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Laser fire zipped past the feathers on Duck Biscuit’s head as he and his crew raced for their cargo ship on the landing dock. Several of the Rhadjheem king’s royal guard pursued them from the palace’s elegant southern entrance. 

“Not very nimble for catpeople,” Duck said, pinching off another shot from his laser pistol. 

Infuriated Rhadjheem cats halted on the platform and lowered their long staffs to their robed hips with a hiss. “Biscuit!” their monarch exclaimed from within the corridor just behind them. 

“What in the world did you do, Duck?” Molly asked, running up alongside him. His trusty medical officer looked much prettier under pressure. 

“I might have slipped the princess a little catnip.” 

“Duck!” She turned halfway up the loading ramp and covered Biscuit as he sped toward the top and past her position. Molly’s long brown curls bounced on the shoulders of her red leather jacket as she showered the platform with laser fire. 

“One thing led to another...” Biscuit shrugged the shoulders of his brown leather bomber jacket. 

“Move, move!” Drake shouted, showering the cat guards with rifle fire. The towering weapons specialist turned his buzz-cut head and reflective aviator shades to Duck. “Get this bucket airborne, Biscuit. Khaki and Skip are onboard.”

Khaki Campbell stood with his bill agape at the mouth of the ship’s cargo hold. His tropical-patterned shirt flapped in the stiffening winds as their craft climbed into the sky. He shrieked as three more guns shots hissed black holes into the hull just over his round head. An oblong egg thunked to the deck between the legs of the ship’s doughy engineer.  

Duck glanced over his shoulder and shook his head. “Throw it overboard, Khaki! At least try to create a diversion with it or something.”

As the Platypus ascended into the lower atmosphere of Zurr’it Dhoon, Khaki rolled his egg out onto the unsuspecting Rhadjheem below. The projectile cracked at the guards’ feet with a splatter giving them enough time to make their getaway.

Drake hit the red button on the hull closing the cargo bay door. “You layin’ eggs just defies all natural laws and comprehension, Campbell.” 

“Yesh,” Khaki said, brushing his hands together, “I have a lateral lishp and lay eggsh, but that doesh not define me ash a pershon.”

Drake rolled his head around on his muscular neck cracking his spine. “Dudes aren’t supposed to lay eggs. Period.” 

“It issh not our playsh to queshtion the mystereesh of the universh.”

“Strap in,” Duck said as the nose of the ship craned upward. 

His crew buckled into their places as he manipulated the controls of the vessel. “Skippy,” he said, turning to his pint-sized co-pilot, “get us some coordinates for a safe jump to warp speed.”

“Roger, boss,” Skippy replied, pecking the number pad beneath his oversized spectacles. 

More green and blue laser shots flashed in and out of existence on Duck’s side of the ship. The curved wings surrounding the main body of the Platypus trembled as Duck pushed the throttle to its limits. Bright orange and yellow lights exploded around the nose of the ship as they sliced through the upper atmosphere of Zurr’it Dhoon and into outer space. 

“Dare I ask what you did to upset the ruler of an entire planet, Biscuit?” Drake asked into his headset, returning fire on their six. 

“Oh, you know,” Molly said from behind Duck’s shoulder. “His usual charm.”

“Good gravy, Bisshkit,” Khaki said, prepping the ship for a jump. 

“Got some coordinates, Duck!” Skippy exclaimed. 

Duck narrowed his gaze on the star field ahead. “All right, Khaki. Get us outa here.”

“Plasshma drives, engaged!”

“Punch it, Khaki!” Duck flipped the small switch next to the yoke sending a field of stars streaking past the ship on all sides. 

When the Platypus emerged from warp speed, Duck guided her to a safe distance on the far side of a large red moon. 

“All right,” he said, spinning to face his crew. “Everyone okay?”

“Compared to what?” Khaki asked, manipulating a bank of dials. 

Duck tossed a hand into the air. “Seven thousand credits is a big payday for one load.” He spun to face the pint-sized chicken next to him. “Speakin’ of which, what do we have coming online?”

Skippy brought his computer up and inched his huge glasses up the bridge of his nose. “How about this one: two guys, two robots, and no questions asked?”

“Oh, no, no!” Duck exclaimed, slicing his hands through the air. “After that debacle with Princess Purrsia on Zurr’it Dhoon, nuh uh.”  He fixed his blue stare on the massive red orb outside his cockpit windows. “What else ya got?”

Skippy typed in some different details on his computer and it responded with the next freight offer. “How about a precious gem cargo over on Solace Seven?”

Duck rubbed his chin and narrowed his gaze. “How much are they asking?”

“Ten thousand.”

“Anyone else put a bid on it yet?” Duck drummed his fingers on the handle of his yoke. 

“Let’s see,” Skippy said, bending over the soft blue glow of his monitor. “Looks like Batrick and Robin are in right now. No one else.”

“Bat and Robin?” Duck asked with a chuckle. “Are you serious?”

Skippy extended an open hand to his screen. “That’s what it says.”

“They’ve got to be the worst shippers in the galaxy!” A wide grin spread over Duck’s face. “He’s blind and half-deaf, and she never shuts up.”

Molly strode up behind Duck and leaned into his seat. “Are we going in?” 

Duck stretched back into his reclining seat and laced his fingers behind his head. “Put us down for ninety-eight hundred, Skip.”

His co-pilot clacked the keyboard below the screen and leaned into his own seat. “Now, all we do is sit back and—”
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“Wait a second,” Skippy said. H shot upright in his chair. 

“What’s the problem?” Drake asked as he polished the lenses of his aviator shades. 

Skippy growled and cracked his knuckles. “Bat just dropped to ninety-seven hundred.”

Duck kept his cool closing his eyes as he rocked back and forth. “Drop us to ninety-five.”

“Done, boss.”
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“Son of a—” Skippy slammed his small fist onto the screen. “Incoming comms, Duck.”

Biscuit spun a finger in the air. “Bring it up.”

The bust of an old bat with bushy eyebrows and matching beard fazed into existence on the large screen above the windshield. 

“Give it up, Duck,” Bat said with a grunt. “This haul is mine.”

The shipping captain sprung forward in his chair and gripped both armrests tightly. “I’m perfectly capable of making my own business decisions. Thank you, Bat.” He eased back into his seat. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have a gem to pick up on Solace 7.”

“Not so fast, Biscuit!” 

Robin’s squeaky voice bickered at Bat from off screen. “Come on, dear. The antique show starts in half an hour. We’ve gotta get going if we’re gonna make it.”

The old bat squinted his eye slits and shook his head. “In a minute, in a minute. How can something so small have so much wind?”  He redirected his scorn at Duck. “This is my load, Biscuit. Let it be.”

The comms screen blinked out leaving behind the soft twinkle of the LEDs. 

“He just went to ninety-one,” Skippy said. 

Duck bent over the small screen on Skippy’s side of the cockpit. “Enough messin’ around. I’ll do it for eighty-five, but not a credit less.”

Skippy turned his blue Sox ballcap around and entered their bid. A few seconds later, the small screen went black. A narrow blue rectangle flashed under Skippy’s fist pumps.

Bid Accepted.

Molly bounced and whooped behind the two pilots. 

“Don’t mess with the best!” Duck rubbed his hands vigorously and spun back to his side of the cockpit. “Skip—”

“Yeah boss?”

“Set a course for the Pleanor System.” Duck manipulated a knob in the center section of the front console. “How about a little music to celebrate?”

Drake inched forward in his seat. His reflective shades concealed his eyes. “What are you thinking?”

“Iron Mayhem?” Duck suggested, spinning the knob. 

The towering weapons specialist shrugged. “Meh, too dated.”

“MegaCroak?”

Drake shook his buzz cut. “Not into frog metal.”

“Why can’t we ever listen to some good ole fashioned country?” Molly asked, buckling into her harness. “What’s wrong with Hennie Waterspoon or Cluck Perkins?”

“If I wanna puke,” Drake said, tilting his head toward her, “I’ll eat Biscuit’s leftovers.”

Skippy doubled over in a fit of laughter in the seat twice his size. 

“I prefer the sherebral myooshings of shhmooth jassh, myshelf,” Khaki said. He prepared his baby for another jump to warp speed. 

“How about some Cowlick?” Duck asked, stopping the monitor on a quartet of cows with long black locks and studded leather outfits.

“Now you’re talkin’!” Drake said. 

Molly cringed across the aisle trying to shake the notion from her mind. 

“What’s the matter, Quagmire,” Drake prodded. “Afraid of some real music?”

“Yeah,” Duck said. “This is classic stuff. Albums like Roll in the Hay and Udder Chaos.”

“Or Tenderizer,” Drake added. “Great stuff, man.” 

Duck started the album and cracked his knuckles over the ship’s yoke. “How are we lookin’, Skip?”

His pal shoved a couple of levers forward and lit up a button on his console. “Locked in.”

The plasma drives whirred under Duck’s feet as it spun up to full power. “Punch it, Khaki!” 

The Platypus rocketed across the reaches of outer space in a blinding flash toward their next job on Solace Seven. 
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