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EDITORIAL PREFACE

There have been many biographies of the Tyrant of Jupiter, Hope Hubris, and five volumes of his private
memoirs, of amore persond nature. He surdly lived alife worthy of them. But he functioned throughout
his tenure with the substantial support of hisyounger sister, Spirit. She was amore private and less
expressive person, seldom seeking the center stage, and so sheis comparatively unknown. But shewas
arguably asimportant to the Tyrancy aswas her brother. Certainly it would never have cometo pass
without her. Therefore sheisworthy of her own biography. Thisisthat narretive.

Spirit wrote no autobiographica materid; it was not, she said, her way. She was persuaded only with
reluctanceto tell her story, in fragments, with many promptings. She pleaded the urgency of the business
she had to accomplish, and indeed she was a busy person, but it was more than that. It was asif she
hardly saw hersalf asa person in her own right, but rather as an adjunct to her brother and to the
Tyrancy. But shedid have apersond life, and she did have fedings, for dl that she was known by many
asthe Iron Maiden. Much of what she accomplished isamatter of voluminous record, often credited to
her brother. Her fedlings are to a degree extrapol ated here, because of her aversion to their open
expression. She declined even to comment on the portions of this narrative when shown for her approva
or correction. "It will do," wasdl shesad.

It will haveto do.

HMH

CHAPTER 1
FINGERWHIP

Spirit struggled with herself before approaching her brother. She did not want to bother him, but there
was no other person she could truly trust. He had a speciad awarenessthat gave him an aimost
supernatura rapport with others, and that enabled him to relate to her as no other person could. But by
gmilar token, shewas more than alittlein awe of him. Findly she thought of away: shewould make him
aded. Then it would be even, and she could get what she wanted.

Hewasin hisroom, studying. He was not impressive physicaly at age fourteen; he wasthin, not tal, with
brown hair and the swarthy Hispanic complexion. But he was very understanding, and that was perhaps



what she liked best about him. He never laughed at her, in contrast to big sster Faith, and he never
betrayed her confidences. Thus he was her model for socia behavior; before she did anything different,
shewould ask herself whether Hope would do it, and if the answer was no, then she would not.

"Hope?' sheinquired tentatively.

Helooked up. "Spirit," he said, smiling. That encouraged her; there was something about him, awarmth
that the smile enhanced. It wasn't her imagination, because she had seen othersreact positively to his
presence; he was popular among classmates. Some kind of personal magnetism that radiated invisibly out
from him and reflected from others. He could be a student leader if he wanted to be; so far he hadn't
sought it.

"Hope, | want to makeaded."
He focused more dertly on her. "Y ou don't haveto do that, little Sster. Just tell me what you want.”
"No, thisis something you maybe won't want to do, so | have to trade you for it. What do you want?'

He knew her well enough not to argue. "I want agood grade on this paper I'm studying for. | don't think
you can help methere." He wasn't teasing her; he never did that unkindly. He had the courtesy to take
her serioudly, and shetruly appreciated that. "Maybe if you tell me what you want, | can figure out aprice
forit."

"Okay. | want afinger whip."
"A what?'

"A finger whip. It'salittle thing, sort of an invisible thread about a meter long with abit of aweight on the
end. It hooksto the middle finger, and you can flick it out so it stings someone.”

"That'san odd toy.”

"It'snot atoy, it'sawegpon. It redly stings. A few of the kids have them, and I've got the marksto prove
it." She showed two small welts on her left arm, that she had used to protect her body or face. "So if
some tough boy comes, | can stop him.”

Hope frowned. "If some tough boy comes, maybe you had better tell me, so | can intercede. I'm
supposed to do that for Faith, now that's she's beautiful .

"I know. She needs protection. | don't have that problem, because I'm not pretty. | just don't like getting
pushed around.”

He gazed at her with that uncanny perception he had, asif seeing through her face and into her mind. It
was another aspect of his gift; he could read people, and know their nature, and whether they were lying.
It kept him out of alot of trouble. Their parents were aware of this, which was probably why they had
assigned him to protect Faith. Faith was so pretty she scintillated, and boys clustered around her, but she
wasn't smart. Not the way Hope was. So Hope had to watch out for her, and she was under ordersto
heed him, which truly rankled her. To Faith, the only thing lowlier than alittle brother was alittle sgter.

"Y ou don't have that problem yet," Hope said. "But you will."
"Sure," she agreed derisively. Did he think she had never looked inamirror?

"And | can't bewith you al the time, so maybe you're right: you need to be able to defend yourself. I'll



help you get the finger whip.”

"Great!" she exclaimed, relieved, because he could have said no, and it would have been reasonable for
him to do so. Hope was eminently reasonable, except when he wasn't. "What do you want in return?”

"Nothing, Spirit. You're my sster, and you have a reasonable need; that's enough.”
"That'snot adedl. | want it to be afair exchange, so | don't owe you anything."
Hesmiled. "l think your gratitude will do."

"No it wont! Y ou got that anyway."

"Then I'll take your support, at suchtimeas| need it.”

"You got it." He had that aready, aso, but now it wasalega commitment. If he ever needed her help,
shewould giveit without limit.

"But | must debate something you said. Will you lisen?”

That meant it was serious. She braced herself, ready for alecture on the caution and responsibility any
weapon required, even afinger whip. "Sure."

"Y ou aren't not pretty."
Thistumbled her brace, coming asit did from an unexpected direction. "'I'm not what?*

"Faithis beautiful. Y ou said that you are not pretty. Y ou fed inferior to her because of that. You are
mistaken.”

He had scored, as he dways did. But she had learned to listen to hiswords carefully, because sometimes
he spoke 0 precisdly that it was deceptive. "I'm mistaken? I'm not not-pretty--but that doesn't mean I'm
pretty. What's my mistake?"

"Remember, you said you would listen.”

Hewas going to explain in some detail. In the past she had not dways had patience with his explanations,
because Hope was as smart as Faith was pretty, and Spirit was about as far behind him in that respect as
shewas behind Faith in looks. But thistime she really wanted to have it, because he had touched anerve.
"My feet are anchored to the planet and my ears are locked open.”

He reached out and patted her shoulder. Some might have thought thisto be a condescending gesture,
but it was as though an dectrical charge passed from his hand to her body, providing amomentary thrill.
She liked histouch, because he didn't touch unless he cared. ™Y ou are not pretty now, but that does not
mean you are locked down. Faith was much the same, at your age, eleven, but in the following two years
she changed significantly. Suddenly the boys were noticing her, and as she caught on and began
prettifying hersdf, it got worse. The key was puberty. Y ou are about to grow breasts and dl the rest, and
then you will perhaps be as pretty as Faith, if you wish to work at it as she does.”

Thiswas hard to bdieve. "Work at it?'

"| think haf of Faith's beauty is her body. The other haf isthe way she arranges her hair, gpplies makeup,
the clothing she chooses, and her attitude. She makes a science of prettiness. | think you will have a
smilar body, but maybe not careto make asimilar effort. Y ou're not ugly or even plain, you're merely
unfinished, and if you did your hair and face and clothing as she does, you would be pretty now--and



beautiful intwo years"

"You'refooling!" But hewasn't, and she knew it. She trusted his judgment; if he said she would be
beautiful, then shewould be. Shefdt an internal melting and shifting, for he had just taken down her
biggest liability and granted her the potentia for what she had feared would be forever beyond her reach.

Hope merdly shook his head, gently, waiting for her acceptance to form and solidify. Then he spoke
again. "Nether are you stupid. You are assmart as| am, only in adifferent way."

"But you can read and move people! | can't do that."

"Y ou can organize, you have nerve, and you have atough core. You learn rgpidly and well. Those are
good qudities.

He had addressed her unspoken concern: that she wasn't smart. Now she had two legs to stand on.
Shefdt hersdf brimming. "Oh, big brother, 1--I'm going to--would you--?"

He spread hisarms, and she turned and plumped into hislap, hugging againgt him. Then the tears came,
while he held her firmly and patted her back with hisfingers. Spirit ssldom cried; in fact thiswasthe first
timein months. But her life had changed, by the power of hisingght, and she couldn't handleit
immediatdy.

After atime she sat up straight, still on hislap, and fished for ahandkerchief. He found one and carefully
wiped her facefor her.

"Donttel," shesaid.

He nodded, agreeing not to tell anyone that she had cried.
"I loveyou, big brother."

"And | loveyou, little sster.”

"I'm going to kissyou. Don't tdll."

He nodded again, and held till for her kiss. She planted her damp mouth against his and pressed close,
suddenly taken by passion. The kiss endured, becoming ardent. The pleasure she had felt before at his
touch spread through her body, fulfilling it in afashion she did not understand but nevertheessreveled in.
She had said sheloved him; she had understated the case, if that was possible. He was, for thistimeless
moment, her world.

But she had to end it, because she had started it and it was thus her province to define the experience.
Reuctantly shelifted her head back. Then, somehow ashamed, she got off hislgp and ran from the room.

She had comefor adedl for afinger whip, but gotten so much more, shejust had to be donefor awhile.
She had to reassemble her psyche, orienting on the prospect of becoming lovely instead of plain. Of
being hafway smart instead of dull. Two years-that wasn't much timeto wait. To beeven alittlelike
Faith, and like Hope: now she dared dream.

They had exchanged professions of love, but while his had been familid, hers had been romantic. She did
know the difference. She not only loved her brother, she desired him--and knew that that was out of line.
Fortunately he was innocent in this respect, seeing her not only ashissister, but as an eeven year old girl,
not realizing that her emotion preceded her body by ayear or two. So she could hide theillicit nature of



her feding, even from him. Especially from him. She could concedl it because she had to. It was her
second level secret.

Stll, he had kissed back. So maybe he felt some of it, and shared some of her guilt. He would have
something to bury, too. That made her fed better, ironicaly.

*

Next day they went to get the finger whip. It was Saturday, without school, and a carniva had cometo
the city-dome of Maraud. It wasrun by traveling Gypsies, and had dl manner of margind entertainments,
such as sexy dancing girls, scary rides, and deceptive games of chance. The city authorities did not much
approve of the carnivals, but they were so popular that there would have been civil unrest if they were
banned. So they were officialy ignored, and unofficialy patronized by throngs.

Therewere people of dl kinds here, white, black, red, yellow and al shades between, their cultures
ranging similarly from Hispanic through French, American Indian, African, Mongolian, and Saxon.
Maraud was a grab-bag of types, because it had originaly been part of the Dominant Republic, then
taken by pirateswho settled it with anumber of their captives. It had finally been assigned to Halfcal
when the politicd lineswere redrawn to move this entire region into what was politically expedient. Now
its city government was Hispanic, with some token Creole to keep the nationa authorities off its back,
and its divergent dements were dowly melding. That wasal right with Spirit; she had friends of all
persuasions a school, and knew that neither color nor culture defined the whole person. There were
great guys and creepsin every section.

She led Hope to the booth where the key prizeswere. A laser gun was mounted on the counter, fixed so
that it could fire only forward, at a screen across which anumber of images danced. Because thiswas
technically classfied asagame of chance, it wasrated 12+. Only children age twelve or above could
play it. Their ages were verified, so there could be no charges of chesting those below the age of partia
consent.

Thiswaswhere Hope camein. "One game," he said, and paid the fare of one dollar. Because the
Gypsiestraveled widdy, they had standardized on Jupiter money rather than divergent local currencies.
There were change makers throughout, so that dollars were easy to come by. However, the nation of
Halfcal used dollarstoo, so there wasin any event no problem.

"Put up your hand.”

Hope held up hisright hand, and the booth man aimed an identification reader at it. Inamoment itslittle
screen lighted with print. HOPE HUBRI'S, age 14. He had been minimally verified; that was dl that was
required.

The booth man touched a switch, and the laser wegpon glowed. "Which game?' he asked.
Hope looked at Spirit. "Meteors," she said.
The man looked at Hope. "Meteors," Hope repeated.

Spirit put her hand on the laser. It was obvious that she was the one who was playing, but officidly it was
Hope. If there were a chalenge, Hope would be in as much troubl e as the booth man. But there would
not be; Hope was playing by proxy. Thiswasthe way to get around the age redtriction. It was atacit
congpiracy of silence that even the city administration accepted. No children were being corrupted here,



legally.

The screen became stellar, with the stars of the galaxy showing above acity dome on amoon. "Captain!”
avoice exclamed in English, which was another sandard of these Gypses. It didn't stop those who
knew only Spanish from playing, asthey aready understood the game. " There's ameteor shower headed
for the capitd city!"

"Wemust gopit," the bold voice of the captain replied. "Man the laser cannon. We must not let asingle
meteor get through, or the city isdoomed.”

Now the meteors showed as bright streaks. It didn't matter that no such streaks occurred in space, only
in atmosphere; thiswas agame. They were headed right for the dome.

Spirit began firing. A laser beam speared out to Strike the screen. Never mind that true lasers were
invisble, except for their effects; thiswas another aspect of the game. The beam just missed the leading
meteor. But Spirit's second shot got it, and it exploded beautifully. Already the second meteor was
looming, and she got that one too.

After that the meteors came faster, sometimes by twos or threes. Spirit got them all, until one meteor
didn't explode, but fissioned into two parts till headed for the dome. Spirit had to reorient the gun to
grikefirst one, then the other, but as she did so, another meteor crashed through, and crashed into the
dome. The dome exploded with adisplay quadruple that of a struck meteor, with fragments of buildings
and even people flying outward. The game was lost.

"Damn!™ Spirit swore, staring at the wreckage. Then theimage faded.

"Too bad," the booth man said to Hope. "'Y ou dmost got them all.”

"Almogt," Hope agreed, and paid over another dollar.

"You're apretty sharp player.”

"Pretty sharp,” Hope agreed as the laser gun came back to life and the starry screen returned.

Now there were severa spectators, asit was evident that Spirit was indeed a good shot. They were
slent, so asnot to distract her, but paid close atention. This game was ssmple in concept, but not easy to
win.

Thistime Spirit got al the meteors, until agroup of four cruised by. She got three of them, but could not
catch the fourth, and it scored on the dome.

"Four!" aspectator said asthe game ended. "Isthat legit?"

"Rare but legit," the booth man said. "When one person plays more than once, the subsequent games get
harder. So if you want to quit now--"

Spirit looked pleadingly at Hope. "One more game,” he said, paying the dollar.

The man took the dollar, but did not turn on the gameright away. "Sir, | like your look," he said to Hope.
"You're playing well. Let me give you and these following players ahint: you can see the bad ones
coming. The clusters are brighter. So its best to clear out dl the routine ones and orient on the clusters as
early asyou can. It's till no easy score, but if you're sharp enough, its possible.”

"Thank you," Hope said. He knew the booth man was playing to the crowd, hoping for many more



players. Infact it wouldn't bother him if Spirit won, because it would show that it could be done. But she
had to earniit.

The third game came on. Thistime Spirit didn't wait for the meteors to come within easy range; she
picked them off at a distance. She missed more, but had unlimited shots, and was able to get them with
second shats, gtill farther away than before. The shower was dmost over, and she had the field mostly
cleared. Then abright one showed, thelast.

"Oh, damn," the booth man murmured. " That's aboulder.”

A boulder was ameteor too big to blast apart. It would have to be chipped down by severa shots, and
there would not be time to demolish it completely before it caught the dome.

But Spirit knew this game, and knew the strategy for boulders. She caught it with aglancing shot, and a
fragment separated from one side. The fragment went wide Ieft, out of play, and the remainder of the
boulder nudged dightly right. She caught it with another shot, on the same Side, and nudged it right again.
Shewas ableto chip it five times before it got by her and flew on toward the dome.

All of them watched asit went. It was only afew seconds, but seemed longer. Then the fragment struck
the surface of the planet just beside the dome. A spray of rocks and dust went up, but the dome
remained intact. She had won.

A cheer went up from the audience. Spirit leaned back, feding weak with relief. That had been close!

"Good game, kid!" the booth man said. Then he corrected himself and addressed Hope. "I mean, sir.
Y ou nudged it just far enough to missthe dome. Y ou won. What's your prize?!

"Thefinger whip," Hope said.
"Good choice." The booth man handed over the little package. "May you have much joy of it."

They |€eft the booth. Already others were clamoring to play, so Spirit's effort had indeed been good for
business. Hope handed her the package, and she quickly pocketed it. "Thanks," she said, overflowing
with gratefulness. This might have been aroutine favor for him, but she had truly wanted the whip, and
the favor loomed much larger on her screen than on his. "I'll pay you back the money."

Thereafter she practiced diligently with thefinger whip. 1t wastricky at first, and her middle finger got
sore, but she was determined and well coordinated, and in due course became so proficient she could
snap coins out of the air. When she tackled other finger whippers and won the junior championship of her
schoolyard, she knew she was good enough. Never again would anyone sting her with one of these,
because she was no longer apatsy. Thereafter sheretired, in her fashion, never showing or using the
whip unlesstherewas need. But it was alwayswith her.

Similarly she masked her infatuation with her brother, but was unable to abolish it. Others complained
endlesdy about their siblings, so Spirit did too, but it was adl pretense. She wished she could get him
aone, maybe adeep, and be able to hug and kiss him without limit. Beyond that her mind balked, but the
longing remained. She knew that he would never cooperate in such athing; Hope was very moraly
minded. Shefdt guilty for her forbidden desire, but maybe she would outgrow it when she got her body
and became attractive to boys.

CHAPTER 2



BUBBLE

Things were smooth for about a year; then they complicated ferocioudy. She was walking homewith
Hope and Faith when Faith was accosted by awealthy scion. Therich punk floated up on his
gravity-shielded saucer and asked her for sex, proffering two dollars. It wasinsulting and gross, making
Faith blush deeply, but he would not give over. Hope was plainly controlling his anger, but Spirit didntt.
Sheimpulsively pushed the rim of the saucer with her foot and dumped the scion.

Thismight have been a mistake, because it led to afight between Hope and the scion. It seemed unequd,
because the scion was older, larger, and better trained, but Hope used his ability to read people, and
gave agood account of himsdf. Until the scion drew alaser pistol. Then Spirit acted, stinging his hand
with thefinger whip so that he dropped the wesgpon. That enabled Hope to win the fight, so that they got
safely home. They hoped that would be the end of it.

But the scion had his revenge by getting their family evicted. They had to flee Maraud and seek arefugee
bubble on the airless surface of Callisto. The scion's closed outside saucer came after them and tried to
bomb their vehicle. If any of their suits got holed out here, they would be dead of decompression. Spirit
had been nervous, now she was terrified. No finger whip would get them out of this.

The stuation was desperate. Hope was trying to use his captured laser against the saucer, and the saucer
was trying to drop abomb where it counted. So far neither had scored, but that could not last long.

Then Spirit saw something, and had anotion. She jammed her helmet against Hope's. "Theice caves!™
she cried, so that the sound would carry into his helmet.

They raced for theice mine, where ice was quarried to be melted for water. The saucer paced them, il
trying to catch them with a bomb. Hope managed to snag the saucer's undercarriage with arope, tying it
to the pedal tractor. But it dropped another bomb, a bright orange cylinder. It was going to blow up their
vehide

Spirit leaped up and caught the bomb in her hands. It wasn't big, just deadly. She hurled it to the Side,
whereit exploded harmlesdy. But her heart was thudding; this was way more danger than she liked.

They hauled the saucer into the mine, but couldn't bring it to ground. So Spirit grabbed an ice one and
threw it at the saucer. But thiswasn't enough. So she legped onto the saucer itself, to smear its window
with dirty ice. But when she got on the saucer, its onion-shaped null-gravity section made her light, and
sheadmost floated right back off it. For amoment she floundered; then she caught hold of the ladder
dents, and those finger-holds enabled her to anchor hersalf with one hand while she struggled to use her
icerock with the other. She squirmed across the surface of the saucer, then reached down acrossthe
front vison port and rubbed the rock acrossit. The port itself wasinvulnerable, but abit of heat leaked
out of the saucer, and than helped melt the ice just enough to make it smear its embedded dust acrossthe
port. That would soon foul the saucer's vision, so that the man inside couldn't seeto do any more
mischief.

The scion insde caught on, and tried to fire hislaser through the glassto get her. But Hopefired hisown
laser from the ground, and must have blinded the scion, because he didn't fire at Spirit. She owed big
brother another!

She kept on smearing until Hope jumped on the saucer and pulled her off. She knew why. "We haveto
get away before heradiosfor help!™ sheydled againgt his hemet. Because naturaly the authorities would
choose to believe the scion, not the victims.

They hidin the convolutions of the mine until the saucer and its dlies went away, then started bounding on



toward Kilroy Crater, where the refugee bubble was supposed to be. They made big long low-gee
bounds, but it wastoo far; they would never get therein time.

But then Spirit spied autility floater traveling their way, and the family bought passage aboard it to the
refugee bubble. So they got there after dl, and got three rooms. onefor the parents, one for Spirit and
Faith, and Hope had to share aroom with a strange boy.

They thought they were safe at lagt, but it turned out to be disaster delayed. The bubblelifted, using its
gee shidd, then spun to generate trace gravity internaly. They were on their dow way to Jupiter--until the
crew decamped with the passage money. Then the men of the refugees took over and steered the bubble
onward--but discovered there was not enough food. Spirit and Hope and his friend Helse counted the
food packs, and found there were only haf enough. They had to rationit.

Then therewasthefirst pirate raid, under a brute named Horse. That was a horror, because the pirates
tied up Hope and their father, then gang-raped Faith while al of them watched. Spirit was as shocked as
the others, she had never seen sex at dl, and thiswas worse than anything she might have imagined.

After that they organized to fight pirate boarders. Spirit participated in a spot course on ressting arapist,
whose operative principles were that girls had knees and rapists had groins; girls had fingers and rapists
had eyes, girls had teeth and rapists had noses. Spirit loved thelittle play, especidly where she plucked
out afake eyebdl, but she understood the message: pirates would rape women or girlsor children, and
the femal es had to be ready to stop them. They had to fight back effectively.

Hope had asurprise for her. Hetold her that hisfriend Hel se was not aboy but agirl masquerading asa
boy. At first Spirit didn't believeit, but Helse showed her breast-filled chest band. Then Hope left, and
Helsetold Spirit how to play the part of aboy. Helse was sixteen, and actualy quite a pretty girl. She
told Spirit something of her history, about how she was the plaything of an old man who liked redly
young girls, and how she had learned al the ways of sex, but finaly had grown too old had had to go.

"Too old for sex--at Sixteen?' Spirit asked, amazed.

Helse nodded. "That'swhy I'm going to Jupiter. To find anew career.”
Something else occurred to her. ™Y ou--my brother--sex?"

"No," Helse said gently. "At least, not yet. Heisavery nice boy."
Spirit suppressed a surge of jedousy. "Not yet?"

"Sex isan option, to be used when it hasto be."

"Likewith my sgter Faith?'

"No, Spirit, no! Rapeis adwayswrong. But sometimes abstinence can be wrong, too. A girl just hasto
judge cases, and do what isright in the circumstance.”

"] don't understand!”

Helse smiled. "Maybe that's best. Now let's see if we can make you into a boy, so that you never face
the question.”

But Spirit couldn't let it go. "Y ou mean like when the men are going to do it anyway, so she shouldn't
fight, so as not to get beat up aswell asraped?”



"That might be a case, yes, but there are others. | don't blame you for being frightened of the prospect.”
"I'm not frightened!" But shewas.

"Wel, | am. That'swhy I'm being aboy."

"You?' Spirit asked, astonished. "But you said you had dl that sex!"

"Yes. And I think I will never be able to love an older man, because of that. Maybe | can't love any man.
So I'll be happy not to be touched again. But I've learned not to say 'never.™

Spirit redlized that she had been trying to migudge Helse, because of the way Hope was taken with her.
She was indeed playing the part of aboy, and had fooled all of them. If she was afraid of what might
happen, she surely had reason. The specter of Faith's rape gave warning to them al. "Okay," she said.
"Make meinto aboy."

"Firgt, you haveto think of yourself asmae. That sarts with your name. Mineisambiguous, so | can get
away with it, but yoursistoo much like agirl. Who do you want to be?’

Spirit considered. Six months ago she had had haf a crush on ahandsome older boy named Sancho. She
had never given any hint, knowing the futility; what would aboy her brother's age want with agirl of
eleven, going-on-twelve? Even if there could have been anything between them, her parentswould have
squelched it immediately. But mostly it was that though the changes were occurring in her body, the pace
seemed glacial, and she didn't want to embarrass hersalf. Her breasts were not a quarter the mass of
Faith's breasts, and there was no flesh on her hips. Asfor her hair--some boys had more on their heads.
She wanted to have the body complete before she tried to do anything with it. If only she could have
been two years older! But maybe she could have just alittle part of that fleeting dream. " Sancho,” she
sad.

"Very well, Sancho. Thefirgt thing ishow you dress. And how you wak. Men are narrow-hipped; they
don't flex much, so think narrow.”

"I don't have woman hipsyet," Spirit said. That wasdl too obvious.

"But you're on the way. Y our legs are rounding out. Y ou have girl-hips, and they could betray you.
Watch the men; see how they walk, and copy that. Get some baggy shorts and bunch them up in front,
and wear loose trousers over them. Same thing for your chest, in reverse. A T-shirt would ruin you; get
some winding and strap yoursalf down so nothing can ever jiggle. Try to build up some strength in your
armstoo; men are more muscular, and it shows. And your hair--let see what we can do about that."

Helse's knowledge was apparent; Spirit's esteemn for her wasrising. Shewas privately pleased with the
woman's comments about her body; maybe there was alittle flesh on her hips. She plunged into the
lesson with awill, and within two days was becoming areasonably proficient boy. It was all too easy to
reverse her recent efforts to become agirl. She associated with some of thereal boys her age, and they
accepted her, understanding the threeat she faced. The lesson of Faith's public rape had been lost on none
of them.

She tried to approach Hope, to show off her expertise, but he repulsed her. Hurt, shetried to conceal
her burgeoning tears; boys were not supposed to cry, and she had never been much for that anyway. It
was just that she was especidly vulnerable to Hope, so much wanting his approva. But she knew he had
problems of hisown, so shedid him the favor of staying out of hisway.

It was Helse, oddly, who comforted her. "He's al twisted up insde. He blames himsdlf for being aman.”



Oh. Maybe that made some sense. Spirit continued to work on her impersonation, and thought she had it
down amost pat. Sancho was now easy to do.

Just in time, for more pirates came. They made ready to rape and loot without even a pretense of
decency. "Bind the men. Line up the women--the young onesfirst." And Spirit was technicaly ayoung
one.

But thistime the men of the bubble were ready. As soon as the pirates showed their foul hand, the men
jumped them, two to a pirate, and quickly subdued them.

Then there was a keening sound, and Spirit felt strangely passive. "Oh, no," aman said. "A pacifier.”

Spirit had never heard of that, but it wasn't hard to figure it out: it generated afield that robbed the
refugees of their valition. The Pirates had nullifiers, so were unaffected. They quickly reversed the case
and made the bubble men captive. Spirit saw abox by the air lock, and realized that that wasthe
pacifier. Shefound she could move alittle, and she started inching toward it.

"They will hurt you," Hope said ligtlesdly.

"They won't notice me." But before she got there, there was an interruption: A Jupiter Ringuard patrol
boat arrived to investigate. But the pirates took two six year old girlsand ayounger boy as hostages,

threatening to dit their throatsif the refugees gave any signd. Then they turned off the pacifier, and the
refugees had to pretend that all waswell. What else could they do?

And once the Jupiter patrol was gone, the pirates returned the children, naked and staring. The girlshad
been raped and the boy was dead.

The men legped for the pirates--and the pacifier came on. Spirit saw the pirate leader raise his sword and
drike her father, killing him. It was only the beginning; soon dl the refugee men had been dain. The
pirates dragged the corpsesinto a pile, then went after the women. One took hold of Spirit's mother and
tore the clothing from her body. She was unable to resist effectively, because of the pacifier.

Spirit focused al her energy on the pacifier box. No one was atending it now; al the pirates were too
busy catching and raping the bubble women. She could move only dowly, but even atortoise could
make good progress when it had to. She reached the box, picked it up, and dropped it. Itsinterna
works had to be ddlicate; it bounced on the deck, and then shefelt the pacification field ending.

With the termination of the pacification came a surge of such rage as she had never before known, likea
rebound effect. To see her father murdered, her mother raped--it was as though Spirit became an attack
dog with asingleimperative: kill.

Spirit saw Hope running to help their mother. Spirit ran too, but before she got there, her mother kneed
the piratein the groin. Herolled off her, groaning. Hope grabbed at him, catching an arm. Spirit was
more direct: she went for his head, jamming astiffened finger directly into hisright eye. She hooked her
nail around, trying to pull out the eyeball. The man howled with pain, but Hope's weight was on him, and
Spirit had his head. She grabbed both his ears and hauled, pulling up his head, then smashing it down on
the deck, again and again.

Somehow the man got away. He was burly, and they could not hold him. Hisright eye was a mass of
blood, and his groin was bleeding where someone had knifed him, but he crawled toward the exit. "Let
him go!" their mother gasped. "He's hurt enough.”

Then Spirit looked around. Other pirates were retreating, and some were dead. The women of the



bubble had piled on, five to a pirate, and rendered the faces and exposed groins of the men into raw
sausage. The scenewas hellish inits viciousness, but Spirit wasn't sorry. The brutish pirates had deserved
it. Most of those who had gotten away would never rape again; indeed, some might never even urinate
again without pain.

Hope got up and staggered toward the pile of refugee men. Spirit joined him, horrified anew by the dead
face of their father. Others cameto stare amilarly. An awful slencefdl; the killing rage had passed, and
what was | eft wasterrible grief.

She turned to Hope, and he turned to her. They clutched each other, sharing their desolation. This horror
overwhelmed them both.

But Spirit knew that this would not go away of its own accord. She jammed her dread and fear into
some compartment of her mind for forced herself to spesk. "We must do something, Hope," she said.

He stood there, trying to recover hiscommon sense. "A leader,” he said. "A new leader. But who? All
our men are gone."

"Useyour tdent," shetold him.
He nodded, and got moving. "Take care of Mother," he said as he went.

Spirit did. Their mother wasin an awful state, with her clothing in shreds, her hair ragged, and blood
gpattered across her arms and body. She looked asif shewerein atrance. Spirit did not know whether
she had been raped, or gotten free just before that, and thought it best not to ask. "Come with me,
Mother," she said.

She took them to the cell her mother and father had shared. Her mother went without resstance. "Lie
down," Spirit said, and her mother lay on the padding that served for abed. Spirit sat beside her, took a
cloth, wet it, and began to clean her face and body, methodicaly. It was al she could think of to do.

"Y ou darling child,” her mother said, submitting.

After atime, Hope returned, with Helse, bringing Faith. "Please join your mother," hetold Faith. "You
can comfort her better than | can, for you are awoman.” And Faith, who had been pretty much out of
things since her rape, looked startled, and did as he asked.

But that left Spirit to fend for hersdlf, and she wasn't ready. She had continued to function aslong as she
had something to do, but now the abyss yawned before her.

"Go with your sister, Hope," Helse said, and departed.

Hope joined her. Spirit let go at last. She flung her arms around him and bawled. It didn't matter that he
was crying too; the misery they shared wastoo grest for either to bear in Slence. At least they had each
other.

CHAPTER 3
Empty Hand

Thereafter things stabilized somewhat. The women assumed the tasks the men had handled, and
managed to make the bubble function reasonably well. Having thisto do seemed to help them. They dso



put the men's bodies into bags and stacked them outside the bubble, tied down, where the cold vacuum
of space would preserve them exactly asthey were. It helped to have the bodies out of sight and the
blood cleaned up; then it was easier to pretend that something hadn't really happened.

Hope asked Spirit to help women learn to use the male sanitary facilities, asthere was no sense wasting
them when there were no men. This entailed pairing off, with one person holding the other in place so she
could squat and peeinto the urinals set in thewalls. In fact Spirit got together with another girl her age,
and they demondtrated the technique for others. The women were appreciative, but it was an
inconsequentiad meatter; they had more serious concerns. That came clear when they found one woman
dead in the head--the bathroom. She had opened an artery and quietly fed her blood into abidet. The
others, when they learned, shrugged; they understood.

But Hope was worse. He was continually morose, rejecting al offers of comfort. Finaly Spirit went to
Helse. "You'vegot todoit,” shesad.

Helse surely did not misunderstand, but was cautious. "What do you mean?”

"Y ou have to get him over this hang-up he has, so he can join the living. Make him not ashamed to be a

Helse gazed steadily at her. ™Y ou are very close." There was no need to clarify to whom.
"Yeah. | can't gand to have him like this"

"Thereisonly oneway | know." Shewas dill looking at Spirit with adisturbing understanding. " Someone
might object.”

She was being discreet. She knew that it wasn't their mother, but Spirit herself who had the most
difficulty withthis. "Do it anyway."

Helse nodded, and went to be with Hope. Spirit found an empty cell and clenched her fists, fighting off
her unreasoning rage. Hel se had asked for her leave, and she had given it, but she hated it.

Hope and Helse were together dl night, astime was measured in the bubble. Spirit knew, because she
checked severd times, hating hersdlf for it, but till doing it. She knew that Helse was showing Hope
what it was al about. Thiswas an occasion where sex had to be used, and Helse was using it, to get
Hope out of his deep pit. Spirit had asked her to--but till it drove Spirit crazy. Not the least of it was
that she could not say why, evento hersdlf.

At last they emerged, and Hope was a changed man. His grief remained, but the guilt was gone. The job
had been done.

Spirit couldn't op herself. Thefirst chance she had to catch Hope alone, for dl that it wasimpossible
ever to be completely donein the bubble, she asked him. "How wasit, brother?' Shetried to makethe
question neutra, but the tone made it snide.

"I love her." He spoke with such guileless candor that it made Spirit ashamed for her attitude.
"I'm sorry,” she said.

He understood, as he always did. "1 know I've been abear. Something had to be done. She did it. But
youredtill my