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Outpost type: Mixed use! One of those “Live, work, play, hire as-
sassin, buy drugs, get illegal alien implants” kind of developments.
Orbital black market mall.

Location: An unnamed section of space just outside The Garlite
Triad system.

History: Like most fences in the universe, the Empire put up the
original laser defense grid because of nosy neighbors. On the edge
of controlled Imperial space lies Baquacillion, the Pool Planet.
Sketchy neighboring planets kept inviting themselves over to global
cookouts and would ALWAYS be the last ones to leave. God!! So the
Fence was installed to give the Imperial Elite their privacy. They
quickly realized this also kept out all the drugs and surgeries they'd
become addicted to. An unspoken agreement was reached and soon
the far side of The Fence was covered with every high-end,
black-market establishment you could name: Garret-7: Reattacher
of Limbs, Gross SACS Emporium, even a LEGITIMATE MASSAGE
PARLOR (wink!). But none could hold a proton candle to Hairbath's
“Flesh Pawns/Fresh Prawns!” The shady Arachnovox dominated the
black market until the day space bastards The Cosmic Scoundrels
launched the “fist” section of their ship, The S.S. Fistpuncher
through the back of The Fence while escaping Imperial Po-
lice-Chubs. After wrecking his shop, they sold Hairbath a human
baby, then quickly un-sold him said human baby, THEN chopped
his pincers off with a totally weird and unfair use of Roshambo's
bracelet-whatevers. Not very cool, even for shady black-market
dealings. At least they ran into a sect of crazy space nuns called
“The Virtuous Sisterhood" who will probably kick their butts and
take the baby.

Slogan: “Welcome to The Fence, please surrender all your weap-
ons...jkLOLI"
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