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Sentinel III, a dull planet in a solar system of the same name. Today was November 20th in the 180th year of the Toward Stars era. Seven years had passed after the climactic events of the Galactic Leyline conflict. The motley crew of the Outlaw Star had gone in different directions, reuniting briefly for a couple of missions to secure funding for their separate ventures. As much as they had bonded, the party one day decided to attend to their respective personal affairs. For the homebound Jim Hawking, he had established himself as a self-sufficient man. The boy had grown into a mostly successful eighteen-year-old adult. Physically, that couldn't be attributed to his height, though.

The growth spurt he had ardently hoped for never came. He had sprouted a half-inch, adding hardly any to his four feet and six-inch stature. He was immensely pleased with it anyway, often rounding up to seven. More of value, the young hacker had started up a sort of "finder" business. It was a sole-proprietorship committed to tracking down all kinds of objects and people. From the outset, it was dedicated to finding missing persons, seeking to return to the honest days of Starwind and Hawking Enterprises. However, it became apparent that plenty of customers were interested in locating something that wasn't of the mortal plane.

"Give it up, Terran. Everything you know. ...Now!!" the antagonistic Rorgan threatened.

The red-eyed individual was pointing a short-barreled blaster at his forehead, point-blank. The intrepid and disinterested short stack was sitting at his disorganized desk, hand on his cheek, elbow propped on a stack of papers.

"Answer me this. If I had the coordinates to the Galactic Leyline, do you think I would be sitting in this dilapidated building, barely making the rent?" he asked in a sneering tone.

The environmental suit-clad male made an irritated sound and used his thumb to cock back the hammer of the firearm, pressing the end of the barrel in between his eyes. "Are you mocking me?!" he returned, steaming.

"Yup." Hawking curtly answered.

The green-fleshed aggressor put a digit on the trigger and emotionally bellowed with, "I'll do it!!"

Under the surface, Jim pressed a button, activating a panel the alien was standing on. It electrified the visitor, making him freeze in place as the volts fried his physiology.

"I'm sure you would have. Guys like you started coming around after I started offering this service. ...Is this going as well as you thought it would?" he retorted, giving him eye contact for the first time since he came in.

The jolted assailant slightly twitched, falling backward, becoming unconscious as he hit the floor.

He exhaled, leaning back in his rolling chair, chalking it up as another day. This had been the norm for four years. When it was publicized that the Leyline was an actual confirmed place, the galaxy entered a new renaissance. As in the past, the usual pirates, outlaws, and space forces had renewed interest in the hunt for it. A fourth category had emerged and it consisted of ordinary citizens joining the fray. Everyone wanted a chance to have their wishes come true and it created some amount of chaos. Jim took advantage of this by promoting "leads" people had dug up in their search for the data repository. Truthfully, ninety-nine percent of these were complete rubbish.

People were desperate for anything and with a scarce quantity of available work to be found, he knew it was a viable way to make a quick wong. As exhibited, some would attempt to get the information by force, so he employed the necessary precautions. The intelligent Hawking was never worried about it, to begin with. He'd seen more than his fair share of hard-fought battles and viewed it as easy as taking out the trash. Therein lied an existential quandary for the somewhat actualized businessman. He had achieved the independence that he highly desired but as expected, James pondered what was next.

The bell above the door rang as someone came in. He wasn't paying attention, carelessly looking at the ceiling. "I don't accept walk-ins. Appointment only." he listlessly informed.

The footsteps got closer, hearing the sound of a second bell ringing. "Is that how you greet an old friend?" a familiar voice chimed.

Before he could sit upright, the beaming dark-skinned face of Aisha Clan-Clan appeared. He was perturbed and awed, in several versions of both words. Like him, the female hadn't aged a day. That's where the differences ended, firstly recognizing how wide her shoulders are. Her striking seven-foot, two-inch loftiness wasn't much a surprise. He had a run-in with the Ctarl-Ctarl about five years ago and she had scarcely heightened following that. Nevertheless, his blue eyes were drawn to the other parts of her anatomy that had changed, namely the overabundant bust that had him hitched. They were glorious, the shape of two medium-sized beach balls. As with the last time they had met, her breastplate was absent, replaced by a formal-looking royal blue jacket. At least what he assumed was a top. The firm, sheeny brown orbs made it look like a sports bra. It had him speechless.

The fanged-teeth was revealed, curling into a devious smile, her saying, "I'll take that instead. ...We have a lot of catching up to do, Jim."
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West Virginia Space Port, the sole one of its type on this meager world. Inside this station was a military class spaceship Aisha used to travel the fifteen light-year trip to the Sentinel System. The ship was a bit much, bearing in mind the purpose of the visit, shown by the skeleton crew she had aboard. As always, the Ctarl-Ctarl were flamboyant in their show of strength. Particularly taking into account her position as Grand Marshall in the interstellar conglomerate. The rank was bestowed to her after she came back, completing her mission in searching for the Leyline. It was a bombshell, seeing as she didn't recover the trove of Dragonite that she believed to be there.

Regardless, the higher-ups saw the accomplishment as a basis to wipe the slate clean of her original dishonor. As time went on, she would understand it was more a politically-motivated move, encouraging the public to support their continuing endeavors to find the universal library. The regular denizens were starting to question the actuality of it and they needed to rekindle the firey, proud spirit of the species. As for her, they couldn't care less about what she did. She was merely a figurehead. For that reason, the busty officer enacted a special privilege.

"Preliminary reports are coming back negative, but we feel the need to do a full quarantine, Marshall Clan-Clan. As I said before, my boss finds it strange that a Ctarl-Ctarl military transport would come here just for some 'shore leave'. I hope you'll understand our suspicions." the port official relayed.

She could tell he was hiding his terror with rampant professionalism. Her physicality elicited this kind of demeanor and she would be lying if she said it wasn't enjoyable. She utilized this to facilitate the current quest, initially using it to persuade the upper echelon to grant her the aggregate of the time she would need to complete it. She took a step forward, making the averagely tall man look up, swallowing the lump in his throat.

Aisha put a paw on his shoulder, winked at him, and said, "No need to delineate, Inspector. Despite our flagrant aggressiveness, the Ctarl-Ctarl are capable of being patient. ...Just make sure to not scratch anything. Presentation is very important to us."

The statement was accompanied by a low purr and a light squeeze of the man's clavicle. He adjusted his hat and replied, "O-Of course, ma'am. We should be done by nightfall. Feel free to use our facilities in the meantime."

The inspector left with that, unable to resist the urge to look back at her and the equally suspicious Jim standing next to her. The annoyed Terran looked at her, unafraid, and probed with, "Since when did you speak so formally? You always let every little thought in your head come out without a filter."

She ruffled his dirty-blonde hair, emitting the crass grin she was known for. "This is why I chose you. I want my offspring to have your brains. Come on, let's celebrate!"

He batted her hand away, angrily expressing, "I didn't agree to anything! Bold of you to assume that I would. You haven't changed at all."

He turned away from her, fixing his displaced locks. Contrary to his discontent, he was holding a duffel bag with some belongings, plus a backpack with his electronic equipment. She suppressed her facial expression, knowing she had asked a lot of him. Terrans and the CC were similar in the regard that their decisions had to be made of their own accord. She had a tendency of coming off too strong, so it needed to be dialed back.

"You're right. I can't help
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