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Some would think that in the world outside of “the world”, that technology would be so far ahead that “modern advancements” held no utility or value. While it's true that technologies born from the collaborations of multiple evolved worlds were lightyears beyond what the natives of a single uninvolved planet could fathom, it didn't mean that certain “primitive” technologies had completely lost their function.
“Work, work, work, as long as these bastards exist, there'll always be work.”

Such was how a scene like this existed, a single man sitting alone at his desk, doing paperwork with actual paper. What made the whole thing strange was that the scene viewed outside the large windows of the office were clearly not that of world commonly referred to as Earth. What was even more obvious was that this man wasn't human. Although the desk and chair he sat on was made to scale, he was almost three times the size of a human, and his aesthetic was also special. A humanoid at his base, his skin was like ink of an unknown texture resembling the scales of a newly born snake. It was a colour revealed throughout any exposed parts of his muscular, robust body, his face and bald head, as well as the two thick horns protruding from the back of his head and jutting forwards. Despite his comparatively flagrant appearance, he was of a common warlike species in the universe. In fact, the strangest thing about him from a certain perspective was his trying to use a pen that, while scaled for someone of his species, was still too small for his especially thick hands.

But still, despite the man complaining under his breath, he diligently scribed the most recent reports he'd received with genuine ink on paper. Liquified pigment on a medium crafted from regular tree bark was one of the most secure methods for conveying information that didn't involve digital or neural transmission. In many ways, certain things didn't change no matter where it was. One of those things being that tedious work was the enemy of human and alien alike.
TOK-TOK~
And for a man of Lester's position, what would be knocking at the door to his private office at this time if not more work?
“Come in.”
“Excuse me.”

The moment he heard the voice and saw who walked in, Lester had to resist the urge to let out a sigh. Of all of those under his command, this one definitely gave him the most work. And with recent events being what they were, the Braxus could already feel a headache coming on.
“Corporal Bonnie reporting, Sir.”

Their posture was straight and their mannerisms were proper as they stood an appropriate distance from Lester.
“Go ahead.”
“Sir, regarding the disturbance in sector BBC42-069...”

The report they gave was on the series of missions they'd been assigned, and as Lester expected, it was all reports of success. He really expected nothing less, although the missions assigned were categorized in the middling level for corporals, this one's track record meant that they would have had an easier time than most. Their performance was regularly top-notch, they gave proper and concise reports, and they always tackled the next mission immediately after appropriate rest. They were the model among volunteer soldiers that the Federation would be happy to have. Unfortunately, actually dealing with them on a regular basis tired Lester out more than any of the others.
“Excellent report Corporal.”
“Yes Sir. And, one more thing-”
“Excellent report Corporal.”
“...”
“...”
“Sir, regarding what happened on 800S-3...”

There's that headache, right on queue. This was the problem with the thorough types that Lester had now fallen victim to after accepting this promising young corporal under his command. It was unfortunate that these were precisely the types that the Federation needed the most, which was what all the higher-ups often spouted since they weren’t the ones that had to deal with them! Of course, Lester was well within his authority to keep what happened on 800S-3, aka “Earth”, from the lower ranked soldier in front of him. However just like how they'd heard that something had happened, before even meeting him, he knew that a likely outcome would be them getting more info elsewhere and operating by their own discretion as a result.
“It's as you've already heard I'm sure. There was a very minor incident involving poachers. However it's already taken care of.”

In fact, the inhabitants of Earth were already abuzz with news on said incident circulating like wildfire. In such cases, since the species would have eventually been made to find out about life outside of their system anyway, it was better to let things naturally run their course. It was only unfortunate that the process had been unduly sped up through some nefarious actors' personal greed.
“Was it the Tyrant?”
“...”

Lester didn't answer but the fact that he didn't deny it was enough. The Tyrant Mahkea had been a particularly sturdy thorn in their side for a while. One would think that she and her crew would be brought to justice a long time ago with the Federation existing as it does today. However, the very reason for why the Federation currently exists is also the reason that capturing the pirates have proved to be so difficult, the general lawlessness of space. Criminals were very good at making connections, they were even better at it than those on this side that banded together mostly out of a intertwining sense of righteousness.

The vastness of the universe meant that there was always a place for wrong-doers to hide and not enough personnel to cover all those bases. The only reason that the poaching had taken place on Earth was because of its low priority that put it under less surveillance by the Federation that was always lacking adequate personnel in comparison to the number of criminals. The harsh truth was that Earth's primitives weren’t very high priority as they held little value to poachers and the like. The types of species that are usually targeted are those that could be considered exotic even by extra-terrestrial standards, or those that had great utility or labour potential. Humans fell into neither of these categories so even the Federation wasn't sure why the Tyrant would take the risk when her cloaking was shot to catch any. Thankfully she seemed to have only gotten away with one, as far as the Federation was concerned, this was hardly a case that warranted paying attention to.

But, there was always that one person!
“Sir, how long are we going to let her keep running ram-?”
“Corporal, we've already spoken about this many times and my answer will always be the same until we manage to actually capture her.”

Obviously the Federation would be just as frustrated, however this corporal was the type that always pursued the issue when they felt like enough wasn't being done. They were the type that was competent at their job while being naive of how the universe really worked. In other words, they were the type that tired Lester out the most!
“But Sir-”
“You are dismissed Corporal.”

Once again they were dismissed before they could properly cause a scene, and like the proper corporal they were, nothing more was said as they saluted and turned to leave the room. Be that as it may, Lester knew that this was far from the end of it.
“Haaah, how long until you end up doing something stupid?”

The Braxus sighed to himself for the umpteenth time as he watched them leave. For a moment he was distracted by their perky bottom undulating below their thick tail, however he soon shook his head and turned to look outside the window at the stars slowly dipping below the horizon. He then looked back at the paperwork on his desk, now increased thanks to the recent visit of a certain someone. Lester thought to himself once again that he really needed a vacation, preferably one far outside of this galaxy.
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