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Changeling 
By Tiffany Reyes 

 

The sheriff of Quadrant X was a smug bastard who took herself way too seriously. She 

stood up there on that glossy dais draped in royal robes like some sort of planetary princess. Her 

tentacles were done up real nice on her head and she had diamonds hanging around her neck like 

nets of stars. God, was she ever gaudy. She stood rigid as a fresh corpse with a look on her face 

that could sink a thousand ships. And man, did she love whacking that wooden mallet on her 

flashy podium like she had some kind of power over people. 

Okay, so…maybe she did. I mean, she was the alien sentencing me. But what did I care? 

I was innocent! Sort of. There was no way I was— 

CLACK! CLACK! 

There she went with that damn mallet. 

“Max Xeno,” she said. “This sentencing is regarding the crime you committed on May 

17, 1988.” 

“It’s been nearly 30 years!” I squealed. 

“That’s irrelevant. The woman you harassed never grew three of her eyes back. One hell 

of a loss, if you ask me. How the hell’s she supposed to see out of her other heads?” 

I groaned and crossed all six of my arms. 

“They got her the seeing eye dog, didn’t they?” I asked. I was being polite…laced with a 

little mockery. 

The sheriff pointed her mallet at me. Both faces on the head had lost their shine, dulled to 

death from all her whacking. Nothing like a woman on a power trip. 

“Now listen here,” she said and leaned forward, elbows on the podium. Her purple eyes 

were angry slits, her mouth a crooked line ready to spew forth some acidic hate. “You know 

damn well you never did time for that crime. Your daddy threw his money around like he’d just 

busted a piñata and you got off with probation and some community service.” 

“Mam, with all due respect, how do you know I haven’t learned my lesson?” I asked, 

arching my brows. 

The sheriff’s jaw dropped. 
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“How do I know?” she shouted. “Max, you sold her spare arm on eBay!” 

“Hey,” I said. “No one can prove that. And it was a mechanical arm. It’s not like I took a 

machete and hacked it off.” 

Her jaw clenched, hands gripping the edges of the podium like she was trying to keep a 

rocket from taking off. 

“You’re not getting out of this one,” she snapped, pointing the mallet at me. 

One day, I’d shove that mallet right up her— 

“I’ve got you right where I want you,” she said, a devious grin stretching from rosy cheek 

to rosy cheek. “Word came back from the High Council today.” She winked. “And I have the 

authority to sentence you to whatever I deem fit for the severity of the crime committed.” 

I shoved a set of hands in my pocket. “All right. What’re ya gonna do to me?” I asked 

flatly, not even stressing about it. 

The sheriff leaned in again and flashed a sharp-toothed grin. She licked her lips, opened 

her mouth, and said, “Earth.” 

My heart sank into my stomach. I gaped at her. She nodded and laughed. 

“Max Xeno, I sentence you to a life on Earth,” she said, positively giddy. “You’ll be 

forced to live under the guise of a standard sixty-year-old white American man, you’ll live in 

Tampa, Florida, and you’ll work as a garbage collector.” 

CLACK! 

She cracked up. 

“No!” I protested. “Not Earth! Oh God, anything but Earth! It’s a shitstorm down there! 

Have you talked to a human in the last century? They’re still trying to figure out global 

warming!” I slapped all my hands together. “Please don’t send me down there. Just stick me in 

the slammer. I’ll go to jail, lady, but please don’t send me to Earth!” 

The sheriff just laughed as the officers dragged me from the courtroom. 

Holy galactic gods, I thought. I’m going to a planet where they wear two sets of pants 

and think Elvis is really dead. 


