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OKAY, PETRA WASN’T the brightest of the bunch. Everybody knew that, except for her, as it usually was with idiots. The problem, and this is where clever people really slam their heads on the wall, is that if you throw a thousand idiots at a problem, one might succeed at it.

Petra heard half of what the briefing said. No, not half, less than that. What was half of half? There should be a name for it, something so you could say it and keep it short. Those clever-pants scientists with their big words should get onto that, naming the half of halves.

Anyway, she digressed. She heard half of half of what they said on the briefing, and understood half of half of the words they used. Something about asteroid mining something-something, yadda yadda, corporations, mining rights, blah blah blah.

And then they said the magic words that made her eyes roll in dollar signs like an old-timey cartoon: A trillion dollars.

She raised her hand.

“Yes, Petra?” the scientist said, hesitant.

“Did I hear you right? That rock, whatchacallit?”

“THX-1138,” he added helpfully.

“That’s a silly name. Let’s call it Shiny, from now on, alright? Now, if I understand you correctly, you said that that rock, Shiny, is worth a trillion dollars?” she asked, practically whistling the amount.

“Yes. That’s an estimate of the precious minerals’ worth when extracted and brought back to Earth, or at least in Earth orbit for use in space construction.”

“I see.” Petra shut her mouth and sat back down. He had her full attention now, not that that really meant anything, and she kept listening as the scientist kept talking about velocities and positions and apexes, whatever that was. She could understand half of half of the things he was babbling on about, but one thing was clear: She was gonna get her hands on that shiny.
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SHE SOLD HER HOUSE. She sold her car. She sold her shoes. That last one hurt the most. “I’ll miss you,” she said, hugging her Jimmy Choos before pawning them off. She sniffled. “I’ll get you back. This is all or nothing, babe,” she said, resolute.
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THE NEW SPACE RACE had its perks. For one, you could just rent a rocket! To space! How insane was that?

There were American companies, European companies, big Russian rockets you could just rent from the proper institution. But the one that did not really give a shit who you were and what you wanted to do with a big-ass rocket that could fling you off to space, was the Indian space program.

She took a plane to Bangalore, put on her sexiest skirt suit, and strolled right in to the ISRO’s offices. She slapped her briefcase on the receptionist’s desk. “Hello, ma’am, where can I rent a rocket?” Straight to the point, that was Petra’s motto in life. Never failed her so far.

The receptionist coughed. She had a fine tan all over, almost syrupy. Petra made a mental note to get her tanning salon’s number. “Um... You mean to get to space?”

“Yeap,” Petra said, impatiently, popping her lips.

“For a satellite?” The well-tanned receptionist picked up her phone, “Which space agency should I say you work for?”

“Petra,” said Petra, not skipping a beat.

The receptionist spoke in whispers on the phone. “Yes, ma’am, the director will see you know,” she said with a wide smile and escorted her to the top floor.
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A VERY TALL AND TANNED man greeted her. Did everyone here go to the same tanning salon? It looked very good on them, she needed to get on it right away. Focus, Petra, treat yourself later. Get to the Shiny rock first, then have fun.

She shook the man’s hand. “Hello, are you in charge?”

“I am,” the man said, showing her in his office. “What can I do for you?”

“Well, I need a rocket. Do you have any?” Petra said, raising her chin. There. Straight to the point.

“We sure do!” the director chuckled. “What’s the payload, so we can see what’s available?”

Her eye flinched at that, but she had to answer. It was one of the things those pesky scientists kept insisting about, the weight of things. In kilos, no less. What sort of idiot measures things in kilos? “Fifty-five kilos,” she said.

The director sat back in his big and important chair. “That’s not a lot,” he said, breathing out, looking as if he was doing math in his mind. What a nerd.

“Thank you,” Petra said with a proud smirk. She held her briefcase in front of her belly, delicate-like, like a lady.

“We can certainly do that. What’s the launch window?”

“As soon as possible. There’s a timer on that offer,” Petra said, nodding importantly.

“I see,” the director said, stippling his fingers. “Well, it’s a low-end rocket, so I think we can actually accommodate your organisation. Petra, you said, it’s called?”

“Yes. It’s a new endeavour.” She wasn’t lying. She had just gotten the idea two days ago.

“And the target orbit? So we can get you a fuel estimate as soon as possible, these things take some time to calculate, you see.”

She gave him the folder from her briefcase. It contained all the data she had swiped from the briefing on Shiny.

The director went over the folder, skimming it, then went back to some specific charts. His significant eyebrows shot up. “This is not a small feat. Not in orbit then, but an asteroid survey!”

“Are you saying you can’t do it? I can always go to that Space Sex company.”

“No, no! We most certainly can. It will simply be a challenge, one that we will be happy to overcome for you. You said you wanted this as soon as possible?”

“Yes. Whoever gets to it first gets the prize, I’ve been told.”

He smiled. “I understand. Well, let me make a copy of this folder and we can get back to you as soon as we have our mathematicians and our supercomputer crunch the numbers.”

She raised a meaningful eyebrow. Hers was delicately plucked, of course. “It better be quick.”

“I’ll put a rush on it. 48 hours, is that acceptable?”

She sniffed and paused for a moment. She knew from handling men all these years that you shouldn’t look too eager to get in bed with them, even if your panties were already dripping wet, like her own was right now. “I can wait 48 hours before going to someone else,” she finally said.

“Excellent!” the director said getting up, and shook her hand again.
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PETRA FLEW BACK TO America and decided she needed to actually learn some of that nerd stuff about asteroids if she was going to pull this off. So she found a YouTube video that explained it all. Space mining, it was called. It would trigger the new space race, but there were challenges, the video said. It was a great video, it had animations and everything! But, the voice-over guy said, some of those challenges were insurmountable, whatever that meant. Something about tethers and surveys and international ownership laws and corporations needed to work together and other silly stuff. Petra tuned out. She got what she needed to know from the video: whoever got to that asteroid first, owned it. If two people, as in two corporations worked together to get there, they both owned it. The video guy said it would take at least four of the biggest corporations on the planet working together to get to the asteroid. 

Now that was stupid.

They’d have to split the profits, wouldn’t they?

What was half of half of a trillion dollars? Petra didn’t know, but she was sure it meant she could buy a lot of designer shoes.

Anyway, she turned the video off. Those scientist guys were idiots, gnawing at the problem for thirty years like a bunch of cowards.

It was so simple for Petra. The Shiny was up there in the sky. The Shiny was worth a trillion dollars. Whoever got to the Shiny first, got the ownership rights. She didn’t even need to actually mine it after that, all she needed was to own it. And the Shiny was being followed by stethoscopes all over the Earth. Yeah. So, everyone knew where the Shiny was. All Petra needed to do was to get a rocket big enough to get to it.

Easy peasy, lemon squeezy.

She shook her head. How could those silly scientists make this simple thing look like a ton of problems? Nerds...

Now, she realised that the rocket wouldn’t be cheap. After all it was a huge penis that shot up at the sky, making a fuss in the process. Huge penises that shot up in the sky making a fuss in the process felt to Petra like they cost a lot, like a million dollars lot.

Perhaps even two million.

She needed a guy who had said million dollars to spare. Even two.

She tapped her chin, squinting at the night lights below her window. Now, where would she find such a man?
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THE MAGAZINES SAID those millionaire types hung around in Dubai. But she had just come from that direction and she didn’t wanna go all the way back. So she settled for the next best thing, a Texan cow tycoon.

She had to get ready for this ‘chance’ encounter of hers. She strolled inside a shop and said, “I wanna buy a gun.”

“Sure, ma’am. Do you have a preference?” the shopkeeper said.

Petra thought about it. She tilted her head to the side, and looked around the counter. There were pinups on the wall, lovely gals wearing pretty much nothing and holding onto big guns. She pointed at a blonde one, that one looked like her. “I wanna look exactly like that. I want that gun, those skimpy jeans, that tight top. I want guys like you to get horny just by looking at me.”

The shopkeeper turned around and unpinned the poster from his wall. He settled it on the counter and considered it deeply. “I’ll cost ya, ma’am.”

Petra smiled wide and plopped her cash on the counter.

“Yeap, I can sell you that rifle, sure. Extended barrel, that’s what the big thing at the end is. You’ll need some rounds to do some target practise, wouldn’t wanna look like a newbie. As for the outfit? I think my cousin across the street can accommodate ya, I’ll call her up.”

Petra rubbed her hands together. It was all coming together!
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PETRA HELD THE BIG gun sexily. She ran her hands up and down the stock, and made sure she had all the guys’ attention in the firing range. But her sights were on one guy in particular.

“Excuse me sir, could you help me with this reload?” she said huskily. “It’s stuck and I can’t get it in.”

“Well, hello,” he said, taking off his hat.

“Hello,” Petra giggled and rubbed her boobies on his arm.

“Lemme see. Yeah, it’s a standard problem, you see,” he demonstrated with his dexterous fingers, “this jams up all the time, you gotta jiggle it like this.”

“Oh! I didn’t know that, you’re so clever. Can I jiggle it?” she said, bouncing up her down, making her boobs jiggle along.

“Sure!” he gave her the rifle back. “That’s a lot of rifle for such a small lady like you,” he said.

“I can handle it,” she winked at him.

“What’s your name, big-gun lady?”

“Petra. And what’s yours?”

“Johnson. I own the Johnson lands and livestock,” he said, puffing his chest.

“So interesting!” Petra said, eyes wide. She put her

[image: ]




















[image: ]
































[image: ]







[image: ]



















[image: ]





















[image: ]






























































[image: ]

















d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





