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Chapter One
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‘You should have shot him in the head instead of the wing, and we wouldn’t have to be running like this!’ 

This growled statement flowed into Raven Sharpe’s mind over the neuro-link she shared with her enhanced cougar, who was running on the rock ledge several feet above the woman’s head. She was ahead of Raven as well, using all four legs to her advantage while Raven—on the ground—was ducking tree branches and avoiding getting her nose broken. At one point, such avoidance pitched her forward and off her feet, though she rolled and was back up a moment later.

Meanwhile, the big cat’s paws gripped hard to the rocks, not slipping once although she made several smaller stones slip in her stead and rain down in front of the human. Raven would have made a disgruntled noise, if she wasn’t focusing so hard on the running and not breaking her face open.

‘You bloody well know that this contract needs us to return with a live body, not a dead one. I haul a corpse back and we don’t get paid,’ she snapped. She was glad that a conversation via neuro-link didn’t reveal how embarrassingly breathless her body was.

‘If we have a corpse, we can be assured of eating,’ the cat replied, sounding like she’d be smiling if her feline face was capable of the expression. There was that cougar shriek from up ahead to show her appreciation for her own idea.

Raven scowled. ‘You forget that some of us don’t eat anything and everything meat-related. I don’t like eating my credit balance, either.’ Although she tended to not be sentimental, Raven just couldn’t get behind the idea of eating something that could have held a conversation with her.

There was another scream. ‘Then you’d better pick up your pace, human!’

‘I’m on two legs and you’re on four. What’s your excuse?’

At least they kept it lively.

The surface of Iraklis—the fourth moon of the planet Omiros—was some of the thickest forest that Raven had ever seen, including in the more than four years that she’d been flying through space as an interplanetary bounty hunter. At any other time, she would have enjoyed this scenery. She loved trees and being outside, and these looked good for climbing. There were also mountains and rock ledges to explore.

Unfortunately, she and Kyra were there on business.

‘Sylvanus!’ Raven called the AI back in her ship. ‘Can you get any sort of read on how far ahead he is?’

She didn’t normally have to spend this much time chasing her targets down on foot, but this one’s choice of planet had been a good one—for him, at least. She couldn’t fly her ship through this, and she couldn’t pierce the canopy from above. Everything was too thickly vegetated for her to use her gun, since she didn’t want to set the entire forest on fire. Perhaps he had been counting on flying up and away, but before he’d taken off into the trees, she had managed to shoot his wing and at least keep him grounded.

‘I’m sorry, Raven,’ the ship’s artificial intelligence replied with the sound of true apology in her slightly mechanical-sounding voice. ‘The foliage is too thick, and there is something growing in that forest that obscures my sensors. I can pick up on traces of life signs but only in a very general sense. Everything else, I can only glean from yours and Kyra’s implants. If it helps any, I can tell that despite the exertion, you’re both in optimal health and conditioning.’

Raven tried to not roll her eyes, since if she did, she might well end up smacking face-first into a tree. She knew she was doing fine with the running since she wasn’t dead yet. That was her meter for most things. Not dead? Doing good.

‘Thanks, Sylvanus,’ she replied, trying to not be too sarcastic to her AI. If she pissed off what had turned out to be a slightly sensitive computer algorithm, then she was down fifty percent of her friends in life.

‘We’re getting close,’ Kyra announced. ‘I can smell the fear on him, and the scent is growing because he knows we’re almost upon him.’

‘Finally,’ Raven hissed, taking a deep breath and putting on an extra burst of speed from her (slightly) genetically enhanced body. She wasn’t as fast as Kyra, but she was still faster than the average human woman. The only thing that her hunt had over her, and why he maintained such a lead for so long, was the fact that he knew the terrain better than she did. Knowledge was, indeed, power.

A few more minutes and she could see him up ahead. Green blood was leaking down the back of his light-blue clothing where he was missing a large portion of a gray-feathered wing. His legs certainly weren’t affected, however, as they moved with impressive strength. He broke through the tree line and into a clearing.

He was losing speed, though. Raven could now see the hitch in his gait as it rapidly grew lopsided.

Kyra screamed, and Raven chanced a sidelong glance, realizing that the ledge had run out and the cat would have to come to the ground now. Looking forward again, Raven saw her hunt look back at the sound of the scream as well.

In that moment, he slowed just a little too much. A tawny-furred mass burst out of the trees in an athletic flying leap that had to be nearly thirty feet and landed on his back. He squawked in pain, and they both went tumbling to the ground. He batted at the big cat with his one working wing and rolled back, dislodging Kyra before she could get a decent grip.

He was pulling himself to his feet but couldn’t even get upright before he saw Raven standing in front of him with her gun trained on his head.

Anger and fear warred in his piecing blue eyes as he stared up at her. He seemed to be considering if he could jump ahead of her gun and take her down, but Kyra was already back on her feet and padding her way to Raven’s side. Maybe he would’ve done it anyway, but the sight of her licking smears of green blood from her incisors seemed to weaken what will he had left to make another run for it.

“The security force of Talonos II has a bounty on your head,” Raven announced with a smirk. “They didn’t like you getting away from them like that. Now, stand up and put your hands behind your back. And don’t make me shoot off your other wing.”

He hesitated for another moment but then the last of the fight left him and his whole bird-like body sagged. He got to his feet and put his hands behind his back. Kyra stared at him while Raven moved around to fasten the restraints on his wrists plus one around his chest to bind his wings to his back so he couldn’t use them in any way.

“Alright, back to the ship,” she said. ‘Sylvanus, we are returning with our captive.’

‘Congratulations, Raven. Another successful hunt.’

‘We always bring our hunt home,’ Kyra boasted. 

Raven just appreciated that the cat remembered to say “we” instead of “I.”

‘I do feel I must warn you, Raven,’ Sylvanus said a moment later, sounding reluctant to say it at all. Maybe because she didn’t want to drop more work on the hunter when she wasn’t even done with this work? Either way, she informed Raven, ‘You have an urgent call awaiting your return.’
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It had, indeed, been a call about a job. It had also been short-lived and a little enigmatic, but the source was legit. She had to drop off her current catch, which she did without too much time lost since Talonos II wasn’t terribly far from Iraklis. With that signed off and credits on the way, the ship was racing off to the Howard Prison Colony. 

It was a privately owned colony that had its own security force for maintaining prisoners, but not any sort of force to pursue those who escaped. It seemed like a terrible oversight to her, but it was really just hubris. They assumed that no one would ever escape, so why bother?

That was about all she knew about this job until she met with the chief warden and learned more. Someone had escaped, and they needed her help. She had worked for Howard once or twice before and knew they were big money, and good people to be on the good side of, so she had headed that way as soon as she could, though she was very curious as to who this escapee was.

“Sylvanus, I need all the publicly accessible records and schematics for the colony,” she said out loud from where she was laying on her couch, resting some more after all that running around and getting smacked with trees.

“I’m already working on it,” the AI replied, and Raven smiled. “If you choose to accept the contract, you should ask for any records they have that are not accessible to the public or even with just a hunter’s clearance.”

“I will indeed,” the human replied, “if I take the job. I don’t imagine I won’t, of course, but you never know what crazy shit might land in front of me.”

“Indeed,” the AI said simply. “Humans are...remarkably strange.”

Raven eyed Sylvanus, which really meant she eyed whatever wall happened to be in front of her. “That sounds like something replying to more than me,” she commented.

There was a long pause. “You grow more perceptive,” Sylvanus finally commented. “I was just thinking about the propensity of humans toward humor, and how subjective that very concept really is.”

“I certainly can’t disagree with that,” the human replied, “but what prompted it?”

“My name,” the AI said.

It actually wasn’t the first time they had talked about this. In fact, when they were paired up and began to work together, one of the first things Raven had asked was why the ship’s AI was named after an ancient god of forests when the consciousness that was Sylvanus would never leave the ship.

The answer had been simple. “I believe they were trying to be funny—or ironic, but humans have a terrible grasp of irony.”

“And giving you a female persona but a male name?”

“The same.”

It wasn’t hard for Raven to see why the AI’s neural network would have made that leap, and she knew neither of them needed to comment on it further.

“How long until we reach the colony?” she asked instead.

“Thirty-four minutes at current speed,” Sylvanus replied.

‘I’m hungry.’ This was Kyra’s first contribution to the conversation since leaving the station.

As if trained, Raven didn’t even speak. She just got up and walked to the food synthesizer, where Sylvanus—as if programmed—had created something Kyra would want to eat. Raven pulled it down and gave it to the big cat before she returned to her place on the couch to wait for another half-hour.
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The BHS Sylvanus—since the ship was the AI and the AI was the ship—settled on the Howard Prison’s landing pad, and Raven emerged moments later.

There were two people standing just at the edge of the pad, and she presumed they were waiting for her. One was dressed in a uniform, though clearly not military, and the other in more obvious ‘civilian’ wear. The man in the uniform stepped forward and introduced himself as the chief warden.

“Warden Mahhar,” she greeted with a curt nod before turning to the woman.

“Luna Howard.” The name of course caught Raven’s attention immediately, and the woman answered the question without being asked. “I’m the daughter of the founder and the present president of the penal contingent of the larger company.  On a matter as crucial as this, it was imperative that I be here.”

Raven gave her the same nod. “Of course, Miss Howard.”

‘Keep things on lock while I’m in there, ladies,’ Raven said to her ship and her cat—unnecessarily.

A fact Kyra was swift to point out. ‘As if we would do anything else.’

Trying not to smirk, so she didn’t let on to the fact she was having a private conversation, she followed Mahhar and Luna Howard away from the landing pad and into the large building that lined one side of it.

Neither of them said anything as they walked, so she didn’t push it. Not yet, at least, since she was sure they didn’t want to discuss such sensitive business in the hall. Inwardly, however, her curiosity threatened to send her straight up a wall with wondering what this was about.

She was led into what appeared to be one of several offices. Small. One window. Comfortably appointed, but decorated in remarkably bland colors. It was all gray accented with other sorts of gray.

They brought her to a sofa with an armchair beside it, which she took note of. They weren’t taking ‘power positions’ by sitting behind a desk with her on the other side. This was open, and on equal footing.

“So,” Raven began, swinging her gaze between them, “why don’t you tell me about this job you asked me here to talk about.” Small talk was always a waste of time. She couldn’t now recall if she had always been like that or if Kyra had been a bad influence on her.

“Of course,” Mahhar said. “Even if presumptuous, I feel safe in saying this is likely to be one of the hardest hunts you’ve been hired for.”

She arched her brow. “Why is that, Warden?”

Howard pursed her lips. “Because...she’s a shapeshifter and a skilled assassin, with an untold number of physical forms.”
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Well. There was a handful of words she hadn’t expected to hear.

Raven had hunted down many things in the several years of her career so far. There were things with two legs, four, eight, three; things with wings and scales and tails; things that flew or burrowed underground...but they’d all had one thing in common:

They were only one thing.

True shapeshifting species had remained rare, even with all the time exploring the universe and finding new races—and new races finding them—that had happened during humanity’s crawl through the stars. At least, species that they knew to be shapeshifters. The thing with them would be that it was hard to tell unless they showed you, or they tripped up.

Raven couldn’t even think of the name of such a species, at least not off the top of her head.

“Are you kidding me?” was the first thing she asked.

“I’m afraid not,” Howard replied somberly. “We don’t know her true name, or whatever name she was granted at birth.”

“Assuming she was even born like other species,” Mahhar interjected, his voice a murmur of aggravation. Almost sulking.

Howard gave him a dry look before she continued. “We do know that she belongs to a species called the Theria. Not much is known about them except for their shapeshifting ability. The name she was going by when she was arrested was Giselle Morton.”

Raven’s brow arched. “Giselle?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, then.”

“Do you recall seeing on the news wires about the assassination of the child of Ambassador Wallens?” Howard went on.

Raven thought for a few moments, then remembered and nodded. “That assassination happened almost a year ago.”

The other woman nodded. “It was. The M.O. and then a couple pieces of evidence pointed to a killer who had killed before. She was known. The bit of evidence that actually proved her involvement, rather than just the signature and the ghost story, was unusual. Her undoing. Even so, she evaded authorities for nearly that entire time until, recently, because of little more than good fortune and one very stupid mistake, Giselle Morton was arrested and charged for the crime as an assassin who was hired to kill the ambassador’s daughter. She was offered a deal if she would reveal the name of the one who hired her, but she declined and was awaiting trial here, both for our high security measures as well as being out of the way. On account of the public outrage over the murder of a child.”

“When did she escape?” Raven asked, weighing the details of the work. She understood the outrage, but that couldn’t affect her job. She had to focus.

“Three days ago,” Mahhar replied. “We did attempt to pursue her ourselves, but our ability to do so is limited and we cannot waste any more time trying.”

Howard inclined her head. “This is a dangerous woman, Hunter Sharpe.” She brought a data-tablet from the desk behind her and handed it over. “We’ve asked you because time is of the essence and inter-jurisdictional conflicts are just what we don’t need. Your role allows to you cross between and work in different areas with less of the procedural hassle.”

Every planet, colony, station, and starship had its own security force, or shared it with a specific other entity. They were technically allowed to cross jurisdictions in pursuit of a criminal, but every security force had its own issues and could put up its own roadblocks if it chose to.

A professional hunter like herself tended to be less of a threat, as a one-woman enterprise, and her permits got her further than a whole security force having to deal with a whole other force.

“Fair enough,” Raven said with a nod. “Well, then, let’s figure this shit out.” In truth, she was still reeling from the news about the target’s species and amazed at being directly contacted to do the hunt. She had a good record, but this was something beyond the usual. Their faith in her skills was flattering.

“Does this mean you’re accepting the contract?” Howard said.

“Looks like. Though my bills need paying, so what’s the offer?” She knew that time was of the essence, but she did need to know that she would be fairly compensated. She and her cat had to eat, after all, and Sylvanus’s fuel reserves were not free.

Howard lifted a small doc-tablet off the table and handed it to her. Raven took it and reviewed it. The money impressed her, but private corporations from corporate families could afford more than government-owned facilities. She read over the provisions to the contract, but they were next to none.

“Agreed,” Raven said, pressing her thumb to the small biometric square at the bottom before passing it back. 

Howard pressed her thumb and passed it to the warden, who did the same. Then she put it on the desk and turned back to her.

“I’m going to need everything you have,” Raven said simply. “I already have my AI working on the public records, since she’s heard everything you said, but I’ll need access to whatever you have that isn’t publicly available.”

“Of course,” Howard said, nodding at the warden. “We’ll transmit it directly to your ship’s AI.”

That was efficient. Normally, they gave it to her, and she would have to report it over to Sylvanus herself. There was always something to be said for working with the people that had all the shiny new stuff and the best toys.

“I presume that a prison must have audio-visual records over everything that goes on in this place,” she said. When she paused, Mahhar nodded. “How much of her escape were you able to catch?”

“Almost all of it,” he admitted, although he didn’t look too happy about doing so. “The ‘how’ is not in dispute. We know exactly how she did it. We just weren’t able to stop her.”

Raven looked around the room, visualizing the ultra-maximum, inter-species, high-dollar prison beyond her. “And just how did she manage to do that?”

Mahhar got to his feet and gestured to the door. “Let me show you.”
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The first step was to sit in the surveillance room to watch through the recordings that had been taken of the woman presently calling herself ‘Giselle,’ but who could look like anything by now.

“We knew that she was a special case,” Mahhar said. “We agreed to take her because this is the most advanced prison in a large sector. We did our best to research and discuss it with the apprehension team, and then we made our accommodations based on what they had put together.”

Raven’s brows knit as she thought it through. It was difficult enough to escape this sort of well-funded, ultra-max prison for any prisoner, but for one who was as watched as this one had to have been? Her first thought was that someone here at the Howard Prison Colony had been paid off. It wasn’t out of the realm of possibility, but it also didn’t affect her job. She wasn’t going to be working with them.

There was another option, however, that would affect her job if it was true: Giselle was just that good.

That was even more dangerous, and it had been pretty freaking dangerous to begin with.

“We had a monitor implanted in her skin that we were assured by our medical personnel that even she would not be able to get rid of, no matter what she turned into,” he was saying when she turned her attention back to him. “She is bio-locked, so she can’t change into things like liquid or gas.”

That was good to know.

“However, with bio forms, she is unlimited so far as we can tell. Any form, almost instantly, and without any obvious limits on exhaustion from multiple shifts.”

Raven liked that less.

“The monitor would let us know where she was no matter what form she was in, and the prison is set up that no matter how small a creature it is, it can’t get out without going through security. Not even a mouse,” Mahhar went on as the monitor in front of them came alive. “This is where the escape begins.”

Raven watched the screen closely as a woman in a blue prison jumpsuit paced in front of an invisible wall. She moved like a large, agitated cat as her eyes kept moving back and forth, watching something beyond that wall.

“What is she watching?” Raven asked, since they couldn’t see that.

“One of the guards,” he answered without having to check. He had folded his arms over his chest and leaned back in his seat. Just before she turned away, she saw an inner set of eyelids blink.

Ah, not human after all. Not that it mattered, really.

She focused on the video again.

“Did you have a recording angle on the guard?” Raven asked.

“Yep,” Mahhar said, tapping some commands on the interface and bringing up the second security feed on the screen next to the first.

Her eyes flickered fast between the two, syncing them up. She watched Giselle stare, and the guard watch. The guard turned away, and Giselle shifted. She shifted into something small, which Raven could just barely pick out, before scurrying to the side. When the guard turned back, he saw that she wasn’t there anymore, when it had been barely the blink of an eye.

The guard rushed to the door and looked through the forcefield, swinging his head back and forth and calling for her. Nothing.

Then he did something amazingly stupid. He dropped the field.

As soon as he stepped aside, she shifted right in front of him. A fight ensued. The guard was trained well in hand-to-hand combat, but she was better. Without shifting again, she put him on the ground, had his weapon, and was making a break for it.

Mahhar pressed commands to watch her run through the prison, jumping from camera to camera to show her disabling guards either with vicious strikes or the stolen weapon.

“She made it out onto the landing pad and stole our one short-range transport vehicle,” he went on to explain. His expression and tone were morose, embarrassed. “She used its very limited weapons at very short-range to punch holes in the hulls of the two vehicles parked here so we couldn’t pursue her. We had to bring out an older vehicle from storage to attempt to do so, which lost us time and slowed us down.”

“Please transmit all this footage to my AI,” she said, then leaned back in her seat in thought. Something was bothering her and after a moment, she realized what. “Why didn’t the guard check the monitoring device when he couldn’t see her anymore?”

“He was new,” Mahhar explained. “He doesn’t work here anymore.”

She grunted softly.

“Tell me about the monitoring device,” she said. “Can I use it to track her?”

“I’m afraid not,” Mahhar said regretfully. “It will only work here.”

She made an annoyed noise. To be honest, that also seemed like hubris, which she was on par with stupidity. “Of course.” She thought for a few moments. “Okay. I need to talk to the other guards who had contact with her.”
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“She was freaky.”

Raven stared at the guard as she waited for him to elaborate on what that meant, but he just stared back. She thought he looked kind of dumb, but she didn’t want to make too deep a judgment after twenty-three seconds.

“Could you elaborate on that?” she drawled slightly.

“Elaborate?”

Okay, she’d make a judgment after forty-one seconds. That had been a very important eighteen seconds.

“What do you mean by ‘freaky’?” she asked, slower this time.

“Oh. Right. She did all that shapeshifting stuff a lot, you know? And she could be most anything. One day, there’d be a lizard in her cell. Another, she’d be some tiny redhead, and that night was a freaking Amazon.”

Raven nodded. That pretty much summed up the average idea of a shapeshifter.

Before she asked him anything else, a second guard joined them. He nodded politely to her and she turned her focus there. “What can you tell me about the prisoner who escaped?”

“She was a tricky one,” he said. “We had the monitor on her so we know where she was, or what or who was her. She shifted a lot in the first few days she was here, and I think it was to test our responses.”

Raven tilted her head. “How do you mean?”

He considered. “Possibly to find out which of us would be the most unnerved by her abilities, you know, who the weak links were. I mean, I’m looking at this in retrospect, of course. It didn’t occur to me then. She was a shapeshifter and shapeshifted; it just made sense. We had no way to stop her unless we wanted to keep her sedated all the time, and we’re not legally or morally allowed to do that. Besides, she never really did anything. She changed shape, but she didn’t abuse or assault anyone. Not guards or other prisoners.”

“So what makes you think that it was more than that? More than just a shapeshifter obeying her nature?” Raven probed. This one had clearly been paying more attention, so this was where she was going to focus herself.

“A feeling, I guess, when I look back,” he said uncomfortably. “She didn’t really interact with anyone either, but she stared a lot. She watched. She would shift into an animal, for example, and then would stand there...and watch.”

The other guard chimed in. “See? Freaky.”

Raven drawled, “Indeed.”

She considered this information. Had the woman been testing them? Had she been looking for who would be the most unnerved by her and thereby easier to overcome when she made her escape attempt?

“What can you tell me about her shapeshifting ability in action?” Raven asked next. “I saw it on the security video, and it didn’t seem to take much time or trouble for her.”

“No, ma’am,” Guard Two said with a shake of his head. “It was instantaneous and practically seamless. Might see some kind of shimmering if she was changing to something big, but she knew what she was about. She could leap into the air as one thing and land as another without issue, even, say, go from four legs to two without losing her balance.”

The ‘this shit is dangerous’ meter kept getting closer to overload.

Raven kept herself focused on the job at hand rather than get lost in her growing feelings about the job. Sylvanus and Kyra had remained quiet during this process, like they usually did when she was conducting interviews and gathering information. She kept them up to date on everything she learned, and they let their minds go to work on it too.

“What personal items of hers do you have?” she asked next. “I’m particularly interested in things like clothing.”

Both guards frowned curiously. “Why?” the first one asked.

She smiled, although there wasn’t a lot of warmth to it. “I need her scent.”
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Raven had a lot on her mind when she returned to the ship.

‘You have a mind like a storm,’ Kyra commented as Raven walked up the short ramp into her ship. ‘Or more like multiple storms, really. Like a blizzard and an earthquake in one.’

“Creative imagery,” the human said as she dropped herself onto the couch, listening to the hiss of the ramp as it closed itself and sealed off. “You heard everything I did. This won’t be like anything we’ve done before.”

‘So?’ Kyra asked laconically, lifting her head to peer across the small cabin at Raven.

Raven peered back.

Kyra said nothing.

“‘So?’ What does that mean?”

Although her feline body didn’t actually move much, Raven got the impression of a shrug. ‘Just what I said. So? What does it matter that it’s not like anything before? Every hunt is different. You learn. You try. Maybe you fail. If so, you adapt. You hunt. You catch. You survive. It’s that simple.’

The human woman stared at her for a while longer, and then she started laughing.

“You have a point, Kyra.”

‘Of course I do.’

That made Raven laugh again, but at least she had her center back. “Alright, talk to me, Sylvanus. You got all the information I did, and more. Have you been analyzing it?”

“I have, yes,” Sylvanus finally chimed in using the ship’s speakers. “And I have found something interesting.”

“What’s that?” Raven pushed herself to her feet and went to the synthesizer, getting a cup of coffee.

“I was able to analyze the security feed with a number of different filters. The sophisticated equipment that the prison colony has can pick up a great deal of information, whether or not they know to look for it or know how to read it.” The AI paused, and Raven grunted. That was ‘keep going’ in Raven Talk. “One of the filters picked up a particulate emission from the shapeshifter every time she changed—a substance known simply as one-four-five. It’s fairly rare. All information available to me has enough to identify it and compare it to a type of radiation, without being poisonous to life-forms around it. It’s minute, but is enough that my sensors could scan an area and read if she were to change her shape.”

With the cup halfway to her mouth, Raven paused and pursed her lips. Now that was a lead. “What other things emit that sort of substance? That is, what’s the rate of a false positive?”

She wasn’t sure how an AI could smile without an avatar, but she would have sworn that hers did. “Next to nothing, Raven,” Sylvanus replied. “As I said, this is rare. In fact, ‘rare’ may be too common a description.”

“Do you have to scan while she is changing or can you see where she’s been?” was Raven’s next question.

“The particulates should remain at readable levels in an area where she’s changed for approximately six minutes. I cannot be sure if any remain on her person at a level my scans can pick up.”

“Sylvanus, you’re beautiful,” Raven said, finally taking that sip of her coffee before sitting at the console and pulling up various information—images of the area of space around her as well as technical specs for the vessel that had been stolen.

“Short-range transports are not known for their speed,” the AI commented as if reading Raven’s mind.

Raven snorted. “Not in the least. Engineers aren’t going to add expensive speed modifications to a ship only meant to go on little hops. And any ship bought by a prison for such a task likely won’t care about if their passengers are happy with the transit time or not.” She pursed her lips thoughtfully. “She was smart to do what she could to disable the other ships, but she won’t be able to do much with the one she has. She’d be wise to switch vehicles as soon as possible, but the likelihood of getting one while in space is next to nil. So, let’s operate under the idea that she plans to get to a colony with a spaceport or a big station so she can steal a better ship.”

“That’s a logical train of thought.”

“I thought so,” Raven agreed. She pulled up the map, starting at the prison. “She started here
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