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In space a chance encounter with another spacecraft is unlikely; but like popular sea routes on terrestrial oceans sometimes those chances are much greater; it was because of this that the Silver Star’s proximity alarm drew the crews attention. 

Chub adjusted the warning to maintain watch. “It’s on a converging course; nothing to get worried about,” he said indifferently.

Rosie was casually laid back in the command chair. She stretched out her arms wide and arched her back. “I’m bored with deep space.”

Chub smiled. “You need some action?”

“What I could do with is another coffee.”

“Go and have a break then, I’ll take over watch.”

“You’re sure?”

“Yea, as you said nothings happening.”

“Then I might just do that.” Rosie stood and walked back off the command deck. 

She entered the canteen to see Jet and Selian sat on one of the lounges. Selian was giggling in a childish way at something Jet had said. They both looked up guiltily. “Hi,” he said moving a little on the couch to increase the space between him and the woman. “Needed a break?”

Rosie nodded and went over to the dispenser. She poured a drink as she spoke. “When you’re a kid looking up at the stars everything seems so spectacular that you never imagine how much boring stuff there is in between.”

Jet raised his bushy eyebrows. “I thought you wanted a quiet life?”

“Don’t get me wrong...” she looked deliberately at Jet. “I’m not one of those people who needs action to validate my existence, but something to break the routine would be nice.”

“I know what you mean,” he replied, missing the implication in Rosie’s look. “Mundane is fine, but too much ends up as dull: it sends me to sleep.”

Rosie noticed the suggestive smile that Selian gave him as she lifted the cup of steaming black liquid. She took a cautious sip just as the intercom buzzed and Chubs voice filled the room.

“Guys just to let you know I can’t get an identification sign?”

Jet looked at Rosie curiously.

Rosie raised her eyebrows in resignation before she spoke aloud. “It’s still well clear of us isn’t it Chub?”

“Yea,” replied the disembodied voice. “But it should be emitting its info.”

“Keep us informed Chub.” 

Jet spoke as soon as Chub disconnected. “What’s all that about?”

“There’s another spacecraft running parallel to us; it’s nothing to get concerned about... Where’s James?” she continued before Jet could ask more.

“Don’t know, I haven’t seen him for ages.”

She looked at Selian. “So have you ever been to the Galaxy Layby before?”

“No.” The woman looked embarrassed. “Actually other than the Ant Planet I’ve been nowhere.”

“Wow, nowhere at all?”

Selian shook her head; maybe a little too deliberately as her long hair seemed to sweep back and forward in what Rosie decided was an intentionally alluring way.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
| JeTBlack aml me S1lver srar Grew #IG i
£ arsh Pwrﬂar





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





