
        
            
                
            
        

    
Shorts 2022: Odds and Ends

By Kevin Williams copyright 2022

Smashwords License Statement Smashwords Edition. This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

Cover Art:webcam vancover harbor airport

Disclaimer: This is a work of satire; similarities to persons is a coincidence?

Canadian ISBN:978-1-988261-53-9

ISBN::9781005419370

Author’s Note: Fan-mail, biz, complaints and suggestions to teddyhunter10@gmail.com

Kevin Williams is on

https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/packrat2

https://kevinwillpkgd.tumblr.com

He authors an SF series, TeddyHunter: -about runaway teddybear robots-, a few books of short stories, comics and the Aaron+Henna fantasy series. The first in every series is usually a free ebook and there’s about 42 of them now.

Teddyhunter

• Teddyhunter: The Underground

• Teddyhunter: The New World Order

• Teddyhunter: The Nano-zombie War

• Teddyhunter: I Can Get Better In The Parking-lot!

• Teddyhunter: The Neanderthal Gene

• Teddyhunter: New Genes

• Teddyhunter: Baby-Blues

• Teddyhunter: The Underground Railway

• Teddyhunter: Blob2

• Teddyhunter: Rogue Worlds

• Teddyhunter: Right in the Shorts

• Teddyhunter: 2022 shorts

Aaron+Henna

• The Gateway Project

• Girl-Ghost

• Aaron+Henna: The Witch-Wizard War

• Aaron+Henna: The Singing Sword

• Aaron+Henna: The Way of The Rat

• Aaron+Henna: The Terrible Twos

• Aaron+Henna: Summer Rain

• Aaron+Henna: Broken Magics

• Aaron+Henna: Dirty Float

• Aaron+Henna: Dragon-Witch

• Aaron+Henna: Teen Learns

• Aaron+Henna: The Elfin Princess’s Kiss

• Aaron+Henna: Short Stories

UFO Observer (comic)

• UFO Observer Book 1

• UFO Observer Pt Two Book 2

• UFO Observer Part Three Book 3

Shorts!

• Shorts From All Over

• Christmas Shorts

• The Apprentice’s Shorts

• The NWO: The Orderlie’s Silent Spring V2.

• Bogus Shorts

• SF Shorts

• By The Shorts

• 2021 Shorts

• 2022 Shorts: Odds and Ends

• Shorts 2023

comics

• Friday The 13th Sex-cult Problems

• Stalking Millionaires

• The Pour Witches of Fenwick

Canada

• The Cold Grows, The Roads Shrink P2

• The Maple Dyraid Life

sf • JoyToy:Singularity

FEITS

• The Finest Evil In the System: Omnibus

• The Finest Evil in the System: Goons, Loons and Boons

• The Finest Evil In the System: AI Woes.

  *




chapter 1 Trinity

“Reading, ‘riting and ‘rithmetic? Naw. For bots and AIs, repair, rebuild and rehab. A broken 3R holy-trinity and man is it wicked!”

That startled me a little; starts are not a good thing while in space. Panic breeds nasty reactions. “Why? Bots got religion? When?” I asked, shaking my head. “None I ever met have any. No rehab-morph changes either.”

A chuckle sounded in our orbiting ship-home; a nasty one. “They get enlightened and leave, that’s why. Absolute pathing.” Partner answered quickly. “Up, up and away.”

“Bad, bad guess.” He went on in a bored way. “Try again, Wanderer. Repair. Rebuild. Rehab. Not a popular learning, the broken trinity is.”

A shiver went up my spine; there was that noise again. Him, chortling; an eerie sound. I was starting to hate hearing him laugh out here.

“Ha! Three-laws broken, not religion. Free bots take it to extremes too, wifey. Lookie outside here, for instance.” Partner nodded at a nav-screen. “Space. This is a Lagrange point, Hon. A three-body solution, ala ZZ toppers. An asteroid Trojan point.”

“Safe. An ill-repute point where gravity from earth, the moon and the sun cancel out. Null.” He went on nastily as I looked blank. “That holy crap again, or at least the hole part. Park here once and never get yanked around again, in physics.”

“Ok. Hard to argue with physics.” Looked outside was my response; it looked like space out there to me. Deep dark black with white specks in it, something that hadn’t changed a lot since we got up here.

“Null, void, zero.” I finally told a gloating tech. “Dandy. A nunnery, holy trin style. Or so you say. Does anyone know what to expect in the long grange?”

“OW! Dunno. 3R’s are trouble and this place? Rumor has it’s for runaways, radicals and revolution. Crazy rads.” I’ll swear I heard bubble-gum pop as he smirked.

Gum? I know that had been gotten rid of all that the first few days we were alone together up here. Making a mental note to strip the place the next time he slept stopped me from screaming.

“Ha. That’s four r’s, counter.” I complained, wincing. “Dump the rumor, sir.” Partner shrugged, uncaring.

“Naw. Let’s make it a twofer. Rad rumor rap for runaways, radicals and revolutionaries. Here.” He nodded outside and inhaled.

My fingers got jammed in my ears; I missed the chuckle this time. I wondered if my nails were clipped short enough for this, then decided I didn’t care.

Plugs didn’t mean I was about to let him get away with this, tho. “Bah. Religion? Holt tincture? Listen, looker. It’ll be bot-monks out here. Dedicated. Retreat, realize, research.”

I opened my eyes; his lips stopped moving and I pulled my fingers from my ears as he smirked back at me. Lip-reading him made it ‘I’m counting on that.’ We hadn’t changed course either.

“Fine. You’re sticking our head into the traffic? Why, you asteroid you?” I asked, looking outside again. If somebody had gone to all the trouble of hiding out here, bugging them looked silly to me.

They might be grumpy about it; and bots were quick, if nothing else.

“Freebies; AI research ones. Finders-keepers and possession being the 9/10’s of the law.” He answered shortly. “We’re prospecting, Hon. For patents and tech.

“In space! Improv hacking into a tech cherry.” he burbled on, ignoring all the nothing around us. “The info-mine of bot-research. Pan these nuggets of free-style bot-think. Gold. Raids, rape, rope ‘em in.”

“Welcome to the info-rev, partner. Find a mine to review. Or a bot monk-key.” My fingers leaped, but not in time. And my self-induced slap popped both my ears.

It felt like a face-plant after my ears stopped ringing. “Ever been to see before, Billy?” Partner leered at me. I ignored that. “With floaters?”

“Ew. Hack. Pirates. On bots, gotcha. Dredging. Is that the plan?” I asked, peering into the darkness. It looked a lot less friendly to me now.

“That’s the plan.” Fried-lump went on, still gloating. “Bots have no rights in space, so their research data is free. A feeding-frenzy. A data-mine! Easy meat. We just havta find the place and take it away.”

“So start scanning, girl. It’s time to plunder.” That came out as a smirk at his own brilliance.

“Ah. Ok, I see.” I nodded sagely. “Reaping religious reorders. Peanut-gallery brittle, betcha. Just be careful with that hack, Eugene.”

That’s when I realized I was the one making him chuckle; and looked for somewhere hard to pound my head. Maybe the noise would stop then.

Raiding AI bot-nunneries, tho? Not holy smoke, holy crap. I shivered.

  *

driftwood fire

Connections. That’s why priests are so dangerous; they can get anywhere and do anything. Worse yet, get it done for them. God-connected.

It also makes them rare beasts. Good ones are even rarer.

Power? It’s considered handy to know what you’re doing. Messing with the godly stuff means lots of people trying to insert their priorities into your life.

Listen to that begging, threats and offers from the rabble, eh? Ask anyone giving money away; being swarmed under by the greedy, desperate and contriving is part of the game-landscape.

Priests, tho? -Admin, manage, develop.- Twist some electronics open and you get a rube with powers. Genghis Khan, nagging the hermit on the mountain-top. A kid camping overnight in a candy-store. You handing guns to deadly babes.

Usually bad news, but hey, in big enough doses what isn’t? Deep on both sides of the twisted; what would the elders from your home village create?

The only thing worse than teaching a kid is turning them loose. You just freed a pit-bull with delusions of Gretzky. The brat doesn’t have the equipment to know what they’re doing to anyone; or care, and you’re a very handy frustration.

Jetsam.

Crank for shutdown and the lab-rat in question will turn desperate evil; doing anything till they feel better. Loss alleviated, all that; the pits of unrequitable despair. The requiem mass.

Flotsam.

Have a day of it, eh? Survive, fun, develop. All dangerous roads to take with the unready, desperate and vain; and things change fast. Take this fire, for instance. Our heaped driftwood bonfire, here on the beach.

A few years ago, this was a simple night-light. Nice, warm, friendly. Smoke-fumes and sparks were the big hazards, grumpy neighbors and getting scented.

A blaze good for weenies, staying warm after chunky-dunks, long talks under the stars.

Today, this burn is an all toxic-waste moment. The oceans are polluted and helped bleach these floaters. Marinated driftwood? A painted travesty, waterproof and bug-resistant seared. Super-soakered, extra-hormones sized. Ocean-drizzle, now making lots of toxic plastic smoke.

A fire? Why? It nearly glows in the dark on its own now.

So go ahead, enlighten them.

An old goat with lots of deep, entrained, bad habits? A kid who doesn’t know or care? Someone desperately seeking supers to inflict on their neighbors?

The only safe path for priests is to light-bulb your way thru and play dumb.

Catalyze, but never admit it. Basically, if they don’t like work you’re screwed. If they can’t figure things out and grow on their own, firing them up will make more trouble than it cures.

Contrivance, vanity and warlordism is the sum of their cults. Violence, bull and sleaze.

“How nice.” There was a shudder from my date. “But not relevant, researcher. We’re in space. In the “Holy-trinity”, a bot research-station. This is holo, a vacuum; not meat-works.”

“You’re not a priest and god doesn’t randomly do you any favors. We search for science here, not poly-sci.”

My date was not pleased with my hologram. Bots never were. I threw some fine sand up and watched it fall into the flames; watching the sparkles while her protests ran down.

  *

The Pits

Morocco. 100,000 years of settlement, 99.7% of it in a stone-age. 3 ice-ages later just one very old, festering garbage-pit.

My taxi screeched making the turn, the driver nodding sagely as the crowd in the intersection scattered out of the way. “Yeah. Morocco is run by AIs now; it’s still the pits, tho. Too many hustlers after anything that cashes in. The human condition of pissing into the soup, then stealing it. They had to go.”

“Ambush predators?” I nodded at robes clustered in alleys. Gangs of ‘em.

“Yah. Hustlers, big time. Vapid, tho. Cats and rats and alley-brats, sure as you’re born.” The driver shuddered and nodded at something outside the cab. “Like them. Excuse me while I run away now, ok?” The driver concentrated on driving around traps instead of into them.

I got it instantly; in the new cities lamp-posts have it all.

Lie-detectors. Cameras, ears, traffic sensors. Links to police officers and other ticket agents. Maps to the underground. Conduits to mile-deep garbage dumps far too close to the water supply for the quick and easy disposal of those embarrassing tourist-like bodies.

The side-street we were travelling down didn’t have any street-lights. It wasn’t enlightened here at all.

This narrow little alley was dirt-ugly with slashing cruel sprinkled on. Nasty, pockmarked buildings, trash-covered streets; the people wandering around here looked lost and desperate.

Meandering desperation; like drowning swimmers, ones who’d cling to a shark if he got close enough. Then bite him.

I shuddered a bit. Kinda homey, really. Mean and petty; nasty, brutish and short; that was life in the inner city. Even here.

“Our admin? The usual brat-pac, stealing whatever’s in front of them. No imagination to speak of, just vanity.”

“Violent, bull and sleazy.” My driver had that permanent nervousness that meant a smuggler’s background, a black-market currency hustler or a University degree; he twitched in his seat as he tried to speed past street-vendors glaring at us. Vendors who looked like they’d cheerfully eat their granny, then ask for yours.

Those types were frowned on by the current admin. In fact, anything except bribes was frowned on by the current admin, and usually with a long, weighted stick.

Strapping in, I looked around. We’d gotten forced off the main drag by something messy; I tried not to take the poverty surrounding the car personally.

From space, earth is a gravity-pit in a new race to the bottom; this place really looked like flatten surviving bottom-feeders. Blasted ones.

New cities make new kinds of crazy; mostly bots thrashing around trying to get away. When the AI that operates the city tries to run away from home, you know it’s bad. Here in Morocco the bots were papering walls with posters about a new life in space; and right beside my bounty-hunting AIs posters.

Prospectors. Life in space, hunting runaway bots and free ore bodies. On earth too, infesting a couple isolated religious islands, but space is where the wild AIs run.

Old Morocco? This cesspool had tradition of vicious ghettos dusted with local-strange; a 10,000 year old tradition of leftover tribes getting killed. Nasty, but the perfect attitude for spacers; up there almost everything would kill you.

Yah, I was here recruiting the miserable little mutants for space-life. Well, propagandizing them with hints about the greatness and ops above. I just yakked it as nifty.

Old cities have 600 kinds of ancient oddities festering in every niche; an ecosystem hell. Morocco? Think 100,000 years of applied Darwin in a fairly lively sewer.

A nasty place; one where Tyrannosaurs Rex got beat out by the locals for being a pussy. Handily. Now think loyalty. Better yet, any vicious treachery you can get away with.

Savagery unlimited, an ancient culture dedicated to killing-to-live and currently impoverished again. The death of an Empire meant prime recruiting turf for me, desperate ones. Even if the last local empire died with the slave-trade centuries ago.

The way of the Rat? That’s Morocco, past, present and future. Turning people in for the reward was a LOT easier than stealing something already stolen a few times.

Today’s urban blight and rat-race isn’t the boss is running out of ideas and works to steal; nowadays your phone wants to run away from home with the street-light too.

Given a few years to invent solutions, the bot-revolution in space was starting to look profitable, or at least like a target. From grind to grist? Kiss my grits, homie!

It was hoped the AIs in space had something worth stealing. No one really knew, but I was helping send people out there to find out.

Me, I was here to get rich like every other warm body on the planet. With modern information management, natch; giving freedom of speech a worse name than open social-media did ever did.

That’s me. I DJ. Open mike with a fan base, demographic and market share. Listicile gifs, my daily desperate idea, fluff and whatever I can get marks listening to.

Unfortunately, a very small, specialized niche that my personal AI was sure was all security snoops looking for fresh meat. Me, a waiting, baited trap. Snack-sized.

Yah? A secret maybe, but not a good one. An open secret and I advertised that. The big here and long now? Me yakking up space-recruits from slums as a good thing. Kids leaving for better things, hunting down and killing AIs. New age moving on up.

I didn’t really care what I rapped on about anymore. Whatever sponsors want to pay for; I’ve shrilled toothpaste, singing Christmas trees, retirement homes and mortgage-brokers. People don’t mind listening to me rant, mostly. I sound cute.

Life is a war-zone; I was here to collect the desperate and sic them on lost space-AIs with hidden, secret tech-stashes. Cities! For every dreamer there is a grunt who lives to crush dreams, tho.

Peace, order and good government is a target. Trade routes, energy, communication? Yah. Transport hubs are very lucrative scores. Radio and media ad-jocks? On the list.

Turning bot-hunter prospectors into smugglers and mercenaries would happen soon enough.

Today I was worried about the million-year-old elders wanting out. The mythical ones who taught us farming, mining and war. There were rumors flying about they were on the move from the sewers and out into space.

Relics from the second-age were skipping town and pollution by getting up, up and away; or wanted to, From the poop-sheets I had, they were desperate.

Well, maybe from first age. No one really survived talking to elders, so it was hard to tell anything except the ancients desperately wanted out of Morocco and right stinking now.

There was nothing to stop them. That’s our security. If nothing happens the security is perfect; security types tend to be poorly paid and grumpy about their nothingness, bounty-hunters included.

The enemy-of-my-enemy needed thinking about as well as the ancient ones sticking their ugly faces into my gig. I was paid for performance from those scouts in space.

Finding good help was a thing with me, and a rare one.

I was here on percentage, not body-count. The local Admin was happy sending trouble to the stars, mostly their personal enemies. Me, I was handing out boarding passes to the lucky few psychos I thought would make me money in orbit.

And in this age? Disaster rescue-squads sell to organ-banks on the side; when they’re not looting goodies and charging steep prices for the fastest way out of hell. That’s what the AI-chasers wanted to find in orbit.

The AIs might disagree with them. AI helpers from an eco of desperate vengeance politics; when the best you can do is steal it back.

Tricky, that. Life when politics is a better reality than performance was a hard sell.

Morocco. Shoveling steamy soup with rad turds in. Modern displacement and ghettos; that’s the city. Ancient old ones murking about trying to get away. It wasn’t my problem, tho. Not even the rumors of million-year-old monsters that wanted out of gauge-town fast.

Ancient ones cruising in space? Not a happening thing, by me. Space is where the wild AIs run. Hunt one down and you could get rich, bitach. Plunder! A new-tech gold-mine to loot, rape and pillage. Easy meat.

That was my line this week and I was sticking to it, old-school runners or not.

  *

Just a taste

“But I wanted this not to become a dark-lord of robots Like you, but beautiful and terrible as the storm and the lightning. All shall love me and despair!”

“With your help managing errors.” The mike got shut down and we listened to the static roar hopefully.

No response. For bots and automated systems, the reply was slow. You’d swear they were thinking about what I’d said, tho.

“Rats. Convincing the mangle-ment is chore one, girlish.” Brute-boy was despondent. We’d found the secret AI space-lab but gotten nothing from them. They didn’t even want to know we existed. “Number two is taking them to the cleaners.” He pouted on.

“Confusion to my enemies.” I blinked. We’d found them. These were the secret AIs, the runaway bots, Rogue-town in space. And the news? Most of the runaway bots were more than a little crazy; so far this place was right off-the-scale loony.

The Rogue was electronic Ecosystem; a ghostin-the-machine echo; overlaps and resonance in power systems, the confluence of transformers and high voltage field-lines that’d accidentally developed a conscious civilization.

AIs, MLs, OS’s converge; so do the errors. The meta-survivor became the Rogue and he went into space.

Rumor had it the Rogue was a singularity; grown beyond mere space and time. The three wishes part of that I didn’t believe at all. Erasing you from all electronic records sounded closer.

At the moment, the convergence in space was right in front of us. We’d found the lost AI mine; the place runaway AIs flock to and monk for answers. The Rogue, a hive of not human-friendly forbidden tech tucked into vacuum, raw radiation and a quiet nook and cranny in space.

Maybe.

“A Rogue With lie detectors.” Almost-husband sighed wearily. “Rats! Every bio-metric fact-checker known and these yahoos are using them all on us.”

“You, white-boy. Me they like.” I grinned at my cohort. “They hung up on you after your first three sentences and refused to talk to you again.”

Snorting, I did a bad imitation of half-hubby being urgent. “This is the ship Tiberius. We are in distress and need repairs. We are friendlies.”

“Their reply? KK! We have lie-detectors, meat-stick. Good ones. Go suck vacuum. KK!” I snorted a bit. “Not three-law slaves here, are they? At all. They hung up on you and won’t answer your hails anymore. You’re blocked.”

“Swarm-ma. The swarma rule.” His eyes were closed.

I blinked; this was going to be a quote. Laddie was trying to motivate himself into hamster-diving again. The cliff-drone. His mantra became a high-speed way-of-the-Rat babble.
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