well padded body.  They'll need light and food, she repeated 

to herself. 

 Martha shuddered. 

 The boat continued to make its way slowly across the lake, its 

little outboard engine buzzing quietly as it edged the craft through the 

dark water. 

 After a few minutes of travelling, Martha felt better.  The bounty 

hunter be right, she thought.  There be no such thing as monsters!  I be 

actin' child-like! 

 Ross Mental made an announcement.  "Another minute and we'll 

be at the other side."  

 Martha looked round and saw the shoreline, ragged and lumpy.  

"I be relieved when we get there." she said. 

 "What did I say." the bounty hunter said.  "No fuckin' problem!" 

 Martha smiled at Ross Mental.  For the first time in days Martha 

felt safe and able to relax.  Her left leg was yanked off at its hip socket.  

The sound of breaking bones, snapping ligaments, and tearing flesh 

echoed around the cavern.  Ross Mental and Martha watched as a large, 

metre wide set of serrated teeth chomped on the limb, pulverising it into 

a mushy paste.   

 Pain signals reached Martha's limited brain.  She screamed in 

agony and looked down at her wound.  Blood squirted rhythmically 

from several torn arteries and veins and pooled together on the deck.  

"Oh Pod-Gee, god of the rounded ones, please help me!" 

 Ross Mental drew his blaster. "Fucker!" He shouted, and then 

fired. Beams of multi-coloured power engaged the masticating beast, 

blowing away several of its teeth.  It was not amused and leapt at the 

boat once more. Martha howled, gargling vital fluids as the creature’s 

teeth cut into her chest and bit hard through her body.  Half of her 

abdomen, as well as her other leg, were torn away and dragged 

overboard.  Martha's remaining organs flopped out onto the deck, 

bleeding profusely. 

 Ross Mental looked at her.  Beneath the half of her rib cage that 

remained, he could see her lungs, lacerated and still.  Her heart, situated 

next to them, was beating rapidly. 

 The creature, having finished its previous mouthful, was 

returning for more.  Ross Mental let loose an intense spread of blaster 
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fire, this time destroying all but one of its teeth.  The creature roared, 

and then leapt at the boat once more, biting hard. Its one remaining tooth 

punctured the rubber.  Compressed gas hissed out.  Ross Mental fired 

once more.  Several energy blasts thumped into the beast's single black 

eye ball.  The creature suffered a brief spasm, and then slumped onto the 

boat. 

 "The fucker's dragging us under!" Ross Mental shouted.  He 

crawled over to Martha.  She was still conscious but unable to speak due 

to her punctured lungs.  A pained expression filled her pale face.   

 "We've got to swim the rest of the way!" The bounty hunter said. 

 Water swelled around them as the boat began to sink.  Ross 

Mental grabbed Martha and threw her overboard.  He followed.  The 

boat and the beast disappeared below the lake's surface.  Grabbing the 

remaining third of Martha, the bounty hunter headed for the shore.  It 

wasn't far, less than ten metres.  With powerful agility he managed to 

drag the remains of the little woman onto the rocks.  "Fuckin' made it!" 

 Martha looked up at Ross Mental, extreme torment screwing up 

her face. 

 The bounty hunter decided that he should say something 

comforting.  "Don't worry, it doesn't look that bad from here!" 

 A tear rolled down her cheek, and then her pained expression 

relaxed.  Her eyes seemed to have taken on and empty and distant 

appearance.  Her heart stopped. 

 Ross Mental sat beside her and looked at the shredded mess that 

was once her body.  After all he had done for her over the last few days, 

she had to go and get herself eaten by a water monster.  Fuckin' typical! 

He thought. 

 The bounty hunter began to search along his utility belt.  "You're 

not going to die that fuckin' easily!" He said, pulling out a small plastic 

device.  "I have a cunning plan that should help." 

 Ross Mental began to put his plan into action. 

15 Squirming Apple-Feasting Fools 

A complex collection of energy beams buffeted the Blenheim as it 

approached to within one thousand kilometres of the hijacked star ship 

Morbid. 
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*** 

 

 

"Eat this, captain scalp!" Panman said excitedly, returning fire.  He 

watched the main view-screen with delight as his shots found their mark.  

The Morbid's shields glowed brightly under the onslaught. 

 "Your aim is impeccable!" Peter the Ace said. 

 "It certainly is!" 

 The Blenheim shook as another barrage hit. 

 Peter the Ace looked at one of the smaller view-screens.  

"Lawrence is still firing at the surface!" 

 "Yeah.  He's blasted away almost a whole mountain!  I still can't 

scan anything.  If Ross Mental was down there he must have been 

destroyed!" 

 "Never!" Peter the Ace said.  "Ross Mental is a supreme bounty 

hunter of inexhaustible expertise, second only to you and I!" 

 "That's true.  Then he must have found a unique and inventive 

way to shelter from the attack." 

 "He'll be fine." Peter the Ace said with justified confidence.  

"Ross Mental knows how to look after himself.  What we have to do is 

get Lawrence out of that ship." 

 "Yeah.  Is your plan set up?" 

 "Dick is in his quarters now, warming up.  He'll be ready in a few 

minutes." 

 "Yes!" Panman laughed.  "Lawrence won't know what hit him!" 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace agreed.  "He certainly will not be 

expecting this kind of attack."  He got out of his command chair. "I'll 

join Dick in his quarters." He said, wandering off the bridge.  "Keep that 

evil alopecia dude occupied with some more precision shooting." 

 Panman smiled.  "Absolutely no problem!" 

 

 

Peter the Ace reached Dick's guest quarters and pressed the entry button.  

The door opened.  Lisa stood before him, sweating and breathing 

heavily.  Her long dark hair, usually neat and tied back, was bedraggled 

and hung over her face.  Peter the Ace looked down and noticed, 

without too much surprise, that she was almost naked.  He found the 

small blue hand towel that was wrapped around her slender waist 

difficult to describe as clothing.   

 Lisa brushed the hair from her face in an attempt to look more 

composed.  "Hi." she whispered, smiling broadly. 

 Peter the Ace smiled back.  "Having fun?" 
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 She stroked his face, and then gently caressed his unbelievably 

well developed pectorals.  "Oh yes!" 

 The bounty hunter grabbed her hand and kissed it.  "My dear." He 

said sweetly.  "You are indeed an alluring humanoid of enchanting 

beauty, but I have business of galactic importance to attend to.  Please 

return to your quarters." 

 She gazed into his eyes, nodded, and then wandered off down the 

corridor, fondling herself and moaning quietly. 

 With unmeasurable will power, Peter the Ace forced her image 

from his mind and entered Dick Burton's quarters.  Dick was stood in 

front of a mirror, brushing his hair.  He put the brush down and turned to 

face the bounty hunter, his quiff of dark hair perfectly placed. 

 Peter the Ace spoke.  "You were supposed to be rehearsing!" 

 "I finished ages ago!" Dick said.  "Anyway, Lisa came round and 

we got talking." 

 "Got talking?" 

 "Yes!" 

 "There's no need to hide anything Dick," Peter the Ace said, 

grinning.  "Only super-beings with perfect will power, like Panman and 

me, can resist such wondrous females." 

 Dick blushed.  "Let's get on with it!" He said, embarrassed. 

 "Right." Peter the Ace said in a perfect business like tone of voice.  

"Get your guitar and sit in front of the communicator." 

 Dick did as he was told.  The Blenheim was buffeted by another 

attack. 

 Peter the Ace operated some controls.  "Panman?" 

 Panman replied.  "Are you ready?" 

 "Yeah.  Dick's sitting down and preparing to play!" 

 "Cool!" Panman said.  "I'll prepare the Secret Unbreakable 

Bounty Hunter Inter-Ship Com. Channel.  Panman out." 

 Dick was tuning his guitar.  "I guess I'm ready." 

 "Great!" Peter the Ace said.  "Which song have you chosen?" 

 "If you must know," Dick said, twanging his instrument, "it's an 

ancient song from far away - planet Earth, I think." 

 "Planet Earth, eh.  Interesting.  What's it called?" 

 "Flaxen.  It's by some primitive band who called themselves 

Dayglo Fishermen." 

 "That name sounds strangely familiar!" 

 "Really?"  Dick said surprised.  "It did for me too when I first 

heard of them a couple of years ago.  It was as though I'd always known 

it." 

 "Yeah!" Peter the Ace said.  "That's how I feel right now!" 

 "Strange." 
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 "Strange indeed!" 

 Peter the Ace thought for a moment.  "I'm almost four hundred 

years old," he said.  "Maybe during my first one hundred years, I spent 

some time on Earth?" 

 "That's what I thought too!" Dick said. 

 "Yeah!  With the old life extension technology," Peter the Ace 

said, "it used to be the case that at the age of about two hundred, the first 

century of memories faded and were lost.  That problem doesn't occur 

now.  Unfortunately that was too late for me and I can't remember my 

first one hundred years." 

 Dick Burton nodded.  "Me too!" 

 "Really?  Panman and Ross Mental are the same, I think." 

 The communicator bleeped.  "Should we go for it, or what?" 

Panman asked as another impact rocked the Blenheim. 

 "Are you ready Dick?" Peter the Ace asked. 

 "Yeah.  Although, I'm still not sure why my singing will help!" 

 "Well," Peter the Ace explained patiently.  "Panman has set up a 

secret communications link with the Morbid, a link that can only be 

broken or muted by a true bounty hunter.  When you sing over that link, 

Lawrence will have no chance but to listen." 

 "How will that defeat him?" Dick asked. 

 "He'll go insane!  Especially as the volume will be above the pain 

threshold!" 

 "I thought he was insane?" 

 "He is, but this will be insanity upon insanity.  It'll be really 

cool!" 

 Panman shouted.  "Are you ready!" 

 Peter the Ace answered.  "Sorry.  Do it Panman!" 

 "Doing it!" Panman replied.  "Engaging the channel...  2ow!" 

 Peter the Ace looked at Dick.  "Sing!"  

 Dick began. 

 

 

  "Listen: extraordinary,  

  legendary driving, pounding, 

  disenchanting harmonies need 

  settlement inside a globe. 

  Relocate the spinal chimes  

  within its clamouring confines 

  of masquerading slimy, shiny, 

  squirming apple feasting fools." 
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Panman interrupted.  "I'm getting a message from Lawrence!" 

 "Put it on our screen." Peter the Ace said. 

 Lawrence's face appeared.  The light of the Morbid's cockpit 

reflected off his bald crown.  "What, in dimple cream’s ingredients, are 

you doing?" He screamed. 

 "Just a little light music and song for your entertainment!" Peter 

the Ace said. 

 He watched as Lawrence ran around the ship, desperately trying 

to turn off the unbearable noise. 

 "Are you trying to turn up the sound?" Peter the Ace asked 

jokingly.  "Let me do it for you!"  He spoke into the internal 

communicator.  "Turn it up Panman." 

 "2o problem!" 

 Lawrence gripped his ears and screamed.  Blood could be clearly 

seen running down his cheeks.  "Bounty bastard mother turds!" 

 Dick continued to sing. 

 

 

  "Phantoms silhouetted sharply 

  petrify the incandescent 

  bodies that revolve around 

  and round the focal point of sound. 

  Eradicate with shrewd precision 

  dissonant, mischievous tones. 

  Purify, discreetly pulverise 

  the madness in their eyes." 

 

 

"He's stopped firing at the surface!" Panman announced. 

 "Excellent!" Peter the Ace said.  "It’s a good thing that Ross 

Mental had that ten megawatt stereo system fitted." 

 Dick was really getting into the part. 

 

 

  "Shadows casting incantations. 

  Spectral ghouls from fiendish nations 

  trample massively upon the noise 

  assembled cunningly. 

  Grievous situations need 

  a tireless, unforgiving breed. 

  The mystic mite of flaxen flesh  

  must rule the waves of pain." 
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Lawrence was jumping up and down, and pulling out huge clumps of 

his remaining hair.  "Bastards!" He shouted.  "Elephant bastards!  Blue 

elephant bastardss eating apple and cinnamon cornflake vending 

machines!" 

 Peter the Ace spoke to Panman.  "It's working!" he said with glee.  

"Lawrence's derangement is deranging itself!" 

 Dick was enjoying himself.  It was about time that his singing had 

a purpose. 

 

 

  "They caterwaul atrociously 

  then stressfully depart the sphere as 

  glowing, grinning, escalating 

  soaring symphonies unfold. 

  'Agonizing tones!' they wail, 

  cringing as their size reduces. 

  Flinching densely as coercion 

  shapes a singularity." 

 

 

Lawrence was shrieking like a woman.  "Toads in my toes!  Get the 

bastards away from my floppy disks!" 

 Peter the Ace and Panman watched with delight. 

 "He's off his head!" Panman laughed. 

 "Shakkar!  When the walls' fell!" Lawrence continued. 

 Panman turned up the volume to maximum.  The Morbid was 

shaking visibly from the pressure of the sound waves.  The view-screen 

image started to break up. 

 "Ahhh!" Lawrence screamed, running around like a child on fire.  

"Darmok and Jallad at Tenagra!  Picard, his arms open wide!"  He 

stopped and pointed to an overhead emergency air-lock.  "Lawrence on 

the ocean!"  He began to climb. 

 "Lawrence is leaving the cockpit!" Panman said excitedly.  "It's 

worked!" 

 Peter the Ace looked at the view-screen.  The Morbid's cockpit 

was now empty. 

 "I'm scanning a lifeform on the ship's top side!" Panman 

announced. 

 "Show it!" Peter the Ace said. 

 A view of the Morbid's top side appeared on the view-screen.  

Lawrence was stumbling about outside and finding it difficult to stand 

up in the fast, high altitude winds. 
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 "My plan has indeed worked." Peter the Ace said.  "But I 

expected him to land the ship first!" 

 "He's too mad to think of that!"  Panman said truthfully. 

 "He must be mad.  He's several kilometres above the surface.  

The temperature up there is almost minus seventy degrees celsius, and 

the air's very thin!" 

 Ice was forming on Lawrence's face, what was left of his hair, 

and clothes.  He was struggling for every breath, struggling to balance.  

Blood poured from his ears.  He staggered, and then fell. 

 Panman closed the special communications channel, silencing the 

excruciating sound within Ross Mental's ship.  "I guess that's the end of 

that!" He said. 

 "Let's not be too hasty." Peter the Ace said wisely.  He turned to 

Dick, who had stopped playing.  "Great performance, thank you.  I'm 

going to join Panman on the bridge.  Take a break." 

 Peter the Ace left Dick's quarters.  Justin clanked towards him 

down the corridor carrying Lisa in his arms. 

 "Justin!  What are you doing with her?" 

 "Lisa passed by the galley as I was scrubbing out the prime food 

preparation bays." The metal trainee said in a boring, synthetic voice.  

"She complained of abdominal pains.  When she collapsed I decided to 

carry her to sickbay." 

 "Excellent thinking!  She probably ate too much at the banquet." 

 "I disagree." Justin said.  "After consulting my in-built medical 

diagnosis sub-routine, I determined that..." 

 "Sorry." Peter the Ace interrupted.  "But I really do have more 

important things to attend to.  Deal with it as you see fit."  The bounty 

hunter headed for the bridge.   

 Justin clinked and whirred his way to sickbay.   

 

 

"Look at him fly!" Panman said gleefully. 

 Peter the Ace took his position in the command chair and looked 

at the main view-screen.  Lawrence could clearly be seen plummeting 

into a valley.  Rapidly and painfully, the evil dude smashed through the 

densely packed trees of a forest and disappeared from view. 

 "Scan the area." Peter the Ace said. 

 Panman scanned.  "It's unclear, but I detect no sentience down 

there." 

 "Hmm.  Promising." 

 Panman turned to Peter the Ace.  "We should try to find Ross 

Mental." 
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 "Great idea.  I'll take us down for a low level deep scan of the 

area.  You may as well land the Morbid by remote." 

 "No problem." 

16 Alien Destruction Fiend 

Ross Mental strode quickly through the seemingly endless, dank 

passageways deep inside the Mumph-Scuttle Mountains, his standard 

bounty hunter issue floodlamp lighting the way.  He was carrying a 

bulky looking bag over his right shoulder.  "Fuck!" He said.  "This bitch 

is heavy, even with two thirds of her body eaten away!" 

 The bag was another standard bounty hunter issue item, and it 

was a very advanced bag indeed.  Once an object had been sealed inside 

it, all of the air was automatically evacuated, creating a perfect vacuum, 

and a perfect medium for preservation.  These bags were usually used to 

store volatile and degradable evidence, dangerous chemicals, or fruit.  

Ross Mental's ingenuity had discovered another use; The preservation of 

a recently expired and dismembered fat woman. 

 The bounty hunter swung the bag around and over his other 

shoulder.  "She'd better fuckin' recover," he said.  "else I'll kill her!" 

 Several slug-like creatures squelched their way across the hard 

rock floor.  They were fast as far as slugs were concerned, and chomped 

their little teeth loudly.  Ross Mental ignored them and walked by, 

talking to himself to relieve boredom.  "I hope my priority one call for 

assistance got through to someone." He said.  "It's about fuckin' time 

that I had a reply!" 

 Some squelching disturbed him.  He looked around.  About ten 

metres behind, three of the slugs were following.  "Fuck off, slimy 

bugs!" He said, and then carried on down the passageway.  "I've got no 

time for greasy worms with fuckin' chattering teeth!" 

 The slugs took no notice and continued to follow. 

 

 

It was another hour before the end of the tunnel was in sight.  Rays of 

light scattered in through an opening several metres up a jagged rock 

face. 

 "Fuckin' daylight!" Ross Mental exclaimed.  "About fuckin' 

time!" 

 He clambered up to the light, dragging the vacuum-packed 

Martha Rasindough with him.  With a powerful, coordinated contraction 
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of his right arm's synthetically enhanced tricep muscle, the bounty 

hunter flung the bag through the bright orifice.  He followed. 

 Outside, the late afternoon air was fresh and warm.  Ross Mental 

took a deep breath and cleared the stale smells of the caverns from his 

system.  He picked up the bag and looked around.  A dense forest 

stretched for many kilometres.  Huge mountain peaks rose high into the 

sparse clouds. 

 "I'm down in the fuckin' valley!" Ross Mental said.  "That was 

definitely one hell of a walk!" 

 The bounty hunter looked up.  A sheer cliff, hundreds of metres 

high, hung over him.  Apart from the sound of several species of 

annoying birds, all was quiet and serene.  "Lawrence seems to have 

finished blasting the fuckin' mountain." He said, scanning the sky.  "I 

can't see my ship up there.  I'll bet the fucker's tried to leave the system 

with it!"  Ross Mental thought for a moment then laughed.  "He'll get a 

surprise.  Whatever coordinates he enters into the navigation system, 

he'll end up back at the Palace of Amino, and in a sealed hanger bay, 

ready for a lifetime in a fuckin' detention cell!  The Morbid's security 

safeguard won't let any one but me go any where else!" He un-clipped a 

small communicator from his utility belt. "I'll make a call and see if 

help's arrived?" 

 A red beam of potent energy touched the communicator, 

vaporizing it completely.  Ross Mental jumped back and turned.  A man 

limped towards him, blackened and bleeding.  His clothes were torn and 

ragged, and his scratched skull protruded through his bald, ripped scalp 

in a most painful looking way.  "Bounty breath!" The man said, slurring 

his speech. 

 "Lawrence?" Ross Mental said with calm composure.  "I was 

wondering where the fuck you'd got to." 

 "Look at me!" Lawrence screamed.  "Look at me!" 

 "I'd rather not.  You look fuckin' awful!" 

 "Shut up!" The evil bedraggled one said hoarsely. 

 Ross Mental laughed.  "You look as though you fell out of a 

fuckin' star ship, or something!" 

 Lawrence glared at him.   

 Ross Mental stared back, and then smiled broadly.  "You did, 

didn't you!" He said, laughing louder.  "I don't believe it!  You fuckin' 

idiot!  How the fuck did you manage that?" 

 Lawrence pressed the gun into Ross Mental's side.  "Never 

mind." He whispered. 

 The bounty hunter stared at him.  "Where's my fuckin' ship?" He 

asked in a severe tone of seriousness. 
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 "Never mind." Lawrence whispered again.  "You are going to 

help me destroy your friends." 

 "They're here?" Ross Mental exclaimed happily.  "Who's come?" 

 "Bastard mother bastard Peter the bastard Ace and shit mother 

shit Panman the shit!"  The thought of their names angered Lawrence 

intensely.  He screamed with fury and fired into the air.  A blast of 

energy fizzed into the sky.  "I hate them I hate them I hate them!" 

 Ross Mental laughed.  "With those two around you're really 

fucked!" 

 "Call them!" The dark sovereign of disaster said.  "Get them 

down here so that I can burn them brutally and slowly." 

 "How can I?  You destroyed my communicator, you fuckin' 

maniac!" 

 "What?" Lawrence yelled.  "Find another way!  Do it now!  Now 

now now!" 

 "That fall must have really fucked up your synaptic connections!" 

Ross Mental said, laughed in an unnatural way. 

 Lawrence began stomping around the bushes that flanked the 

cave's entrance.  He stopped and looked at Ross Mental, then grinned 

with sly uneveness.  "Then your blazing demise with have to do!"  The 

death master of gloom and depression aimed his weapon at the bounty 

hunter. 

 "If you kill me," Ross Mental said without a hint of fear.  "Peter 

the Ace and Panman with make it their sole purpose in life to destroy 

you!" 

 "As you have seen," Lawrence said.  "I cannot be destroyed.  I am 

indestructible!" 

 "Your hair was destroyed!" Ross Mental said, pointing at the 

black lord's head. 

 "Never mention my baldness!" Lawrence shrieked insanely.  He 

pulled the trigger. 

 Ross Mental's chest ignited into flames.  He was thrust back, and 

slammed into the rock face. 

 "Ha harr!" 

 Lawrence took a difficult step forwards and fired again.  With 

speed and agility beyond the comprehension of mere mortals, Ross 

Mental raised his arms and blocked the blast, his armoured sleaves 

absorbing the beam's power. 

 "Die!" Lawrence screamed, letting off a few more shots. 

 The bounty hunter raised his legs, deflecting the energy blasts 

with the souls of his boots.  Several nearby trees were hit by the beams 

and ignited. 
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 For almost a whole minute, Lawrence pumped away on the 

trigger, and Ross Mental blocked and deflected every shot. 

 Lawrence eventually stopped.  "You're bloody annoying!" He 

screamed, out of breath. 

 Ross Mental got to his feet.  His armoured clothing was charred 

and smouldering.  "They make great fuckin' suits at the palace, don't you 

think?" he said, brushing himself down. 

 "Who cares about your suit?" 

 "I fuckin' do!" the bounty hunter said.  He looked down at his 

scorched attire.  "I wonder if this can be repaired?" 

 Lawrence noticed a small weapon attached to the bounty hunters 

belt.  "Why didn't you return fire?" He asked suspiciously. 

 "This you mean?" Ross Mental replied, tapping his mini-blaster.  

"I didn't want to accidentally shoot those fuckers!"  He pointed behind 

Lawrence. 

 The doom lord glanced curiously round.  Three half metre long 

slugs launched themselves into the air and landed on him.  One 

chomped on his neck, one chewed on his arm, and the other bit hard into 

his scalp.  "What is happening?" Lawrence shrieked, leaping up and 

down. The slugs started to suck hard, draining blood from his body. 

 Ross Mental smiled.  "They like you!" 

 "Shut up!"  Lawrence screamed.  The dark demonic dude ran 

around, trying to rip off the tightly gripping creatures that were feeding 

on his life force.  His attempts at removing them only made them bite 

harder.  "Ahh!" he shrieked, and then ran down into the trees.  "Bastard 

slimers!" 

 Ross Mental watched with delight.  "A nice walk in the woods 

will do you the world of good!" He said, waving.  "See you later, evil 

fucker!" 

 The bounty hunter waited until Lawrence disappeared from view.  

He thought for a moment.  "Fuck!" He said.  "I didn't get him to tell me 

what he did with my fuckin' ship!"  He walked over to where the 

preserved remains of Martha were lying and picked up the bag.  "I need 

to get in touch with Peter the Ace and Panman." He said looking up.  

"Where the fuck are they?" 

 A dark object was descending towards him from a high altitude. 

 "That looks fuckin' familiar." He said.  "And unbelievably well 

designed." 

 With a smoothness and precision beyond the capabilities of most 

air and space craft, the Blenheim drew to a halt thirty metres above the 

trees.  The clearing in front of the cave was no where near large enough 

for a landing.  Ross Mental knew what was about to happen and took 

cover inside the cave's entrance. 
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 Several pulsing energy beams passed over a forty thousand 

square metre area of the forest, vaporizing the trees and dense foliage 

into a cloud of smoke and flame.  The Blenheim descended slowly and 

soft landed on its new, custom made pad.  The exit ramp opened.  Ross 

Mental left the cave and ran over to it. 

 "Ace!  Panman!" He shouted. 

 Peter the Ace walked down the ramp, closely followed by 

Panman, who was munching on a prune and pumpkin doughnut. 

 "Ross Mental!" Peter the Ace said happily.  "Great to see you!" 

 "Great to fuckin' see you!  It must be two fuckin' years since we 

last saw each other." 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace said.  "What have you been up to?" 

 "Well," Ross Mental said seriously.  "I've been on a top secret 

mission for the Superior Beings.  All I can say is that I was here 

working under cover as a fuckin' wise fucker." 

 "Really?" 

 "Yeah.  Just as I was about to finish my surveillance and head 

home for a short vacation, that bastard mother fucker Lawrence 

appears!" 

 "An incredible fluke!" Panman said, taking another bite. 

 Ross Mental continued.  "According to Martha, he landed on her 

plantation in a 'roundy shiny thing'.  He must have left Kathwoman's 

mothership in a fuckin' escape capsule at the precise moment that the 

LARDBALLS weapon caused its dissipation." 

 Peter the Ace agreed.  "Indeed.  And he's been drifting inside it 

for the last four years!" 

 Panman's amazing mathematical powers were working hard.  

"The Palace of Amino was only two thousand light years from here 

when that battle happened.  He must have been travelling so slowly!" 

 "Such a shame that he crashed here." Ross Mental said.  "He was 

heading out of the fuckin' galaxy.  Once he'd travelled beyond the rim, 

he would have been out of our fuckin' hair forever!" 

 "Actually," Peter the Ace said with great insight.  "It was 

fortunate that he ended up here.  If he had passed by and left the galaxy, 

he would eventually, after maybe several centuries, have been picked up 

by a powerful race of alien destruction fiends.  After establishing 

himself as their diabolical leader he would have returned here and 

attempted another takeover.  The fact that he's here means that we can 

eradicate him forever." 

 "Good point!" Panman said.  "And as far as we know, we've 

already caused his death after making him jump from the Morbid." 

 "Ahh." Ross Mental said.  "So it was you two that did that!  I 

asked him how he fell out but he wouldn't fuckin' tell me!" 
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 Panman’s eyes widened.  "You've seen him alive?" 

 "Yeah!  He's just ran off into the forest under attack by three 

carnivorous fuckin' slugs." 

 "The bastard never stays down!" Panman said.  He finished off 

the doughnut. 

 "We should find him." Peter the Ace said.  He turned to Ross 

Mental.  "We'll take you up to the Morbid.  It's parked a kilometre up 

this mountain." 

 "Fuckin' excellent!" 

 Panman pointed to the bag that Ross Mental was carrying.  

"What's in there?" 

 "Fuck!  I almost forgot!  This is Martha, the lard bucket that 

brought Lawrence to me." 

 "Why have you sealed her in a vacuum bag?  Is she pig ugly or 

something?" 

 "She is pig ugly," Ross Mental said,  "but that's not why she's in 

the bag.  When Lawrence tried to blast us with my fuckin' ship, we 

managed to escape into a subterranean underworld.  While down there, 

a scaly monstrous fucker ate most of her body.  I was hoping that your 

cyborg construction system in the Blenheim could make her a body 

similar to Justin's." 

 "No problem!" Peter the Ace said.  "We'll get Justin himself to do 

it.  He'll be happy to have the chance to make a new metal companion!" 

 The three top class bounty hunters walked up the ramp and into 

the ship.  The ramp closed behind them and hissed as it sealed tightly. 

 Justin's voice spoke over the Blenheim's internal communicator.  

"Peter the Ace.  Panman.  Please come to the bridge.  A major problem 

has arisen and an interesting event is about to occur." 

 "Really?" Peter the Ace asked curiously.  "What's the major 

problem?" 

 "A large undulating object, one hundred and six kilometres in 

diameter, has emerged from sub-space and is about to enter this planet's 

atmosphere close to this location." 

 "Interesting.  How long until it arrives?" 

 "Five minutes." 

 "Hmmm...  Okay.  We're on our way." 

 The three bounty hunters headed towards the bridge. 

 "You may as well tell me about the interesting event." 

 "Lisa is in the sickbay." 

 "I know." Peter the Ace said.  "She ate too much at the banquet 

and had stomach ache." 

 "She does not have stomach ache." Justin said without emotion. 

 "What is it then?" 
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 "She is pregnant and about to give birth." 

 Peter the Ace looked at Panman. 

 "It wasn't me!" Panman said defensively. 

 "I know." Peter the Ace said.  "I have a good idea who it was 

though." 

 "Who?" 

 "We'll deal with it later.  Panman,  take what's left of Martha to 

the cyborg construction lab.  Ross Mental, come with me to the bridge." 

 Panman took the bag from Ross Mental and left. 

 "What the fuck's going on?" Ross Mental asked.  "Who's Lisa?" 

 "It's a long story." Peter the Ace said. 

 The two bounty hunters made their way to the bridge.  Justin was 

there to meet them. 

 "Justin." Peter the Ace said.  "We'll take it from here.  Go to the 

sick bay and attend to Lisa." 

 "Maggie is attending to Lisa." 

 "Then go to the cyborg construction lab.  Panman has a job for 

you." 

 Justin nodded, and then clopped and buzzed off the bridge. 

 "Well," Peter the Ace said.  "We have Lawrence running around 

the forest in the process of being eaten by slugs, a female humanoid 

from Erogina who is about to give birth after being pregnant for less 

than two hours, a flabby peasant woman desperately in need of a new 

metal body, and a gigantic undulating mass from sub-space about to 

collide with this planet at our location." 

 Ross Mental grinned.  "Another ordinary day in the life of a 

fuckin' ultra-mega-fantastic bounty hunter." 

17 Gargantuan Jaws 

The undulating sub-spacial mass entered Mud-Paq's atmosphere and 

smashed into a mountain less than fifty kilometres from the Blenheim 

and Morbid, which were hovering low in a valley.  The force of the 

impact ejected several billion tons of debris high into the upper 

atmosphere.  The subsequent shockwave began its destructive journey 

around the planet. 
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 Panman entered the bridge.  "Justin's working on Martha." He 

said.  He looked at the main view-screen which was displaying the 

terrifying impact.  "Whoa!  Cool collision!" 

 "It is rather spectacular, isn't it!" Peter the Ace said, smiling. 

 Panman sat down at the weapons console.  "Have you worked out 

what it is yet?" 

 "The Blenheim is scanning at this exact moment.  I'm waiting for 

a analysis." 

 The Blenheim made a timely announcement.  "SCAN 

COMPLETE.  ANALYSIS COMPLETE.  THE UNDULATING SUB-

SPACIAL OBJECT CONSISTS OF 98.3% DOUGH.  OTHER 

CONSTITUENTS UNKNOWN." 

 "Surely it can't be!" Panman said with controlled shock. 

 "I think it is." Peter the Ace said.  "Blenheim.  Compare the 

dough here with the dough monster we encountered in the Ye'Est 

system." 

 "COMPARING...  THE DOUGH OF THE UNDULATING 

SUB-SPACIAL OBJECT MATCHES THAT OF THE DOUGH 

MONSTER EXACTLY.  MARGIN OF ERROR: 00%." 

 Panman was confused.  He looked at Peter the Ace.  "I thought 

that we obliterated it with the B.R.U.T.A.L. missile?" 

 "That's what I thought too." Peter the Ace said.  "We blew it into 

many charred and boiled lumps.  My theory is that one of the larger 

pieces retained its sentience and bodily control and followed us here." 

 "How can a piece of dough, however intelligent, enter sub-

space?" 

 "I don't know."  Peter the Ace said.  He activated the internal 

communicator.  "Dick?" 

 "What is it?" 

 "Come up to the bridge please." 

 "I'm tired.  I'm in bed!" 

 "Now!" 

 "Why?" 

 "Now!" 

 Dick groaned.  "All right, I'm coming!" 

 Peter the Ace looked at the main view-screen.  The splat of dough 

was swiftly forming into the familiar and menacing monster that they 

had encountered a couple of days ago.  Already, it was towering above 

the mountain peaks and scooping up tens of square kilometres of forest 

with its incredible arms.  Its gargantuan jaws crunched on millions of 

trees, turning them into a rich, nutritious pulp. 

 "It doesn't look too happy." Panman said. 

 "It never looked happy!" Peter the Ace said. 
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 Dick arrived.  He was wearing a gold braided bounty hunter 

dressing gown with the distinctive Palace of Amino logo on its front.  

His normally neat quiff of dark hair was scattered all over his fatigued 

face.  "What do you want?" He asked wearily. 

 "Look at the screen Dick!" Panman said.  "What do you see?" 

 Dick looked.  His Jaw dropped and all signs of tiredness 

disappeared completely.  He brushed his hair away from his face. 

 Panman asked again.  "What do you see?" 

 "Er.  A dough monster?" Dick answered sheepishly. 

 "Wrong!" Panman said.  "Not a dough monster.  The dough 

monster!" 

 "Really?" 

 "Yes!" 

 The massive monster had started to smash and stomp towards 

them, pulverizing mountains with the same ease as that of a child 

crushing sand castles.   

 Peter the Ace turned and faced Dick.  He spoke sternly.  

"Somehow you managed to endow it with the ability to travel through 

sub-space, didn't you!" 

 "Err...  I guess so." 

 "Why?" 

 "I thought that it would be useful." 

 "Why?" 

 "I used to export millions of tons of ready mixed dough every 

year to many of the neighbouring systems.  They relied on it for top 

quality bread of a most delicious and delectable nature.  After years of 

transport hassles, delays, and massive transit bills, I decided to develop 

an intelligent form of dough that could leave my factories, enter sub-

space, and deliver itself completely free of charge.  I would have save 

millions of credits a year and also I could have lowered my prices, 

undercutting my competitors and giving myself a monopoly in the bread 

mix export business." 

 "Your idea back-fired in a gruesomely sensational manner." Peter 

the Ace said.  "Instead of saving you millions, it destroyed your feasting 

tower and your business." 

 Dick dropped to his knees.  "What have I done?"  He wailed. 

 "Pull yourself together!" Panman said.  "Do you have any idea 

how to destroy it?" 

 "No!" Dick blubbered. 

 "Then go back to bed." Peter the Ace said harshly.  "You're no 

use to us here." 

 Dick stood up and wandered away. 

 The communicator bleeped 
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 Ross Mental was calling from the Morbid.  "Have you seen the 

size of that fucker!" He shouted with excitement.  "It's so tall that its 

head is actually sticking outside the fuckin' atmosphere!" 

 "Yes." Peter the Ace replied.  "We encountered it a couple of 

days ago.  We thought that we'd destroyed it but it followed us through 

sub-space." 

 "My scanners must be faulty." Ross Mental said.  "They keep 

telling me that it's made of fuckin' dough!" 

 "They're not faulty.  It is dough." 

 "Fuck!" 

 "Indeed." 

 "How can that be?" 

 "That's another long story which I'll tell you later.  We have to 

find a way to annihilate it." 

 "What did you do before?" 

 Panman spoke with extreme pride.  "We made history by using 

the first B.R.U.T.A.L. missile!" 

 "Fuckin' awesome!  How did it go?" 

 "Phenomenally well!" Panman said.  "In fact, it exceeded all 

expectations and actually sucked away an entire moons atmosphere!" 

 "Cool!  But it didn't kill that giant striding fucker, did it?" 

 "True." 

 After a moments silence, Ross Mental spoke.  "There's only one 

thing we can do!" 

 "What?" 

 "We'll have to perform a S.T.O.R.M." 

 Peter the Ace became serious.  "A Sub-space Total Obliteration 

Ram Manoeuvre?" 

 "Yes!" 

 "Excellent!" Panman exclaimed.  "That's never been tried before.  

We'll clinch another first and be heroes of heroes of heroes!" 

 "We'd better get ready." Peter the Ace said.  "That dough fiend is 

almost on us!" 

 "What about that bastard fucker Lawrence?" Ross Mental said.  

"He's still down there somewhere." 

 "If our S.T.O.R.M. works," Peter the Ace said,  "he'll be wiped 

out by the blast wave along with most of this planet's surface." 

 "Two problems solved at once!" Panman said excitedly.  "Cool!" 

 "Three problems solved!" Ross Mental said.  "Part of my mission 

involves assassinating certain leaders of certain organisations hiding 

out here.  The S.T.O.R.M. should do it for me!" 

 "Triple cool!" Panman shouted.  "Let's get to work." 
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 Panman and Peter the Ace began to program the attack plan into 

the Blenheim's weapons and navigation consoles.  Ross Mental did the 

same on the Morbid. 

 "Ready!" Ross Mental announced. 

 "Us too!" Panman said. 

 Peter the Ace operated the Blenheim's internal communications 

systems.  "Hello everyone currently aboard the Blenheim.  We are about 

to perform a previously untried and totally drastic method of attack on 

an enormous dough monster.  Please stay calm and relaxed, and hold 

onto something."  The communicator clicked off.  "Right." he said.  

"Execute S.T.O.R.M!!" 

 Panman pressed a large red button marked 'Engage Program'.  

The question 'Are you sure (Y/N)?' appeared on the screen.  Panman 

pressed 'Y'. 

 "WARNING.  S.T.O.R.M. VIOLATES ALL SAFETY 

PROTOCOLS." The ship announced. 

 "Overide safety protocol!" Peter the Ace ordered. 

 "OVERRIDDEN...   FORWARD SHIELDS ENERGISED.  

SUB-SPACE EMERGENCY ACCELERATION ACTUATORS 

PRIMED.  S.T.O.R.M. ENGAGEMENT IN FIVE SECONDS..." 

 The dough monster stepped into the valley where the Blenheim 

and the Morbid were waiting.  It scooped up the entire contents and 

stuffed them into its gapping jaws. 

 "Lawrence was down there." Panman said.  "It's eaten him for 

sure!" 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace said.  "Not a nice way to go, consumed 

by a monumental lump of uncooked bread!" 

 Panman looked at the countdown on the view-screen.  "Here we 

go!" 

 Ross Mental screamed over the communicator.  "Fuckin' 

awesome!" 

 The sub-space power systems on the Blenheim and the Morbid 

went into instantaneous overdrive, accelerating both craft from zero to a 

speed of almost ten light years per hour within one nanosecond.  

Travelling faster than light within an atmosphere was not recommended.  

The air around the two ships was heated to a temperature of eight billion 

degrees celsius, instantly destroying life and melting the entire range of 

the Mumph-Scuttle Mountains. 

 A nanosecond later, the two ships hit the dough monster - the 

Blenheim colliding with its chest, and the Morbid with its gut.  Several 

billion trillion super-heated molecules of dough scattered at more than 

seven hundred times the speed of light in all directions.  Mud-Paq's core 

was split, liquifying, and then vaporizing the entire globe.  A few 
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seconds later, its neighbouring planets suffered the same fate.  A few 

seconds after that, the system's sun, seven billion years old and sustainer 

of life for almost the same amount of time, was snubbed out like the 

flame of a candle.  All matter within three light years of where Mud-Paq 

had once been was separated into its individual atoms within the time 

span of ten point two seconds. 

 

 

The Blenheim twisted and tumbled out of sub-space and drifted away 

from the scene of interplanetary mega-destruction.  Warning lights and 

alarms flashed and sounded throughout the ship's bridge. 

 Panman, dazed and confused, peeled himself off the back wall 

and made his way back to his chair.  "Status!" He asked, silencing the 

alarms. 

 The Blenheim spoke.  "COMPLETE SHIELD FAILURE.  SUB-

SPACE DRIVE SYSTEMS DAMAGED.  ALL SUB-LIGHT 

PROPULSION METHODS INOPERATIVE.  ATTITUDE 

CORRECTION THRUSTERS NON-FUNCTIONAL. TRANS-

STABILISER STABILISATION STABILISERS UNRESPONSIVE.  

SIXTY TWO PERCENT DEPLETION OF OUTER HULL ARMOUR 

PLATING.  WEAPONS SYSTEMS OFF-LINE.  NAVIGATION 

SYSTEMS OFF-LINE.  HOLO-GAMES SYSTEM OFF-LINE.  

SAUNA INOPERATIVE.  WHIRLPOOL BATHS INOPERATIVE.  

MICROWAVE OVEN INOPERATIVE." 

 "What!" Panman yelled with despair.  "How the hell am I going 

to heat up my apple and cinnamon Danish swirls without a microwave 

oven?" 

 "THE CONVENTIONAL OVEN IS UNDAMAGED." 

 "Oh," Panman said, calming down.  "I forgot about that." 

 Peter the Ace sat back down in his command chair.  "Are the 

scanners functioning?" 

 Panman looked at his console and nodded. 

 "Scan Mud-Paq." Peter the Ace said.  "Let's see if we were 

successful. 

 The two bounty hunters watched the results of the scan appear on 

the main view-screen.  Their eyes widened in complete astonishment. 

 "Whoa with bells on!" Panman exclaimed.  "We destroyed the 

entire system!" 

 "It appears so." Peter the Ace said.  "That's slightly more damage 

than we anticipated." 

 "You’re right." Panman said.  "I was under the impression that 

the destruction would remain isolated to one hemisphere."  He reached 

under the console and pulled out an operations manual.  "I'm sure I read 
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it in here somewhere."  He turned to the chapter named 'S.T.O.R.M.: 

Quick Guide to the Last Resort Last Resort Weapon'. 

 "Have you found it?" Peter the Ace asked. 

 "Yeah."  Panman said quietly. 

 "Well?  What does it say?" 

 "It does say that the damage is limited to one hemisphere.  But 

that's at the recommended maximum velocity of five times the speed of 

light." 

 "Ahh." Peter the Ace said, realising what had happened.  "We 

went to maximum sub-space speed!  Maybe we should have read that 

first." 

 Panman's astonishing mathematical augmentation processors 

kicked in.  "Maximum sub-space speed is more than 87,000 times the 

speed of light.  That means that we were more than 17,000 times over 

the recommended maximum!" 

 "We have really over done it this time!" Peter the Ace said. 

 "No we haven't!" 

 "What do you mean?" 

 Panman started to rationalize the situation.  "If we hadn't 

destroyed the dough monster, it would eventually have eaten the whole 

of Mud-Paq, increasing its mass by may thousands of percent.  its sub-

space ability would also have improved and it would have travelled 

from system to system devouring all matter until the galaxy had been 

completely consumed." 

 "I see." Peter the Ace said. 

 Panman continued.  "Although we have destroyed the entire 

system and countless millions of peasants as well, we have saved 

billions upon billions of lives elsewhere from an undignified and tedious 

death!" 

 Peter the Ace stood tall and proud.  "We have saved the entire 

galaxy!" he announced. 

 "Absolutely!" Panman said.  "We've also obliterated Lawrence as 

well!" 

 Peter the Ace sat back down and relaxed into his sumptuous 

command chair.  The view screen showed a three light year diameter 

gas cloud in the place where the planet Mud-Paq and its system had 

once resided. 

 "That cloud will one day condense into a new star system." He 

said happily.  "We have started a process that could eventually result in 

new life, and a new civilisation." 

 Panman Laughed.  "We are so cool!" 

 "Indeed we are!" 
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 Peter the Ace entered a thoughtful phase, and then looked at 

Panman.  "Have you heard from Ross Mental?" 

 "No, I haven't."  Panman replied.  He directed his voice to the 

ship.  "Blenheim?  Where is the Morbid?" 

 "THE STAR SHIP MORBID IS NOT WITHIN SCANNING 

RANGE." 

 "He was probably blown in the opposite direction to us." Panman 

said.  "He'll be back." 

 "Indeed he will." Peter the Ace said getting to his feet.  "We 

should check on the rest of the ship and tell the others of our outstanding 

victory!" 

 "Great idea!" Panman agreed.  "Blenheim?  Can the sub-space 

engines be repaired?" 

 "THE SUB-SPACE DRIVE AUTO-REPAIR SYSTEM IS 

OPERATING.  TEMPORARY SUB-SPACE CAPABILITY WILL BE 

AVAILABLE IN TWO HOURS." 

 "Excellent!" 

 The two greatest bounty hunters ever to exist within the confines 

of time and space left the bridge. 

18 The Sanctuary of Gourmandism 

Maggie was standing outside the sickbay.  She was panting heavily. 

 Peter the Ace approached her with powerful confidence.  "There 

really is no need to react to me in such an extreme fashion, however 

awe-inspiring and impressively well-built I am!" 

 "For once," she said breathlessly,  "it's not you." 

 Peter the Ace was shocked.  "Really?" 

 "Yes.  It's Lisa.  I've just spent the last half hour pulling babies out 

of her!" 

 Peter the Ace was curious.  "I noticed that you used the plural and 

not the singular." 

 "Yes." Maggie said, recovering slightly.  "It's normal for 

Eroginans to have multiple births." 

 "Interesting." the bounty hunter said.  "So Lisa had twins." 

 "No." 

 "Triplets, eh?  Excellent!" 

 "No." 

 "More?" 

 "Yes." 
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 "How many?" 

 "Octuplets." 

 Peter the Ace's eyes widened.  "Eight!" He said.  "She gave birth 

eight times!  No wonder you're exhausted." 

 "It could have been worse." She said.  "Ten is the average, and as 

many as sixteen has been known." 

 "Wow!" Peter the Ace said with admiration.  "A two hour 

gestation period and an average of ten offspring per pregnancy.  Your 

planet must have a serious population problem!" 

 "Not really." she said.  "We have an extensive network of roads 

and freeways but absolutely no rules or laws.  Almost ten percent of the 

population die hideously every day in ground vehicle accidents.  By the 

next morning they've been replaced by new-borns." 

 "Sounds like you've got it sorted." He said.  "May I see the kids?" 

 "Of course.  I'll stay here, I've had enough of the brats!" 

 "Understandable."   

 Peter the Ace wandered into the sickbay.  Lisa was standing 

naked in the Blenheim's previously unused maternity bay at the far end 

of the main medical room.  Her children had been grouped into pairs 

and placed in four incubation units. 

 "Congratulations!" Peter the Ace said as he approached.  "Your 

babies have the extraordinary honour and privilege of being born on 

board the most powerful and feared star ship ever to exist in the known, 

and probably unknown universe!" 

 "Thankyou." She said.  Tears rolled down her cheeks. 

 "Tears of happiness." The bounty hunter said.  "Very touching." 

 "They're tears of sadness." She said.  "These are the ugliest babies 

that I've ever given birth to." 

 "Oh.  I'm sorry to hear that.  How many other babies have you 

had?" 

 "Seventy four." 

 "Awesome!" Peter the Ace exclaimed.  "But you look so young!" 

 "I'm twenty four." 

 "Cool!  Your people breed more like insects that humanoids." 

 Lisa glared at the bounty hunter. 

 "That was a compliment!" He said quickly.  "I have a profound 

respect for creepy-crawlies of all types."  The subject was quickly 

changed.  "Do you have names for them?" 

 "Of course!" Lisa said.  "That's Carmen and Barbara.  Those two 

are Sharon and Tracey.  These are Larleen and Olmec, and finally, they 

are Jessica and Extrepalopakettle." 

 "That last one's going to have a hard time in school!" Peter the 

Ace said smiling. 
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 Lisa Ignored the bounty hunter’s last remark.  "Where are you 

taking us next?" 

 "Well," the bounty hunter said, "once the ship has repaired the 

sub-space drive we'll be heading to the Palace of Amino, which is about 

three weeks away from here.  The Blenheim is in need of a major 

service." 

 "Will we have to live at the palace?" She asked, looking at her 

babies. 

 "You are quite welcome to.  The Palace of Amino can 

accommodate single mothers of all varieties!" 

 "I see."  Lisa didn't look too happy. 

 "We could, of course, take you home." 

 "My home was on the third moon of Ye'Est, and had been for ten 

years.  You destroyed, it remember." 

 "Ah, yes.  Unfortunate but necessary."  He thought for a moment.  

"I believe Erogina is only ten days flight from the Palace of Amino.  We 

could take you there.  Then you could reintegrate with your own 

society!" 

 "No thank you!" Lisa said sharply.  "No kid of mine is going to 

die driving.  The palace will be fine." 

 "A most divine choice!" Peter the Ace said. 

 The Blenheim spoke.  "AUTO REPAIR OF THE SUB-SPACE 

DRIVE IS NOW COMPLETE.  SUB-SPACE PROPULSION IS 

AVAILABLE." 

 "Excellent!" Peter the Ace exclaimed.  "Blenheim?  Set a course 

for the Palace of Amino and go to maximum sub-space speed." 

 "INDEED I WILL." 

 A dull rumble reverberated through the ship as its powerful 

engines pushed hard and fast.  A millisecond of temporal distortion was 

felt as the Blenheim folded through the delicate fabric of time and reality 

and entered the trans-ethereal void known as sub-space. 

 Lisa looked at Peter the Ace.  Her eyes were bright and enticing.  

She licked her lips slowly then placed her hands round his waist.  Her 

heavy breathing had returned. 

 The bounty hunter remained completely calm.  "It doesn't take 

you long to recover does it!" He said, smiling. 

 "You need to relax more!" She said sexily.  "Let me help you!" 

 "I feel quite relaxed thank you," He said.  "But if I need your help 

I'll come and see you."  Peter the Ace walked towards the sickbay's exit. 

 "See you later?"  She asked. 

 "Maybe." He replied. 

 The automatic doors sealed behind him. 
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Panman pressed the activation switch on the cyborg construction unit's 

control panel then stepped back to watch.  Justin was with him.  "Let's 

see if your handy work works!" The bounty hunter said. 

 "It will." Justin confirmed coldly. 

 In the centre of the room stood a short but powerful looking and 

highly polished metal body of intricate design and build.  On top of it sat 

the head and shoulders of Martha Raisindough.  Microscopic synthetic 

nerves connected the artificial physique to her neural pathways.  In less 

than a minute, energy would flood her digital and bio-systems and bring 

her back to life. 

 Panman reminisced.  "Do you remember," He said.  "Just over 

four years ago you were in that position after having your body blasted 

away by some of Lawrence's foul-smelling ogres!" 

 "I am aware of that event." Justin said, devoid of emotion. 

 "You had to have a glass dome over your head to prevent 

infection." Panman continued.  "This is an updated machine.  Martha is 

protected from disease by a super thin electro-shield that hugs the 

contours of her skin." 

 "Her skin is heavily contoured." The cyborg trainee said. 

 "You're so insulting!" 

 "I am incapable of insults." Justin said.  "I was merely stating a 

fact." 

 Panman looked at Martha.  "When I come to think of it, you're 

right.  She's a prune!" 

 "A prune is an accurate analogy when describing her epidermal 

qualities." The metal trainee muttered electronically. 

 Martha's eyes opened suddenly and looked around.  "Where be 

I?" She asked nervously. 

 Justin clanked towards her and spoke.  "You suffered a 71% loss 

of body tissue during an attack by a subterranean creature." 

 "Oh no!" she cried.  "I be rememberin'"  She looked at Justin.  "I 

be dead!" She shouted.  "You must be Pod-Gee, god of plump peasant 

folk.  Spare me the torment of eternal banishment to the vomit pits of 

undigested pig cuticles, and welcome me into the sanctuary of 

gourmandism!" 

 "I am not a god." Justin said.  "Ross Mental preserved your head 

and shoulders and then brought you here.  I constructed a new cyborg 

body for you out of complex and incomprehensible materials." 

 A look of amazement filled Martha's face.  "You do be a god!" 

She said, bowing.   

 She noticed her metal chest, abdomen, and legs, and then 

screamed.  
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 "Do not be alarmed." Justin said.  "You will come to prefer your 

new artificial form in time." 

 "I be a machine!" She said in despair. 

 "Machines are more efficient and logical." 

 Martha looked at Panman.  "Who be you?" 

 "I'm Panman." he said with pride.  "Co-captain of this stunning 

vessel and bounty hunter of miraculous expertise and outstanding 

cognitive recall!" 

 "I be wantin' to go home!" 

 "I'm afraid you can't!" Panman said.  "A giant dough monster was 

stomping through the mountains where we found you.  We had to 

destroy your planet and the surrounding system to kill it.  You have no 

home." 

 "My plantation!  My friends!  My life be over!" 

 "You'll make new friends." Panman said.  "You can live at the 

Palace of Amino and serve bounty hunters." 

 Martha started to clank around the lab with startling ease. 

 Panman looked at Justin.  "She's learning to walk a lot quicker 

that you did!" 

 "Her motion systems are more advanced and more deeply 

integrated." Justin replied. 

 "You're jealous!" 

 "I am incapable of feeling jealous." 

 Martha approached them.  "I be wishin' to die!" 

 "Nonsense!" Panman said.  "You can live for centuries now.  Be 

positive.  You can lead a wonderfully productive and servile life." 

 Peter the Ace walked in.  "Excellent!" He said, staring at Martha.  

"Great work Justin.  You've definitely improved upon your own body!" 

 "Thank you." 

 Martha was aimlessly clopping up and down. 

 "What's wrong with her?" Peter the Ace asked. 

 "I just told her that we completely destroyed her home." Panman 

answered. 

 "Don't you think that you should have let her come to terms with 

the loss of her biological body before you informed her of that 

devastating fact?!" 

 "It's better that she knows straight away." Panman said with great 

wisdom.  "Her current intense depression and tendency to suicide will 

quickly transmute into a more forward looking and positive attitude.  

Trust me!" 

 "I trust you." Peter the Ace said. 

 "How's Lisa?" Panman asked. 

 "She's just given birth to eight kids!" 
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 "Whoa!" Panman exclaimed.  "She's a baby machine!" 

 "Indeed." 

 "Is Dick definitely the father?" 

 "I think so, although he won't admit it.  He's just sitting in the 

galley eating blueberry pies and complaining about the loss of his bread 

empire!" 

 "That reminds me," Panman said.  "I have a proposition to put to 

him.  I also need a snack!" 

 "Me too." Peter the Ace agreed.  "Justin.  Keep an eye on Martha, 

we're off to the galley." 

 "I obey." 

 The two bounty hunters strode magnificently out of the cyborg 

construction lab. 

 

 

Dick Burton was still wearing his gold braided Palace of Amino 

dressing gown, but it was no longer in immaculate condition.  Pie 

crusting and pie filling were splattered all over its front.  His face also 

had its fair share of food smears.   

 The oven opposite bleeped twice.  Dick got up from the table and 

opened it up.  The unbelievable aroma of blueberry pie wafted out and 

spread around the room.  Dick took the pie out, placed it on the table, 

and then sat down.  "If that damn microwave worked I could've heated 

this up at least three times as quick!" he said with annoyance. 

 Dick dug at the food with a large spoon and placed a big lump of 

it into his mouth.  He immediately spat it out all across the table.  He ran 

over to the nearest water dispenser and drank a few mouthfuls.  "Shit!  

Damn hot!" 

 He turned to return to the table.  Peter the Ace and Panman stood 

before him.   

 "Hello Dick!" Peter the Ace said cheerfully.  "Still trying to stuff 

your face, I see!" 

 "What do you mean ‘trying’?" He asked. 

 "Panman is the only person who can truly stuff his face.  No one 

else comes close to being able to." 

 "That's true!" Panman said.  "I have certificates to prove it!" 

 "I'll have to see them sometime." Dick said sarcastically.  He sat 

down and continued to eat the pie, this time a little more carefully.  

"What do you want?" He asked through a mouthful of pastry. 

 "Don't be so rude!" Peter the Ace said.  "We did save you, you 

know!" 

 "Yeah we did!" Panman said.  "And I have a great idea that will 

regain you the respect and dignity that you seem to have lost." 
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 Dick looked up.  "Really?" 

 "Yes."  

 Panman sat down. 

 A curious look appeared on Dick's face.  "What's your idea?" 

 "Well," Panman explained, "one thing that the Palace of Amino 

doesn't have is a specialist bread restaurant." 

 "I need more than restaurant!" Dick said. 

 "Of course you do!  And so does the palace!" 

 "What are you suggesting?" 

 "I'm suggesting that you build a feasting tower right at the heart 

of the palace's central districts, near the Central Tower where Peter the 

Ace and myself live." 

 For the first time since his bread empire crumbled, Dick smiled. 

 Panman continued.  "You will, of course, have to finance this 

yourself.  The huge amount of money that you transferred off your 

tower just before it was destroyed will have to be re-transferred to the 

palace.  I'm sure that the Amino Bank of Overabundance will gladly 

accept your wealth!" 

 "Are you certain that I can do this?" Dick asked. 

 "Of course!" Panman answered.  "We are bounty hunters of the 

highest order.  No one, apart from the Superior Beings and are above us 

in the entire Amino organisation.  Whatever we say is treated as if it 

were a message from the gods!" 

 "That's great!  There's something else that I have always wanted 

to do." Dick said. 

 "What?" 

 "It's always been my ambition to set up a massive music complex 

where other musicians and I could record and perform day and night.  If 

I build the feasting tower, I must be allowed to build that as well." 

 Panman looked at Peter the Ace.  "What do you think?" 

 "Two separate buildings would not be acceptable," Peter the Ace 

said.  "But if the two were combined into one stupendous monolith of a 

structure, then that would be okay." 

 Panman looked at Dick.  "Would a combined building be to your 

satisfaction?" 

 "Yes yes yes!" Dick said, standing up.  "It will be the most 

magnificent edifice ever seen.  It will have more than one thousand 

levels of..." 

 "No way!" Peter the Ace interrupted sharply. 

 "What?" Dick said, annoyed at the bounty hunter's sudden 

outburst. 

 "The palace's Central Tower is one thousand levels high.  You 

cannot, under any circumstances, build a tower that exceeds its height or 
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comes anywhere near it.  Panman and I live at its pinnacle and will not 

allow our panoramic views to be obstructed!" 

 Dick took a step back, startled by Peter the Ace's air of authority.  

"What would be the maximum height that I could make it then?" 

 "What do you think, Panman?" 

 "I would say seven hundred levels." 

 "Yes." Peter the Ace said.  "Seven hundred levels maximum." 

 "I guess that would be okay." Dick said.  "That's still one hundred 

and forty four levels higher than my previous tower." 

 "Yeah," Panman said.  "And it's more than a hundred levels 

higher than Tower One, currently the second tallest building at the 

palace.  Yours will push that into third place!" 

 "Thank you!" Dick said for the first time in over a century.  "You 

have saved me from a life of anguish and despair!" 

 "No problem!  Just one part of one of our incredibly difficult and 

deadly jobs!" Panman said. 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace agreed.  He looked at Dick.  "You should 

go and see Lisa." 

 "Why?" 

 "Those are your children that she's just given birth to, that’s why!  

You should be a more responsible father." 

 Dick was amazed at that statement. "They are not my children!" 

 "Why do you deny it?  There's no one else on board that were 

ever in a position to impregnate her!" 

 "Yes there is!" 

 "Don't lie to us, Dick!" Panman said. 

 "I'm not!  It's impossible for me to have gotten her pregnant!" 

 "Really?" Peter the Ace said.  "We can treat that for you, if you 

like." 

 "That's not what I mean!" 

 "What do you mean?" 

 "Although Eroginans' are uncontrollably attracted to males of 

virtually any species, they don't need them to become pregnant.  They 

simply wish for it and it happens." 

 "Really?" 

 "Yes!  And what's more, they only give birth to females.  The 

only males on Erogina are visitors from other worlds!" 

 Panman looked at Peter the Ace.  "That explains why it's such a 

popular place for vacations!" 

 "Indeed!" Peter the Ace said.  "I wonder why we didn't know?" 

 "We’re usually too busy exterminating murderous and frantic 

miscreants!" 

 "That's true!" 
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 "Sorry to doubt you, Dick." Panman said.  "You look a mess.  

Why don't you go and clean yourself up." 

 Dick looked down at himself.  "You’re right.  I'll go back up to 

my quarters."  He wandered towards the galley's exit. 

 "Dick?" Peter the Ace said. 

 Dick turned.  "Yes?" 

 "Wash that dressing gown.  It's a crime to deface bounty hunter 

property with food." 

 "Whatever." Dick said. 

 He left. 

 "Cool beyond belief!" Panman exclaimed.  "Our very own 

feasting tower at the palace!" 

 "That is cool." Peter the Ace agreed. 

 Panman wandered over to a storage cabinet and pressed a button.  

It opened.  "Time for food!" 

 The cabinet was stacked with pizzas.  Panman took out six and 

then closed the door.  He placed them in the oven.  "What setting do I 

use?" He asked. 

 "I'm not sure." Peter the Ace said.  "I've always left the cooking to 

Justin." 

 "Yeah.  Me too.  If the microwave worked I could use it easily!" 

 The Blenheim performed its second timely announcement of the 

day.  "THE MICROWAVE OVEN IS NOW FULLY 

OPERATIONAL." 

 "Awesome!" Panman yelled.  He turned and tossed the pizzas 

into the newly repaired oven.  "Those things make life so much easier!" 

 "I know what would make things even easier." Peter the Ace said. 

 "What would that be?" 

 "We get Justin to come here and cook the food, and then deliver it 

to us in the holo-games room!" 

 "That's the best idea that you've ever had!" Panman said excitedly.  

"Anyway, Justin is the best cook on the ship!" 

 "Indeed he is!" 

 Peter the Ace operated the internal communicator.  "Justin?" 

 After a second, the cyborg answered.  "Yes?" 

 "What have you been up to, metal buddy?" 

 "I have just completed re-calibrating Martha's optical power flow 

primary injection conduit." 

 "And what did that achieve?" 

 "The output threshold of the unit increased and it is now 

operating within the parameters of the design specification." 

 "That's good." Peter the Ace said.  "I was about to suggest that 

you do that.  How is she coping with life as a machine?" 
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 "It will take several days for her to become completely competent 

in the use of her cyborg systems." 

 "I have an idea.  Why don't you bring her over here to the galley 

and teach her how to use the ovens.  That should speed up her progress." 

 "I do not see how..." 

 "Just do it!" Peter the Ace ordered.  "There are some pizzas in the 

microwave.  Bring them to Panman and me in the holo-games room 

when they're done." 

 There was a slight pause.  "I obey." 

 The communicator clicked off. 

 "Let's go!" Panman said.  "There's a game that I haven't tried yet." 

 "What's it called?" 

 "Antediluvian Death Propagators Butcher a Large Amount of 

Ailing Hospital Out Patients!" 

 "Sounds relaxing!" Peter the Ace said. 

 "Probably."  Panman grabbed a bag full of caramel and mango 

flavoured doughnuts on his way out. 

 Peter the Ace looked at him, smiled, and shook his head. 

 Panman went on the defensive.  "We need something to eat on 

the way there!" 

 Peter the Ace laughed. 

19 Sleep 

Ross Mental opened his eyes to a very odd sight indeed.  Strange whirls 

and swirls of light drifted hypnotically around the Morbid's cockpit, 

brightening and darkening in a syncopated rhythm of phasing colours.   

 The instrument panels were shimmering in a most peculiar way.  

It was as if their material substance had weakened and liquefied beyond 

the consistency of water. 

 The bounty hunter noticed that a siren was bleating rapidly.  He 

reached for the damage control console and silenced it.  The console's 

texture felt soft, warm, and delicate; more like melted cheese than the 

super-toughened plastic that it was really made from. 

 "Morbid?  What's our fuckin' status!" He asked, his head 

pounding with pain at the sound of his own voice. 

 "COMPLETE SHIELD FAILURE.  92% ARMOURMENT 

DEPLETION.  ALL WEAPONS SYSTEMS INOPERATIVE." 

 "Not bad considering what happened.  Was the dough monster 

destroyed?" 
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 "THAT INFORMATION IS UNAVAILABLE." 

 "Why?  Where the scanners damaged, or something?" 

 "THE SCANNERS ARE FULLY FUNCTIONAL." 

 "Then tell me if the fuckin' dough monster has been destroyed!" 

 "THE NECESSARY INFORMATION CANNOT BE 

OBTAINED FROM THIS DISTANCE." 

 "What the fuck are you on about?" 

 The Morbid lurched violently.  Ross Mental was thrown forwards 

and pressed against the forward view-port.  The weird shimmering and 

swirling had stopped.  The cockpit looked normal once again.  The 

bounty hunter looked outside into the total blackness.  Something wasn't 

right.  After a moments thought, he sat back.  No stars! 

 "Morbid?  What's our position?" 

 "OUR CURRENT POSITION IS UNCONFIRMED." 

 "Just give me a rough fuckin' idea then!" 

 "WE ARE LOCATED APPROXIMATELY 116,000 LIGHT 

YEARS BEYOND THE RIM OF THE MILKY WAY GALAXY." 

 "Impossible!" The bounty hunter shouted.  "There is no way to 

travel that far in such a fuckin' short space of time!" 

 "THE INFORMATION IS CORRECT." 

 "How could this happen?" 

 "THE EXPLOSION FOLLOWING OUR COLLISION WITH 

THE DOUGH MONSTER CAUSED AN ULTRA-SPACE PULSE OF 

EXTREME MAGNITUDE.  WE WERE ACCELERATED 

THROUGH SUB-SPACE AND INTO THE NEXT SPACIAL FIELD." 

 "But ultra-space can only carry communication signals!" 

 "OUR EXPERIENCE SUGGESTS OTHERWISE." 

 "Wow!" Ross Mental exclaimed.  "Is this the first time that this 

has happened?" 

 "I HAVE NO RECORDS OF A SIMILAR EXPERIENCE BY 

ANY OTHER SHIP." 

 "Fuckin' cool!  I'll be a hero amongst scientists when I get back!" 

 Ross Mental operated some controls.  "Set a course to the 

palace." 

 "COURSE SET." 

 "Engage at maximum sub-space velocity." 

 The Morbid turned and folded away from reality. 

 "How long will the journey take?" 

 "1.33 YEARS." 

 "Fuck!" Ross Mental said.  "I forgot how fuckin' far we'd come.  

I'm going to be so bored!" 

 He looked out of the forward view-port at the side on view of the 

Milky Way galaxy far ahead. 
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 "I don't suppose that the Blenheim is anywhere near here?" 

 "THE BLENHEIM IS NOT WITHIN SCANNER RANGE." 

 "Shit!  I was hoping that we could dock.  Then I could play holo-

games to pass the time." 

 He sighed.  "I guess it's just you and me then." 

 "AFFIRMATIVE." 

 "Maybe I'll just sleep." 

 Something glinted in the view-port glass.  Ross Mental squinted 

and tried to figure out what it was. 

 "Morbid? am I looking at a reflection or is there something just 

ahead of us?" 

 "THERE IS NOTHING AHEAD OF US." 

 "It must be a fuckin' reflection then!" 

 The bounty hunter looked closer.  It appeared to be a face, a face 

twisted and evil.  A face with a bald, bleeding, badly bitten scalp.  Ross 

Mental sat back.  "Fucker!" 

 An acute, agonizing pain passed through his mind… 
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