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      Other People We Meet

      
        
          	
        Barbara Mress: Tygran female. CEO of Tralgot Corporation. Assigned to manage the dismantling of Farsight Corporation assets and programs by the GC Governing council.
      

      	
        Councilwoman Selmak: Member of the GC Governing Council.
      

      	
        Jacoby - Multonae male - Bigger than Maxim. Like a giant roach with a semi human face. No eyes.
      

      	
        Sekma - Sylban male - Eyeless. 4 inch thorns sprout from his body. unable to speak.
      

      	
        Breeze - Palorian female - Elongated head. Arms twice as long as normal, long thin fingers. Hairless. Arms extend fleshy membranes turning into bar wings. Can alter light around her to become invisible.
      

      	
        Folit - Trollack male - Arms turned into clumps of tentacles. No legs. Torso ends in stump.
      

      	
        Bol Kar - malkorite male - Looks like a spider. Can spin webs that are stronger than most manufactured cable. Has no teeth and can only digest liquified food.
      

      	
        Wlen - Brailack female - Head covered in fleshy dreadlocks. No eyes. Mouth extended to width of head. Can change mass to grow or shrink. Has large pouch under mouth like a bullfrog.
      

      	
        Demfley - Olop female -Looks like a sea turtle/llama hybrid. Hands that are flippers. Hairy but with chunks of black chitin underneath. Hair comes out under the armor scales. Can hardly move around on her own. Can only maneuver in space as long as her tank is full.
      

      	
        T’Kinlo - Trenbal female - Tail grew spikes, scales grew into larger chitinous pieces. Constant pain as scales continue to grow until falling out. Fleshy tentacles grow out from under the scales.
      

      	
        Nellin: Tygran male. Leader of Shadow Six, the GC’s secret off-the-books special ops team.
      

      	
        Toph: Olop female. Member of Shadow Six
      

      	
        Branx: Malkorite male. Member of Shadow Six
      

      	
        Len: Research droid. Currently residing on Arcadia
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            THE INTERGALACTIC DREAM OF HOME OWNERSHIP

          

        

      

    

    
      “And as you can see, this level is mostly bare walls, perfect for—” The broker looks at Wil again. “What did you say you all did again?”

      “Import export.” Wil smiles. “Vandalay Industries is an importer exporter.”

      “Of what?” the crystalline being says, her voice coming from a metal box affixed to her body, like someone speaking over wind chimes.

      Wil wiggles a hand. “Oh, you know…this and that.” He looks around. “Anyway, good to know we can build this floor out as needed. You said you had some contractors you trust?”

      A thin mechanical arm raises to touch an icon on her PADD. “Oh yes, I’ll forward them to you.” Wil nods.

      They’re in a warehouse on the outskirts of Fury, only a half kilometer from the main spaceport, and more importantly, at least to Wil, less than a twenty-minute walk to a bar. Not a bar Wil is familiar with, but walkability beats familiarity.

      As they head up the stairs to the third level, Cynthia asks, “And the supports are rated for what we need?”

      The broker, a single meter-long piece of crystal in a metal support frame that provides her arms and legs, says, “Oh, yes. The ground floor mechanical bay supports are twice the regulation thickness. The previous tenants kept the second floor full of cargo modules. Quite heavy. Hence, the reinforcements.”

      “Why did they leave?” Maxim asks as they reach the third and final floor. A wide hallway bisects this floor. Along either side of the hallway are bedrooms and what the broker described earlier as a vault. Matching stairwells anchor each end of the hallway, with a lift that at the moment isn’t functional, in the northeast corner of the building.

      “They were raided by Peacekeepers,” the broker replies as she enters a spacious bedroom with floor-to-ceiling windows. “Apparently, they were slavers who specialized in Ruknak.”

      Ignoring the disturbing revelation, Wil says, “Dibs. This one is Cyn’s and mine.” Zephyr sighs. Wil looks at her. “What? Oh, the slaver thing. That’s horrible. If this place can hold a few hundred Ruknak on each floor, we should be good,” he adds.

      When Cynthia pinches his midsection, he looks over at her. “What? I didn’t say I supported slaving. I don’t, but a Ruknak is as good a unit of measure as any.” He walks to the windows. “And this view ain’t bad.”

      “Explains the price,” Maxim adds. When Zephyr gives him a look, he adds, “What? No one wants a warehouse that used to be full of slaves.” He looks past Wil, out the window. “I suppose the views on Fury don’t get any better.” Beyond the window is the spaceport, and off to the side, the night market. A blocky freighter is lumbering up and out of the port, its engines roaring. “Good soundproofing,” Maxim adds.

      “Except us,” Wil deadpans, turning to look at the others. Zephyr and Cynthia both sigh, sharing an apologetic look with the crystalline being showing them around for the second time. They look at the other bedrooms, agreeing that the smaller room, farther from the rest, will be Bennie’s.

      They return to the ground floor via the second stairwell. The ground floor sports a ten-meter-high ceiling, more than enough room for the Ghost. Bennie and Gabe, currently on Arcadia, have already signed off on the building and its infrastructure. Gabe is especially pleased with the hangar space and the sizable mechanic’s bay in the back.

      “So, can I tell the owner you’ll take it?”

      Wil looks around, making a show of slowly spinning to take the entire hangar space in, humming as he does. “Yeah, we’ll take it.” He holds up a finger. “With a ten percent discount. The slaving thing wasn’t disclosed.” He smiles.

      The broker makes a noise like glass shards being ground together. She backs away. “I will see what the owner says.” She moves toward the open main doors of the space. The dusty brown of Fury and its mostly uniform brown block buildings lie beyond.

      Zephyr says, “I do like it. We still clear with space control but avoid spaceport fees.”

      Wil nods, putting an arm around Cynthia’s waist. “The purchase plus renovations will wipe out a good chunk of our reserves, but that whole skimming thing we set up with ol’ What’s His Face is delivering nicely.”

      “Bonson Drell,” Zephyr offers. Wil ignores her.

      The broker walks back, her metallic feet clicking on the duracrete floor. “We have a deal!” she exclaims, holding her PADD up as she approaches.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            RENOVATIONS

          

        

      

    

    
      “You sure they’re trustworthy?” Cynthia asks after Wil ends a call with the contractor he chose from the broker’s list. They’re sitting at the kitchen table on the Ghost, now parked in the spacious hangar of the warehouse. The deal closed that morning and the team wastes no time in relocating.

      Wil shrugs. “Hell if I know. Her list was lengthy, and these are the ones who outfitted Bennie’s workshop, so I assume they’re at least okay.”

      From the sofa, Maxim says, “Given that this is Fury, that’s about the best I’d hope for.”

      “Right?” Zephyr agrees. She chuckles. “It was genuinely a pleasure to see the look on Jussip’s stinky smug face when I told him we would no longer be renting space in the port.”

      Wil grins. “Wish I could have seen it.”

      “When can they start?” Maxim asks.

      “Next week, which is nice. We’ve got that job to get to, and then we have to pick up Gabe and his royal green asshole-ness on Arcadia. Then we can pop in and see how they’re doing.”

      “Oh, right, hauling livestock,” Maxim grumbles.

      Wil points a finger. “Hey, I gave you the option to find something better. All you came up with was that gig helping overthrow a government.”

      Maxim tuts. “I still don’t understand the problem. That sounded really fun.”

      “Love, it’s a legitimate, elected government,” Zephyr says.

      Maxim shrugs. “Not ours.”

      Wil watches his friends for a bit, then says, “Okay, well, we leave tomorrow morning, so I’m thinking we order in and watch the new Star Crusader flick I got from James.”

      Cynthia groans. “The last one was so cheesy.”

      Zephyr nods. “Yeah, even by Earth entertainment standards.”

      Wil puts his hands on his chest. “You all wound me.” After a beat, he says, “So…Lupnil’s or Mama Golka’s?”

      “Lupnil’s,” everyone in the lounge says.

      Zephyr smiles. “Since Bennie isn’t here, we don’t have to worry about the gas.”

      Maxim shudders. “It’s like he’s rotting inside.”

      Zephyr reaches for a PADD sitting on the arm of the sofa and taps on it for a minute or two, then looks up. “Food’s on its way.” She sets the PADD down. “This is a big step for us, you know?”

      Wil looks over. “I mean, I always assumed we’d be Golden Girling it. We’re just one step closer now.” He grins. “Picture it, Fury…”

      Maxim looks at Zephyr, then Cynthia. “Golden Girling? I am not planning on changing my gender.”

      She raises an eyebrow. “Or color?” He nods.

      Wil smiles. “Golden Girls now added to the Educate the Aliens About Earth queue.”

      Cynthia looks at the two Palorians. “We’re probably going to regret this.”

      Maxim nods. “Indeed.” He inclines his head toward Zephyr. “She’s not wrong, though. This is big, a physical base of operations. An address that keeps us in one place.”

      Wil shrugs. “Yeah, but it’s not like we don’t use Fury as our base of operations already. We just do it from the Ghost on a random spaceport pad. Now we have a place we send potential clients to and receive space junk mail.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            LIKE A WESTERN

          

        

      

    

    
      As the Ghost leaves the atmosphere of Fury, Zephyr looks over to Wil. “I officially vote that we never watch another Star Crusader movie. That franchise can’t die fast enough. I’d rather watch Brailack thrillers.”

      Before Wil can protest, Cynthia says, “Seconded.”

      He looks over his shoulder as the main display changes from wispy clouds to pitch black and stars. “Et tu, Brute?”

      Cynthia stares at him. “Whatever that means, yes.”

      Wil sighs. “I’ll admit, it was bad. I don’t know why they keep giving that guy directorial work. It’s like all he knows how to do is blow things up and over saturate shots with lens flare.”

      They pass a few large freighters slogging their way up and out of Fury’s gravity well. A light on Wil’s console comes to life. He pushes the FTL throttle forward. The pinpoints of light on the main display stretch into rainbow lines as the Ghost leaps into faster-than-light travel.

      Wil turns. “Two days to the pickup. Who’s making lunch?”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “You have to make sure they eat,” the gangly, red-skinned man says two days later. All four arms are resting on his hips as he watches Maxim and Zephyr guide the loud creatures up the cargo ramp. He turns back to Wil. “They don’t much care for space travel, so won’t be wanting to eat, but you gotta make ‘em.”

      Wil looks at the creatures. “How, exactly?” The large, segmented creatures are shuffling their many feet. While low to ground, the creatures are as bulky as cows.

      The alien rancher shrugs his uppermost set of shoulders. “Oh, it’s not that hard. You just gotta hold the kibbles in front of ‘em for a bit. They’ll get it.”

      Wil grimaces. “Great.”

      From the cargo hold, Maxim shouts, “They’re all in.”

      Wil turns to the man. “Anything else?”

      The man shakes his head. “Nope, that’s it. Keep ‘em fed, they’ll be fine.”

      Wil mimes touching the brim of a cowboy hat. “Sounds good, pardner. We’re off.”

      The multi-limbed man raises an eyebrow ridge. “We are not business partners. This is a one-time arrangement.”

      Wil waves his hand. “It’s an expression.”

      “A confusing one,” the other man whispers as he turns and walks away from the Ghost.

      As Wil enters the cargo bay, he slaps his palm on the control pedestal just inside the large cargo doors. As the cargo doors grind closed, he pushes the rump of one of the creatures, eliciting a low mewling sound. Wil shudders. “This is going to be annoying.”

      From the staircase leading up to the common deck, Maxim says, “You know I’m not picking up poop, right?”

      Wil looks up from halfway across the hold. “We can rock-paper-scissors-lizard-Spock for it.”

      “We will not. You cheat.” The big Palorian turns and walks up the stairs ahead of Wil.

      As Wil pushes the FTL throttle forward, he looks around. “Who’s feeding the Whatever They’re Called, first?” As he asks, he taps a finger to his nose.

      The other three crewmates follow suit as fast as possible; Cynthia is the slowest. She growls, looking at the two Palorians and human. “You all suck.” Her gaze falls on Wil. “It’s three days travel to the drop-off. The sofa in the lounge isn’t very comfortable.” When Wil opens his mouth, she adds, “It’s also lonely being out there alone, you know. Just you…alone in bed. Just you.”

      Wil nods slowly, pressing a control to lock in the auto flight systems. “So, I’ll go feed the Whatevers. One of you figure out dinner.”

      As the bridge hatch closes behind Wil, Maxim catches the two women sharing a look. “That’s not right.” He points at both of them. “You’re not right.” He gets up and heads for the bridge hatch as the two women laugh.
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      Three days later, in the now empty cargo hold, Zephyr looks at her hand. “In what galaxy did we sign up for cleaning?” She waves her hand toward the deck, trying to dislodge something purplish with hair in it. “Whatever the wurrin this is.”

      Maxim opens his mouth, but a sneeze from Cynthia kills whatever he is about to say. He looks at her. “What’s wrong with you?”

      She rubs her nose, small whiskers twitching. “I think I’m allergic to—” She looks around. “What were these again?”

      Maxim leans against the bulkhead near the lowered cargo ramp. “Pallipsonnobs,” he offers. He lifts his foot to examine the sole and grimaces. “Guess I can burn these.”

      Wil is standing halfway down the staircase connecting the common deck to the cargo hold. “This much shedding…Why do those hairy slugs have hair?” He continues down the steps, avoiding an especially hair glob of whatever it is the hair slugs excrete. “The client will be here in an hour.” He points to something above Maxim’s head. “Missed a spot.” The big man makes a rude gesture. Wil turns to Cynthia. “You look like hell.”

      “I love you, too,” she quips as she pushes a push broom toward a hairy purple glob. She sneezes and says, “Maybe we see about some type of liner for the hold or something.” She waves to take in the entire hold. “Maybe something that can be washed.”

      “Or burned,” Maxim offers.

      Zephyr pushes her collection of hairy slime into the larger collection near the top of the cargo ramp. “Or we could just stop with the livestock jobs.”

      “Here.” A loud, wet sounding sneeze. “Here,” Cynthia adds.

      Zephyr nods. “I’d be on board.”

      Maxim grunts. “Same. I hate these gigs.”

      Wil picks up a pry bar and uses it to scrape a hairy purple blob off the bulkhead near him. “We already talked about this. These gigs are easy money, and we’re not overthrowing governments.”

      “Easy?” Cynthia said, her voice nasal and distorted.

      Wil shrugs, grinning. “They can’t all be save-the-GC-type jobs.” He flings his pry bar toward the central slime collection, sending a glob sailing through the air. “Plus, those jobs always make my blood pressure go up. The auto-doc is surprisingly mean about health.”

      Maxim and Zephyr exchange a glance.

      Cynthia walks over and rests a hand on Wil’s not-entirely-flat stomach. When he looks down at her hand and back up, she says, “Just sayin’.”

      “Burn,” Maxim says.

      Wil scoops up a glob and throws it at the big Palorian. Before Maxim can retaliate, Wil dashes back up the stairs shouting and clapping his hands. “Good work, people! Keep it up!” His exit is punctuated by the sound of the hatch slamming closed above.

      Zephyr turns to Cynthia, who is wiping her nose on her sleeve. The Palorian woman makes a face. Her Tygran friend says, “What? Allergies!” Zephyr points to the now closed hatch above. Cynthia looks up. “Oh, don’t worry, he’ll pay.” She leans on her broom, shoving another several hairy purple globs into the main pile. “How are we going to get this big blob out of the hold?”

      Zephyr smiles. “Oh, that’s easy.” She reaches for one of her pulse pistols, makes an adjustment, and takes aim. Her pistol makes a whining sound. Then she pulls the trigger. The energy bolt that leaps from the pistol is brighter and thicker than a normal pulse pistol blast. The purple hairy glob immediately ignites. As the blob sizzles, the loose hairs sticking out of it catch fire.

      “Well, that’s gross,” Maxim observes.

      The blob fizzles and spits as it burns. Zephyr steps back, holstering her pistol. “Okay, that’s more gross than I expected it to be.”

      The blob pops loudly.
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            LONG DISTANCE CALL

          

        

      

    

    
      Wil enters the bridge, still chuckling. He makes a stop at Cynthia’s station, tapping a few controls. The primary display comes to life, showing a test pattern. Wil moves to his station and presses a control. The test pattern winks out, replaced by the face of an Asian woman in a military uniform. He smiles. “Hi. Wil Calder.”

      “Please hold.” The screen changes to the logo of the Earth Government Alliance, a stylized globe with a triangle chevron behind it with smaller triangle swooshing around in front of the globe—like someone took the NASA and Star Trek logos and tossed them in a blender, then added Earth on top of it. Wil groans, looking at the image.

      The logo vanishes, replaced with the smiling face of James Hawthorne. “Well, if it isn’t the space pirate Roberts.” He laughs. “Who’d have guessed an interstellar comm node is all it took to get calls from my dead friend?” James is in his office aboard the Wil Calder.

      Wil returns the smile. “I mean, I’m also pulling the latest dump from my satellite, so figured I had some bandwidth to spare.”

      “Uh huh.” The other man drawls, “What’re you all up to?”

      Wil waves a hand. “Oh, you know, saving the galaxy, stuff like that.” He adjusts in his command chair, moving to lean back. “How are things there? How’s the reconstruction?” He snaps his fingers. “How’s the FTL trials?”

      James whistles. “Things are better, more or less. The Alliance has ironed out a lot of the kinks overall. You heard they blamed the rampage on you, right? Or, rather, unspecified aliens.” He uses air quotes for the last word.

      Wil grunts. “Well, I suppose that makes sense.” He frowns. “Heaven forbid they admit they kept an alien prisoner for a few years making him upgrade the U.S.’s infrastructure.”

      James nods. “Yeah, probably wouldn’t go over well. Anyway, the reconstruction is going well. Lots of work to be done. Low unemployment is good for public opinion, you know.” He looks off-camera, then turns back, beaming. “FTL trials are going well. We leave in a few days for a shakedown, out of the system.”

      “Dude, that’s awesome!” Wil claps. “Congrats.”

      James inhales. “Yeah, the crew is pretty stoked. It’ll be nice to be away from all the Earth First nonsense for a bit.”

      “Earth What, now?” Wil leans forward, his head tilting.

      James looks around his office and leans closer to the camera. “Couple of months back, after the powers that be pinned the whole ‘destroy America from orbit’ thing on aliens, folks started rallying. At first it just seemed like a bunch of scared folks. I mean, suddenly there are aliens. Now it’s a full-fledged movement. They believe humanity should stay on Earth, ban any alien contact, and eliminate any non-humans that set foot on the planet.”

      “Yikes.”

      “Yeah. They say it’ll pass, but I’m not holding my breath.” James grimaces.

      Wil sighs. “Guess it’s to be expected. First contact, such as it was, ended with a lot of death and destruction.” The other man grunts his agreement. An indicator on Wil’s console lights up. “Hey, man, I gotta bounce. Client is inbound.”

      “Your hauling livestock, huh?” James asks, then holds up a hand. “Maxim and I chat sometimes.”

      Wil groans. “Gotta pay them bills. Let me know how the FTL trial goes.”

      “Will do, my friend.” The screen goes dark briefly, then resumes, showing a diagnostic or something. Wil has no idea. He brings up a keyboard on one of the displays in his console and taps a few commands into it. The diagnostic vanishes as a grid appears on screen. One by one, feeds from Earth-based news networks come to life, filling the screen, fed by Wil’s satellite in orbit over his home world. At the bottom of the screen, the status of his download of media crawls from left to right.

      He sighs as he expands one of the windows. A well-built, blonde-haired man in an extremely well-tailored suit speaks. “In other news, an Earth First rally in Toronto turned violent earlier today when counter protesters arrived. The Earth First crowd surged the police line, inciting a brawl that led to several arrests and a few hospitalizations.”

      Wil sighs as the video shrinks to fit back into the grid.
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      When Wil comes down the stairs into the cargo hold, he whistles. “Well done, team.”

      “Stuff it,” Maxim growls. He points out the large cargo doors. “Client inbound.”

      Wil walks through the massive cargo hatch and down the ramp. The Pallipsonnobs are in the temporary corral they had set up next to the ship. He steps off the ramp onto the dusty world they’ve been parked on for nearly six hours. In the distance, a heavy personnel transport is rumbling toward them on tank treads. The plume of dust it is kicking up rises dozens of meters in the air. “Showy,” Wil murmurs as he turns to watch the hairy slugs in their pen, shuffling slowly this way and that. It looks like Max just fed them. The hairy nightmares were squishing around the pen after a dozen or so cantaloupe-like melons that their client had said they liked. Aboard the ship, they stuck with the kibbles the rancher gave them.

      The transport rumbles to a stop a dozen meters from the Ghost, a door on the rear dropping to form a ramp. Three…well…cowboys descend. Hats, plaid shirts, and what look surprisingly like Levi’s tucked into boots. The leader tips his hat. “You the Captain?” He is a muscular Trollack, tattoos covering his face. His pants have a cut out for his stubby fish tail.

      Wil puts on his best smile. “Sure am. Wil Calder.” He gestures to the Ghost and the crew leaning on the metal fence of the slug pen. “My crew. Well, some of them.”

      As the lead cowboy approaches Wil, the other two move off toward the slug pen. The leader looks at Wil, then the slugs. “Ugly, right?” He chuckles. He squints, his bulbous fishlike eyes wobbling a bit. “Don’t I know you?”

      Wil blushes. “Not that I know of.” He turns to the pen, raising his arm, wristcomm display showing. “So, payment?”

      The Trollack cowboy looks at his two companions. “They look all right?”

      The taller of the two, a Malkorite, turns, his elephantine ears jingling as the various earrings sway. “Yeah, boss, they look fine. Looks like they all survived the trip.” The third cowboy, another Malkorite, nods, causing his ears to set off a minor symphony.

      The Trollack looks at Maxim and Zephyr, then back to Wil. “Hey.” He takes a step back, his wobbly fishy eyes squinting. “Wait a microtock.”

      Wil puts one hand on the butt of his pistol, the other outstretched. “Payment, cowpoke?”

      “Wait just a single…I know you guys!” He points a webbed finger at Wil. “Jowlow, Clembit! These are the folks who saved the Harrith system!” He looks up at the Ghost. “Holy wurrin, of course! That’s the Millennium Falcon! You all helped the PKs blow up that monster spaceship, too!”

      Wil glances at Zephyr, mouthing the word “spaceship.” She scowls.

      One of the Malkorites—Wil has no idea if it’s Jowlow or Clembit—says, “Well, I’ll be. You all are famous.”

      Maxim groans. Cynthia sneezes. Zephyr clears her throat. “You know, we try to keep a low profile⁠—”

      The other Malkorite says, “What are you all doing hauling Pallipsonnobs?” His friend bobs his head in agreement with the question.

      This time Wil groans. “Like my first officer said, we like to keep a low profile.” He wiggles his fingers, then holds his wristcomm clad forearm up, pointing at it. “Can we get to the money part?”

      The Trollack blinks five or six times. Wil can’t keep track. “Oh sure, sorry.” He holds his own wristcomm up and taps a few things. Wil’s unit beeps. “Think I could get an autograph?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HEY, OLD FRIEND(S)

          

        

      

    

    
      Cynthia blows her nose and says, “You’re the one who’s told me—us—more than once about the statues and childhood learning centers named after you.” She reaches for another tissue. “Why are you peeved about that weird little man wanting an autograph?” They’re sitting in their quarters after showering. The cowboys had asked for their help in getting the Pallipsonnobs aboard a ground transport that arrived after the cowboys paid the bill.

      Wil ruffles his hair. “It’s not the same. That stuff back home, it was all named after me because I was dead. I was famous, but dead famous.” He makes a waving motion, taking in the Ghost and everything beyond. “We’ve saved the galaxy⁠—”

      “Just a part of it. The galaxy is big,” Cynthia interrupts with a snort.

      “Part of the galaxy—more than once. At best, we’re a footnote. I dunno, feels shitty.” He frowns. “Then he fucking tried to charge us for parking on his land.”

      Cynthia stands up. “You’re weird. Get dressed and let’s get off this rock.” She presses the release on the hatch and exits into the corridor, closing the hatch behind her.

      Wil is still in their quarters putting his boots on when the intercom chimes. “Hurry up, we’ve got a call.” It’s Cynthia.

      “More slug transporting?” He stands and opens the hatch.

      “More interesting—” a sneeze “—than those things.”
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        * * *

      

      The bridge hatch opens and Wil walks in. The main display is on and he comes face to face with Barbara Mress, Chief Executive Officer of Tralgot Corporation, more recently the head of the GC task force in charge of dismantling Farsight Corporation’s assets and unwinding the web of secrets and lies its former Chief Executive, Jark Asgar, wove.

      “Oh. Uh…oh,” Wil stammers.

      “Eloquent,” Mress quips, ears twitching. “Hello, Captain.”

      Wil looks at Cynthia sitting at her station. She shrugs. “We were catching up.”

      Wil walks to his command chair, putting his hand on the backrest. “Hi, Babs.”

      The Tygran woman smiles, her perfect teeth glinting. “It’s been too long.”

      Wil drops into his seat. “So, what’s up? How’re things with Tralgot? It can’t be summit time again. That was only a few months ago.”

      The older woman holds up a hand. “Tralgot is doing well, record profits this quarter. I’m still on Tarsis, actually, which is why I’m calling.”

      Wil leans forward. “Oh?” He glances to his right and sees Maxim and Zephyr also leaning a little closer to the large display at the front of the bridge.

      “This isn’t a popular idea, asking you for help,” Mress starts.

      “No offense taken,” Wil deadpans.

      Mress ignores him. “I can’t give you many details over comms, but myself and several council members would appreciate your presence here. Your government needs you.”

      Wil doesn’t blink. “Not my government.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            IT'S THE PRINCIPLE OF THE THING

          

        

      

    

    
      “Yes, well, whether or not you like it, the GC is the government, and they—we—I guess, could use your help,” Mress presses.

      Wil leans forward. “With?”

      “With something I’m not at liberty to discuss over comms, as I said. Please, Captain, Wil, come to Tarsis. I’ll explain everything. Your visit, of course, will be fully comped.”

      Out of the corner of his eye, Wil sees Zephyr frown and rub a hand down her face. He leans back in his seat. “Now you’re speaking my language. It’ll be a few days. We just finished a pretty important job in the Flintoh sector.”

      “Yes, hauling Pallipsonnobs. Cynthia told me.” The older Tygran woman chuckles as Wil’s face falls.

      He looks over his shoulder mouthing, traitor. He turns back to the main display. “Anyhow, we’re a few days out but are getting underway now.”

      Mress dips her head. “Very good. I look forward to seeing you all again.” The screen goes black.

      Wil turns to look at Cynthia, hitching a thumb toward the two laughing Palorians. “Them I expect to sell me out. You? Is nothing sacred?”

      Cynthia bares her teeth. “Get us off this dren hole planet, please.” She mimes blowing him a kiss.

      Wil raises both middle fingers as he spins his chair in a full three-hundred-sixty-degree turn before settling in at his controls. He flips a few switches, causing a deep rumble to build. The sound builds and echoes through the ship

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/ghost-glyph-100x100.jpg






OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedicated to…
      


      		
        Other books by John Wilker
      


      		
        Characters
      


      		
        Part 1
        
          		
            Chapter 1
            
              		
                The Intergalactic Dream of Home Ownership
              


              		
                Renovations
              


              		
                Like a Western
              


              		
                Clean Up Aisle 42
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 2
            
              		
                Long Distance Call
              


              		
                Getting Paid
              


              		
                Hey, Old Friend(s)
              


              		
                It's the Principle of the Thing
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 3
            
              		
                Getting Sweaty
              


              		
                Trip to Tarsis
              


              		
                This Place Needs A Brothel
              


              		
                Newscast
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 4
            
              		
                Welcome (Back) to Tarsis
              


              		
                Team Dinner
              


              		
                Trouble Finds Us
              


              		
                Newscast
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 5
            
              		
                So, This Is Complicated…
              


              		
                Haggle, Haggle
              


              		
                The Original Was Better
              


              		
                Checking in on Earth
              


            


          


        


      


      		
        Part 2
        
          		
            Chapter 6
            
              		
                Welcome to Arcadia
              


              		
                Government Work
              


              		
                The Galaxy Needs Your Help
              


              		
                Newscast
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 7
            
              		
                Shady Friends
              


              		
                Bad Hombres
              


              		
                Getting Settled
              


              		
                Bad Record Keeping
              


              		
                These Are the Voyages
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 8
            
              		
                Only the Nicest Places
              


              		
                Do We Do Reruns?
              


              		
                Warm Welcome
              


              		
                Misshapen Identities
              


              		
                Misfit Toys
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 9
            
              		
                You Thought This Would Be Easy
              


              		
                You’d Be Wrong
              


              		
                Always Something
              


              		
                Absolution Isn’t Easy
              


            


          


        


      


      		
        Part 3
        
          		
            Chapter 10
            
              		
                Back to School
              


              		
                White Rabbit
              


              		
                Incoming
              


              		
                Unwanted Visitors
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 11
            
              		
                Now Arriving
              


              		
                Maybe Switch to Decaf
              


              		
                It’s Just Coffee
              


              		
                Newscast
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 12
            
              		
                All About That Tradecraft
              


              		
                We Call it Crime
              


              		
                Brass Tacks
              


              		
                It's Bigger Than That
              


              		
                Newscast
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 13
            
              		
                Stocking Up
              


              		
                Off We Go
              


              		
                Tacos and De-escalation
              


              		
                Pecking Order
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 14
            
              		
                Coming to Terms
              


              		
                Well, This Is Depressing
              


              		
                It’s Warmer Than I Expected
              


              		
                Newscast
              


            


          


        


      


      		
        Part 4
        
          		
            Chapter 15
            
              		
                Time to Get to Work
              


              		
                Should've Gone Before We Left
              


              		
                Breaking and Entering
              


              		
                Time to Hide
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 16
            
              		
                Waiting and Watching
              


              		
                Penthouse
              


              		
                Bring the Noise
              


              		
                Home Invasion
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 17
            
              		
                Getting Beat Up
              


              		
                Brass Tacks
              


              		
                Let's Do This
              


              		
                Newscast
              


            


          


        


      


      		
        Part 5
        
          		
            Chapter 18
            
              		
                You Just Never Know
              


              		
                Who to Trust
              


              		
                Definitely Don't Trust Strangers
              


              		
                Betrayal
              


              		
                Return to Sender
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 19
            
              		
                No Pressure
              


              		
                Next Steps
              


              		
                Action!
              


              		
                Newscast
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 20
            
              		
                Time to Go!
              


              		
                Questions and Answers
              


              		
                You Take the Good, You Take the Bad
              


            


          


          		
            Chapter 21
            
              		
                Going Home
              


              		
                Our Invite Must Have Been Lost
              


              		
                A Job Sorta Well Done
              


              		
                Catching Up
              


            


          


        


      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        Thank You
      


      		
        Offer
      


      		
        Stay Connected
      


      		
        Other Books by John Wilker
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Other books by John Wilker


      		Beginning


      		Stay Connected


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/rogue-publishing-black-text.jpg
Rogue Publishing





OEBPS/images/sr8-ebook-cover.jpg





