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The sun was sinking into the glimmering green
horizon of Oked 6 as Sterling finished setting up his camp. He was
just in time to perch on a rock by the shore and watch the swirling
emerald waters swallow the last rays of light. It was beautiful and
other worldly, as the sunset on an alien planet should be.

Stretching, Sterling turned his dark eyes
back to the tangle of vines further in land. This was going to be
his home for the next seven days. Just him and an untamed alien
moon. He unzipped the top half of his jumpsuit and tied it around
his waist, then did some push-ups and squats before he retired for
the night.

Have to stay limber if the authorities
show up, he thought with a smirk.

The blond rose from the rock and stepped back
into his campsite. Instead of a tent, he had a hard-sided
habitation pod sat beside his fire pit. The pod came with a
kitchen, a real protein printer, premium water filtration, air
filtration, and all the bells and whistles.

In his five years as a smuggler, he’d never
been so well funded before. That was what happened when he finally
landed a job for the good shit. Typically, when he was left to wait
for a contact, he was given a sleeping bag and a box of granola
bars. It was nice to know he wouldn’t have to sleep in the rain for
once or choke down mouthfuls of cactus juice.

Sterling crouched and crawled into the pod,
tapping the button to dim the exterior lights. As he did, the
screen by the door flipped to night vision.

“Fancy,” he drawled, plunking down on the
bed, which made up the entire floor. The walls on both sides of him
had colorful panels that were all labeled with different amenities.
Even though he was curious how the shower worked in such a tiny
space, he went to making dinner.

 


———

 


Tap.

Tap tap.

Sterling stirred in bed, listening rather
than opening his eyes. The tapping sound kept going. It was
probably a bird. There were lots of birds on Oked 6. He rolled onto
his face and tried to fall back asleep.

The tapping went on for awhile, then the
whole pod swayed. Sterling sat up on all fours. The pod lurched
violently to the side before bouncing outright.

Sterling clumsily scooted over to fold out
the control panel. It had a bunch of lights blinking on it. The
screen flashed red as the pod was tossed. Sterling flew through the
air, smacking the low ceiling with his head. He slammed back down
and landed heavily against the panel. He latched his arms around
it.

Storm warning blared across the screen,
telling him to secure his pod immediately. All the reports he’d
read on Oked 6 had said it had extremely mild weather, dammit!
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