AUGMENTED

CHAPTER 00: PROLOGUE


'Is the next version ready yet? I don't want any... unpleasant mistakes this time.' A pasty-white skinned man sat in a large office, looking down on a cityscape below.


'Yes, it is, but we only have three prototypes. After the last batch failed so catastrophically, High Command was reluctant to provide test subjects.' The man was talking to a bulky, armoured Space Pirate Commander on a video intercom panel built into his desk.


'It will be enough. Activate them, and send the video feed through to me.' He swiveled round to face the video screen. 'And make sure the video feed is secure, quantum encryption. I don't want the Federation getting wind of our plans.'

The Pirate growled, and clicked his jaw. 'We expect to be paid well for our assistance in this operation. I take it you haven't forgotten this.'


'Of course not,' the man replied coolly. 'When we sell the final product, you'll get more than your fair share. Now, that video feed.' 

The screen clicked to black, and then another image came through. It showed a large hangar with many holographic targets and bioplast dummies at the far end. Three strange organisms entered through the main bay door. They resembled large Space Pirates, but had semitransparent sacs on their backs and slender tentacles wrapped around their scythes. They stood in front of the targets, as if awaiting instructions. Suddenly, all at once, they leapt into action, flinging their appendages around the holographic emitters and draining them of energy. As they did so, the sacs on their backs started to glow a muted purple, then, as they absorbed more, a bright white. The man sat watching this odd display seemed impressed, and became even more so when the creatures discharged this energy into the dummies, atomising them effortlessly. He clicked the video feed back to show the Space Pirate.


'Excellent work, Commander. I see that the augmentations have integrated much better this time. Dispose of the failures, and leave no evidence. As I said before, if the Federation find out about this, we are all dead men.'


'You worry about the money, and we'll worry about the logistics.' The screen clicked to black once more.

The man turned around and stared out of the window. Soon he would be rich enough to buy everything he saw down below. A bleep coming from his desk interrupted his thoughts, and he returned to the intercom and pressed a button.


'Yes, what is it,' he said, sighing.


'Sorry for the interruption, sir,' came the female voice on the other end. 'Your ship is ready for departure when ready. Docking bay Omnicron 4.'


'Thank you,' he clicked the intercom off and picked up a datapad. It showed an image of a large suit of cybernetic armour, metallic orange and yellow. He clicked through a few more images and data readouts. 'Samus Aran... you are quite the interesting prospect.'

The Space Pirate battleship prowled through space, its commander under orders to "dispose of the corpses quickly and quietly". He intended to place them in boarding pods and jettison them into a star.


'Commander, the first pod is ready for launch,' one of the bridge crew announced. 'Two minutes until we arrive at ES-332.'


'Excellent, prepare it for launch and bring the trace scrambler online.' The trace scrambler was a recent Space Pirate invention. It attempted to render a Pirate vessel undetectable to most Federation sensors, but consumed a huge amount of power in doing so. Without Phazon, the Pirates now had to rely on antimatter annihilation drives to power their ships. Although 100% efficient, they still only provided a fraction of the power that Phazon did.


'Sir, if we do that we run the risk of overloading the drive, and so close to a star...'


'Do it, or I'll put you in the pod as well.'


'Yessir.' Pirate commanders had little time to debate orders, and on this mission there was even less.

A few moments later, the Pirate ship arrived in orbit around the star, and jettisoned the first boarding pod. The three wing-like sections at the front acted as magnetic accelerators, propelling the small craft toward its target. As it entered the star's outer atmosphere, it started to disintegrate, and there was almost nothing left to reach the actual surface.


'First pod obliterated, shall I prep the second.'


'No, let's wait around and get caught. Of course prep the second pod you imbecile!' The commander was becoming increasingly irate.


'Yes, sorry si...' Something on the panel in front of him grabbed the Pirate's attention. 'Sir! I'm picking up three Galactic Federation frigates entering the system.'


'What! There's nothing of any interest in this system! Why would a patrol be coming through here?'


'No idea, sir, but they're here.'


'Jettison the second pod and let's get out of here.'


'The pod isn't close to being ready yet, they're only just loading the bodies. Shall I have them vented into space as they are?'


'No, the Federation ships will pick them up and investigate. Shove them into a light torpedo casing, with some explosive. We'll make a pass at that desert world as we jump system. The atmosphere should mask the explosions.' He motioned to a blue dot on the astrometric display marked "DT594, Class XI arid". As the ship passed by the planet, half a dozen torpedo cases fell from its belly and descended through the atmosphere. One by one they detonated, leaving no trace that they ever existed. However, one failed to do so, it's detonator damaged by the heat of entry. Much of the torpedo casing burned off or fell away, but the body hit the ground intact.


'Damn, the last one didn't go.'


'I wouldn't worry, commander, it's unlikely to be found, nothing lives down there.'

