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The bar is a mass of plasteel, some opaque and cream the rest clear: colourless, yellow and red. There is a bizarre laser show lighting the large, windowless room in amber and red. It is well stocked with beverages and spirits from sources all around the galaxy. 

Etile sips his Yenbling beer and looks at his cards. A supernova, two stars, a comet, and a nova. He calculates a ninety-three percent probability of another supernova in someone's hand and seventy-one percent probability of a nova. He looks around the spacers club, taking in sounds of conversations and clinking glasses, the smell of beer and cinnamon. He takes a gulp of his Yenbling beer, picks up a nova from the middle and puts down a comet. Lian, to his left, picks up the comet and puts down a planet, Shinn, to his left, takes a pull on his senthe pipe, picks up the planet and puts down a galaxy, Svyn, to Etile's right, picks up the galaxy and puts down a supernova, Etile picks up the supernova, puts down a star and knocks. The others take their turns grudgingly.

"Show," Lian, the dealer says.

"You first," Etile says.

"Two stars," Lian says. 

"Two novas," Shinn says, looking pleased.

"Two comets," Svyn says, grinning at Shinn's dismay.

"Okay?" says Lian.

"Two pair, supernova and nova," Etile says calmly, reaching into the middle with both hands. "That makes the pot mine."

"Cheat!" Svyn shouts.

Lian and Shinn agree.

"You've won every hand so far!" Lian exclaims.

Svyn pulls a gun. Faster than Liam or Shinn can see, Svyn is disarmed and neutralised. Lian and Shinn gasp.

"Anyone else got funny ideas?" Etile asks. 

"Just tell us how you did it," Lian says.

"I used my mind to work out probabilities. If that is cheating, then I am sorry. I'll be on my way anyway." He tosses fifty credits at Vryn. 

"Call it compensation." He leaves aware that every eye in the bar is watching him go.

“You’ve hurt him!” Shinn shouts.

He regrets hurting Vryn. His reflexes just took over somehow.

He needs to find a safer way to make a living or keep moving before he gets found out.

He will stay here a little longer.

Outside he breathes the fresh air of Elabron; it is only a small town on the planet Certans. It is evening in summer; the sky is dark purple, and the stars feel heavy upon him. Over to the east is the bright Riga Prime, a large, turbulent gas giant with rings around it. He will have to take a closer look. That will take a spaceship. So far, he doesn’t have anywhere near enough to buy one outright. The problem is none of the locals will play him. He must rely on the trickle of visitors passing through. Soon he will have to move on, maybe to Ostin ultimately. He heads for his parents' Jet Car. Once inside he selects home on the navcom and lets the J'Car do the rest, while he alternatively rests and counts his winnings. A hundred and seventy-five Certan Credits. He can almost afford a starship with the other three thousand or so he has won lately, except that he has spent a lot of it. Well! What is the fun in having a pocket full of money if you don't spend some?

There is a sudden flash, the lights go out and the J’car whines as it powers down.

It’s an attack with an EM pulse.

There is a blaster in his face.

“You cheated me!”

“And you are?”

“Nedwin Juckson. You should remember that name. Get out.”

Five others accompany Juckson, all spoiling for a fight.

“What do you want?”

“You robbed me of two hundred credits. Forget that, I’ll take all you’ve got, as compensation.”

Etile hands over the six hundred and eighty credits he has with him. 

He considers fighting, but they all have blasters. Some have clubs and they are the sort who never give up. What a waste. He is truly discouraged.

Should he carry on making a living this way or should he find a safer, less lucrative alternative? One thing is for certain, he will be more careful who he plays in the future. 

Tang has everything riding on this - a thousand credits. He deliberately lost the last match. Now he is betting on himself. His opponent is evens to win and he is twenty to one. Tang doesn't mind the shame of losing, but he doesn't like the pain.

"Fight!!"

His opponent, Ommagon, is a giant of a man and very strong. 

He comes at Tang, landing a punch on Tang's nose, with a loud crunch. Blood briefly pours down Tang's face. He kicks at Ommagon, and as the other moves away from the impact, Tang straightens his nose with both hands and his restorative powers go into overdrive. Ommagon recovers, shoots a left hook at Tang's right eye. Tang easily deflects it, but Ommagon hits tang in the stomach with his right. Tang doubles up with pain, and then uses his head down position to butt Ommagon. Ommagon grunts, moves back slightly, and then comes forward with a grin.

Time to end this now, Tang thinks.

In the blink of an eye, he lands a kick to the groin, a left to the stomach, a right to the left cheek and a head butt to the nose.

For an instant Ommagon hovers, surprised. Then he falls. For a good few minutes, he does not get up.

"The winner!!"

A bell rings in recognition. Tang makes haste to get his winnings.

"You swindle me!" the bookie says. 

"Perhaps you should not have been so greedy," Tang says as he leaves.

The bookie is bristling with anger, but Tang can see he is also afraid.

He decides to walk the four blocks to his apartment and take the night air. Forgetting the fighting completely, he becomes lost in thought.

Suddenly, a knife is in front of his face glinting in his eyes. 

"Give it back!"

Tang quickly takes in the five men around him. 

"I won it fair and square!" He says.

"Mr Bries doesn't think so punk!"

"Hey, I got no quarrel with you guys. Why don't you just let me go and say you never found me?"

"Can't do that," the big man, who is nearly as broad as he is tall, says.

Tang can see a couple of rubber truncheons and a Flarbine heat-seeking pistol.

In a fraction of a second, five men lie unconscious on the floor and Tang runs off into the distance, only stopping when he reaches his apartment.

Tang dozes for a few minutes. The door chime rings. It is the Enforcers. They confiscate his winnings and put him in jail.

Tang is livid. This is so unfair.

How is he supposed to make a living? He does not have many skills. Those he does all centre on fighting.

Maybe he will rent a Jet Car to speed away with his winnings, though he will soon have to move on.

Freb is doing his usual, getting drunk and being honorary, this time in Casey's Bar. He's been barred from most of the others, for brawling. He downs a triple tabrisky, it really hits the spot, he loves the taste and the warm feeling as it slides down.

Elin doesn't mind working in her mum and dad's Bar. She enjoys the mental arithmetic and the superficial relationships with the customers, as most are pleasant.

Freb calls across to her, "Hey filly, come 'ere!"

"If you would like to order, sir, I can take it from here," Elin says.

"I said come 'ere!" Freb slurs.

Elin walks casually over to him and waits. 

"Yes?"

"Come 'ere!" Freb says, grabbing her and slamming her on his knee.

Like a twisted whipcord Elin spins, holding Freb's right arm. The crack makes everyone stop and look.

"Ahhhh! Me arm, y'bitch!" Freb shouts.

Elin's father is over there, quick as lightning. 

Elin is shocked at what has happened and doesn’t know what to do about it.

She decides to let her father deal with it.

"Come along, sir, we'll get you a doctor. If you come quietly, we will forget your violation of Code 51 Molestation."

"Ugh?" Freb says in unwilling resignation.

Oldan sets his video game to the highest level. He starts the game. 

An assailant comes from the right, blazing laser fire. He dives and tucks, comes up firing, takes the assailant out. Two more appear as he moves forward, ducks, fires, and takes them out. A Boss appears. Oldan switches to grenade launcher, fires. Still the Boss keeps coming. He ducks and fires a machine gun. 

The Boss fires a bazooka and takes him out.

Frap! I swear this game is fixed.

"You still playing that game Oldan?" His father says, walking past the open door to his room.

"I'll beat it
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