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Book Description

Maj is no longer Earth Standard Human. They’ve been modified by their father to be stronger, faster… and smaller. Escaping him wasn’t easy, but Maj’s sister Oyana is still a target, hiding from an even worse fate. 



[image: ]




[image: ]




Free Fiction

Get the free scifi story:

What the Sun Sees

and discover other titles at:

TamiVeldura.com


Murder Is A Family Business

Maj Frost, tiny, offended, and sentenced to exile, tried their best to bite the GSA soldier that held them in two steel-augmented hands. They squirmed, snapping their teeth at the soldier’s pale nose. The soldier just picked them straight up by the arms, like a child. Maj kicked and twisted, they tried to pitch themselves to the floor, then lunged backward without warning. 

The soldier just held them out at full arm’s length with a slight grimace. He’d been given the unfortunate task of escorting Maj to the drop pod where they’d be pitched into space and left to crash land on an alien planet with a handful of other criminals. Maj didn’t try to argue about it, they were guilty. Didn’t mean they liked it.

The soldier had to manage Maj with one hand in order to open the drop pod door. Maj tried biting again, twisting around to get a handful of standard issue green uniform in their teeth. They ripped it right out of the seams and had to spit it out. Starchy.

The soldier hauled Maj inside and slammed them hard against a seat set into the wall of the pod. Maj blinked, stunned for a second. Across the pod they caught the curious eyes of a very large, dark man, already strapped in for the ride. He lifted a quiet eyebrow at Maj. Maj hissed and resumed kicking.

A lucky strike caught the soldier in the stomach and his air wooshed out of his lungs. He went to one knee, only a weak hand on Maj’s shoulder to keep them in place. Maj knocked it aside and scrambled for the exit.

They only glimpsed a moment of freedom. The soldier yanked them back by the collar and threw them across the pod. He didn’t even try to strap them in again, just stepped out of the door and closed it with a frown.

Maj lunged for the door, but it snapped shut in their face. They bared their teeth through the polyglass at the GSA soldier. Their serrated points flashed in the polyglass.

He shook his head. “If you don’t want to strap in for re-entry, that’s your choice.”

Maj punched the door. The metal dented outward with a hollow echo, but not enough to compromise the lock. They were stuck.

“If you die in vacuum before re-entry, that’s also your problem,” the soldier added, stepping back.

The second door closed, cutting the pod off from ship life support and power. It also had no window, leaving Maj growling at a blank metal wall.

Maj shook themself all over, throwing off the encounter and the fury that came with it. The bristling dissipated in seconds. Calmed, they took stock of the drop pod.

It contained four seats positioned in a tight semi circle around the door, each with five-point harnesses and minimal comforts. They were meant to keep passengers from bouncing around inside like egg yokes for the short flight, not to provide any perks.

The black man and Maj were its only occupants, and the way the sound of some large mechanical systems were echoing through the pod, it didn’t seem like anyone would join them. Maj had lost their chance to escape into a spaceworthy ship—though admittedly, that plan had been flimsy from the start.

With a sigh, Maj dropped into one of the hard seats and strapped in. Even with the ties pulled as far as they would go, Maj still had room to move, but such was life as the shortest adult they’d ever met. Malnutrition could do that.

Their augments made up for some of their genetics. They could leap twice their own height, had some excellent perks in their vision, and they’d recently installed a skin mod that almost worked like true invisibility. Oh, and the teeth. All of which helped them stay two steps ahead of the GSA for the last six years.

Of course, they didn’t help a wit once the GSA had caught up. And even the most lowly formicida had enough strength and stamina mods to keep Maj’s tiny ass under control.

Still, being manhandled rankled and they wrinkled their nose.

The pod clunked as it disengaged from the ship and lost local gravity. 

Maj floated up two inches until they hit the straps of the seat.

Then the pod’s thrusters ignited and Maj was thrown back into the chair. For several seconds, the experience was too loud to think. Maj shook in the chair, rattled by the power of the engine, like a jet turbine strapped to the back of a commuter car. Overkill was an understatement.

Then, abruptly, the engine cut off. So did the noise and the shaking. Maj drifted off the chair again.

“Hey, Piss and Vinegar?” the big guy said in exactly the kind of sub baritone Maj expected.

Maj smiled at him and it wasn’t visibly different than the snarling they did earlier.

“Do you have a plan or should I just stay out of your way?”

Maj twitched one shoulder. “The plan was to not be in the pod. I am now open to suggestions.”

“I see,” he said. “What’s your name?”

“Maj. You?”

“Rune, Formicida medic—well, I guess I’m ex-GSA, now.” His face wrinkled like he was upset, but it cleared a moment later.

Maj wasn’t interested in his emotional state and ignored it. “What are you exiled for?”

Rune cocked his head. “Is it relevant? Why are you here?”

A dangerous chill clenched Maj’s chest at the question. They swallowed hard and looked away. Looked back. “Ok, I take your point, I retract the question. New question: what do you know about this place they’re dumping us on?”

“You didn’t sit through an orientation?”

“Nope.” Maj shrugged. “Was too busy breaking out. Got the elevator twice but they always caught me before I got to the spine. Didn’t get a third chance.”

Rune made a sound in his throat like he was holding in a laugh. Maj narrowed their eyes at him, but he kept his expression expertly neutral. Maybe that was a medic thing. The doc who had tried to give Maj a physical before their trial had been a hard nut to crack, too.

“It’s a barely habitable planet. Gets a little too cold in the winter and a little too hot in the summer so no one wants to settle down. But it has surface access to trinordia, so there’s a pit mine and a ground to space payload launcher. We get sent down, work the mine, GSA sends a supply box every few months in return. No trinordia, no supply box.”

Maj grunted. “Isn’t trinordia explosive?”

“Very.”

“Coolcoolcool, and how do we leave?”

“We don’t.”

“Ah.” Maj shook their head. “Well that’s not going to be fun for you.”

Rune lifted that eyebrow again, a darker slash against his dark skin. “But not for you?”

“If there’s a payload launcher, there’s a way off planet.”

“Being subjected to violent escape velocity pressures meant for inorganic packages isn’t an issue, then?”

“A minor inconvenience.”

“And the GSA ship that picks you up? They’ll just drop you back down.”

“A problem for future Maj,” Maj said, settling deeper into their seat. The pod was starting to vibrate just slightly.

“Oh,” Rune said, smiling. “I think I see how you ended up here. You’ll be fun to watch.”

“I am always fun,” Maj agreed. “No one ever thinks so.”

“I can’t believe it,” said Rune with another one of those medic straight faces.

The pod rattled, then, the shaking evidence of their re-entry onto… Maj didn’t know.

“What’s the name of this place anyway?”

 “Ivis Three. Ivis is the star’s name technically, but GSA hasn’t named the planet.”

“Ah, of course,” said Maj. “If there’s no name, there’s no colony. And if there’s no colony there must not be anything interesting here. Nothing to see, just unexplored wilderness on a virgin planet.”

“I see you speak GSA politics.”

“It helps to know your enemy if you want to avoid them,” Maj said with another toothy grin.

Reentry shaking and noise cut off any response Rune might have had. Maj gripped the shoulder straps of their harness, feeling vibrations down to the teeth. Everything sounded like it was burning, a roar of wind and flames below Maj’s feet prepared to consume them both from the bottom up the moment their little pod failed.

Then the pod jerked twice, something clunking heavily overhead, and their ferocious descent slowed to a float. A balloon waving in the breeze. 

They came to rest rather gently, the pod listing to one side at an angle.

Rune unstrapped himself easily. He stood at the low end of the pod.

Maj hung in the harness a little sideways. If they undid the straps, they would fall and there was nothing for their little legs to brace on.

Rune yanked the door’s release handle down, shoving it into place to unlock the seal. He had to slam the door twice before it disengaged. Maj’s punch to the mechanism hadn’t done any favors.

Oops.

He shoved the door open—it popped off entirely, landing heavily to the ground—and stepped out into pleasant, if slightly green, sunshine.

With their landing zone clear, Maj popped the harness open and dropped across the pod, legs and arms extended like a cat. They landed with a thump on hands and feet and scuttled to the doorway on all fours for a better look.

The air smelled like plants. A little wet, a little grassy. Very organic.

The mods in Maj’s eyes automatically adjusted for the intense light, shuttering like sunglasses until they could see without squinting. They crawled out onto the pod’s prone door and squatted to take in the sights.

Three other pods had been fired down with them, two full of people that emerged from their cocoons, blinking and cursing the bright sun, and one much more bullet-shaped object that had half-buried itself on impact since it didn’t come equipped with parachutes. There were eight other people—both pods full—which made Maj grin. Maj had made enough
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