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Set against the stunning black oblivion of space, Diving Expert Marcus Joseph just looked into the perfectly calm, relaxing and exciting vastness of space out of the large floor-to-ceiling windows that were thankfully so common on all blade-like ships of the Great Human Empire.

A handful of bright red blade-like shuttles seemed to slowly float past the window as they passed the long blade-like space station of Omega-49 and the large red, green and blue planets in the Omega system just looked stunning.

The largest planet of the solar system looked very alluring with its constant hurricanes storming all over the planet, and yet somehow there were constantly moving but thriving colonies on the planet.

That was just yet another symbol of humanity’s endless intelligence, engineering marvels and impressiveness. Marcus seriously loved how he got to travel all over the Empire seeing world after world and working in the place he loved.

He had always loved the sheer beauty and calmness of space ever since he was a child and went on his first-ever holiday to some planet that was well and truly dead now. Even then he had enjoyed the journey through space a hell of a lot more than the planet itself.

The planet might have been pretty but to Marcus, space was simply a perfect blend of magic, hope and endless possibilities and he was so glad that he finally got to work in space.

Omega-49 itself was a great accomplishment of Empire engineering and Marcus had worked on tons of space stations with his crew before performing dives on them to fix this and that but Omega-49 had to be the best.

There were tons of perks of the diving job like being out in space, getting paid a hell of a lot of money and more, but his second favourite perk after being out in space had to be staying in the most exclusive hotels as compensation.

A lot of people who arrived at Imega-49 never stayed longer than a few hours because it was just a waystation, but for people who needed to sort out paperwork before progressing down to any planet’s surface they needed to stay in tiny cramped little hotel rooms.

Unless they had a lot of money and Marcus really loved it how him and his crew had been gifted the same rooms.

Marcus had been amazed how the air smelt so fresh and clean with hints of lavender, he had never smelt air that refreshing before, and the large open plan room itself with its own living room, kitchenette and massive bedroom was just amazing. 

He partly wished his boyfriend hadn’t been sent off on another diving job because the two of them certainly could have made excellent use of that massive bed. It would have been delightful.

“Good morning Mark,” two women said behind him as they entered.

Marcus smiled at Jessica and Moncrieff, Monk for short, as they came into the large open-planned conference room with some “interesting” abstract art on the three metal walls of the room. 

They were both wearing their white blouses, black trousers and black high heels as this was a business meeting and Marcus really hoped they were going to get a lot of money for this job. The rooms were expensive so hopefully the clients had money to burn, he meant spend on them.

Marcus gestured to the two girls they should take a seat on the large triangular conference table with light blue holograms showing streams of data to them. The data was going a little too quick for him to read it properly but it was something about the temperature and the other environmental systems.

“Good morning,” a man said that Marcus had never seen before.

He was a large rich man with a large gut but as soon as he came and sat at the conference table the entire room started to smell of oranges, pecans and cranberries leaving the tangy, fruity taste of cranberry sauce form on Marcus’s tongue.

The man certainly wasn’t used to working with dive teams because he really should have given them more information before he hired them, but Marcus was getting to stay in a great hotel so he wasn’t going to argue too much.

“I need you all to replace the environmental calibrator for us,” the man said. 

Marcus looked at the girls briefly and neither one of them seemed too impressed. That was the reaction he wanted, the problem with space stations was that all the environmental bits and pieces were always at the bottom.

And that created tons of problems with divers as it was so close to the communication wires, towers and metal pods that made getting lines tangled and ripping suits a very real danger.

The man smiled. “I am Hutch of Turning & Hutch InterSystem Hotels. I am going to be paying you ten thousand credits per minute to get the job done,”

Marcus looked at the girls again and they looked at him. None of them knew how to react because that was a great deal of money and it made no sense why he was offering that much for a simple fixing job.

“How many other dive teams have tried?” Monk asked.

Marcus nodded.

“Three teams. All died,” Hutch said like it was nothing and it probably was nothing to him.

“Why don’t you try bringing the space station onto a planet with low gravity for repairs?” Jessica asked.

“Because that would cost a lot of money and I would have to cancel guests. I cannot lose that much money and it is cheaper paying out to families because you died than cancelling guests’ stays,”

Marcus just shook his head. He had always liked blunt business people but he was a business person.

“Is there anything else? Because I have to watch out for my people and this is too much of a risk,” Marcus said.

Hutch nodded. “Of course but I have hired you because you are the best and in two hours the enviro-systems on the station will fail completely. And then ten minutes after that everyone will suffocate,”

Again he said that like it was nothing and Marcus just couldn’t believe how cold he was being but there was probably no time for an evacuation and even if everyone did survive there would probably be too many people spreading the news about how deadly the hotel was.

Whatever happened Hutch and Turning as a company would fail after this unless Marcus and his crew helped them.

As much as Marcus didn’t want to take the job because of how deadly it was, he really didn’t want any of the innocent people on the station to suffocate either.

“Tell us what you want done,” Marcus said.
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With only an hour left before the enviro-systems failed completely, Marcus, Jessica and Monk were all in the large grey lifeless hangar of the space station that was closest to the enviro-systems that needed to be repaired.

Marcus had thankfully bought his own suits with him and with the high risk of suits being torn, he had decided to sacrifice speed and agility for protection. So he was wearing a slightly bulkier than normal bright orange suit with a thick plastic helmet around his face.

He hated the plastic helmets because he felt like a goldfish and the plastic messed with the technological readouts from his equipment because it was the only helmet he could have with good protection. 

All he could hear over the loud hum of the space station’s engines were the long, slow breaths coming from himself and it was almost deafening. That was another reason why he hated these plastic helmets, they really amplified the sound of his breathing.

Jessica stood proudly at the very edge of the hangar with her bright orange feet just over the edge and she had both her lines tightly in her hands.

Marcus grabbed his breathing line in his left hand and the icy cold line that attached him to the hangar, so if he slipped he wouldn’t float off into space, in his right.

On normal jobs he would have a breathing line and would have used the technology that recycled his own breath and made it into oxygen but considering the dangers of the job he would have preferred a constant stream of oxygen.

The suit smelt fresh and clean and the hint of harsh cleaning chemicals filled with senses but Marcus forced himself not to focus on that as he slowly went over to Monk, allowing the two lines to slowly pass through his hands.

The job was simple enough and Marcus made sure that the small square suitcase filled with the replacement parts was tightly attached to his back. Again, he would have preferred something more flexible so the material could easily get unsnagged if it got caught but Hutch wasn’t having any of it.

And he was the billpayer at the end of the day.

Marcus stood next to Jessica and her voice thankfully echoed in his ear so at least their communications were working.

“You ready boss?” Jessica asked.

Marcus nodded. “Remember we have to do the job slowly and carefully. Do you read us Monk?”

“Yes boss, your signs are good and I’ll bring the lines in if you get into trouble,” she said.

Marcus felt so relieved that Monk was the person staying behind making sure that if anything was to go wrong she could react and help them, or bring in their unconscious bodies if needed.

Hopefully she wouldn’t be needed at all.

“Let’s go,” Marcus said and a second later Jessica nodded.

The first part of the dive was always the most exciting as Marcus stepped out through the thin film-like shield that separated the hangar and the cold void of space and as his suit hummed to life the icy cold sensation of being in space was gone.

But Marcus still loved how freeing it was, he loved being out in space and it was just magical being able to float around without gravity for a few moments until his suit’s abilities activated.

As Marcus felt his hands warm up so the mag-lock technology was activated, he slowly turned himself around making sure his lines weren’t going to get caught on anything and he smiled as they were so close to the immense white blade-like dip of the space station.

The dip was only a few tens of metres away from them and Marcus just gasped and smiled like a schoolboy when he realise all the thousands of kilometres of the sheer white space station above them. They really were like ants crawling over a planet.

Marcus used the mag-lock technology to slowly pull himself towards the white metal hull of the space station and thankfully there weren’t any immediate signs of danger. No rough pieces of metal, no rods that shot out and no space traffic to interfere with them.

Marcus made sure that Jessica was okay and she seemed to be just fine.

They both started climbing down the space station making sure they did it quick enough because of the threat of everyone dying but slowly enough that they didn’t miss any real dangers.

“What needs changing again?” Jessica asked.

“The environmental calibrator. It should be on the outside of the enviro-system stuff so it shouldn’t be hard to get to,” Marcus said.

They both continued down the side of the space station but Marcus hissed when he saw the bottom of the station and it was clear now why so many people had died trying to do this.

The dips of all space stations were meant to be smooth without things shooting out of them and any risks to divers, but this space station was very much the exception to the rule.
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