
I   could   see   his   long   clawed   hand   reaching   toward   his   leather   belt,   more   than   likely   where   he   
stored   a   weapon.   Without   a   second   thought,   I   pulled   out   my   gun   and   shot   him   straight   in   the   
chest.   I   heard   his   two   friends   let   out   a   screeching   hiss.   Pivoting,   I   shot   the   other   two.   
And   then   all   hell   broke   loose.   
For   the   record,   I   didn’t   use   my   actual   bullets   but   some   tranks.   The   lizards   were   only   asleep—not   
dead.   Bullets—as   in   real   bullets   that   could   kill—screamed   across   the   air   now,   raining   down   
everywhere.   I   swear,   anytime   a   fight   broke   out,   everyone   wanted   to   join.   
Especially   if   it   meant   hurting   a   Kausian.   
Both   Zach   and   I   jumped   to   the   other   side   of   the   bar.   This   wasn’t   the   first   time   we   had   been   in   
this   situation,   and   we   knew   exactly   what   to   do.   
I   checked   my   gun   as   I   glanced   over   at   him.   “How   many   rounds   of   tranks   do   you   have?”   
Tranks   were   accessible   by   most.   Real   bullets   were   more   difficult   to   come   by,   especially   for   
Kausians.   Don’t   get   me   wrong.   We   had   some,   but   we   weren’t   going   to   use   them   for   something   
like   this.   
He   checked   his   gun,   which   was   the   same   model   as   mine   but   was   named   “Lucky   Susan”.   
“Enough.”   
I   nodded   and   turned   to   the   barkeep,   an   enormous   Lyran   man.   He   appeared   like   a   lion   with   a   
large   mane   that   was   pretty   well   groomed   for   working   at   an   establishment   like   this.   He   was   
reaching   for   the   weapon   that   hung   behind   the   bar—a   large   shotgun   that   would   do   a   lot   of   
damage.   Barkeepers   could   protect   their   establishments—no   questions   asked.   Had   that   rule   
been   abused   to   do   bad   things?   Many   times.   But   the   rules   hadn’t   changed—most   never   changed   
in   this   world.   
This   would   not   end   well.   We   had   to   stop   it   before   it   got   out   of   hand—well,   more   out   of   
hand—and   before   it   was   all   blamed   on   us.   
I   held   out   three   fingers,   two,   then   one.   
Zach   and   I   stood   up   and   unloaded   each   of   our   guns   with   the   tranks.   We   were   used   to   this   mess   
and   had   excellent   aim.   The   tranks   were   immediate,   and   I   watched   as   creature   after   creature   fell   
to   the   ground.   As   my   gun   ran   out   of   tranks,   I   knelt   back   down   and   reloaded.   Peering   over   at   the   
barkeep,   I   saw   the   horror   on   his   face   as   he   lifted   the   shotgun.   
I   shot   him   in   the   chest   and   turned   back   around   to   help   Zach.   The   barkeep   hadn’t   realized   we   
just   had   tranks   and   thought   we   had   just   killed   all   these   men.   When   they   all   woke   up,   they   would   
realize   what   had   happened.   
And   we   would   be   long   gone.   
The   last   Lyran   dropped   to   the   ground   asleep,   and   I   took   a   deep   breath.   I   didn’t   feel   comfortable   
putting   my   gun   away   just   yet   and   kept   an   eye   out   for   any   movement.   After   a   couple   of   
moments,   I   jumped   over   the   bar   with   Zach   right   behind   me.   
I   surveyed   the   room.   It   didn’t   appear   too   many   people   had   gotten   injured   by   those   with   the   real   
bullets   that   had   been   flying   through   the   air.   Most   had   taken   cover   and   were   hit   by   our   tranks   
before   they   could   get   out   of   there.   We   saved   most   of   them   by   knocking   them   all   out,   but   no   one   
would   see   it   that   way.   
I   grabbed   my   smoke   and   left   a   few   coins   on   the   counter.   I   would   not   dine   and   dash.   
“Uh,   what   happened   here?”   a   voice   said   from   the   entrance.   
Both   Zach   and   I   aimed   our   guns   straight   at   the   man.   
He   threw   up   his   hands.   “Whoa,   whoa,   whoa!   I’m   not   going   to   shoot!”   

  


