
  
    [image: A Smuggler’s Tale]
  


  
    
      A Smuggler’s Tale

      A Drath SF Short Story

    

    
      
        Meyari McFarland

      

    

    
      MDR Publishing

    

  


  
    Contents


    
    
      
        Special Offer

      

    

    
      
        A Smuggler's Tale

      

      
        Other Drath Books by Meyari McFarland:

      

      
        Author's Note: Stranded With You

      

      
        1. Comms Down

      

      
        2. Stolen Room

      

      
        Afterword

      

      
        Author Bio

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Special Offer

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      The rainbow has infinite shades, just as this collection covers the spectrum of fictional possibilities.

      From contemporary romances like The Shores of Twilight Bay to dark fantasy like A Lone Red Tree and out to SF futures in Child of Spring, Iridescent covers the gamut of time, space and genre.

      Meyari McFarland shows her mastery in this first omnibus collection of her short fiction. Twenty-five amazing stories, all with queer characters going on adventures, solving mysteries, and falling in love are here in the first Rainbow Collection.

      And now you can get this massive collection of short queer fiction, all of it with the happy endings you love, for free!

      

      Sign up here for your free copy of Iridescent now!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Other Drath Books by Meyari McFarland:

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Clash of Lines

        Joining of Lines

        Consort of the Crystal Palace

        Fragments of a Chain

        Stranded With You

        Reunited Hearts

        A Simple Life

        Cradle of the Day

      

      

      

      You can find these and many other books at www.MDR-Publishing.com. We are a small independent publisher focusing on LGBT content. Please sign up for our mailing list to get regular updates on the latest preorders and new releases and a free ebook!

    

  


  
    
      Copyright ©2019 by Mary Raichle

      

      Print ISBN: 978-1-64309-054-2

      

      Cover image

      

      ID 15185511 © Luca Oleastri | Dreamstime.com

      

      All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording or any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.

      

      Requests for permission to make copies of any part of the work should be emailed to publisher@mdr-publishing.com.

      

      This book is also available in TPB format from all major retailers.

      [image: Created with Vellum] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      This story is dedicated to Sir Terry Pratchett.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A Smuggler's Tale

          

        

      

    

    
      Morgan ducked behind a plasteel crate bigger than xyr runabout and ducked down. Xyr heart pounded but xe worked hard to keep from panting. Delaney would hear panting. The asshole could hear a pin drop from a kilometer away, seemed like, even in the midst of a port as busy as this. Last thing Morgan wanted to do was attract his attention at this point.

      Not when xe hadn't managed to get the load into port, past the inspectors and customs agents, even when xe promised that it'd be no problem. Stupid. So stupid. Should've never shot xyr mouth off but just two months ago it wouldn't've been a problem.

      No one in Tamsa cared about regulations. Every single station above the near-lifeless plant below ran on bribes, murder and graft, especially Station 2. Golshan Espenson, the station master, lived for his bribes. Slip him some untraceable credits and he'd sign off on anything. Morgan had done a huge amount of business on Station 2 and never had a speck of trouble with it.

      But then the Drath shut down the interstellar comms, all shipping stopped outright and, now that things had started up again, Espenson was out and the fucking Collective was in charge. Who the hell put them in charge? That was what Morgan wanted to know. Bunch of murderous clone-sisters running a space station and acting like they were pure as photons fresh from a sun. Even Strohkirch had fucked off down to Tasma proper to terraform it into a properly habitable place, complete with all the murder plants and animals one of his people'd like.

      "Ah, boss?" Jie asked as xe carefully eased down next to Morgan. "There a reason we're hiding?"

      "Frankie Delaney is up by the door talking to one of those Collective women," Morgan hissed at xem.

      Jie went grey, xyr leather-dark skin paling as xe crouched even lower. "What's he doing here? If he's here, couldn't he have brought the load in?"

      "You'd think so," Morgan complained.

      Xe peeked and yeah, Delaney was turning on the charm with the Collective woman. One of the younger generation, looked about nineteen or twenty though there was no way to be sure with them. They bred and educated their members in tanks so the toddlers usually talked like they were full grown.

      Thankfully, the Collective woman looked just about as flattered and pleased by his flirting as Morgan usually was. If Morgan got really lucky, the Collective woman would shoot him the way Morgan always wanted to.

      Couldn't count on that.

      Morgan's luck wasn't that good. Xe bit xyr lip. Then nodded to Jie who whined when Morgan eased up enough to scuttle back towards the umbilical leading to xyr runabout. Jie followed along behind Morgan, cursing under xyr breath. They were obvious as all hell to everyone that passed them buy but at least one thing still stood true on Tasma Station 2: No one paid attention to anything you did unless they were paid to pay attention to it.

      They were two meters shy of the umbilical when Customs Inspector Ora Nigro, Morgan's least favorite asshole on all of Station 2, stepped in front of them.

      "Is there a reason why you're skulking about so obviously, Captain Rosa?" Ora asked in far too loud a voice.

      Morgan looked over xyr shoulder, pointed and snarled in Ora's face. "Frankie Delaney. That's why. Now get out of my way. That asshole is not going to stop me and neither are you."

      Ora raised one eyebrow so high that it wrinkled the elaborate vine tattoos covering his forehead. "I think it might be too late for that."

      Another look showed Delaney pointing right at Morgan which made xem curse, grab Jie and shove Ora to the side. Jie ran up the umbilical without hesitation but before Morgan could follow, Ora grabbed xyr arm.

      "I don't think--"

      Whatever he'd been about to say died as Delaney pulled a blaster and pointed it straight at the both of them. Every single person and bot between them dove out of the way, leaving a clear shot that Delaney took without hesitation.

      Morgan didn't think.

      Xe shoved Ora into the umbilical, snagging a breathing mask from the wall and slapping it against Ora's face.

      The shot hit Morgan in the back, square on the spine. Xe grunted, staggered and nearly fell but as per automatic safety procedures, the umbilical had already detached from the station. All the air whooshed around them. Ora grabbed at the mask, secured it to his face, and then grabbed Morgan whose limbs had stopped responding to xyr mind.

      He was saying something, loud and mean, cursing violently, but Morgan couldn't hear it. The air went away. Morgan held xyr breath. One second. Two. Three. Four-five-six…

      Jie zoomed up the slowly drifting umbilical with a spare mask in xyr hand. Xe grabbed both Morgan and Ora, who took the mask from xem. A moment later, the cold of vacuum freezing Morgan's eyes eased. Air rushed over xyr face. Xe breathed. Coughed. Breathed again as the movement shifted sharply.

      By the time Morgan's eyes stopped tearing up, they were inside the runabout's airlock, air flowing around the three of them. Thankfully, xyr nanites were already healing all the damage that Delaney had inflicted with his blaster shot. Jacket was probably a dead loss but Morgan would be fine in an hour or so at most.

      "What in the name of the Drath is wrong with that man?" Ora demanded the instant his breathing mask came off.

      "Don't know," Morgan said. Xe coughed again at the propellent-dusty smell of the airlock air, shaking xyr head when Jie put a hand on xyr shoulder. "But I'm gonna want to come clean on something because I'll be damned if I let Delaney set us up."

      Five minutes later, Jie had them docked in the Petrofi, Morgan's little ship. It was tiny compared to most any other ship around them, barely big enough for four people before xe'd modded the second set of berths into climate-controlled cargo holds. Small items, delicate handling, personalized care, that was what Morgan promised.

      That xe also had some tiny compartments hollowed out here and there for truly contraband shipments, the kind of thing that got you executed summarily in most every system but xyr home. Of course, 'smuggling' as a legal term in Gensyn system was irrelevant. There were no laws to break on that front.

      Didn't really matter right now. Delaney hadn't contracted that sort of contraband. Just the regular too expensive for customs fees to make a profit load. Or at least that was what he'd claimed when he'd hit Morgan up for a smuggling run.

      "I'd've thought you knew better than this, Morgan," Ora said as he studied Delaney's three crates, each just a half-meter square.

      "Two months ago," Morgan countered with a scowl of xyr own that Ora ignored entirely, "it wouldn't even have triggered your scans. Pay a bribe, smile nice and pretty, and it'd be done. Didn't realize that the Collective had taken over and gone legit."

      Ora grimaced. "Don't blame them for that. They would've run things exactly like every other Station Master in history if it weren't for that Galactic Investigator. She scared them straight and narrow while promising respect from the rest of the galaxy."

      Morgan frowned at him. "…And how does that even work? They're clones. Most of the galaxy thinks that's sure-death for your genetics."

      Ora shrugged. "Something
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