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The Human Factor

 


Matu's hover-car zipped past the rest of the
traffic, easily outrunning everything except police vehicles. Speed
was his only consolation now. The thrill of it kept other thoughts
at bay. Not exactly dangerous anymore, the computer controlled
hover control systems saw to that, but the nearest thing you could
get legally. The communication sensor tingled to the left side of
his forehead. Message coming through, he transferred all of the
hover cars powers to auto. The image of his boss appeared just
before his eyes, blocking out the view of the traffic and the
heaven-scrapers of Albion City in front of him.

'Matu, this is Central, can you hear me OK?'
A more redundant question he couldn't imagine, he thought as he
turned down the volume on the communicator by making intricate
finger movements to the side of his face. The ugly mug of Kalpo
Graf sneered back at him.
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