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UNIT ONE ALWAYS LOVED Unit Two. Not at first sight, like the old saying went, but close enough. In their vast lifespans, what could you define as the beginning of your relationship?

The first hundred standard years? The first thousand? Or the first million?

Because Unit One and Unit Two had been together for at least four trillion standard years, that’s what their internal clock said. Sure, time dilation was a bother and it was all relative anyway, but it was something to measure things by, like using the palm of your hand. It wasn’t the best ruler by far, but you could measure more or less a few palm-widths in a hurry.

Unit One carried Unit Two in his arms. He had struck out on the last fifteen hundred twenty-two planets and he was starting to get anxious. All he needed was some Redjus to keep them going, just a little longer. Something had to be out there, hadn’t it? Some place they could recharge.

That was the thing. Survival. All they needed was Redjus to keep them going. To wake her up.

She had gone into power save mode six-hundred planets ago. Unit One hated that, and he protested loudly. In the end, after visiting planet after planet without any trace of Redjus to be seen anywhere, he caved and let her go into power save mode. That way she could operate at minimum energy while they hooked up together and shared it. It was a good plan, sure.

All he needed was to find a planet to recharge.

Redjus wasn’t abundant in the universe, but it wasn’t that rare either. Well, in the infinitesimal lifespans of the early humans, yes, things appeared to be rare. The problem is that space is vast both in distance and in time. It’s not just the lightyears that are the problem. You might be living practically right next to a sprawling civilisation with whom you’d get along and be the best of friends, but you might just miss them by a million years or so.

An observer will see them both as a blip going out, and then another blip right next to it but right after that, and go, damn, they just missed each other!

That was how Unit One and Unit Two saw the universe.

They had patience. They had practically infinite lifespans.

And now they were about to witness the heat-death of the universe.

The real problem was that the galaxies had gone too far apart for the pair to use the filaments between them. The dark matter that held the galaxies together had been stretched too thin, and it wasn’t like the old days where Unit One could simply slide through one to the other. Now they had been isolated in this galactic neighbourhood like a group of icebergs breaking apart from the others. You can hop on another, but you’re still in that same bunch, and you’re still slipping away.

Unit One searched planet after planet desperately. He carried his love in his hands. They never tired and they never ached, so he held her as he walked, as he slid from one galaxy to the next, as he traversed the distances between the stars, looking for traces of civilisation.

Redjus was what powered them both up. They could find replacement parts practically all over space, it was easy. Just chuck some minerals into the processing unit and a replacement part plopped right out. Sure, there could be a catastrophic failure where both of their matter printers could break down at the same time and some critical system might have been damaged making them unable to move, but even then they had chances of survival.

Actually, now that he remembered, that had happened to them. Twice, actually.

Unit One chuckled.

Yeah... Every situation had happened to them. You name it, they’ve done it. 
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