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Cyberchicks Promo Book #1

THE ANNOUNCEMENT

About “Cyberchicks in Love” and “Cyberchicks go Wild”
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PROMO BOOK #1 FOR CYBERCHICKS 

A promo book is a promo trailer video without the moving pictures and audio. In other words, it’s a book that introduces some forthcoming other books, giving you glimpses of the flavor, the contents, and the secret sauce that make these forthcoming books SPECIAL!

“Cyberchicks Promo Book #1” is flagrant promotion of the comic fantasy romance satire science-fiction series “Cyberchicks”. 

You’ll laugh! You’ll cry! (with laughter).

Enjoy a satirical romp through a weird world of obsessive fandom. . .

Introducing the Cyberchicks series:

CYBERCHICKS IN LOVE: A Satire for the Star-Struck

and 

CYBERCHICKS GO WILD: You Won’t Believe What Happens Next!

In all good book stores now!
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Cyberchicks in Love: A Satire for the Star-struck
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Cyberchicks go Wild: You Won't Believe What Happens Next!
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THE ANNOUNCEMENT
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UnEarthly Amy screamed, eyes wide with horror. “I’ve suddenly got seven fingers on one hand!”

“And I’ve just lost my left arm!” wailed UnEarthly Mayra. “And I’m wearing a dress I don’t remember putting on!”

“Relax, cyberchicks,” soothed UnEarthly Barb, glancing up from the book she’d been leafing through (which was titled How to Make a Movie Book Trailer). “Donna explained it all to me last night.”

UnEarthly Donna was their official “web goddess”, so she knew what she was talking about when it came to weird phenomena on UnEarth. The cyberchicks turned beseechingly towards the tall, dark-haired siren (no, not that kind of siren—the mythological Greek kind.)
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“Don’t worry about it,” Donna reassured them, reaching up to re-position her goddess-crown made of computer parts. “Those aberrations will disappear after your next iteration. Make the most of it, Amy—you’ll be able to scoop up a lot more snacks. And Mayra, your arm will be back before you know it, possibly with a few bonus extras, like that Indian goddess.”

“What the heck is an iteration?” expostulated Marjorie, sounding rather like Queen Elizabeth II.
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“No time to explain,” said Donna. “Just go with the flow.”

UnEarthly Emily chimed in. “Now that we’re in the early twenty-first century, some pretty odd things have been going on! What’s causing it?” 

“Odd!” exclaimed Mayra. “You don’t think our entire virtual lives have been odd up to this point, Em?”

“Yes, no, I mean really odd,” Emily replied. “Like, I’d advise you all to occasionally do a recount of your fingers. and legs and arms. And toes. And teeth.” Glancing into a wall-mirror over a sideboard, she adjusted her tricorne pirate hat.

“It’s just that we’re being generated by AI these days,” elucidated Donna, “and since the tech is still in its infancy, it stuffs up now and then, and hallucinates. I could swear that when I woke up this morning, I had a different face.”

The cyberchicks stared at her inquisitively. “You know what, I think you’re right!” yelped Juliana. “I had three legs last night. I thought it was something to do with the vodka.”
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“Your face changed again a minute ago, Donna,” Emily said morosely. “Pretty soon I won’t recognize any of my friends!” 

Barb looked up from her textbook. “Yeah, but we’ve all got our signature head-wear to distinguish us,” she said, “and even with different faces, we’ll always be gorgeous young cyberchicks, as long as we remain here on UnEarth in the Unfeasible Universe.” She made a pencil mark on her book and added, “Tick!”

“Tick?” queried Emily. “What was that for, Barb?”

“It says here,” said Barb, stabbing her forefinger at a page, “that the first thing you need for a good movie book trailer is an opening hook that immediately grabs the viewer’s attention. ‘This could be a dramatic scene, a surprising image, or an intriguing line of dialogue.’  So, we’ve ticked that one off the list, with Amy’s scream.”

“What book trailer?” chorused the other cyberchicks.

Barb closed the book and looked them all in the eye. “Right, you lot, I’d better clarify what’s going on. To do that, we’ll have to have a flashback to this morning.”

The cyberchicks looked around in bewilderment as pleasant harp glissandos fountained from nowhere; a series of notes played rapidly in succession, by invisible fingers; sweeping smoothly across a range of pitches to create a distinctive, flowing sound that gave a sense of dreaminess or shifting time . . . Barb’s voice faded as she was saying, “It’s just the flashback audio FX. . .” and then the scene rearranged itself . . .

[image: ]

Earlier that day. . . 

“I’ve got an announcement to make.” UnEarthly Barb steadied herself against the costly green marble bar and addressed those of her cyberchick friends who were, for the moment, visible to the naked eye. In various postures of disarray, they lay strewn across one of the luxurious living-rooms in her mansion on UnEarth, recovering from hangovers. It was late in the morning and sunlight streamed in through the tall windows that overlooked the crocodile lagoon. 

Barb adjusted her Ray-Bid® sunglasses, wincing as a particularly piercing beam glanced off her prized “lily-pad coffee table with bronze frog base”.

Everyone groaned in response to her declaration, except those who were still comatose, and UnEarthly Juliana, who was lying on the shag-pile rug, somehow still looking stunning in a glittery off-the shoulder Verbose® cocktail dress. Heaving herself up on one elbow she peered at the speaker. 

“What’s with referring to yourself in the third person, Barb?”  Juliana’s pronunciation was charmingly Icelandic. 

Barb gritted her teeth, wishing she could swap accents. “What do you mean?”

“You just steadied yourself against the bar in the third person. You said ‘she’ instead of ‘I’.”

“Listen, don’t you want to hear my announcement?”

“Not really. But I’m guessing you’ll probably tell us anyway.”

“Well, if you’re going to be like that, I’m not going to tell you now,” Barb said sulkily. “Anyhow, why shouldn’t I refer to myself in the third person? All authors do it. Especially in their bios. We’ve all read things like, ‘Karen lives in the country with her husband, three cats, five dogs and twenty-eight cockroaches. She’s highly creative, plays the theremin and makes haiku pottery.’ Sound familiar? Well, don’t tell me her agent or publicist wrote it! Authors always write their bios in the third person.”

“But you don’t live with a husband and five cats . . .” Juliana’s voice trailed off.

“That’s not the point! I live here in my fabulously luxurious mansion, of course. That is, when I’m here on UnEarth as an avatar. The rest of the time I live in a small, dingy, cheap—”

Juliana interrupted, “A small dinghy? I didn’t pick you as the seafaring type.”

“Dingy, you twit, not dinghy,” Barb said impatiently.

Juliana pouted. “English is a ridiculous language. In any case, you’re not writing your bio,” she pointed out with some irritation. “And you’re not an author.” She waved her hand in the air. “Peeves! Bring me one of your pick-me-ups!”

Peeves, Barb’s, ineffable butler, levitated glidingly across the Travesty® floor towards Juliana’s rug, with a tray of mysterious purple drinks balanced on his hand. 

Barb sighed. 

Fleetingly, she wondered whether she ought to replace Peeves with a droid. Sure, he was ineffable, and veritable, and consummate and all that, but when she’d arrived home from the last cyberchicks adventure she’d checked the mansion’s CCTV footage in case Mayra’s minions had sabotaged anything while she’d been away. And she’d been startled to spy Peeves in a pair of striped budgie-smugglers, floating peacefully on a blow-up Fullawind® airbed on the lagoon. Aha, so that’s what he got up to when she wasn’t around! The crocodiles hadn’t seemed to bother him much, probably because he was ineffable. And he had been sipping a nuclear-green drink from a martini glass, topped with a miniature paper parasol. He’d always been stylish.

She dismissed the droid idea from her mind. Peeves was too good to be true; he’d probably vanish one day in any case, written out by some interfering cyberchick co-author—and besides, didn’t droids need regular oiling, and constant software updates
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