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Foreword by Gaelen Guymer


There are some things we see as universal constants, like death, taxes, and government secrecy. Nobody knows that better than Jake and Chearice, who have been adventuring across the omni-verse since 2018. Their latest adventure, Imposter, is another enthralling entry in John W. Partington’s Jake and Chearice series, which I had the pleasure of editing. I met Partington as an editor for the Stittsville Creative Writing Group, where he told me he liked the way I think and offered me a chance to edit his latest novel. It was a privilege to work with a writer who has such a clear, uncluttered vision of his narrative and who—most importantly—knows how to have fun.


For me, this was more than a project; it was a return to form. The world is whimsical and the characters are colourful, but above all, it’s plenty of good fun. I’ve edited dozens of works for fresh new students and professionals. None of them kept me turning pages like this one. The humour is sharp and unrelenting—even the darkest moments made me laugh—and the story itself is satisfying and rewarding, never once apologising for its bombastic tone and witty commentary. Whether you’re old and grizzled or bright-eyed and bushy-tailed, anyone who enjoys reading can pick up this book and remember what a joy fiction can be.

I’m proud to have taken part in maintaining the comedy, creativity, and integrity that makes this book shine on the shelf. Undoubtedly, Partington’s greatest strength as a writer is his authentic perspective on the workings of the government and the military, which he uses to keep his stories grounded in the familiar bureaucracy we all know and chafe against. He owes this to the time he served in the Canadian Armed Forces. Since then, he’s put his gathered knowledge, experience, and heart into para-military speculative fiction stories that whisk their readers away from the troubles of reality, disbelief, and subtext.


As a child of war, I felt vindicated on this journey—not by sappy platitudes about what it means to serve your country but by a tale that injects dignity, comedy, and humanity back into the life of a former soldier. I have absolute confidence that Imposter, like the stories before it, is a much-needed escape for readers from all walks of life. Indeed, Partington reminds us that reading can be fun for anyone willing to suspend their disbelief and let go of the stuffy, elitist mentality that suffocates the readers of today.


In Partington’s omni-verse, things once strange and alien become familiar, and things once mundane become exciting. Afraid of cockroaches? What if one were human-sized and worked in the cubicle next to you? Live with a roommate? What if he were a bipedal cat and a damn good cook? Run into some trouble at work? Is the break room out of coffee or is another dimension threatening to invade? Ever wondered whether your cell phone is listening to you? You just might be right! But the weird and the wild won’t leave you beguiled: in the end, it’s all just government.


If you’re just joining Jake and Chearice for the first time, buckle up for some eclectic, mythological science-fiction squeezed into the mould of an everyday office comedy. If you’re a returning reader, you may think you know what you’re in for, but rest assured, you’re about to see a side of Jake Sloan you’ve never seen before. Imposter adds a new layer of intrigue to the Jake and Chearice formula, captured by its complex plot and themes of identity and relationships. If you miss the fun you had with cartoons and comic strips as a kid, you’ll love this pan-dimensional comedy adventure—and believe me, this one is definitely worth a second read.



Author’s Note

If some of the concepts in this book don’t make sense to you, I suggest reading the other books in the series first. I’m not trying to be a jerk and generate sales, but to me this is the real life adventures of my heroes. They are not performing for an audience who needs constant updating on familiar knowledge. The preferred order of reading is Cell Phone Conspiracy, Lightspeed, Mouse of Mu3 (prequal), Homecoming, and then Imposter. If after reading those five books you’re still the dark about things you can send me an email at my website.

Part One

Chapter One – Another Day at Work

“Jake, I’ve got a mission for you,” Tyson, an eight-foot-tall sasquatch wearing a paisley tie and nothing else, said from the entrance of Jake’s cubicle.

“Really?” Jake replied. He continued to type a report without looking up. “Usually, you come to me with a problem that leads me into a rabbit hole of death. Saying it’s a mission outright is a little ominous.”

“Alright.” Tyson stretched. “I’ve got a problem I need you to solve. I need you to deliver a dossier package to Alpha-Twenty.”

“Don’t we have couriers for that?”

“It’s a classified package.”

“Don’t we have secure couriers for that?”

“It’s a top-secret, classified, clandestine package,” Tyson lowered his voice to a whisper.

“All right. Doesn’t DIDA Military have a black ops division?”

“Not that I know of,” Tyson replied.

“You mean we steal babies from their parents and turn those kids into killing machines, but we don’t have black ops teams?”

“Okay, you’ve got to let it go, Jake. Yes, you were kidnapped as a baby and genetically and psychologically altered, but that was a quarter century ago. None of the people involved in that experiment are around anymore, and we don’t do things that way.”

“Anymore,” Jake said.

“What?”

“We don’t do things that way anymore,” Jake repeated. “We used to be dick-heads, but now we are not.”

“Exactly,” Tyson agreed.

“How do we know? Maybe we’re just better at covering our tracks.”

“Let’s rewind,” Tyson suggested. “Here,” he picked up a slim briefcase from the floor and put it on Jake’s desk. “Take this to Alpha-Twenty. Do not open it. In this package,” Tyson handed Jake an envelope, “are your instructions on whom to give the dossier to once you get to Alpha-Twenty.”

“Why me?” Jake took the envelope and briefcase.

“You were requested,” Tyson answered.

“By whom?”

“I don’t know. Word came down from above. It’s a simple mission. We have to send a trusted resource, that’s you, to drop off a briefcase. Nothing is going to go wrong. It’s a day’s trip. You’ll be back well in time for your wedding. That’s three weeks off. You can do one last mission.”

“Fine,” Jake agreed. “If I get trapped in a web of death, you get to explain it to Chearice.”

“Why are you such a pessimist? Nothing is going to go wrong. Stay in Alpha-Twenty for lunch if you want. It’s two hours out of your life.”

“Whatever,” Jake stood up with the briefcase and letter. “I’ll get this out of the way and then have lunch with my fiancée. If—”

“Agreed,” Tyson interrupted. “If you go into a ‘web of death’,” he made air quotes, “I’ll let Chearice know. She’ll save you and then life will go on as normal.”

“I’ve never had a normal life,” Jake said.

“But at least it’s been interesting. Now, go. Deliver the package.” Jake opened the instructions envelope and read the contents. It seemed fairly straight-forward. He was to port to Alpha-Twenty, deliver the briefcase to the High Regency in the capital city—conveniently where the only porter terminal in Alpha-Twenty was located—and then come home.

“All right,” Jake stood up and looked at his watch. “I’ll just grab a blaster from the armoury, say goodbye to Chearice, and then go.”

“What do you need an ERG blaster for?” Tyson asked.

“To blast things. It’s kind of inherent in the name.”

“You’re not going to need to blast things.”

“How about a mini-blaster? How many times have you said I didn’t need a weapon, and I needed a weapon?”

“We did this schtick before, Jake. You don’t need a weapon, but by rights you’re allowed to carry a small defensive sidearm. Go get yourself a pistol, but I doubt you’ll be allowed to carry it through Alpha-Twenty.”

“Hey buddy,” a giant cockroach waved as Jake was squeezing past Tyson to get out of the cubicle.

“Hey Xixs,” Jake raised his hand and high-fived the insect.

“Mission?” Xixs asked.

“Yup.”

“Do my ears deceive me, or did I hear that Jake is going on a mission?” A giant slug with a dozen tentacles leaned back in his office chair in the cubicle across from Jake. A dollop of slime oozed off the back of his head to glop on the floor.

“Yeah, Martin. I’m dropping off lunch to the High Regency of Alpha-Twenty,” Jake replied.

“I call twenty-seven,” the slug shouted.

“Martin,” Tyson chastised.

“Dude, sorry,” Martin apologised.

“Twenty-seven what?” Jake asked. Xixs, Martin, and Tyson all suddenly became interested in looking at the ground. “What?” Jake demanded.

“Uh, the body count you’ll rack up on your next mission,” Xixs mumbled.

“We kind of have an office pool going,” Martin added.

“It’s nothing personal,” Tyson said. “You just have a certain way about you. You attract chaos like shit attracts flies.”

“Are you talking about me?” a giant fly coming down the hall asked. She was about five-and-a-half feet tall and walked on her rear legs the same as Xixs.

“Stella,” Martin purred.

“No, Martin,” Stella turned to the slug. “I will not go on a date with you.”

“How about just sex?”

“Martin, Sentient Resources. Now,” Tyson ordered. “Tell them you’ve been charged with sexual harassment, again.”

“I wasn’t going to complain,” Stella said. “A girl likes to be appreciated.” She danced a little jig while waving three arms at her body.

“I was going there anyway,” Martin stood up and oozed out of his cube. “Something about pants.”

“You don’t wear pants,” Jake said. “You’re a slug.”

“I know,” Martin laughed. “But apparently it’s a rule that you can’t suggest sharing some woman’s pants while she’s still in them.”

“Martin,” Tyson sighed.

“No, nothing like that. She was wearing baggy pants and I said ‘there’s enough room for both of us if you want to try it.’ I was making small talk in the elevator. She took it totally out of context. That’s the problem with Sentient Resources. They need to loosen up and get laid so they can develop a sense of humour.”

“About this body count thing,” Jake redirected the conversation. “How long has it been going on?”

“Since you got back from Mars,” Tyson admitted.

“In our defence,” Stella said, “you went there for peace talks and ended up starting a pan-dimensional war costing billions of dollars and the lives of several thousand soldiers. That’s pretty impressive considering all you had to do was moderate a debate.”

“Dora,” Jake called to a giant, bipedal lizard in a safety vest who was walking by the intersection of the cubicles. “I’m going on a mission.”

“Excellent,” Dora smiled.

“How many people do you want me to kill?”

“Thirty-one,” Dora answered without hesitation.

“How is this a supportive work environment?” Jake asked Tyson.

“We recognise your unique aptitude for process-driven results in a dynamic and expressive manner, which improves esprit de corps amongst your colleagues as you set a leadership example,” Tyson answered.

“That’s so much bullshit my ass is jealous. I’m going to kill twenty people only, just to piss you all off.”

“Thank you, Jake,” Stella said.

“Why?”

“My headcount is twenty.”

“What is the pool at?” Jake asked.

“It’s twenty bucks to enter,” Xixs said.

“So just over a thousand dollars,” Tyson added. “We limited the pool to Program Monitoring and Enforcement Branch. Not everybody participated, but most did. You’ve got a good reputation.”

“I’m going over to Communications and Engagement to see Chearice. When I get back, I want to see the pool board. I happen to have a spare twenty dollars. I want to see what numbers are left.”

“Let’s go dude,” Martin patted Jake on the back, leaving a trail of slime. “Sentient Resources offices are on the way. I can practice my witty banter with you in the elevator.”

By the time Jake got off the elevator, he was ready to charge Martin with sexual harassment as well. Instead, he said goodbye and breathed a sigh of relief when the elevator doors shut on Martin. He walked through the Communications and Engagement section of the Department of Inter-Dimensional Affairs, and then he caught the faint scent of vanilla. He turned around just in time to see Chearice walk past an intersection. She stopped, turned back, saw Jake, and then walked toward him.

“I thought I smelled the faint scent of gun oil and sweat,” Chearice kissed him on the cheek.

“Your vanilla smell is stronger,” Jake said.

“I’m ovulating,” Chearice answered. “I get a little musky.”

“Count me in,” Jake replied.

“What’s with the briefcase?”

“Mission to Alpha-Twenty,” Jake answered. “If I’m not back in two days, gather a team and come find me.”

“Seriously?”

“It’s only supposed to take two hours, so if I’m gone longer than six you’ll know something fucked up.”

“I’d go to hell and back for you,” Chearice said.

“And I for you. I just have to go to the armoury for a pistol and I’ll be heading out.”

“Don’t go above seventeen,” Chearice cautioned. “I could use a grand, but counted on any new assignment being peaceful this close to our wedding. Do not get shot anywhere vital. Flesh wounds only.”

“You’re in this stupid pool too?”

“Tyson invited me because we’re getting married. He’s a good friend.” Chearice kissed Jake under the jaw and then swatted him on his bottom. “Get on your way. I’ve got work to do. See you tonight at my place?”

“Absolutely.”

“Be well hydrated,” Chearice gave him another quick peck, and then walked away. Jake admired the way she walked, swaying to music only she heard but also with a lethal grace that only a Corbellian could pull off.

“Hey Jake,” a giant praying mantis tapped him on the shoulder.

“Hey Dawn,” Jake smiled at Chearice’s manager.

“Are you registered anywhere? I got a wedding gift I know Chearice will like, but I don’t have anything for you. It’s the way of my people. Individual gifts instead of couple gifts because our men don’t have long life expectancies once married. We like them to enjoy what little time they have.”

“I could use some warm socks,” Jake admitted.

“Socks, for a wedding gift?”

“Like, six pairs. That would be good.”

“Socks,” Dawn shook her head and walked away. Jake left the floor and took a long elevator ride to the sub-basement with the armoury and porter terminals. A Dwarf Jake didn’t recognise looked up from the armoury counter.

“Mr. Sloan, I wondered when you might arrive,” the Dwarf said. “I’m Christoff, the new Quartermaster. Will you be needing armour and a weapon, or just a piece?”

“A pistol would be fine, only for defence,” Jake said.

“Are we talking a lot of defence, like a ten-millimetre machine-pistol? Or a little defence like a twenty-two automatic?”

“Can I get a mini-blaster?”

“Nope. Tyson sent your mission parameters. He specified nothing was going to happen and you’re exaggerating the need for a gun. I think I have the right thing for you.” The Dwarf went through some doors behind the counter and came out carrying a small case. He opened the case for Jake to see a pistol unlike any he had ever seen before. “It’s a Sting-Five needle gun. It fires a three-millimetre caseless flechette at about five times the speed of sound. Very fast, very strong, high penetration. It uses a helical magazine, so you have one hundred and fifty rounds. On automatic it can punch through the engine block on a tank within six of the little arrows. They only made fifty of these guns. They were considered too powerful for commercial use.”

“How did you get it?” Jake asked.

“Do I tell you how to do your job?” Christoff asked. “My job is to outfit you with the best equipment I can find. The mission, according to the parameters, doesn’t really need a gun. That means you need a big gun or lots of bullets. With this, you get both.”

“Thanks,” Jake started to put on the shoulder holster.

“Sign first,” Christoff held out a clipboard with several hundred lines.

“I have to sign for each bullet?” Jake asked.

“Four hundred and fifty of them if you want to count, plus three magazines, the gun itself, the shoulder holster, and the case with cleaning kit.”

“Why don’t you just put ‘fully loaded magazine’ and make it three items?”

“We have to account for each bullet you fire. This makes it easier. Bullets come out of the supply budget, and once we exceed our threshold nobody else gets any bullets. This, my friend, is accuracy.”

“Sure, accuracy,” Jake finished signing the form and handed back the clipboard. “Keep the case. It’s not going to be needed because I’m not taking the weapon off.”

“Right,” the Dwarf put the case under the counter and started to stroke his scraggly beard. “I can’t remember the last time I was in Alpha-Twenty. I think it must have been about a hundred and fifty years ago or more. There’s something weird about the sun there, but I can’t remember what. All I can tell you is don’t go outside. Why? I don’t remember, but it’s important.”

“Stay inside, got it,” Jake answered as he put on his jacket, picked up the mission briefcase, and then started toward the porter station.

The porter station was unremarkable. It wasn’t the mass porter used to move large military units. It was a room off to the side of the mass porters, looking like nothing more than a cloak room with a large alcove and a control terminal. There wasn’t even a technician to run the porter. With only one access point to Alpha-Twenty, it wasn’t necessary.

Jake went up to the terminal and pressed a button. The screen blipped to life with boiler plate about how it was a single use porter and could only give access to limited locations. There was a command prompt asking for the destination dimension. Jake punched in A-20 and pressed the enter key.

“Destination accepted,” a mechanical voice chimed. “Please step into the porter alcove within ten seconds… nine… eight….” Jake stopped listening to the countdown as he stepped onto the porter pad. The machine reached zero, then there was a slight distortion, known as the “fishbowl effect”, and then Jake was standing in a different room, in a different dimension.

“Name?” a technician—accompanied by a guard—asked. They both had human-shaped bodies, but Jake couldn’t identify them because they were covered head to foot in dense uniforms including face masks.

“Jake Sloan,” Jake answered.

“We’ve been expecting you Mr. Sloan,” the guard said. “Please follow me. I have orders to take you to His Excellency.”

“Lead on,” Jake said. The guard looked at a scanner as Jake stepped off the porter pad.

“Pistol and cell phone,” the guard pointed to Jake’s armpit. “You can’t see His Excellency while packing heat. Not even the guards. You can lock them up here.” The guard pointed to a set of cubbies with thumbprint locks. Jake didn’t like the idea of being unarmed, but he complied by putting his pistol and cell phone in the locker and then thumbed it to engage the lock.

“Who are you at war with?” Jake asked as he made sure the door was secure.

“Nobody,” the guard admitted. “It’s just standard practice not to let strangers run around loose with weapons and communications. It’s a precaution, nothing more. This way please.” The guard led Jake along a twisting trail of hallways which were devoid of any sort of art or other unique features which could be used to landmark a route back to the porter.

“Is it standard procedure to try to confuse guests about where they are?” Jake asked.

“You’ve done this before,” the guard said.

“It’s not my first rodeo.”

“We’re almost there. Have you been counting twists and turns?”

“I stopped after ten,” Jake admitted.

“We’re here,” the guard opened a nondescript double door in the side of the hall. He waved Jake in and then followed. The inside of the room was as large and gaudy as a cathedral. There were dozens of art pieces, bookcases full of tomes reaching all the way to the ceiling, and heavily stained-glass windows which—while pretty—let in very little light. The bulk of the light was provided by incandescent wall sconces which flickered with enough regularity to look like candles.

“Jake Sloan from DIDA to see His Excellency,” the guard told a woman sitting at a desk near another set of massive double doors. Jake made his way to the desk, looking at the art as he did so.

“Is that a replica of the Sistine Chapel?” Jake pointed at the ceiling.

“Good eye Mr. Sloan,” the woman said. She was dressed in a full business suit including gloves and a hood. A mask concealed her features.

“He has no weapons,” the guard said.

“Please go ahead,” the administrator said as she pressed a button under her desk. A small panel opened in one of the double doors. Jake walked through, and the panel closed behind him. He was in a long hallway leading to another set of doors about fifty feet away.

“Please go through the next set of doors,” the receptionist’s voice came over a speaker in the hall. “Go straight in, Mr. Sloan. There’s nothing to worry about.” Jake walked the fifty feet consciously aware of the vast ‘nothing’ that he was not supposed to worry about. The hallway was as well-decorated as the reception hall, with a statue on each side every ten feet.

The statues were of men and women, engaged in everyday activities, but all were heavily scarred on their faces and bodies. Jake wasn’t fooled as he felt the eyes of hidden cameras in the statues follow him, and knew the panels on each side of a statue contained death.

When Jake reached the far door, he knocked and then entered. Inside was a windowless, round room with no features other than a desk, behind which sat a man in a suit. He was wearing a full face mask and gloves, like everybody else Jake had seen. There was a visitor chair, and nothing else in the room.

“Good day, Mr. Sloan,” the man said.

“Your Excellency?” Jake asked.

“A formal title,” the man laughed. “It doesn’t mean much outside this chamber. Basically, I get to take shit from everybody for everything that has gone wrong. Have a seat. You have my briefcase? This will only take a minute.” Jake placed the briefcase on the desk and then sat in the visitor chair. The lights flickered and then went out.

“Give it a second,” His Excellency said out of the darkness. Jake felt slightly disoriented, but after a few moments the lights flicked back on. “That’s the problem with Alpha-Twenty. Unstable power grid, but because there are more important places to have power, hospitals for example, we do without at the central palace.”

“Why is your grid so unstable?” Jake asked out of curiosity.

“We have an exceptionally active sun. Lots of solar flares. If you stick around long enough, you’ll have skin cancer, even this deep beneath the surface. All the light we have down here is artificial, even the sky lights. It makes it tranquil. We have effective cancer treatments, but best not to keep you too long. Just let me check.” His Excellency opened the briefcase, lifting the lid so that Jake could not see the contents. There was the shuffling of papers, a few muttered comments, and then the lid snapped shut.

“All in order, Mr. Sloan,” His Excellency said. “You have my thanks. You are free to go, or stay for lunch if you like.”

“I’d rather not get skin cancer,” Jake said as he stood up.

“Understood, but it looks like you’ve already started a lesion,” he pointed at Jake’s right wrist. “Have my assistant give you some gloves. It’ll heal the wound, but might leave a scar.”

“Thank you,” Jake headed toward the door.

“Good luck on your next mission, whatever it is. Have a good day, Jake.”

Jake walked the fifty feet back down the hall, pausing to look at the statues. They weren’t an artist’s rendition of a hard life, Jake realised, they were likely real-life portraits of Alpha-Twenty without masks and gloves.

“I need a pair of gloves,” Jake said, once back in the opulent reception hall.

“There was a particularly nasty flare,” the administrator said. “Our magnetosphere is about two percent weaker than other Earths’. You hope, coming here, that the two percent won’t matter but in your case it did. Maybe you should buy a lottery ticket when you get home.”

“Thanks,” Jake took the gloves and put one on his injured hand. The hand got hot and then cooled as whatever the glove was doing started to happen.

“With that light a wound it should be good within the hour.”

“This way, Mr. Sloan,” the guard motioned to the door. Jake was led back by a more direct route.

Once in the porter station, Jake thumbed the lock for his gun and phone, and then stood on the porter.

“Send me home,” Jake smiled. A fishbowl later Jake was standing in the basement of DIDA headquarters.

After returning the pistol, Jake made his way back to his cubicle. It was lunchtime; there were few people at their desks. “Press the any key,” he laughed at his computer. Nothing happened. “Press the any key,” Jake said again with a lighter laugh.

“Dude, biometrics a week ago. You forget?” Martin called from his cube.

“Right, old habit.” Jake pressed a finger on a square pad on the corner of his laptop. The screen blipped to life.

“Apparently,” Martin continued, “some people were using excessive profanity to activate their machines. It was starting to get insulting.”

“Jake I’ve got a problem for you,” Tyson came into the cubicle.

“Of course, it’s Tuesday,” Jake replied.

“Are you done?”

“Are you going to ask how the mission went?”

“How did your mission go?” Tyson asked.

“It wasn’t much of a mission. I went to Alpha-Twenty, dropped the case with His Excellency, and got a sunburn while underground where there were no windows.” Jake stripped off the glove on his wounded hand. There was a scar which looked like dried glue, melted around the edges. “I didn’t even have to kill anybody. What’s your problem?”

“Unknown intrusion into Omicron-Twelve,” Tyson said. “We’ve been getting satellite reports of fishbowls around sites of cell phone strongholds. Someone has to investigate, and you’re the expert on cell phones. If anybody can figure out what’s going on it’ll be you.”

“It’s probably just Lupine or survivors from the Nygaard invasion,” Jake said.

“Nevertheless, we need it checked out,” Tyson said. “Assemble a team and get to work. It’s a quarantine dimension. If there are invaders trying to get hold of cell phone technology, we need to know.”

“Whom can I have on my team?”

“Whomever you want.”

“I’ll take Xixs and Chearice.”

“What about, ‘Rocket Slug’!” Martin shouted.

“Still got the jetpack?” Jake replied.

“Of course.”

“Rocket Slug, too.”

“Chearice is back over at Communications and Policy,” Tyson said.

“But she has an in-depth knowledge of the cell phone conspiracy at the same level as mine,” Jake said. “She’s an expert too. Give Dawn a call. I’m sure she can spare Chearice for a day.” Jake put the glove back on. “I want this to fully heal.” Jake pulled out his cell phone and dialled a number. The phone made an odd, squelching noise and then went dead. It belched acrid smoke out of the charge port. Jake removed the data card then dropped the phone in the garbage.

“Whom are you trying to call?” Tyson asked.

“Varness,” Jake answered. “It’d speed up the process to get confirmation on Lupine involvement.” Jake punched a number into his desk phone.

“You know the number by heart?” Tyson asked.

“We’ve saved each other’s bacon a couple of times. He was the only one who believed me about the Nygaard. That’s loyalty.”

“You’ve really got to learn to let things go, Jake.”

“I’ll take that under advisement,” Jake replied.

“Hello,” a gruff voice sounded in the receiver.

“Varness, how’s my favourite wolf in human clothing?” Jake asked.

“Jake, my friend,” Varness answered. “It’s good to hear from you. I presume this means you are back from Mars. How was your trip?”

“Long and slow, just as it should be with a woman.”

“Ha. That’s not the Jake I know. This one has a sense of humour. I like it. What can I do for you, my friend?”

“Have Lupine been sending exploration teams to Omicron-Twelve?”

“Sabre-Claw has not. I can’t speak for the other tribes, but I don’t believe so. We were not invited to play if that were the case. Omicron-Twelve is in quarantine pending DIDA,” Varness paused. “Pending DIDA whatever-it-is-you-do.”

“Thanks, Varness. That’s what I thought, but a phone call to a trusted friend is better than a blaster in the dark.”

“Yes, my friend, you are wise in your counsel. Preparations are going well?”

“As well as can be expected. I have to go, Varness. See you at the wedding.”

“Goodbye, my friend.”

“T-Dog, I’m going home,” Jake shouted as he stood up. “If I’m on mission tomorrow, I want to get some rest. Xixs, Martin, five in the morning at the armoury.”

“Sure thing,” Xixs called from his cube.

“I prefer my callsign, Rocket Slug,” Martin said.

“Who is T-Dog?” someone from a neighbouring cube muttered.


Chapter Two – Omicron-Twelve

“I thought you were coming over last night?” Chearice asked at the armoury the next morning.

“Oh, I was doing mission research and lost track of time,” Jake answered.

“Your fiancée invites you over for the evening, and you lose track of time? That doesn’t sound like you. What’s up?”

“It’s this mission,” Jake said, and then lowered his voice to a whisper. “If someone is breaking into Omicron-Twelve they might be trying to replicate transcendence. One benevolent god is okay, but what if the next one isn’t benevolent?”

“We’ll take care of it. We always do.”

“Do my ears detect the sweet cooing of nothing?” Martin oozed out of the armoury with four rifles of various designs being carried by eight tentacles.

“Couldn’t take another weapon?” Jake asked.

“Rocket Slug isn’t going to die for lack of firing back, but I got to have two pincers free to control the jet pack. I’ve been practicing my flight patterns. I’m getting pretty good.”

Xixs walked out carrying three pistols, and a bandolier of ammunition. Jake noticed he had the needle gun and two large calibre pistols. Juno Strange followed Xixs, wearing full battle armour and carrying an ERG blaster.

“I assume,” Juno started, “That my boss forgot to give me the memo we were on point this morning. Xixs asked me about it yesterday.”

“Sorry,” Jake said. “I got a little distracted.”

“Good morning distracted,” the lizard with a shock of blue hair smiled at Chearice.

“Not me. He was doing mission research. I’m glad we’ll have a medical expert with us. I hope the change from co-op student to employee was handled well.” Chearice went into the armoury for her weapons and armour.

“Cold shoulder?” Xixs asked.

“A bit,” Jake admitted. “We had plans for last night, and I forgot. Distracted.”

“She’ll get over it,” Juno said as she slapped Jake on the shoulder.

“Your turn,” Chearice patted Jake on the cheek a few minutes later. She had on her armour and an ERG blaster. Jake went into the armoury.

“Good morning,” Christoff said as he placed a bundle of armour, combat webbing, and a rifle case on the counter. “Standard ballistic armour, as you favour. Combat web with all the bells and whistles, including four grenades, and your rifle.”
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