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He’s the galaxy’s worst scoundrel. She’s the bounty hunter who caught him. Now they’re stuck with each other — and the cuffs aren’t coming off.
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Chapter 1: Betsy Loo’s Last Dance
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The Betsy Loo wheezes like a dying drunk as she limps through space, hull plating rattling with every gasping kick of her thrusters. Inside the cockpit, the air tastes of recycled sweat, while smoke curls lazily from a cracked panel dangling overhead.

Vex, a T-109 Sentinel droid, sits bolt upright in the co-pilot’s chair, glowing optics fixed on Corbin Nash.

“We are doomed,” Vex intones, voice as flat as a funeral drum. “We will never make it planetside.”

Corbin Nash reclines with all the swagger of a man who owes money to everyone in three systems and still orders top-shelf whiskey. His boots are propped up on the flickering console, heel denting a warning light that’s been blinking red for the last forty minutes.

“Relax, metalhead. She’s gotten us this far. The Betsy Loo always comes through.” He pats the console, affectionately this time, though the gesture is more lover’s slap than caress. “Hear me, baby? Hold together a little longer.”

Vex’s head rotates with a slow, disapproving grind. “The ship is a decade past inspection. The engines long past due for overhaul. Your definition of maintenance is not recognized by any spacefaring authority.”

Corbin smirks. “Worked fine last time, didn’t it? Stopped the reactor from rattling itself apart.”

“Correction.” Vex leans forward, servos creaking. “Your application of duct tape prevented the door from rattling. It in no way repaired the compromised containment housing. Magnetic stability will fail in—” his optics flicker— “failure is imminent.”

Corbin waves the words away like smoke. “The Betsy Loo will hold together. She always does.”

The ship bucks hard, alarms shrieking across the console like a choir of angry slot machines. Corbin slams his boots down and reaches for the controls. “We just lost lateral control.” 

Sparks spit from the overhead. One lands sizzling on his shoulder. He brushes it off casually. “See? She’s fine.”

“She is not fine,” Vex says. “She is dying. We are passengers on a very large bomb with decorative seating.”

Corbin laughs, sharp and cocky, teeth flashing. “Yeah, but at least the drinks are free.”

The planet fills the viewport: swathes of blue ocean, brown continents scarred with gray industry, ice caps glinting like jewels at either pole. The nav screen flickers under a layer of dead pixels, but the data’s clear enough: Cinnabar. Korobah Spaceport.

Corbin frowns. “Why does that sound familiar?”

“If I possessed a mouth, I would scowl,” Vex replies. “Perhaps because you skipped out on paying docking fees during your last six visits. The port authority issued three warrants and one very explicit death threat. They will not let you land.”

“Eh. Bureaucrats love a good sob story.” Corbin thumbs the comms switch. “We’ll play the emergency card. Reactor’s about to blow, everyone run for cover. Make it sound official, Vex.”

The droid swivels toward him slowly. “It is about to blow. Why me?”

“Because if it turns out to be a false alarm, I can blame it on your memory glitch.”

Vex simulates a sigh, long and static-laden. “Woe is me. They will interrogate me, erase my memory, and reprogram me into a janitor.”

“Not if the ship explodes first,” Corbin says cheerfully, sliding on his battered headset. “Korobah Spaceport, this is Corbin Nash, captain of the Betsy Loo. Requesting priority landing clearance. Reactor’s a little twitchy.”

The reply comes instantly, and it’s not sympathetic. “Corbin, you sleazeball! You owe berth fees from six landings. Until they’re paid, you’re denied docking rights.”

“I’ve got the money this time,” Corbin lies smoothly. “You can even hold the Betsy Loo as collateral.”

A laugh crackles over the comm—harsh, bitter, seasoned. “That rust bucket? It’ll cost us more to tow it than the scrap is worth. Land here, Nash, and you’ll be arrested, shackled, and shipped to the mines until every credit you owe us is squeezed from your sorry hide.”

The channel cuts with a buzz.

Corbin pulls the headset off slowly and sets it on the console like it’s contaminated. Then he looks at Vex. “They don’t want us landing at the spaceport.”

“Plan B,” Vex says, optics dimming like candles in mourning. “We are doomed.”

Corbin grins, reckless spark lighting his eyes. “Not doomed. Improvising. There’s a difference.”

Another violent shudder rocks the cockpit. The smell of coolant thickens, acrid and metallic. Somewhere deep in the belly of the Betsy Loo, something clatters loose, bounces once, and stays down.

“Yeah, yeah,” Corbin mutters. “I heard you. Plan B it is.”

He flicks the nav screen to manual and scans the planet below. The starport’s beacon glows like a safe harbor, but docking fees and arrest warrants make it suicide. Off to the east, though—there it is. A wide, dry stretch of desert. A flat, empty, wasteland.

“Perfect.” His grin sharpens. “Open country, soft dirt, no paperwork, and no landing fees. Just how I like it.”

“Translation,” Vex says. “You intend to crash in the wilderness, away from witnesses.”

Corbin chuckles. “Exactly.”

The ship rattles again, more violently this time. One of the cockpit panels pops loose and dangles by a single wire, swaying like a noose. Smoke seeps through the vents, curling in lazy fingers around the droid’s shoulders.

“Hang on, baby,” Corbin whispers, eyes locked on the desert patch below. “One last dance.”

Vex computes the odds of landing intact, but keeps them to himself. They are low, almost zero.

The Betsy Loo groans as her engines sputter, venting fire into the dark. Panels flap, alarms scream, duct tape flutters proudly in the breeze of recycled air. Against all logic, all warnings, and all reason, Corbin Nash drives her nose-first toward the planet.

Doom or not, it’s Plan B.
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Chapter 2: Vex’s Last Order
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The Betsy Loo enters the upper atmosphere skipping across it, like a stone on water, and bucking like a bantha catching the scent of krayt dragon musk. Corbin diverts power to the forward shields, and pitch control stabilizers.

“She’s fighting me, Vex,” Corbin grins. He likes a good fight, especially one that he is winning.

The shields glow bright like cheap neon. A large metal panel tears free, flying past the cockpit. “I hope that wasn’t something we need?”

“Confirmed. Secondary heat shield separation. Reactor destabilization now secondary concern. Primary concern: The ship is going to break apart and burn up during reentry.” Vex’s optics dim. “We’re doomed.”

“Not yet we aren’t.”

Corbin pulls back on the controls. Pitch control thruster packs fire, and the nose pitches up. He holds the controls until the pitch angle kisses fifty-five degrees for atmospheric braking. The ship shudders and shakes, but holds together—mostly. 

Corbin and Vex are thrown back in their seats with the rapid deceleration. Everything not bolted down, and some that are, crash to the aft walls. More sparks fly, and the air thickens with smoke, and the acrid smell of burning electronics. 

“Told you. The loss of the heat shield doesn’t pose much of a problem, not with a pilot of my caliber.” Vex turns to face Corbin, and for once, he is silent.

The ship, leaving a trail of black smoke, flames, and debris, slows from hypersonic to supersonic. Corbin eases forward
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