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				by Lisa Orban

			


			

				From a young age I developed a passion for books. They became my escape when times were hard, a shield in awkward social situations, they filled the lonely hours with new friends, and, always, it was a joy to fall into a new world far from where I lived. In distant lands found between the pages of a book, I grew up.

			


			

				But, it was in anthologies I found true delight, dropping into multiple worlds, in many different voices, that all called me to join them in their adventures – all in one book! Ever on the hunt for new authors, I couldn’t resist any new anthology coming out, particularly in the SciFi and fantasy genre. They introduced me to previously unknown authors, and encouraged me to seek out more books by any who caught my fancy. Some I may have never have given a chance without the brief interlude of a their short stories to explore more of their works.

			


			

				In the days before the internet, this was sometimes the only way to find a new author without becoming overwhelmed at the number of offerings stacked endlessly on the shelves of a library or bookstore. Hundreds of books all vying for your attention without a guide to take you by the hand and lead you to the promised land where you can completely lose yourself. But anthologies bypass that decision fatigue, each story is just a short investment of your time, and if you don’t like it, nothing is lost as you only need to turn the page to find a new story waiting for you.

			


			

				When I opened Indies United, remembering my love for anthologies, I offered our authors the chance to collaborate on one, and for three years now, we have presented a new Infinite Indies in November. A fun meet & greet between pages, and a chance to explore the writing styles of many of our authors all at once. I hope as you read these stories you will find a new author, or more, that you want to take a chance on and get to know their books better. Each story is as unique as the writer that created them, and who knows, you may find your next great book love somewhere within these pages.

			


			

				 

			


			

				Happy Reading!

			


			

				Lisa Orban

			


			

				 

			


		




			

				A Walk in the Woods
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				Ketan Desai

			


			

				Whose woods these are I’m sure I know.

			


			

				It belongs to the local borough;

			


			

				Who won’t care if I stop here

			


			

				And watch the verdant woods, bright and aglow.

			


			

				 

			


			

				My little dog must think it queer

			


			

				To stop without a tree stump near

			


			

				By the shimmering, sylvan lake

			


			

				The longest day of the year

			


			

				 

			


			

				He gives an impatient whine

			


			

				To ask if we can stop wasting time.

			


			

				The only other sound’s the cry

			


			

				Of a solitary Eagle in the sky

			


			

				 

			


			

				The woods are lovely, bright and upsweep,

			


			

				And I have no promises to keep,

			


			

				No attachments or desires over which to weep,

			


			

				No miles to go before I sleep.

			


			

				 

			


		




			

				Beat
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				by Jake Cavanah

			


			

				Curtis Groffle had left the office disgruntled about having been assigned work that kept him there until the bell. He had been doing it for so long he could work quickly and had, just barely, enough respect to forgo the pleasantry that was staying at his desk until 5:00 p.m. Unless some “additional, last-minute” responsibilities came his way.

			


			

				This is what he chose to complain to himself about during the first two beers of the night. Then, he knew, as the beers kept coming, so would his past.

			


			

				Curtis spun his longneck Rolling Rock around on the coaster between each sip. Here in the depths of The Brown Room, his drink of choice was considered middle of the road. Not that great, but also not too shitty, but, then again, there was no such thing as “too shitty” at The Brown Room.

			


			

				With about a quarter left in his second bottle, Curtis signaled to Amy he was ready for another. He downed what remained to make room, and she leaned over the bar to swap out the empty one for its replacement, getting out of the way just before he belched.

			


			

				Curtis took another lengthy pull and set it on the bar top harder than he meant to, startling the patrons a few stools away from him. Who he failed to notice.

			


			

				The third beer was when the memories of the last thirty years kicked in, starting back when he had had so much promise.

			


			

				The beautiful wife.

			


			

				A new house.

			


			

				Prosperous company.

			


			

				Thick, healthy hair.

			


			

				In good shape.

			


			

				Oh, how things had taken a turn.

			


			

				The company experienced a down year when their sons were four and six, and every decision Curtis made after that only made things worse.

			


			

				More debt.

			


			

				Customers leaving for the competition.

			


			

				More angry banks.

			


			

				Investors pulling out.

			


			

				Not qualified to refinance.

			


			

				Expensive bar tabs.

			


			

				Good employees leaving.

			


			

				His affair.

			


			

				Forgetting about his sons’ baseball games.

			


			

				Forgetting about his sons.

			


			

				Katherine’s suicide.

			


			

				Curtis used to think about ending the clusterfuck that was his life, but he was far too cowardly.

			


			

				His sons were forced to take care of the only parent they had left at very young ages. They did what they could to help their father, but, as they quickly learned, you can only do so much for someone who doesn’t want to be there. They had begged Curtis’ parents, siblings, old business partners, and anyone who would listen to help save him, but the response was, regretfully, “Sorry, there’s nothing we can do.”

			


			

				Curtis remembered his sons first approaching him with a heavy heart, but when they were teenagers and had had enough, it was their anger he remembered. They would verbally abuse him when he stumbled home at all hours of the day and night. His eldest would try to teach him a lesson by leaving Curtis bloody and bruised on the front porch, but he would just wake up and do it all over again.

			


			

				Then came the accusations about their mother’s suicide being his fault, which became more frequent the more they learned about his downfall.

			


			

				Curtis never admitted it, but he blamed himself, too.

			


			

				Like clockwork, a man wearing a hat low over his face took a seat in the corner of the bar. He was there every evening, and Curtis had never seen him order more than one Rolling Rock. On account of both being regulars with the same drink preference, Curtis would often nod his way and lift his glass to him. The man would nod back, and that would be it.

			


			

				Curtis had almost mustered up the courage to approach him a couple of times before deeming it useless.

			


			

				Close to ten beers in, Curtis closed out his tab and told Amy bye. The man’s go-to booth was on the way out, and when Curtis passed by the man said, “When are you going to stop playing with fire?”

			


			

				“Excuse me?” Curtis said.

			


			

				“You drink a twelve pack every night and drive out of here. How long do you expect to keep getting away with that?”

			


			

				“Hopefully not much longer.”

			


			

				The man shook his head and muttered something under his breath.

			


			

				“Cheers,” Curtis said.

			


			

				The man said nothing.

			


			

				 

			


			

				Curtis had been gone for about ten minutes when the man received a text message.

			


			

				How is he tonight?

			


			

				The man responded, Same old dad. I finally said something to him.

			


			

				Did he recognize you?

			


			

				What do you think?

			


			

				Just give up man. He’s not worth it.

			


			

				The man typed out and erased multiple messages before sending back, I wish I could.

			


			

				His older brother had been begging him to let their dad go for years, but if he truly didn’t care, he wouldn’t be so curious.

			


			

				 

			


		




			

				Spare
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				by Eirynne J Gallagher

			


			

				“All right,” she said. “That really isn’t necessary.”

			


			

				She stared at the large, unmarked pistol. Judging from the rough-milled edges someone had assembled it from spare parts. Officially, the only weapons on Luna were carried by Security and the Navy, but Earth hadn’t shipped seventy-five thousand morons to the moon. Engineers, craftsmen, architects, mechanics, electricians… no one got off Earth without a valuable skill, which meant that no one got off Earth without knowing things. Knowledge is either good or ill, and generally it ended up both.

			


			

				The huge, dirty hand clutching the gun had scars and scabs. It led to a slab-like arm, hugely muscled and smudged with dirt and grease. A loader’s arm. The dark eyes that stared at her over the barrel of the gun were blank and merciless. She smiled sweetly.

			


			

				“Really,” she said soothingly, “that isn’t necessary. I’m just looking for my fiancé. If you haven’t seen him, that’s the way it is. I’ll be on my merry-”

			


			

				“Shut up,” the gunman said.

			


			

				“Okay,” she said, “but this really isn’t a big deal. You don’t have to make it a big deal.”

			


			

				He snarled at her. “You just shut up. Wait here. Wait and shut up.”

			


			

				Sometimes they weren’t all geniuses. Someone had to empty the garbage and shift cargo. Maybe he was native, but he didn’t look like it. Natural-born Loonies usually had far less mass, having grown up in low gravity. Luna held some two million people now. Most of them were honest, hard-working people. Some were shifty. Some were downright bad. Same as everywhere, really.

			


			

				Elise held still. The guy looked unstable and she had no desire to get shot. She glanced around. The small shop had emptied out when she showed the photograph around. No one knew him. No one had seen him before, ever. Despite the lack of interest in her photograph and her questions, the owner had somehow signaled the big guy. Elise assumed she’d done something to anger the big guy because he’d pulled the gun and sent his companion, a dirty-looking whip of a kid who reminded Elise of some kind of a snake, bounding for the door. The kid, now, he was native. He had that narrow, strip-jerky look to him that the natural-born got no matter how many calcium pills they ate and no matter how much time they put in at the public gyms.

			


			

				The walls of the tiny shop bulged with random equipment. She could see from where she stood a set of gloves from an EVA suit, cans of dried cheese, a fishing net, rolls of the ever-present Velcro strips, and the internal boards from what looked like a targeting computer from a Navy frigate. She wasn’t surprised. These low-town shops carried whatever they thought they could make a profit from, and few things were as profitable as salvage. Everyone on Luna had to become a jack-of-all-trades, fixing their own plumbing, their own computers, and their own gear.

			


			

				Elise heard a noise in the back of the shop, and the snake-like kid bounced in. Her host didn’t turn.

			


			

				“Well?” he asked the kid. “What did they say?”

			


			

				“The Man says bring her, Gus,” the kid said in rush of words. “The Man says he wants to meet her.”

			


			

				“You heard him,” Gus told Elise. “The Man wants you. Move.”

			


			

				Elise hesitated. He pointed with the gun. They floated through the doorway to the back room. In a dead-end storage room a floor-to-ceiling shelving unit had been dragged aside. Behind it set into the wall of the city, stood an airlock door. Elise eyed her captors. They pointed. Elise spun the wheel and opened the door. Stale but breathable air expelled.

			


			

				She looked at Gus again, who stabbed at the door with the gun. Once she floated through it the gunman came behind her. The kid followed, his greasy black hair streaming as he dove head-first, balling up at the tail-end of each bounce step and springing forward again. The big guy closed and dogged the door. She spun the wheel on the second door and opened it.  

			


			

				Elise stopped in the narrow corridor and waited. Gus pointed left, she went left. She bounded down the alley with giant-steps. Gus and his pal floated only a couple of feet behind her.

			


			

				At the crossroad at the end of the tunnel Gus said, “Right.”

			


			

				The corridor narrowed at the far end and in the dingy light she could see a door set in the stone. She stopped in front of it, wondering if Gus were smarter than he looked.

			


			

				Yes he was. He stopped five feet from her and let his sidekick float up. He waited until Elise scrunched up against the wall before pounding on the door. After a moment a bolt shunted out of the way and the door opened a crack. A face appeared and looked the kid up and down. The door opened wider.

			


			

				“What you want, Gob?” The voice from behind the door grated like rough stones underfoot.

			


			

				“The Man,” Gob said, “he asked for us.”

			


			

				A wheeze of a laugh. “The Man don’t ask. He tells.”

			


			

				“He told us come. You gonna open up, or what?” the little snake, Gob, asked.

			


			

				From behind the door came a grunt and the door opened wide. Gus motioned with his gun. Gob went first, Elise followed. They were in a narrow access tunnel. It looked like one of the original maintenance tunnels, from when Luna was first settled.

			


			

				Luna City is a giant corkscrew into the meat of the moon. The city’s design had large platters of living and working space stacked on one another and they narrowed as they sank into the rock. A stone wall two feet thick hugged the top, bottom, and outside of each platter. The walls looked like old-fashioned concrete but had been designed in a lab. Stone still made up the lion’s share of the composition, but it contained a slurry of other chemicals designed to bond and flex, to keep atmosphere in, and harmful things out. It wouldn’t leech, it didn’t break down, and it would last forever unless you nuked it, a lot.

			


			

				In order to lay the foundations of humanity’s second home, tunnels had been blasted into the bones of the moon. Forms had been erected to hold the miracle mixture of rock and chemicals that would make life on Luna possible. Elise realized that she and her sketchy new companions were outside the walls now. She had left Luna city. She swallowed hard.

			


			

				They followed the gentle curve of the corridor. They passed two airlocks. At the third one, Gus told her to stop. He pounded on the door.

			


			

				In the lock stood a woman with a cap of messy blonde hair in a crisp, clean shipsuit. She stepped aside for them. Gus made Elise go first. When he floated in from behind, he pinched the woman on the cheek. She flinched and pulled away and Gus laughed at her.

			


			

				The lock cycled and the inner door opened into some kind of storage bay. Sealed crates along the walls bore unusual, hand-painted markings. Gus shoved her toward the doorway. She drifted into a large, open room, bare walls, no chairs. She floated to the center of the room and turned around. Gus parked himself at the door and watched her.

			


			

				After what seemed like an eternity, Gus moved aside and another man bounded into the room.

			


			

				His eyes were bright green like jade glass, restless, and his square jaw jutted like a shelf. He floated to a standstill with his hands in his pockets and examined her carefully.

			


			

				She looked back, blinking frequently in involuntary response because he didn’t seem to. Her eyes watered just looking into his.

			


			

				“Who are you?” he asked. His voice, pleasantly even, rumbled low his chest.

			


			

				“My name’s Jenny,” Elise said. “Jenny Carter.”

			


			

				“So what, Jenny Carter?”

			


			

				“I don’t know,” she said. “I’m not sure what’s going on.”

			


			

				“You’ve been flashing a picture around, bugging everyone on the level. What do you want?”

			


			

				“Who are you?” she asked him.

			


			

				“Why do you care?”

			


			

				“Because if I’m being held like this, guys with guns, secret rooms, then I’m getting somewhere. So who are you? And do you know where this man is?” She held out a picture, an id photo of a man with a bare skull and bright blue eyes. Her mystery man glanced at it.

			


			

				“Why are you looking for him?”

			


			

				“Does it matter? I need to find him. Do you know him?”

			


			

				The man shook his head. “Nope.”

			


			

				“Bull,” she said.

			


			

				His eyebrows shot up. “Bull?”

			


			

				“You’re lying to me,” she told him. “I can tell.”

			


			

				“How?”

			


			

				“Because you kidnapped me.” She held out the photo again. “Where is he?”

			


			

				“Why do you care?”

			


			

				“That’s my business,” she said.

			


			

				“Now it’s mine. Tell me,” the man said.

			


			

				“No,” she replied.

			


			

				The man actually smiled. “No?”

			


			

				“You heard me.” Elise crossed her arms in front of her and glared at the man. He grinned.

			


			

				“Lady, you have some brass, I’ll give you that. Why are you looking for him?”

			


			

				“Who are you?” Elise demanded again.

			


			

				“I’m the Man,” he said. “That’s all you need to know.”

			


			

				“Okay, The Man, where is he?”

			


			

				He sighed. He took his time answering. Finally, he said, “You can call me Chapp.”

			


			

				She nodded. “Well, Chapp, he’s my fiancé and he’s missing. I’m looking for him.”

			


			

				“Fiancé, huh?”

			


			

				“Yes. He even gave me this ring,” she said, holding out her hand. Chapp took it. He examined the small gold band. Inset on the band there appeared to be a ruby. He looked closer and realized it was a plain rock. A red rock.

			


			

				“What the hell is this?”

			


			

				“It’s a Marsrock,” she said. “He brought it back after his first job, mining on Mars. He proposed to me the second he had the ring made. It’s just a piece of common igneous basalt rock. No real value. But it’s from Mars, and he dug it up with his own two hands, and it’s mine, and I’m going to be his wife.”

			


			

				Chapp looked her up and down. “He had good taste.”

			


			

				“Thank you. Now where is he?”

			


			

				“What’s his name?” Chapp asked.

			


			

				“Jeremy,” she said. “Jeremy Horvath.”

			


			

				“Well, Jenny Carter, I haven’t seen your beau. Are you sure he’s missing? Maybe he just ran off with someone else. Ever think of that?” Chapp laughed.

			


			

				“He wouldn’t do that,” she told him. “He loves me. And I love him. And I’m going to find him.”

			


			

				“I’m sure he’s around,” Chapp told her. “Now get lost.”

			


			

				“No.”

			


			

				“No?” Chapp looked blank. “No?”

			


			

				Before Elise could react he had her by the front of her suit. He lifted her off the ground. She didn’t look impressed and she didn’t struggle. In the light gravity of Luna City, she weighed about twenty, maybe twenty-five pounds. She stared calmly down at him.

			


			

				“You don’t tell me no,” Chapp said. “You don’t want to tell me no.”

			


			

				“I don’t care what you say. Do you think I’m scared of you? I told you no and I meant it. You know something and you’re holding out on me. I’m not leaving until you tell me where he is.”

			


			

				Chapp half-smiled. “You have brass, all right.”

			


			

				He dropped her. She bounced gently on the balls of her feet. Chapp opened his mouth to say something, but a small commotion behind them made him stop and turn. In the doorway, the little one, Gob, whispered to the big one, Gus. Chapp stared irritably at them.

			


			

				“What is it? I’m in the middle of a conversation.”

			


			

				Gus waved him over. Chapp said, “Sorry. It’ll be just a second.”

			


			

				“Don’t worry,” she said with a sour look. “You can take your time coming back and trying to intimidate me. I’m not going anywhere.”

			


			

				Chapp grinned and floated over to the door. They whispered to one another. Chapp looked over his shoulder at Elise. She waved.

			


			

				Chapp looked back at Gus. “You’re sure?”

			


			

				“Sure, I’m sure. You know we always double-check this kind of thing. Our guy in the office said it.”

			


			

				“All right. Good work. You shot him her pic, right?” Chapp said.

			


			

				“Soon as she started nosing around, boss, you know that. She isn’t Security,” Gus said. “Our guy says no. But that pic…”

			


			

				“What about it?” Chapp said. Gus showed him a readout.

			


			

				“All right. Good work.” Chapp floated back to Elise, one long lazy bound.

			


			

				“Where were we?” She asked him.

			


			

				“We had just reached the part where I threaten to toss you out a lock without a suit if you don’t start being straight with me,” Chapp said, “because you’re full of it, lady.”

			


			

				“I don’t know what your problem is, but I’m telling you-”

			


			

				“Who’s Randall Carter?”

			


			

				Elise stopped short. She looked shifty for a moment and sighed. She closed her eyes.

			


			

				“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said. “I’ve never heard of any-”

			


			

				“Now who’s being insincere?” Chapp asked. “You know why I’m asking.”

			


			

				“No,” Elise said, staring at the floor. “I don’t.”

			


			

				“Look at you. You can’t even look me in the eye. So, you don’t know what’s what? Then tell me, Miss Carter… Who’s Security Technician Randall Carter? Because the name on his ID says ‘Jeremy Horvath.’” Chapp said.

			


			

				Elise made a show of grinding her teeth and balling her fists. She looked away; at the wall, at the floor, anywhere but Chapp’s smiling, triumphant face. Finally she said, “Randall is my brother.”

			


			

				 

			


			

				 

			


			

				Chapp nodded. “There,” he said. “Doesn’t it feel good to tell the truth?”

			


			

				“Bite me,” she said sullenly.

			


			

				“Manners, Miss Carter,” Chapp said. “Be nice to me.”

			


			

				“I don’t see why I should,” she said, “you lied to me. You obviously know where Jeremy… where Randall is.”

			


			

				“Well, it’s an imperfect world,” Chapp said, “but like I said, he’s around. Why are you so hot to find him? I mean, he’s not a nice guy. He’s an undercover Security narc. That’s not the most noble of professions.”

			


			

				“He’s a good man,” Elise said, “and he does a job no one wants to do. Someone has to keep order.”

			


			

				“There’s keeping order,” Chapp replied, “and there’s keeping legitimate businessmen like myself from being able to turn a decent profit and support our families.”

			


			

				“Are you married?” she asked.

			


			

				“Oh, hell no,” Chapp said. “What woman would put up with me? And even if I found one that would, who would marry a woman like that? No, I’m more of a… well… a free agent.”

			


			

				“How nice for you,” Elise said. “But we’re getting off the subject.”

			


			

				“No, it’s related. Because all of a sudden, you’re not about to be married. All of a sudden you’re someone’s unmarried sister. And you happen to be just my type,” Chapp said.

			


			

				“No,” she said. “I’m not your type. I only date humans.”

			


			

				Chapp’s bright green eyes narrowed. “Cute.”

			


			

				“I try,” Elise said.
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