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The smell of burning plasma filled Kragen's nostrils as the touring ship gently came to 

rest on the landing dock. The Calpernian logged into the Neural Net through the implant in his 

eye, rechecking the photo that had been n-mailed to him. The Balurian female was supposedly 

named Psallene. She was attractive, if you could look past the grey, reptilian skin. Glancing at a 

nearby column wrapped in silver, he chuckled at his own dark blue reflection and thought, Not 

like I have room to talk. 

The fore and aft planks lowered. Within moments the first clumps of tourists began 

disembarking. Each group had at least ten people or more, so the lone trio to exit the ship was 

easy to spot. Psallene was accompanied by a tall Janisian, whose obsidian skin was marred by a 

nasty bright white scar that ran from the bridge of his nose to the left side of his neck, and a 

stumpy Plakian, whose combined wolf-like appearance and diminutive stature made him look 

more like his companion's pet than his partner. 
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As Scar and Stumpy led her toward one of the exits, Kragen noticed Psallene was 

wearing walking cuffs. These were a special version of electro-cuffs that were connected to a 

waistband rather than to each other. This way the wearer could move in a more natural fashion, 

belying their captive status. They were a device only another bounty hunter, such as Kragen, 

would notice on someone. He blended into the crowd behind the trio and followed them out into 

the streets. 

After several twists and turns, they eventually led Kragen to the Traveler District, the 

section containing hotels for every taste and economic standing. The farther into the district they 

went, the smattering of people thickened into a full on throng. Kragen had to pick up the pace in 

order to avoid losing his targets. Eventually, the three of them ducked down an alley that led 

toward the district's seedier section. The casual observer would never have noticed the subtle 

way Scar and Stumpy manhandled Psallene to get her to turn. Kragen was impressed. These guys 

were professionals. 

The bounty hunter sped up to get to the alley's entrance. He glanced around the corner for 

a quick survey, took a deep breath, drew his two stun rays and ran. The instant he rounded the 

corner he called out, "Hey!" Using his forward momentum, he leapt up high onto the right side 

wall, grabbing onto it with the claws of his feet so that he ended up parallel to the ground. 

Scar and Stumpy did exactly what he hoped. At the sound of his cry, they both swung 

about, quick drawing their weapons, and fired at the empty space Kragen had just vacated. He 

fired both stun rays at once, hitting the duo simultaneously. Psallene screamed as her captors 

folded to the ground like discarded marionettes. 
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Kragen dropped from the wall, landing directly in front of the scared female. She 

screamed again before he held up a finger in a shushing fashion. "Psallene," he said, hoping 

familiarity would help calm her. "Psallene. It's alright. Everything's alright." Her scream quickly 

stopped, but her mouth took forever to close. Her head even gained a slight tilt as she processed 

the being speaking to her in such a calm manner after what just transpired. He used a device of 

his own design to disable the walking cuffs and said, "Fr. Sungal sent me. My name is Kragen." 

She smiled. "Hello." 

"We need to go. Quickly." He nodded toward the fallen. "They're only stunned." 

She offered her hand and they ran back out into the Traveler District hustle. 

 

*   *   * 

 

The bright lights and three dimensional moving signs of the Shopping and Dining District 

created a virtual daylight, rumored to be able to be seen from orbit even through the thickest 

overcast. Kragen had been too focused on the job's dossier to check on this during his flight. He 

was reminded of the rumor only because he had to shade his eyes as they dove into the ocean of 

bodies that flowed through the district's streets. 

He knew what he was looking for, but that didn't help much. It took mere moments for 

Kragen to become disoriented by both the volume of sounds and of people. Several times he 

almost lost his grip on Psallene's hand. He was reminded of another rumor about people 
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wandering around there for days on end before being able to find their way free. What once 

seemed like an old wives tale was now a looming reality. 

He finally saw what he was looking for: A chubby Whippian named Ringgold. He was 

seated at a table at an outdoor restaurant named Briar's. Clever, since all of the bright, fluctuating 

lights would mostly hide the fact that a Whippian's orange skin pulsates with their heartbeat, a 

fact that makes their species the Universe's worst card players. Kragen and Psallene began to cut 

across the flow of people in a beeline for the restaurant. 

Ringgold failed to notice them until they were almost to his table. He dropped his spicy 

grebbler leg in surprise. "Kragen," he said as the pair joined him, "I wasn't expecting you for 

another…" He checked the hologram clock on the window of a nearby bank. "Oh, look at that. 

Time sure flies. Thought I could get in a meal before you…well, never mind. Would you two 

like something?" He started to look around for a waiter. 

"No," Kragen answered, "we're good, for now. Just tell me which dock number, and we'll 

be out of your hair." 

"Ah…you see…I…I wasn't able to get you anything for tonight." 

Kragen's eyes narrowed. "Excuse me?" 

"Well, my guy…my first choice…he sort of fell through. But I have some feelers out to a 

few other transpo captains I know." Ringgold waved his hands through the air as he accessed the 

Neural Net, miming typing and flipping through pages. Psallene watched his hands with 

fascination. 

Kragen watched Ringgold's face. 
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"What are you doing, Ringgold?" 

"I'm checking to see if any of my contacts have gotten back to me, like I said." 

"Then why have your skin pulsations become fast enough for me to see under these 

lights?" 

Ringgold froze. His eyes slowly met Kragen's and he let out a nervous laugh. 

Kragen unholstered one of his stun rays. He kept it hidden under the table as he thumbed 

the intensity switch to "Full." At the same time, he used some not-so-legal tech in his eye 

implant to access all the security cameras within one hundred yards. As he suspected, Scar and 

Stumpy were making their way through the crowds. Luckily, they were far enough away that 

Kragen and company were still hidden from their view. 

In a flash, Kragen slapped one end of his electro-cuffs around Ringgold's wrist. "You 

aren't going anywhere, Fatboy." He turned to Psallene and said, "Get ready to run." 

He stood and, aiming from the hip, fired his stun ray at the elaborate sign above the 

clothing store next door to Briar. The display exploded in a loud shower of sparks and bits of 

electronics. When the screaming and scattering began, Kragen yanked Ringgold to his feet by the 

electro-cuff and, with Psallene directly behind them, raced against the panicked flow to the alley 

between the clothing store and the restaurant. 

Kragen threw Ringgold against the wall with enough force to drive home his point, yet 

not enough to do any lasting damage. The Whippian's skin was pulsing so fast now that it was 

almost difficult to look straight at him. "Here's how it is," Kragen growled. "You will get us on 
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the next available transpo, even if I have to fly it myself. In return, I won't use you to fuel said 

ship." 

Ringgold swiped his hands through the Neural Net twice and said, "Hey, would you look 

at that. There's a ship at dock thirty-eight that you can have for a mere three hundred thousand." 

Kragen held out his hand and Ringgold looked at it, confused. "What?" 

Kragen smiled in a way that showed how deadly serious he was. "I believe that ship will 

be your treat." 

 

*   *   * 

 

If visitors to the planet thought the port was busy during their arrivals/departures, their 

heads would explode if they ever witnessed the chaos that was overnights. This was the only 

time delivery vessels were able to get docking space, bringing all of the supplies that every one 

of the businesses needed. It was a ballistic ballet of offloading, where anti-grav skiffs loaded 

with crates were exchanged for payment confirmation thumbprints. 

It was also the perfect time to secret anything off the planet. 

Kragen was simultaneously watching where he was going and checking the surveillance 

camera feeds, all while guiding Psallene to their destination. Eventually, he was able to see the 

ship Ringgold was about to generously purchase for him. When they were six bays away from it, 

he caught a glimpse of Scar on one of the feeds, heading toward their position from the area in 
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front of the ship directly next to their escape vessel. He saw no sign of Stumpy. "Over here," he 

said to Psallene, guiding her into a passageway. 

From their cover, Kragen watched Scar, using the camera feeds until he could physically 

see him. Scar stopped and his head snapped in the direction of the passageway. The duo ducked 

behind the flowing crowd. Kragen drew one of his stun rays, keeping an eye on Scar through the 

moving bodies. Scar looked all around before continuing on his way. He stood, scanning the 

crowd and the cameras for any sign of Stumpy. 

Psallene screamed just seconds before he felt the furry hands grab his throat. He dropped 

his weapon and grasped at Stumpy's fingers, desperately trying to pry open their grip. Psallene 

picked up the ray gun, pointed it at Stumpy and pulled the trigger. Nothing happened except for a 

simple click. 

"Biometrics," Kragen managed to croak. "Only. Me." 

Psallene understood. She flipped the gun around and smashed the bottom of the grip into 

the side of Stumpy's head. The dazed bounty hunter let go of Kragen and staggered backward. 

Kragen quickly drew his other stun ray and shot at Stumpy. When he felt the kick, he knew right 

away that he had forgotten to readjust the beam strength after shooting at the store earlier. 

Stumpy took a full power blast to the chest at point blank range, throwing him back through the 

air. If the beam hadn't instantly stopped Stumpy's heart, the collision with the wall behind him 

would have. He hit so hard it left an indentation. 

A wave of pain dropped Kragen to one knee. He grabbed his chest with his free hand, 

while he used the gun in his other hand as a crutch to keep himself upright. Despite a great deal 

of resistance, he couldn't keep himself from screaming. Psallene was confused by the reaction. 
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As the pain subsided and Kragen started to stand, she rushed to his side, wrapping his arm 

around her shoulders. 

Once upright, Kragen let go of Psallene, took a deep breath and said, "Quickly, we need 

to get to the ship. The other one might have heard the commotion." 

They were able to safely slip through to the waiting ship. Within minutes they had paid 

the now-former owner and were on their way. 

Once they had cleared the planet's atmosphere, Psallene turned to Kragen and asked, 

"What happened back there?" 

Kragen hesitates for a moment, but after seeing the genuine concern in her eyes he 

replied, "My mother was an Empath." 

Her face lit up with interest. "Fascinating." 

"Not from my point of view. I only got half of her ability, which means I feel it whenever 

I'm in the vicinity of someone dying. As you saw, it's worse if I cause said death." 

"Thus the stun guns?" 

"Exactly." 

"Why, then, would you go into this line of work?" 

"I was always good at tracking, as a child. I honed the ability during The Wars, 

expanding and adapting it to the grander scope of the Universe. Finding deserters got to be my 

specialty. Kept me off the front lines. After the cease fire, I kept my contacts and expanded it 

into a business." 
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Psallene sat back into her chair and smiled. "Lucky for me," she mused. 

 

*   *   * 

 

Kragen brought the ship to rest on a dock in the middle of a serene field, its orange grass 

waving in the cool breeze. Another ship sat idling at the other end of the platform. Standing at a 

perfect equidistance between the two crafts was Fr. Sungal, a Muenchrathian whose albino skin 

and stark white robes of his order gave him an ethereal quality in the bright, warm midday sun. 

This glow even muted the usually harsh lines of his bat-like facial features. He took Psallene's 

hands into both of his, enveloping them in their webbing. 

"It is so wonderful to see you again," the holy man said to her. 

She smiled and kissed his cheek. "It's so good to see you, too, Father." 

Fr. Sungal turned to Kragen, who offered his hand in greeting. He found his hand 

swallowed by the same two-handed envelope. "Mr. Kragen. Thank you so much for her safe 

delivery." 

"No problem." 

"I assume you would like your payment." 

"That would be nice, but I'm not in any hurry." 

"Do you have your transfer pad on you?" 
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Kragen nodded and pulled the tiny screen from one of the many pockets inside his jacket. 

Fr. Sungal fed his information into the device and pressed his thumb to the screen. Kragen took it 

back and glanced at the screen before he started to put it back in the jacket. He stopped and 

checked it again. 

"Wait, Father. This is much more than we agreed upon." 

The holy man smiled and gave a single nod of his head. "My order is very pleased with 

the job you did. We felt you deserved a bonus, especially after the trouble you had." He touched 

Kragen's chest above his heart. "And suffered." 

Kragen looked down at Fr. Sungal's hand. His gaze moved to Psallene and he asked, 

"What is it that makes her so special?" 

Fr. Sungal turned to her and said, "Go ahead and show him." Psallene hesitated, looking 

at him with concern. "It is all right," he answered reassuringly, "you are safe now." 

The woman pinched the skin at her hairline. She gathered much more than should have 

been normally possible between her fingers. As she pulled the skin away from her skull, her 

fingernails punctured it so she could tear it open easier. The contrast this created was almost 

mesmerizing. The grey scales gave way to a kind of pinkish tan, and it was so smooth. 

When her true face was free of its encasement, it dawned on Kragen what he was seeing. 

He gasped and asked, "Is she what I think?" 

Fr. Sungal nodded. "She is one of the last pure Humans in the Universe." 
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After she peeled the last little pieces of fake skin from her head, the woman stepped 

forward and offered her still disguised hand to Kragen. "Hello. My name is Sally," she said 

giving him a coy smile. 

The bounty hunter returned the smile and shook her hand, which now felt rubbery in his 

grasp. "Pleased to meet you, Sally." 

Fr. Sungal placed his hands on her shoulders and said, "If you would, my child, wait for 

me next to my ship." 

Before she left his company, Sally stood on her tip toes and gave Kragen a light peck on 

the cheek. "Thank you for saving me, Kragen," she whispered. 

Once she was out of earshot, Fr. Sungal said, "Now you understand why we paid you so 

handsomely." 

Kragen looked at Sally with wonder. He still couldn't believe what he was seeing. He had 

only seen vidcap footage of Humans, heard the stories of their demise and the rumors of 

sightings. "I don't think there is a fee large enough to cover what I've done." 

Fr. Sungal was amused by this. "No, I guess not. With her being a female, she will be 

extremely important when it comes to perpetuating her species." His expression changed from 

joy to concern. "I am afraid there is a more serious matter at hand, though." 

Kragen merely quizzically cocked an eyebrow in response. 

"I am certain you realize you are going to need to make amends for what you did." 

"Yeah. I've already kind of figured as much." 
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"Whoever hired those two men is a very powerful individual. They would have to be to 

know she even existed, let alone how to find her." He placed a hand on Kragen's shoulder. "You 

take care, Kragen the Bounty Hunter." 

He shot the holy man the most confident smile he could muster, hoping it fooled him. 

"Always do, Padre." 

Fr. Sungal patted the shoulder then joined Sally. 

Kragen stood on the dock and watched as their ship soared into the sky. He waited until 

he saw the small flash of their Wormhole Drive activating before he climbed into his ship and 

soared off to his next job. 

 

The End 


