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Puki Horpocket Presents is a spin-off series from Max and the Multiverse, in that it takes place on the massive Durangoni Space Station. The stories are intertwined, share many characters and settings, and can be read in any order you please.

 

Have yet to meet Max?
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Earth Edition

 

 

 

Greetings, Earthling!

 

My name is Zachry Wheeler and I’m a science fiction author based on Earth. I was chosen to serve as translator for all terrestrial editions of Puki Horpocket Presents, a literary series beloved throughout the universe.

It’s been a great honor.

It’s also been super stressful.

Decoding an alien tongue is daunting at a baseline, let alone through the prestigious lens of Puki Horpocket. He is renowned for his unique blend of commentary, interviews, and dramatic depictions. My job is to stick the landing for human readers. I sincerely hope that I do his words justice, but admittedly, I sometimes feel like a toddler translating Orwell.

The Durangoni Space Station is home to countless species and cultures, and thus, countless lexicons. Some things are universal, like beer. Other things are regional, like atmo barriers on artificial oceans. Some things are truly horrifying and do not warrant translation, regardless of their pop culture equivalents.

I did my best, but aliens be weird, y’all.

Puki Horpocket tales are chock-full of excitement, debauchery, and blatant disregard for delicate sensibilities. Fair warning: the language is lewd and the characters are crude, so keep your wits inside the vehicle and enjoy the ride.


	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 1

	 

	 

	 

	Few memberships are more coveted in the universe than the Bounty Hunters Union of Durangoni, and for good reason. The healthcare is top-notch, the vacation is generous, and its members are regarded as the very best in the business. They are the rockstar pirates of the great black sea, sailing under banners of pure adoration. Criminals will often pose for pictures when captured, elated by the prospect of their newfound prison cred.

	The top five hunters in BHUD enjoy a cult-like celebrity status. There is Snigg the Snatcher, a brutish fellow known for his heavy-handed approach. Debaru Funk is a femme fatale. OBY-42 is a crafty android. Zybor is a straight-up murder hobo.

	And then there’s Boo.

	Boo is the best of the bunch by a very wide margin. His stats are unmatched, unreachable, and damn near godlike. He is also one of the strangest creatures in the cosmos. While the other four command massive fan bases, Boo remains a peripheral oddity. It’s a bizarre paradox, given his status as the top banana.

	That is, until you meet him.

	He wears basic clothes with basic colors, like a middle-aged dad with nothing left in the fucks tank. This does little to distract from a near-featureless head. “Near” being an important distinction, as his smooth white dome has a tiny slit for a mouth and nothing else. Despite the absence of eyes, ears, and nostrils, he tracks stimuli like anyone else, leading many to believe that he experiences the world in a wholly different spectrum. He also moves like a bedeviled phantom, which tightens every butthole when he enters a room.

	I use “he” in reference to Boo based solely on his choice of dad-clothes. Truth be told, nobody knows what he is, or if “he” even applies. Boo is the sole member of his species living aboard the station, assuming that he’s a species at all. Some think that he is an asexual mutant. Others suspect that he is a shapeshifting fungus. Many have asked Boo directly, but Boo’s vocabulary is limited to a single word: “Boo.” He rarely offers it, choosing to remain creepily silent like a goth kid at a frat party. When he does speak, it is soft and reflective, similar to the way most people use “Hmm.”

	Nevertheless, Boo remains the greatest bounty hunter ever to have lived. This is primarily due to a batshit bonkers strategy that is impossible to replicate, yet widely circulated as gossip and folklore. Everybody has a favorite Boo story, including the other bounty hunters. They often refer to the “Big Three,” i.e. best hunts ever completed, all of which belong to Boo. This book will explore those remarkable tales and hopefully shine some light on one of the most eccentric artists in the universe.

	But before we dive in, allow me to introduce myself. My name is Puki Horpocket. I am an editor at large for the Definitive Directory of Durangoni, the panoptic mega-wiki for the largest space station in the universe. Durangoni is home to a trillion active residents, all of whom access the directory for their daily wants and needs.

	Want to try a new restaurant?

	Consult the directory.

	Need a doctor for your second spleen?

	Consult the directory.

	Want to see an acrobatic clown show?

	Consult the directory.

	Need the latest news on your favorite bounty hunter?

	(drumroll) Consult the directory.

	The Bounty Hunters Union of Durangoni enjoys extensive documentation within the directory, much of which I recorded myself. Each hunter has a detailed archive that is managed by a dedicated historian.

	Save for one.

	I have personally managed Boo’s profile for the last several years. The first line reads, “Boo was born (presumption), stuff happened, then he arrived at Durangoni.” It hasn’t changed since the day it was entered, hence my fascination with his backstory. There is so much to learn about Boo and so much mystery that surrounds his existence. As a dedicated storyteller, I cannot help but be drawn to this delectable enigma.

	But where to start?

	After much consideration, I determined that the best course of action was to follow Boo’s initial footsteps and start exactly where he did: at BHUD (pronounced Bee-Hud). I scheduled a meeting with the Union President, a legend in her own right by the name of Helga Naath. After brushing up on her personal history, I grabbed my proverbial pen and away I went.

	 

	*   *   *

	 

	Luckily for me, getting to the BHUD headquarters was a mere hop, skip, and jump to the nearest pod train station. As with most powerful guilds that called the station home, BHUD carried enough cachet to occupy a central ring. The Directory offices also qualified, for obvious reasons. The general rule of thumb was this: the bigger the clout, the wider the ring.

	For anyone needing an explanation, the Durangoni mega-structure formed a top-like shape, in reference to the boring children’s toy. A massive set of disc-like rings rotated independently around a central axle. The largest ring in the center served as the main thoroughfare, featuring the majority of docking stations and high-end commerce. The poles were more specialized and required some travel time to visit.

	The pod train network fulfilled this need. It connected every ring through a complex web of service tunnels and express corridors. The pods themselves were magnetically linked with atmo barriers that allowed passengers to wander between them. They could break away as needed and race to the hidden bowels of the station. If your destination was highly peculiar, chances are that you arrived in a single pod.

	My train was still a few dozen strong when it slowed to a stop at my destination. BHUD was located near the surface of a central ring, a ritzy locale filled with high fashion and low tolerance for dregs. To the average eye, it would seem like an odd place for a bounty hunter base, but we’re not talking about dirty grifters with missing fingers (although some would qualify). The elite members of BHUD enjoyed the highest perks of celebrity stardom, second only to the core engineers that kept the station afloat. Thus, a typical client wasn’t looking to collect a gambling debt. BHUD members were hired to change the social fabric of the universe.

	The pod train doors slid open and I strolled into a gleaming corridor. A pleasant melody played in the background, highlighting a thin cloud of incense that wandered through the cool air. When the foot tunnels smelled like a spa, one could only imagine what the spas smelled like. Hologram signs with muted colorations directed visitors to their destinations. I followed my own towards the Cosmic Relations sector. It housed everything that involved delicate foreign matters, be them ambassador offices or murders for hire (often the same thing).

	Given this sensitivity, CR offices were guarded around the clock. A separate passage with numerous checkpoints discouraged curious eyes from wandering too close. The stout frames of station security provided an effective visual deterrent. The CR sector was one of the few places where prestige counted for less than nothing.

	No fans here, just the cold stares of justice.

	My Directory ID card, on the other hand, opened every door. With a final flick and scan, the Cosmic Relations sector was revealed to me. Drab would be the overall vibe, as there was no one to impress with colorful advertisements. I could hear the words “gray is
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