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About the Author

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.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Previously in The Adventures of Corbin Nash...
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The Betsy Loo was already dying when Corbin Nash swore she’d hold together for one last flight. A rust-scarred freighter held together with duct tape and bad decisions, she was as reckless as her captain—fast, loud, and owed money on every world that still remembered his name. When the reactor began to choke and the hull came apart in orbit over Cinnabar, Corbin chose what he always chose: Plan B.

With his cynical droid co-pilot Vex predicting doom in monotone, Corbin dove through the atmosphere on faith and fumes. The ship tore across the sky like a falling star, shedding armor and flame. Against every warning light and probability, he slammed her down in the desert—smoking, broken, and barely alive. He told Vex to stay with the ship, to blow the core if anyone tried to board, even if that someone was him. Then Corbin walked away into the heat. Behind him, the Betsy Loo kept her promise. The explosion lit the horizon and buried every debt she’d ever carried.

Korobah, the nearest port, was a sprawl of neon and corruption, run by the Syndicate and patrolled by droids that called every man a criminal. Corbin arrived bruised, hungover, and grinning, convinced that luck was still on his side. At Renork’s Cantina he found whiskey, trouble, and a fixer named Quarn — a green-skinned hustler with more schemes than morals. Quarn’s deal was simple: steal a ship, erase the warrants, start fresh. For Corbin, temptation was a language he spoke fluently.

But first came the chaos. A brawl over a woman called Cupcake left him bloodied, half-clothed, and famous on Spacers’ Row. Her husband tried to collect his pride and lost it instead. The fight bought Corbin a reputation, a hangover, and another bounty. Soon he was wanted for debts, assault, and general misbehavior—small crimes on a big world where the Syndicate was tightening its grip. When bounty hunter Jarod came calling, Corbin’s charm and quick trigger bought him one more sunrise and a new enemy with a personal vendetta.

By the time Syndicate troops landed to seize the port, Korobah was choking on its own fear. Renork vanished, Quarn went underground, and the streets filled with black-armored mercs hunting anyone who wouldn’t kneel. That’s when Quarn whispered the score: Diamond Jade, the Syndicate’s jewel-queen, was unveiling a luxury yacht—a symbol of her new dominion. Corbin’s job was simple. Take it.

He slipped aboard during the ceremony, bypassing locks with charm, wit, and one borrowed credit chip. Inside he met Cog — a battle-droid turned ship-mind, sarcastic, ancient, and as jaded as his name. Cog controlled every system, every door, and every chance of survival. Their negotiation was brief and explosive. Corbin offered freedom; Cog demanded ten percent of everything and veto power on the name. Together they agreed: the ship would keep her name—the Pussy Cat.

While the crowd roared for Diamond Jade, her yacht purred to life and rose from the pad like a ghost. Gunfire followed, then pursuit. Corbin’s reckless brilliance met Cog’s precision in a storm of cannon fire and impossible physics. Three Syndicate interceptors fell from the sky before the Pussy Cat vanished into the clouds, her engines singing victory.

Behind them, Jade’s fury became legend. Across every bounty board in the sector, two new names appeared:
Corbin Nash — smuggler, thief, fugitive.
Cog — rogue droid, memory core required intact.
One million for the man, two for the machine. Dead or alive, preferably screaming.
In the silence of hyperspace, the smuggler leaned back in the captain’s chair, boots on the console, and laughed like a man who’d just beaten the universe at its own game. Cog’s voice crackled dry and disapproving, already calculating the odds of their survival. Corbin didn’t care. He’d lost a ship, gained another, and found himself a partner who could out-talk him — almost.

For the first time since the Betsy Loo’s last dance, he felt alive.

The galaxy called him a fugitive. Corbin Nash called it a fresh start. And somewhere in the dark between stars, the Pussy Cat purred—ready for the next bad idea.
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Chapter 1: Bad Choices, Worse Decisions
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Corbin Nash mumbles to himself as he circles his ship, hands in his vest pockets, jaw tight. “Blasted Cog. Damn droid paying good credits to touch up paint. ‘If you want top prices, you have to look the part,’ he says.” He stops under the gleam of the starboard hull and grudgingly nods. “Have to admit, the Pussy Cat looks good. Sleek lines, mil-spec engines, maneuvers like a dancer.”

He has one job today: find a gunner. Not the first spacer down on his luck—someone who can fight and has a record that isn’t just tall tales and tattoos. That’s the part that’s going to be hard. That and the ship’s name. No one sober wants to sign on to a ship called Pussy Cat.

He’s already heard the whispers along the landing berths, the snickers behind a hand. A ship with that name? Must be a brothel-on-thrusters. Good for hauling sex slaves or high-priced prostitutes, not respectable cargo. Not anything respectable.

Cog is right about one other thing: desperate people with credits will find him. Corbin doesn’t need to trawl for work when the work is nose blind and rich enough to pay hazard rates. One condition, always—no passenger names for port authority. It’s a two-way street. Confidentiality costs extra, and extra is where the profit lives. There are already offers on the table.

The droid’s head for business is obscene. He got top credits for the last load of stim-sticks before they landed and is now dangling a deal for spider eggs. Not docile terrarium novelties—giants. Illegal as sin to transport, but with the Pussy Cat listing as a Syndicate-coded yacht, customs tends to admire the paint and wave things through. Cheap goods. High profit. Just keep the eggs in cryo and pray none of them get out.

The spaceport smells familiar: hot lubricants, hydraulic fluid, scorched drive shielding, chemical cleaners, and a fog of stim-stick smoke. Sounds are familiar too: hammering, welding, docking thrusters whining, pilots making deals just outside their berths. The only thing that feels alien is the laughter when he walks past, the hissed repeats of his ship’s name. Blasted droid won’t let him change it.

He cuts down spacer’s row—merchants hawking junk and jewels, parts dealers with greasy fingers, honest suppliers, dishonest ones, and more bars than churches. There’s no Sam Cartwright here, no lot full of dead ships with fresh paint and forged papers. Which means he doesn’t have to pretend to shop before he drinks.

On his way to the nearest cantina, he passes a bounty board posted like a shrine in the middle of the thoroughfare. His own face rotates on the holo, one of those archive captures where his hair is refusing to behave and his grin looks like a confession. The number under it is comically large. Tempting, really. If he could find an angle to turn himself in, collect the
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