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A treasure map, three tinkerer
spaceships and plenty of orders for parts should have been anyone's
dream. But the nature of the four boys and their friends just
naturally attracted trouble. Just look at their ships' names,
Galactic Chaos, Galactic Mayhem and Galactic Bedlam.

Their nature also demanded that they
meet that trouble head on. This clash brought a treasure no one
expected.





















This is a work
of fiction. All characters or incidents are a figment of the
author's imagination and any resemblance to any incident or any
person living or dead is purely coincidental.







Chapter 1











Ghita watched the
nine-foot-tall form of Kita ao Te Kinobala
stride ahead of him. His four-foot frame forced him to trot as he
tried to keep up for a couple of blocks, then his jaw clenched and
he stopped dead in his tracks forcing the two guards behind him to
almost fall as they tried to keep from running into him.

He muttered, "That's not the way to
get the good contracts. All those government goons will want a cut
before they pass any contract to you."

"What's that?" the guard on his right
asked.

"Nothing."

"Then why are we stopped? I thought
this was a rush mission to get things set up for the other ships to
have work by the time they arrive."

"Yeah, yeah, the president lady and I
disagree on the best way to get those contracts." Ghita waved his
hand to the left where a torrent of sound and swirls of color met
the eyes and ears. People meandered through booths and mobile carts
with all sorts of wares on display. Merchants yelled about their
merchandise's properties as the dull roar of conversation joined in
on the volume of sound.

He continued, "There will be lots more
contacts over there that will pay much more than what she finds in
a government office."

"We still need to call them to tell
our corporal we've —"

The comm in his armor broke in on his
speech. After listening for a few seconds, he said, "The Knife says
he can find more contracts over at what looks like a bazaar. He
doesn't want to go to the government offices."

Ghita turned down the street and the
two marines rushed to follow him. One asked, "Why here? I don't see
anyone offering what your ships do or even needing it."

"That's why. Nexta reminds me of my
home planet of Jonko. We'll find all sorts of contacts here that
will steer us to the profitable contracts."

"If you say so, but this is going to
be a nightmare for us to protect you in this crowd."

Ghita just smirked up at the big
marine who moved to lead the way in to the busy bazaar. The little
Jonko slowed as he took in a deep breath and let out a sigh. The
marine behind murmured into his comm.

When a hand dipped into the lead
marine's money pouch, Ghita didn't even hesitate. He moved to take
the coins as well as everything else the small thief had procured
over the past few minutes.

The three of them swept past before
the little girl even realized what happened. Ghita smiled and let
out another sigh. He moved closer to the marine and deposited the
coins back in his pouch. Ghita stopped and both marines looked at
him. He pointed to the pouch and told them they might want to
protect their valuables.

Both marines moved their pouches
inside their armor. The little Jonko moved to a booth to look at
some merchandise, then his eyes spotted the store. With practiced
ease, he threaded through the crowd to stand in the doorway. The
marines had a harder time reaching him. Before he could enter the
door, one grabbed him by the shoulder.

The boy looked up as the marine said,
"Give us a chance to do our job. We don't want to be sent back to
Sokol in shame. Please."

Ghita hung his head in defeat and
nodded his assent. The marine patted him on the shoulder and they
entered to business. A headless, life-sized statue greeted them
just inside the door. Paintings adorned the wall to the right and
more sculptures were lined up on shelves to the left. A row of
paintings stood on easels in the middle of the room.

A huge tapestry hung on the rear wall.
A scene of spaceships fighting against an alien backdrop covered
the entire fabric. Most of the ships looked so real, Ghita expected
them to move. One corner of the tapestry lifted and an old, wizened
woman walked into the room.

"Greetings. How may I help
you?"

Ghita pointed at a small statue
sitting on a shelf. "I saw that through the window and wanted a
closer look. It seems familiar."

The foot-long porcelain-like white
statue was a Nagini in full detail. The skin, eyes and even the
interior of the open mouth were perfect replicas of the real thing
even without the color. The marines now looked at the artwork and
their eyes widened in surprise.

The store keeper noticed and curiosity
crossed her face, but before she could ask any questions, Ghita
asked, "What is that thing? Is it real or just from the artist's
imagination?"

"According to legend, they are real –
although, no one has seen one in centuries. The legend says they
are the pets and guardians of the Alcantaran's deepest
secrets."

One of the marines started to say,
"But, you…"

He shut his mouth as Ghita turned to
glare at him. A call over the armor comm system stopped any more
embarrassment for a few seconds. The marine moved closer to the
door to take his call. One glance told everyone he had traded one
embarrassment for another. He couldn't even get in more than a"
but", a "yes sir", or a "no sir" in this conversation.

At last, he rolled his eyes and hung
up. The marine made a discreet wave to Ghita to call him over. The
boy stopped a pace away, before the marine leaned in to whisper,
"The boss lady just found out you were missing and is on her
way."

"And she's upset?"

"To put it mildly."

Ghita returned to a very curious
proprietor. "Problems?"

"None that I haven't faced before. How
much for that statue?"

The old woman stared at him for a few
seconds before she softly said, "I don't want to insult you, but
you don't look like the type of person who buys things like that. I
—"

"Don't insult me then. Tell me how
much."

"Five hundred thousand
credits."

Ghita laughed. "Five hundred thousand
credits. You must think it's authentic Alcantaran."

"I can neither confirm nor deny its
origin. I don't have the expertise or anyone who can authenticate
it."

"I have an expert that can. Would you
mind me taking it to my ship to authenticate?"

"I'm afraid I can't do that, Mr. – I'm
afraid I don't even know your name."

"It's not mister, just
Ghita."

The old lady moved her
hands in a random pattern and then wrung them like she was washing
a dirty stain off of them. She said, "Well, Mr. Ghita, I'm afraid I'm going to
have to ask you to leave. You are disrupting my store."

Ghita snickered, "I can see that. I'll
leave, but you and your benefactor should talk to me –
soon."

The two marines stared at him with
emotions washing across their faces. Wonder chased curiosity,
chased by anger, then trepidation made an appearance before they
returned to their usual stoic expression.

Ghita signaled them to head for the
door as he turned to say, "I can't say it's been a pleasure, but it
sure has been enlightening."

His eyes swept the crowd as he stepped
out of the door. Both marines were looking, but they didn't notice
the ten children arrayed in an arc around the door. They ranged in
age from five or six years old to the biggest and oldest boy of
fourteen.

Eight of them were trying to pierce
Ghita's body with their glower, while the nineth leaned over to
calm and try to listen to the youngest say something. Ghita
followed all of this in just a moment of time. The nineth reached
into a pocket to draw something out and give it to the little
girl.

The fourteen-year-old stood with his
legs apart and his arms folded across his chest. He stood at least
a foot taller than the Jonko and weighed at least fifty pounds
more, but Ghita ignored him as he watched the little girl huff on
some device. She finally got enough breath to whisper in nineth's
ear.

The young girl stood as her eyes
widened in fright. She pulled the five-year-old along with her as
she made her way through the completely oblivious crowd. As soon as
she reached the fourteen-year-old's side, she leaned in to whisper
in his ear.

His head whipped to his left to look
over his shoulder. When he turned back to Ghita, his glower had
been replaced with unease. He said, "We're not done here. You've
stepped into our territory and took something from us.
Beware."

His hand dropped to a concealed knife
at his side. Ghita's marines finally noticed the stir. The one to
Ghita's left said, "Ghita, don't do anything foolish. We're here
for business."

The other kids' hands dropped to
hidden weapons. Ghita tensed and set his feet. The other marine
said, "Ghita, don't kill anyone. Please, Kita will be here at any
second. Let her handle this."

The little Jonko said, "You're a
brand-new detail. What makes you think I'd kill anyone?"

"Lt. Moga briefed all of us and one of
the grunts showed a video of you and Sierra throwing those star
things and your knives."

The other marine spoke up, "And some
of the other squad told how the five of you wiped out three ships
full of pirates."

"We didn't wipe them all out. We took
prisoners. And besides, I'm much more in control of my temper now.
I won't kill the big monkey unless he draws that knife."

The nineth girl had backed away from
the fourteen-year-old and stood facing the other direction. Her
hiss of "Azen" made all of the children tense. "To the
west."

All of them started to fade into the
crowd when the last hiss came, "Look to the east, more
there."

In the blink of an eye all ten of them
melted deep into the crowd. Ghita kept sight of the nineth girl and
the five-year-old. They weren't as fast and had to stop when the
little girl started coughing.

A commotion on the west side of the
bazaar drew eyes and a tingle of fear in the crowd as two large
males thrust through the crowd like the prow of a boat plowing
through water. The one to the left stopped thirty feet from the two
girls and pulled a weapon. He shot the nineth one, who dropped in a
boneless heap.

The little one tried to get the bigger
girl up, but she couldn't do anything for coughing. The male to the
right reached the little girl in ten strides and grabbed her by her
hair. He lifted her completely off the ground.

At the same time, two more sets of
hooligans came in from the east and north trying to trap the other
eight kids. They were too late however, because those eight had
already slipped into stores surrounding the bazaar and were out the
backdoors.

Ghita went into an animalistic rage
when he saw the nineth girl shot. He took off at a run to the two
gangsters. When the brigand lifted the little girl by her hair, his
run turned into a sprint and a roar came from his lips.

One of the marines tried to keep up
while the other called on his comm, "Mayday, Mayday. Ghita has gone
ballistic. He's going to kill two guys if we don't catch him." His
voice dropped to a murmur, "If he doesn't, I will."

Kita's voice came back in a rush,
"Stop him. We can't have him killing people we want to trade with.
What happened?"

"Can't talk now, Ma'am. Have to run,"
the marine huffed as he sprinted after the little Jonko.

"We'll be there in two minutes. Stop
that boy!"

The marine sprinted for all he was
worth, but he couldn't gain an inch on the angry little boy. He
watched as Ghita launched off of a bench in the aisle they'd dashed
through. From the bench, he leaped to a cart and then the roof of a
stand. His feet found the shooter's face on the next part of the
leap.

Ghita seemed to hang in midair as his
feet jackhammered the shooter's face. When the boy leaped again, he
hit the ground in a roll that took him toward the second male. His
feet again found a target between the man's legs. All thought of
pulling the little girl's hair evaporated as he collapsed in a
moaning heap. The other assailant didn't even do that.

Screams came from the crowd as the
goons from the other two directions tried to reach their partners
in crime. Ghita flew to his feet and rushed to meet the closest
group. One reached into his jacket to pull a weapon. He promptly
dropped it when one of Ghita's shuriken found a home in the goon's
wrist.

He tried to jerk it out, but only cut
his other hand. Ghita slid between his legs and stabbed a throwing
knife into the ground through the foot of the second goon. The
shriek of pain could be heard over the entire bazaar.

The first thug gave up on the shuriken
and tried to pull a knife of his own. Ghita flipped another knife
into his foot, pinning the gorilla in place. His voice barely
carried over the chaos now erupting across the area. "Pull that
knife and lose that arm. I'll cut it off at the
shoulder."

Evidently, both men believed him,
because they froze in place and grimaced in pain. The two marines
stopped where the two girls now lay on the ground. As the last two
males ran up, two blasters now appeared in the marines'
hands.

One of them growled, "Put your hands
where we can see them. If you're with this pile of dung, I'd just
as soon put a big hole in the middle of your belly as look at
you."

Both of the bullies were cowards and
their faces immediately showed it by turning a pasty green. Their
hands went into the air, although they were shaking so badly
someone might have mistaken it for a friendly wave.

Kita arrived first and her gaze swept
the area, taking in the scene. Her guards arrived to disarm the two
standing with their arms in the air. They zip-tied their hands
behind their backs and treated the wounds of the others as they
were restrained.

Ghita in the meantime moved to check
on the two girls. As soon as Kita's guards moved to take care of
the last pair, he quietly told his guard, "Take these two to the
ship and have the housekeeping robot check them out. Put them in
the medical unit if they need it. Don't wait for anyone else, do it
now."

The two looked at him for a second,
then quietly put away their blasters. They moved to kneel beside
the two girls and crooned softly to the littlest one to calm her
down. Each scooped up a small girl and moved through the crowd. No
one tried to stop them.

Kita surveyed the scene and made sure
all the thugs were secured, then turned to Ghita. "Tell me what
happened here and why your guards were yelling mayday."

She looked around, then asked, "Where
are your guards? And those little girls who were lying
there?"

"My guards took them back to the ship.
Both were injured by these upstanding citizens. And if you noticed,
not one of them is dead nor maimed for life. The only two injured
were the ones trying to shoot me and the girls again."

One of the injured yelled, "He's
lying. We didn't do anything. He just went crazy and tried to kill
us."

Kita said, "No, he didn't. He doesn't
try. If he wanted, all six of you would be dead right
now."

"When the police get through with you
two, we'll get our little piece."

Kita laughed, "You're threatening me?
Maybe I should let him go. You obviously need to learn some
manners. If I thought he could keep his temper…"

Any further questions stopped as a
ruckus erupted to the north. People screamed then parted as fast as
their feet would move them. The thug said, "You expect us to be
afraid of some little boy?"

"You should be, but for the present,
you should be more afraid of his friend."

ZZ20 roared to a stop only inches from
the restrained goons. She looked at Ghita, "You're not hurt? Where
fight? I heard mayday."

All six of the ruffians paled as she
leaned in to sniff each one. They really started to squirm when she
announced, "I know all of them. Is this a blood feud now? I can
track all friends, family and those they associate with. Be good
fight."












Chapter 2











Katie Stevens yelled, "Jake, see who's
at the door. I'm trying to get supper ready."

She only received a grunt in return,
but the doorbell stopped ringing. Then the happy cry of "CD85, what
are you doing here?" made all thought of supper go out the window
as she rushed to the front door.

Sure enough, as soon as she stepped in
the living room, she saw her son hugging the seven and a half-foot
tall Nikor. It seemed incongruous that something that large and
fierce looking would be hugging her son right back.

Katie asked, "What are you doing here,
CD85? Not that you're not welcome, but we weren't expecting any
visitors from outer space."

In the Nikor's usual clipped speech,
she replied, "Have a delivery and pickup for Captain Josh and the
boys sent something for your family."

CD85 now received a mom's suspicious
glare. "What kind of things are the boys sending my children?
They've already given them gold and made new high-tech armor for
the entire family. Why do they think they owe my children anything
more?"

The Nikor held up her hands, "Not
know. I'm just delivery woman. Call boys."

Jake danced from one foot to the other
as he asked, "What did they send us?"

This brought a grin to her face
although anyone not familiar with the big reptiles might mistake it
for an evil thought. She replied, "Daru and Sempo worked many late
nights to get grav cycles operational. They sent four for your
family."

Jake's yell of excitement brought
Angie running into the room. She squealed and ran to hug CD85 as
soon as she spotted her. Katie had to turn back to the kitchen to
attend to supper while her two children talked excitedly with
CD85.

She heard the front door slam as her
children rushed out to see the new cycles. Katie didn't hear the
big Nikor say, "Hey, wait up. Don't open that door yet." She moved
closer to the two humans, then continued in a whisper, "Ghita sent
something extra and I don't think you want it seen right
now."

Jake turned to her and whispered back,
"What is it? Is it illegal here on Earth?"

"I don't know about illegal, but it
might frighten neighbors. He sent a pair of Nagini for you
two."

The two squealed in delight and rushed
to the door of the transport with no thought of anything around
them, but CD85 kept a close look on the surrounding neighborhood.
She spotted the low-rider car creeping along the street. To her
eye, the four occupants didn't fit in anywhere around this
locality.

She gave no indication that she had
seen the car and walked to the transport to crack open the side
door enough for the two children to slip in. Keeping one eye on the
car, she watched the two skid to a stop and stare at the big
snakes.

Jake's voice quivered as he asked,
"How do we know which one is ours and if they are friendly to
us?"

"Menixa say to stand apart and let
them come to you. They'll let you know."

"But what if they don't? What if they
don't like one or both of us?"

"Just stand and wait. Maybe talk to
them. Menixa didn't give much directions."

Angie took a step to the left and
froze to the spot. Neither one took their eyes off the fierce
looking, fifteen-foot-long floating snakes. Angie started humming
and soon the Nagini were weaving one of their complicated dances
over the cargo in the back of the transport.

Soon the smaller of the two wove its
way in front of Angie. She timidly reached a hand out to touch its
head just behind the eyes. "Jake, its skin is so soft. Will we be
able to ride them like the boys?"

"I don't know. I think we'd need a
saddle like they use." He studied the other Nagini before saying,
"I can't hum and sing like she can, but I could show you a game on
my phone."

"Jake, why would a Nagini want to see
a game? Just try to sing something."

"The only song I know is 'Happy
Birthday'. I don't think either one of them want to hear me sing
that. Champ, if you want to see my game, you'll have to come over
here."

He didn't flinch when the snake came
within two feet of his face before stopping, but only by squeezing
his arms to his body. When the Nagini only hung in the air before
him, he pulled out his phone and opened the app to the game. He
shoved the phone to arm's length and barely quivered.

The snake's tail started to wag like a
dog's, so Jake mirrored Angie's move to pet his snake. His hand
brought a low rumble from the Nagini much like a giant cat purring.
Shivers ran down the entire length of the animal as Jake continued
to stroke it.

Angie's voice interrupted the scene
when she asked, "Jake, where are we going to keep them? How do we
get them there without scaring the neighbors out of their
ever-loving minds?"

"I don't know. CD85, do you have any
ideas?"

"Find place to keep them, then tell
them to go there without being seen. Menixa told me so."

The two humans talked for several
minutes trying to think of a place for the Nagini to stay. After
they had kicked around ideas for a bit, the suggestions became
ludicrous. Finally, Jake said, "I need to go check out the tool
shed. Maybe it will work for them."

He stepped out of the transport and
ran around the end of the garage. A few minutes later, he rushed
back. "It will work. They'll have to come out late at night to
exercise."

"But that shed is so little. How will
they stretch out?"

Jake didn't answer. He just turned to
Champ to ask, "Can you scrunch up for awhile and come out at
night?"

The Nagini waggled its tail up and
down. CD85 had watched the car roll out of sight, but it came back
just as Katie leaned out the front door to yell, "Supper is ready.
Come on in, you can mess with those things later."

Jake and Angie jerked at her words.
Angie whispered, "Do you think she knows about our new rides or was
she referring to the cycles."

"I don't see how she could know about
them. She hasn't been out here. Come on. Let's go eat and then
we'll have more time to figure things out."

He turned to his snake, "Stay hidden
and stay out of trouble. We'll find you a nice place to stay and
get you something to eat —"

Turning to his sister he asked, "What
do they eat? And do they drink water?"

She just shrugged as she pushed past
the Nikor at the door. Soon the two humans led the big alien back
to the house. Neither of the children noticed the car parked across
the street, but she did.

The seven and a half-foot tall Nikor
stopped just before she entered the door to turn for one more look
at the four rough-looking ruffians in the car. Her grin exposed
long sharp teeth, but the thugs didn't seem impressed. Finally,
CD85 stooped to be able to enter the door.

All thoughts of those outside left her
as she sniffed the delicious aroma coming from the kitchen. Katie
fussed as she put the last of the meal on the table. She said,
"CD85, I apologize for not having any chairs that will hold your
weight. We haven't entertained any aliens here before."

"Is fine. I can stand. What is
delicious aroma?"

"I just put some hot dogs on the
barbeque because Rick is going to be working late. I did make some
mac and cheese to go with it though and there is potato salad or
some coleslaw."

CD85 didn't have a clue about anything
Katie had named, so she just stood and watched the two children
prepare their meals. She watched them put a reddish tube on what
she took for some sort of bread, then put some red sauce on it.
This was followed by a green concoction.

As soon as they had that prepared,
they scooped up a big spoon full of a yellow substance that looked
like some golden-colored worms. Jake took a bite off the end of his
bread and tube. He gave her a grin as he chewed.

The big Nikor timidly reached for the
bread and tube. Jake said, "My dad likes mustard on his as well as
catsup. It's that yellow stuff."

He pointed to a plastic bottle. CD85
picked it up and sniffed the lid. With a slight nod, she squeezed.
Nothing came out. Jake said, "Twist the top a little, then it will
come out."

The Nikor did as Jake said, then gave
a squeeze. This time a big gob came out and dripped onto her hand.
She licked her hand clean before lifting the hot dog to take a
tentative bite. Jake and Angie grinned as the big beak full of
terrible teeth took a dainty bite.

Her big orange eyes lit up and the eye
lid flickered rapidly until she swallowed. The rest of the hot dog
went into her mouth in one bite. The humans gaped in surprise, but
Katie found her manners. "Would you like another? You might like
some catsup or maybe some of these onions."

She held out a small dish with diced
onions in it. CD85 took one sniff and backed away. Her grimace told
Katie the big Nikor wouldn't be eating onions on her hot dog. The
second hot dog received a liberal dose of mustard, catsup and
relish. The entire thing went into her mouth in one
bite.

Again, her eye lids flickered like a
bad neon light as she chewed. As she swallowed, those big orange
eyes gazed about the table looking for more hot dogs. Katie said,
"Are you still hungry? I'll have to cook some more."

She went to the fridge to take out
another pack of hot dogs. "How many do you want?"

"That will be enough." CD85 waved at
the package.

Katie's mouth gaped open in surprise,
but she headed out to the patio to cook the entire package of hot
dogs. Jake stood up from his chair and went to the fridge. He took
out a glass jar and opened it. "Here, you might want to try these.
Dad likes them on his hot dogs and hamburgers."

Angie said, "Jake, you're asking for
trouble."

CD85 just opened the jar and sniffed.
"Hmmm, smell tasty."

She used a claw to dip a little green
ring out. Tossing it in her mouth, she closed her eyes and savored
the taste. "What are these things?"

Jake grinned at her, "Jalapenos. Dad
can get some habaneros if those aren't hot enough."

Angie punched him in the shoulder.
"Well, he can."

The big Nikor replied, "These good for
now. May want others tomorrow."

Jake stuck his tongue out at Angie,
then finished his hot dog. Before anything else could escalate,
Katie came in with the cooked hot dogs. The three humans watched in
awe as CD85 took one, placed it on the bun, then piled jalapenos
on. She then picked up the catsup bottle and tried to get some
out.

A little dribble came out, so she gave
it a big squeeze. A pile of the red sauce squirted out and ran off
the bun onto her hand. She didn't even flinch as she reached for
the mustard and gushed a generous dollop out. Her hand moved to her
mouth where the entire dog went in.

After a few seconds of chewing, she
swallowed, then proceeded to lick the catsup off her hand. When she
had the hand clean, she made another hot dog without the mess this
time. She worked her way through the bag of hot dogs and the rest
of the condiments.

Her big orange eyes fairly glowed as
she said, "You very good cook. Where can I get these 'hot
dogs'?"

"At any of the grocery stores. I could
get cases of them from Costco for you."

"That would be good."

Jake shuffled to his feet, "Mom, could
we go ride the grav cycles?"

A frown crossed her face. "But you
don't know how to ride them and where would you ride them? You
don't have a license. Do those cycles require a
license?"

Jake's eyes widened, then he looked at
CD85. "Do they have licenses? Do you know how to operate
them?"

She shook her head no, then nodded
yes. Jake asked, "What?"

" Don't need where the boys are. Yes,
I know how to operate. Might not be able to run yours. Not big
enough."

Katie said, "Why don't you get them
unloaded and let CD85 give you some instruction about them. Then
we'll wait until your dad is here to really ride them."

Slightly mollified, the two children
rushed out the front door again to head to the transport. CD85
noticed the suspicious car still sitting across the street. This
presented a problem with unloading and keeping the Nagini
secret.

She didn't like problems staring her
in the face, so she changed the direction of her footsteps. The
four in the car, who had been slumped down into their seats, now
sat up straighter and paid attention to the Nikor now stomping in
their direction.

Jake reached the transport first and
turned to ask CD85 which door to open to unload the grav cycles. He
heard the throaty roar of a hot rod starting. The groan coming from
his mouth alerted Angie to the coming crisis.

The yells in Spanish made both of the
humans cringe. Then a voice bellowed, "Hey lizard, you're so ugly
you'd have to tie a pork chop around your neck to get a dog to play
with you. Why don't you go home?"

More insults came from the car with
each one getting more vulgar. When CD85 stopped in the middle of
the street, Jake thought the war would begin at any second. He
didn't know that CD85 hadn't set her translator for Spanish. His
and Angie's comms worked as their translators. They had both set up
the devices for any Earth language when they first came back
home.

Angie asked, "Who are those people?
Don't they know they are about to be wiped from the face of the
planet?"

Jake didn't answer until the big Nikor
took another step. "They look like a gang Dad talked about that's
growing around San Antonio. I don't think she understands what they
are saying. Maybe the war won't start."

CD85 might not know what the words
meant, but she understood the tones. Her eyes narrowed as her jaw
clenched and her body readied for the coming fight. When the hot
rod revved its engine several times, then squealed from its parking
place, she was ready.

She lightly hopped to one side and
flicked her tail at the fender of the car as her hand came down.
The tail ripped the fender completely off the car and her fist met
the roof of the car. It smashed the metal on the driver's side
almost to the top of the seat back.

The driver jerked the car away from
her, slamming the gas pedal to the floor. The squealing tires broke
traction, causing the hot rod to glance off a parked car. The
parked car jumped forward and smashed into another one. Both of
their horns started the emergency beeping. The gang car ricocheted
across the street and side-swiped two more cars. This set off more
car alarms as the driver finally got his car under control and
roared away down the street.

Jake and Angie groaned in unison as
they heard their front door slam open. Neither turned toward their
mother until CD85 came out of the street and stood next to them. By
that time, Katie stood about two feet away. Her blue eyes told of
her anger. "What just happened? Who was that car and why was CD85
standing in the street?"

Before any of them could answer,
neighbors started pouring out of their houses to see what all the
commotion was about. Four of them started yelling when they saw
their cars. Soon the wail of sirens drowned out their noise. CD85
nervously looked around at the sirens coming towards
them.

She asked, "Should I
leave?"

Katie said, "Tell me why you were
standing in the street. What did you do?"

"I saw vehicle before. They came back
and I was going to see what they wanted. All I did was walk in that
direction." She waved her big hand towards the other side of the
street.

Jake said, "They tried to run over
her. Mom, I think they were some of the gang Dad and Grandpa were
talking about."

"Then we stay here and tell the
police," said Katie.












Chapter 3



Jake and Angie moved to either side of
the big Nikor as they waited for the police to arrive. It didn't
take much longer for three sheriff's cars to pull into the middle
of the street by the wrecked autos.

The deputies climbed out, glanced at
all the wrecked autos, half listened to unhappy owners as their
gazes finally landed on CD85. One of them waved at the others to go
take statements, then he swaggered over toward the
alien.

Katie stepped in front of him before
he could reach CD85. She said, "I'll be translating for her. I
don't think her translator is working right."

"Why, is the big lizard too dumb to
know how to operate one?"

"What! She just got here and hasn't
had time to tune it in."

"If you say so. Ask her why she scared
those innocent teens into a crime."

Katie's jaw clenched as her hands went
to her hips. She finally managed to say, "She didn't scare any
innocent teens. My son saw some gang members in that car. Have you
even checked with anyone to see what went on here?"

"Don't need to. I see an alien lizard
that will cause nothing but trouble."

Another car pulled up next to the curb
and an older woman stepped out. She went to the back door and
opened it. After pulling out a camera and an electronic tablet, she
headed for Katie and the group.

She held out her hand to Katie as she
said, "Hi, I'm Susan Redmond from the Hondo Star. I don't know if
you remember me, but I met you a couple of years ago at your
in-law's place when Josh Gunn brought his wife – well wife-to-be I
guess, back to see her parents."

"I remember. You won the lottery and
got to interview the crewmen he brought with him."

"Yes, that was better than winning a
Powerball lottery. That made quite the story and didn't hurt my
career a bit. Can you tell me what's going on here?"

"Some gang thugs tried to run over our
friend, CD85 here. She had to —"

"Alleged gang members," the deputy
interjected. "I still say they were innocent teens here to look at
the weirdo and she scared them witless."

Susan looked from Katie to the deputy
and back again as Katie flared, "You haven't even asked any other
neighbors. You're just…"

The wail of sirens in the distance
brought her train of thought to a halt. She looked down at her
tablet to see if any information would come across. The deputy,
glad to be out of her sights, turned back to CD85. "Whatcha got in
there?"

Katie stomped in front of him, "That's
none of your business. She's not the guilty party here. Go check
with the neighbors or ask my kids what actually
happened."

CD85, seeing Katie's anger, started to
bristle until the small human put a hand on her arm. Katie glanced
up at her and gave a small shake of her head. Susan asked, "Is the
entire sheriff's department this biased now or is it only certain
deputies?"

"We're not biased. We just check out
the facts."

All talk stopped as a
broadcast came over the deputies' radios. "Shots fired. Carjacking
in progress at 5th
and Elm. Neighbors report a car with one fender
ripped off and a smashed roof is at the scene."

Susan eyed the deputy as she asked,
"So, innocent teenagers?"

He didn't even respond, just scurried
down the sidewalk to climb into his car and leave. All but one of
the other deputies also left. The remaining one continued to talk
to the bystanders. Susan looked at CD85 to ask, "Now that he's not
around, could you tell me what happened here?"

The Nikor gave a very succinct tale of
the event. The reporter asked a few questions and then turned her
attention to the two human kids. She glanced at her notes one more
time and decided she had the event covered. Turning back to CD85,
she asked, "What brings you to our fair city?"

"Came to deliver presents to Jake and
Angie."

"How do you know them?"

"Met them on battleship long ago
during big fight. Doing favor for boys who have blood debt with
cousin ZZ20. They treat us right and these two have saved our lives
twice."

Susan's eyes lit up and she readied
her tablet for the story. Katie stepped up first though. "I don't
want this to be in the paper. It could bring
repercussions."

The reporter reluctantly agreed, but
wanted to hear the story anyway. After CD85 told the tale of the
two young people helping to subdue a battleship, Susan fairly shook
with desire to tell the story to her readers. When she heard the
other tale of the two helping wipe out a group of bandits, she
sighed and looked like she had lost her best friend.

Katie said, "Maybe we can make it up
to you a little bit. CD85, why don't you open up and show her the
grav cycles you brought?"

CD85, Jake and Angie looked at each
other, but couldn't think of a reason to say no. The three moved
slowly to the rear of the transport. CD85 slowly opened the door
and her mouth dropped open in shock. Four grav cycles in crates sat
there, but nothing else.

The kids crowded in to see what had
happened. When they saw the nearly empty transport, they whirled
around to search for their new rides. Neither could see hide nor
hair of them. CD85 stepped up into the back before Katie could ask
about their hesitation.

As CD85 unpacked a cycle, Katie said,
"They won't actually be able to ride them for awhile. Neither has
had lessons nor do they have a license."

Susan asked, "What are these things?
How do they work? I don't see any wheels on them."

The deck of the transport stood about
three feet above the ground. The reporter's mouth flew open when
CD85 jumped on the cycle, pushed a few buttons, then floated out.
The cycle stayed at the same level as the deck it had just come off
of.

"This what a grav cycle does. Rides on
gravity and is very maneuverable."

The Nikor ran the cycle across the
yard and back. Her actions drew a crowd and everyone wanted to know
more about the machine. She explained a few things, then parked it
in front of the garage before she went back to the transport to
unload the other three.

Jake and Angie were busy studying the
cycle, but also sweeping the surrounding area for their Nagini.
CD85 brought the other three cycles out, then whispered, "Where
Nagini?"

Jake just shrugged. The big Nikor
started explaining some things about the cycles to Jake and Angie.
Katie watched for a bit, then went back into the house. The
neighbors soon tired of just watching and left as well.

When it appeared that all of the
attention had shifted away, CD85 softly asked, "Where are Nagini?
How you find them?"

Jake whispered, "I have no idea for
either question. Do you have any suggestions?"

"Call boys. They might."

"I will a little later. Dad might show
up at any time. Tell us more about these grav cycles."

CD85 looked around to make sure no one
could hear what she was about to say. "Yours are different than
your parents."

"How?"

"Give me a chance. I explain
everything. Here, sit on seat for better view. Angie, you sit on
yours. OK, see this button. It increases thrust and lift
capabilities. Normal cycle only lifts off ground about ten feet
maximum. Yours lifts fifty and will do about two hundred miles per
hour. When you push button, shield will envelop cycle."

Both humans had to push the button.
Shields popped up around both of the cycles. They pushed the
buttons again and the shield disappeared. CD85 continued, "All
cycles have this button. Yours just has additional
armament."

Jake gasped, then asked, "What kind of
armament?"

"Parents' cycles have blasters. Yours
have blasters, ion cannons and rail guns. Only carry about five
hundred rounds of ammo for rail guns."

Angie asked, "Why do ours have so many
weapons?"

"You two run to fight instead of away
from fight. Boys give you something to fight with."

"How do you aim and fire them?" Jake
asked.

CD85 looked around again before she
said, "Hold this button for 3D sights. Just turn handle to align
them with target."

Jake said, "I wonder when we'll get to
try them out. This could be fun."

The big Nikor went on to explain cycle
rates for the blasters and ion cannons. Most of it went over the
two humans' heads. Finally, she just said, "Don't hold down
trigger. Use it sparingly."

A pickup pulling up to the curb
interrupted any more instructions. Rick Stevens walked up to the
children to ask, "What is this? Who's your friend?"

Jake said, "This is CD85. She's ZZ20's
cousin and she brought us a couple of gifts from Menixa, Ghita,
Daru and Sempo. Aren't they cool? Dad, do you think we could run up
to the Hondo River to ride them this evening?"

"Ahhh, ummm, Jake, we don't even know
how to operate these things. Maybe we should figure that out before
we take them out there. I need to eat something, then maybe CD85
can give us a few lessons."

Jake let out a big sigh, "Oh, all
right. We've already eaten. CD85 might have eaten all the hot dogs.
She really likes them."

Angie asked, "Can we take them back to
the alley while you eat?"

Her dad nodded his approval and headed
into the house. The two humans excitedly pressed CD85 about how to
start the cycles and how to move them to the back. She told them
they needed to secure the two adults' bikes first.

Jake slipped to the side door to open
one of the big garage doors. His mouth flew open when he stepped
inside. The missing Nagini were floating near the ceiling. "How did
you get in here? Did anyone see you? You have to keep out of
sight."

Champ came slithering up to him with
his head almost on the garage floor. Angie, hearing the questions
came to the door to see her snake following the same pattern of
misery at the displeasure in Jake's voice.

She asked, "How did they get
here?"

"I don't know, but what are we going
to do now? I need to open the garage door to get the grav cycles
in."

"Have them hide behind the car. We'll
just make it quick."

As Jake told the snakes what to do,
Angie stepped outside to let CD85 know about their predicament.
CD85 told her she would move fast. At Angie's signal, Jake raised
the door and CD85 rushed the two adult cycles inside. As she pushed
the last one in, Angie asked, "Do you think we should tell her
about our motorcycles?" Jake shook his head no, then quickly shut
the door.

The big Nikor said, "Now we teach you
how to ride. It's easy."

She gave the two a strange look when
they burst out into a fit of giggles. After going over the controls
again and giving them some safety rules, she let them lift the
cycles off the ground and slowly ride to the gate in the fence. The
two eased through the yard and made it to the alley in
back.

CD85 called out instructions as the
two rode down the alley testing the cycles for turns, response of
the throttle and altitude adjustments. As they turned, Jake yelled,
"Race you to the other end."

Both cracked the throttle and shot
down the alley. CD85 took one look at the two humans zooming her
way, then jumped as close to the fence as she could. The cycles
buzzed past her in a swirl of wind and dust. When Jake and Angie
returned, she stood with both hands on her hips a big scowl on her
face.

"You've ridden grav cycles before.
Make CD85 look foolish."

"No, we've never even seen an active
grav cycle until today. We saw parts and pieces when the boys found
them, but none of them worked. We just thought we might be able to
play a joke on you. We're sorry if it made you look foolish," Jake
apologized.

The Nikor's eyes widened in surprise
as she heard they had never ridden the grav cycles before. She
asked, "How do you know how to ride these? It took me several days
to learn."

Angie popped up, "We've been riding
motorcycles for years."

"What is motorcycle?"

Jake explained, "It's much like these
except it uses two wheels that provide the ride. We like to go out
near the river and ride the breaks there. You can hill climb and
slide down."

"I'd like to see you ride these
machines."

Jake took off again, experimenting
with the altitude control. He came roaring back by Angie and CD85.
Angie took off after him, trying some more of her controls. In just
a short time, they had an audience watching from back porches and
fences along the alley.

The watchers drifted away before Katie
called for her children to come in for the night. The two humans
came in the door excitedly telling of their ride. Both immediately
went to their parents to get a promise to go to Hondo River on
Saturday. When the promise came, both yelled in glee.

CD85 said, "Should wear armor when
they ride. Those two are crazy on those machines."

Jake smarted back with a grin, "If we
need to wear armor, then so should Mom and Dad. Dad taught us to
ride."

Katie said, "Armor might not be such a
bad idea. At least it would keep the cactus spines and goat heads
out of your feet and legs."

"But, Mom, these bikes don't touch the
ground," Angie complained.

"Doesn't make any difference. I saw
how much dust those things kicked up out there in the alley. I can
see cactus spines sticking in you just from driving through them.
And what happens if you crash?"

The two didn't argue anymore because
they had a promise to go riding at the river breaks on Saturday.
Instead, they started asking CD85 about being a pilot and where she
wanted to go the next morning.

CD85 said, "Need to get some of those
things we ate tonight. Must stock up."

Later Katie tried to get the Nikor to
stay in the spare bedroom, but CD85 only held her hand up to the
top of Katie's head, then kept it level as she moved it to her
belly. The hand came to rest about the middle of it.

Katie looked for several seconds, then
started to laugh as she realized what her guest was telling her.
All the beds would be much too short for her seven and a half-foot
height and much too fragile for her weight. CD85 spent the night in
the transport.

The next morning, after going through
two bags of pancake mix, a jar of peanut butter and two bottles of
syrup, they headed out the front door to go shopping. Katie wanted
to take her SUV, so she had the kids get in the back and told CD85
to get in the front.

As Jake went to the backdoor, he said,
"Mom, it won't work."

"It will work, Jake. Just get
in."

Jake and Angie climbed into the back
seat and Katie waved CD85 to the passenger side. The seven and a
half-foot tall Nikor had a puzzled expression on her face as she
opened the door, but tried to comply with Katie's
request.

First, she put her left foot in the
vehicle, then tried to slide her rear into the seat. Her shoulder
hit the top of the car door and she couldn't bend enough to get her
head inside. Besides, her eight-foot tail still stuck
out.

She stood back up and slid her tail
across the seat into the driver's side. Jake muttered again, "It's
not going to work."

The tail skimmed across Katie's lap
and curled around the steering wheel. Katie yelped, "Hey, I can't
drive with your tail wrapped around my steering wheel." CD85
stepped outside one more time.

Jake muttered, "It's not going to
work. She's not going to just get a couple of packs of hot dogs.
She wants the full load."

Katie just turned and glared at him.
CD85 in the meantime moved head first into the vehicle. When her
head wedged between Katie's face and the steering wheel, Katie
finally admitted, "This isn't going to work. Maybe you can drive
your transport and follow behind."

Jake said, "I'll ride with her in case
we get separated."

As they climbed into the transport,
CD85 said, "Thanks. I don't think I could have fit."

The human boy grinned, "She just
didn't want to ride with you in this. Everything will be fine when
we get to Costco."

Things weren't fine though. CD85 had
to park in the far corner of the parking lot and she could see
Katie and Angie waiting impatiently by the door by the time they
parked. As they climbed out of the transport, CD85 asked, "Where
are your weapons? What if thugs return?"

"They don't usually let kids carry
weapons. I don't think they'll bother us here."

She reached into the transport and
pulled out a smaller pistol. "I'll carry this for you. Always be
prepared."

Her big pistol hung on a belt and she
added a rifle to a holder on her back. She nodded to Jake and at
last they started walking to the entrance. The big Nikor, on a
mission to stock up on hot dogs, strode rapidly to the entrance.
Poor Jake had to trot to keep up.

Just before they reached Katie and
Angie, both heard the thump of the loud bass. Both slammed to a
halt and turned left to look at that entry. A low rider car idled
into the parking lot. Jake couldn't see inside because of the
people and other cars blocking him, but CD85 could. She saw the
same type of ruffians who had caused trouble back at Jake's
house.

Katie saw her hand move to the pistol
and took several steps in her direction. After putting her hand on
the Nikor's arm, she said, "We need to get inside. No sense in
causing trouble here where a lot of innocent people could get
hurt."

"They not innocent."

Katie waved her arm as she asked,
"What about them?"

CD85 hung her head and mumbled
something too low for the others to hear, but she obediently
followed Katie and the kids inside. When Katie started to get a
regular shopping cart, Jake shook his head and pointed to one of
the flatbed carts.

Katie ignored him and headed in the
door. The others followed. Inside she asked, "CD85, what all did
you want to get here?"

"Hot dogs, buns and the sauces you
had."

"Then let's get the hot dogs first.
After we get your stuff, I have a few things I want to pick
up."

Katie led the way to the hot dog
cooler and her eyes popped wide in surprise when CD85 started
pulling all the hot dogs out. Jake just smirked as the cart soon
had cases stacked over the top. Katie said, "Jake, maybe you'd
better go get a flat cart."

By the time he got back, a small crowd
stood at the end of the aisle. After several "excuse me's" and
bumping a few legs, he finally saw what had drawn everyone. CD85
had started cleaning the cooler out and putting everything on the
floor. Her eight-foot-long tail and body covered most of the
aisle.

No one wanted to even come close to
stepping on her tail or taking a chance at running over it with a
cart, so they now stood watching a Nikor shopping. CD85 not only
had taken all the hotdogs of whatever size or flavor, but all the
lunch meat as well.

She grinned at Jake as he pushed the
cart up to her pile, causing several in the crowd to wince at the
sight of her big teeth. "These smelled almost as good as the
hotdogs," she said.

Jake helped her pile her finds on the
cart. By the time they finished, the cooler was empty and the cart
piled high enough to make people move away in case something fell.
Jake snarked, "You might as well clean them out of corndogs too.
They taste the same as the hotdogs and you don't need a
bun."

"Where are they?"

Jake pointed and CD85 rushed back to
that cooler. He watched as she sniffed a box, then tore it open.
One claw on her hand worked as a knife to open the plastic inside
the box. She took one out, bit the end off of it, then after a few
chomps the entire thing went into her mouth.

Jake yelled, "Hey, there's a stick on
the end of that. Don't get choked, 'cause I don't think I can do a
Heimlich maneuver on you to get it unstuck. Besides, those taste
better heated with a little mustard on them."

Angie got tickled at the thought of
Jake trying the Heimlich maneuver and started giggling. She opened
her arms in a big circle, then puffed out her cheeks as she mimed
collapsing the circle.

Her antics tickled Jake and soon the
two were laughing out loud. Katie frowned at them, then snapped,
"Behave, you two. Knock it off."

CD85 asked, "What is this maneuver?
What is its purpose?"

Jake slowed from a laugh to a snicker
as he tried to explain, "Humans sometimes get things stuck in their
throat and we squeeze them from behind to get it out. Angie
couldn't imagine me reaching around you to get that stick out of
your throat if it lodged."

CD85 looked at Angie, who mimed the
maneuver again. The Nikor studied Angie's arms, then looked down at
her body. Suddenly, her head tipped back and she roared with
laughter. Katie just rolled her eyes as she said, "You three are
crazy."

CD85 started pulling corndogs out of
the freezer, but found no room on the cart for them. Jake made
another trip to the front of the store to grab another. The Nikor
pulled out all the corndogs and stacked them on the new
cart.

Jake waved at the jalapeno poppers
sitting in the next cooler. "You might as well take all of them.
They go great with the corndogs or the hotdogs."

CD85 didn't even hesitate. She soon
had the cart overflowing with the poppers. With a big sigh, Jake
headed to the front for another cart before they headed for the
condiments. A short time later they had this cart piled with
mustard, ketchup and other condiments. Next came the
buns.

As they made their way like a big
parade to the check stand, Angie had to skip back and forth between
the carts to keep all the merchandise on. Just like a parade, they
had an audience watching their every move.

At last, they made it to a checkout
and started shoving goods along the line. All three humans helped
load the conveyer while CD85 watched. The last hot dog ran through
the scanner and the clerk announced, "That will be
$4,372.56."

The clerk nervously watched as the big
Nikor dug into a pouch she carried for a few seconds. The woman's
mouth dropped open when CD85 handed her a credit stick. She asked,
"What is this?"

"Credit stick from the Empire. Is
backed by gold, jewels and trade goods."

"We don't take those here. Cash, check
or credit card."

Jake
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