“Forget it Fyber, one brush with death per life is a good quota for me”

Fyber raised his hands in front of him and shrugged defensively.

“Ok, but if we don’t pull the rug out from under ‘em right now, they’re gonna be back again. I guarantee it.”

“We have what, a partial map at best, drawn from memory, and your POSSIBLE ability to open the actual Zentaxian vault at the core?”

Fyber slicked his bangs back into the rest of his recently deep purple dyed hair. 

“Have a little faith, if you can get me there and give me five minutes, I can work it out.

“I don’t have faith, I have foreknowledge.”

“We’ll get Vito, they don’t know his face.”

“I’ve got all the money we’d need, I guess.” Boris sighed, and drew a newly purchased pair of dark shades from his button shirt’s pocket. Placing them on the bridge of his nose with care he added. “We’d need a crew though.”


“Aston, Paul. Goes by Rhythm.” Boris pointed, sitting at a nice California café table across from Fyber. “Damn near flat broke thanks to Arvix pushing out his technology. I suspect he’d love to know why.”

“What’s he do for us?”

“Electronics, particularly good with sound. We can do visual stealth; with him we could do audio too. Also working on a system to knock down walls I hear.”

“Earth original?”

“I’d help him supercharge it of course.”

“Of course.” Fyber sighed, reluctant to add more xenotech when he was committed to shutting it down

“Better let me do the talking then.” Boris responded, leaving a generous tip along with payment for the lunch.

“Chris Graft. Goes by Armature.” Boris noted, standing outside a Generic lab building in an industrial strip center.

“Why?”

“His arms are cybernetic replacements. He built ‘em.”

“Oh I see, it’s a pun thing.”

“Don’t start. He’s another guy doing amazing stuff that we can supercharge. Also knows another guy I want. Deckar, calls ‘im Deck.”

“What does Deck do?” Fyber asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Bio-engineering. Man is a walking tank or the most amazing acrobat monkey you’ve ever seen depending on what you ask him to do. I figure it can’t hurt either way.”

“How do you know these people?”

“Text messaging.”

“This guy I like” Optic volunteered “Jason Raines, Bluejay. Flight expert. Does piloting but I think the tech background fits your candidate for flight systems engineering.”

“Thought you didn’t want to supercharge anymore tech than we have to?” Boris asked puzzled, face buried in a phone book.

Fyber put his work down on the lab table for a moment. “Soft spot for flight, I guess. Spent a lot of time in a spaceship that I liked well enough and all.”

“And yet you live underground now?”

“Had more than enough of it sometimes too.”

Boris just shook his head.

“Now don’t you get me started on contradictions.” Fyber shot, but then let the subject drop.

“Yeah, I’m in.” was the three word phone message Vito left.

“Armature and Deck found me that actor we were looking for, Fyber” Boris called through the hologram, in to the cave garage. “His name is… Hard to pronounce. He goes by Prox.”

“Yeah, and his superpower?” Fyber called back as Boris passed through the shimmering rock image.

“I hate that damn thing, I still can’t walk through it with my eyes open.”

“You get used to it. Prox?”

“Yeah, dunno, they said something about probability calculation, but the just of it is he always seems to say the right thing.”

“Sounds useful.”

“Up to a point, probably wouldn’t work on somebody who knows to watch out for us. Still working on that truck” Boris asked, kicking the tire of the rusted body that Fyber was under, tooling on.

“We’ll need something to drive after all.”

“Let me handle that and show you the rest of this crew hollered Vito, practically jumping out of his sedan.

“Only took him three days.” Boris muttered

“Give ‘em a break, his contacts don’t wear collars or have regular workplaces exactly.”

“R.T. has a garage, I guess.” Vito commented, passing through the shimmering light. “Buzzard and Shadow not so much.”

“Colorful names? Mob?” Boris grunted.

“Buzzard steals, Shadow is young but we can make good use of him, has a piece of tech you should get a look at too. Not mob sorry.”

“And R.T.?” Fyber added

“Vehicle guy, he can make vans from scrap metal and rubber practically. I’ll leave it to imagination what he could do with your alien stuff.”

---

There were 11 of them gathered around the glowing power core table.

“A cave isn’t the best meeting place, I know. Boris brought some drinks at least.” Fyber coughed, too many silent faces looking to him.

“I guess I’ll get right to it. We’re going to break into the most secure vault on planet Earth. Possibly multiple planets.”

“Yeah, didn’t tell them so much about that part yet.” Boris wrung his collar a little with his finger.

“All right, it’s an alien vault.” Fyber added “If that’s too crazy for you, probably best you walk out now.”

“They’re not kidding, if my opinion helps” Vito smiled.

To the old three’s surprise, nobody got up to leave.

“Well then, lemee get it out here.” Fyber began again “Bad guys, corporate goons and the like, have a bunch of alien technology in a nearly unbreakable vault. We’re going to steal it.”

Somebody in the back, perhaps Prox by the thick accent raised their hand. “So if thisa vault is unbreakable, how you plannin’ to get in?”

Boris gestured to Fyber “This man can break it if anybody on the planet can, he just needs proximity and five minutes. The hard part is not the vault, it’s getting him inside the building and through all the crazy security.”

“They unfortunately may know my face already.”

“Everybody from the lowest night security to the corporate execs.” Vito added helpfully.

Boris gestured to the party around the table, “That’s where you guys all come in. We’re gonna get inside there and get the patterns of the employees down to a T. After that, a little engineering magic and we should have Fyber able to walk around in there without anybody in the world knowing.”

“I’m not gonna lie,” Fyber started, “This is an incredibly dangerous job. They have cameras everywhere. They have guards everywhere even on the upper floors where it’s façade normal offices and such. They have armed guards below that in the labs. They are armed with alien hologram strength boosting weapons as well as good old standby automatic guns. If they figure out it’s us, they will not stop at killing the people who got inside, they will come after everybody who helped, they already tried it once. If you want out, now is the time.”

“What’s in it for us?” Asked the man in the mask in the shadows at the rear of the room.

“The stuff in that vault is worthless to anybody but extreme tech developers. It’s more about denying bad guys from having it. But Boris here can use that to become very rich. The reward is a lot of stock in a company that will very quickly be worth Billions.”

“I need something more concrete than that.”

“Boris and Jeff here can turn it into equipment that would make you the planet’s ultimate thief.” Vito answered.

“Same for the rest of us?” Asked the guy with headphones around his neck. “Not so much the stealing part but the investment and the tech?” 

“Sure enough” Answered Boris, knowing that the more tech promised the less happy Fyber got anyway.

“Anybody leaving then?” Fyber checked one more time.

The only reply was from the young man calling himself shadow “Are you kidding?”

---

“My thinking is we can build a modified HEAT that will visually cloak and audiologically mute Fyber for short periods of time.” Boris said, unfurling specs to the gathered engineers. “In addition we’re gonna need two vans and an aircraft large enough to be illegal for us to fly to get the loot away once we somehow get it out of the building. Graft, we also need any strength boosting cybernetic overlays you can come up with, and an agility booster or stabilizer for Optic’s hands so he can do the vault work quickly.”

---

“My thinking is that we’re the ultimate acting group. Vito told the gathered infiltrators. I once survived by playing a drunk man in an alleyway, that’s the kind of thinking we need here. Shadow, I’m gonna get you set up as a night guard there, you’re our eyes and ears, learn everything you can about the unsecured areas, and if possible where security is. Buzzard, break in to the low security areas ASAP and work me out how to transport this stuff up from deep underground to the surface as fast as we can. Deck and Prox, you’ll go in on Zero day and beat up or charm whoever we end up needing to.

---

Fyber smiled, everything was being put together, the only gap left was what Boris and Vito would do about security once they found out how to tap into all the feeds.  They had a partial idea of the layout, a crack team, and preparations ready to go, all that remained to be seen were a few pieces of detail work.

