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A sigh escaped as Dave spotted the technician at work on the
payment unit.  He sauntered towards the front of its
non-existent queue, passing the larger queue feeding into the three
service desks.  Given the length of their queue, he'd be
faster waiting for the unrushed technician than haranguing one of
the attendants to take his payment at a service desk.  They
probably wouldn't know how, anyway.

Recognizing a waiting figure in the longer queue, he drifted to
a stop near its front, offering a weary greeting.  “Hi,
Mac.”

Glancing across, the old man grunted acknowledgement, impatience
evident in his barely suppressed glower.

“Hey, Dave,” came a voice ahead in the queue, its source halting
his darting glances towards any source of possible interest. 
Smiling widely, his attention quickly dropped to the rolled up
purchase under Dave’s arm.  “Whatcha got?”  He registered
Dave's presence in the separate queue a second later.  "And
why're you buying it?"

“Hi, Jim.  New TV.  Wife wants a new channel, and the
ten year warranty's up on the old one.”  He suppressed a smile
at Mac’s snort, preparing for the moan.

“New TV, just ‘cause of a new channel.”  Mac sent an
accusatory stare his way.

Dave shrugged.  “Only way to get them.”

“Used to be you could just retune the damn things.”

Jim offered a sceptical glance.  “Sounds technical.”

His glare switching targets, Mac restrained himself to a subdued
growl.  “Not much more than changing channels.  You can
do that, can’t you?  Or d'ya have to exchange the set every
time?”

“No.”  Jim’s head shook with cheerful ignorance. 
“Just when there’s a new channel.  Or when there’s a new
design out.  Or if it starts going wrong.”

Mac huffed.  “I can remember when you’d take faulty sets to
an electrician for repair, rather than have to get it
replaced.”

Jim looked doubtful.  “You’d actually hire an electrician
just t'avoid getting a new set?”

“They built things to last back then, so you didn’t have to keep
replacing them.”

“But you had to keep fixing them?”

As much as he may enjoy letting this run its course, without the
option of walking away when it got irritating, Dave reluctantly
tried defusing it.  “There’s also the cost difference. 
Televisions were more expensive."

"Cos they spent more time an' money getting them right," Mac
interrupted.

Dave nodded in acceptance.  "And the parts were bigger, so
they’d have been easier to fiddle with."  Not wanting to get
too caught up in this he nodded at the box under Mac's arm. 
"So what's your problem?”

"Phone.  Sound's gone on it."  His face discouraged
comments on his returning it for a replacement, the customary
reason for visiting service desks.

"You've still got the original packaging?" Jim said,
amazed.  “Or when I’m changing furniture.”

“What!?”  Mac gave him a confused stare.

Working back along the conversation, Dave turned to Mac. 
“One of the things that’ll make him change his TV.”

This drew a rolling of the eyes.  “Hell, what we got today
ain’t what I’d call furniture, anyway.  I don’t care how
ergonomically designed to keep you regular it is, it ain't
comfortable.  Makes me feel like I’m living in a goddamn
modern art exhibit.  And again, the stuff ain’t designed to
last.  How the hell am I supposed to get comfortable in an
armchair I’ve had less than five years.”

“At least most furniture gets recycled,” Dave offered. 
Taking advantage of the lull accompanying Mac’s stare, he turned to
Jim.  “What’ve you got?”

"Shoes," he said, then held up his other bag.  “And clothes
for the fabricator.”

Another predictable snort from Mac, as he moved aside for the
person ahead of him to leave the queue.  They appeared uneasy
with the person standing behind them.  “’Cause god forbid you
should ever use your clothes more than once.”

Jim looked dubious.  “Yeah, it’s called hygiene.”

“We did fine with washing clothes between uses.”

“There’s nothing stopping you washing yours,” Dave said,
belatedly appending, “apart from them no longer making washing
machines.”  This argument met little welcome in Mac’s
simmering glare, leaving Dave to turn his attention to Jim.

Who ploughed on with the conversation.  “Besides, what if
you lost weight?  Or gained weight and chose not to have a
weight removal process.  You’d have to replace them all then,
wouldn’t you?  And in the old days didn’t you just throw 'em
out rather than get them refabricated?  Seems kinda
wasteful.”

A scowl rippled across Mac’s face as he had to admit, “okay, so
a few things are better, but the point is that stuff used to last
longer, and you’d get more use out of them.”

His brain exhibiting little interest in checking his thoughts en
route to his mouth, Jim interrupted.  “What about food? 
You wouldn’t eat stuff a few times would you, ‘cause that’d be
like, ewwww… ”

“No, we… ”  Mac glared at him.  "Have you had a
hyperactivity graft or something?"  He bit back any further
retort as desks opened up, and he and Jim moved forward.  He
didn't wait for the attendant to speak, stating loudly, "the sounds
gone on it.  I want it fixed."

Fixed in the headlights of his glare, the poor girl tried
mouthing a few responses, before settling on, "I'll have to check
with my supervisor."

His glare didn't shift, but she managed to scurry away from it a
moment later.

"Can I have the new aardvarki design to replace it, please?" Jim
said to his attendant, cheerfully oblivious to the storm brewing
nearby.

"Aardvarki?" the attendant said.

Jim nodded with enthusiasm.  "Yeah, it's new out
today."

Finally turning his head, Mac again found Dave's eyes, his tone
gaining heat and volume.  “Y'see this.  This is what's
wrong with society.  Everyone’s been taught they gotta have
the new thing, right now.  There’s no time for craftsmanship,
stuff’s gotta be produced as fast as possible, just bang it out as
a temporary thing.  Hell, name me just one thing that lasts
longer than it used to.”

“The human body,” Jim offered in a cautious tone, bemused by the
unexpected anger he seemed to be the recipient of.

The technician apparently cleaning his stuff away, Dave saw no
reason not to fully enjoy the entertainment.  “He has a
point.  Medical advances mean we live longer, with fewer
problems.”

“Okay,” Mac ground the admission out from behind gritted
teeth.  “I’ll admit that… although technically it's repairing
rather than replacing, which actually supports my point.”

"What was the point again?" Dave asked, managing to keep a
straight face.

It took a moment for Mac to review his rant and find one. 
"Stuff could last longer if more care was taken.  But,
instead, everythin's becoming so disposable."

“And trees tend to last longer,” he knew he shouldn’t, but Dave
was beginning to find a perverse enjoyment in goading the
rant.  “Since books are obsolete now Readers are more
ecologically acceptable.”

That seemed the final spark needed.  “Oh, for…   A few
trees last longer where they’re not cleared for more buildings,
needed because the population is out of control, because we’re all
bein' genetically engineered to live longer, healthier lives, and
because most of the non-forested land is used up as dumps for
constantly replaced electronics that can’t be recycled, but which
we have to keep throwing out, because that’s just the way things
are.  What the hell are we gonna do when we’ve finally run out
of space to keep this garbage, and out of material to make new
stuff?  Find another planet and start over?  And just
have the garbage from the new planet sent back here.”

His diatribe having risen to what could justifiably be called a
rant, and his volume to almost a scream, a good portion of the
queue was beginning to dissipate at an accelerating rate, those
remaining appearing too startled to run for cover from the
wild-eyed madman.  The only ones not openly considering flight
were the approaching pair of policemen.  Caught up in his
rhetoric, Mac didn’t notice until they’d taken firm hold of his
arms.

“C'mon, old timer,” one said in an indifferent tone of practised
amiability, as they hauled him away over his panicked
objections.  “Let's get you fixed up with a nice shiny new
personality.”
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	Expressions
of Freedom (2006)
So you're minding your own business, doing your job, making
influential people uncomfortable under your journalistic gaze and
what happens? Shadowy informants tell you the democratic system is
compromised, the people behind it lean on your publisher to kill
the story before you've even got it, and your life could be ruined
if you carry on. But at least they’re not trying to kill you. Oh,
sh...



	


Broken Worlds
- Chapter 1 (2007)
There are holes in the world. Tears in reality through which
creatures are emerging, crawling up from their own, broken, worlds.
At one time emerging in their natural forms, they can no longer
exist here without taking a native host, their bodies often warped,
their minds rarely surviving. And if you stumble into this world, a
quick death may be the best you can hope for.



	


The
Story (2007)
A cautionary tale of the dangers of promiscuous
bibilophilia.



	


Rainbows in
Eclipse - first 3 chapters (2008)
Granted powers by a mysterious celestial event, the empowered
must cope with the changes as they're gathered under government
control, to determine whether they?re assets or threats. Whether
running from their previous life, running to what they want to be,
or getting lost in their powers, everyone must deal with the
revelation of the power's source, and what it?s turning them
into.



	


To
Hunt Monsters - Prologue and Chapter 1 (2010)
Amidst tense peace talks between vampire and werewolf factions,
a werewolf councilor is murdered. Recently adopted into the Clans,
Jason is assigned, and forced by politics to partner with a
vampire. Faced with growing fanaticism among the Clans, a vampire
assassin, an old family enemy, and the threat of losing control of
himself, Jason must solve the murder before his new life falls
apart.



	


Spikebreaker
(2010)
Telepaths are heavily regulated, virtual third class citizens,
second class if working for the Specialist Psychic Intervention
unit, dealing with psychic crimes, and handling Spikes, newly
emerged telepaths endangering all around them. Lydia is a SPI
telepath. Jack is her Spikebreaker, a mentally compatible police
officer. Together they fight, well, mainly each other.



	


Geographicide
(2010)
The world's greatest assassin was hired to kill a country. His
clients are unhappy with the results.



	


Stoneweaver
(2010)
In a flooded world only small peaks dot the seas, with
civilization confined to waterborne cities. Society is ruled by
tyrannous bosses, enforcing their will with an army of thugs and
Stoneweavers, those able to use the remnants of magic. Resources
are conserved by selling the poor into slavery. With such a
cleansing due, what danger do an escaped slave and thief pose to
this fragile society?



	


Allegiances -
first 5 chapters (2010)
When an agency operation is attacked in Athens, Greece, and the
local office is slaughtered, the local fixer and a surviving member
of the operation are left on the run from the Russian mob, cut off
from aid.



	


Blade
Sworn - Chapter 1 (2011)
With nations in chaos, or on the brink of war, hints an ancient
evil may be loose are ignored. Left to deal with the danger are a
princess determined to evade assassins and save her father; a
scribe who learned something he shouldn’t; maybe the last survivor
of the order who bound the ancient evil; an old knight indifferent
to all but his duty; and a group of mercenaries, not all of whom
care.



	


The
Sin of Hope - first 9 chapters (2012)
A secret older than religion, or a more recent delusion?

Hired to find the witness to a crime, PI John Daly soon realizes
he hasn’t been told everything. With the Vatican and local mobsters
also on the man’s trail, does his loyalty to a client of
questionable sanity outweigh his religious devotion and his chance
at redemption?



	


Grey
Engines - first 2 chapters (2012)
A century and a half after a weaponized message from space
devastates Earth, leaving the few survivors with telepathic
abilities, the recovering society faces the arrival of the species
which sent the message.



	


Street of
Lost Gods (2012)
Rax Darkthorn was the greatest Knowhound in Nexi, the
thief-city, and one of the few to ever escape it. When a friend
dies, he returns to learn what can kill a god, even one reduced to
selling miracles on the Street of Lost Gods.
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