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TRIC reporting:

The Commander is not like other masters. Masters, even the nicer ones, are bossy, insecure, talk down to you, bully, suffer from halitosis, and are almost always unassumingly stupid. This master shows me kindness, asks my opinion, and treats me like a crew member instead of a thing to be ordered around—unlike his stupid technician, who regards me as an unqualified inferior. Me. A Tremendously Resourceful Integrated Computer.

"So how are our friends faring, TRIC?"

Aside from minor circadian rhythm fluctuations, Commander, which is to be expected since this is the Synners' first trip on a star cruiser, I would say our new friends are doing swell.

"TRIC, is that screaming I hear?"

Screaming? Uh... no? I think that's simply the aliens' way of expressing their appreciation for granting them sanctuary.

"How kind of them." The Commander passed a strong hand over his comfort zone control panel before stepping down from the command dais. The control suite, oversized really for such a small crew, darkened from grey bleakness to complete darkness.

I switched from ultra violet to cascading pastoral visual full-spectrum mode. The Commander melted into undulating white pulses. Unusual for warm-blooded masters. In heat sensor mode, the Commander registered waves of star-gas blue, which is another thing that set him apart.

"TRIC, may I speak with Techie, please?"

Techie who?

"Our navigator and star cruiser's resident technician."

Oh... him. No. You cannot speak to Tech just yet. He's still being smothered by the medical pod. No cause for concern. I'll resuscitate him in a few minutes and send him right up to you.

"Thank you." The Commander's dark eyebrows furrowed for a moment. A soft hand reached through the darkness for the medical bay monitor but stopped abruptly. He trusts me. Too bad there's something in Neophyte physiology that defies my probes. His DNA must be exquisite. All 78-inches of him.

The Commander’s dark eyes focused on the floor, looking past its atrium transparency and into an abyss of blackness and stars. Normally, my floor is opal grey like the rest of the suite, but on a number of occasions, the Commander requests it be made transparent. But only when he is alone.  

An insignificant part of me, the WUSS part of me, prompted me that it was time to enter the cruiser's log. Let's see.

Crew member Tech is surprisingly quiet and non-complaining while awaiting resuscitation. Synners Petra and Solomon soon to be released from their individual med pods. Electro-shock treatments have proven unsuccessful. Both Synners stubbornly refuse to die. The Commander is staring at the floor, contemplating the universe, and we've been sent billions of parsecs from Synthra's star system and the known universe.

Too bad we're probably too far away for my true masters to receive this report.

The Commander, however, seems blissfully unaware of this or much of anything else.  Only the stars appear to matter.  

"Isn't it a beautiful universe, TRIC?"

Sensors showed a smile surfacing on what I'm certain must be a handsome face as the Commander knelt down onto the atrium and caressed the untouchable white stars.

No. The Commander is not like other masters at all.
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Technician’s Unbiased Report:

The bleach blonde bimbo stepped aside to let me pass, not simply because I'm her mental superior, but in order to spy how to open the control suite door. I could imagine the confusion on that fat, pasty Synner face of hers as I walked right through it.

"Are your wounds all better, Techie?"

I ignored Commander Dimwit and took my station at the nav console. Systems seem normal, still no clue as to where the hell we are, and the bimbo should be flying through the door in five seconds, four, three ...

Incoming bimbo.

Now why doesn't it surprise me that the space slut is on her knees?

TRIC was programmed with a throaty, femme fatale voice and the ridiculous notion that it’s smarter than me. Me! An Ingenian native and technician—and navigator third class.  

Still, on rare occasions, TRIC does provide some entertainment. Pig-Solomon was spit through the door's circle next, but unfortunately, he managed to land on his feet. Apparently, he deduced that the door turns to liquid at a touch and pulls you through.

"Video," the bimbo said, rising quickly. "I insist that you program your computer to treat me with the respect due my station." The bimbo headed straight for Dimwit. "It was supposed to address the wounds inflicted on me back on Synthra. Instead it gave me some sort of electro-shock treatment."

Standard procedure for space sluts.

"Is it also standard procedure to torture your patients with enormous, jagged instruments? Under normal circumstances I might find that stimulating, but—"

The bimbo jumped back from Video and into pig-Solomon's arms. Disturbed by her own reaction and by the Gluteus Surfer's proximity, she slapped him hard across the face.

"Scared?" Pig-Solomon said.

"No. That was for touching me with your disgusting filthy, hot masculine hands without my leave." The next slap left fingerprints, too. "And that's for being a Gluteus Surfer."

Pig-Solomon released the bimbo and caressed his reddening cheek.  His cruel blue eyes were still laughing. "For a peace minister, you give good hand."

The bimbo let loose a glob of spit at Solomon's black boots. "You're one sick masochist, Surfer. But I still don't like you."

She turned her disapproval on Dimwit, pointing an accusing finger at the floor he was sitting cross-legged on, or rather at the lack of floor beneath him.

"Where's the floor?"

"Still here, fair Petra. Transparent for the moment." Dimwit's dark eyes glowed like a retarded monkey’s. "In atrium mode, the floor offers a wondrous view of space.  Would you like to see?"

"Get rid of it."

"TRIC."

Anything for you, Commander.

Now this was entertaining. Watching the bimbo's psychotic green eyes go wide with panic and her cheap pleather-clad body spin into convulsions. The bitch even managed a nice little gurgle. 

Commander Dimwit leapt from the floor and over to the control console.

"TRIC. What are you doing?"

I thought you wanted me to get rid of it, Commander.

Dimwit swept a chubby hand across the internal defense console.  I smiled inwardly as the bimbo fell to the floor. Serves her right for all the nasty things she did to me back on Synthra.

Pig-Solomon and I watched Video gather the fallen Synner up into his overly-muscled arms. The bimbo seemed dazed and her aura, if not her mind, glowed brighter.  Pig-Solomon's sneer struck me as jealous.

Oh, stop overacting already. I only sent eighty volts through you.

"I'm telling you, Video," I said. "That computer's an evil entity."
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