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Lunch Gone Wrong

 


Sayer shifted nervously in his seat while he
waited for his date to arrive. He hadn’t seen Molly since eighth
grade. When he came across her profile on the dating site LM, Lunar
Matching, a flood of memories washed over him. The dating site was
designed to help singles meet that lived on any of the four lunar
space stations or on the two polar domed cities. A soft chime
sounded and he glanced out the dining deck’s window and smiled at
the brilliant blue and white ball that hung among the stars. A
screen above the window displayed a live view of the night sky from
Earth, and for a moment, the full moon and the Earth lined up one
above the other. The Earth slid out of sight as the LSS2, Lunar
Space Station 2, spun to generate a sense of gravity.

Sayer stood to get Molly’s attention when he
saw her enter the dining room. Her eyes brightened when she noticed
him, and she walked toward him with a smile on her face. Sayer’s
heart thumped a little harder in his chest when he realized how
beautiful she was; her profile picture did not do her justice. She
looked sweet in her dating profile photo, but she was absolutely
stunning in person.

Sayer opened his mouth to say something as
Molly softly shook his hand but no words came out. Her smile grew
even deeper and she broke the silence. “It’s good to see you,
Sayer.” A few moments passed and Sayer hadn’t found his voice, so
Molly asked with a hint of concern, “Are you okay?”

He swallowed the lump in his throat and
remembered how to form sentences. “You’re definitely not the
pig-tailed girl I went to school with. Did you steal her
identity?”

“Oh, I’m her, I promise.”

The built-in displays sprang to life on the
table top as they took their seats, and Molly swiped her finger
across the display until she found the selection she wanted. She
tapped a photo of a salad and then selected her drink of choice
before completing her order. Sayer ordered a burger and a draft
beer. When he looked back up, Molly was staring at man on the other
side of the room, and she had a serious look on her face.

“Do you know him?”

Molly sighed and shook her head. “No, not
really.” She glanced at Sayer’s order and the corners of her lips
turned up slightly. “They don’t serve real meat here. There’s no
way it’s going to taste as good as the one you ordered at that
retro restaurant in 2091.” When Sayer’s forehead wrinkled in
confusion, Molly laughed. “You were dressed rather eloquently, and
you only had eyes for the redhead that was with you. I’m not
surprised you didn’t notice me. Although, I was the one on roller
skates that delivered the food to your car.”

Sayer shook his head. “I’m so sorry, Molly. I
must’ve been distracted.”

Molly appeared to be only half listening, and
her eyes kept shifting toward the large man that entered the dining
room shortly after she did. “Ha, I know you were distracted; she
was gorgeous.” A serving-bot wordlessly delivered their order, and
Molly took a quick drink. “So, your profile said that you’re an
engineer now?”

Sayer sat a little straighter in his chair.
“Yes, I actually worked with the team that designed this station.
I’m currently working with a team to draw out the plans for a new
Mars orbiter.”

Molly nodded and glanced across the room
again as she said, “That’s interesting.”

“You obviously didn’t choose a career in
hospitality, so what do you do for a living?” Sayer sighed when he
realized that Molly hadn’t heard the question. “It appears that
this time around that you’re the one whose mind is elsewhere. Are
you sure that you don’t know that man?”

The other man flashed his eyes their
direction; Molly visibly tensed. “I assume when this station was
designed that you engineers built in several redundant protections
to protect people against hull punctures.”

“Of course we did. This station has a double
hull and there are containers full of fast acting foam that will
quickly seal any punctures. There’s nothing to worry about. Should
we experience a hull breach; the foam will seal the holes so fast
that the pressure won’t even drop enough to cause the doors to
seal.”

Molly let out a relieved breath, tapped a few
commands into her wrist pad, and flashed Sayer a smile a moment
before the she stood up in an eruption of gunfire. As Sayer dived
under the table, Molly advanced toward the man that she’d been
watching throughout dinner. The large man returned fire as he ran
for the door.

Sayer heard the hiss of hull punctures and
the subsequent pop of the foam containers as the holes were sealed.
From under the table, he saw Molly dash through the door without a
single pause as she chased after the man firing her gun. As the gun
fire grew more distant, he felt the slight vibration of his wrist
pad. The display told him that he had a priority message from
Molly, and he had to flex his fingers a few times to stop the
shaking before he could select the proper icon to read it.

Sayer,

If you’re reading this message, it means that
I was forced to leave abruptly. Apparently, those safety
redundancies worked as designed. Good job. I needed a date for the
night; thanks for your help. Don’t worry I knew my target was a
horrible shot, and that you’d be safe. It was really nice to see
you again. It’s rare that I get to spend any time with someone from
my past. Maybe one day we’ll get to finish our date. Take care.

A soft murmur filled the
room as Sayer and the others crawled out from under the tables. He
glanced at his wrist pad and gapped; the message from Molly was
gone. He did a frantic search on his pad. Her profile was gone too,
so he did a quick search for her name online. He stared in
bewilderment at the obituary he found in the results, and he softly
read a line to himself aloud, “Molly Rosenburg died suddenly of a
brain aneurism Friday August 15th, 2099.”

 


 


 


Greater Need

 


Using her reflection in the shuttle’s window, Sadie
carefully touched up her lipstick. She expected to feel a few
butterflies fluttering inside her as her final interview drew
closer, but it felt as though a horse was galloping laps in her
stomach. She watched the space station shrink away the distance
until she lost sight of it and then turned to watch the view screen
as they
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