
Martinis on the Moon-Base

By jsh



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MARTINIS ON THE MOON-BASE: A NOIR SCI-FI THRILLER

    

    
      First edition. April 22, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 JSH.

    

    
    
      Written by JSH.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: A Slight Spill in the Scullery

Chapter 2: The Etiquette of Silence

Chapter 3: The Man in the Gray Flannel Vacuum-Suit

Chapter 4: The Neighbor’s Potluck Subversion

Chapter 5: The Secret Geometry of the Cul-de-Sac

Chapter 6: The Vacuum-Sealed Alibi

Chapter 7: The Audit of Agony

Chapter 8: Shadows on the Technicolor Moon

Chapter 9: The Dark Night of the Social Coordinator

Chapter 10: A Toast to Total Oblivion

Chapter 11: The Clean-Up Crew

Disclaimer

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: A Slight Spill in the Scullery
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The breeze blowing through Sector 4 always smelled of lavender floor wax and cooked ozone. It was a General Electric zephyr, calibrated at the central ventilation hub to mimic a crisp autumn morning in Ohio. It ruffled the synthetic petunias planted along Asteroid Lane with mathematical precision. I paused at the curb, straightening the lapels of my gray flannel suit. 

The dispatch ticket in my breast pocket called it a Code 4: *A Slight Spill in the Scullery.* A domestic hiccup. A lapse in the pristine choreography of New Levittown. As a Harmonizer, my job was to arrive, assess, and sweep the ugly bits under a highly subsidized rug. 

Number 702 was a split-level dream. White picket fence. A perfectly waxed Plymouth parked in the carport. The front door stood open. 

"Morning, Mr. Pendergast." 

I turned. Mrs. Gable was watering her fiberglass hydrangeas next door. She wore a pearl necklace and a smile so wide it looked bolted to her jawbone. 

"Morning, Mrs. Gable. Lovely day."

"Oh, grand. Simply grand. I heard a clatter over at Peggy's. Sounded like she dropped her good china. Poor dear. Probably needs a Bex powder and a lie-down."

"I'll see she gets it," I said, tipping my fedora. 

I walked up the flagstone path, my wingtips clicking against the composite rock. The air lock disguised as a screen door hissed shut behind me, sealing me inside the Vance residence. 

The living room was a showroom of post-war domesticity. A Philco television set staring blankly from the corner. Plaid sofa. Asbestos-lined curtains hanging in stiff, fireproof perfection. But beneath the smell of Lemon Pledge, there was a bitter, metallic tang. It tasted like a blown fuse. 

I unbuttoned my jacket and rested my hand on the snub-nosed .38 holstered at my ribs. A useless gesture. You couldn't shoot a Code 4.

"Mrs. Vance?" I called out. 

The only answer was the relentless tick-tick-tick of a Lux Minute Minder from the back of the house. 

I crossed the immaculate beige carpet and pushed through the swinging door into the kitchen. 

Canary yellow cabinets. Checkered linoleum. A freshly baked ham cooling on the Formica island. And Peggy Vance, sprawled on the floor beside the Kelvinator refrigerator.

I pulled out my notebook, fully prepared to write up a fractured tibia and a requisition for a new mop. Then I stepped closer. My pen stopped in mid-air.

Peggy Vance was twenty-six years old. I knew this because I had approved her husband’s request for a two-bedroom unit just last spring. The file noted her blonde hair, her flawless complexion, and her penchant for organizing block parties. 

The thing on the floor was not twenty-six. 

She was wearing Peggy's floral-print apron and a modest blue day dress. The garments hung off a skeletal frame. Her skin was a translucent parchment stretched over brittle bone, mottled with liver spots and heavy, deep-set wrinkles. Her blonde hair had turned brittle white, thinning out to reveal a spotted scalp. Her eyes were sunken, milky marbles staring blindly at the baseboards. She looked ninety years old. Hell, she looked older. 

She hadn't just aged. She had been drained. The time had been sucked right out of her marrow, leaving behind a withered husk. If I touched her arm, I knew the bone would snap like a dry twig. 

I crouched beside her. No blood. No signs of struggle. The oven timer continued its rhythmic countdown. Tick. Tick. Tick. 

*Cause of death,* I thought, my cynical brain struggling to process the impossible. *An acute attack of the elderly.*

My job was to classify and contain. To find the neat, mid-century box this fit into. But there was no checkbox in the Social Harmony manual for instant mummification. I needed a bureaucratic erasure. A gas leak? A terrible reaction to a new brand of cold cream? 

A low, throbbing hum broke my concentration. 

It wasn't the ambient drone of the life-support systems working beneath the floorboards. This was localized. Angry. High-pitched. 

I stood up, following the sound to the far end of the counter. 

Sitting plugged into the wall was a Hamilton Beach blender. Chrome base, two-speed switch. Standard issue for making milkshakes and frothing daiquiris. But the switch was set to OFF. 

I leaned in. The heavy chrome base was vibrating. It was a micro-tremor, oscillating so fast the metal edges looked blurred. The pitch climbed higher, drilling into my molars. I reached out to touch the heavy glass pitcher on top. 

My fingers stopped an inch away. The heat radiating off the appliance was immense. 

I watched in quiet horror as the bottom half of the thick glass pitcher began to sag. It wasn't shattering. It was liquefying. The glass slowly drooped over the spinning blades like thick, translucent syrup, melting under a kinetic frequency that did not belong in 1954. The physics were wrong. You couldn't generate that kind of molecular friction with a copper-wire motor and a wall socket. The technology required to turn glass to puddle via pure vibration belonged to a fever dream. Or a nightmare. 

I grabbed a wooden spatula from a nearby ceramic jar and tapped the side of the melting pitcher. 

The spatula didn't catch fire. It turned to gray ash the second it made contact, crumbling away before my eyes. 

A weapon. Disguised as domestic hardware. 

I backed away, letting the spatula handle drop to the linoleum. Someone had brought a god-tier execution device into a locked, vacuum-sealed community and used it to fast-forward Peggy Vance into the grave. 

The Lux Minute Minder chimed. A cheerful, sharp ring announcing the ham was done. 

I took a deep breath, letting the synthesized oxygen fill my lungs. The panic wanted to rise, but panic was for citizens. Enforcers relied on procedure. 

I opened my notebook and uncapped my fountain pen. I needed a lie. A good, solid, all-American lie.

*Victim suffered a catastrophic electrical shock,* I wrote, my handwriting sharp and deliberate. *Caused by a faulty Hamilton Beach appliance. The resulting combustion severely charred the remains, simulating extreme desiccation. Tragic domestic accident.*

I underlined *domestic accident*. 

It was a weak cover, but the coroner at the Central Hub would play ball. They always played ball. The alternative was admitting the moon-base was cracked, and the boogeymen had keys to the front doors. 

I looked down at the pile of dust and wrinkles that used to be the neighborhood's premier party hostess. 

"Sorry, Peggy," I muttered, ripping the carbon copy from the pad. "Looks like you just couldn't handle the modern conveniences." 

I walked to the wall phone, picked up the heavy Bakelite receiver, and dialed the cleanup crew. The dial tone purred in my ear—steady, manufactured, and completely devoid of the truth.
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Chapter 2: The Etiquette of Silence
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A click severed the hum. The switchboard routed me straight to the top of the ivory tower. Director Gable’s voice slid through the earpiece, smooth as a fresh coat of Simoniz on a showroom floor.

"Pendergast. Tell me you have good news regarding the Vance residence." 

"Depends on your definition of good, Director," I said, leaning against the yellow Formica counter. "Peggy Vance had a run-in with a rapidly accelerating calendar. She looks like a mummy in a pearl necklace. Whatever hit her drained sixty years of life out of her in sixty seconds."

The line went quiet. I could hear the faint, rhythmic pulse of the sector's air scrubbers masquerading as a gentle neighborhood breeze through the telephone wire. 

"Incinerate it," Gable said. His tone didn't shift. He might as well have been ordering a dry martini. 

"Standard protocol dictates an autopsy," I replied. "I need to log the exact cause of death for the Harmony charts."

"There will be no autopsy. The situation presents an unsightly aesthetic degradation. We are selling the American Dream, Pendergast. We are selling pristine driveways and smiling wives. We cannot have the neighborhood committee seeing one of our premier hostesses looking like a withered husk. Box her up. The disposal boys will be there in ten minutes. Burn her, and draft the paperwork."

The line went dead. Gable didn't leave room for arguments. He just left you with the mess.

I placed the heavy receiver back on the cradle. Ten minutes. I turned back to the center of the kitchen. The air in the room was a nauseating cocktail. The sharp, metallic tang of ozone clashed with the heavy scent of lavender floor wax. It smelled like a lightning strike in a sanitized hospital ward.

Peggy lay near the Frigidaire. Her skin was the color of old parchment, pulled so tight across her skull that her teeth showed in a permanent, horrific grin. The pearls hung loose around her shrunken neck. Her yellow gingham apron was practically swallowed by the folds of her oversized dress. The oven timer kept ticking behind me. It was the only thing in the kitchen that still had any time left.

I knelt beside her. The weapon that did this wasn't in the room. A Chronal-Siphon. They didn't sell those in the Sears Roebuck catalog. They didn't exist in 1954 at all. But someone had walked into this vacuum-sealed suburbia, pointed a piece of impossible hardware at Peggy, and evaporated her future.

I patted down the apron. The fabric felt stiff. As my hand brushed the right pocket, my knuckles hit something hard. It didn't have the shape of a recipe card or a compact mirror. I pinched the fabric. A hidden seam, stitched tight with a heavy, synthetic thread. I pulled a penknife from my coat and sliced it open.

A small, silver rectangle slid into my palm. 

It looked vaguely like a transistor radio, but the casing was seamless brushed metal. No visible screws. No brand
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