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  Time and Space


  “It’s not real you know.”


  J'inkrac Bay (J'in to his friends) raised one dark eyebrow at that statement. Until this moment, Mitale Limpky, a graduate of Delta Epsilon University with a degree in biomechanical engineering, with a minor in time expansion studies, had made more sense than anyone else on this cruise.


  J'in was the third prizewinner of the all-inclusive trip of a lifetime aboard the S.S. Maid of the Universe. He could certainly never afford to pay for the trip himself, not on the salary of a ditch digger, sixth class.


  The Directorate of the third planet in the Plantain system was not known for its exorbitant spending. The planet was named after the explorer who discovered it, Arnold Plantain (aka banana head), five hundred years previous. People with a cruel streak made jokes about the name of the place, but he liked the quiet little planet. And besides a job was a job.


  “What do you mean?” he asked, his green eyes fixed on the motionless unblinking stars visible through the wall of plastic steel that separated the observation lounge from the cold vacuum that surrounded the luxury star liner.


  The star drive was disengaged to give the passengers a smooth drift through the galactic void to better enjoy the stunning scenery of red, golden, and white stars dusting the edge of the whirling galaxy.


  The evening’s dinner and dance was long over when they stood alone on the deck leaning over the simulated oak railing. The ship was constructed of the finest sim-materials. He read in the press reports, before they’d sailed, that said the ship was the finest in the fleet of twelve luxury star cruisers constructed in the shipyards of Vargas X. The ads called it; The Safest Star Ship to Sail the Stars.’


  The air lingered with the scent of jasmine and sweet wildflowers that came from the artificial foliage strategically scattered throughout the lounge. The plants weren’t real, but the myriads of aromas were nonetheless intoxicating.


  Mitale shrugged. “I don’t know exactly. I just have the distinct feeling its not real, that’s all. It all looks fake somehow.” Her eyes drifted over their surroundings. He smiled to himself. Yeah, maybe she's right. The cruise liner was a piece of overly opulent sim-trash after all.


  “The stars or the ship?” he asked.


  She laughed brightly her deep red painted lips shining in the subdued lighting her mouth opening wide with a pure white toothy smile. Her blue eyes lit up as she laughed. J'in heart pounded a little harder in his expansive chest as he stared at her. He released a tiny smile that played across his own lips. She was as enchanting a creature as any he’d ever met.


  “Why the stars, of course, silly.” She have him a teasing look her dazzling eyes danced with amusement.


  He thought he’d better change the subject before he got the wrong idea or she did. “Where’re you from?” he asked.


  She smiled closed mouth this time her eyes shifted to thoughtful as she recalled her past. “Well,” she paused and reoriented her sight onto the stars drifting by the vast expanse of window. It seemed as if they were able to see light years across the edge of the galaxy.
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