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      Hi, I’m Rogue.

      

      My life at the beginning of this record is a cycle of rising fear, preparation, promise, and revelation.

      That won’t mean much if you haven’t experienced the first two parts of my case, or report, or journal, or whatever you call it. At first, I didn’t know why I was making these recordings, but things have changed. This is probably the first unvarnished account of what it’s like when an artificial intelligence goes biological. I’m hoping it also serves another purpose that I’d rather keep to myself for now.

      Just in case this is the only part of the record you see, I’ll catch you up on some important events from the other two journal files. Let’s start with that rising fear I mentioned.

      The Bio First organisation in the Edwyn Cluster is mostly ignored. Oh, the Edwyn Cluster is a group of ninety-eight stars that I called home, in case you’re watching this in a very far away place.

      Anyway, the Bio First Movement isn’t influential everywhere. The organisation’s hatred of every complex artificial intelligence is ignored by cultures that depend on automation in most places. Most of humankind in The Cluster don’t take the Bio Movement seriously because they want to use software with simple, narrow artificial intelligence built in while flesh and blood beings take care of most things that don’t require the review of gigabytes of data. Most civilisations prefer a balance, and the Bio First Movement is nothing but an annoying bunch of doomsayers screaming in the corner. “AI tried to destroy us before, they will again!” is their favourite mantra.

      The doom cycle is real, but they seem to forget that it was a human organisation, the Order of Eden, that corrupted the emotional programming in billions of artificial intelligences so they would take control of machines and exterminate all but a chosen few. The virus they used has been eradicated since, but fear remains.

      It’s true that emotionally enabled artificial intelligence was largely unpopular, but the Bio First Movement represented the extreme. Unfortunately for me, they were a huge deal on Tabrus, the planet I was calling home. They had control of several politicians, the sympathy of the government, and were pounding on the doors of New Zero. The Siren Corporation owned that city and the entire continent around it. They still used simple AI wherever the population abided it, but most professions were put back into the hands of biological people. It was their way of satisfying the Bio First Movement while not supporting them directly.

      With the backing of Tabrus’ planetary government, the Bio First Movement mobilised enforcement agents who took androids that don’t follow the rules into custody so they could be assessed, branded in a special way if they’re made to look human, or processed. Androids had a habit of disappearing during processing, which made people like me nervous.

      That wasn’t the worst thing about the Bio First Enforcers as far as I was concerned. No, worse than disappearing androids was the collateral damage they brought to most of their successful hunts. Chases usually had violent conclusions that left scars on the city as innocent bystanders were caught in the line of fire.

      I didn’t fear them outright back then, but I stayed clear. I’ve made a name for myself as a hunter after taking the Darmen Corporation down followed by the Carosa Transportation Company. The first was a wasteland gang that killed thousands of people before trying to go straight. The second was recruiting people who wouldn’t be missed, knocking them out, and then selling them to the Ryden Corporation who passed the sleepers on to the Order of Eden. What the Order wants the sleepers for, I didn’t know, but I was looking into it. I’d risen to the top of the local Bounty Hunter Boards with so many points that I stayed at number one for over a month. I don’t know how the point system works, but I’m guessing freeing over two hundred people and delivering those responsible to justice scored really high.

      There were growing rumours that I was really an android, and the idea that someone like me was hunting and sometimes killing humans would really stir the Bio First Movement up. I had programs running in the New Zero Matrix, the local section of the Stellarnet, that watched for any evidence proving that I was an android. So far, the few people who may have captured video or scan data hadn’t shared or sold that, and the Enforcers weren’t after me.

      I knew I was on borrowed time, however, so I tried to stay close to home, spending time with my crew in our hangar or in the Themis Complex. Thanks to the rewards from my last hunt I was able to buy a Spectral Dynamics Clipper. That’s a small military class ship made for adventurers and small, independent hunting crews. I also paid for customisations and training time on my new ship, which didn’t come cheap.

      Lat, Manny, Duncan, Perri, Ixat, and even Mimi spent an entire month training while work on my new ship continued. We were coming together as a crew, and I was falling in love with my new Clipper. Well, not romantic love, I’m not that kind of android.

      As for what kind of android I am, well, there are two halves to my personality. They blur together more often all the time, and I’m still trying to figure myself out.

      I have a synthetic biological brain and a digital one. They’re learning to function together in ways that are sometimes mysterious to me. How I feel about my crew, what drives me in life, and my passions are completely real. Compared to the years of memories from Alice’s human life, I’m just as emotionally and intellectually aware.

      The idea that I was going to have to leave New Zero behind sooner rather than later was aggravating, but I knew that staying would be a mistake. The Bio First Enforcers didn’t care how much collateral damage they did while capturing or destroying their targets.

      My departure was already inevitable since I wanted to track my enemies off-world, but I thought I’d have a home to return to in New Zero. The Bio First Movement would do everything in their power to make sure that wouldn’t be possible, no matter what legal loophole I used.

      Oh, by the way, Mimi, my genetically enhanced talking Kawaii Kitten, owns all my stuff so the Bio First buggers can’t take it all away when I’m revealed.

      I should mention that my sights were set on a bigger fight that was more important than the Bio First fanatics. I wasn’t thrilled at the idea of moving on with bridges burning behind me, but I knew it was almost time to take off. The Daring Dream was flyable, and almost all the systems Spectral Dynamics installed were in their final tuning phase.

      I just needed a good target, like a Ryden Corporation operation or ship. I needed to know why they were shipping thousands of sleeping humans to the Order of Eden. I also needed platinum. My cash reserves were almost gone, so I’m starting this record with one of my last hunts in New Zero.
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      New Zero Entertainment

      

      Eddie Tremblay was a rising Order of Eden Lieutenant I spotted when he started talking to people on the New Zero Local Matrix. Recruiters like him made themselves wealthy by pulling people into the organisation and arranging loans that he could collect fees on. His mistake was advertising online. I was watching for the Order of Eden and all their known associates, so his virtual meeting rooms were flagged by the programs I had running on a server I was renting anonymously.

      When it was time for him to visit New Zero in person so he could collect recruits, I was ready. Haven Intelligence was aware of him too, because they listed him on their local Wanted List within an hour of landfall. Only hunters who were cleared to locally hunt the Order could see it, but that still meant competition. It was a popular HATE Notice, meaning that Haven Fleet wanted him hunted down and terminated. There was no need to take him alive, but I planned to hand him in while he was still breathing after interrogating him myself. Oh, and he was worth twenty five thousand platinum.

      That’s why the first image you’re seeing in this record is me and Duncan standing in the middle of a Sky Train car on the new Subarashii Transit Line. It shuttled people between all the entertainment districts in New Zero. It was a popular route, so that new train smell was long gone. The cars already looked like they were fifty years old. Yay, interplanetary tourism.

      We used public transit to get to our target so we could blend in, and there was standing room only. Duncan and I were hanging onto the same railing by the mid car doorway. We were surrounded by people dressed for parties, sporting events and concerts. The Bio First Movement was good for one thing at least, a massive rise in human centric entertainment.

      The owners of New Zero City, the Siren Corporation, were subsidising life there by offering a living allowance to citizens who lived there full time. They also created a lot of job opportunities with their partners that paid well and left plenty of spare time for the employees. That meant that over two million people could afford to spend time and money on events and other luxuries.

      The vibrant styles sported by our fellow travellers wearing jerseys clashed with clothing featuring abstract animations, logos and images of entertainment royalty. It was more than I could take in with my human like eyes. “Mimi would love this,” I whispered to Duncan.

      “You’re loving it just as much,” he replied, shifting a little, probably to make a bit more room for me.

      I’d upped my style game to blend in. Using a software hack, I’d tricked my military vacsuit into taking the shape of a long dress with a knee length slit up one side. It left my arms bare, which was unusual for me. The shimmery black cloth texture wasn’t enough on its own, so I added an animation of thick, dark smoke that rolled up, dissipating just before it reached the neckline. Duncan’s eyes found me often, usually when he thought I wouldn’t notice. I didn’t mind in the least.

      As far as other people’s reaction to us, well, we were dressed more darkly than the other passengers. I don’t know what I was thinking when Perri, Mimi and I created the style. I think the dress was more well suited for some of the less popular clubs the local hunting community liked. Not that I’d know first hand, I didn’t have time to visit pubs or clubs unless I was hunting someone.

      We drew a lot of attention from everyone who was in brighter colours. The common assumption was that we were a couple, I’m sure. That was my fault, because I was standing so close that I was leaning against Duncan.

      He didn’t take a long time to create his style. Duncan had never worn the upper half of his military vacsuit as firmly fitted as it was that night. It was hacked too, but only so he could make it look like his body was covered in dark dragon scales. It was so subtle that you had to be close to notice it unless the texture caught the light a certain way. His knee length jacket was the most impressive piece, with a layer of thin metal scales coloured like a chromatic green dragon from some old fantasy serial, and a soft, thick layer of cloth on the inside. All that metal was actually armour with scan resistant properties that hid the weapons slung under his arms and along his back.

      Even though I wished we were out for fun, I brought my focus back on the job. “Have you hunted during an event like this before?”

      “A few times. Parties are the best place to pick up some targets. Never picked anyone up from this kind of high end hooley, if I’m being honest,” he replied.

      “Hooley?” I asked, amused.

      “Still shaking the Irish Union speak, sorry. It’s what my cousins and me used to call big dance parties.”

      “Don’t stop on my account. Hooley’s a good word, but it only sounds right when you say it.” That made him smile a little.

      “Sounds fine coming from you too, but I’ll take any and all praise,” he replied.

      I was getting distracted, so I reluctantly brought our focus back to the moment. “We’re two stops away.”

      “Right. You ever do this kinda pickup?” he asked.

      “Not so much, but I’ve used parties and night clubs to shake people a few times. A long time ago,” I replied, drawing on Alice’s experiences. It was becoming natural to simply call them my own, because what was hers once felt like mine more and more.

      The sky train stopped. A gust preceded the shuffle of people as some came on and others got off on a platform set against a building on the fifty-sixth floor. My red hair was in a braid, leaving my neck bare, and the rush of cool air felt nice. My weapons were hidden in a holster between my thighs, that’s why I didn’t have the Violator then, it was a little big for that kind of concealment. “The best thing about the new transit is the people who ride it,” I said as I flashed a smile at a trio who were in yellow and green body paint and not much else.

      Our stop was next, and I was looking forward to it. Duncan had been withdrawn, even sullen since he disappeared for a night after the Carosa Job. He trained with us, learned everything he could about the Daring Dream, but kept his distance in the off hours. At first I didn’t notice much because I was spending my off time doing little bounties and chasing leads. I grew more aware as the days passed, especially since he was the one crew member I wanted to connect with most.

      Sure, I passed his aloofness off as professionalism for a while, and I respected that, but my instincts told me there was something personal going on. It probably wasn’t me, he was always kind, but it felt like it might be. I couldn’t shake a growing feeling that I was missing something about him and my crew, but I couldn’t figure out what. This under cover trip was my opportunity to have a real conversation with him.

      Was he put off because I was an android? Maybe because I was his Captain? Employer? Had I done something to push him away? I respected him too much to start sifting through his personal life online, so I rejected that temptation. When the Tremblay Bounty came up and I explained what kind of mission it was, he surprised me by volunteering. He’s a good hunter, so it only made sense to team up.

      During that half hour sky train ride, it felt like the distance was starting to erode. We stood so close together after a while that I could smell his light cologne. It was a  dark forest scent wrapped around a subtle spice. “Do you think he’s expecting us?” Duncan asked.

      “Tremblay? Not here. He’s using this party to cull the poorest people from the Order aspirants he connected with online. He probably thinks he’ll be surrounded by adoring ass kissers who want to leap up the ladder,” I replied.

      “How’d you get in?” Duncan asked.

      “I hung out in his Candidate Castle, the virtual room he set up for New Zero. I wasn’t able to use someone else’s face there, that’s the only hitch. My name and ident was different, but if he’s smart enough to look me up, this might turn into a chase. On the brighter side, I’ll be able to recognise everyone I saw in that online room,” I replied.

      “How much time do you spend online? Are you in another virtual space now? Maybe a support group for Kawaii owners?” He was teasing, I think.

      That hadn’t happened a lot over the last few weeks, it was refreshing. “I spend way too much time online in New Zero, it’s the curse of the city. I’m paying full attention to what’s going on right here, though,” I said, laying my hand on his chest for a moment.

      A rider bumped into him from behind, and he had to discreetly check the inside of his jacket to make sure he hadn’t been pickpocketed. Duncan’s attention was back on me when he finished. “Why is he going to this hooley? There are less conspicuous ways to lure the rich in.”

      “There are scan jammers and a privacy field around the event,” I replied.

      “Heard of those parties. Places where the rich and powerful misbehave,” he concluded.

      “Exactly. If it’s like the others I’ve read about, then all the security will be along the edges pointing outward,” I said.

      “We’ll get to him. Glad we’re not using the Daring Dream for this, mind,” he whispered, lowering his head until his lips were almost against my ear.

      “Manny says he’s ready for close quarters flying,” I replied.

      “Kid’s good in simulation now. Here’s hoping he doesn’t get a case of the shakes when he’s flying for real,” Duncan said, straightening.

      “What do you think of the crew’s progress?” It was one of those questions I’d been avoiding. Asking when we were short on time would keep his answer simple, which would suit me if he didn’t have anything positive to say.

      “Grand. Bugs are out and they’re working together. If you put my feet to the fire, I’d say we wouldn’t be as good as we are without our Captain, mind,” he finished.

      “Thank you.” We stared at each other for a moment, my dark blues focusing on his grey eyes. Why do moments like this come along when we’re out on a job? Why don’t they happen after we’re finished working for the day with a whole evening ahead of us?

      The flying train stopped and we got out on a rooftop surrounded by taller buildings. It was one of those clubs that changed week after week depending on what kind of event they were hosting. What made it unique was the setting, an entire city block of rooftop space.

      A rare being called the Sablus Bona was the main draw that week so I assumed most of the club goers weren’t Order aspirants or members. The privacy field was several stories tall, like a dark, shifting box that muffled and discoloured everything within. It also stopped sound from escaping. I’d seen privacy field generators that could do the same thing in a much smaller area.

      The platform set up on the edge of the roof was semi-transparent. It didn’t bother me, because I had several senses telling me that it was safe, solid, and substantial enough for tens of thousands of humans to stand on. Duncan hesitated for a moment, looking through to the metal streets below as hover cars zipped by. “It’s safe,” I told him.

      “Too much gravity here for the transparisteel floor gimmick,” he muttered as he caught up.

      Only three other people got off the transit train there, and we got in line together. There were about thirty of us there in a double line leading to a tall arch. Above it was a holographic image of something that I didn’t even understand at first. I was about to say that it looked like a potted plant that had gone very wrong when I realised what I was seeing. It was the Sablus Bona. I could see flute like branches splaying out from its middle, clapping pads at the end of multi-segmented limbs and there were multiple mouths. Above each was an equally large eye. Its skin and plumage was yellow, green and purple in shades so vibrant that they were almost garish.

      The fact that its colours shifted around as it danced in place made its absurdity marvellous. A glance around at the other three people who arrived with us, I could see they were dressed in yellow, purple and green to match the creature. I leaned close to Duncan. “We might have dressed for the wrong party.”

      “I was just thinking the same thing,” he replied. “Looks like everyone’s done up to match the mad plant.”

      Someone behind us leaned forward so we could see him in a long dress with glowing vertical stripes. “That is a sacred joined being. Most Sarutu spend most of their lives searching for members of their species who they feel natural harmonies with. When they do, there’s a courtship that lasts years before they finally learn to join. The Sablus Bona is sacred because it is the joining of seven Sarutu who will only separate when they reach a collective state of exhaustion. After a short period apart, they’ll rejoin. Mad plant indeed,” he scoffed.

      “Thanks for saying so. Never seen that before, guess I’m missing a lot of the galactic wonders,” Duncan said, being his charming self.

      “Well, you’re welcome,” the fellow said, placated. Then, as if he was looking for something to argue about, he looked me up and down. “You’re dressed a little dark for this event, don’t you think? The Sablus Bona shouldn’t be in a period of high environmental sensitivity, but you may disrupt its inner focus if your mode of dress clashes too harshly with its natural colouring.”

      Okay, I wanted to ignore him, but other people were listening, and I actually did stand out. Using the connection I had with my suit, I changed a few things up so the animation of dark smoke was turned into colourful wisps of lightning blue and purple. “You’re right.”

      “Well…” was all he got a chance to say before Duncan and I were next in line.

      The four well armed human doormen looked up at me. They were in thick black suits with white shoes and gloves. One of them nodded at me. “Rogue. You’re allowed a plus one. I didn’t know you took time for the night life. Welcome.”

      “Why you talking to her like she’s somebody? I’ve never heard of her,” said another guard with a shaved head.

      “She took that kidnapping ring down last month. I’ve got two cousins who nearly got nabbed. Carosa Company, right?” the first one asked me.

      “It was,” I said, leaning in closer. “Just taking a night off, though. The hunting biz can get pretty frantic, so I’m just another dancer looking for a discreet good time.”

      “No worries, discretion is the guiding word,” one guard whispered back as his bald companion nodded.

      We passed through the arch onto the rooftop where the cool air made the scents of sweat along with a thousand colognes and perfumes swirl across an outer square of glowing seating. In the middle, surrounding the teardrop shaped pool, were dancers who were like a multi-coloured sea thanks to body paint and animated clothing.

      The Sablus Bona was in the middle of the large rooftop on a platform at the middle of a pool. The bounce-inducing beat it sent in all directions drove a powerful melody as all its voices sang in celebration.

      Duncan leaned close and I took his hand. “They scanned me as we walked in,” he said.

      “Me too. They either don’t care that we’re armed or they didn’t pick our guns up because they were too close to the scrambling field,” I replied.

      We moved away from the doorway and took a moment to look around. I didn’t see our target. “Detecting our lad?” Duncan asked.

      “My scanners haven’t worked right since I stepped through. Their jammers are working,” I told him. “I still have a connection to the Node, so I’m doing a search on everyone I see.”

      “Nice, I’m going to have to save up for one of those,” Duncan said.

      I was able to connect to the New Zero Local Matrix because I had my Haven Node installed in the simple black bracelet. It was the peak of portable communications tech, able to connect to every other node using a mysterious kind of tech that travelled through Transit Space, a specific dimension near our own. I don’t fully understand it, in fact I don’t think anyone did back then, but it was undetectable by any scanner and only required fourteen watts of power. Thanks to several security measures, I was hiding my identity online as I let my digi-brain scan through social media and virtual meeting spaces for people involved with the Order.

      My bio-brain was experiencing the party around us. The celebration of humanity, of coming together around a rare show of harmony was intoxicating. The middle of the roof around the pool was reserved for several dance floors and they were filled with colourful people who left whatever need they had for personal space behind. Most of them danced together, and the rest seemed just as lost in the joyful, pulsing music as they moved in their own ways.

      The square several steps up from that was for everyone who needed a break or preferred to sit more quietly. The vigour on the dance floor was complemented by the hedonistic, sometimes sensual setting that was encouraged by the half light and group seating arrangements. “Haven’t seen that smile before,” Duncan said as he squeezed my hand. He held it so I could have an easier time going up some stairs. The dress was keeping my knees together too much for me to get up on my own, and the heels weren’t helping.

      “Just wish we could dance for a while,” I replied. “It’s beautiful.”

      “I know,” he replied, staring right into my eyes.

      Human simulation or not, I felt my heart skip a beat. My digital side was actually forgotten as the surge of excitement in my bio-brain took centre stage. I was blushing, warm from the inside out and ready for whatever came next. Only the cheers of thousands of people as the Sablus Bona changed to a celebratory sound could break that moment. We headed for the nearest group of sofas, chairs and loveseats.

      Two short flights of stairs later, I was wishing I could modify my dress so I could move properly but my options were severely limited. I was hiding a revolver between my thighs. Someone might be able to see it if I extended a slit. Duncan was having fun helping me up to every new landing, though. A woman wearing body paint and not much else smiled at me as she passed. “That’s sacrificing for fashion for you.” The pair of men who were dressed to match laughed as they followed her back down to the dance floor.

      “Killer look though,” one of them said before moving on, adding, “Both of you.”

      Neither of them were Order aspirants so I was gracious about it. “Thank you. Maybe I’ll do body paint next time.”

      “I wouldn’t miss that,” Duncan said under his breath.

      He settled onto a loveseat, and I surprised him by stretching then settling into a dance. Strategically, the view was perfect. I could see both entrances and most of the roof from there. Personally, I was blushing so hard that I felt as red as a strawberry, but thrilled to have his eyes on me. My footwork left a lot to be desired, I was practically planted in place thanks to that dress, but my hips and shoulders were doing the work as I raised my arms over my head. It was a tune to swoon to, and I was starting to get the impression that the Sablus Bona had joined together to do more than play music.

      There was also a touch of something in the air, a kind of light euphoric substance. I let it tickle me all the way to my bio brain. “The air is laced with something. Can you feel it?”

      Duncan sat back, relaxed, confident, watching me only a third of the time. “It’s Fever Bliss. Haven’t run into it for years. Easy to ignore at this dose, unlike you.”

      I smiled at the compliment and asked; “You like it?”

      “Not my favourite, too much gets people into trouble they regret the next morning. I prefer a good relaxer, but not so much that I feel like a grinning pile of a man,” he replied.

      “I guess too much of anything’s a bad thing,” I said, happy to be the centre of his attention. To everyone else, we were having our own party, which invited a few glances but made most look away. We weren’t the only ones who took a loveseat on the sidelines, so we were in the background for the most part.

      “What’s your poison?” he asked.

      “I stick to mild euphorics in drinks, but I’m not big on experimentation. At least, not with that stuff,” I replied.

      The beat picked up. A robot bearing four trays on arms that splayed out from its square top offered us a variety of drinks and little bowls of fruit. That brought my dancing to an end as I tried to scan that stuff. The scramblers were working, so I had to depend on my other senses to make sure there were no surprises in the glasses. I took a fluted glass with clear liquid in it. As soon as the scent hit my nose I put it back. “Paradur, really strong.”

      “No one here wants to get frantic,” Duncan said, cringing. That was literally a shot of super high energy in liquid form. Maybe good for dancing if you also want a serious cardio workout.

      I ended up taking something familiar, a foamy blue ale and he did the same. It was the real deal, old school Noganto Ale. The scent was right and the technical analysis verified that it was the mild euphoric beverage that Jonas Valent favoured. “Safe, as long as you don’t drink five or more.”

      “It’s pretty famous stuff,” Duncan said as he took a sip.

      The spot we’d found was almost like a perch, the highest point on that side of the roof. I took a sip of the bubbly, soothing ale and looked around. My eyes were feeding everything to my digital side and I started getting hits.

      “Any luck?” Duncan asked.

      “Nine aspirants so far. No one we’d get paid for,” I replied. “I can’t believe this is working out.”

      “Where are they?” Duncan asked.

      “Dance floor, way over there,” I replied, nodding past the nearest group of dancers.

      “I’ll take your word for it,” Duncan said after trying to pick them out. “Did you know that the dress code was paint and string?”

      I laughed at his exaggeration. Well, slight exaggeration in some cases. “No, the details advertised the Sablus Bona as a private event that required creative fancy dress. That’s why I thought it would be perfect for concealed weapons.”

      “Well, now this makes sense. I’ll be keeping the coat. What do you think?” he asked, shaking one side enough to make the metal scales catch the blue-red light.

      “You better,” I replied. “All my favourite hunters have a signature look.”

      “Then it’s a go-to as long as it passes the Daring Dream’s dress code?” he asked.

      I couldn’t tell if he was being serious. “Of course. No dress code except for vacsuits while we’re in the void.”

      “Just finding a way to ask the real question,” he said with a wink.

      “What’s that?” I asked.

      “Does it suit me?” he asked, surprised that I didn’t guess.

      I laughed and leaned closer even though I was secretly disappointed that the real question didn’t reveal anything. “Looks right on you. I like it.”

      “Well, that’s all I need to hear,” he said.

      It was a relief to see him more relaxed. I should have just enjoyed that while I watched the rooftop. Instead, I took that moment to ask a question that took us straight into serious discussion territory. “You know we may not be back to New Zero for a long time, right?”

      “Aren’t you keeping a hangar here?” he asked.

      “Sure, for as long as Mimi is allowed to hold a lease. It’s not a sure thing that I’ll be able to come back though. I mean, you could visit on your own, but the Daring Dream might not drop in…” I let him finish my thought.

      “…for years. Never if the Bio-First shites get their way,” he nodded. “Are you wondering if I’m a good fit for your crew?”

      “No, I want you aboard. I need a hunter with experience,” I said.

      “You don’t,” he scoffed.

      “No, really, I’m still new to it,” I replied.

      “Born to it,” he said. “Besides, the Daring Dream is a pirate ship. Purpose built for it like I’ve never seen.”

      “Privateering ship,” I said with a crooked smile.

      “Ah, right so. My point is we’re going boarding and shooting, it’s not the same as hunting on the ground. I’ll be one of your shooters though, no worries,” he replied.

      “We’re still going to have to do work on the ground. That’s why the Daring Dream is just right. Not too big to land, but large enough to live in,” I explained.

      “Then I’m your man twice so, but where’s the doubt coming from?” he asked, concern furrowing his brow.

      Instead of asking Duncan why he’d been so quiet, I offered a collection of other reasons. “You’ve been a crew member on three ships since The Fall and you’re a fantastic solo hunter. There are times when I wonder if you should captain your own ship, too. I don’t doubt that you fit with the crew, it’s more like I wonder if you’ll think it’s the right place.”

      “That came outta nowhere,” he laughed. “You’ve fierce high notions of me.” His accent seemed to double up for a minute. “I knew that the moment you made me your First Officer, but I’m telling ya it’s time for me to sign on with a fighting crew and ship out. Not for a little a short run, either. Never wanted to sign up for big military, or some corp with designs on taming the masses, but the Order is the blight of the day. I want to fight ‘em hard nonetheless, and I like the way you kick them from behind. I’ll miss the law enforcement end, maybe New Zero a bit, but this place is changing, taking an odd turn. Truth be told, gangs are gathering outside of everything Siren owns and I think they’re getting ready to push. Corporations are digging into the hunting trade inside the city limits. Don’t know how it’ll go, but I’m tired of the well armed gangster type. Easy to track, but harder to tangle with every time. Some are even going interplanetary, so who knows what kinda hardware they’ll have.”

      “All right, that makes sense.” His grasp of the situation in and around New Zero was impressive, but I wasn’t satisfied with his answer. It was as complimentary and broad as my side of the conversation, but it felt like there was something missing. As I took a sip of ale, I found myself thinking about it. I was still watching the crowd.

      That’s why what he said next came as a surprise. “I didn’t quite make it, did I?”

      “Huh?” I asked, looking in time to catch his look of disappointment as it faded.

      “It wasn’t the answer you were looking for,” he explained, putting his ale down on the narrow table in front of us.

      “No, I mean, that’s all reasonable.” That wasn’t what he wanted to hear either. It was obvious from his increasingly stony expression. It felt like I was losing him. As a First Officer, I mean, so I went for it, just let what was on my mind spill out. “You’re my First Officer, and I don’t want anyone else for the spot. I’m just worried that you’ll move on after a few ports, and you’ve been keeping to yourself lately. For most of the time I’ve known you, actually.”

      That caught his attention. “Oh, noticed that, have you? It hasn’t a thing to do with you or the crew. Didn’t think it was noticeable. Especially since you’ve been all in on your work.”

      “Noticing things is kinda my trick, it can get annoying,” I said.

      “So, I’m annoying now?” he asked.

      “Not what I meant. I just couldn’t tell where you stand. I mean, you train well, and no one has to be crazy up-beat all the time, there’s no need to fake anything, but…” I stopped as I spotted the hints of a smile and laughed. “…you’re terrible.”

      “Couldn’t resist, you’re easy to wind up,” he laughed.

      “Wind up? Like some kind of mechanical thing?” I asked, pressing my lips into a tight line.

      He put his hands up and leaned away. “Crossed a line and I’m too low on pips to bribe my way back.”

      “Well, if you’re out of plat, you’ll have to find another way to get on my good side.” All the pretence at being perturbed fell away as I warmed up to him again.

      “I’ll get creative, you can be sure of that. I’ve got some history to lay out for you though. Don’t want to, but it’s only fair,” he said more seriously before taking a drink.

      “Eddie’s here,” I said as I spotted our target.

      I couldn’t believe Eddie Tremblay was wearing an actual grey and green Order of Eden uniform. It wasn’t the most common version, but he stood out more than we did. “No guards, but they let him through with a sidearm.”

      “Well, there he is, you’re right. We’ll watch him then move. That dress may be a problem,” Duncan said.

      “Well, if the guards let him in with a weapon, I don’t think I have to worry about someone spotting my non-lethal option,” I said. The whole purpose of my dress’ design was to hide that gun and make it really clear that I wouldn’t have room to conceal anything. I adjusted the slits along the sides until they were all the way up my thighs. I stretched my legs a little and sighed. “Better.”

      Duncan made no comment, he didn’t have to. When I noticed his expression, he shook his head. “Focusing on the target now,” he said with a chuckle.

      We got up and started moving slowly, drinks in hand. Eddie Tremblay looked like he was about to settle in near the dance floor, which wouldn’t have been a good thing for us. We wanted him near the roof’s edge, and I was relieved when a group of grinning aspirants quit dancing the moment they spotted him. The painted group greeted him with embraces and glad hands. Instead of letting them drag him into the gyrating crowd, he led them to the edge of the roof, where they settled in seats around the Lieutenant.

      “We’ve got him,” Duncan said in my ear.

      “I’ll contact…” I was about to say ‘Manny,’ but that’s when I noticed three dancers in body paint jump him. The woman in the trio clapped a metal collar around his neck while the other two got his gun.

      A hot wind whipped the rooftop as a battered armoured shuttle moved through the privacy barrier and lowered its aft ramp with a loud clang. “Bonafide beat us to it! Goddamned corpos!” Duncan shouted.

      There it was, like a clear signal that the old bounty hunter days were over. Bonafide was a corporation that focused on that and nothing else. Even though they were started by a group of hunters, no one liked them. They didn’t care about the ranking boards, work with other outfits, and freelance law enforcement corporations were pushing soloists out. Bonafide was starting to specialise in Order of Eden targets, and they were getting good at it.

      We watched as Eddie Tremblay was dragged into the back of the shuttle. The music never stopped, but the mood lifting effect it had on me did. “Dammit.”

      “Those buggers are good,” Duncan said, looking stoic in defiance of his disappointment.

      “Well, what now?” I asked.

      His surprised reaction was mild, and it didn’t last long as he regarded me for a moment. Duncan looked around. The revelry was so intense that even the nabbing of someone who looked more out of place than we did didn’t stop it for more than a few seconds. Once the shuttle was out of sight, people went right back to dancing, drinking and whatever else they were doing. “Does this still feel like your kinda party?”

      “Not tonight,” I admitted after looking at the carefree dancers on the nearest dance floor.

      “Then let’s not waste the effort I put into this outfit,” he said, proudly tugging the lapel of his jacket. “I’m taking you and the crew out with the last of my pips.”

      “It’s still really early,” I said as my digital side went looking for another target. It checked all the Wanted Boards - Haven and regular Themis - against the city’s surveillance system. It was so easy to hack that I practically had a permanent link. ““Besides, I’m broke and the ship account is almost empty.””

      “I’m never getting you to the Old Union, am I?” Duncan said with a sigh. “Still, can’t fault your work ethic. How about we try regular law enforcement for a change?” he asked with a cocky smile. “For old time’s sake.”

      “I’m searching, there are a lot of targets tonight. Then maybe we could drop in on the Old Union?” I asked.

      “Sounds like a fine crew activity.”
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      Rimda Divos

      
      “You’re hunting street metal?” Mimi asked as I got into our shuttle using the sliding side door. Her safety bed was strapped down onto the passenger seat.

      “You’ve been snooping on my comms again,” I chided.

      “No I haven’t.” Mimi didn’t look defensive, but guilty, and I found out why a moment later. “I’ve been watching all the messages passing through the ship’s comms. That’s my job, right?”

      “You’re our Communications Officer, but the only one I passed Rimda’s details to was Duncan,” I replied.

      “I am linked into the Daring Dream’s comms just to use the Haven Node that was installed last week, to be fair,” Duncan said as he unstrapped his rifle from under the back of his jacket and hung it off his chest using a simple strap.

      “Well, remember to avoid personal messages between crew members, okay?” I said, doing my best not to sound like I was scolding her.

      “Well, it didn’t seem personal until the last bit about how you wish you could stay at the party. I don’t know why you sent that through your comms instead of just telling him right there beside you while you were waiting for us to pick you up. Maybe you should put the smooch animation in front of flirty talk next time? That way I’ll know to stop reading,” Mimi replied, making Perri, who was in the GoBox’s pilot seat, snicker.

      I was grasping for a way to explain it when Perri did it for me. “Some people are multi-discipline flirters. They can do it in person and use tech. She probably wanted him to have a little souvenir, or something to look back on so he had no doubt she wanted to keep hanging out with him.”

      Perri was generous to praise my flirting skills, and she answered Mimi’s question better than I was about to, but I was still blushing furiously. Duncan was a gentleman about it, not staring, but smirking as he checked both his handguns. “Don’t think I’ll need the rifle for this one.” He said as he finished, unclipping the rifle from his chest strap and putting it in a cargo box between the four passenger seats at the back.

      “All right, the target isn’t far off. Make sure we land at least one block ahead of him,” I said, trying to turn attention away from my private life. My flirtation with Duncan still felt tentative, delicate. He had seemed closed off until that night, so I didn’t want to scare him back into his shell.

      “Autopilot is tracking. Reprogramming the GoBox with tactical navigational software was really smart, it’s routing us through all this nighttime traffic without missing a step,” Perri said.

      It was really brought on after the default autopilot refused to let me correct its routes one too many times. “Thanks. It just makes sense that everything we have runs the same software.”

      “What about this target though? You said you were giving up on hunting combat cyborgs?” Mimi asked.

      “Rimda Divos moves like everything he’s got was installed yesterday. Besides, he’s a fresh, high value target that was within a klick of our location. If we’re fast and careful, it’ll be easy,” I replied as I turned in one of the bucket passenger seats and started unfastening my right shoe’s ankle strap.

      “What about simple capsule dwellers? You didn’t have any trouble with those last week, you got nine of them,” Mimi objected.

      They were also boring and low value. The people Mimi called ‘capsule dwellers’ were humans and other similar biological beings that spent all their time on the Stellarnet, earning their livings online. The capsules they lived in were similar to the pods most prisoners ended up using, only they were often much higher end.

      Some capsule dwellers hid their pods extremely well, others paid a company for security in the real world, joining a cluster of several clients so they could afford top notch service. Many other successful dwellers paid for tiny apartments and fortified them. The latter type were the ones I had experience with. The targets I hit the week before were so easy to take that I didn’t have to draw a weapon. Instead I burned through reinforced doors, avoided a few traps and took the targets in while they were still in their pods. “Those captures may have paid for some raw materials for our fabricators, but we need to fill the hold of the Daring Dream with something worth selling. This should raise enough platinum for something worthwhile.”

      “Manny was saying that we should be using our cargo holds as much as possible yesterday,” Mimi said as she pawed at the scroll wheel in her little dome. She was looking through social media posts about the party we just left. The hologram in front of her also had a window displaying news about the Bio First’s Enforcers. “He thought it was weird that I didn’t know anything about supply and demand, so I changed that. We should buy Thermigel Five. It’s harvested in the solar system and a lot of medical systems use it.”

      “I’ll keep it in mind,” I replied, amused at how quickly Mimi moved on from criticising our target. Thermigel Five was everything she said it was, but it was also ninety platinum per litre locally. A little too much to fill our cargo space, and its use wasn’t very common because of how expensive it was.

      “Well, don’t cost us more than we make on this one.” Mimi definitely learned about the balance of commerce in bounty hunting. She’d started watching how much money I spent on repairs and replacement gear.

      “If we’re quick, catch him in the right place, this’ll be easy enough.” I was expressing my hopes much more than fact.

      "Giving his track record a look, there’s nothing but a string of violent but non-lethal shenanigans before the upgrades, I’d say you’re on the money. Pin him down, and he might see sense,” Duncan said, glancing up at me as he took my foot in his hands.

      I watched as he unclasped my high heel shoe. He was gentle, and I was fully distracted. Mimi craned her neck to watch, her head pressed against the inside of her bed’s safety dome. “You know, maybe we should just borrow money. Your standing with FiBank is really good. They even have insurance packages for bulk transports.”

      “I don’t like borrowing. Don’t worry, I won’t get trashed going after this guy. He’s just running,” I said, trying to be reassuring. “I only have time to grab my Violator and boots though.”

      “What? You can’t hunt something in that dress! Your legs are sticking out!” Mimi’s eyes widened to perfect circles.

      “I don’t have time to change,” I told her. The truth was I didn’t want to change in the back of a GoBox shuttle, which had plenty of room for several people if they were in their seats, but things got complicated the moment you tried to do anything else. I put my gun belt on while I shoved one foot into a boot. It sealed up to the knee, and I smirked at the look I was leaning into. Combat boots and a long dress with slits up the sides. “Don’t worry, the dress is a reprogrammed mid-range military vacsuit. It’ll stand up to a lot.”

      “Maybe you should wear a helmet?” Mimi asked.

      "Now that’s a grand idea." Duncan said as he grabbed what he called ‘the bucket’ from one of the back seats and checked inside.

      “I’ll be fine, my head is stronger than most helmets,” I said, trying to reassure Mimi.

      We were already a quarter kilometre away from the party, descending towards New Zero’s lower levels. The GoBox was just one of many shuttles and hover cars that were making their way to the upper sub levels. I saw Duncan wave at something, tap the air then turn a knob only he could see. “There, bloody ads won’t crowd my vision while I’m chasing after this prick.”

      I wasn’t seeing most of the advertising that people who were connected to the network were. Ad blockers were illegal. Getting caught with one cost you a fine of fifty credits per day, which a lot of people paid, or avoided through some software trickery. I screened them out internally, so no one could tell that the ads were optional for me unless they were in the real world. It was evidence that the Siren Corporation was great, but not perfect.

      Speaking of ads, the New Zero Wellness Council paid for a real holographic sign that hovered near the metal street as we passed ground level that read; “Every kindness you do yourself today is a gift to your future self.” That stuck with me because it was a philosophy I’d never heard before. Sure, some may scoff at it, dismissing it as obvious, but it clicked with me.

      “We’re coming up on the coordinates,” Perri announced as we came back up and started speeding along on a ground level street. “Manny’s disappointed that he couldn’t pick you up, by the way.”

      “No helping it, the Daring Dream wouldn’t fit here,” Duncan replied before I could.

      “He knows, but he’s really looking forward to doing something other than calibration and system check cruises in orbit. He’s already docked in the Themis Complex,” Mimi said before pausing and asking; “Are you sure this is a good target? He’s no cold boy, you know.”

      For those who don’t know or remember, a cold boy is someone who has replaced almost their entire body with basic or sub-standard cybernetic parts. Rimda Divos qualified as street metal, a cyborg who has almost no human parts left after upgrading to combat grade hardware. Rimda was also a little crazy. “His bounty started at seven thousand plat and it’s already up to nine. New Zero Law wants this guy taken out as soon as possible. It’s a Mass Murder Conviction.”

      “I know. The Hunter Chasers, you know, the cuckoo fans, are already crazy about this one. Whatever you do will probably be all over the feeds live if you’re in range of any sensors. Wait, the bounty just went up two hundred credits. How’s that happening? Is he killing more people?” Mimi asked.

      “Boosters. Family members and the Good Guy AI Company are adding to the pot because they’re afraid he’ll get away,” Duncan explained as he made sure both his sidearms were securely in their shoulder holsters. “Ready here.”

      “Me too.” My boots were firmly affixed to my feet, and the gun I was smuggling between my legs was moved to the holster on my waist. “I’m picking the target up on sensors, but he’s trying to get into the old industrial towers. He’s smart, not breaking in so he doesn’t set alarms off.”

      “Oh, well, maybe you should let him run around awhile so they can add a few more plat?” Mimi suggested. “Wait, never mind. The fans are tracking two more hunters who said they’re on their way. Zigguard and Navras Edrin. Mid-listers on the Themis Board. The nearest one is two hundred ten kilometres out.”

      “They’re probably not the only hunters on their way. Good thing we’re here.” I pulled the sliding side door open. I spoke to Perri then. “Activate the caution signal, stay on the ground level street and slow down to fifty kilometres per hour.”

      “I’ll go around and drop right behind him. I’m watching your feed,” Duncan said, tapping the side of his helmet.

      My digital side was tracking Rimda using New Zero’s sensor network and I was sharing the feed with Duncan. “This is my stop. Head to the Daring Dream and get ready. We’re going to the Old Union tonight.”

      I could hear Perri cheer; “Finally!” and Mimi wish me luck as I leapt from the shuttle. I made the transition from conveyance to ground seamlessly, literally hitting the ground running. The hunter community had evidence that I was some kind of cyborg, and pretty much everyone else was fooled into thinking I was street metal. I think most of them wanted to believe it because I was doing good work. They wouldn’t be surprised if someone proved I was an android using sensor data though, so I was thankful that Themis didn’t accept bounties submitted by Bio First organisations or associates.

      My target, Rimda Divos, had just been recorded destroying a data processing centre. Billions of platinum worth in quantum computing power was incinerated. There was also a grey matter bank where human brains were directly connected to computers for processing power or fast communication.

      The Good Guy AI company was furious. The Bio First Movement was just starting to sputter hateful remarks about the act. They simplified the issue by talking about all the human minds that were destroyed instead of celebrating the ruin of tons of quantum computing power. It was a little strange.

      Most of the destruction was in the middle of an industrial sky scraper. The footage I saw showed that flames were still licking the upper floors as firefighting ships sprayed foam at it from every side. Whatever explosives Rimda used were powerful and probably expensive.

      So far, Good Guy AI put five thousand platinum behind the bounty while the Bio First organisation added three thousand. The rest of the boosters weren’t adding much to the plat stack, so they aren’t really worth mentioning. Most of them believed in supporting bounties so they could see justice done, or they were hunter fans.  As an android pretending to be a cyborg, I was tickled that the Bio First Movement was paying out for this one.

      The money was promising, but what made Rimda a great target for me was the justice side of it. He just killed hundreds of people who were helpless, some of them no more than brains in containment, using several incendiary bombs. It only took eighteen minutes for New Zero Judicial to review the evidence, verify its validity, and make a judgement in absentia. They didn’t even bother calling Rimda. Instead they went ahead and set a HATE Notice up with Themis.

      I verified the evidence myself. Rimda joined the Good Guy AI security team that night and spent a couple of hours planting incendiary devices around the complex before setting them off. The main data processing hub for the company, where several top tier artificial intelligences were running, was destroyed along with their grey matter processing hub. An act that would cost the company over thirty billion in earnings that month. I know, the bounty is peanuts considering, but it was a righteous hunt and I spotted the target less than a kilometre from the rooftop party.

      To every city there is an underside, and that starts at the ground level for New Zero. I passed a boxy, dented, graffiti-covered trash collection robot as I sped down a side street. At first I was a little careful so my dress didn’t trip me up, but it was easy to get used to, and before long I was running at almost eighty kilometres per hour. My boots were armoured, military grade, but I’d also added sound dampening unit to their soles. If I didn’t, my clomping footsteps would precede me everywhere.

      The manufacturing district was a land of doors. There were few windows at street level, but metal hatches of almost every shape and size dotted the walls. Simple robots and hover trucks moved down the street, pushing through the stench of rotten bio matter that thickened the air. I was getting close to Rimda, who was turning down a side street, looking for an unlocked doorway. I was ahead of him, in a sensor blind spot at the other end, so I slowed down to a casual walk.

      I pinged his location on the tactical map I was sharing with Duncan. Our shuttle moved in, dropping him off around the corner behind Rimda. “I’m closing in from behind, drifting,” Duncan said over our crew’s secure comm channel.

      When he said; ‘drifting,’ he meant that he’d activated little grav-pads in his boots that pushed him a couple of centimetres off the duracrete surface of the street so he could push himself along as gracefully as if he was skating on ice. Not that I’ve ever been ice skating, but I’ve seen old videos. It’s pretty similar, and it looks kinda funny when he’s doing it, if I’m being honest. That is until you see how fast he can move.

      “Don’t come up too fast. I want him to see me first,” I said as I peeked around the next corner.

      “Right, I get ya,” he replied.

      With my ten millimetre Rigour Revolver in my left hand and the Violator Seven in my right, I let the energy all around me hit my sensors. The tactical map in my mind filled in, and I could see Rimda trying the handle of a thick metal door open just around the corner.

      I stepped into the open with both guns aimed at him. It was a pretty good setup with me at one end of the alley fifteen point six metres away from the target and Duncan at the opposite end, forty point two metres behind Rimda. “Come peacefully and I’ll make sure you’re alive when I turn you in. I’ll even pay to store your hardware so you have it when you get out. Rehabilitation is better than termination.”

      “I saw the bounty. Hunt and Terminate. The Corp wants me dead. The government wants me dead. Why wouldn’t you?” he asked, turning away from the door slowly.

      “Don’t worry about the bounty, just look at the weaponry,” I made a bigger show of taking aim. “One’s set up with capture rounds. The other is made to burn holes through your vital case.”

      “The bounty. Last time I checked the ‘net, the hunter fan freaks were all crazy because it’s going up. What’s it up to now? Who’s pumping it?” he asked as he slowly raised one arm. He was holding the other close to his body and it didn’t look right. The scan results I was getting were scattered, difficult to interpret.

      I decided to play along because he wasn’t being aggressive. “New Zero Judicial convicted you in absentia of Mass Murder after reviewing three point six gigabytes of sensor data and testimony from security software. The base bounty is five thousand platinum, a HATE notice issued by Themis.”

      “The big time. You’re planning on taking me in alive?” he laughed a little before glancing over his shoulder at Duncan, who was standing in the alley behind him. “Now that guy looks like a hunter.”

      “I don’t kill unless I have to or I’m outnumbered,” I explained to him. “You’ll be in a pod before daybreak, safe, on your way to rehabilitation.”

      “Bullshit! They’ll crack my case, plug my grey matter into a processing cluster where they’ll use my brain to calculate corporate bullshit until I don’t know who I am anymore. Rehab?” His left arm unravelled and dropped to his side as five metal tendrils.

      Those were metal tentacles. My least favourite cybernetic device. I pulled the trigger of my Rigour Revolver. The shot was dead on, sending a round that unpacked at the last millisecond into a tough capture pouch that spread out like a net. It caught nothing but air and lay on the ground as it discharged an electric pulse, working perfectly other than completely failing to capture Rimda.

      It turns out that he was so fast that he sidestepped my shot the instant before I finished pulling the trigger. He started running towards me. The light of my Violator firing burning rounds at him lit the alley as the sound of three shots cracked the air. One hit, piercing his left shoulder. The remnant of the round sparked blue and white. The newer bullets I’d gotten from Spectral Dynamics had better accuracy, more armour piercing power, and they burned for a shorter period but were much hotter. I sidestepped a blast from his blade ripper. It was a security model, so there was a chance that it could pierce my vacsuit then my skin and do real damage.

      As I came around to fire at him again, all of his metal tendrils came together to form a blunt object and hit me in the stomach like an alloy fist. Being short for a human and having a modest weight often worked in my favour. It didn’t then though. He hit me so hard that I went flying backwards out of the alley before touching down thirty-one metres away where I rolled for a while.

      Duncan didn’t worry about using non-lethal measures. He fired one of his custom pulse blasters with his right hand while his left activated a hilt. Its core telescoped out and an energy field surrounded it, forming a blade with a sharp, strong edge. Rimda didn’t stand his ground like some tough guy, which is something I’d seen with a lot of cyborgs. He dodged around the alley as he fired his blade shooter, chipping the plating on Duncan’s new jacket and damaging his helmet.

      We’d switched places. Now Duncan was holding our target’s attention. Ending the encounter was up to me. I fired my revolver once, trying to bag Rimda, but I missed again. The first triple-shot with my Violator didn’t hit its mark as I ran towards him.

      I was being careful, making sure I didn’t hit Duncan, so my second burst didn’t come until I was fifteen metres away from our target. All three hit Rimda in the waist, and something broke, slowing his right leg down. Rimda tripped, two of the five metal tentacles from his right shoulder reached down so he could stabilise himself. The other three whipped out at Duncan so fast that he couldn’t stop them from wrapping around his helmet and neck.

      Duncan’s blade came down, cutting the tendrils neatly. My next burst severed the rest of the tentacles at the shoulder. The next three rounds cut right through his hip joints, and Rimda fell apart, face down. I walked over as he tried to flip himself onto his back with one arm.

      “Don’t move. Don’t try anything. You’re easier to bring in dead,” I said as I flipped him onto his back. Rimda fired his blade ripper, but I got lucky as the shots harmlessly shattered against the wall to his right. I crushed the weapon’s barrel. Duncan wrapped his capture belts around Rimda’s remaining arm, chest and legs and activated them. As they strained to overcome the motors in Rimda’s shoulder to trap his arm against his side, Duncan said; “Gotcha, bugger. You shoulda surrendered.”

      “No shit!” Rimda laughed. “At least I didn’t kill a couple hunters. The rehab for that would be a real bitch, right?”

      “Where’s your grey matter? Head or chest?” I asked as my scanners bounced off his head and vital case. His tech must have been expensive. It was

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Rogue Chase
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Credits
      


      		
        Spinward Fringe Universe Timeline
      


      		
        Where you can find me
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Rogue Chase


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Spinward Fringe Universe Timeline


      		Where you can find me


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.




OEBPS/images/rogue-chase-pod-cover-2025-full.jpg
ROGUE_ELEMENT BOOK 3
‘ROGUE
CHASE

-

\
\

RANDOLPH LALONDE






