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PART ONE:

the deed


        Chapter One: TEXD        

Texd looked around the sand encrusted valley wondering how he was going to get out. The vultures screeched wildly and wailed their mistuned song while circling above. A volley of squeals reminiscent of a dinner time bell, a yelling notification to all in earshot.

What they truly hungered for gave Texd a little relief since he wasn’t edible to any earth born species and therefore, he wasn’t fit for the current menu or any other.  Unless he was unwillingly made into fuel or food for the flames, he had no worries of being eaten alive. Because he wasn’t an organic being even though he looked like one. Because he ran on solar power mostly and there’s always plenty of that in the desert. Besides that, his perception of reality, he did have space in his brain to consider the natural cause, that maybe the unhandsome flock of creatures staining the sky were just hungry. He thought perhaps the smell of sweat from the vehicle in which he was driving had permeated into his clothing as well and was the allure driving them to prowl.

    The sun was about mid sky. The resulting temperature was on a level not unlike harassment, yet the sun hovered so far away that even though it was daytime it appeared very much to be in space. And yet the skies retained a magnificent yet teasing blue. Its heat waves didn’t’ seem as far off though as they held their stance, a gregarious signal to all within range of the coming wrath.

    Most humans would begin generating beads of sweat if not instantly shedding gallons.

He had a few hours before the sun would set. He could feel his cells greedily soaking up the charge from the sun as he continued through the desert. So, for the moment he was grateful. He felt like one does once revitalized after drinking a very cold glass of water. With an abundance of sunlight, he wouldn’t have to worry about shedding his thrikes any time soon either, which was a bit consoling.

He licked his lips anyway just for the thrill of appearing like a heat beaten human. The act was inhuman, but no one can have it all. He sure would have liked to have been sucking down an Icee instead of humping his way through the Nevada heat.

What a way to go, he once thought, I just got here…

He was certain, about 97.899% certain, that it wouldn’t rain while he was outside of city limits and exposed. He couldn’t really be sure of that, but he was hoping he’d get lucky. Acid rain or rain of any kind would pound out here. If it was acid rain which fell, not even he would endure its torrents. He would be dissolved in mere moments, although, it would take more than a few seconds.

He needed to come up with something fast which wouldn’t take more than a few days to process. Time was precious to Texd because he didn’t have lots. With only two years in his lifespan and less than six months to go, every millisecond, more than a moment for him, counts.

As he continued to trek across the sand, he began to pick up the sounds of traffic. The roar of an engine as it zoomed by, and its trailing echo, reminiscent of the rustling of air near the ocean, the beacon leading him to salvation. He couldn’t see jack other than what any other person could, but his hearing was superb, sharp. He also had more than a hefty share of logic and he knew he would approach a road of some kind if he just kept going.

As a Mock 2, Texd had advanced hearing along with a high intelligence. 

No morphing like his brethren Frank, however. No natural flight abilities nor advanced strength he could wield.

The bag he was carrying was beginning to wear into him despite all the juice he was getting from the sun. If he made it to his next destination, he’ll have everything and plenty more, and most likely will never have to do anything physical ever again in life. He could then continue to eat as if his life depended on it, which for him it didn’t, but it was something all Mock’s like to do.

It would have to be enough, it always had, but he’d never gotten himself in this deep before. All for the sake of a few bucks so he could enjoy his limited lifespan doing what he liked. The sooner he got Sharelle her share, the sooner she could pay off Zito and from there he and her would be home free.

For now, he needed to find a way out of the desert. 

There was much more at stake for him than a bag full of money. 

 While he was at it though, his mind was crunching the numbers taking into account every coin processor on his side of the network. He’ll have some kind of estimation before he leaves the desert of what the rest of their payload would be, once he was back in town. Once that portion of the plan was done, Phase 2 of their grand plan, which began as a simple theft, could be initiated.


    Chapter Two: SHARELLE    

Sharelle could care less about Mock’s, their limited lifespans, or the oddity floating in the middle of the ocean. Her mind was on the money, and the considerable amounts of tail she would acquire once she had got back to the pub. And of course, paying off her loan from Zito. She had waited all she could but now Zito, her boss, was getting kind of edgy. He wasn’t the kind of boss who waited long, and she knew better than to pull his strings. She didn’t want him blowing the hinges off which he would if he sensed a willingness not to pay. If so, the door to more funds would be nailed shut. She wanted the doors to continue to swing just as they had for as long as she’s known them to work. The ins and outs of finance were her lifeblood, her bread and butter.

If she didn’t find his dough somebody was going to catch hell, and she didn’t care about that either. She just needed it to happen when she wanted it to and at the right moment. As she thought about that, while hanging out in her high-rise apartment, the first inklings of an acid fall scorched her window.

She only watched while stroking her straight, smooth as silk, black hair. Hers fell from her head to just above her waistline where she was gifted with complimenting curves to match. She then released a few updates via her holo-lense sending orders to update their privacy notices to all of her 100,000+ employees.

Normal rain still occurs in some places on the planet, just not where she lives. Not that she’s ever been to any of those places, so of course visiting them one day was high on her list of to-dos.

The acid falls had been happening for a couple of centuries. Ever since the Unrise, every nation who had the capability blew their friggin loads and fired off every nuke in reach.

Until then, most people had never visited a desert plain. After the Unrise, it became an even more dangerous place. But, if ever that made a difference, it would be a totally different world, regardless of the acid rain.

Because people still needed food, water, electricity, and good times. Until that became plentiful in the desert, manure could fall from the sky, and it wouldn’t matter. Travelling across a uniquely untouched yet still scorched desert was a risk most were willing to take for the sake of salvation, or even more so, survival.

What Texd could do could be counted as extraordinary, although, you wouldn’t think that unless you knew what he was or what he’s capable of. He’s a Mock, just like the last guy, but slightly different.

If it wasn’t for him the details of their little plot would never have gotten worked out. Sharelle had the inside line, but it was Texd and his cybernetic mind which got all the timing and ends straight. She was the mastermind, and he was her living calculator.

She had brought him aboard mostly to keep the books straight, but once she learned what he could do and what he knew, other seedy ideas began to sprout. Instead of ciphering off a few thousand here and there just to make way, the prize ballooned into a couple of million. All because of a loophole Texd had found in the security which comprised Zito’s network.

Zito was an accomplished programmer and engineer, but his area of expertise was gaming. He knew shit about cyber security and often offloaded the tasks to different contractors and consultants he had made friends with along the way. He knew his share about everything else computer science and felt the task of security inane if not overly complex. He was one who accepted the openness of most computer systems even though he was a criminal within those domains. Thus, making him the shrewder of evildoers this side of the network.

Sharelle thought he was a clown, even though they were once madly in love with each other.

As the acid fall continued to build up, Sharelle spent a few more moments enjoying the slight sizzle while the acid fall bounced off the ulti-plex windows. The ulti-plex was advanced glass able to withstand the effects of acetic acid. Organics and metals didn’t stand a chance during an acid fall, but most plastics and polymers got along just fine.

Sharelle got along just fine most of the time too and everyone who worked for her, knew this very well. They knew this because Sharelle was the one who developed the ulti-plex cost saving business model which ultimately saved humanity in a timely and organized manner. It also made her a few hundred million dollars.

Of course, it’s impossible to gain credit for saving the world while doing it efficiently but anyone who’s held a position for more than 10 years knows how it worked. And since history prevails a lot faster than it did centuries ago, she got her credit whenever it was due. It didn’t catapult her to Diva status but everyone in town knew who to call if they ever ran out of ulti-plex.

It was around then when she met Zito. It began as bliss as it usually does, then slowly dissolved into regret and a shallowly friendship, as hollow as some of the holes worn in the streets by the acid fall. Some time ago it finally withered away into a purely financial relationship in which he allows her to loan while she keeps his empire funded. It would seem like more than a one-way relationship, but most knew Sharelle was a wizard with numbers.

So, she got her share and her cut, and for the longest time things were generally smooth with only occasional hiccups along the way. But then Texd showed up, and Sharelle gained something she hadn’t known since she moved to the desert and hooked up with Zito. She gained hope.

Although she had saved half the planet, she was only a corporate dog in the end. Another slave to one thing or another, king to no one, not even the subjects of her court. Her employees respected her and did their job, but no one had yet to fling themselves upon the flames at her whim. Except for Texd.


    Chapter Three: ZITO    

Zito was at home going over the recent code he had received from one of his followers. Another zealot, who hailed him like he was God for the achievements he had made in the industry. He always had code to look through because he had millions of followers. But this one piece was brought to his attention, since it was flagged by the site, which sent an email notifying him of what might be interesting.

The subject of the email was SNIFFER/SCANNER, which was actually at the bottom of the list of subjects which were gathered for him. SNIFFER/SCANNER doesn’t always pan out to what it sounds like. The author of the code could have been just a spy or goof looking around for notoriety. That didn’t matter much either, if the code was good or something he could at least use, he’ll surely reach out with his usual dealing of tactics. A few k later, and he’ll have another repository to upload to his collections.

What he hoped for was more data on his competition’s gaming engines or any new miracles in the form of graphical processing. 

He was hoping for something like the miracle which brought bitcoin to the world thus enabling his transformation from extremely well-off, to filthy rich.

But here it was Wednesday morning and instead of monopolizing on some poor soul’s wayward code, he was having a look at some snippet written in Python
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