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    FOREWORD 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Barbaric Queen needed a foil. What better foil than a pet? Specifically, a cat. So came into our lives Mr. Fizzle Pop.  
 
    He was supposed to be a fuzzy little side character who would demand people feed him, but soon he became much more. He muscled his way into our hearts. Soon, he was driving cars, saving the day, and cracking jokes.  
 
    Then Mr. Fizzle Pop started getting mentioned in reviews (I love those, thanks so much), and people began posting about this little troublemaker in the Aeon 14 group. The day he got his own mug and sold quite a few really solidified his importance for me.  
 
    He’s a great little feline (which means he’s horrible), and he brings me joy to write about. He might not be perfect, but he is fuzzy and cute. He’s based on our previous cat, Spike, and his insistence to constantly be fed, and his obsession with a laser pointer. I miss that guy every day. 
 
    Enjoy the story! Mr. Fizzle Pop surely does. 
 
    Chris J. Pike 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    A GOOD STORY 
 
    STELLAR DATE: 02.25.8948 (Adjusted Gregorian) 
 
    LOCATION: Entourage Hotel 
 
    REGION: Silstrand City, Silstrand 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Barbaric Queen’s crew carried on their victory party at the Entourage Hotel long into the night, but it didn’t take long for Mr. Fizzle Pop to grow bored. He was more than just bored, his stomach growled with hunger. 
 
    He jumped off the sofa and traipsed across the hotel room. 
 
    <MAIN ASSHOLE?>  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop scratched at the balcony door, but Kylie was busy with her man friend, and didn't even bother to turn around. They appeared to be talking quietly…or doing something with their lips. Mr. Fizzle Pop had seen humans do their lip touching a lot, and he didn’t understand it. 
 
    Gross. The white fluffy cat scowled and gave an indignant sniff. Fine. He’d find someone else to feed him. 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop turned and looked around the suite. The rest of the crew was gathered on sofas and chairs, playing cards and eating hors d’oeuvres—which sounded dumb, but smelled good. 
 
    The cat’s ears twitched as he realized he could just hop on the table and eat some hors d’oeuvres too. So that’s what he did. 
 
    But as soon as his oversized paws hit the glass surface, Rogers shooed him off. 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop hit the floor with a thud, but at least he landed on his paws. Turning, he roared angrily, “WHAT GIVES, ASSHOLE?” 
 
    “That food’s not for you. That’s human food.” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop didn’t like his attitude. “FOOD IS FOOD. HUNGRY.” 
 
    “You can have some of my food,” the new girl, Lana, said. She stretched a hand out from her chair’s armrest and scratched the top of his head.  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop purred; he liked her. She smelled like cinnamon. Girls were way better than stinky boys. 
 
    Lana placed bits of cheese and pepperoni on the floor for him. Mr. Fizzle Pop played with it first, just enough to show the food who was boss.  
 
    “TAKE THAT, FOOD.”  
 
    Then he gobbled it up. 
 
    Winter shook his head, glaring at Lana. “Don’t encourage him.” 
 
    <MEOW. CHOMP. GARGLE.> 
 
    Everyone grimaced as the sounds of eating entered their minds.  
 
    “He can’t help it,” Bubbs said. “He was starving when I found him, and so small, I wasn’t sure he was still alive. Been hungry ever since.” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop looked up in surprise. Bubbs wasn’t planning on telling the story, was she?  
 
    Ricket and Lana turned to Bubbs, eyes sparkling with interest.  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop groaned. The crew would never let him live down his origin tale if Bubbs wasn’t stopped.  
 
    He stomped his four paws in a petulant rhythm. “NOOO.”  
 
    Bubbs only sneered at him in the way that told him any protest would be useless.  
 
    “TELL IT MY WAY, ASSHOLE.” 
 
    “Your way is wrong,” Bubbs said, waving a hand in dismissal. “Anyway, it was about six years ago....” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    The Barbaric Queen had just docked at Heaven, a neutral-ground station that was a refuge for people of any faction—something of a rarity in the Gedri System. On Heaven, nothing was forbidden and everything was legal, so long as you were quiet enough about it. On that specific trip, Kingfisher, their captain, had instructed Bubbs and Beatrice—the two newest members of the crew—to sell a crate of illegal weapons they had scored in a recent heist. 
 
    Of course, Kingfisher had already sorted through the weapons and kept the best ones for himself and the crew, but everything else would score them a pretty penny.  
 
    Bubbs knew he had picked her because she had a way with people and was an obvious first choice to broker a deal. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Winter laughed and held up a hand, interrupting Bubbs’ recitation. “You have a ‘way’ with people? Maybe ways of killing them, yo.” 
 
    Bubbs sat up straighter, indignation lacing her tone. “Yes, I have a way with people. Beatrice wasn’t much of a talker. Anyway, who is telling this story?” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop glowered. “WISH NO ONE WAS.” 
 
    Everyone shushed him, and Bubbs resumed. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Bubbs and Beatrice met with a man at a nearly empty warehouse near the lower docks. Bubbs flashed him a holographic image of the weapons, and a data chip with a description of each piece and its price. Meanwhile, Beatrice hovered nearby, looking angry while crossing her beefy arms and scowling. She was really good at scowling. 
 
    A pair of short, high pigtails had never looked so scary. The only thing that kept their relationship friendly was Bubbs’ good arm. Beatrice might’ve been stupid, but she knew she couldn’t win a fistfight against a partial mech with a GNR. 
 
    When the deal was in place, their new customers left. Bubbs was walking out of the warehouse when she heard a noise coming from a nearby shipping container.  
 
    Bubbs and Beatrice exchanged happy glances, hopeful that they’d finally be able to have some fun on this trip after a too-peaceful negotiation. Beatrice slipped her golden knuckles onto one hand, and Bubbs raised her good arm as they slowly approached the shipping container. Bubbs’ scope eye spun as she zoomed in. 
 
    <Heat signature is evident, but it’s small,> she said. 
 
    Beatrice grunted across the Link, which was pretty much her standard response for anything. Sometimes, Bubbs wondered if Beatrice was even capable of human speech. 
 
    When they were within a meter of the container, Bubbs gave Beatrice a nod, and the gruff and tough woman flipped the crate’s lid open, letting out a fearsome battle cry. Bubbs prepared to fire as she looked inside, but there was only a small bowl. 
 
    Beatrice sent a disappointed frowny face across the Link. “Sad. Wanted to kill.” 
 
    Bubbs’ eye widened. “You talked!” 
 
    Beatrice put a finger to her mouth. “No tell. People boring and stupid.” 
 
    Then Bubbs heard a tiny voice coming from inside the shipping container. It was small and squeaky, the cutest thing she had ever heard.  
 
    “Food! FOOD! FOOD! FOOD!” 
 
    Bubbs peered inside the container, and saw, inside the bowl of gummy and hard candies, the tiniest kitten she had ever seen…and boy, was he a mess.  
 
    Bubbs reached in and scooped the little fella up. White and orange—and probably quite fluffy when clean—he was covered in drool. Dozens of candies had half-melted into his fur, and he looked more pathetic than anything she’d ever seen. 
 
    The kitten was small enough to fit in the palm of Bubbs’ hand, and it stretched, batting its paws at the air. It wore a little sign around its neck that said, ‘Please take care of Fizzle Pop. He needs a family, and I just can’t listen to him anymore!’ 
 
    An uplifted kitten, well that was interesting. Bubbs wouldn’t have thought that it was even big enough to be uplifted. 
 
    “I am Bubbs, Mr. Fizzle Pop. I will take you to our ship. Clean you up.” 
 
    “No clean!” Mr. Fizzle Pop shrieked, sounding like an adorable little chipmunk. “No go!” 
 
    “We have food,” Beatrice said. “You’ll like. I’ll get you whatever you want. I have dog. It be much fun for you.” She snickered, and Bubbs thought the other woman might’ve meant fun for her dog.  
 
    Bubbs would see about that. 
 
    She was going to have to teach this little guy to fend for himself.  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop seemed to consider their offer. He stood up on Bubbs’ palm, the red and green candies stuck in his fur jiggling side to side. 
 
    Bubbs couldn’t help a caustic snort. She had a feeling she and Mr. Fizzle Pop were going to be good friends. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Everyone was laughing, and Mr. Fizzle Pop didn’t like it one bit. He scrunched up his face, mouth disappearing so he appeared to be nothing but a big fuzzball—a really angry fuzzball. He started to make a mental list of who laughed the hardest, and what he was going to do to them for payback.  
 
    Rogers poked him in the belly, and Mr. Fizzle Pop swatted at him, claws extended.  
 
    “Maybe we should just call you Mr. Candy Jingles.” 
 
    “SHUT UP. MOO!” 
 
    “So what happened?” Lana asked. 
 
    “Come again?” Ricket asked. 
 
    “To Kingfisher, Beatrice…the old crew of the Barbaric Queen. What happened to them? Did they mind having a cat on board?” 
 
    Rogers and Ricket shifted uncomfortably, and Winter coughed and went in search of another beer. 
 
    Sooo…the fact they had killed half the old crew made them uncomfortable.  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop turned to Lana with an angelic expression on his face, his tail swishing side to side. “I TELL YOU. BUCKLE IN. IT DOOOOZY.” 
 
    “Wait a second,” Rogers interrupted. “Isn’t anyone going to explain the dog?” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop glanced at Bubbs and blinked. “DON’T KNOW WHO YOU TALKING ABOUT.” 
 
    “Beatrice said she had a dog. There was no dog on the Barbaric Queen when we…when we came on board.” Rogers cleared his throat. He looked guilty as he gazed at the faces around the coffee table. 
 
    Bubbs leaned over and glared at Mr. Fizzle Pop. “That’s the real question, isn’t it?” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop glanced up at the ceiling. “TRAGIC ACCIDENT. NOT MY FAULT.” 
 
    Everyone gasped.  
 
    “You killed the dog?” Lana asked. 
 
    “NOOOO!” Mr. Fizzle Pop shook his head. He folded his front paws together in a solemn promise. “DIDN’T KILL. MOON SAUSAGE MY FRIEND.” 
 
    Bubbs shrugged. “He’s using the term ‘friend’ loosely.” 
 
    Winter burst out laughing. “Moon Sausage?” 
 
    “RIGHT?” Mr. Fizzle Pop laughed, his eyes squeezing shut, and it sounded like he was coughing up a hairball. “YOU’D VENT HIM OUT AIRLOCK, TOO.”  
 
    He blinked and gazed around at all the gawking faces.  
 
    “OOPS.”


 
   
 
  



 
 
    FEED ME, ASSHOLES 
 
    STELLAR DATE: DON’T KNOW (Adjusted Gregorian) 
 
    LOCATION: MY SHIP 
 
    REGION: DON’T CARE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop piloted the shuttle out of the Barbaric Queen’s docking bay and pointed the prow toward Jericho.  
 
    Like he was going to let a rectangular, fifty-inch pizza get away from him…. He had been training for this all his life. Too bad the pilot’s seat was so short. The only way he could reach any of the controls was to balance on his hind legs—a maneuver he wasn’t very good at. 
 
    It made him meow in frustration, something he tried to never do. Meowing was so…barbaric. He preferred to be more refined than your run-of-the-mill feline.  
 
    “MOOOO!” Mr. Fizzle Pop called out as he fell forward, but he caught himself on the console.  
 
    Behind him, he could hear the patter of little feet as his partner in crime woke up from his nap.  
 
    Sigh…. He was in no mood for Moon Sausage.  
 
    SHOULD’VE GIVEN HIM STRONGER SEDATIVE. LIVE. LEARN. 
 
    But he had to take the dog with him. Moon Sausage followed Mr. Fizzle Pop everywhere, and when he couldn’t, he cried. He cried like a baby. It’d attract attention, and the cat needed a head start.  
 
    Just then, the console blinked, and words he couldn’t read scrolled across the screen. He tried to paw at them, but nothing happened. A moment later, Bubbs’ voice sounded around him, loud and clear, strained and angry. 
 
    “Mr. Fizzle Pop!”  
 
    He bristled.  
 
    “You must turn the shuttle around. Now.” 
 
    “CAN’T. NEED PIZZA.” 
 
    “You know what the captain said about your joyrides in Princess-II? It’s his special shuttle. His party shuttle.” 
 
    MINCING WORDS MUCH? It was where he took his special lady friends when he wanted to do what all humans did. Sniff butts and get to know each other.  
 
    “LOVE SHUTTLE,” Mr. Fizzle Pop corrected. “HE VRs TOO MUCH PORN.”  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop should know, and wow, he hoped to never see that again. Humans were ugly with all that skin—and they said cats without fur were ugly. 
 
    Bubbs’ voice strained. “Please, Mr. Fizzle Pop. You know what he said about the next time. You’ll find yourself floating through space.” 
 
    “HE DON’T MEAN IT. HE LOVE ME.” 
 
    Bubbs sighed. “They’ve already tried to vote you off the ship. Twice.” 
 
    Family. Wasn’t that just the way it always was?  
 
    “THEY JUST JEALOUS.”  
 
    He had Bubbs and the pilot, Raye, in his corner. Mr. Fizzle Pop knew there was no way he was getting voted off the Barbaric Queen. Even if he did, he just wouldn’t leave. It was pretty simple. 
 
    “I know you’re very…confident in yourself, but nothing can happen to that shuttle. Kingfisher had it refitted after your last adventure, and he’s serious. Very serious. Return home, and I promise to make you a pizza.” 
 
    It was a nice offer, but there was an inconvenient truth.  
 
    “BAD COOK.” 
 
    Bubbs growled, and Mr. Fizzle Pop pulled his ears back. He really hated that sound.  
 
    If Bubbs was mad, maybe he really was doing something wrong. Maybe he should turn back. But when they were on Jericho, he’d smelled a meat lover’s pizza. How could anyone resist? 
 
    A sudden noise behind him jarred him.  
 
    “MOON SAUSAGE! NO. BAD DOGGIE.” Mr. Fizzle Pop spun in a circle, his tail swishing back and forth.  
 
    The dog was one of those long, lean wiener dogs. He really did look like a sausage.  
 
    Happily, it bounced around, his thin, pencil tail flapping like a flag in the breeze, and in his mouth, a yellow ball. It grew wetter as he stared at Mr. Fizzle Pop with hope in his eyes.  
 
    “WOOF!”  
 
    He tossed the ball at the cat, who ducked to avoid being hit by the saliva-soaked ball. 
 
    “BAAAAD DOOOOG,” he said slowly in hope that the dog would be able to understand him, but no.  
 
    The dog stared, bounced, and barked—in that order.  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop couldn’t believe he had to share air with the beast.  
 
    Unable to sense the cat’s mood, Moon Sausage continued to grin at him, his tongue lolling out of his mouth.  
 
    OH BOY. 
 
    Behind Mr. Fizzle Pop, the ball continued to bounce around, and a hidden drawer beside his pilot’s chair slid open.  
 
    The cat peered inside.  
 
    WHAT IS THIS? OH YES!  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop sniffed in the drawer and discovered a small box. A small box with an amazing scent. 
 
    He nudged the lid off with his moist, pink nose. His eyes widened at the sight of three long cigars. He inhaled deeply, savoring the rich tobacco and strong chocolate notes.  
 
    These were from Scipio. He couldn’t be sure from which system, but there was no mistaking the expensive smells in that drawer. Plus, Kingfisher only hid the good stuff.  
 
    What else could be hiding on board? 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop put one of the cigars in the corner of his mouth. Now how was he going to light this thing?  
 
    Further investigation revealed a pop-out lighter in the same drawer, and he stuck the tip of his cigar against it. He puffed and inhaled, relaxing back into the pilot’s seat. 
 
    “HEAVEN. LIVE LIKE KING.”  
 
    He pulled the cigar out of his mouth with both front paws and thought to offer a puff to Moon Sausage, but the dog had moved on, chasing his ball to the rear of the shuttle. 
 
    WHATEVER. Mr. Fizzle Pop had to enter the plot for descent into Jericho anyway.   
 
    A second later, the panel in front of him lit up, and an audible alert sounded right before Kingfisher’s voice boomed over the speakers. 
 
    “You opened my hidden drawer? Mr. Fizzle Pop, do not touch my cigars. Do not touch them!” 
 
    “TOO LATE.” Mr. Fizzle Pop puffed a perfect smoke ring. “BUT LEAVE YOU TWO. GENEROUS CAT.”  
 
    He waited for Kingfisher to thank him, but instead, the captain bellowed with rage.  
 
    It scared Mr. Fizzle Pop wide-eyed, and his ears pulled back. He accidentally spat out the cigar, and he watched it roll away on the ground. 
 
    “UH-OH.” 
 
    “What ‘uh-oh’? Don’t touch anything. We’re almost in range to lock on and tow you back. After this, I have a stasis cat carrier with your name on it, and we’re dumping you off at Valhalla! You can find mice on the hulls they’re stripping down.” 
 
    “NO. DON’T.”  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop ran after the smoking cigar as it rolled beneath a side panel. He wedged his head beneath a tight spot and snapped his teeth. He couldn’t reach it, but at least it hadn’t caught anything on fire—that was a bonus.   
 
    His back paws hit a button as he wiggled himself free, and suddenly, everything started to change. 
 
    Music pumped through the speakers, and a shiny silver ball lowered from the ceiling, casting light everywhere. The floor panels changed to brightly lit and blinking squares. A bed rose up at the back of the shuttle and began to spin in a circle. 
 
    Moon Sausage returned to the forward compartment and began to jump up and down on the bed. “ARF! ARF! ARF!” 
 
    “OH NO. WHAT DO?” Mr. Fizzle Pop thought he better hit the button again, but the spinning ball cast so much sparkling light, drawing his attention to the moving spots all around the cabin. His whiskers twitched and paws quivered as he struggled to maintain control.  
 
    CAN’T, Mr. Fizzle Pop told himself. THIS NO GOOD.  
 
    But he couldn’t help himself. 
 
    ONE CHASE BE OK. 
 
    He screamed a kitty battle cry and launched himself toward a spot of light racing across the deck. His paw patted after it as fast as he could, but light spots were everywhere, and he spun in a circle to catch some of them, any of them. Just one would be enough. 
 
    The lights trailed across the console, and Mr. Fizzle Pop took a running leap.  
 
    Both sets of legs spread-eagled, he cried, “YOU MINE, LIGHT!”  
 
    His body bounced off the console and triggered changes in the holodisplay, but he barely noticed. Happily, he landed on his feet, ready to continue the chase, when an alarm sounded.  
 
    Moon Sausage barked as a glass partition rose up, separating the shuttle into two compartments. A space-worthy helmet dropped onto the dog’s head, and he repeatedly barked. 
 
    OH NO.  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop ran to the glass as the rear hatch opened, and the compartment Moon Sausage was trapped inside vented into space.  
 
    The dog went flying out, and Mr. Fizzle Pop heard a distinctive cry come from the mutt as he was violently sucked out of the shuttle. “ASSHOLE!” 
 
    MOON SAUSAGE CAN TALK? WHAT A LYING, GOOD FOR NOTHING— But what more could he expect from a dog? 
 
    Still, Mr. Fizzle Pop had a vision of Beatrice pulling his limbs off and using them to pick her teeth.  
 
    He bolted into the pilot’s seat and grabbed the controls with all four paws. The dog was being pulled down to the planet.  
 
    “CAN’T HAPPEN!”  
 
    He’d chase Moon Sausage to the catacombs of Montral to avoid Beatrice’s rage.  
 
    If the dog survived, Mr. Fizzle Pop was going to kill him.  
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
     “TOLD YOU. TRAGIC.” Mr. Fizzle Pop shook his head sadly. 
 
    “There’s no way that really happened. No way.” Rogers leaned down and glared at the cat standing on the coffee table. 
 
    “Parts of it are at least true,” Bubbs said. “He did steal the shuttle. And he did smoke at least one cigar.” 
 
    Winter narrowed his eyes and gestured to Mr. Fizzle Pop. “Don’t defend him! You are always enabling him.” 
 
    Bubbs glared at him, and Winter glared back. 
 
    “Well, I believe his story,” Lana said, swiveling her chair back and forth. “What happened next, Mr. Fizzle Pop?” 
 
    His tail swished across the table. “LIKE HER. NICE GIRL. DOG HIT PLANET, THEN RAN AWAY.” 
 
    “There’s no way,” Ricket said. “No dog could have survived re-entry and impact.” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop’s ears laid flat. He couldn’t believe the one who gave him tummy rubs, the one who smelled so pretty, would turn on him so thoroughly. He saw how it was, he’d remember. He’d pee in her grav-boots.  
 
    “IT HAPPENED.” 
 
    Winter gripped the back of the sofa and leaned over it. “Not possible.” 
 
    Bubbs held her arm out, separating Winter and her cat. “Back off. He might be a liar and a cheat, but he’s cute.” 
 
    Silently, Mr. Fizzle Pop thanked her for her accurate description.   
 
    “I FINISH STORY.” He picked up a nacho dripping with cheese. As he took a bite, he resumed. “SOON, I ON SURFACE. READY TO MEET ASSHOLES.” 
 
    “Who?” Lana asked with a grimace. 
 
    “THEM,” Mr. Fizzle Pop said with a swipe of his paw, as Winter and Rogers looked at one another in surprise.


 
   
 
  



 
 
    OH SHIT 
 
    STELLAR DATE: STILL DON’T KNOW (Adjusted Gregorian) 
 
    LOCATION: A PLANET 
 
    REGION: STILL DON’T CARE 
 
      
 
      
 
    The shuttle’s tracking system locked onto the falling dog and autopilot brought the ship down into one of the planet’s deep valleys where the air was still thick enough for life to survive.  
 
    It wasn’t long before Mr. Fizzle Pop’s furry paws touched blades of grass for the first time. He sniffed, the grass tickling his nose, and sneezed. What kind of place was this? Give him a space station any day; places with dirt, grass, and nature just weren’t…well, natural. How was a cat supposed to live like this? 
 
    ICK. 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop did detect a smell even worse than grass, dirt, and bugs—wet dog. Talk about all things gross.  
 
    “MOON SAUSAGE,” he growled quietly to himself. “I COMING FOR YOU.”  
 
    A butterfly fluttered by, going from grass to wildflowers. Interestingly enough, Mr. Fizzle Pop found his butt wiggling, and a moment later, he bounced through the fields, chasing after the freaky bug and her wonderful colors. 
 
    Vibrant orange and smooth black, Mr. Fizzle Pop had to touch it. He didn’t know what he’d do with the butterfly once he caught it, but that was something he’d worry about later.  
 
    The butterfly flew through a cluster of trees, and he followed happily. Until he strolled through the other side and caught the smell and sight of something new.  
 
    A ship? Crashed here of all places? It was half torn to pieces. His eyes widened with terror at the sight of a giant reptile jumping onto the ship and gnawing on twisted pieces of the hull. 
 
    If that thing had done that…. 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop had to get out of there and fast! He hurried under some low-hanging branches, and watched as a trio of humans ran past faster than he thought humans could run. A woman squealed, but one of the men squealed even louder. 
 
    HEH. 
 
    Not that Mr. Fizzle Pop could blame him. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
     “Hold up a second,” Rogers said. “I didn’t squeal.” 
 
    “NEVER SAID IT WAS YOU.” Mr. Fizzle Pop smiled. He couldn’t help himself. 
 
    Winter slapped Rogers on the shoulder. “You always squeal.” 
 
    A chorus of laughter erupted up from the group, and the cat leered at Rogers.  
 
    “LIKE GUTTED PIG. YUM, BACON.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop almost followed after the humans for a time, but a shining silhouette on a low rise in the distance caught his attention. The small and scrawny form of a wiener dog wearing a…space helmet.  
 
    The cat’s whiskers twitched with disdain.  
 
    “MOON SAUSAGE.” 
 
    Resolved and feeling mighty, Mr. Fizzle Pop chased after the dog as the mutt took off running. He didn’t keep track of how fast he ran or where he went. A left here around a small creek, a leap over a fallen tree. The sun began to set, and Mr. Fizzle Pop felt a sudden urge to nap, but he kept going.  
 
    Then the collar around his neck vibrated, and he slowed down, realizing Bubbs was close by. If Bubbs was close by, that could only mean one thing…. 
 
    He shrieked as something grabbed the scruff of his neck and hoisted him up. Kingfisher’s scowling face came into view, shaded by his flamboyant hat, with the scar on his face twitching like it did when he was enraged.  
 
    “Finally, we’ve found the troublemaker.” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop kicked his back legs and extended his lethal claws. They were at the ready just for situations like this one.  
 
    “NOT TROUBLEMAKER. MOON SAUSAGE TROUBLE.” 
 
    “You are a thief. Do you deny it?” 
 
    Hmm…he’d have to think about that one.  
 
    “YES. BORROWED IT, ASSHOLE.”  
 
    He liked the new word. It was fun to say. 
 
    Beatrice stormed toward him. “What did you do with my pup? You answer me, stupid cat!” 
 
    “IMPRESSED. DIDN’T REALIZE YOU KNEW SENTENCES.” 
 
    “Why you—” She lunged toward him. 
 
    “Enough!” Kingfisher held Mr. Fizzle Pop at arm’s length. “Let’s get the dog and get out of here. Our business here isn’t with you, Pop. You are lucky I like Bubbs so much,” he sneered.  
 
    Despite what he said, Mr. Fizzle Pop suspected his days were numbered. Painfully numbered. 
 
    Then he remembered the other humans who’d smelled like bacon, potato chips, and burning electrical wires. A good combination, if ever he’d heard one. 
 
    “OTHER HUMANS HERE,” he said quickly. “SMELL LIKE BACON.” 
 
    “Other humans? With food rations? Here?” Kingfisher cocked an eyebrow and hoisted the cat higher. “Where?” 
 
    “I SHOW YOU. SAW PRETTY LADY. SMELLED LIKE FLOWERS.”  
 
    Yeah, Mr. Fizzle Pop knew what got Kingfisher’s motor running—and run it did, at least three times a week. 
 
    “You’d better not be lying. You show me where they are, and we’ll forget what you did to my shuttle. Moon Sausage or no Moon Sausage.” He tossed Mr. Fizzle Pop to the ground and waited with his hands on his hips.  
 
    It was time to get busy.  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop walked with his nose sniffing the air.  
 
    DON’T FAIL ME, NOSE, he thought.  DON’T FAIL ME.  
 
    Or he might go from the cutest cat in the system to the most skinned alive cat in the system. 
 
    Well, at least life wasn’t dull.  
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
     “Wait, so the fact that the Barbaric Queen’s crew was even on Jericho was your fault?” Winter crossed his large arms and ran his tongue along his teeth.  
 
    Sometimes, Mr. Fizzle Pop was surprised he even had teeth. Or could even speak. The white human wasn’t known for his brains. 
 
    “YEAH. THAT WHAT I SAID.”  
 
    That’s what he had been saying for the last half hour, wasn’t he listening?” 
 
    “Is any of this true?” Rogers asked. 
 
    “Last part is,” Bubbs said. “I was there when you were dragged into camp.” She smiled happily.  
 
    The expression was probably too pleased for some, but Mr. Fizzle Pop liked when she smiled. He could practically see the vengeance sparkling in her eyes.  
 
    “I guess we should thank you,” Rogers said even as Winter gave him a nasty glare and shook his head. “Without you, we might still be there.” 
 
    “YEAH. STUCK IN LIZARD TEETH.” 
 
    “Hey,” Rogers narrowed his eyes. “That’s my salsa your tail is wagging into.” 
 
    “OOPS.” Mr. Fizzle Pop licked his tail clean. “SORRY, ASSHOLE.” 
 
    “So, what happened to them? Rogers and Winter, I mean,” Lana asked as she leaned forward. 
 
    “DON’T KNOW. I HAD A SHOWDOWN. A SHOWDOWN WITH MOON SAUSAGE.” 
 
    Ricket laughed and dug her hand into a bowl of peanuts. “You can’t make up this kind of stuff up. Truth is stranger than fiction.” 
 
    <Actually,> Lauren said, <You’d be surprised what happens on Fennington Station. Why, in the latest volume—> 
 
    Rogers and Winter groaned. “Not those again. If I have to hear one more adventure about Milly and Tilly, and whether they’ll ever make it to the Disknee World….” 
 
    Ricket sighed dreamily. “I really wish we could get there someday. You ever think—”  
 
    She stopped when she saw the look the men were giving her. 
 
    Lana sank lower in her seat. “I’d love to go back. The last time I went, I was just a kid. I got to live as a mouse princess for two days. I’ve never really gotten over my cheese obsession.” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop blinked his eyes rapidly. “GUYS. THIS ABOUT ME. NOT YOU. WHERE WAS I?”


 
   
 
  



 
 
    MOON SAUSAGE 
 
    STELLAR DATE: DON’T KNOW (Adjusted Gregorian) 
 
    LOCATION: STILL ON PLANET 
 
    REGION: DON’T CARE 
 
      
 
    Free from Kingfisher’s grasp, Mr. Fizzle Pop dashed through the undergrowth, eventually slowing and strolling toward a creek.  
 
    The sun had set, and if it wasn’t for his sensitive nose and ears, he’d surely be lost. He couldn’t deny the smell of Moon Sausage any more than he could deny hearing human screams behind him. One was shrill, and the other definitely of the female variety. There was the sound of running engines and weapons fire. 
 
    It seemed that Kingfisher had found his prize. And Mr. Fizzle Pop found his. 
 
    Ahead, Moon Sausage sat on a dried-up portion of an old creek. The helmet he had been wearing was at his feet, and he stared out at, well, nothing Mr. Fizzle Pop could see. It was just endless jungle in the valleys, deep below a dark and dangerous surface no animal could survive on. 
 
    “WHY YOU HERE?” Mr. Fizzle Pop demanded. 
 
    He wanted for an answer that wasn’t a tail swipe, but he didn’t get one. Moon Sausage could talk, but he pretended he couldn’t. The cat didn’t get it. 
 
    “PLAY GAMES? FIND BALL?” he asked the mutt.  
 
    When there was no answer, Mr. Fizzle Pop took the dog’s collar in his mouth and dragged him away. 
 
    “Yip! Yip! Yip!”  
 
    Moon Sausage fought against the tug. When Mr. Fizzle Pop lost his hold on him, the dog bounded back to the edge of the riverbed. 
 
    “BUBBS? BEATRICE? SHE WORRY.” Mr. Fizzle Pop’s tail whipped back and forth angrily, smacking the dirt.  
 
    Moon Sausage turned to stone, unmoving and holding his breath. 
 
    “AND THEY SAY CATS CRUEL.”  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop wanted to leave, but Moon Sausage turned to him, and he saw the longing in the dog’s eyes.  
 
    The mangy beast didn’t want to live on a spaceship. He didn’t want to be with people and pizza. He wanted to be here of all places.  
 
    WITH NATURE? WHERE ALL THE ALLERGIES AND BUGS LIVE?  
 
    What kind of a dog wanted to live outside? Who wouldn’t want to live on the Barbaric Queen, the best ship in the universe? 
 
    “YOU BE DEAD IN A WEEK,” Mr. Fizzle Pop warned. 
 
    Moon Sausage kicked the dented space helmet toward the cat’s fluffy paws. “Tell Beatrice…something good.” 
 
    Finally, they were getting somewhere. But it wasn’t anywhere he wanted to be.  
 
    “SHE KILL ME,” Mr. Fizzle Pop said with wide eyes. 
 
    “Then, animal to animal, at least give me a head start.” 
 
    Moon Sausage had enacted the animal code of honor! Mr. Fizzle Pop could agree to that, seeing he had little choice.  
 
    “OK DUMB DOG. DIE HOW WANT.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
     “The ‘animal code of honor’?” Ricket asked with the tilt of her head. 
 
    “Is he serious?” Rogers asked his girlfriend. 
 
    She glanced between him and Mr. Fizzle Pop. “I think…I think he is.” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop puffed out his chest and sat up taller. “I ALWAYS AM. ANYWAYS….” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    He trotted back to the crew’s surface camp with his head held high and the space helmet clamped in his teeth. He ignored the two males in the cages out front, and walked straight up the steps to the shelter where he could smell Kingfisher and Beatrice. Mr. Fizzle Pop didn’t see Bubbs, but he would soon. It was past dinnertime, and she never missed feeding him. 
 
    Once inside, he threw the helmet down at Beatrice’s feet, where she sat on a cargo box with her head in her hand. There was a bruise on the side of her cheek, and she looked like she’d lost a fight. Mr. Fizzle Pop would’ve been happy that she’d taken a licking, but it also meant that she would be angry. She’d only want to settle the score—or take her frustrations out on poor, fluffy, innocent cats. 
 
    “Where is he?” she demanded while rising to her feet.  
 
    “GONE. FERAL. WANTS TO BE WITH PLANTS AND BUGS.” He shuddered at the thought 
 
    Beatrice’s face reddened. “Gone? My pup wouldn’t leave me. What aren’t you telling me, cat?”  
 
    Her eyes were consumed with hunger. A relentless urge to find Moon Sausage, and Mr. Fizzle Pop knew in that moment that she’d never stop looking for him. 
 
    “GONE,” Mr. Fizzle Pop repeated. “DEAD. NATURE CLAIMED HIM. BIG LIZARD. BARELY ESCAPED.” 
 
    “You barely escaped? You? This was all your fault!” Beatrice reached down and plucked him off the ground. 
 
    He squeezed his eyes shut and refused to look at what happened next. It was always painful using one of your nine lives, and Mr. Fizzle Pop wasn’t sure what number he was on—this could be it. 
 
    “It’s time to go,” Bubbs said as she entered through the side entrance. “Prisoners are being transported, and we’re needed on the Queen. Give me my cat, Beatrice.” 
 
    “He killed Moon Sausage. You know he did. He’s always had it out for him!” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop didn’t dare speak. He could feel Bubbs’ protective hands take him from Beatrice, and he gratefully settled against her chest, his head resting on her shoulder.  
 
    In times like this, he found he made an irrational purring noise he couldn’t control. It usually bothered him, but this wasn’t one of those times. Instead, he glared at Beatrice—though he still purred—as she moved out of their way, her narrowed eyes never leaving his face. 
 
    The warm air outside was a welcome greeting, even if it seemed the humidity made his fur stick up.  
 
    “THANKS,” he said to Bubbs. 
 
    She stroked his back and scratched behind his ears. “You need to be more careful. No more stealing shuttles or cigars. You have to stay under Beatrice’s radar.” 
 
    “BOURBON?” he asked hopefully, but when Bubbs gave him a sharp look, he let it drop. “NO MORE BOURBON.”  
 
    But he might still cheat at poker. Once in a while.  
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Proud of himself, Mr. Fizzle Pop sat back on his haunches and licked his front left paw over and over again. Finally, the team would see him for the hero he was.  
 
    Instead, he was met with wide-eyed glances and looks of disbelief.  
 
    How could he not have won them over yet? 
 
    “I think it was a nice story,” Lana said. “You told it really well, Mr. Fizzle Pop.” 
 
    Lana was quickly on her way to becoming his favorite human.  
 
    He bowed his head down low. “I DID.” 
 
    She laughed, but he didn’t know why. “Oh, he’s cute, guys. How can you distrust that little face?” 
 
    “That’s how he gets you,” Rogers whispered. “And before you know it, he’s attached to your face, stealing all your corn chips.” 
 
    This again? Mr. Fizzle Pop sighed. “HAPPENED ONE TIME.” 
 
    “It just seems suspicious.” Winter stroked his chin. “The one rival you had is gone and unable to tell his side of the story. You could say anything, and we’d have no way of knowing if any of it was true.” 
 
    “IS TRUE.” 
 
    “But you can’t prove it.” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop scowled deep. “FEEL HAIRBALL COMING ON.” He gave Winter a threatening look and held out his paw as menacingly as he could. 
 
    “Whoa, settle down!” Winter held up his hands. “We don’t need a hairball incident.” 
 
    “YEAH, WE DO.” Mr. Fizzle Pop started gagging and coughing.  
 
    He had to have one somewhere. If anyone could work it up, he could. 
 
    “Mr. Fizzle Pop,” Bubbs said with a small, playful grin—which was weird for her. “Why don’t you move on in the story? Back on the Barbaric Queen…with our new guests and how things went down with the crew.” 
 
    Winter pulled back to a safe distance. “Oh yeah. I forgot…about that.” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop squinted his eyes and guffawed into his paw. “OKAY. SOMEONE GRAB PIZZA. THIS REAL DOOZY.”


 
   
 
  



 
 
    BARBARIC QUEEN 
 
    STELLAR DATE: DON’T KNOW (Adjusted Gregorian) 
 
    LOCATION: BACK ON MY SHIP 
 
    REGION: STILL DON’T CARE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Interlopers,” Bubbs whispered as she peered out the door of her quarters.  
 
    Beside her, Mr. Fizzle Pop sat at her feet, his tail swishing angrily. He tried to catch a peek of them, but all he saw were pairs of ankles walking by.  
 
    “ASSHOLES,” Mr. Fizzle Pop said and peered up at her. 
 
    Bubbs shrugged. “Same thing. You’ve been using that word a lot lately.” 
 
    “MOON SAUSAGE TAUGHT ME.” 
 
    Bubbs sighed. “Not that again,” she muttered. “You know he couldn’t talk. He was just…a stupid wiener dog.” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop was glad Beatrice wasn’t around to hear that one. She might add Bubbs to her kill list—which the cat was certain he was firmly at the top of. He usually liked being first, but not about stuff like this. 
 
    Bubbs crouched down and looked him in the eye. “Okay, this is serious. You stay out of sight. I’m going to deal with this problem after dinner’s served. Rogers will be slow after he eats his weight in bacon, and Winter’s too stupid to see me coming.” 
 
    He didn’t disagree.  
 
    “GIRL?” 
 
    Bubbs laughed. “Nadine? Kingfisher is going to take care of her. One way or the other. Personally, I’m happy with other. I trust her least of all.” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop nodded in agreement. “SHE SMELLS. PERFUME. ICK.” He coughed at the mere thought. 
 
    Bubbs turned toward the door, and he cried out in panic.  
 
    “WAIT.” 
 
    He really didn’t want to be left alone in her quarters too long.  
 
    “FEED ME FIRST, ASSHOLE!” 
 
    Bubbs sighed. “I just fed you.” 
 
    Wide-eyed, Mr. Fizzle Pop shrank down to cute size and curled his tail tightly around him. “STARVE. HELP. ME.” 
 
    Bubbs glanced down at his food bowl. “There’s tons of food.” 
 
    “SEE BOTTOM. WHITE BOWL SHOWING THROUGH. NO GOOD.” 
 
    Bubbs picked up the bowl, gave it a shake, and placed it back down.  
 
    Suspiciously, Mr. Fizzle Pop inspected it. She had added no food to the bowl, but the hole revealing the bottom was gone.  
 
    How had she done that? Where had the hole gone?  
 
    Gingerly, he stepped forward and took a small nibble. Well, it tasted like his food, so he guessed she must have been holding some extra.  
 
    When he finished his light snack, Bubbs was gone. 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop’s ears flattened against his head. Bubbs might need his help. She often did. Plus, he was still hungry.  
 
    He glanced up at a vent with a missing cover high on the wall. He’d done it before… 
 
    He extended a paw, claws pushed out and ready to work. 
 
    …and he could do it again. 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    After some time—though he really had no idea how long—Mr. Fizzle Pop found his way onto the bridge. The smells of pork rinds and beef jerky stole his attention away from finding Bubbs. Before long, he was curled up on Raye’s lap, gnawing on a piece of beef jerky. Raye stroked his fur and scratched behind his ears. 
 
    This was normal for the pair, and they’d spend hours in quiet companionship. Mr. Fizzle Pop liked Raye, and his snacks, a lot. Plus, the special gloves he wore to pilot the ship were delightfully ribbed. Quite the nice massage while they hung out and talked about politics and system-wide events. 
 
    “You catch the new Space Galaxy Saver number eight yet?” Raye asked. 
 
    “NO.” 
 
    “Oh, too bad. Come to my quarters some night, and I’ll put it on the screen so you can see it too.” 
 
    “FUN!”  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop would look forward to it. Raye always served the best movie snacks, and he had a soft, fluffy blanket that was to die for. Literally. Mr. Fizzle Pop got tangled beneath it once and nearly suffocated. 
 
    “What do you think of the new guys?” 
 
    “ASSHOLES,” Mr. Fizzle Pop said with beef jerky lodged in his side teeth. He used a claw to clean it out. 
 
    Raye nodded. “Maybe you’re right. Think Rogers might be okay.” 
 
    “OBSESSED WITH FOOD,” Mr. Fizzle Pop said with a roll of his eyes.  
 
    “You should talk. Plus, that’s kind of why I like him. He stopped in a few days ago, and we shared a beer. He asked me about the ship.” 
 
    “SUSPICIOUS.” 
 
    “You think?” Raye asked with a tilt of his head.  
 
    He paused in the funny way only he had. His dreadlocks floated up, sensing something in the air. Mr. Fizzle Pop had seen it dozens of times before.  
 
    “Someone’s coming.” 
 
    That was all Mr. Fizzle Pop needed to hear.  
 
    He darted off Raye and hid beneath a console so no one would see him. Even under the best circumstances, it made the cat uncomfortable when new people entered a room. And now, with the new assholes moving in…well, it was better to be safe than sorry. 
 
    He kept low to the ground and tried not to breathe as the bridge door slid open. Rogers strolled in looking confident in his I LOVE BACON t-shirt.  
 
    The cat blinked and dreamily scratched at an itch only to be brought back to the present when Rogers and Raye started fighting. 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop considered his options. He could stay hidden, but Raye might end up hurt—or worse. And they were buddies. How could the cat just put his own well-being above his friend’s? 
 
    Pretty easily, it seemed. 
 
    Before long, Raye lay on the floor, unmoving, and Rogers stole his gloves, taking the pilot’s seat.  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop whined with sadness, and felt the beginning of a pitiful meow coming on, but just then, Raye came back to life and attacked Rogers from behind. 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop’s butt wiggled side to side with excitement. He was ready to pounce and help out, when the biggest, scariest man he had ever seen entered the bridge.  
 
    Winter.  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop was pretty sure he played basketball with cats. Where the cats were the ball. 
 
    He cradled a giant gun named with something like ‘Rudolph’ etched on the side, and paused before speaking dramatically.  
 
    “I’m here with my giant muscles to save the skinny guy yet again. I’m—” 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “I do not talk like that,” Winter said with reddened cheeks. 
 
    “YEAH, DO.” 
 
    “Maybe that’s how it sounds to something so small and fluffy. Did you ever think of that?” Lana picked up Mr. Fizzle Pop and cradled him to her chest like a wounded animal. 
 
    Oh, she was nice. Warm. He purred against her without even meaning to. 
 
    “I don’t have an ‘I Love Bacon’ t-shirt,” Rogers said. “Now I’m wishing I did. But I don’t. The cat can’t stick to the truth! He’s making half of this stuff up!” 
 
    “So what happened then? To Raye?” Lana sounded worried. “Kingfisher. The rest of the crew.” 
 
    “C’mon, Lana….” Winter’s voice trailed off. “He’s manipulating you. Can’t you see that? He’s not as innocent as he pretends to be!” 
 
    “What happened to them?” Lana asked sternly, and under her gaze, Winter turned his head away.  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop could smell the pheromones bouncing off them. It was like they were getting ready to have sex right there.  
 
    YUUUUUCK! 
 
    “DEAD,” Mr. Fizzle Pop said. “ALL FRIENDS GONE. STOLE MY SHIP.” 
 
    “Your ship?” Rogers said in a hoarse voice. “You really are full of yourself. Also, don’t forget that they took us prisoner when we were just minding our own business.” 
 
    Lana squealed and covered Mr. Fizzle Pop’s ears. “Don’t make excuses! You killed the only family he knew right in front of him.” 
 
    Bubbs raised her hand. “I am still here. But not for your lack of trying.” She glared at Winter. “Still, bygones. I harbor no grudges. Even if Raye didn’t deserve what he got. A few of the others were kept as prisoners and handed over to Silstrand.” 
 
    “I’m going to take Mr. Fizzle Pop into the kitchen suite for a little treat. You boys had better think of apologizing. You’d just better.” Lana turned around and stormed off.  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop smirked at Rogers and Winter and flipped them a middle claw.  
 
    SUCKERS.


 
   
 
  



 
 
    TIME TO GO 
 
    STELLAR DATE: 02.25.8948 (Adjusted Gregorian) 
 
    LOCATION: Entourage Hotel 
 
    REGION: Silstrand City, Silstrand 
 
      
 
      
 
    Lana found some cans of minced tuna, which made a nice snack. After that, Mr. Fizzle Pop decided that she was worth hanging around with.  
 
    He shadowed her the rest of the night, waiting until it was time to return to the ship with Bubbs. The notion of going home to her room was a good one. It settled his stomach, and made him think of saucers of milk. 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop pawed at bits of leftover nachos on a table in the suite. He was chasing one that wouldn’t sit still, and spun around so fast, he nearly fell. He was still shaking his head when Winter approached, calling his name.  
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop composed himself and stood regally. “HEY.” 
 
    “Furry man.” Winter cleared his throat. “We never stopped to think. You know?”  
 
    Was he apologizing? Man, he was really whipped by Lana. Wait until Mr. Fizzle Pop told the rest of the crew. 
 
    Rogers nodded too. “Yeah, sorry. It makes sense you’d hate us. I wish we didn’t do what we did. I wish none of it was necessary, but it was. We had to get to Kylie. It was the only way, and I’m sorry. There wasn’t time to convince everyone.” 
 
    “SO STEAL SHIP? HURT FRIENDS?” Mr. Fizzle Pop blinked. 
 
    He enjoyed watching Winter and Rogers stammer, their faces turning bright red.  
 
    Then Mr. Fizzle Pop laughed. “I DO SAME FOR FAMILY. NOW YOU FAMILY.” 
 
    Winter and Rogers took turns staring at him.  
 
    “We…don’t deserve that, but thanks, MFP. Thanks. And you’re right. You saved the ship. You always try to do your part. For that, you get our…our…” Winter glanced at Rogers painfully. 
 
    “Respect,” Rogers coughed. 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop lifted his front left paw. “BRING IT IN.”  
 
    One at a time, he bumped paw to fist with his crewmates. He hoped that maybe after this, he could get a bigger share of the pie. Or the pizza. Some cake would be nice…. 
 
    He wandered down to where Kylie was sitting on the sofa—back inside after her face licking episode—and curled up between her and Grayson. The military man shifted away from him uncomfortably, as if Mr. Fizzle Pop was a contagious disease. Kylie, though, stroked his fur, and he cuddled closer to her arm. 
 
    “We’ll be going soon,” Bubbs warned the cat. “Are you okay?” 
 
    Mr. Fizzle Pop glanced around the room at the familiar faces—some scary, and some friendly. “YEAH. I GOOD.” 
 
    For better or worse, they were family. And for better or worse, they were his family among the stars.  
 
    “MR. FIZZLE POP!” Winter screamed from the next room. 
 
    He didn’t want to know what that was about.  
 
    Oh wait, had he forgotten to clean the super glue off the toilet?  
 
    His ears pulled back as he sprinted off the sofa and toward Bubbs. “GOING NOW! MOVE, ASSHOLE!” 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    Of course, the adventures of Mr. Fizzle Pop and the crew of his ship are far from over! Pick up Book 7 of the Perilous Alliance series, Terminal Velocity and see what lies in store!  
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