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STARSHIP ETERNITY

 

a sci-fi horror short

 

 

 

I’m fairly certain I need to vomit again. That’s the only thought my brain can muster while staring at the sweaty monster in the bathroom mirror. The previous night remains a blur. I remember the club, the music, the dancing, the absurd amount of booze, everything up to the room spinning out of control. Quite frankly, it’s nothing short of a miracle that I made it back to the hotel. I can’t recall a single step, let alone what got me to—

And there it is.

Right in the sink.

Disgusting.

Anyway, I guess I shouldn’t expect much from a raging hangover. Throbbing headache, foggy memory, a deep sense of self-loathing. But hey, I’m in one piece and my luggage is intact. That’s a win. In retrospect, I shouldn’t have started the party before I got to the cruise ship. And now I have to trek three blocks to the spaceport. Three fucking blocks in this condition. Maybe it’s time for a little hair of the dog. But what? Beer? Wine? Perhaps a little—

Nope.

Gross.

I should leave a big tip for housekeeping.

Okay then, just gonna muscle through it. I can do three blocks. My bags are packed, I look like death, and it’s time for a long vacation. But first, I need to utter those four familiar words. I always say them after an evening bender. It’s practically a tradition at this point.

“I should stop drinking.”

There. Who knows, maybe they’ll stick this time. Unlikely, given that I bought a drink pass. An open bar for an entire month? Jeez, that’s dangerous. But you only live once, right? It’s time to chug my way across the galaxy. Maybe I’ll start with a—

Ugh.

 

*   *   *

 

Chaotic city streets are not the best tonic for a hangover. It’s a relentless assault from every direction. Car horns bash my brain like baseball bats. At least the shuttle buses are kind enough to hum quietly overhead. I would take one if I weren’t so late already. I can thank the checkout desk for that one. As it turns out, arguing about room charges is nigh impossible when your liver is still struggling to purge the previous evening. The receptionist was totally out of line with her impatient translating of my mumbled jargon.

Okay, yeah, I’m the asshole.

And now I have to cover three blocks in 20 minutes.

Backpack? Check.

Rolling suitcase? Check.

Breath so bad it could kill a pigeon? Check.

Eternity Cruises, here I come!

Thankfully, I travel light, even for a month-long vacation. One of the best pieces of advice I ever received came from a business tycoon at a spaceport bar. “Want to have a better vacation?” she said after I tried and failed to hit on her. “Unpack half your luggage and bring more money.” That nugget comes in quite handy when a sickly sprint lies between you and your departure.

I take a deep breath, then start running.

It goes fine for the first half-block, but then my very-out-of-shape lungs make it abundantly clear that running is not an approved activity. I wheeze to a stop, swallow a vomit, catch what little breath I have, resume a fast walk, then struggle back to sprint. A quarter block later, rinse and repeat. People sneer at me with a mixture of pity and disgust. I swallow it all because I don’t have time to unpack my insecurities in public.

For the record, I hate Marcoza. Always have. It’s a crap city in a crap location on a crap planet. The only redeeming feature is that you’re largely free to do what you want, so long as you don’t interfere with the daily flow. Party on, just don’t get in the way. Unfortunately, that attracts a certain type of folk. I admire the “live and let live” attitude, but this place pushes that mantra to the absolute limit.
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