
Part 1 
 

Day 1 – Chasing Rainbows 
 

It’s Jerome’s first space cruise and he is both quite excited and 
thrilled but at the same time a mild and slightly haunting feeling of 
dread and panic is following his every move. And to make matters 
worse, he can’t figure for the life of him... why? 

Despite the empty and slightly queasy feeling in his stomach he 
keeps reassuring himself he made the right decision. 

Only time will tell. But when it does, will anyone listen? 
He’s glad he picked a 16 day cruise going to Saturn, with stops at 

Mars and Jupiter, rather than just Jupiter. “Jupiter is impressive but 
Saturn is inspiring,” he’ll tell you. 

It’s the year 2258 A.D. and while space cruising is, for the most 
part, routine, still... anything can happen or as was once noted, “Shit 
happens”. 

As a 31 year old marketing analyst and “ad chef”, his thoughts are 
constantly focused on observing people, their desires, behavior and 
their “buttons”- the words and phrases that compel them to buy. 

Upon boarding he heads directly to his cabin to get settled in and 
to use the head. 

Carolette, a 30’s woman from Des Moines, Iowa is busy checking 
out the spacemart for perfume that will be seductive without being 
overwhelming, obnoxious, allergenic or obvious. 

Having been an English major in college, Carolette works as a 
translator and tutor for immigrants into the U.S. and is considering 
expanding her horizons by learning extraterrestrial languages and 
cultures and perhaps joining the U.S. ICO - Interplanetary Cultural 
Organization to help improve understanding between species of the 
different planets of the solar systems. 
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All the while, The Ecstasy waits patiently with a seemingly gleeful 
attitude, delighted the ship will be filled to capacity. 

While of course, a ship can’t really feel emotion or think for that 
matter, most people would agree that vehicles and ships per se, do tend 
to adopt a personality all of their own and The Ecstasy is no exception. 

Quite the interplanetary cruiser, the Ecstasy is well liked for its 
cutting edge design and technology, sparing no expense to give 
passengers the vacation, adventure and cruise of their life. 

Fortunately for both Jerome and Carolette, it is a “people’s” cruise 
line that everyone can afford. No need to blow piles of hard earned 
cash on an elite snob- yacht trying to impress rich aristocrats. 

The Ecstasy comes in at 1,682 feet long with a beam of 373 feet 
wide. It supports 3,277 passengers and a crew of 2,448. It was 
commissioned and built by the Royal Netherlands BeamShip 
Company, a rebirth or phoenix of the former Royal Netherlands 
Steamship Company of the 20th Century.  

While the coveted “warp speed” of the TV show Star Trek, or 
faster-than-light speed, FTL, cherished by science fiction fans has not 
been developed for commercial use to this date, it was found that for 
travel within the terra or earth solar system, this is not necessary. 

At 186,282 miles per second, the speed of light is 670,615,200 
miles per hour. 

 Since Saturn is, at its closest point in its revolution around the 
sun, roughly 800,000,000 miles from Earth, The Ecstasy would arrive 
at Saturn’s locale in less than 2 hours at light speed. What fun would 
there be in that? 

On this cruise, The Ecstasy will be taking quite the zig zag course 
of approaching both Mars and Jupiter on the way to Saturn. Roughly 
every 200 years or so, give or take 50 years, Mars, Jupiter and Saturn 
line up enough to make this trip doable within a reasonable amount of 
days. 

Since the planets are not lined up the total distance to Saturn with 
stays at Mars and Jupiter will be approximately 1.2 billion miles one 
way. The trip back will be direct with no stops. 
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Fortunately for all concerned, technology was developed in the 
2130’s to generate enough artificial gravitational force, projected from 
the bow and stern of a ship to repel the gravity of the sun and to 
amplify the gravity of the destination planet... and enough 
electromagnetic force to push and pull on other electromagnetic waves 
passing through the solar system, to accelerate space ships to speeds 
exceeding 20 million mph, getting our happy-go-lucky passengers to 
the Saturn territory in 10 days.  

While the rate of acceleration to reach 10 million miles per hour 
in just a day or two is roughly 2000 mph/sec compared to the 
acceleration of a supercar being about 20mph/sec, doing so outside 
the strong pull of the earth’s or moon’s gravity makes G forces on the 
human body less of an issue and travel in a few days possible. To make 
sure the crew and guests don’t end up splatters on the fore or aft walls, 
at these rates of acceleration and deceleration (upon approaching the 
next destination) the ship employs Horizontal Gravity or HG, to 
counteract the G forces of acceleration and deceleration. 

The return trip takes only 5 days since the gravitational pull of the 
sun is greater, overall and the ship can reach speeds close to 47 million 
mph, outside the asteroid belt... and it’s a direct route, non-stop to 
home sweet home. 

As the population of earth became more and more populated over 
the years there became a conflict between needing surface space to 
build housing and for farming versus land mined for minerals and 
resources. 

As war dropped and health and reproduction climbed the surface 
of the earth rapidly started to get devoured by the human population 
after 2100. 

Even areas once considered uninhabitable such as the Amazon 
and jungle areas of Africa were being over-constructed and mined. 

Luckily with the evolution of space exploration came the idea and 
ability to start mining the asteroids in the asteroid belt between Mars 
and Jupiter. The asteroids are rich in valuable minerals including some 
elements not previously available on earth. 
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The mining companies and scientists decided a smart way to start 
collecting the asteroids to bring back to the moon, earth and mars 
would be to make collecting zones radiating outward from the sun like 
spokes of a wheel. 

Doing this would open channels for letting ships pass through. So 
far 8 channels have been cut or formed, spread out evenly. The Ecstasy 
can take advantage of channel 6 and zip along full speed ahead without 
concern of nary an asteroid scratching its gleaming white surface. 

Well, that’s not entirely true. The channels are only about 1 to 3 
miles wide and they are not perfectly straight lines so caution does need 
to be used. Luckily or unluckily, depending on how you look at it, 
recent past disasters have thinned out the crowds so traffic isn’t too 
heavy through the channel at this time. 

As an engineer once stated in a teasing manner, “We could 
accelerate to a much faster velocity if we wanted, since there’s no 
friction to speak of in outer space, but we have a particular antipathy 
for meteor showers and other little space pests, and so limit our pace 
to something more manageable regarding debris avoidance.” 

Well said, my friend... well said! 
The bottom line being... passengers are in for an exuberating 16 

day “spacecation”. 
While Saturn itself is uninhabitable and unlandable, it has been 

discovered that just being in its vicinity can have quite an effect on a 
passenger’s emotions and their viewpoint of life itself. 

Michelle and Kevin McPherson are busy arguing, in as polite and 
friendly a manner as possible, with the Registration Clerk over their 
reservation. It seems an error in the reservation system or the ship 
computer reserved them a 3rd class cabin when in fact they reserved 
and paid for a 2nd class cabin. 

The clerk tries to tell them calmly, while at the same time knowing 
passengers abhor this excuse and typically become, to some degree at 
least, enraged, “It seems to be a problem with overbooking. The 
reservation systems always overbook as standard policy in the industry, 
because a certain percentage of people usually cancel or miss the 
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shuttle to the ship,” and holds her breath in anticipation of the 
impending verbal firestorm. 

Kevin, trying to maintain a professional demeanor responds, “I 
understand that. However, we made our reservation 6 months ago and 
paid the Preferred Client Service Fee to guarantee our cabin class. We 
should be given preference to keep the class cabin we reserved. You 
need to bump someone that didn’t pay the PCSF.” 

“Absolutely,” the clerk responds. “It will just take a moment for 
the computer to make a full analysis of the available cabins and 
seniority of passenger reservations. It may take an override by my 
manager, but I am confident we can get you the 2nd class cabin.” 

“If you like you can have a seat in our Preferred Guest waiting 
lounge and enjoy drinks and snacks compliments of the house. I’ll send 
for you as soon as the repair-res is implemented,” the clerk replies with 
a cheerful smile. 

Michelle responds, thank the gods, in a slightly dreamy and 
sensuous manner, “That’ll be fine. Why don’t we do that Kev. Let’s 
just relax.” She touches his left hand lightly. “That’s why we came here. 
I’m sure she’ll take care of it.” 

“Ok, love. You’re right. No sense getting my panties in a bunch.” 
Kevin replies, giving a slight, manly chuckle. 

“Come on guys. No need to fret. Just a slight snafu typical of 
reservation systems. Let’s get some grub,” Kevin says optimistically to 
their two kids Lisanne and Brennan. 

Brennan, a 15 year old teenage boy replies, “I’m starving. I want 
a cheeseburger!” 

 Lisanne or Lisa for short, a 13 year old brunette with a short crop 
of hair, responds, “I want a sex-on-the-beach with extra vodka,” 
shaking her body and butt sideways slightly to jiggle her small breasts, 
flirtingly to an imaginary male guest. 

Michelle replies, “Very funny. I’m afraid you have to stick with a 
soda or fruit juice, kitten.” 

And off they go. 
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Captain Philip Sherwood is busy checking navigation data 
constantly being re-evaluated and computed by the navigation master 
computer. Everything seems to be just as it should. After all, by this 
age the solar system and most of the stuff floating around in it, has 
been detected and mapped long ago. Few surprises are left, if any, 
regarding navigation dangers or threats, assuming of course the ship’s 
computers all do their jobs as expected of them. 

The main source of worry has been for years and probably will be 
forever more- security issues of the sentient-being type... people or 
other beings insisting on spilling over the apple cart, committing 
random acts of mischief or putting terror in others’ hearts. 

The security systems in place are as advanced as can be but there 
is always compromise when supporting the rights to privacy, freedom 
of individuals, citizens and guests and at the same time trying to be 
discrete, politically correct, unprejudiced and to avoid unfair profiling 
and also at the same time trying to insure the safety of all passengers 
and crew. 

Further complicating matters, the advance in virtual reality 
simulators apparently has been a source of some uncertainty when 
evaluating criminal evidence. Sometimes investigators or witnesses just 
aren’t sure what really happened or worse, what is happening. 

Add to the mix, sub-atomic biotechnology such as bioimplant 
behavior and thought modifiers, monitors and trackers and you have 
quite the cocktail for creating, perhaps not impending doom but rather, 
OFC – opportunity for calamity, despite all efforts to produce 
otherwise. 

In any case, Captain Sherwood is prepared for anything and afraid 
of nothing. 

For that we are all grateful. 
The fact that he is unable to keep his own wife on a short leash, 

he is ungrateful for, but nevertheless loves her with all of his heart and 
soul. 
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If only she could keep her clothes on around young male guests, 
behind closed doors, he could have full concentration on the job at 
hand. 

It takes 12 shuttles, at about 280 passengers per shuttle, to get all 
3277 passengers to The Ecstasy as she waits in a position about 25,000 
miles above earth, docked at the Yorkshire III Spaceport. 

Out here she is fairly free from the clutter of earth’s space junk 
and so she can relax and get some rest and recuperate from her 
previous cruise. 

It takes about 2 weeks to load up supplies and to make whatever 
repairs are needed between trips. 

Most repairs are done onboard during the cruise itself because... 
they have to be. 

This was one of the biggest barriers years ago, in accomplishing 
space travel. 

How do you load the ship up with enough repair parts to plan for 
any emergency or repair during a mission? You can’t just call AAA to 
come and fix your tire or tow you home. Granted, eventually repair 
depot stations were set up at various locations out in the farther regions 
of the solar system but emergency calls can take days to respond to, if 
at all. 

Carrying and storing all of the materials and parts to anticipate any 
possible breakdown or repair was a logistics enigma for decades. 

Until technology could be developed to condense matter and 
energy to extreme measures, that could be expanded (or seemingly 
“grown”) later when needed, there was no way to store enough 
materials on board. But alas, the technology was developed and the 
problem was... no more. Or at least, not quite as significant. 

As one molecular engineer explained, “It’s kind of like suddenly 
realizing you can design chairs that can be stacked. Chairs that aren’t 
stackable each take up their own space but several stackable chairs 
share a space slightly larger than that of one or two chairs. And so it is 
with compressing matter for spaceflight. The density of such matter is 
stupendous, but you’re doing it out beyond the gravity of the earth, so 
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gargantuan weight isn’t the issue it would be on earth performing such 
an operation of compression.” 

Captain Sherwood walks over to the main Security Systems 
computer to check all primary category statuses. All is well. So far. 

The ship like all other commercial passenger ships and military 
ships for that matter, has a redundant array of computer systems to the 
point that would seem hyper-obsessive to the casual observer. 

The problem being that modern computer technology relies on 
densities of processors that depend on virtually absolute zero degree 
temperatures and should the refrigeration systems maintaining such a 
temperature fail, the Captain would be out of luck if there were not 
backup systems utilizing traditional, but much slower computer 
technology. 

The point being, The Ecstasy has 10 redundant main computer 
systems, all AZ (absolute zero) engineered with individual cores 
scattered about the ship to avoid centralization in the event of a 
physical catastrophe of any particular area or zone of the ship. 

There are 10 non-AZ redundant main computer systems that are 
normally offline. In both arrays 5 are wired and 5 are wireless. There 
are 5 redundant security systems, and 5 redundant environmental 
control systems, each with wired and wireless twins, also. To provide 
power there are 4 redundant nuclear sub-reactor power generators 
located throughout the ship, in the unlikely event any particular part of 
the ship becomes damaged or “lost”. 

Somewhat appendaged off the security systems are 2 pairs of 4 
redundant military defense systems, one set actually being dedicated to 
defense and the other redundant array for attack.  

In emergency the military systems can operate separate from the 
main security systems if need be, but under normal circumstances the 
two share data with each other. 

Captain Sherwood confers with the Security Chief Chuck Tucker, 
and all systems are “go”. 
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Chief Tucker says to Captain Sherwood, “All green,” meaning all 
of the status lights and virtual sensors on the computer monitors are 
lit green, meaning “good”. 

Captain Sherwood replies to Chief Tucker, “Is Robin coming?” 
Robin is Tucker’s wife. 

“No. Not this time. She’s got a project with her job she wants to 
stick with. Some big deal with clients in Japan,” Chief Tucker replies. 

“Too bad. We always enjoy her company. Maybe next time,” 
Captain Sherwood replies. 

_______ 
 

The valet walks up to Kevin and informs him the 2nd class cabin 
is ready. “Mr. McPherson, your cabin is ready. We do apologize for the 
inconvenience. You have a choice of Premier option dinners and 
champagne, on the house, tonight for you and your family. Enjoy your 
stay. And of course, if you need anything else, let us know.” 

“Well done. Thanks,” Kevin replies, relieved to know all is as it 
should be, now. 

“Let’s go guys, time to check out our cabin,” Kevin says to 
Michelle, Brennan and Lisanne. 

Tim and Kathy are busy scouring the ship to find a place, other 
than their cabins, where they can have sex. Both 16, they are on a high 
school trip and have been dating for about 2 months. 

It is the first cruise for both of them so they’re not familiar with 
and haven’t done any research as to the types of nooks and crannies 
available on ships, where there aren’t already other passengers mulling 
about. 

Not very frustrated in their failure to discover the “perfect spot” 
so far, they are having a lot of fun just exploring the ship and 
discovering all of the cool areas such as the restaurants, theaters, 
recreation centers and pool areas and are enraptured by the beautiful 
architecture. 

The 11th shuttle has just finished unloading and it should only be 
about another 3 hours before launch. 
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The 12th shuttle had to stop for a brief time when a man in his 
30’s decided to suddenly get out of his seat to urinate in the middle of 
the aisle. Apparently he’d had too much to drink at the earthside 
starport bar and the additional scotch onboard the shuttle carried him 
over the line. 

As he explained, he didn’t mean to urinate in the aisle but couldn’t 
find the damned toilet, no matter how hard he tried. 

Now arriving, the last of the shuttles has performed it’s duty with 
aplomb and the 3000 plus passengers are busy giving new life to The 
Ecstasy, filling it with anticipation and the joy of getting away from “it 
all”. 

Hendrick, a bilingual English speaking Dutchman, is busy in the 
communications lounge, logged onto the spacenet, talking to his 
girlfriend from France.  

As she talks in French, the computer instantly translates to 
English giving them both a relief because when together, she’s weak in 
English and Dutch and he’s weak in French. Luckily for both, love 
itself hasn’t any preference for any particular language. 

Already feeling the pains of distance, Beatrice moans, “My love, 
my heart is already aching for your touch. How can I survive 16 days 
without you?” 

Hendrick replies, “Bea, I am always with you in my spirit. I am 
right there with you, make no mistake. Feel me. I feel you. We are 
together...” 

“I feel you, Hendrick. I do. But I want to hug and feel your body, 
your warmth, next to mine. I need to feel your heart beat against mine 
and to feel your breath,” Beatrice replies with enough passion to melt 
the coldest heart. 

“Once the ship launches we can link virtually, my flower. I’ll call 
you at 2 a.m. your time and we can hook up through the Mindlink 
service. I can only afford about 15 minutes per day on it, so I’m 
thinking maybe we should only use it every other day or so. Let’s see 
how it goes tonight and then we can decide how much time we want 
to link per session,” Hendrick replies, sounding as romantic as he 
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knows how. “I do need to concentrate on my studies though, as you 
know. Give my love to Patricia. I have to go.” Patricia is Beatrice’s 
daughter. Hendrick signs off. 

“Goodbye,” Beatrice whispers back, wiping a tear drop from her 
right eye. 

Captain Sherwood now walks over to the computer screen 
dedicated to daily passenger service such as registration, event 
schedules, names and details of passengers and so on. The passengers 
from the 12th shuttle have all boarded and cleared through security and 
registration. 

Launch is programmed for 18:00 hours GMT, in 2 hours and 23 
minutes. So far, all systems are go. 

This will be Captain Sherwood’s 14th cruise to the Saturn territory, 
in this life anyway. Though not completely convinced, he has a strong 
hunch he was part of the exploratory U.S. Marine missions to Jupiter 
and Saturn, in his last life. 

It wasn’t until about 2215 that it was deemed safe for commercial 
passenger ships to venture out this far, for both military and life 
support systems technology reasons. 

Whatever the case, his family has a long line of captains and 
admirals- ocean, air and space going back to the U.S. Revolutionary 
War of the 1700’s. 

“Captain, the cargo is loaded, inspected and secured. All 
passengers are accounted for and all animals have been collared or 
caged,” Ensign Brownhand, states succinctly. 

“Only 341 passengers have mild viral or bacterial infections and 
all terminally ill passengers have signed the waiver regarding fault and 
blame, burial preferences and next of kin notifications. 

“There has only been one QC issue with one case and batch of 
pluridium nitrate rods. It seems somehow they have a 0.0042 percent 
impurity of calathium. We’re unloading it now and sending it back to 
the distributor. All other cases have tested pure,” Ensign Brownhand 
says. 

“Good work, Ensign. Carry on,” Captain Sherwood replies. 
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“Captain, we have permission to launch from the ISCC, whenever 
you are ready,” the Bridge Communicator says. 

“Acknowledged, Renswald. Don’t forget to let me know the 
instant my daughter calls,” Captain Sherwood replies. 

“Aye aye, Captain,” Bridge Communicator Renswald replies. 
_______ 

 
“How about here?” Kathy asks Tim with a grin, pointing at a 

maintenance closet. 
“No way. That’s so freaking stereotypical. It’s a cliché. Besides the 

fact that it’s probably full of poisonous chemical bottles and dirty mops 
and shit and probably smells like a sewer. We can do better than that,” 
Tim replies. 

“Ok, ok. I’m just starting to get a little horny. I want you inside 
me,” Kathy says teasingly, while licking her upper lip with a smile and 
a wink and then pokes his stomach lightly with her index finger. “Stay 
right here,” she says and then dashes into the closet and closes the door 
behind. 

In the dark she pushes her right hand down the front of her 
shorts, inside her panties and then gently slides the tip of her middle 
finger into her pussy, just enough to coat it with some juice. 

Then she quickly pulls her hand out, opens the door with a 
cunning smile and moves up close to Tim. Kissing him lightly, she says, 
“I want you,” and then glides her hand up and extends her middle 
finger up to his nose so he can smell her. 

“You’re killing me. Let’s just keep looking. There’s a lot of cool 
stuff around here. We’ll find something,” Tim replies, returning the 
smile and then gives a brief, sneaky touch of her left breast near her 
nipple, feeling its softness, springiness, warmth and love. 

Since they are on a high school trip and their parents aren’t on 
board, Tim and Kathy aren’t allowed the option of requesting 
permission to use the professional sex services available on the ship. 
Not that they care. They are quite content to take care of each other. 
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In outer space, once they are 200,000+ miles from earth, teenagers 
16 and older can request 2 types of permission from their parents- sex 
with people 17 and older and use of sexual services. They only need 
permission from one parent or guardian. 

Any teen, 13 and older (assuming they have indeed reached 
puberty) can also apply for permission but both parents (if both alive) 
must approve and they have to be screened by an onboard certified 
Psychologist to see if they are psychologically mature enough. 

While the evaluation is considered by some as arbitrary, it is based 
on compromises made after 40 years of lawsuits and arbitration, until 
there was finally enough agreement that the likelihood of lawsuits or 
arrests would be slim to none.  

Albeit there will never be total agreement between parents that 
feel their children are being retarded by the government when forced 
to wait until 17 to be sexually active versus the parents who are easily 
appalled by such a thought of their child having sex before 17 or 18 or 
marriage. 

Compromise is never fun. 
Granted most children under 16 have no interest in sex with adults 

and many aren’t even sure they want sex with someone their age. It’s 
that peculiar period when the body tries to convince a child to crave 
something they haven’t experienced before. There are so many 
opportunities for clumsiness and embarrassment it’s often not a 
genuinely enjoyable experience. 

Any adults harassing or trying to trick or force unwanted sexual 
relations with a teen are quickly arrested and remain in the brig for the 
remainder of the cruise and are later handed over to local authorities 
back on earth. 

 The likelihood of such an occurrence is virtually unheard of since 
the causes and confusions about pedophilia were solved over a century 
ago. Part of the solution was the passing of a bill that allowed 
pedophiles to be “disappeared”. Once they were convicted and walked 
out of the court room, they were never to be seen again.  
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No one ever finds out what happens to them. But generally it’s 
agreed that whatever does happen to them is not good. 

The imagination of the possibilities keeps most people in line. 
Helping matters all the more, sexually transmitted diseases and 

unwanted pregnancies have been a thing of the past for over 50 years, 
thanks to the miracles of modern medicine. 

It was found that... People want what they can’t have (minors 
wanting sex). The minor must approach the adult not visa versa. Most 
minors who hook up with adults are just looking for tutelage and just 
want to know what it’s about, out of curiosity, not for lust or cravings. 
But age is more arbitrary now since people can speed or slow aging of 
the body and children have options of accelerated education. Also, 
being around aliens who might only live 10 – 20 years total and marry 
at 4 – 8 years of age, has stripped the gears of human paradigms about 
minors having sex, so puberty and psychological maturity became the 
best guideline. 

The cruise guidebook also provides guidelines for having sex with 
aliens from other planet territories. All are urged to pay heed for 
choosing the wrong partner can be disastrous and agonizing. Some 
species are just not meant to mix. 

Adults, 18 and older, are free to use the sex services available on 
board but spouses must first meet with the Psychologist and sign a 
waiver, if only one of the spouses wants to use the service. 

When asked how they feel about their husband or wife using a sex 
service, if there is even the tiniest iota of resentment, hate or anger 
evident the privilege is disapproved. This has been found to prevent 
most jealous rages and acts of violence onboard during cruises. 

Adults whose spouses are not aboard the cruise ship need not 
request permission. 

_______ 
 

Both Jerome and Carolette are now enjoying a good meal. Jerome 
opted for the Mexican cuisine at the Blue Cactus Tex Mex Canteen 
and Carolette the vegan grill at Beverly’s Banquet restaurant. 
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The Montague brothers are happily playing miniature golf on the 
9th deck at the Black Hole miniature golf course. 

Steve and Patrick, 7 and 8 respectively, tell people they meet that 
there was a sale on freckles the day they were born. Both flaming red 
heads, they seem more appropriately dressed in plaid than the standard 
fare of blue jeans or black-n-grey they are normally found in. 

From a lower middle class family, they love to pretend they are 
rich aristocrats, as everyone expects with a name like Montague. 

Steve hits a shot wide to the left of the tunnel going through the 
small lighthouse. “Bug snot! Eat me, lighthouse!” 

“You couldn’t hit the side of a cruise ship, monkey turd,” Patrick 
replies. 

“You’re a monkey turd. Wait till you try. You’ll see,” Steve replies 
back. 

Patrick takes his shot but hesitates at the last second and the ball 
trickles down the green, curving a bit to the right, only halfway to the 
lighthouse. 

“I told you, you moron,” Steve replies. 
“Drop dead, butt face. I hate lighthouses,” Patrick makes an angry 

swing at the air, imagining a tiny version of Steve standing on the green, 
flying off into the air. 

_______ 
 

“Captain, there has been a slight compression of the asteroid belt 
in the vicinity of our course,” the Senior Navigator Porter says 
suddenly. “We’ll need to adjust 0.13 degrees starboard.” 

“Roger that. Run a deep space scan to see if there are any 
unnatural causes, such as rogue marauders or pirates herding asteroids 
into a blockade,” Captain Sherwood replies. 

“Aye aye, Sir,” Porter replies. 
All the while passengers are busy setting up their profiles or 

updating them in the ship social network grid so they can find 
passengers with similar interests, hobbies or careers. 
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The Ecstasy is proud to utilize the most advanced Social 
Matchmaking program that can continuously, on the fly, in real time 
adjust the requests of people regarding their interest at the moment. 
Called the Ecstasy Find My Love system or EFML, it helps people find 
wherever a group is arranging to meet and when. It computes with 
lightening speed, which people want to meet (and how many) and what 
lounge areas, conference rooms or other meeting rooms are available 
for that size group at any moment. 

Each guest has a remote PDA, personal data assistant, to input 
changes in their desires or requests at any time. It also notifies them 
any time a person, whose company they don’t enjoy, is booked to 
attend such a meeting. 

Frans, the senior ship photographer from Finland, is making the 
rounds in the Nautilus Sea, the premier sea food restaurant. The 
pictures are loaded instantly into the main database and passengers can 
view them from their cabin or personal computing device of their 
choice, to order or print. 

Frans has the uncanny ability to bring the best out of people and 
magically coaxes the beauty of each person to the surface where it can 
be captured by his camera. 

He has yet to have a baby cry in his presence. Mothers consider 
him an angel. Girlfriends consider him a dream. 

He approaches an older couple in their late 60’s and immediately 
their pale skin seems to become more flush and rosy. You would swear 
the woman’s wrinkles started to soften and fade, ever so slightly. 

And then it happens. Suddenly you see the sparkle in their eyes 
and the smile. 

Click. Another job well done. 
_______ 

 
Two military personnel are playing cards deep in the recesses of 

the belly of the ship where passengers will never find them and hardly 
give any thought they exist. They have secure quarters just aft of the 
main engine room. 
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Lance Corporal Cliff Trane has been in the Marines for 3 years 
and has seen some action around Uranus and Neptune. His nickname 
is Moose. Corporal Jose Rodriquez is on his first tour in space. His 
nickname is Hammer. 

Ever since alien pirates hijacked a cruise ship and used it as a 
Trojan Horse to attack earth and the International Space Port, cruise 
ships have Marines stationed on board. 

“So, you think we’ll meet up with any gooks out by Saturn, 
Moose?” Jose asks. 

“Don’t know. Don’t care. It is what it is, Hammer,” Cliff replies. 
“No sense worrying because there’s only so much preparing you 

can do. We just don’t know yet how many aliens there are on the edge 
and beyond the system. 

“Every once in a while some damn new thing shows up and kicks 
our ass until we get a beam on it and figure how to kill it.” 

“Hell, with the firepower we have, what kind of monster can come 
rolling in and mow us down?” Jose replies. 

“You know as well as I do, it’s a never-ending game of cat and 
mouse, Hammer. We develop better tech. Then someone else does. 
There’s always a countermeasure to any gadget the armory gear heads 
can come up with. I guess we’ll just have to wait and see,” Cliff says 
with a daring grin, hoping to see some action. 

“The worst is anything with a cloaking device we don’t have a 
handle on yet. You’ll soil your pants the first time you’re suddenly 
staring at a mirage 10 feet in front of you, 14 feet tall. You can’t see 
what it is. All you can see is the space kind of bending and distorting 
around it. 

“If it happens, just start shooting like there’s no tomorrow cause 
there won’t be any if you don’t. And move the hell back and get your 
ass out of town as fast as you can, back to the group for support. 

“If you can’t see it, you can’t beat it. Just use that as a rule. 
“If it chews up half the passenger inventory, so be it. Don’t try to 

take it out on your own, till we crack its cloaking frequency and code,” 
Cliff says, satisfied with his answer. 
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“Roger that, bucko,” Jose replies instantly. 
With that Jose lights up a cigarette to enjoy a smoke. Cliff doesn’t 

comment on the fact that Jose’s hand is shaking while holding his 
lighter. He knows the fear. 

Some fear isn’t about being chicken. It’s about not running away 
and about dealing with whatever is out there, so others don’t have to. 

Cliff doesn’t do it for the Generals or the Politicians or the CEO’s 
or the elders or the parents. 

 He does it for the kids and the pretty girls. That’s what keeps him 
going. No alien or pirate is going to fuck with children or pretty girls 
from earth if he has anything to say about it. And so far, he’s won every 
time. So far. 

_______ 
 

“Captain, we’re ready for launch, Sir,” the First Mate Smith 
announces. 

“Smith, prepare for launch. Prepare to set engine speed to 25 
knots,” Captain Sherwood replies and pauses, waiting for Smith to 
finish. They’ll pilot The Ecstasy off and away from The Yorkshire III 
spaceport manually, at a gentle speed for a short distance, to avoid any 
serious damage should something cause interference or a problem. 

“Ready when you are, Captain,” Smith replies with a barely 
perceptible smile. 

 “Commence launch, now,” Captain Sherwood says with 
authority. 

“Aye aye, Captain,” First Mate Smith replies with earnest. “Engine 
speed 25 knots!” Smith says, as he smoothly slides the throttle north. 

Twenty five knots isn’t fast but it takes a little bit of time to get a 
300,000 gross tons ship to start moving, even far from earth’s 
gravitational grip. 

Most passengers notice the slight nudge when the ship starts 
moving. It often brings on a new level of excitement and anticipation. 

The adventure of a lifetime has officially begun. 
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In the main live entertainment theater, The Fantasea, a band is 
belting out 50’s songs from the 20th century.  

Some things never die. 
In the main movie theater, the Capricorn Cinema, a movie about 

a girl and a boy, from feuding families, who fall in love, is playing.  
Some things never change. 
Jake, a single guy in his 50’s, is shot down by the 4th girl in a row, 

at the Shangri La night club, after using a lame pickup line out of a 
comic book. “Hey babe, if I get you a drink will you give me a wink?” 

Some guys never win. 
Once a cruise ship is finally on its way, people can finally let go of 

any bugger they had at home pestering them. 
Even slave-driving bosses are limited in the damage they can do 

to an employee’s cruise because, unless you’re painting houses or 
repairing cars for a living, most of the dirty work is done by computers 
or robots now, in 2258. 

And the other stuff can be done from home or the office or 
anywhere anyway, with again... the use of computers. 

Also, thank the computer gods, computers are now smart enough 
that they can develop a “twin” of you rapidly and duplicate or mimic 
your expertise, decisions and comments so you don’t have to. Finally 
the computer can really do your work for you... the stuff you don’t 
want to do. 

And now with the power of computing who cares if you lose a 
job, if your boss fires you for being away on a cruise for 16 days. 

With the power of computers people can find a replacement job 
instantly and if it involves moving away from family and friends that’s 
ok too because it can find people with virtually identical personalities 
to your current family and friends. 

If that’s not good enough you can always connect long distance 
with Mindlink. 

And last but not least, when you are talking about a space cruise, 
you are really going somewhere, far, far away. The chance of an irate 
ex-spouse or lover showing up at the next port or the boss calling and 
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ordering you to get on the next plane and back to work are slimmer 
and noner than ice sculptures in the middle of Death Valley in July. 

And that’s just the way they like it. 
_______ 

 
“How about here?” Kathy inquires, slightly frustrated now, 

pointing to the far corner of a small library no one else is using at this 
time. 

“We could do it in the corner behind the desk. Just a quickie 
before anyone comes in,” she says seductively and slightly desperately. 

“I don’t know, Kath. What if someone does walk in while we’re in 
the middle of doing it?” Tim asks, feeling a little nervous. 

“We can pretend I’m just sitting on your lap or something. I don’t 
know. Just fuck me real quick, ok? I’ll just pull my shorts down and 
you can fuck me from behind. I don’t want to wait any longer.” 

“Alright, alright. Ok.” Tim grabs her by her right arm and pulls 
her to the corner. 

Kathy pulls her shorts and panties down and bends over, leaning 
on the desk, exposing her waiting pussy. Tim quickly unbuttons the 
waist of his pants, unzips his fly, drops his pants and fumbles around 
to pull out his cock from his boxers and shoves it in and starts thrusting 
away. 

Kathy takes flight up and away, soaring into a dream world 
somewhere over the rainbow. Tim follows, right behind, literally and 
emotionally. He comes in about 2 minutes and quickly zips back up his 
pants. Kathy does the same. 

They fall on the floor in the corner together and fall asleep in each 
other’s arms. 
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