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It was a typical night at Amold's Bar ancl
Armory at seventh and Gatesville. Roacl Waniors
mixed it up with the corporate waniors (known as
'solos'), with the bar's own wsapons providecl
fro€ of charge, as long as th€ cuslomer checked
his own woapon in wirl ths hat chgck girl up tront.
In one comer of the bar was a stage tor thg
wom€n lo stuff money into th6 G-strings thatthe
men woro. on the othsr sic,e. nd(ed women
dancod for the same reason-cash. The din
coming out ol the sped(ers was the latest by the
cyberband 'vsribat'. stardust trails llashed across
the walls and ceiling from thg lights shining on the
olcl fashioned disco globes. Smoke driflecl up to
the ceiling from all th€ clients vvho still got a high
from doing MaryJane.

Off to the side near the dancing stage with the
women, Johnny Gibson, alias "shotgun," sippgd
at a Bend-Me-Ovor as an olive-skinned dancer
llashed him a smile and ground hersell down to
the stage floor, leaning over to urhere Shotgun
watchecl. Closer ancl closer she moved until her
ample chestwas only contimete.s trom his tacs. A
slender hand reachecl out to stroke Johnny along
the right sids of his face, near ths comput€r
inpuvoutput jacks embeddecl in his skull at the
temple. These Cybemetic implants allowecl the
user to mentally interface with a computet system
and to operale the sottware from "within." The gid
slowly stood back up, tumsd arouncl to pres€nt
her postgrior with tho thin white strancl of her
G-string caught betwgen the two creamy globos
of flesh,

"Okay darling. Hers's a five for that one." He
slipp€cl a green into her waistband, lingsring ovet
the teelof her soft skin.

As the ctancsr stood up lo go lo another part
of the stage, shotgun spied an old triend entering
the bar, the one he'd been awaiting for over an
hour now. Johnny movsd away to intgrcept the
stunning woman in black leather and tishnet boc,y
stockings. "Ac€! Ace! over herel" he yelled.

Along the way to meet his lady f riend, Shotgun
pickect up snalches of conversations.

"The Japos aro going to raise the prime rate
over here again. Can you belisve that?"

"...h€arcl thal there was an acciclent on the
moon lasl wesk. A domo belongino to lh€
Europoans and all in itwsrewipedout."

"Capetown is still holding up under lhe siege.
Mitsu just delivered a frsighter's ryorth of food
past ths blackigs blockad€..."

Ace hacl ths most beautitul jade green eyos
sparkling under aubum bangs, sygs that track€d
him like the target sansors on a Blackcat staalth
'copter. Her breasts were neithgr too largo, nor
loo small, but filled out her outtit pertecty enough
to catch the €ye of every man in the bar. she
flashed a shaft's grin. Onc€ he was within range
she said, "Johnny Shotgun eibson you olcl tart.
Still can't get any, I see."

"Always with the negative vibss, sweetheart.
You know you'rs the only wench for me. Come on
over to my table and l€t's catch up."

"No. lwant to ses some real men."
"Ahhh. lt's nice to know that you still carg

about me. An)^,vay, you were the one who
arrangect this m€eting-and showed up late."

Shotgun watched as Ac€ hesitated lor a
moment b€tore inserting her right arm through his
left to be escorted back to his labls. Th6y were
delayed by a knife fight, but eventually macle it
back to his table. Arnold's trauma t6am was there
right av/ay to clean up the mess.

Johnny looked his lacly friend over. Shelly
"Ace" Townsend wore a black tishnet bodystock-
ing made out of kevlar fibers. Mors kevlar body
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annor was insido the leggy black l€athsr body suit
wth a silvor stud sFrike belt holclino a pistol
holsts., a similar sfuddod spke collar around hsr
lhroat, and hor f8et wera incased in lhe latost
'Gestapo' boots. A wry sharp contrast to
Gibson's tadocl bornb€r iacket, blusisans, dld
dirty cowboy boots. "shelly. shelly, shelly. Time
has flown by for both ot us."

"What did you expecl atter a di\rorce? You'G a
road wanior and a Notunner. I'm a solo for Mitsu
Inc. Oo most ot my work in fis Pacitic rim now
days. You wantecl to stay here in tho ruins ot
America. The big budG areto be had in Japan."

"Then why :vs you here agdng for mo?
Souncls to me like Aca is the Superwoman of
twenty ought thirty tour."

"Dear ex-hubby of mine. I neecl your talents to
g€t m€ to th€ ruins of a certain placo not far lrom
here. What's more, I'm authorizsd to pay clouble
your normal rate. Sooo...you'll be gettin' tifty K
instoad of ttv0nty-tive." sho looked hgr ex's tacs
over very closoly, waiting for his ansiwer.

"OK. I want to heiy moro. Lets blory ov€t to
my digs to chat."

t t t t a

one goocl thing about liMng in the mountains
ot New Mexico in Nerfl Albuguergue was that one
could still see the stas at night instsad ot lhe
chomical fog that one got in the megacities such
as Los Frisco or tho megacomplex stretching

trom l{ortok norlh to Boston, with police AV-zs
(radicd ulban Assarlt vehicles) and their ambu-
lance cousins crisscrossing the night sky, lights
flashing and sirens screaming to ths city belo\rv.

Shotgun tumod tho whesl ot his 2030 Ford
Thundsrtird-X into lhs apartment fortress coril-
pouncl lhat he livsd at. The turbino powered by
m€ta-alcohol ild methane spun itself to rest and
silence in his paddng spaca. Ths remote-confol
missile dtd .3o cdib€f chain gun turgton the bac*
cled( remdned tacing toMarcl as the gull-wing
doors popped open :rnd slid back along ths
midnight Uue bocly. Shotgun waved hello to lhe
night gudd bad( torvards the enty way, and
escorted his lady triend into th€ apatrnent
builcling. His bademark, an Atchison assault
shotoun with a drum magazine in bullpup
configuration, was atth€ roady in his righthand.

A cpite nat rd smile appeared on Ace's face,
to rvhich Johnny was puzzled when he opsned
tho mrt'n cloor tor hsr. When askgd about her
sudden srnile, she sild, quoting the ouard, "HorY
(b€s old Shotgun get all lh€ good lookin' onos?"

"lf only ho knew lho real tuth about us. But,
how did you--oh.Eionic ears, right? H€'s a good
twenty-eight to thirty meters away."

She pointed to het left ear. "lt's the latest in
cyber-bioriic eds." Ace kept her smile plasteted
on her fee. lt was one of those smiles womsn
have saying. "l'v€ oot soveral more secrets and
you'ro notgctng to get any (of them)."
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Ace laid her hancl along his three-clay-
groudh-of-bearcl-coverecl che€k. "Still protencl-
ing to be a Texas cowboy, aren't ws? Pickecl up
any nelv John wayne, or Incliana Jones cyber-
programs?"

"Just get inside, willya."
Once sately cocooned in his apartment th€y

got clown to business. hside th€ modest sized
apartment, Shotgun noticed Ace checking out his
vidoo clisk library near th€ flat scfeen w. slim
fingers traced a pattgrn scanning over th€ titles.
Most of the films were action/advonture in nature.
Tho Star Wars and Inctiana Jon€s Vilogies. The
original Batman TV series starring Aclam West ancl
tha lat€r Eatman movies ot the lat€ 1980s ancl
,l990s. Sevgral John Wayns westerns ancl war
movies mixed in with the'conan' type shows. sh€
looked back at Shotgun. "And lll bgt that your
cyber-programs match all of these titles."
Shotgun decided not to respond.

Ace took out a small clovide and sweDt the
room tor bugs and other masty electronic vermin.
Once done, she reolacod it back into her l€ather
jacket and sat down at the computer clesk. She
slippscl a datachip clisk out of one of her other
pockets and used the mouse to bring th€
information up on scre€n.

"Mitsu has contractect with ms to do a Bag
Job. Anc, to be sure that it's a sanitized job. lt will
require you to perform a lechnical penetration
and locats a certain laser disc full ot noat junk iust
waiting for us in downtown Dallas."

Johnny grabbed ths back of hBr chair and
whirled her arouncl to taco him. "Go into that
radioactive pit?l Damnl No woncter you haven't
founct anybocty yet to t*,e you thsrs. I'm not
going sither. Get out of here!" He grabbect for hor
arms. but she performed a neat litu€ martial arts
lwist that ssnt Gibson flying in a bailistic arc over
the sofa into ths coftee tablg, shattsring its glass
too.

"Dear,' she went on, "l€t m6 tinish. There is
something slse that we have to clo there. In order
to retrieve this clisc out of the vault like I told you
before your outburst, I n€ecl a Netrunnet to enter
the mainframe in ths Williams builcting-that's
wherew9 are going-and discover its location. lt's
hidden in the data files there,"

"No way in Helll That place is stifi going to be
hot for anothsr month. Thoss tenorists did a real
bang-up iob with that extra clirty n€utron bomb at
Love Field. Ancl all the smallar ones along the
loop. Plus, tho Texas Guard is kesping everybocty
out. lt's tighter than a ten year old virgin."

"You mean to tell me that you actualty tound a
virgin that olcl over here?" she clemurely askod.

"You know what I m€an, dammit. This can't b9
lsgal,0ith€r."

"Ha ha ha. Legal? What /slegal in the states
noilr? The USA is no more. lt's iust a collection of
cilystales, totally depend€nt on imports tor fooct,
energy, r?|lfl materials. Th9 corporates see to that.
The litsstyles that our grandparents livec, are
nothing more than faery tales we tell to chilclren."

"At least I dich't just givo up to go and tive in
Japan. I hear that they are going back to their old
samurai ways and other quaint old customs."

"lt's a b€tter lifestyte tor me than it was for you.
| oet to travel th6 world doing my iob. Sometimes,
I even go up to the Eutopean spac€ stations or
even the moon. Look at you. The people in this
berg are clelucling themselves about bringing back
the old America. lt's gone th€ way ot the
pharaohs. Th€ orug war, the seconct Mexican
War, the Fifth Terrorist War finaily did in our dear
old country. Not to msntion the ptagu€ years that
took out ovsr a quarter of the planet's population.

On topol lhe cleaths still being rscofcled as clying
from AIDS-TWo. Ancl nBed I tell you about the
pollution over here on this side of tho globe?"

shotgun climbecl out ot his coffoe tabte and
went facB to face with his sx-wife. "Asia, my dear
wife, still produces mor€ toxic fumes than Los
Frisco did ten years ago. You are beginnino to
believe in our own bullshit press."

"John," Ace whisp€red, "this is a way to pay
off Nsw Dotroit fo( that fancy car of yours you hacl
them build."

"Wrono, Ace. The Blue Machine is all paict for
after I did that run into Utah for thsm. In lact, I
receive royalty checks lrom Ford sinca they've
started to maftet the Thundqrbird-X. Especially
when someone orcl€rs th€ weapons package and
four wheel drivg oDtions like I have on the
prototype out there. You see, Ace, Mitsu didn't
get a//lne information it wantecl about me ancl my
affairs likeyou believecl thsy did."

Johnny went into the kitchen and came back
wilh two cans of beer ancl handsd ong to Ace.
They clrank in silence lor sevsral minutes. Ace
e.iected her disk and turnect the computer off.
Standing. she embrac€d Johnny. "l know soms-
thing else about this mission lhat will md(e sv€n
you beg mo to allow you lo come along. That
same computer mainframe is hookod up to
Cenlral Bank and Trust. Mitsu has one third
interest in it and will allow you to transfgr their
f uncts into your account."

Johnny's steol grsy eyes borsd into Ace's
gresn eyes. "What is on this c,isk that Mitsu is
willing to go to war with the nation o{ Texas
ov€r?"

Kissing him on his stubby chgek, "Ours is not
to reason why."

"'But to do or dis' is how that line ends, Ace.
Even having sex with you again is not going to bg
enough for this job. we'll be driving into punk
road warrior teritory on the olher side of Clovis.
Have to jog down to Lubbock to rsstock our fuel
ancl ammo. And thsn lh€re's the three hundred
mil€ stetch between Lubbock and Fort Worth
whoro larmBrs battle it out betw€sn the punks anc,
the druggies."

She unclicl his r€cl ancl whits plaicl westem shirt
and rubbed her hands over his hairy chest. He
responded by helping her out of her iacket and
unzipping h€r boclysuit, noticing ssveral scars thal
were not on her psrson the last time they made
love. To his trainecl eye, Shslly's left arm was now
bionic. Tho ne$/er bionic limbs on the market
toc,ay can totally tool anyone. Another surprise
was the lact that he could feel the insertecl body
armor b€neath th€ €piclermis. To which he
remark€d, "That's ons way to keep your figure."

Thero was no need for a response. shotgun
picked his ex up in his arms and carriecl h€r into
th€ bedroom. Their bodies werB now on auto-
matic, but their thoughts were on the ,ourney to
come.

t t l t t

It was a typical mid-morning, mid-August
Texas day. Not a cloucl in the clear blue sky
abovs. The tialds to eithgr side of ths four lane
divicled highway were full of cotton ancl wheat
stubble. Her€ ancl lhere, the burnt-out shell of a
truct( or car restecl on its rusting metal rims.

From over the slight rise in the tenain racecl
Shotgun and his Thunclerbird-X, traclin0
machinegun tirs with an olcl model Dodge pickup
ancl twonty or so punk riclers. A fe\i/ bull€ts
skippecl off the armorecl right sicle ot the car. Tho
wind whipped the multi-color hairclos of the
bikets around their taces as another burst was

tired off.
Ace mannecl the manual controls lo thg

weapons pac*aoo from the righthand seat.
Johnny was pluggsd into the car's computsr. In
his mind, fuel flow figurss, engin€ temperatures,
tire pressuros, cursnt weight ot the car, con-
ctitions ot the road surface, and hundreds of other
factors receiv€d his constant attention with each
milliseconcl ot time passing in the 'real' worlcl.
Digital reaclouts also flashect onto the tinted visor
of his blue and white heh€t

"Okay, Ace. I've only oot two more LAWS in
tho launcher. Can't let you play with these guys
anymore than you already have."

"Shut it up. l'm aiming."
Another LAws rocket screamed out of the

launcher to impact against the front encl of the last
punk rocker's pickup truck md(ing the vehicle flip
end over end to block the roadway. One of the
bikers couldn't turn out of th€ way quickly snough
and ho flipp€cl end over end as well. The others
decictecl to let tho blu€ Thunderbird-X pass on by.
Easier pickings wero to be had elsewhers.

Ace rais€d hsr helmel visor and flashecl
shotgun a victory grin.

Johnny kept the speedometer at a moct€rale
95 mph pace until th€ last smoking weck was
about three miles behincl. He pulled off to th€ side
of the road and stoppsd, doubl€ checking th€
radar r€adouts. No tafg€ts closing in on them
from behind. He clisconnectecl the two wiros from
the overhead console panel anct flipped up the
tinted, electronic visor to his helmet. "what do
you think about this car now?"

Ace returnsct his gaze. "Fancy. But it's real
easy to use up a lot of ammo."

"That's why I usually control weapons tire
while I'm in the computsr. lt's been awhile sinc€ |
went punk hunting. Feels good. we'll stop in
Lubbock and get a retill ancl reloacl as we
planned." He reinserted the wire iacks that exitecl
his h€lmet at th€ right temple into the overheacl
console and accgleratBd back onto ths roactway,
twin plumes ot dust rising from behincl the rear
tires.

Tho trip into and oul ot the tortress city of
Lubbock createcl no probloms. Shotgun ctecicled
not to stay on U.S. 84 to Roscoe and join up with
Interstats 20 there to go into Abilene anct on into
Fort Worth. Because it was a heavy traffic roac,, all
weapons-equipped motor vehicles w€re requir€cl
to have their weapons "p6ace ssaled," meaning
sticking red tlags on all visible weapons ancl
putting a lock on the inside arming switch. Gibson
clecidecl on U.S. 82 as if he wsrs going to go to
Wichita Falls. lt would be at Seymour that h€
would take state 114 to Jacksboro and join up
with State 199 into northwestern FortWorth.

The clrive through the south Plains counties
east of Lubbock w6nt without any troubles what
so ev€r. Things startsd happening in seymour.
First they hacl lo evads a Texas Guarcl Tank
Company battling a combined arms punk army
the size of which neither Ace nor Shotgun hacl
ever seen or heard about before. lt was early
evening by then and ths town of seymour lit up
the sky with trac€r rouncls. Backtacking and
detouring took the couple clown to Haskell ancl
onto U.S. 380. two hours behind scheclule.
Eventually, the Thunclerbird-X arrivect in Jacks-
boro, Texas, where they triecl to makB up the lost
time.

outsicte of Azle, Aco motionecl Johnny to td(e
a farm market road to the north which he did. Six
miles later, she clirected him to park near a bumed
out farm nol far from Eagle Mountain Lak€. The
digital clock in the dashboard was tlashing 9:57
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PM. Shotgun checked his motion detection
sensors ancl vie\,ved ths ouisicle world in the
infra-recl. No humans or any othar animals wBrg in
lhe area.

"So, what's the plan? Why are ws sitting hers
in the shadowof a metal tool shed?" hs inquired.

Ace tumed to look at shotgun. "First, we get lo
stretch our lsgs. Second, you hglp mo unloacl the
ultralight gyrocopter from tho backseat. Third, we
fly into Dallas bolow.adar. Simple, really."

Shddng his head in disbelief, "Why dicl I even
bother to ask? okay. Let's do it."

"You know, Shotgun," Ace saicl as she
climbocl out ol tho riohthanct car winclow, "with
the Guard fightino bac]( in Ssymour, it just might
be easier to sned( into Dallas."

"Ahhhl That teels good," h€ saicl, strgtching
his arms up above his head. "Maybe. But don't
bet on it. And by the way, how are ws goino tg see
ourway into Dallas llying a little uluali0ht?"

"Because, clear, I have the map stoted on a
braan chip. You and I both know how to tly tttis
thing using the low light intensiliers inctudsd in
our helmels. But my chip has the latsst
inlormation on where the radar sites ar€, the
conclition of downtown, location ol patrols and
anti-aircraft banefios. And lo|s of olher neat
strjtf."

"'Neat strrff' she says. I didn't feel any ilmot
platino in you. butt the other night. And I surs as
hell don't have any in mine."

"Don't worry. l'll keep us iMay from the
patrols."

r t t r t

"'Don't worry, she said. l'll ke€p us away from
the parols.' You'r6 not doing so w€ll at that, ate
you?" Shotgun yollecl into his mic as he fired oft a
drum ot solid shot down tolryards thg ground ancl
bohincl the little red fiberglass gyrocopter. Target
informalion was being flashecl onto thg inner visor
ot his hehet f.om the minicomp hooked up with
his shotgun. lt hslped him ke€p track of the type
of ammunition ancl numbsr ot rounds remainino
in the drum.

"Oh will you stop complaining. I'm trying to
drive, can'tyou soel" Ace scrsamecl.

A hundred feet below on Interstate 30 $rhero
;ort Worth and Arlington ioined, a Texas quard
"Jummer drovB along at brgdoock speed; tho
squad of troopers in back fired off their
Stemmeyer M-95A2 5.56mm NATO caseless
assaull ritles using depletod uranium rounds.
Buzzsaws screamed by Ace's and shotgun's ears
jn th€ semi-enclosed cockpit ot the gyrocopt€r.
And more important, not one bullet hact yet hit
theirtiny craft.

Tuming around in his seat to roload and to look
at his ex-wife, Shotgun said, "Damnl Sure would
like to get my own Stemmeyer once we get back
to NewAlbuquerque."

"Know what you mean. Looks like we'll have to
JivBrt clown to Duncanvillo, then swing back up
Into csntral Dallas."

"No way. You'll be flying owr the otcl Navat Air
station at Mountain creek Ld(e. Tum back to the
north now and follow the Trinity Rive. and head
torLoveField."

"Thought you didn't want to go there?"
"l said 'head tor Love Field,' not 'fly over.'

once we are wihin the boundary ot Loop 12, tum
backtownrcls l-30."

"Actually, ths williams building is n€ar the
Market Canter. ll we made like we really w.rnted to
go to Love Fielcl, that could buy us soms extra
time now sincewe have begn discovgted."

More buzzsa\rs flashed by th€ lituo gyrocop-

tor. "Do what€ver you want, Ace. Just do itl"
Johnny tirecl off somg mote rouncls.

t t t t l

While assembling the gyrocopter, Ace had
told Johnny that they rvould ha\re to lrtd on the
roof of the williams building and lhen md(o lh6ir
way clown to lhe computer roofn. Thnlfirlly, tho
Williams builcling was only twenty-faw stories tall,
one ot the litte ongs built in th€ last century.
Landing was no Woblem after tho couple ditched
their tail just inside the Itcop. lt was umervlng to fly
betwaen darkoned oflica buildings in u|at dead
city. Ssveral tall columns of tire witt bld( ctly
smoke climbing up into the nioht sky stood as
grave markers for the thousnnds who diod in lhe
attack. lf it wasn't tor ths nose filbrs bot| of lhem
wore, they would not havo been Sle to oet this
far inlo Dallas. Ace glided the litte red mdtine
within scant inches ot one of the rlr-conditbning
modules. Td(e-off yvould rgquir€ the us8 of the
littls rocket booster nested undemsalh the maln
landing g€ar bracs noar whsre lhe tll boom
joined the main body.

Shotgun finished stakino the tie downs into the
roof whilg Ace chedGd her s€nsofs. l,lo heat
sources that could bs human bodigs wgro
anl/where neiv the building. on lhe outride, that
is.

Entering the building requirsd Ace to prrnci a
cocle number into the inspecton hatctffay.
Twenty minutos lator, tho ltvo inbrlop€rs w8ro
inside the Williams builclino's mdn cofliputet
room. Ths clean up crews hd yet to go trao{rgh
tloor by floor of this building. Johnny calgfully
removed what once was a womdl from bshind a
desk and laid her out on the floor. Then he saal€d
himsglf bofore a standard intorfac€ tenninal md
withdrew a small pad€gB from his jad€l pocket;
a couplg' plug in jacks and an interface modefn
with pgrsonal clatachip disk to store new informa-
tion on.

"Shotgun. I'm going on dowr to lhe mdn tloor
to check outtho security office. Be bd(in ton."

"OK, Ace. l'll Uack you throu0h the monitors
when you get clown there."

Oncs Shotoun was all set, he patched "1N." His
mind filled with images ot grey-whib stalic in a
whirlpool as his "computor progrnn of himself'
clroppgcl "On Line."

r t t t t

Johnny Gibson was now in Michml Keaton's
v€rsion of Brtman. All around him was tho 1989
movie ve.sion of Gotharn City. This was just one
version of the 'comic series' ot intortace
programs out on the mal(et He had a copy of lhe
Adarn West Batman pfogram. but it crdhed in
Utah. The "Batcave" was really.a data wdl ot
laygred static that "reflectod" ily tac€ progftm
from finding lhe "enty wry" lhat the Nstunnor
usecl to gnter the computet systgm. shoEun was
using a Level Six protsctioo progrnn, lhg next to
the best available on the marl€t

The roads in this city wefe rsally the electicd
lines ot th€ system. Computof ryodstatons. dig(
storage units, other modems w8rs "buildhgs."
Compulsr "clefense" syslems w€rB bfid( wdls
that accsptecl only codecl messaoes to dlow lhe
user to go arny furthsr. And therg was a lrgo one
right in front of him. Batman (Shotgun)witldrsw a
hammer from his utility b€ll and .lmsd at the first
wall in front of him. In app€rdrco, it looksd lke a
20 pound sledgehammer. With a mighty swing,
the first wall came crashing clown. Batndt was
well iMare that using a ffognm would dort ily
nearby detonse prograns. On the othef side of

the wall was a mdaum sae, sh40y ur* doo
with a spke collr. A Lelr€lThreeAltfli prcgrilr.lt
lsiled towad lhe intruder, be|h bded. AnoU|€
item appened in Batnil's hild trofii t|e ufity
belt. lt was, of co{rrs6, a twin-Sdrded shotsm.
w'rich he fired. This ca|sed tho Wabhdo0
progftm to crash ild dis4p€a.

Batmdr cdted up lhe Batnodo drd il
appened by has dght sids. He cfimbd lr drd ofl
the computer cd wEnt Inside l||€ ffii seat
codeit, Batmil acti\rated his'siedth' progfdn.
Ddving doryn ule caty str€et lhe Bilnotilo rad
past mdry low le\rsl s€crxlty pogftms t|at hnt
rclivated sincs th9 intusbn inb t|e system qp
qudtor of a second 40 in lho "orrtt'de ]gd fme."

Ho stopped beforo t|o polce stafon rid
dimbed out Ew'ythang w6 sn opftg A-d(ay.
Usino a Levsl Four Codecrd(gr. Batnar gdred
enty into the \Mllinns buflding sscrtily offico trd
siwaooorsd o\rBr to o|e 'w ltfofJbf' twD.
Playing with the contols lhero, he fftny tfghH
Acs just exiting lhe dovtur on lho grc|r|d |ld,
chscking the conrers tor dry possble anhr$.
op€ning up lhe Tv console h t|e dnpuE
generated police shton. Batnil lrs€rbd a ltlb
proorim to rslay Aca's imes fiscty bac|( btF
Batnobile (or a litUe Sony W-Walctnna pto-
gftm that was locatsd insido h'F ufrV b€ft mail
program).

That done, he w€nt ov€r to tro "Dispalcftd'
room to get a copy ot lhis sysErn's m+ d lho
city. He had to stop outride of tra toorn. TIF
Joker stood wrltino ior him. The Jokd w6
actudly a cover tor whal w6 cdl€d tr iletsurs
torminology a "Demon-" A prcgrtn stnln h
tunction to his utility b€lt progrilr except t|at.
Dsnron cdried pKrgransto trad(dtrn drd €itrs
eiect a Netunnsr or kill one outight trd
everything possius in behr€€n. BaUnil *tlvaH
his "lnvisiulity" p.ogrrn drd brought orrt lis
shot0un agein. The bolt dso ptorrtded a sped,
on€-shot bullat d€Egned to( srrdr cdas as tls
one. lt was a "Worm Bullst " a s;lnrt progran b
drill into a Domori md kill it

With a roaring largh, the Joks tutnBd dld
attackod. Batmdr's invisiulily progran mustr't
ha\rg been porverful enough b p|efE'|t th€ Jol€t
frorn seeing through.

"You can't hide frofli m9 rxrw. Ha ha h.!!l'
cried the Joker, still lajohino-

A shotoun blast of firo, a$ t|e Dqnon
crashed to the floor ad vmish€d wflh one K
taunt. "You're supposed b be t|e good guy4 Yql
shouldn't have kill€d me!" CUrcHy. Batnil
€nt€red lh€ room ild took a dctr€wtth astBil
canofa that rasrnitted the im4a back lo tp
Batnobile.

It was now time to go orref to "qty Hil wtlch
was in rsdity lhe c€ntrd Data Prccessor. Th€o.
insido lhg massivB strrcilrro, Eatndr md tF
mayo(.

"So, you re Batmil? You\re mde it fras fa
rnd suhrorted my defonse prcgrfns. Yl,hafi
informatbn do you ]ecpest?" spd(e ft€ mayor.

In olher progrrns lke lho Durg€dr, t|q mayot
rlculcl be eilher a king or a mighrywad.

"Thar* you, Mr. Mayo.. I haw been hfrqmed
lhat the Data Disk FirB Arow AUs SsrrBn is sbfBd
within the lMllidns stor4svaft I roclrir€ G
tosame."

Tho mayor aocess€d the rccposbd lrioflna-
tion, yvhictr took a long time t| ltp iletErse (Nol
uni\rerse). Ewntudfy, lhe mayor ils{€rsd, "l do
ha\rs that file listed in my Gcofrls, Bdndr. Bt[
therg is a flao on it-di ecFd b yorr, Jolmy
ShotgunGibson."

"Wha?l To mE dir€cqn How'?-
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"lt's signed'Corsair.' lt also has ths ssal of the
Unitod States sncodsd."

"Letme see th€ flag."
Bstore his eyes, a rect flag materialized next to

ths mayorwith apost-itnote tacksd on.ltread:

SHOTGUN_I KNEW THAT ACE WAS GOING
TO GET YOU FOR THIS RUN. MITSU HAS
DEVELOPED A BIOLOGICAL WARFARE AGENT
THAT DIRECTLY ATTACKS A PERSON'S DNA
COOE, THIS PARTICULAR AGENT IS COOED TO
ATTACK NON-ASIANS. HOW DO IKNOW THIS? I
WAS ON THE TEAM THAT THE GOVERNMENT
SENT IN TO DESTROY THE I.AB. THE OUARDS
CAUCHT VEGAS_REMEMBER HER? I TAPPED
INTO THE NET AND WITNESSED THEM PLACING
HER IN A TEST CHAMEER. IT WASN'T PRETTY.
IT WAS LIKE HER SKIN ERRUPTED IN SORES. IT
TOOKAWHILE FOR HER TO DIE.

DON'T LET ACE GET THIS DISK. SHE'S BEEN
MINDWIPED ANO REPROGRAMMEDI SHE'S THE
PERSONAL SNATCH OF SHO FUJITA, CHIEF
CNO OF MITSU. A REAL BANZAI TYPE DREAM-
INO OF EMPIRE. THE JAPS CONOUERED US
ECONOMICALLY IN THE LAST CENTURY. HE
WANTS TO FINISH THE JOB MILITARILY NOW. I
KNOW YOU. THERE IS A FALSE FILE MISSINO
THE REQUIRED PROORAMMING LINE FOR THE
DNA CODE. GIVE THIS FALSE PROGRAM TO
ACE. _CORSAIR

shotgun removed th€ Batman cowl anct
lookocl at the mayor. "when was the message
attached?"

"Two hours, thirty-four minutes, lwenty-six
seconcts befor9 the Love Field bomb explodsd.
Corsair was in ths Williams building keying this
information in and was schedulect to leave Love
Fielcl at approximately the sams time that the
axplosion took plac€."

Johnny thought back to a time several years
ago when he and corsair woulcl enter Druo Lord
comput€r nets while they were in ths army
together. After a Net raic,, the assault squads
woulcl be air-littod into the target zone tor a
rubout.

"ls there a ssparate file dealing with Fujita
hBre? One thai I can download as well as the take
progfam?"

i ; - ; i

Shotgun was waiting, his namesake resting in
his lap as Ace ro-entered the computer room.

"Dicl you get in" was all sh6 asked. Hor
Mini-Uzi was not pointed all that tar oft line from
h9r ox-husband.

"Suro. I'm rsacly to blo\iv out ol herg," hs saicl,
standing up. "Let's head back up to the roof." He
gsstured to Aca to lead the way.

Ths iourney back to ths tarm whare Shotgun's
Thundorbird-X was waiting had a f€lv closs calls.
A Texas Guard air palrol almost spotted them
firing the little booster on the oyrocoptsr while
leaving the Williams building. And then another
patrol forcect them to almost invado ths arsa
containing th€ Meacham Fielct Municipal Airport in
northwestsm Fort Worth. Eventually, they lancl€d
at about four in the moming.

"Ah, hell. Now w€ havs to tear this sucker
down," Shotgun tiredly said, ref€rring to the
gyrocopter. He walked over to his car and input
his security cod€ into the door hanclle keypad.
Ace, he noticed, was still standing by the
gyrocopter, her Uzi submachinegun pointecl at
him in no uncertain terms this time.

"l knew that this was going to happen, Ace.
YBssir, lsure clic,." he said, shaking his head sadly.

Ho tossed his interface modem with ths disk still
inside it, into the tront seat. "Tell me before you
try to off me; how are you enioying Japanese
socisty? Especially tho ong envisioned by
Fujita-san?"

"Amazing, a question from you that I don't
understand. Will wonclors nevgr cgase?"

Shotgun kopt his ex-wife in sight whils clouble
checldng that the drum to his Atchison was firmly
s6aled. He already knelv what loads were in it.
Solid shot lhat he had switched bad( in the
computgr room while waiting for Ac€. "Tell me,
Shelly, who werg you contacting down in tho
Irobby? Ths Not thers didn't havs a raclio tracking
system I could plug into. was it your lord and
maston via shortwavs satellite uplink maybe?"

"You'r€ drcing quite wgll on your own. Just go
on with this little drama you're setting up.
Otherwise, give me the damn disk ancl I might be
forgiv€n for l€tting you liv€ out ot this deal. And
don't shift that shotgun in my direction anymor€."

"You have heart, lacly. I'm guessing that you
already know that this disk contains information
aboul a gorm wartare agent that aff€cts all
non-Asians. And that thgre must be an antidote
that Fuiita-san has promised you for rvhen it
com€s timo to unleash it on the world. You see, I
came across this very inleresting file about your
curent main man. lt was tun r€ading. A powerful
corporate sxeculivg getting into politics now. But
he has this clream of a new Japanese Empire.
R€acling his file mado me think about all thoso
tictional stories of litile tin plate south American
dictators who shelterecl the Nazis after Dub'lyoo
Dub'lyoo Two. The long await€d, and hoped for
rise ol the Fourth Reich. But-trom Japan?l

"Just how do you fit into his plans tor ih€
future, shelly? He picked you up on tho vvhite
slave mail(gt or whan Was that how you got your
mincl wipod? Or was that atter you joinecl his
organization?"

"Oh shut upl Nosy littlo bastarcl, aren't you? |
was on a job that indeecl doalt wilh white slavery.
But my covsr was blown bsfore I could get a,vay.
It iust so happsngd that Fujita was in the martet
for a concubinB. H6 maclg ma an otfer liust could
not refuse. A concubine/solo. I go arouncl with
him doing my regular work and then afteMards,
lst him have ssxwilh me."

"Don't tell me you'vg cleveloped the Alpha
Male complex? Being attractecl to the most
pow€r(ul malg that is arouncl at ths momsnt?"

"l can understancl you thinKng thatway. Now,
remove that chip trom your intertace modem.
Leave it on the roof ancl back 4.ray from the car.
And lsav€ your shotgun on the root as well."

"No way. A woman who can blow away an
entire lunar dome isn't going to get access to this
vehicle."

Betore she could put a mask on hef emotions,
Johnny caught a quite genuine look of surprise
cross her faco. "How-how could you possibly
link me to cloing something like than" she asked.

"Jusl b€ speaking up-eilh€r way, you confir-
med that you are lhe one responsible for the job.
While in the Net, as no doubt you are becoming
quite aware of now, I happengd to come across
somg very good information about your boss and
his business. I'vs tolcl you about his plans. And
both of us know that he now has the power base
to take control ot Japan. But this germ warfare
proiecl lsd(ect out ancl tha other nations ot the
worlcl have managed to steal the formula and ar€
conducting research on it up on the moon-or
l ey wercbetore you put a damper on thinos. To
prevent the EsA member nations and the united
States trom stopping him, Fujita sent you up

ther€ to destroy their biolabs. Amazing that Mitsu
also had a joint developmgnt lab locatecl within
thatvery sarne domg. Am I on track so far?"

Acs's only ansiwer was to pull thg trigger on her
submachinegun. Shotoun cluc*ecl behind the
fender of his car barsly in tim€, his Atchison ready.
After counting to thr€e, he popped up anct lel
bose with two rounds. Ace wasn't waiting arouncl
to ba a target. She had disappeared into the tall
brush and weecls betwoon the shed and the ruins
ol the farmhouse.

Another hail of bullets showered him in sparks
from thg armor body of his car. The tire was
coming trom the Use line going down to the ld(o.
He mumblod to himself, "Oamn. She also has
bionic legs." He got down on his belly ancl
crirw,led over to the shect, thinking along the way
about what shelly had tumecl into. Persons who
hac, too many bionic and cybemetic implants
bsgan to suftsr trom cyberpsychosis. They began
to loso empathy with Humanity.

Shotoun was without his helmet now. He
couldn't use the infra-red tracking without it. He
tinally reached the side ot the shed ancl leaned
back up against it, scanning from lett lo right.
Nothing. "Where is she now?" he subvocalized.

A sudden bang and she€t motal siding gave
way to a feminine arm punching through ancl
trying to grab him around lhe neck. A quick
combal roll and h9 was up and firing. A scream of
rage soundsd trom the other sido of the wall. The
arm, flesh ripp€d and blesding from punching
through the wall, now showed the chroms metal
unclerneath. Another crash ancl bang rent thg wall
and shelly "Ace" Townsend sprang through the
jaggod gap in the shecl.

Johnny kne!,v that he couldn't psnetrate her
chest armor, so he fired at h€r head to stop h€r
charg6. Even decapitating her with a shotgun
blast cticl not halt her charge, which knockecl the
wind complstely out of him. What used to be a
woman, his wife, and lovsr, turned into a
cyberkiller by one sho Fujita, was deacl.

And one day, Johnny thought, h€ will bo dead
by my own hanct.

He laicl uncler the bleoding body till way past
dawn. T€ars rolled down his face. Ther€ wasn't
much blood sweeping lrom her bocly. Only hor
hoad ancl torsowere original parts. All ths rest was
bionics and bocly armor covgrecl with living flesh.
Johnny Gibson clectcled that he dicln't want to
kno,v when shBlly hacl gone over the cybBrpsy-
chosis edge.

Uncter the front seat was an entrenching tool
that hs used to clig het grave. Enough boatds
wer€ around to md(€ a cross. Whil€ cligging, he
thought about the good times the two of them
had wh€n they first married. Plans for ths futurs
that never came about. About living in the futur€
spaco colonies that were just starting to be built.
Of raising a family out therB. Away trom the
cesspool that the Earth was becoming. How
world evgnts tobbed them of their dreams.

Once ths task was done, Johnny stared out
towarcls the western horizon, seeing beyond to a
place whsre ono sho Fujita planned to ru16
someclay. And ot planning a very different future
for that not so honorabls gentleman.

I t * t t

one year /ater (tunslated /rom osd@ lvettr-
paperobituary@/umn)-

'The Honorabl€ sho Fuiita, chairman of Mitsu,
Inc., was found yesterday evening at home... He
was discovored by a household guard in his stucly
wher€ Fuiita was rel.uing with a cyberdeck...
Death has bsen ruled as an acciclent...' f




