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Episode Four
Never Work with Old Bosses

Captain Helena Galaxy stood in her shower, enjoying the warmth of the hot water as it poured all over her body. She worked her hair, putting cherry shampoo in it that she then worked hard at getting out. She also applied some coconut body lotion to her body, softening her skin and making her feel a lot better.

During the last few days, Galaxy had been working all day and all night on adding some necessary improvements to the Adventure's weapon systems, with only a few hours of sleep here and there. This had gotten her extremely dirty and sweaty, but she had almost completely ignored her personal hygiene in favor of the work, which she had been meaning to get around to for some time. In fact, the only reason she was taking a shower now was at the suggestion of her friend, Mr. Jason Space, who had promised her that the ship wouldn't go anywhere in her absence. It had taken a lot to convince her of that, but eventually she agreed to the shower when Space threatened to have their robot servant Sparky drag her to the shower kicking and screaming. Considering how strong Sparky was, Galaxy did not argue with that.

Now that Galaxy actually was taking a shower, however, she was amazed at how dirty and tired she had actually been. She had watched the grime go down the drain with the water along with the soap suds from the shampoo and conditioner she'd used. It made her quite glad that she had listened to her friends.

Right now, all she wanted to do was stand in the shower's hot water forever, letting the heat open her pores and cleanse her skin. It was very nice.

Still doesn't change the fact that we need spare parts, though, Galaxy thought, taking in the scent of cherry and coconut that now filled the shower, which she enjoyed quite a bit. Only question is, where are we going to get all those parts when we barely have enough money to pay for the Adventure's fuel?

That was when a loud alarm went off, an alarm that almost caused her to slip and fall. Thankfully, a robotic hand popped out of the shower wall just then and grabbed her waist before she fell and cracked her head on the floor of the shower. It then placed her upright, patted her on the back and gave her a thumbs up, and then retreated back into the wall.

Shaking her head, Galaxy turned off the shower and stepped out of it into the rest of her head. Wrapping a towel around her body—because it was very cold outside of the shower—Galaxy activated the intercom on the wall by pressing a button. Leaning in close to the intercom, Galaxy said, “Space, what's the alarm for?”

“We've got a visitor,” said Space, his voice crackling over the intercom. “And they want to talk to you.”

Puzzled, Galaxy asked, “A visitor? What do you mean?”

“Could you just come to the command deck and see for yourself?” said Space. “They want their identity to be a surprise. And they're really impatient.”

Now that was suspicious, although Galaxy didn't say so. “All right. I just need to get dressed and I'll be there in a jiffy.”

-

A few minutes later, Galaxy entered the command deck of the Adventure, brushing her slightly damp black hair out of her eyes as she said, “All right, Space, where are our—”

She stopped dead upon seeing a familiar face on the largest computer monitor, a tiger-like Vicanite that could only be one being.

“Liox,” said Galaxy, folding her arms coldly. “Long time, no see.”

Liox smiled, revealing row upon row of sharp, tiger-like teeth. Like all Vicanites, Liox somewhat resembled a tiger, except her red eyes gleamed with a cleverness that few members of her species possessed. Though Galaxy could only see the Vicanite's head and shoulders, she had no troubling imagining the rest of her body, which was hairier, more muscular, and bigger than the average human.

“Hey, Galaxy, what's up?” said Liox, leaning her head on her fist. “How have you been? I see you've got your own ship now. Congrats.”

Mr. Space, who sat on the floating command chair, looked between Galaxy and Liox with a frown on his face. “Um, I'm confused. You two know each other?”

Galaxy nodded, without taking her eyes off Liox's ugly face. “Yes. I used to work for Liox in her starship-building company, Intergalactic Industrial, the biggest ship-building company within the Universal Alliance.”

“And we're still going strong, even though you were one of our best engineers,” said Liox, shaking her head. “I still don't know what you were thinking when you quit, but as my meditation teacher says, 'Your journey is your own and no one can tell you what to do.'”

“I quit, if you don't remember, because you're an idiot,” said Galaxy, leaning against the door frame. “You told me to build ships one way, but that way was stupid, so I built them a better way. And you didn't like that.”

Liox's mouth twitched for a moment, like she was about to shout. Galaxy recognized it because Liox had yelled at her several times when she used to work for her, so she prepared to tell the computer to shut off Liox's connection with their ship if she started acting up.

Instead, Liox took a deep breath, muttered what sounded like a children's nursery rhyme under her breath as if to calm herself, and said, “Well, let bygones be bygones, right? I came to you because I thought we had both matured enough to put our petty animosity behind us both.”

“You, mature?” Galaxy said with a smirk. “As if. You are the most immature, selfish, narcissistic bore in the entire universe. And I know Space here.”

“Galaxy!” said Space, putting one hand over his mouth. “Why would you be so rude to our guest? And what do you mean, you 'know' me? Are you saying I'm as bad as her?”

Before Galaxy had to answer that, Liox waved one of her large, paw-like hands, saying “No, Mr. Space, she's perfectly justified in what she just said about me. I have been immature. I'm only two hundred years old, after all, which by Vicanite standards is pretty young. I acknowledge my flaws.”

Liox's flowery tone didn't convince Galaxy at all, but for now she didn't feel the need to berate and insult her former boss. As fun as it was, Galaxy decided it was better to figure out what Liox had come to her for instead, even though she didn't really want to talk to her anymore.

“Why are you here, Liox?” said Galaxy. “What do you want from me? Make it quick, because we don't have time to waste talking with people who don't pay.”

“Glad you asked,” said Liox, rubbing her paws together. “You see, a few weeks back, a rival ship-building company, Master Builders, Inc., hired some Black Stars to steal some of my company's secret plans for our newest starship. These are extremely valuable and we want them back right away.”

“Black Stars?” Space said with a gulp. “You mean the best professional assassin organization in the universe, whose leader, Black Nova, is wanted on every member planet within the Universal Alliance?”

“The same one,” said Liox, nodding. “Because you two are known as brave space explorers, I thought I would offer you the chance to break into the headquarters of Master Builders, retrieve the plans, and bring them back to me.”

“We're not mercenaries, thieves, or idiots, for that matter,” said Galaxy, shaking her head. “We're not going to risk our lives just for your stupid plans. Sorry.”

“What a shame,” said Liox with a sigh. “And here I was hoping that your reputation as brave explorers was genuine. Looks like it was all talk.”

“We're brave,” Galaxy replied, “but not stupid. Why don't you go to the Universal Alliance Mercenaries Guild instead? I'm sure you can find someone who'd do it for the right price there. As it is, there's nothing you can offer us that would make us break into a building guarded by some of the most dangerous assassins with the UA.”

Liox looked down at her hands, a gesture that Galaxy remembered her ex-boss always did when she was about to do or say something dishonest. “Well, Galaxy, I don't really want to get the Guild caught up in this. I just think this is a job the two of you could pull off easily.”

“As Galaxy said, we're not thieves,” said Space, scratching the back of his head. “We're explorers. Adventurers. Like Galaxy said, you might be interested in going to the Guild.”

Again, Liox sighed. “All right. I guess that year's supply of ship parts I have lying in our warehouses in Zaron will just have to go to waste, then.”

“A year's supply of ship parts?” Galaxy said. She pushed herself off the door frame and stood up straight. “What do you mean?”

Liox smiled, which made her look even more hideous to Galaxy. “I mean that there is currently a year's supply of spare ship parts—for a starship very much like your own—in one of our Zaronian warehouses, of course. I was thinking of using them as payment should you accept the job, but since it's very clear to me that you're not interested, I suppose I'll—”

“We'll do it,” said Galaxy. “We'll steal back those plans from Master Builders and bring 'em back to you in exchange for those spare parts. And we'll do it fast, too, so you don't have to wait long for them.”

“Excellent,” said Liox. She typed on an out-of-sight keyboard. “Now I am sending you the coordinates of the Master Builders main shipyard, where we believe they are currently keeping the plans. They're plans for our newest ship model, the Galactic Crosser 89. You'll recognize them when you see them.”

“All right,” said Galaxy. “Well, Liox, it's a pleasure doing business with you. Once we retrieve the plans, we'll be sure to let you know. We can then arrange a date and time for us to pick up the spare parts from your Zaronian warehouse.”

“Excellent,” said Liox. “I'm glad to see that you can just let bygones be bygones, Galaxy. You really have matured since you quit the company, haven't you?”

“Yes
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