
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Musical Troubles

 


Terry Compton

 


 


Published by Terry
Compton at Smashwords

 


Copyright 2016 Terry
Compton

 


Cover images courtesy of Binkski
| Luca Oleastri
| Algol
| Dreamstime.com

 


 


Cover by Terry
Compton

 


 


 


An alien bazaar holds many mysteries and
sometimes trouble. Walking out with what you came for can be a real
challenge.

 


Varn thought he had what it took. But
sometimes the task is bigger than you think and unexpected
assistance is needed.

 


Some help comes with more trouble than it's
worth. How big of a price is Varn willing to pay?
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fiction. All characters or incidents are a figment of the author's
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Chapter 1

 


 


Varn's bright green eyes drifted across the
crowd as he played his instruments. People from different planets
moved through the bazaar. The five square block plot of ground held
few permanent buildings but did have some spots with a few poles
set to make roofs. Some marked areas had counters that the
merchants left in place and these formed rows or aisles that the
people wandered down.

None of the swirling mass paid attention to
Varn's gray-green skin or his hooked nose, after all, this sales
area catered to the spaceport crowd. Aliens from a thousand
different planets might wander through here over the course of a
year. The wandering crowd only had eyes for the colorful coverings
over the poles, the multi-hued canopies and bright flags at each
booth.

A six-armed Chuko space hand pushed
grav-sleds loaded with goods to a sales booth while a three legged
Zepeda carried her purchases away out of the market. Other races
moved between the booths looking for a bargain or the interesting
item that could be used to turn a quick credit. All eddied through
the area in a strange fascinating dance of commerce.

An odd movement caught his scrutiny and his
frown would have pushed his hooked nose to his chin except the
pan-flute he blew on blocked it. As he stopped playing, his nose
did touch his chin. He softly muttered in a rough Irish sounding
brogue, "Cap'n Josh, either both our information be out of date or
wrong. Neither yer sex slavers nor me quarry has showed. I'm pretty
sure those two booths over there are manned by pirates, but I don't
think they've bothered us – yet.

"I've been here three days already. How long
do I continue? Both of these leads are important to us, but how do
I find out about them without tipping me hand?"

His gaze flicked to the right and widened in
surprise. They quickly moved back to the first movement. The youth
he had seen had disappeared into the crowd. His fingers started
strumming his stringed instrument as his left foot tapped a rhythm
on the percussion head. The up tempo music caught a few shoppers'
attention.

As the shoppers moved closer and started
swaying with the music, more moved toward him. Varn saw a youngster
from the right moving among the crowd. A sharp twang from his
strings drew his attention back to his playing.

Moving his head to the pan-flute, he started
to bring it to his lips. Another discordant twang came from his
strings. A drunk from the crowd yelled, "Hey, buddy, why doncha
learn to play? You sound like a calix that had its tail stepped
on."

The crowd laughed, but it drew more people in
front of Varn. Ignoring the comment, he blew on the flute. A few of
the crowd started to clap in time with the music. The drunk yelled
another comment but someone nearby hushed him. A few people dropped
some coins in his collection box.

Movement to his left caught his attention
just as his strings gave off an unharmonious note. He saw the shiny
"Y" shaped implement the youth held in his hand. Varn's nostrils
flared as the scamp pulled back on some elastic strings and let
them loose.

His instrument gave a wickedly discordant
note again. He stopped playing to yell, "You young hooligan, just
let me get me hands on ye. I'll teach ye some manners."

The outburst brought another round of
laughter, drawing even more of a crowd. Varn's stare flicked to the
right just in time to spot the youth again. His strings twanged.
The crowd laughed before he could even say anything. He just
growled and looked back to the left.

There stood the one with the instrument of
discord. Varn's eyebrows rose in surprise. That young assailant
stands much too far to the left to have moved there – unless he's
teleporting. Either that or there must be a dozen of those little
brats runnin' around here abouts.

His scrutiny flicked back and forth between
the spots he had last seen the ruffian to only see larger bodies.
The drunk staggered into someone causing a commotion. His yell and
the hand clutching the back of his head made Varn swivel his
attention to the left. Varn muttered, "Ye little assassin. I'll get
ye fer this, but I'm glad yer aim was good fer him."

The crowd had grown enough that Varn saw he
had attracted the attention of the police. They were moving closer
to see if they needed to break up the gathering. He picked up the
tempo of his music and looked both ways for a little body. His
music stopped in mid-note.

He saw a flash of one of the imps and a few
seconds later Varn saw the same imp to his right. Varn muttered to
himself, "Most likely yon scallywag is part of a group working the
crowd as pickpockets and petty thieves. Blast all of ye, ye'll
bring misfortune here sooner rather than later."

Varn quickly recovered and started the music
again. The police moved into the crowd and he could see their heads
swiveling around looking for troublemakers. To the right he caught
sight of the little hooligan again. Varn tensed as he saw the
little one reaching out for someone's pocket.

A whistle from several comms made the thief
vanish into the midst of the bodies. Looking to the left, Varn saw
a flash of the little thief there. Relief in the way of a smile
washed across Varn's face as he turned back to his music as the
troublemaker disappeared.

The drunk's loud voice and his body crashing
into others started a ruckus again. The police moved to him and the
crowd melted away from his presence. As a cop drew near on each
side, something flew through the air to smack into the side of the
drunk's head.

He whirled and let his fist fly. The blow hit
the policeman in the chest, startling the poor male more than any
injury. The drunk spun in the opposite direction to run face first
into the chest of the other officer. Each policeman grabbed an arm
and lifted the drunk off of the ground.

The man to the left said, "I think you need
to come with us, buddy. Looks like you've had one too many."

The drunk protested, but the two just held on
to his arms as they drug him away. Varn grinned as the protests
died out in the distance. He squinted as he noted how fast the
police were moving away. The crowd around him had disappeared so he
started to close up his instruments and packed them in his kit.

Varn spotted people with children grabbing
them and hustling out of the bazaar. The sight of vendors quietly
packing up made him move faster. As he shoved the last instrument
into his kit, he tugged on the grav-sled to move out of the
area.

A commotion on the opposite side of the
bazaar stopped him. Someone else had a musical instrument out
playing it. Varn spotted a building on the edge of the bazaar and
ducked behind it. A stack of boxes made a convenient way for him to
climb to the roof. The false front made a good place to hide and
spy on the scene below.

He found another box sitting on a grav-sled
next to the false front. It had a few old boxes, assorted junk and
bags piled on top of it to conceal it. Before he could investigate
it farther, a loud noise below drew his attention back to the
bazaar.

A soft chuckle escaped from his lips just
before he muttered, "Cap'n, yer information was right. There be
some of the sex slavers right here in the bazaar. Now what are they
doin'?"

More people with instruments set up and
started warming up. The sounds made an awful racket that stretched
across the market. Varn watched as the local people continued to
hurry away while the others, obviously off-worlders by their dress
and race, shuffled toward the group.

His examination of his surroundings flicked
from entrance to entrance. The back walls of higher buildings
effectively made a wall around the bazaar with only five entryways
into the market area. Heavily armed goons moved to block all escape
from those same portals. He muttered, "Cap'n Josh, ye were right.
There they be. Now to set some snoops loose to follow them and
track their ship."

He slid back from his vantage point to reach
into his kit. A slight sound from the tier of boxes below caused
his body to tense, but he kept pawing inside his kit. With a quick
whirl, he turned around. A flick of his wrist made a weapon appear
in his hand, pointed in the direction of that sound.

His mouth opened to scream at the two
creatures slithering closer to him, but at the last moment, he
remembered where he was. His lips came closer together but they
continued to move in a silent mutter as he glared at the two
ten-foot long Nagini.

Finally, an angry whisper broke from his
lips, "What air ye devils doing here? I personally checked to make
sure none of ye were aboard when I left the repair station. How did
ye get aboard after we shoved off? Air ye here to punish me or
maybe make a meal of me?"

The two snake-like creatures settled closer
to the roof as their heads pointed anywhere but at him. The one on
the right wiggled a little and moved closer to Varn's boots. The
other did the same. Varn softly growled, "Don't be sneaking up
trying to kiss me boots. It won't work. I may just cut off yer
heads and skin ye. I could use the skin to make belts and give it
to the orphans on this planet."

The Nagini shivered. Varn said, "Naw, that
would be too good for ye. I'll make yer skins into leashes for the
pets of the…"

The musicians breaking into a song
interrupted his tirade against the Nagini. He crept back to the
false front and peeked over while he still tried to keep watch on
the two snakes. People were crowding around the band and beginning
to sway to the music.

Varn noted that the entire bazaar was now
sealed off by the sex slavers. He muttered, "Where are the local
constables? Someone in this city is getting a pocket full of cash
or they are being blackmailed to turn a blind eye. Don't those
fools below realize they are about to become slaves and worse?"

He ducked back down and scuttled to his kit.
The Nagini crept closer to him and one tentatively reached its tail
out to brush against his boot. Varn gave a slight start, but
continued digging in his kit.

A few seconds later, he released several
insect size snoops to the air and a remote sensor. He programmed
them with his comm and they flew away towards the band. Looking
down at the Nagini brushing his boots, his nose touched his chin
again as a frown covered his face.

He whispered, "Don't think ye are getting on
me good side. Just because ye brought a little relief from me pain
doesn't mean I'm not still angry with ye. Are ye two alone?"

The tails of the snakes barely moved from
side to side. A sigh came from him. "How many?"

The Nagini only pressed closer to his
boots.

"More than twenty?"

The tails barely flickered from side to
side.

"More than ten?"

A racket from below drew his attention back
to the crowd on the ground. As he peered over the false front, he
saw clouds of smoke coming from one of the horns in the band. From
the reaction of the crowd, the smoke must have had a very foul
odor. Varn glimpsed a flash of a familiar body.

He muttered, "The little imp is back. Yer
clothes be different but I'd recognize that figure. Are ye
responsible for that smoke?"

The smoke cleared as he watched and the
musicians went back to work. The crowd didn't push as close this
time but they were soon back to moving to the beat. Some toward the
front even started dancing.

Varn's look darted to the goons blocking the
exits. They all appeared to be talking on comms. As he turned back
to the musicians, he saw a little body drawing back on some
stretchy material attached to a "Y" shaped frame. He couldn't hear
the missile hit, but he saw the musician flinch. Soon smoke poured
from the instrument.

As the crowd moved away again, some of the
goons blocking the exits moved toward the crowd. The musician with
the horn started to drop it where he stood, but had another
thought. He jumped off to the side and laid the offending
instrument on the ground, then retreated back to the other side of
the band.

Varn's comm chimed just then. "Hello."

One of the ship's crew said, "Captain —"

"I'm not the captain. I'm the engineer."

"But you're commanding this spaceship."

"OK, I'll concede that. I'll also admit that
ye be the crew. I'm still not a captain. What do you want?"

"Ummm – ahhh, our passengers were standing by
the door taking in some fresh air —"

Varn growled, "I thought I told you all to
stay inside."

"We are – did. We just opened the door a
little."

"What happened?"

The moment of silence hung tensely in the air
before the crewman finally said, "One of our passengers recognized
one of the crew from the ship next to ours. They also recognized
the ship."

Varn's face twisted into a frown causing his
nose to touch his chin. He asked, "Did that crewman recognize our
passenger?"

"I don't think so. I shut the door as soon as
our passenger made the remark about knowing that spaceship and
crewman."

"Keep it shut and raise the shield."

"Which button do I push, Captain?"

Varn growled, "Never mind. Stay out of the
cockpit. I'll see if I can't find something else to protect
you."

He hung up and turned to the Nagini. "Can you
communicate with the other devils on me ship?"

The tails on both snakes waved up and down
enthusiastically. "Then tell them not to let anyone but me on that
ship. Don't be leavin' no bodies lying around though and tell them
not to be seen doing their dastardly deed."

The Nagini wiggled excitedly as Varn turned
back to the scene below him. The musicians were trying to continue
their song but the crowd had lost interest. The band switched to a
different tune and several in the crowd started to dance.

A sound from his kit made Varn's head whip
around. One of the Nagini had its head and three feet of its body
inside. It must have slithered across one of his stringed
instruments. The other snake had half buried itself in the rubble
left over the box Varn had first spotted when he climbed up on the
roof.

With a grunt of exasperation, he started
crawling toward his kit to yank the Nagini out. His knee fell on a
piece of gravel and he went down on his side with a soft yelp of
pain. He clutched his knee to his chest and tried to keep his
groans to himself.

Varn grunted, "Why did I have to bring me bum
knee down on the only piece of gravel on this roof? I have to get
back to…"

The Nagini in his kit shot out and came over
to wrap around his injured leg. The grimace of pain quickly left
Varn's face. Noise from the bazaar made him start to move but the
snake continued to rub against his leg.

Varn pulled his comm out and brought up a 3D
display from the snoops. He muttered, "I should have done this long
ago. Then I wouldn't be scurrying around this roof like a rat or
some other vermin."

The security goons were pushing into the
crowd trying to locate the ones causing the trouble. Varn saw a
small body slip away from two of the goons. The band tried to keep
a wary eye out for trouble and their playing confirmed it.

Sour notes made even the hardest ear twinge.
Varn's gaze flew up from the 3D image at the sound of the Nagini at
the other box rooting furiously at the garbage covering it. His
snake abandoned its ministrations and joined the other.

Varn whispered, "What are ye devils doing?
Get away from there. Yer going to draw attention up here. Get!"

Yells from the band didn't cover the crash as
some of the junk fell off the box. Varn's attention jerked from the
snakes to 3D images of the sales area. Small round tubes about a
foot long were shooting multi-color balls at the band members.
Sparks and smoke erupted from the tube as well as from clothing or
flammables the colored balls touched. Varn decided that they were
some sort of fireworks.

Just then five or six little tubes flew in
the midst of the band. They gave off a shower of sparks and gusts
of smoke. Along with all of this, an ear-splitting shriek exploded
from each tube. The crowd and the band members gave up as they
scattered like a covey of winged air creatures.

The crowd started to split into groups
heading for one of the five exits. A sudden shower of sparks came
from under some of the tables in the bazaar. The crowd came back
together but now more fireworks started moving them away from the
exits. The flying fireworks also worked to separate the goons from
the crowd.

Varn touched his comm to redirect a snoop but
it didn't respond. He started to fiddle with the controls until he
spotted the separated goons. They slowed to a walk as they headed
for an exit. A fountain of sparks shot out from under a table in
the bazaar hitting the last two in the group in the rear end.

A scream of pain and surprise thrust them
into a dead run. One of the goons in front proved to be too slow.
The two in the back ran right over the top of him, trampling him in
the dust as they ran by. The downed goon staggered to his feet and
wobbled after the group.

Varn watched one snoop's camera zoom in as
small pieces of what looked like fruit flew through the air.
Several pieces splattered on the goons running toward an exit. Varn
felt it before he saw anything. A rumble came from the ground up
through the building.

One snoop's 3D image showed the cause of the
rumble. Five bohor came charging down the pathway leading to the
bazaar. The enormous purple beasts stood at least six-feet tall at
the shoulder and almost as broad with six thick legs ending in an
outsized round foot. The feet flattened with each step from the
weight of the thick skinned sides and huge head. Two vivid
yellow-green horns protruded from the snout of the beast.

The lead animal swung its head from side to
side sniffing something. The others in the group blindly followed.
Varn saw the goons that had ran out of the area
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