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A light flashed. A chime chirped. Nyx tried to ignore them and focus, but they kept flashing and chirping. She panted and moaned louder, trying to drown them out, but it was no use. The moment was ruined and her blissful escape was snatched from her grasp. She groaned and realized the way she was stretched out in her captain's chair really wasn't that comfortable after all.

The blue haired woman lifted her head when Nyx tapped on her shoulder to make her stop. She tilted it to the side before saying, "Grand Empress of the Skies, the Rebexa's scanner's have detected an unusually high concentration of fabricated alloys."

"Of course they have," the Grand Empress of the Skies sighed. She swung a leg up and over her android's head and sat up. "Grand Empress of the Skies, eh? Where'd you come up with that?"

"You mentioned it, once. I had assigned it a low probability but, as I have never used it, the probability grew enough so that I selected it."

"Yes, you did," she said. She sighed and pushed herself out of her captain's chair. "Bex, gravity on, thirty percent."

She felt the weight of gravity press down on her. She was pulled down to the floor and then hissed as her bare feet landed on the cold deck. "Why are the damn floors always cold, Bex? We talked about this. I've fixed the radiant heating in the plating and re-fixed it how many times now?"

"Seven, Captain Nyx," the computer's gentle feminine voice answered. "This will make eight, I believe there is a short in the junction at the bridge bulkhead."

"Fine, I'll fix it another time," Nyx grumbled as she hopped into the chair she spent most of her time at— the sensor station. "Z, grab my slippers, please."

"Yes, beautiful one," the android said as she stood and walked over to a sealed bin. She opened it and pulled the worn slippers out before closing the bin. She returned and knelt down to place the slippers in front of Nyx's feet.

"Thanks, Z, you're the best."

"You're welcome, milady," the android said and curtsied.

"All right, let's see here," Nyx said while checking the scans and looking through the results. "Wow... these are off the charts. Titanium, Cadmium, Tungsten, but what is this stuff?"

"I'm sorry, Captain, I do not know," the ship's computer responded.

Nyx smiled. "I know, it's okay, you didn't upset me."

"Good."

Nyx sighed and spun around in the chair. In the low gravity she lifted up and would have slid out of it if she hadn't grabbed the arms. She put her foot down and slowed herself before climbing into the pilot's chair. "All right, Rebexa, give me manual control, please."

"Of course, Captain, the ship is yours— I am yours."

"Damn right you are you sweet thing," Nyx said while taking control of the Rebexa and guiding it deeper into the asteroid field to where the sensors had detected the anomaly.

"Kinetic shielding holding, Captain."

"It better," Nyx mumbled. "It's not even due for PM for another week."

"I mentioned it due to the increased frequency of solid masses in our trajectory, Captain."

"Oh, well... thank you," Nyx said.

"You're welcome."

Nyx studied the screen in front of her and made adjustments to dodge the larger rocks and let the kinetic shields push the smaller rocks away. Soon she was able to see through the rubble to the source of her readings. "I'll be damned. Must be a couple rocks smashed together and broke apart," she mused. "Bex, can we pull that into the hold?"

"Negative, Captain, it's too large."

Nyx scowled and compared what she could see versus what her scanners told her. "What is this? Part of a ship or a station, maybe? Encased in rock it must have been a station," she mused. "Scanners confirm it's intact, if a bit beat up. No life signs and no environmental signs, but structurally, it's sound. All right, looks like you get to watch me, Zelda."

"I like watching you, my love."

"I meant outside. It's spacewalking time to see what I can chop apart and bring aboard," Nyx said as she walked past the android and to the closet containing her space suit. "Oh, and clean your face off, you look like you got sprayed with lubricant."

"I did, Mistress," the android pointed out.

Nyx chuckled, "I didn't mean my lubricant! Ah Z, you're too much some times. I'm also thinking it might be time to lessen the need for pet names."

"Anything you desire, Captain."

The captain of the Rebexa kicked off her slippers and slipped into her space suit. She zipped it up and double checked the seals before pulling her helmet on and powering it up. Self-diagnostics ran and displayed on her HUD. "Finally, something that works right around her," she said when all systems returned green. "I've got enough air for eight hours before my recyclers kick in. Z, remind me if I get lost."

"Yes, Angel."

Nyx winced. "Yeah, I definitely need to make some updates to that program."

She made her way past the bulkhead that separated the Rebexa's bridge from the rest of the spaceship. With gravity set at a one half G her often modified space suit was only a little stifling. Outside of the bridge the crew quarters, lounge, and the infirmary of the Rebexa consisted of a metal grate catwalk with a ladder that went up and down one level in either direction. The walls were intended to be solid and contained doors into cabins, but virtually every one had at least one panel removed to expose wiring and internals. The pressurized doors into each cabin were pointless with the state of repair the ship was in. Nyx's cabin was the closest to the bridge, of course, and the only one that she maintained full integrity on in case of emergency. The rest were used for storage.

Another bulkhead with an airlock led to the cargo bay of the Rebexa. It stretched thirty meters long and expanded the Rebexa's silhouette like a pregnant belly. Beyond the cargo bay the ship's struggling power core and outdated fusion reactor hummed along like two old maids bitching about how their joints ached when they tried to get out of their bunks in the morning.

Nyx didn't need engineering though, she walked down the steps to the floor of the hold and turned to the control panel for the bay doors in the bottom of the hold. "Bex, suck the air out of the cargo hold."

"Immediately, Captain," the computer responded.

The ship's fans hummed as they chopped at the air and sucked it through the compressors and into pressurized holding tanks. In seconds she couldn't hear them anymore but the vibration of them running ran through the deck beneath her feet. She sighed inside her helmet. One of them, if not more, weren't vibrating right. She'd have to fix that soon.

With the air in the hold all but gone Nyx stepped into a shoulder harness that contained thrusters for movement. Zelda detached her wig of blue hair and placed it on stairs. She walked over to the cage containing the jetpacks and pulled the other one on, drawing Nyx's attention. Nyx noted the bald head and smiled at the beautiful android. She took in her full breasts and beautiful sweeping curves of her abdomen and hips. "Business, Nyx. Pleasure later."

Zelda stared at her and smiled without showing her teeth. The vacuum in the hold required the android to keep her mouth closed. All of her orifices had to be sealed when she went out into a vacuum to insure the biotech inside of her body was not damaged by the negative pressure and extreme cold.

"Bex, open the cargo bay doors," Nyx said over her channel to the ship.

"Opening now, Captain."

A clunk signaled the opening of the bay doors. They rotated out until the ship shuddered. The port-side door was a few degrees short of full extension. Nyx shook her head and stepped closer to the opening. Below the Rebexa was her exposed treasure, less than twenty meters away.

"Z, you ready?"

"My wishes are your wishes, Nyx."

"I like that," Nyx whispered to herself. "Bex, kill the kinetic shields protecting the Rebexa's belly until we're clear, please."

"Killing with extreme prejudice, Captain."

Nyx grinned and leaned forward and let herself fall through the open bay door. As soon as she was below the ship the artificial gravity field ended. She nudged her thruster's controls as she fell, lining her up and then let inertia do the rest.

"Resurrecting kinetic shielding," the ship's computer alerted her.

"I need to build you some lips so I can kiss you," Nyx responded and then feathered her thrusters to bring her in to a soft landing on the white metal of the... wreckage?

Nyx engaged her magnetic boots and knelt down. She moved across the surface slowly, searching through the cosmic dust until she came to the seam of a square hatch that measured a little over a meter from one side to the other. "What are you?" she wondered aloud. "Wreckage? An escape pod? Part of a station... or the entire station?"

The flotsam did not answer.

Lacking any data ports or control modules to interface with, Nyx pulled a crowbar out of a sheathe on her thigh. She moved slowly and worked the narrow end of the bar into the crevice. She took a better position and increased the power of the magnetic coils on her boots before putting her weight into it. All forty seven kilos, plus the suit, failed to budge the door. Nyx moved the pry bar to a different side and tried again. She failed just as unimpressively.

"Z, get your tits down here, I need help."

"My tits are happy to serve you, Honey."

"Yeah they are," Nyx grinned and made room for the android to land beside her. "Let's see if we can work this thing loose."

Zelda moved beside her and reached out to grab the bar. Nyx marveled at the lights from the Rebexa shining on the nude android. The tiny molecules of air that had clung to her artificial skin had turned to frost and made her glisten in the vacuum. "Sometimes I really wish you were a real girl, Z."

Zelda turned her head to look at Nyx. Her mouth didn't move but her voice came across the comm-channel as though it had. "If I were I wouldn't be very pretty right now, Turtle Dove."

"Turtle Dove?" Nyx laughed. "I meant... well, it doesn't matter what I meant. If you were real then I'd have never talked to you in the first place. Let's get this door open instead of wasting air wishing for the stars."

"I am ready when you are, My Queen."

Nyx made a final adjustment to her stance and said, "One...two...three...lif— oh! Z, you're the best!"

Zelda responded with a close-lipped smile before kneeling down and grabbing onto the exposed edge of the hatch. She pulled up on it, raising it slowly for two seconds before the hatch flung open and a blast of ancient atmosphere gushed out into space.

"Z!" Nyx howled. Zelda was tumbling through space, blown free by the explosive decompression. Nyx twisted so she could track her trajectory, highlighting her in her suit so her only companion wasn't lost to the void. Zelda's thrusters fired, sending a blue-white glow into the space behind her as they slowed her spin and brought her to a halt.

"I'm still functional, Captain," Z said. "I do seem to have suffered damages, however. I will return shortly."

Nyx looked down and saw the hatch hadn't blown free. It was attached by an arm on some sort of hinge unlike anything she'd ever seen before. Nyx saw she still had the pry bar in her hand too. Zelda had let go of it so she wouldn't pull Nyx with her.

Nyx blinked back tears. Her bot had thought to save Nyx's life even as her own was in danger. She tucked the tool away and blinked repeatedly to keep from shedding any tears. Having them on her cheeks would be annoying but if any managed to break free and float around in her helmet and end up on her faceplate... ugh!

Nyx turned away and saw Z's bare foot still attached to the hull of whatever it was she was standing on. Her lower leg had popped off at the knee. Nyx gawked at the disembodied limb for a moment and had to blink some more. Stupid android was injured and still she'd saved Nyx. Sure, it was all programming but still... She cleared her throat and said, "Return to the Rebexa's hold. Bex, drop the shield and let her in."

"Yes, Captain," both the android and ship's computer said at the same time.

"I'll bring your leg back as soon as I'm done."

"Thank you, Captain."

Nyx smiled and focused on lightening the mood after the intense moment. She needed that right now. "Oh, so it's Captain now?"

"It seemed fitting in a time of stress."

"You're stressed? You're an android, you don’t get stressed. Possibly overwhelmed with calculations, but I doubt that given the biotic processor you've got."

"I meant a high stress situation for you, Captain. We are over fifty light years from your birth system and two jumps from a human controller solar system. You are alone, Captain, and have no social interaction with any of the thousands of alien species in the universe, let alone a fellow human. Also as a point of fact, you are the only life form in this system that we've been able to find and you've just discovered signs of an ancient, unrecognized, technology. I have been damaged, adding to your workload on top of the many repairs needed on the Rebexa. All of these factors lead me to believe you might be enduring higher levels of stress than normal."

"Wow, you don't pull any punches," Nyx muttered. So much for lightening the mood. Fine, if Zelda was going to go there... Complex or not, she was still just a sex-bot-turned-everyday-companion, "You forgot to add I'm behind on my payment to Tazz for the Rebexa."

Zelda's jetpack pushed her up into the Rebexa's hold with the perfect amount of thrust to overcome the weak gravity until she was clear of the door. She settled down, landing gracefully on her remaining leg, and turned with a hop to keep an eye on Nyx. "I was unaware of additional financial pressures, Captain."

This wasn't going to help them and she was wasting air. Nyx forced the dark thoughts away. "I can compartmentalize with the best of them, Z. Things are bad, but don't you worry, we'll be okay."

"I wouldn't dream of worrying, Captain."

"No, you wouldn't... you're incapable of that," Nyx said and looked down at Zelda's leg. She sighed and knelt down to work it free of the hull and tucked it into one of the large pockets on the back of her suit. "Well, I'm not going to get anywhere tempting an asteroid to smash my face in. Stay on the line, Z, I'll be back soon."

"I will await you breathlessly, intrepid explorer."

Nyx smirked and turned to the dark hole in the hull. She shone the lights from her suit into the darkness and saw the floor... or a wall, only a few meters away. There were other things as well. Shapes of things protruded from the walls and objects she could not easily identify. She took a deep breath, reached down to grab onto the open hatch frame and pulled herself through.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2


[image: ]




Nyx's hands were the first part of her to touch the floor of the salvage. She caught herself to keep from smacking her head and quickly got her knees and foot on the flat surface before securing her mag-boots with a soft clink that she felt through her suit more than heard. She stood and played her light around, studying the walls around her.

"Fuck me with a cosmic ray," Nyx chuckled. "I'm standing on another hatch in a wall, not the floor."

As far as she could figure the protrusions emerging from the surface she was standing on would be trip hazards and didn't make sense. Especially when the perpendicular surfaces behind and in front of her were empty of obstacles.

She walked carefully, stepping around the things she couldn't identify yet and then lifted her leg to stand on the floor. Or the ceiling. She still wasn't sure.

"This doesn't make any sense," she mused as she scanned the small room a second time. She'd hoped things would fall in place now that she was oriented properly. Or even if she was upside down it should still make sense. It didn't. The only things she could identify were the two hatches, one open and one not. The closed one had nothing on it to indicate she could open it and explore deeper into the alien wreck.

Nyx shone her lights over a block that stuck out of the wall. It was a darker shade of grey than the outer hull, but there were no signs of an interface on it. There was no interfaces anywhere in the room. No displays, no keyboards, not ports to plug anything in. It was totally self-contained and, for lack of a better word, boring.

"Is this a prison cell?" Nyx wondered aloud.

She pulled out her portable scanner and hit the box with every range of scans the small unit was capable of. The results filled the databanks of her co-processor as they came in and she sifted through them with the speed of thought thanks to the algorithm she'd written ages ago to categorize the scanner's output.

Most of the data was mysterious. No signs of any electrical activity, heat barely above absolute zero, metallic composition of some unknown alloy consisting of tungsten, nickel, iron, and a few unknown elements. "How can there be unknown elements?" Nyx asked herself. Humanity had discovered close to 200, with many of them so short-lived they didn't really deserve to be discovered. Upon meeting the first of many alien species sometime back in the twenty five hundreds they'd been introduced to a couple hundred more. Many of those were as useless as the temporary ones humanity already knew about.

But these were new and, clearly, had a half-life a lot longer than a few milliseconds. In fact, her scanner couldn't even determine the age of the craft. There was no radiation to use to date it.

"No fucking way!" Nyx hissed. She searched through her data again and then swung the scanner around to take some more random samples. "No radiation at all in here! That's not even possible... is it?"

"I cannot answer that for you, Lady Nyx," Zelda said over their comm-line.

Nyx smirked. "Thank you, Z, it was rhetorical. Unless I say your name assume I'm talking to myself."

"Yes, ma'am."

Nyx turned and looked at the wall with the open hatch in it. The Rebexa was floating out there, multiple lights shining her way and helping to light the interior of the salvage. She walked over, each step clinking in her ears, and stuck her upper body through the hatch. More scans followed, the first being the outer hull of this... thing... and the second being the rock that encased it.

"This is... oh woman, I'm going to be rich!" Nyx breathed. "Normal radiation on the outside and none on the inside. That's not even supposed to be possible!"

Nyx pulled herself back inside the salvage and pocketed her scanner. She turned to the nearest object, a dull silver sphere, of all things. It was connected to the wall beside the hatch by a slender tube. "So what are you, a doorknob?"

She tapped the sphere with her hand and then ran her glove over the surface. It budged a little, but she could only tell that because of the instruments in her suit taking measurements. Nyx tried to grab the connecting rod but there wasn't enough room between the sphere and the wall to do so. In fact, the sphere itself was only a little under a meter in diameter. Not the largest oddity in the room, but perhaps the strangest.

"Hold my Bregan ale," Nyx said before lifting a foot and planting it against the wall. She wrapped both arms around the sphere and gave it a tug. This time she didn't need her instruments to know it budged.

Nyx grinned and brought her other foot up onto the wall. She clenched her teeth and tugged gain, pulling harder and harder and feeling the strain in her lower back. She gave up with a gasp and panted a moment, fogging her anti-fog faceplate for a few seconds. The sphere shifted, but there was a hard stop as to how far it would go.

"Fuck you, alien whatchamacallit," Nyx growled after she'd caught her breath. She straightened and moved back to the floor to stand beside her. The movement twisted her back and made her wince at the soreness she discovered. "And fuck me for being out of shape!"

She took a few moments to compose herself and then retrieved another tool attached to her suit. She gave the sphere an evil grin and waved the beam cutter menacingly. "Let's see how you handle this, you feisty old bitch."

Nyx adjusted the terminals on her cutter to spread them wide enough to fit around the tube. She turned it on, generating the invisible laser, and checked that the readings were near optimal before moving it into position. The metal was slow to react and made Nyx double check the settings and data flooding into her co-processor. After almost three seconds the grey metal began to darken and then glow. It parted at last, earning a yelp of victory from Nyx before she pressed on.

By the time her cutter ran out of power Nyx was straining to hold it steady. The cutter was weightless in space and so was she, but holding her body tense and unmoving for the better part of an hour had worn her down. She slumped in her suit and groaned when she studied the results of her project. "I am going to enjoy taking you apart," she promised the inanimate object. The tube connecting the sphere to the wall was cut almost two thirds of the way through.

Nyx rested a moment and pretended not to notice the cramping in her back, legs, shoulders, and arms. Everywhere, really. Even the muscles in her neck and cheeks were tired. Passing the time with reading tech journals, watching and re-watching B grade gitani vids, and then working out the sexual frustrations the gitani vids filled her with on Zelda were doing her body no favors. She needed to get some real exercise more often...

"You tell yourself that every time you have to salvage a claim or mine a rock," she rebuked herself. "Give it up, girl, you're just lazy."

Nyx sighed. She didn't want to be lazy, at least as far as getting herself in shape was considered, but she knew what would happen if she tried. One, maybe two workouts in and then she'd make excuses and find reasons to put it off. She'd be too busy or something would be too important to get away. The ship needed repairs or she had to try out a new idea before she forgot about it. The reasons didn't matter, the results were always the same.

"That's why I've got Z," she muttered. Zelda could handle the heavy lifting. She was an ultra-light model Nyx bought at a discount, but still stronger than any unmodified human. She's also been barely able to do more than fake a moan and say Nyx's name when she bought her, but years of upgrades and reprogramming had turned her into the masterpiece she was now.

"Hmm, maybe I should replace her leg with a peg. I could check off that fantasy about being invaded by pirates then..."

Nyx giggled and shook her head. "Focus, Nyx," she chided herself. She still had a lot of work to do and... shit, she was down to four hours of air before her scrubbers would kick in. She didn't have many of those to spare so she didn't want to risk degrading them outside of an emergency. Where had the time gone?

Nyx swapped out the power pack on the beam cutter and took a deep breath. Her body was tired and aching, but just a few more minutes... She engaged the torch and moved it back into place. Right before it started she stopped and glared at the cut. She double checked the readings and then cursed. "It's fixing itself?" she breathed. She shook her head and triple check the data. "This can't be possible," she muttered.

The material was reassembling. It was extremely slow, but there were parts of the unknown metal that were already beginning to reach out across the gap her cutter had cleared several minutes ago. Nyx shook her head. "Figuring you out is going to make me one of the richest bitches in the galaxy. But I can't do that here so, sorry about your luck."

Nyx reengaged her cutter and put it back to work. The freshly repaired metal was swept away in a blink. The rest of the tube stood up to her for several more minutes until it finally hung free in space, severed from the wall. Nyx turned off her cutter and stowed it before pulling her scanner back out and studying the sphere  with a constant stream of data pouring into her.

There was activity. The energy involved was on the quantum level, not something measurable in normal space-time. Nonetheless the severed tube was slowly rebuilding itself. The inner workings, conduits and internal structures were reassembling themselves first, but the movement was so slow Nyx was able to calculate it would take at least six hours until it was able to reconnect. No— make that almost four hours. The other end of the severed tube was repairing itself too.

"This isn't any kind of nanotechnology I've ever seen," Nyx mumbled to herself. "This is smaller. I'm not even sure it's happening on the quantum level... what the fuck are you?"

The alien salvage maintained it's silence.

Undeterred, Nyx grabbed the sphere in both hands and pulled it away from the wall. She maneuvered it carefully to the hatch and then through it. She went through the hatch with it, unwilling to let it go free after all the work she'd done. "Z, I'm coming back."

"I've missed you, Sugar Plum."

Sugar Plum? Nyx shook her head and used her thrusters to start her on her way back to her ship. "I've got a present for you. I know you've got the phallic attachment we use sometimes, but now I'm bringing you balls!"

"That looks like a rather large ball, Vixen."

"Yes, it was a joke. Hyperbole. Just one ball and it's some spherical artifact I recovered. I'm going back down to the salvage but I want you to study this and record a few things."

"As you wish, True Love."

" Bex, drop the bottom shield, please.

Nyx guided herself and the sphere to the open cargo bay doors and braced herself as the gravity took over. Her thrusters increased power to overcome it and she settled onto the deck by stumbling. The sphere in her hands pulled on her and forced her to bend over and set it down.

"Heavy," she panted. "Z, come here."

"I'm hoppy to serve, Captain."

Nyx jerked her head around to see Zelda hopping on one leg across the deck toward her. "Oh! I forgot about your leg... I've got it, Z. Your leg, I mean. It's in my pack. Let's see if we can reattach it real quick."

Nyx pulled the leg out and held it up to prove she had it.

"I inspected my damage and it will require some repair work. The modular attachment was damaged and will need to be rebuilt, Doctor."

Doctor? Nyx snickered in spite of herself and looked at the damaged junction to Zelda's knee joint. Z was right, as usual, it was going to require some machining and rebuilding. "All right, then we'll have to graft and merge some new artificial skin too. Until then, can you just watch this then. Keep an eye on that tube sticking out of it. It was self-repairing itself down there. I want to know if it continues."

"Yes, Cunt Licker."

"Woah!" Nyx snapped. "That's... yeah, let's put that one in the restricted list."

"Moving Cunt Licker to restricted. My apologies, Captain."

Nyx shook her head and couldn't help but smile. "You're something else, Z. Thank you for being you."

"Thank you for making me, me, Mistress."

Nyx looked on her android wistfully as Zelda performed her task of watching the sphere with unerring diligence. "If only..."

"I cannot be a real girl, Captain," Zelda correctly guessed from the list of probabilities. Nyx wished for it often enough.

"No, but if you were truly sentient—"

Zelda's head twisted to look at her so fast Nyx was afraid she might break something. Even Zelda's voice changed, dropping to a more serious tone and less feminine pitch. "Experimentation with artificial intelligence is forbidden, Owner Nyx Bloom."

Nyx held up a hand, "I know, I know... I just dream of finding the perfect balance. You've come a long way, baby, but I still want so much more for you."

Zelda smiled at her and turned back to the sphere to resume her duties.

Shaken by the sudden behavior of the android, Nyx watched her a moment longer and then turned to plug her suit in and cycle her air reserves. She didn't need the magnetic coils in the Rebexa's artificial gravity field, which made walking a little easier. The gravity itself was weighing her down and making how out of shape she was even more obvious.

"Z, when we're done and you're fixed, I'm going to need a full body rub down," Nyx whined.

"Of course, Darling."

Nyx finished recycling the air in her suit tank and checked her thruster fuel. She hadn't even used ten percent of it yet. She returned to the open bay doors and stared down at the salvage. "I'll call if I need help... and Z, remind me if I hit that eight hour mark. My tanks are fresh again."

"Of course, Sweet Cheeks."

Nyx froze and turned to look at the oblivious android. She shook her head and turned back. That program update couldn't wait much longer.
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"Bex, let me through the belly Kinetic shield, please," Nyx said as she turned back to the open doors. Gravity pulled her down until she passed beyond the ship's hull. Then her inertia guided her back toward the salvage.

Nyx landed on the surface of the salvage after her space walk and climbed back through the hatch. She stood up and looked around, wondering what to do next. A quick check of the severed tube showed that the reconstructive efforts had only progressed a little. She watched it a moment longer and took constant readings on it until she was sure it had truly stopped rebuilding itself.

"This is weirder than a Messian birthing party," she said while turning away and studying the rest of the artifact. "Then again, nobody's being held up by their chosen family members while the father pulls the baby out with his hands, so nothing in common. It's still weird though, damn it."

Nyx walked over to a small protrusion at the base of a wall while she debated with herself. Other than her breathing and mindless chatter the only sounds were the clink, clink, clink of each step of her magnetized boots. She squatted down and glanced around again. She missed Z. Even if the android wasn't a brilliant conversationalist, just having her nearby made her feel better. Less alone.

"You are alone, dummy," Nyx reminded herself. "You're only friends are manufactured, not grown."

She sighed. The alternative to accepting her life was arguing with herself. That was a path she tried not to go down... it led to pre-recorded therapy sessions and the need to find a space station that provided services to humans including drugs.

Nyx focused on the box in front of her. This was what mattered. This was the big score she could finally make enough money off of to get out of debt and get all the upgrades she'd ever dreamed of. Upgrades for the Rebexa, upgrades for Z, and even upgrades for herself. Maybe even get Zelda a sister!

Finding a buyer might be tricky. This was unknown technology. The Human military would probably be a great buyer, but her contact with them didn't have a heck of a lot of pull. She'd have to protect herself and make sure she could negotiate. Make sure she understood that she had other buyers on the hook too. The human navy hated letting something that might be undiscovered slip through their fingers, even if they couldn't use it. Even worse if somebody else got their hands on it.

Nyx grinned. She wasn't all that different. Well, she didn't care if somebody else got something if she couldn't use it, but it did upset her if another salvager found something in the same area she was in.

Nyx pulled her beam cutter out again. There was no easy way to cut this box off but she wasn't trying to fix that. Instead she wanted to see if the rejuvenative nature of the sphere had been unique of if the entire artifact was the same way.

She activated the cutter and lowered it to a corner of the block. A cross section would tell her if it self-repaired and give her a glimpse at what was inside. Like before, it took a few seconds before the cutter started to cut. Even longer before the cut grew deep enough to make a difference. After several minutes the pyramid shaped tip of the corner floated free.

Nyx gently brushed it aside and then redirected it to the wall so it wasn't bouncing around forever inside the small space. She used her scanner to gather more detailed readings of the cross-cut material and waited until she was sure the unknown alloy was not regenerating. She leaned back a little and sighed.

"Curiouser and curiouser," she mumbled. 

The cross section didn't reveal enough to be helpful either. All she could see was internal structure meant to support the outer skin. The composition of the internal structure was a little different though, so that was something at least. She tucked the small corner chunk into her pocket now that it had cooled. She could analyze that back on the Rebexa, if nothing else.

Nyx sighed and rose to her feet. Cutting the salvage apart with the Rebexa's mining laser would work, but selling the scraps was not the best way to a better life. She needed to figure it out herself. If she could identify these elements and recreate these alloys in the Rebexa's matter forge then she had something real she could bargain with. She would need some skill chips for that though. The Rebexa had digital encyclopedias of knowledge on known elements and manufacturing, but when it came to identifying and processing unknown metallurgy there was nothing. That meant a trip to a station, possibly a few, to find what she needed.
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