Exopilots are assholes.

It’s true. Most of them are dirt-poor halfwits. Which in and of itself is fine; Some of my favorite people in the world are dirt-poor halfwits. But pilots have the need to prove something. Damned if I know what, or to whom, but it’s what gives them their distinctive air of assholeness.

I, on the other hand, am a lazy fuck. Not rich enough to buy my way out. Smart enough to get the grades to keep me out, but lazy enough to fail myself back in. And not stupid enough to pilot an exosuit.

I talked my way into Technical Services and Support, because it sounded like a dream job, somewhere between a computer programmer and an auto mechanic. Anything to keep me off the front line, and away from those asshole grunts. Little did I know that “TS&S” involved holing up directly behind the front line and waiting hand-and-foot on those same asshole grunts.

I hate my job.

The klaxon woke us up in the middle of the night. I have no idea exactly what time, but it was dark out.

A detachment of five units had run into an ambush. Four were coming back with heavy damage, the poor bastard who was on point wasn’t coming back at all.

Gummy rolled out the signal track and switched it on. An imperfect circle of electric blue light blue isolated a small circle of black from the rest of the night. The rest of us zipped up coveralls, grabbed spotlights and toolkits and started waiting.

