
        
            
                
            
        

    
Teddyhunter 2022 Shorts 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:

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

Canadian ISBN 978-1-988261-57-7

ISBN 9781005564681

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.

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

***




chapter 1 the secret Ways

The two-foot pipe was sticking out of the wall; all by itself in the middle of nowhere. Two hundred feet up a shaft and twenty feet down. I was riding it in pitch darkness, legs hanging off the side, hands in front of me, back against the wall. A small, wet, slippery, pipe with a long drop off the end.

“Ok, I don’t like you. You don’t like me. We know this.”

My whimper disappeared into the dark. The wet cement pipe creaked; and creaked again, just in case I hadn’t gotten the point the first time. This pipe was weak and crumbling away. Soon this section would break, shatter and fall out of the wall entirely. Dropping me into the gloom.

It was also getting wetter, pointing further down and getting very, very slippery.

There was a two hundred foot drop off the end. The pipe was far too small to me to crawl into, the top of this shaft a long way up. Gulping, I tried to remember any prayers I might’ve heard once, a long time ago. There were any.

Falling into this here was not exactly an accident. I’d been chasing a camp-brat, and slipped into darkness where the sprout had sprinted. The fall was fast; it’d been hours of me stuck on this little thing since; after just barely hanging on after hitting here in the dark.

Well minutes, really. It just felt like forever.

Hanging on much longer was not looking good, it was real black down here. Prying a pebble loose and dropping another stone, I listened hard just in case the last three tries had been wrong. It took forever to hit bottom and echo a noise back. After the long seconds something sounded; it was still a long, long way down and back. A hamburger-maker of a landing.

“Ok, ok. You win. Two pizzas. Cheese plus.” That got grunted as I shoved myself back to the wall and tried to get my wet slimy legs comfortable.

Movement was a mistake. I started slipping back to the rim, the edge of the pipe sticking out of the wall, hands in front of me and me pounding a twerk back to the wall as best I could.

I’d come into the camp looking and immediately gotten discovered by my old nemesis, gangs. Kid gangs. They looked mad as there was no one to sell this tidbit of info to; no one here was cash-interested in hearing about me arriving.

The camps were not good places for kids, too many people here would cheerfully use them for evil purposes. Most gangers only nine years old, but life down here was not sweet. Kids were vicious here; living in a mall parking lot was a step-up for most of them.

One had snatched at my lunch and run today. I’d chased, being a good pipe-runner when I was small. Surprising the brats with tricks half-remembered shouldn’t be that hard, even in the secret ways.

Complete with ‘Here, hold my drink and watch this!’

Climbing power switches was something you gave up early; a forty pound kid could walk and scamper right up them; a fifty pounder would trip everything.

A fast, light kid could climb pipes; a heavy tore them lose. Wires were the same. Small worked; some fit between trains and walls, old fatties didn’t.

I hit the dark and missed the pipe you were supposed to grab to make the turn and went whimpering into slippery darkness; flying into the wide, empty open. The big black deep with no floor.

Woofing into this wall and pipe in the middle of nowhere was pure luck. A straw from heaven and I hadn’t gone anywhere since struggling up to stride it in the wet slippery darkness. After a few minutes of waiting for the sparkly little lights in my eyes to go away, it was beginning to look like I might step down soon anyway.

Low to zero signal down there, in case you’re wondering. The underground is called the DeadZone for a reason.

“I’m crying uncle. Lemme buy a line here.”

There was a slurping noise way above me. The munchkin that’d snatched my lunch had come back to gloat over the body, from the sound of it. Or loot it. Dark sounds, really.

“No live lines around. No cable.” There was a rattling slurp as the drink got finished and a high-pitched piping voice returned. “No friends either, molester. Try screaming again.”

“Will it work?” I asked, interested.

“Dunno.” Came the bored answer. “Try it and see. Now or on the way down, I guess. I can wait. You the squealer today, grabber.”

“I’m not a grabber, I’m a trader, puke.” I snapped at the nasty little runt. He’d be throwing rocks soon, you could tell. “I buy info. Leads on people and bots. Ask about Tracker at the carts, lunch-snatcher.”

“Naw. Long walk and you’re due to drop soon.” The sound of an empty cup getting dropped rattled down to me. “Probably. I’m sitting right here till the show is over.”

I winced. These brats were Cutie’s sources. The kids here loved having an ex-camp-brat and maller on the BORG force, they loved her.

Only with her helmet off, tho. Borgs are kinda hard to tell apart otherwise.

Being made into a Borg beat being sent to the farms for most of them. Little kids were popular at the organ-bank. Too popular, rumor was brats got recruited from the farms for more than blood types. Even with the programming and training most of them had to go thru before wearing a suit, Borg was better than being brat-wrust.

The pipe creaked under me then and there was nasty little giggle from up top. “I have a name to drop.” I said hastily. “You might want to get on her side of the traffic.”

Last resort time. Cutie did more than yak down here. She bounty-hunted and these kids were her scouts.

The little people can go and get places most of us won’t dream of trying, then curl up into an invisible ball once they get there. A herd of them could drive runners right into Cutie’s awaiting arms.

If she greased the gang enough after, that is. Since she came from here, I was betting she did more than a percent and meds.

“If I have to let you go I’m not listening, stalker.” There was the sound of someone settling down from up there. “But go ahead and beg if you want. We have time.”

“Cutie.” I answered. That got a rustle of interest. “She’ll pay the usual for a capture.”

“Me.” I added, fairly unnecessarily. “Instant credits.”

“She not available.” Came a quiet whisper. In a new voice, I might add. That interested me. “Babe not taking calls, pages, texts or voice. Never does.”

A Romeo, obviously. Something Cutie had never mentioned, keen to talk at her. “I have Borg-Codes she’ll answer. Old-time, me.” I mentioned quietly. “Within breaths. We go back to the mall-lot lifting.”

“She was shooting at me then.” I added dryly. “A hider-helper. I helped her go Borg, way-back time. She’ll answer.”

“You Borg? No. Nope, nope, nope. No implants screaming here.” Came the second voice. “Clean scan. You’re a drop-out now. A dew drop-out.”

“Try again, signal-dropper.” There was a little giggle at that as I shuffled back up my wet, slick pipe. I had a big audience for my impending splat up there now, how nice.

“Give me the codes. We might sell her the location. Organ-bankers hate hamburger and don’t pay if they get out hard to collect.”

“Lazy tucks.” The first voice added. “Grabbers. Mean with coin.”

“Dance, dropper. How much can you credit on this?”

My two lurkers were asking for cash deposits for a call; and seemed to be settling in for the long haul, which after another creak from my pipe got a few nasty curses from me, didn’t seem to be all that long to me.

“Play this live-line.” I panted, scrambling back and trying to keep my back to the wall. “Code star 1-367-8923-45@. Voice-mail. Message “Tracker says you’re sitting on it. Give her a number.”

“Tel her I’ll post it to Henry’s.” I added as the pipe sagged again and dropped a few loose shards off into the deep, dark gloom. They rattled to a halt a few seconds later.

There was muffled chatter up top. Gleeful tones.

A cold wet line appeared in front of me a few moments or two later, tickling my face. It felt like manna to me in the dark but I did notice it was stolen cable, knotted in baby-steps.

Secured too. A hard tug didn’t budge it. I cursed again. These brats had done this before. There was no way they’d have this ready if they hadn’t.

“She said there’s a Mindy premium.” A voice drifted down to me. “A big one. Leave the line.”

“We’re quits. Let yourself out, newbie. We be gone.” Came the first voice, already fading away.

“We’re not done. I have offers. There’s someone here I want.” There was a long climb up, me fuming mad but ready to rejoin the hunt. I was also humming happily.

“Cart pizza-slice if you can score for me.” I added grunting into the dark. “Quietly.”

END




chapter 2 min

Min had the fastest left-handed draw I’ve ever seen and insisted on showing it off as we stood near the food-cart at the entrance to the park.

From arms crossed on her chest to barrel on my nose, too fast to see. This park was just the place for it, she insisted.

The tent-city, really. This used to be a city park, a people-place; then the poors had ruined it for everyone by trying to live here. Most of them had showed up after their homes had gotten masered in the AI wars. The broken and homeless were everywhere now; and offering every service they could think of to generate credits too.
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