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Scarface Jones' Busy Night

Synopsis: In the gritty, expansive cosmos where interplanetary trackers and bounty hunters roam, one rugged soul stands apart - Scarface Jones. A veteran tracker with a lifetime of daring pursuits etched into his weathered features, Jones finds himself thrust into a treacherous new hunt that will test his mettle like never before.

On the fringes of civilized space lies Xendara, a wild, untamed world where pockets of urban enclaves huddle amidst vast sandy deserts and towering mountains. It is here that a heinous crime has been committed - the kidnapping of a young child from a wealthy offworld family. The distraught parents, grasping at any hope of reunion, have spared no expense in hiring the galaxy's most formidable bounty hunter and tracker to recover their beloved offspring. Finding their precious souls and keeping them safe, was his specialty. 
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Chapter One


[image: ]


Scarface Jones stood at the edge of the starport, his steel-gray eyes scanning the bustling crowds for any sign of his quarry. The pulsating neon lights of Xendara's cityscape reflected off his worn leather coat as he adjusted the straps of his laser blaster. The faint hum of hovercraft engines filled the air as he weaved through the throngs of alien species and shady characters that populated the spaceport.

A sudden commotion caught his attention, and Scarface's gaze locked onto a group of rough-looking figures dragging a struggling child towards a waiting spacecraft. Without hesitation, he sprinted towards them, his long strides eating up the distance between them in seconds.

"Let the kid go," Scarface growled, his hand hovering over his blaster.

The leader of the group sneered, brandishing a weapon of his own. "This ain't your business, bounty hunter. Back off if you know what's good for you."

Scarface's response was swift and his hand instinctively moved to the hilt of his trusty vibroblade as he caught a glint of movement in the shadows. Jones's heart quickened with anticipation, his senses honed from years of tracking down elusive targets. Suddenly, a figure dashed out from an alleyway, clutching a small bundle in their arms. 

Without hesitation, Jones broke into a sprint, his long strides eating up the distance between them. The figure glanced back, fear widening their eyes as they attempted to dodge through the crowd. But Jones was relentless, his determination driving him forward like a force of nature. 

"Stop right there!" he bellowed, his gravelly voice cutting through the chaos of the spaceport. The figure stumbled, nearly losing their balance, but they pressed on with desperate resolve. 

Jones closed in, his hand reaching out to grasp the fleeing culprit. Just as his fingers brushed against their tattered cloak, a blaster shot rang out, the bolt searing  through the air past Scarface's ear. He ducked and rolled, coming up into a crouch behind a stack of crates as chaos erupted around him. The figure with the child in their arms had reached the waiting spacecraft, and the ramp was already closing up behind them.

Adrenaline surged through Scarface's veins as he assessed the situation. He knew he had to act fast if he wanted any chance of stopping the kidnappers from escaping. Without hesitation, he sprang into action, his training and instincts taking over.

Ignoring the blaster fire raining down on him, Scarface broke cover and sprinted towards the closing ramp of the spacecraft. Bullets whizzed past him as he dodged and weaved through the onslaught, his focus unwavering on his target.

With a burst of speed, Scarface leapt onto the ramp just as it began to seal shut. His heart pounded in his chest as he barreled into the kidnappers, knocking them off balance and sending the child tumbling towards the back of the ship. Without hesitation, Scarface lunged forward, his hands reaching out to catch the falling kid just before they crashed onto the cold metal floor.

The child looked up at him with wide eyes, a mixture of fear and relief crossing their face. Scarface's grip tightened protectively around the small figure as he assessed the situation. The kidnappers, now disoriented and off-balance from his attack, scrambled to recover, their blasters trained on him.

Scarface's steely gaze met theirs, unwavering in the face of danger. "You picked the wrong kid to mess with," he growled, his voice low and threatening.

The lead kidnapper snarled, a mix of frustration and anger contorting his face. "You think you can stop us, bounty hunter? We'll see about that."

With lightning speed, Scarface drew his blaster and fired a warning shot that grazed the floor near the enemy, the muzzle flash illuminating their frightened faces. "I've stopped far worse than you," he said coldly, his eyes never leaving their targets.

The kidnappers hesitated, uncertain of their next move. Scarface seized the opportunity and, with a swift motion, he thrust the child into the arms of a nearby civilian, who grasped them protectively before scurrying away. 

"You're under arrest," Scarface barked, his blaster leveled at the criminals. But they were quick to laugh off his threat, drawing their weapons once more and opening fire on him. Bullets whizzed past him as he danced out of harm's way, lowering himself into a crouch to better maneuver through the narrow confines of the ship.

The battle raged on as Scarface fought with precision and fury; he knew that each passing moment was crucial in saving not only the kidnapped child, but also his reputation as one of the galaxy's most elusive hunters. He was no stranger to danger, but there was something about this case that felt... different. The urgency in the voice of the kidnapped child's parents had cut through the static of their transmission, and it was a call he could not ignore.

With renewed determination, Scarface sprang back into action, his blaster a blur of movement as he zigzagged through the spacecraft's interior. The kidnappers were skilled, much more so than the average criminal scum that he usually encountered, but his years of experience honed his reflexes and instincts into an unstoppable force. 

He dodges a hail of blaster fire from one direction while flipping onto a ledge to avoid an incoming melee strike from another. The air was thick with tension, each sound amplified as though he was wading through water.

In this cramped space, there was no room for error. One misstep could mean his doom. But Scarface's reputation for survival in the most dire circumstances had been built over years of practice and countless near-death experiences. He knew that he had to stay focused, or any failure could cost him everything.

As the battle continued to rage on, the kidnappers began to show signs of weariness. Their shots grew wilder, their footing less sure as they desperate scrambled to fend off the relentless hunter. Scarface saw it as an opportunity and moved in for the kill.

With a roar of fervor and determination, he stormed towards the lead kidnapper, his blaster steady and trained on him. "Surrender now," he growled, his voice a rumbling threat that echoed through the ship's interior. The kidnapper snarled in defiance, but his comrades hesitated, their weapons wavering as they exchanged nervous glances. They had been outmatched from the start, and the relentless pursuit of Scarface Jones had pushed them to their breaking point.

With a final burst of adrenaline, Scarface lunged forward, his blaster firing a swift and precise shot that caught the lead kidnapper square in the chest. The force of the impact sent him stumbling back, his eyes wide with shock before he crumpled to the ground.

The remaining kidnappers hesitated for a moment longer before surrendering, their weapons clattering to the floor as they raised their hands in defeat. Scarface pinned them with a hard glare, daring them to defy him again. 

"You'll regret the day you ever crossed paths with me," he warned before holstering his weapon and approaching the still form of the lead kidnapper, his scowl deepening as he checked for a pulse. It was faint but present, and Scarface knew he had to act fast. He called for Medevac support while carefully securing the criminals, ensuring they couldn't cause any more trouble.

He looked around for any signs of the civilian he’d handed the child to, then headed off into the overflowing city.
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Chapter Two
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The air on the planet was thick with scents of exotic spices from the various market stalls, the aroma of freshly baked bread from nearby bakeries, and the lingering smokiness of grilled meats from street vendors.

Purgatory was a melting pot of scents, from the sharp tang of old-style diesel fuel to the sweet aroma of freshly baked pastries. The pungent stench of garbage bins lingered in alleyways, while the crisp scent of ocean salt drifted in from the nearby shoreline.

The air was filled with a mixture of scents, from the aroma of sizzling street food to the sharp tang of exhaust fumes from passing hovercrafts. The fragrant flowers and spices from the market stalls mixed with the metallic scent of the spaceship, creating a unique blend of scents that could only be found on Purgatory. He grimaced when he realized how aptly it had been named.

Scarface navigated through the bustling crowds of Purgatory, his eyes scanning the faces around him with a sharp intensity. The child he had rescued was safe now, thanks to the quick actions he had taken back at the spacecraft. But his job was far from over. He needed to find out who was behind the kidnapping and ensure they faced justice. And, of course, he had to find the child again.

As he wove through the colorful stalls and throngs of people, Scarface's mind raced with possibilities. The lead kidnapper he had taken down on the spacecraft was just a pawn in
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