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      Goddammit, James, Lyn thought as he bent to pick up the bulky satellite dish. It was a power receiver, and it needed to be properly positioned before the repair could be finished. Only the moon’s low gravity — which he hated — allowed Lyn to lift it by himself.

      He grimaced with the movement it took to get the dish into position.

      Lyn Moore: Service Technician.

      Crap.

      He’d rather drop into cold vacuum than spend his life working for the boss.

      Convinced the alignment was good, Lyn pushed the receiver to snap it hard into place.

      “Watch your head!” his co-worker called.

      Naturally, it was too late.

      The sudden pressure launched him from the floor so fast he did a complete flip and a twist before cracking his skull on the shed’s sheet metal ceiling. “Aieee!” The impact came complete with a dramatic boom that split his ears and announced his mistake by echoing through the dingy service tunnels so loudly it drew cackling laughs from every node for a kilo or more.

      “Goddammit!” he called, cupping his skull against sharp hot pain.

      He fell, slowly, back to the dusty floor.

      He twisted like a drunken corkscrew on his way and impacted the ground harder than he expected, scrubbing his hands against coarse lunar concrete when he landed and bruising his knees through the thick black service togs he wore. He hated the uniform. Three interwoven layers of thermal padding under a pressure-resistant layer of what was essentially elastic tin foil.

      The suit felt like a plastered-on pajama jumper.

      Ugly as sin, and five times heavier.

      If I die out there, he’d said to his coworker after putting it on for the first time, please get me out of this suit.

      He wondered if he’d busted an elbow somehow, but that seemed fine.

      At least it moved, anyway. Joy, farking joy.

      His cheek was dug so far into the floor he could taste dust. The faint smell of oil from the rig came to him as he rolled to sit up. His eyes watered with pain.

      “I hate zero-g,” he said.

      “I told you not to do that!” his co-worker, a Kadossian named Kashton Jogilla said.

      “You most certainly did not!”

      Kashton puffed his chest out with something that might have been bravado, or might just have been a false sense of concern that Lyn liked even less than the pain.

      “I told you to watch your head,” Kashton said.

      “Which is most definitely not don’t do that!”

      Standing, Lyn spat floor grime and swung an arm as if to punch the dude — if dude is what Kashton Jogilla was, anyway. Lyn was finding Kadossians — with their bi-jointed legs, their six multi-toned eyes, and their gray-blue skins — hard to define.

      He didn’t get a lot of that growing up in Casey, Illinois.

      The entire species was fun to look at but hard to figure out.

      Still, the Kadossian was a pain in the ass. Only the throbbing that still radiated from under Lyn’s skull and the fact that he was half a room away kept him from doing some actual punching. That and the fact that he needed to protect his hands.

      “The suffering I do for my art,” Lyn mumbled to himself.

      They had been in the PRCR (Power Receiver Core Room) and disconnected all that clunky spacesuit crap for less than thirty seconds before Lyn decided his co-worker was the most annoying kind of co-worker there was — a real rah-rah Randy, the kind who actually wanted to do a top-flight job rather than just make the power station work again and get the hell out of Dodge.

      “Everyone wants to do a great job!” the Kadossian had said shortly after they’d started the tram ride to the service order. “I always pretend I’m at the Universal Service Olympics finals while I’m working,” he said. “Always striving to stick that landing! Always looking for a ‘10’ from the Aldebaran judge. How about you?”

      “Seriously, man, I just wanna gig,” Lyn had replied before realizing the alien (to him, anyway) had no clue what he meant by gig. “I play guitar. That’s all. I just wanna rock.”

      He was pretty sure Kashton’s eyes rolled then, but Lyn had no idea which of the alien’s eyes counted when it came to rolling. Kadossians had six, each placed in different regions of the body such that he never knew where to look. The whole thing made him angsty. Which eyes were looking at him? What did they see? A buddy he’d met at the bar last night said Kadossians can see into the personal spectrum. Lyn had no idea what that meant. “Sounds like a horrible invasion of privacy,” he’d replied. Which had sounded profound after five or six Lunar ales, but now just worried him even more

      “Don’t look at me like that,” Lyn said, still rubbing a throbbing skull. His head was returning to semi-normal function.

      “Don’t look at you like what?”

      “Just … just don’t look at me.”

      An awkward silence later, Lyn checked on the dish. At least it was seated. If it was directed properly, the manor of gajillionaire Roscoe Adejeans would soon be receiving a steady beam of the intense photoelectric sizzle juice that it needed to keep the agricultural magnate in lights, oxygen, and other systems in the manner he’d clearly grown to be accustomed to.

      Lyn looked at Kashton. “It looks good.”

      “It’s not zero-g,” Kashton said, his voice squeaking and four of his eyes now closed as if he was some kind of saint.

      “What’s that?”

      “You said you hate zero-g, but the moon isn’t zero-g.”

      “I don’t need science lessons from a Kadossian grunt, Kashton.”

      His co-worker glanced one eye at the ceiling, now dented with a perfect imprint of Lyn’s skull. “I’d say it looks like you do.”

      Lyn clenched his fist but decided he didn’t want to be fired.

      Screw it, Lyn thought.

      Explaining crap to a Kadossian. He’d hit rock bottom.

      “One-sixth g is even worse than zero,” he replied. “Too strong for rich morons like Roscoe Adejeans to justify splurging on artificial gravity everywhere, and too low to do any real work in. So, yeah, I hate it. Just like I hate zero-g. Just like I hate this godawful job.”

      Lyn was too broke to afford mag boots, too, which was the only reason he was working now in the first place — money was tight and, now that he was alone, he needed the cash.

      Hence this shit job wearing this shit outfit in next-to-zero g, servicing Adejeans’ power systems, and winding up as a machine punch for creating divots in the ceiling.

      Life sucked.

      As usual, it was his brother’s fault.

      He and James should be laying music down at some gig or recording a new track in their little studio. Banging heads and smashing guitar solos back and forth like the gods they were. That’s what they would be doing if James hadn’t decided to go all hoity-toity and haul his butt off to college.

      He was here at Luna U, Lyn grumbled, feeling the pain of knowing his genetically identical twin was so nearby, yet might as well be out in the Aldebaran system for all it mattered.

      Intergalactic History, for Hades’ sake!

      That’s what James decided to do with his life.

      Intergalactic farking history.

      Some opportunity, he thought, remembering James as he sat in their studio after that last session, punching up the idea that he was taking the Luna-U scholarship for the both of them.

      I’ll be able to make some money, James said. If I can make a little grub, we can tour like a real band.

      What a wheezer.

      Lyn knew James better than James did. Even then he knew his brother was just shamefully afraid of taking a chance. That’s where they’d be, though. If James wasn’t such a dweeze. If he hadn’t caved to the bourgeois idea of a college degree being worth anything. They’d be touring, making sounds, and being what they were supposed to be.

      They were the Moore brothers, after all.

      The Intergalactic Band of Brilliance.

      That’s the name James liked, anyway.

      Lyn was more set on Middly-Piddly, which he thought was easier to remember and hella more fun to say in front of a throng of fans. We’re Middly-Piddly, my sweet living’ babies, and you’re not!
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