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We Come in Pieces

Tech

Mission 1: Operation It's Your World, so Share It

A stupid mission. With a stupid, overly long title. And bringing peace, love, and video content to the civilized universe was equally as insipid.

Choosing a third-world planet like Synthra was even dumber, worsened by the fact that Commander Video and Tech actually had the nerve to crash on this post-nuclear dump.

Tech was truly grateful that no one of relevance could see him, star navigator third-class and super genius, probably the greatest Ingenian mind this side of the Elysium Galaxy, slushing through a desert night with a muscle boy Neophyte for a commander and some peon Synthra native leading the way. Goddamn dump wasn’t even equipped with a moon to help a fellow see where he was heading.

"Video, we've been traipsing around this stupid desert for hours. I say we abort this mission."

The Neophyte only smiled at Tech and continued walking. As casually as if it were day. Tech's state-of-the-art silver space suit was barely keeping his reproductive organs from freezing off, but this half-naked Neophyte seemed as bothered by the desert's low night temperatures as he was by common sense.

They finally stopped, the Synner several meters ahead of them and out of earshot. "Let's go back to the star cruiser, Video. I seriously doubt that this fool Synner has any intention of feeding us."

"Patience has its virtues, Techie."

"Patience my gluteus. You're supposed to be the stupid commander. Why did you let this... this Gluteus Surfer kidnap us?"

"Shut the hell up, alien pukes."

The Gluteus Surfer, his black pleathered back to Tech and Video, appeared to be having difficulty with his compass watch. Tech suspected that the Synner also had difficulty tying his boots and counting to three.

"Solomon has not kidnapped us." Video leaned over Tech, black eyes conspiratorial. "Did you not hear him when he said that he would help us complete our mission by taking us to the Presidential Palace?"

"As slaves, moron. As slaves."

"I am certain that the term slaves is only a Synnful colloquialism for friends."

"I don't know who's stupider." Tech jabbed a finger into Video's overly-muscled chest. "You for being so naive or me for signing onto your ship. Goddess, the things I do for money and staying out of prison."

Finished with his watch, the Gluteus Surfer swung an obscenely long, plastic weapon at Tech and Video. Liquidator he called it. Its impractical design was reminiscent of a primitive braid of rope. "Let's go." Even in the dark, Tech could tell this guy was ugly. "And tell your pet to be quiet."

"What pet?" Dipstick's dark, overly fleshy face glowed with confusion.

"Yeah, who do you think you're calling a pet, you Synner?" Tech wished the Synthra native would stop shinning that electro torch in their faces. "I'm from the planet Ingenia, so show some respect, plebe."

Fingerprints suddenly marring his lovely face, Tech briefly pondered if a bitch-slap was the method used for showing superiors respect on this planet. Commander Dipstick propped him up, so Tech didn't fall.

Tech pushed Video away, panic-stricken that the Gluteus Surfer might have permanently damaged his beautiful black and blue face. Blood. Goddess, the primate had actually broken his nose.
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Alien Puke

Tech

"Solomon, please explain what you mean by pet." Video held up his wrist like a broken wing. "I am afraid the binary language translator gem on my bio-wristband was damaged in the crash."

The Synner gave Tech and Video his back. "Keep your mouths shut and your feet moving, alien puke."

The Gluteus Surfer set the pace. Two obnoxiously huge liquidators were strapped to his too wide back, and his primitive electro torch barely cut through the desert night. Tech glanced at Commander Space Cadet. The Neophyte fool was actually humming.

"This is all your fault." Tech whipped out an anti-biotic tissue from his technician utility belt and massaged his nose. "If you weren't confusing me with all those dense instructions, I would've never lost concentration and hit that stupid garbage satellite. Then we wouldn't be stranded on this ridiculously dry planet with this idiot Gluteus Surfer—"

Tech’s superior, Ingenian artificially enhanced aura receptors felt it coming.

But the Synner was too fast for him to get out of harm's way while simultaneously shoving Video into his place.

They hit the cold sand hard. The Gluteus Surfer on top and Tech, oh so unfortunately, on the bottom. A cold, hard liquidator nozzle shoved against his delicate black and blue features. Goddess, the Synner was about to pull the trigger and extinguish the greatest Ingenian mind of Tech’s generation.

Instead Tech heard music. No, a voice. Commander Dipstick's voice, disgustingly warm and pleasant.

Tech's lungs expanded as the Gluteus Surfer lifted his fat, pleather clad body off of Tech’s perfectly proportioned, non-existent chest. Tech stumbled quickly to his feet, anxious to see the Neophyte get his gluteus beat.

"Solomon, this act of aggression is unnecessary."

The Synner's eyes glowed an evil titanium blue. "Who the hell do you think you are?"

"Why Commander Video."

The Gluteus Surfer responded with two primitive but impressive punches to Dipstick's fat head. With a target that big—who could miss? But this fool did. So the Synner tried crouching down and sweeping his foot under Video. Video jumped up, easily avoiding the Synner's big foot.

The Gluteus Surfer smiled darkly as if pleased by the challenge. His liquidators dropped to the sand with a muffled thump as he calmly stripped off his cobalt black pleather jacket, revealing a tank top tight enough to rival Video's reflective short-shorts. 

Tech did some quick probability calculations to assess the chances of these two losers fatally wounding one another, leaving him free to go back to the star cruiser and claim ownership, and then get the hell off this cesspool of a planet.

Tech's skull cap brain teaser prompted him that instead of watching these idiots smash one another, this might be his best chance to escape. So Tech ran for it. Dipstick could die alone.

Two microseconds later, Tech was on his stomach eating crunchy sand.

"My friend is hurt."

"Just like you're about to be."

Tech cursed the heavens. He would trip over the one rock in this entire, stupid Synnful desert.

The Gluteus Surfer swung a heavy foot at Dipstick's face and missed. Tech didn’t understand why the Synner didn’t just use his weapons and liquidate the Neophyte.

"Solomon," Video continued dodging. "why are you treating us in such a manner?"

"I found you, puke. You're mine now, and I can treat you any damn way I like."

Video's dark eyes lost their idiot gleam for a second. "And if there's time," the Gluteus Surfer said, dusting himself off. "I'll plunder your buried treasure before I sell you."

Tech’s gut started to growl. Not from hunger pangs or the Gluteus Surfer's pathetic performance. Tech’s binary language virus translator was telling him that Dipstick was saying something.  Something incredibly stupid.

"Friend Solomon, why take what we offer willingly?" Tech watched in horror as Dipstick bowed his fat, curly head. "We are ready to follow you now. Quietly."

Video turned his imbecilic grin on Tech.

"Techie, are your bodily functions still functioning?"

"No thanks to you. And it's Tech, you muscle head pacifist."

Video tried helping Tech up, but his navigator slapped his bloated hands away.

Let Dipstick try to bring Lightwave Ultra Video and peace to this pimple of a planet. Tech would sell these worms some Massive and Destructive technology on the sly. MAD technology will, of course, destroy them. Dipstick would have to go, too.  Technician Union By-law 7.

No witnesses.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​3

[image: ]




The Minister Supreme's Accountant

Petra

Dawn in the City of Chromenia. Petra could see everything from her tower’s tinted windows. Almost everything. Considering that space in Chromenia remained as scarce as natural resources, Petra should have been satisfied with the two spacious floors that she called home.

But when had she ever been satisfied?

All that was required of her was to head the last of Synthra's armed forces and make certain that no one assassinated President Milcom... but her. And, of course, there was the small matter of dealing with the aliens.
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