The Ghost in the Deep
	Kipis slouched into the helm cradle, letting the ship's thrust settle his body into the comfortable couch.
	"All readings nominal," he reported, his voice dry and laconic, "we are steady at one gee and on course.  Courses are laid in for two-point-zero to two-point-five gees for the night."
	Thirteen engines, hexagonally packed along the ship's rear, thrust along in perfect unison, not a single one of them even close to half its capacity.  If one of the engines so much as twitched to a smidge less than its optimum power level, the computer would compensate, balancing the power across the honeycomb so quickly the humans on board would scarcely feel a shudder.  If that did happen, the problematic engine would start blinking yellow on his display.
	Kipis sighed.
	Nothing ever blinked yellow.  At some point, space travel had traversed the bridge from ‘breathtakingly dangerous’ to ‘mind numbingly boring’ and he couldn’t remember when it had happened.
	"Copy 'all readings nominal'," Captain Aliah Mehta's clipped reply came from behind his back. "Steady as she goes.  Life support?"
	"Green on life support," Anderson answered, his voice as bored as everyone else's.
	Ship is automated, Kipis sighed internally, we might as well be cargo unless something goes terribly wrong.
	He continued listening to the reports from Engineering, Comms, Water and Sewage and on down the list.
	Fifteen people on this crew, and what does the ship need us for?  Not much.
	"Comms," Aliah finally ended, "Collate the reports and fire them back to Earth."
	"On the chip, ma'am," Kennedy's smile came through in the tone of her voice.  She took a subtle but obvious joy in her still useful role on the ship. "Transmitting."
	The process sounded formal, and Kipis respected Aliah for following it, but it didn't mean much.  The level of automation built into the Daedelus, the prototype of the latest model of cargo runner, made her human crew nearly superfluous.  The jokers back at Command said the ship could make the journey entirely on its own these days.
	That's not quite true, Kipis reminded himself, the ship still needs us at dock and at refuel.  There are canisters of fuel and oxygen and a whole lot of filters to lock in place and discard as needed.
	A lot of that work, though, related itself to supporting the humans living on board.  Cut out the humans, and you cut out a lot of maintenance that just didn't make sense if your ship didn't need a sealed "inside" with fragile humans to protect.
	"Report transmitted, ma'am," Kennedy announced.
	"Switch all stations to full auto," Aliah ordered. "Let's get ourselves some dinner."
	Kipis entered the commands which handed control of the ship over to the local A.I.  The screens in front of him went green as his com-link buzzed at his hip, the computer promising it would contact him if it needed human input.
	It won't, though, Kipis grimaced.
	Barring a micrometeorite strike, the space between Earth and Mars didn't offer a lot of threats.  The catalogues contained precise charts regarding the few chunks of rock that orbited in this band of stellar emptiness and the builders had made the hull thick enough to repel every type of radiation the deeps of space could offer.
	Even if a sensor or one of the motherboards failed completely, Kipis noted, backups would come up instantly.
	"What, my friend, shall we discuss at dinner today?" Anderson nudged his elbow as they left the bridge.  "Just three hours until spin-up."
	Daedalus carried enough crew to put one primary and one secondary specialist on every station.  On top of that, the captain had qualifications for almost every post.  In the old days, on the older ships, they'd have needed three shifts.
	"What's she spinning us up to tonight?" Kipis asked.
	While Kipis would lay in a number of courses, the captain would make the ultimate decision.  It made sense that Anderson might already know, as he held the life support post, which meant he had to configure the beds.  
	"I think she’s going back down to two point two gees," Anderson answered.
	"Lower than last night?" Kipis wondered.
	"Kennedy had trouble sleeping at two point three," Anderson shrugged.  "Gonna hook her up with a few extra monitors tonight, see what we can catch."
	As Kipis slid down the ladder for several decks, he considered that the company hadn't paid for Daedalus's improvements for kicks.  The R&D, and the relentless testing that went into those computers cost more than they could ever recoup from cutting down on human crew.  They didn't pay the bills for all the automation by cutting crew.  The payoff came from speed.
	If the ship could take care of itself for eight hours at a time, the entire human crew could go to sleep.  With the right kind of bedding, Daedalus's crew could sleep the night away while the ship spun its engines up to over three gees.
	That kind of accel could cut even the orbitally inconvenient trips to Mars down from two months to three weeks.  That made it worth all the money.
	"Just because Kennedy couldn't sleep?" Kipis kept his voice down and tried not to roll his eyes.
	"You know the rules," Anderson told him as they entered the mess hall. "We're the first ones to pull this kind of sleep gee in space."
	The regulators had forced the company to agree to all sorts of rules and reporting mechanisms.
	"I'm sure it makes sense to them," Kipis said doubtfully. "Last thing we need is to get us all stoned off of sleep gravity and have the ship smash into Mars station."
	"Or into Mars, yeah," Anderson shrugged. "So we'll take it down a notch for one night, keep a specific eye on Kennedy."
	Sitting across from each other at the table, Kipis leaned forward and spoke quietly, "Andy, you know it's bullshit.  We all did the same sleep tests back on Earth in the centrifuge.  Kennedy should be fine.  She probably just ate something weird."
	"There's no weird food here," Anderson retorted, tilting his head while one hand ran through his recently cropped blond hair. "You know how carefully we monitor everyone's diet."
	As if to punctuate this point, the galley crew started handing out plates with their individual meals.  On a journey this short, and this early on, they still had fresh vegetables with which to work.  It made the meals scarcely different from medium-fine dining back on Earth, except for the precise caloric limits.
	"Even so," Kipis shrugged. "We should be pushing this forward.  Get to the part of the mission where the human crew actually does something."
	"Someday," Anderson taunted, "the ship will handle its own fuel rods and the robotic loaders on Mars won't need us either."
	Kipis's shoulders hunched and he dug into his meal while Anderson smirked.
	"Hey, Andy," a woman slid into the chair beside Kipis.
	"Sarah?" Anderson responded, holding in a sigh, and didn't look up at the dark haired woman.
	"You taking your down time on the rec deck?" she prodded.
	"Yeah," he rolled his eyes, "You can have the room."
	"Thanks!" she smiled back at him and rose from the table, darting out of the room.
	Kipis raised an eyebrow at Anderson.
	"She and Shiv have a thing going on," Anderson explained, "and since she shares a room with Aliah, they prefer our room."
	In the old days, the company had frowned on intra-crew relations, taking a cue from the government and military types that came before them.  But as the journeys grew shorter, and the opportunity for awkward breakups to mess with crew dynamics became less likely, the company had relaxed its punishment of such vices.
	Relationships on board ship might last three weeks these days, and most people could keep their heads on straight that long.
	"You don't have any need for the bunk?" Kipis smirked.
	"I'm the medic, remember?"
	"Uh-huh."
	Anderson rolled his eyes, reached for a deck of cards and offered, "Euchre?"
	"Sure," Kipis checked the wall clock, "we've got a bit of time to burn before I do some cardio."
	=====================
	Aliah's voice echoed through the deserted corridors of Daedalus, "Two minutes to spin up."
	Anderson's voice followed, "All crew confirmed in position."
	Kipis knew the life support specialist had a readout in his cabin showing plenty of detail about the contents of every single bed on the ship, including the two spares down in Engineering.  If two crew members had tried to swap beds, Anderson would already know.
	The cabin lights slowly dimmed to absolute blackness, until only the few faint red LED strips along the floor remained, a last ditch form of emergency lighting in case someone decided to go nuts and try to move around in double gravity.
	"The computer is taking over now," Aliah reported a short time later.  "Good night, everyone."
	The ship gave no audible clue that the engines had increased their power output.  Kipis, despite his background and academic knowledge on the subject, felt like the moment ought to mark itself with a roaring or rumbling, or a distinct sort of whining screech, rising in pitch.
	Instead, with his water bed balancing his mass almost perfectly, he only felt a crushing presence across his bare chest, as if a lover embraced him a little too roughly, a tiny bit more enthusiasm than he felt comfortable with.
	The pressure and the exhaustion from his cardio workout pushed him quickly into sleep.
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	The cabin door opened with a hiss of equalizing pressure, Kipis's ears popping gently to let him know.  He opened his eyes and slowly turned his head to look across the small walking space in the cabin to find the bed across from him deserted.  Had the engines already spun down?  The ship normally sounded an alarm and he should have woken.  His roommate, Ferdinand, couldn't have crawled out of bed if the engines still blasted away at over two gees, but good manners should have inspired the man to wake Kipis.
	Yeah, we must have spun down and I slept through the alarm.
	Kipis lolled his head, I don't feel too heavy, but I don't feel like getting up either.
	He tried to remember if he normally took his time getting up in the morning, but his memory went foggy on him.
	Wait, didn't the door open?
	He turned his head to the right again and looked down past his feet toward the doorway, which remained open, a luminescent figure standing in the rectangular opening, her ship-standard white pyjamas seeming to glow in the backlight from the corridor.
	It's Kennedy, he noted absently, what's she doing here?
	The Comm Specialist, he recalled, had needed special medical hook-ups for the night, to examine whatever sleeping problems she’d had.
	Lots of people have sleeping problems, though.  How bad does it have to be where they’d run biometrics on her and hook her up to stuff?
	Long, soft hair trailing behind her, she glided into the room as if the engines had shut down entirely and left her weightless.
	I can still feel gravity, though, Kipis noted the tightness across his chest, how is she doing that?
	He tried to remember if Kennedy’s hair had seemed so fair the last time he’d seen her, wondering if maybe the illumination from the corridor had artificially lightened it.  Regulations usually meant that even the women kept their hair short, or at least up in pony tail, so the looseness of her hair felt odd.
	She probably shouldn’t walk around with it flowing around like that, he thought, gonna get in trouble.  Rules, rules, rules.
	The door slid silently shut, pitching the room into darkness.
	Not completely dark, though, Kipis looked around the room, the lights are on a dim setting, probably because I should be awake now.
	He had a faint idea that the ship did things like that for the crew.
	“Kipis,” Kennedy hissed as she approached him.
	“Hey,” he muttered sleepily.
	She patted, or glided, softly over to his bed, sitting at his right side.  Only when she’d taken her weight off her feet did Kipis notice how tired she looked with her shoulders slumping and her chest rising and falling with visible effort.
	He reached out sluggishly, laying his right hand on her nearest thigh and muttering, “You okay?”
	“Kipis,” she hissed again, her eyes glowing dimly with reflected light.
	Her skin seems kind of blue in this light.
	“Yeah?”
	“Need you right now,” Kennedy’s eyes lost focus and then locked on his.
	“What do you need?” Kipis shook his head in confusion.
	Kennedy started unbuttoning the blouse of her pyjamas, revealing skin that somehow shone more brightly than the white fabric that had covered it.
	“Oh,” Kipis remarked as she reached the third button.
	The cleavage of her breasts came into view, their heavy masses clearly not affected by anything like the double gravity that seemed to still pull at his chest.
	“Kipis,” she hissed again, slipping the top off her shoulders.  “Need you.”
	That kind of need, he realized.  I never knew she thought about me that way.  Heck, do we even know each other?  Not very well.
	Mentally he shrugged.  Kennedy seemed to Kipis like a nice enough person, and she had very pretty glowing white eyes and blueish tinged, naked breasts with their faintly darker nipples firming up in the cold air of his cabin.  If she needed him that way, he decided he could accept her demands.
	“Alright,” he replied, “I’m a bit tired, though.”
	“That’s okay,” her voiced still dragged through every word as if she had trouble breathing.
	Must be the gravity.  Gravity still feels wrong.  But she walked in here somehow.
	Content to let Kennedy do most of the work, he felt the topless woman’s hand slide down his belly, into the fly of his pyjamas, and take hold of his erection.
	Oh, good, he thought, I’m ready for her.
	Kipis would have hated to disappoint Kennedy, what with her blood running so strong.
	Once Kennedy had drawn his erection out, she pulled on the drawstring of her pants, releasing the knot.  Wearily rising to her feet, she slipped them off to the floor.  Lazily, Kipis let his head roll over to size up her naked body.
	“Nice hips,” he complimented her, and his eyes drew down between her legs to the thin layer of hair that darkened her otherwise illuminated body.
	He’d thought she might have appreciated the comment, but her shoulders slumped in depression and she let out a pathetic sigh.
	“It won’t work,” Kennedy whined.
	“It’s working,” Kipis ticked his had at his erection. “Just try it.”
	“No,” she shook her head petulantly, “I can’t reach you.”
	What an absurd thing to say to someone when your hand is on his erection.
	“What do you mean?” Kipis felt his brain started to get fuzzy, as if he might fall asleep.
	“Too far,” she moaned as the brightness in the room increased, the glow of her body fading in relative terms.
	Kipis squinted, trying to see her properly, his desire to please her warring with his exhaustion.
	=====================
	A harsh alarm buzzed and the lights in the cabin started coming up.
	That’s not even the right alarm, Kipis realized as a wave of exhaustion overcame in.  Why am I so tired?
	The moment he tried to move, he understood his predicament: he hadn’t finished sleeping.  The wall clock told him only a few minutes had passed since midnight.  The crushing feeling of two point two gees kept his head on his mattress, but the alarm told him the condition wouldn’t last long.
	The alarm says more than that, he thought with a nervous gulp.  Someone triggered an early shutdown.
	As his stunned consciousness recovered from his dream, Kipis noted that the ship’s acceleration had already fallen.  Within seconds, he found he could easily lift himself out of the bed.
	What a dream, though, he thought in wonder, sitting up.  So vivid.  In fact, I’ve still got...
	He looked nervously down at his body, hoping Ferdinand didn’t look over.
	Most men don’t look at each others’ groins anyway.
	Kipis felt a wave of gratitude as his erection faded at about the same rate as the ship’s apparent gravity.
	“What the fuck happened, Kip?” Ferdinand grumbled, sitting on the edge of his and looking down at the floor.
	The alarm finally shut off and the cabin lights settled at about half their normal brightness.
	“Emergency spin down,” Kipis stretched his neck and sat up, reaching for the interface next to his bed.  He examined the readouts, “Command priority.  Had to be Anderson or Aliah, not one of the crew.”
	The system would let anyone spin down the engines if they had to, but proper procedure meant comming the Captain first.  If you hammered that big red button next to your bed, you’d better have a damn good reason.
	But the helm report said someone had forced the spin down with a priority from Command.  That meant Aliah or, in the case of some medical emergency, Anderson.
	The helm, regardless, read green across the board, the engines spinning down with a target of 0.75 gees.
	“Skipper’s taking it down to three quarters,” Kipis felt his mouth twist in surprise.
	Ferdinand looked up, “That, um, weird, isn’t it?”
	A tone sounded over their terminals and Aliah’s breathless voice filled the room.
	“Attention,” her strained voice called out, “life support specialist Anderson has declared an emergency.  Please remain in your cabins while we deal with a minor injury sustained by Communication Specialist Willis.”
	“Well, that’s great,” Ferdinand looked up to meet Kipis’s eyes. “What happened to Kennedy now?”
	Aliah had said the emergency came from Anderson, but the helm log clearly showed that – whoever had declared the initial spin down – Aliah had placed the order to spin the engines down even further.
	The ping sounded again, and Kipis started to feel light headed.
	“Attention,” Aliah announced, “we are spinning down to half gravity while dealing with Kennedy’s injury.  Kipis, get to the bridge and correct our course as necessary.”
	Aliah couldn’t even decide if she wanted to use first or last names, tripping Kipis’s anxiety.
	I really out to have simple things like this slaved to my console in my room, he thought.  Might not be regulation, but I can imagine a situation where I might need it.
	One of those situations involved the explosive decompression of the decks of the ship between his cabin and the bridge.
	How important is helm control, then?
	Shrugging, he slipped out of his pyjamas and pulled on his uniform pants and top.  Ship slippers followed and he padded out into the hallway.
	What the hell happened with Kennedy anyway?
	His mind played back for him the last words from her glowing lips, “No, I can’t reach you.  Too far.”
	He had almost felt her angst and sadness as a physical pain in his chest.
	I didn’t even know I liked her, and now I’m dreaming about her in my bed?
	“It won’t work,” she’d said.
	What was that about?
	Kipis tried to put it down to some kind of performance anxiety on his part, but that didn’t fit.
	He arrived at the bridge and found his way to the helm cradle.  Everything looked fine as he logged in and he ran a series of possible course corrections.  Orbital transfers used to have such confined rules when ships could only burn along at one gee.  With the advent of high sleep gees, he had any number of ways to get Daedalus to Mars.
	Tight orbit, loose orbit, Kipis twisted the splines around in his display.  Low fuel, high fuel.  Original arrival time, late arrival time.
	A lot would depend on how long they had to spend working on Kennedy’s “injury”, whatever that meant, before getting back to pulling heavy sleep gees.
	For the moment, he assumed Daedalus would get up to at least one gee in the next hour or so and arced her course inward to catch up to Mars faster. No one would even feel the slight correction, a fraction of a degree.
	“Captain,” he pressed a stud on his console, “Course correction set.  You want to review?”
	“I’ll take your word for it,” Aliah’s voice in his ear sounded like a polite brush off.  “Go ahead.”
	“How long-?”
	“Please hold,” she cut him off, the com-link bleeping her disconnection.
	Hell if, he thought, anxiety building in his chest, what the hell is wrong with Kennedy?
	He reminded himself that he meant nothing to the woman, and she shouldn’t mean anything special to him either.  The dream, stark as it stood in his memory, did not signify a relationship.  Kipis shook his head and keyed in the code to activate his course correction.  The ship shifted, undetectable by anyone but himself and, possibly, Second Helmsman Hitashi.
	What do I do, now?
	The ship had accepted his course correction and he had nothing to do but run further course correction scenarios based on when Aliah might let the engines spin back up.  After fifteen minutes, he issued a second change, executing immediately since the Captain clearly didn’t want to speak to him.
	The intercom pinged again, Aliah’s voice echoing through the corridors, “Helm Specialist Hitashi to the bridge.”
	What the fuck?
	Kipis’s personal comm chimed, “Mr. Alexander?”
	All formal again?  She never uses my last name.
	“What’s going on, skipper?” he replied.
	“Come down to medical the moment Hitashi relieves you,” she replied curtly, cutting the comm without any further courtesy.
	“Yes, ma’am,” he muttered to the dead comm.
	The door to the bridge slid open and Hitashi entered.
	“All yours, man,” Kipis hopped out of the cradle, floating a little the low gravity, and moved out of his relief’s way.  “Just keep her on the tight course until the skipper says we can spin back up.”
	“I’ll have to confirm every course correction with her, won’t I?” Hitashi asked.
	“Nah,” Kipis shrugged, “whatever happened to Kennedy, she doesn’t want to be bothered.”
	“Copy,” Hitashi nodded and logged into the helm computer.
	The bridge lay at the front of the ship.  Exiting, he descended through one of a pair of long ladders, their cylinders partitioned to keep various decks safe in case of depressurization.  He bobbed along at low gravity, going through one safety hatch after another, passing crew quarters, the galley, the rec room, the emergency stations and ship’s stores before reaching the medical bay near the end of the ship.
	The doors lay open, shocking on a space-going vessel, and he found Anderson and the Captain sitting behind Anderson’s desk.  Both looked up as he entered, their expressions strained and focused.
	“Sit down, Mr. Alexander,” Aliah indicated a seat around the same desk.
	Something’s wrong, Kipis decided, she’s using last names.
	Behind them, visible through a large glass window, Kennedy lay sleeping in the dimmed light of the isolation room.  Kipis ignored his Captain’s command and pressed his hands up against the window so he could examine her clearly.  Neither Anderson nor Aliah made any attempt to stop him.
	She looks alright, he thought.  Not in pain, at least, and the monitors are all lit up in green.  That’s probably good.
	Kipis gave her a second look and realized something didn’t fit.
	Her hair is short and blonde, he thought, not like in my dream.  I got the colour right, but not  the length.  I’m sure it was her, though.  I think.
	“Kip,” Anderson called out softly, “we need to talk to you.”
	“What happened to her, Andy?” Kipis didn’t turn around, his eyes locked on Kennedy’s sleeping form as he wondered if it really had been her in his dream.
	“Mr. Alexander,” Aliah’s voice came in firm. “Have a seat.”
	Kipis turned his head and raised an eyebrow, “Yes, ma’am, Captain Mehta, ma’am.”
	He took the offered seat.
	“We need to ask you about what happened this past night,” Anderson said slowly.
	This is getting stupid.
	“You were with me, Andy,” Kipis glared at him. “We played cards, did some cardio and went to bed.”
	“I mean while you were sleeping,” Anderson went on, his voice betraying nothing, “what do you remember?”
	“The alarm went off,” Kipis said, “I checked the helm log and I knew it was one of you two who had spun down the engines.”
	“It was me,” Anderson told him. “But I mean just before that.”
	Kipis stared at Anderson, then at the Captain, and back at Anderson.
	“What the fuck are you on about?”
	“The dream you had just before you woke up,” Anderson said, tapping the computer screen on his desk.  “I have telemetry on everyone.  You were in R.E.M. and your heart was hammering.”
	“So?” Kipis asked. “What’s that matter?”
	“Tell us what you experienced,” Anderson said, jerking a thumb at the sleeping woman in the isolation ward. “We’re worried about the effect of heavy sleep gees.”
	“How are my dreams any of your business?” Kipis glared at his friend.  “I mean, seriously.”
	Anderson turned to look at Aliah, the two of them sharing a knowing glance, and they both turned back to him.
	“Talk,” Anderson instructed.
	This is intensely personal shit here, you asshole, Kipis did not mediate his glare, your telemetry probably tells you exactly what kind of a dream I was having.  Do you have a biometric for how long my prick was?
	“Fine,” Kipis said, pointing a finger past Anderson to Kennedy.  “I was dreaming about her.”
	“Go on,” Aliah said.
	“Go on?” he locked her with a look of exasperation, “What else do you need to know?”
	“Just a bit of detail,” Anderson said.
	Kipis rolled his eyes and sighed.
	“Perverts,” he accused. “If you really want to know, she came to my cabin, took off her clothes and... tried to initiate sex with me.”
	“Anything in particular unusual about the situation?” Anderson prodded.
	“Besides the fact I don’t actually know her?” Kipis replied.  “Sure.  She seemed to be glowing.  Her hair was longer than it actually is and she seemed really... I don’t know... distant, or drugged or something.  I mean, it was a dream, right?  People are always weird in dreams.”
	His two interrogators shared another of those infuriating, knowing glances and turned back to him.
	“You said she tried to initiate sex with you,” Aliah noted. “And she failed?”
	Kipis poked at his memory, trying to get the words right, “She said she couldn’t reach me, which was weird because she was sitting on my bed.  Then the alarm went off and I woke up.”
	The Life Support Specialist eyed the Captain and the two appeared to have some kind of silent conversation.
	“So to sum up,” Aliah said. “She enters your cabin, undresses, tries to have sex with you, and then says you’re too far away for it?”
	Kipis thought about this for a moment before nodding.
	“Alright, that’ll be all Mr. Alexander.”
	At that point, he felt his brain lurch.
	“Wait a fucking minute, Aliah,” he sat up straight in his seat, “I never said ‘too far’.  I said ‘she couldn’t reach me’.”
	Some expression whisked past the Captain’s face before she controlled it.
	“How did you fucking know that?  How did you quote her in my dream? What the hell is going on?!”
	“Calm down, Kip,” Anderson soothed him.  He turned to Aliah and shrugged, “We may as well tell him.”
	Aliah rolled her eyes in aggravation but nodded and ticked her chin at Anderson’s video terminal, “Show him, then.”
	Anderson rotated the terminal so Kipis could see the screen and activated a video recording.
	“This was taken about half an hour ago in Kennedy’s cabin,” he explained as the video began.
	The output carried the signs of heavy modification by a computer that had clearly worked from a low quality infra-red feed.
	It showed Kennedy lying on her bed, her white ship standard pyjamas gently rising and falling as she breathed.  A number of leads ran under her clothing, probably getting better cardio data, while another pair attached to her temples.  Health monitor displays overlaid the video, showing her heart rate increasing, moving through the 70s, then 80s and 90s.
	Groggily, she tried to sit up.  After several attempts, she managed to get herself to edge of her bed.
	“Holy shit,” Kipis breathed, “Are we still spun up here?”
	“Two point two gees,” Aliah confirmed quietly.
	The implied effort astounded Kipis.  Even more surprising, Kennedy’s eyes remained closed, making the whole thing look like an episode of extraordinarily dangerous sleep walking.
	Kennedy then made several attempts to stand up, but failed repeatedly and ending up sitting on the edge of her bed with her right thigh on the surface and her left leg hanging off the edge.  The energy she used to maintain this position, despite the ship’s acceleration, became obvious in the slump of her shoulders.
	Anderson reached over to turn up the audio gain.  Over the hiss of the recording, he clearly heard her call out his name.
	Holy shit, Kipis felt all of the blood drain from his face.
	He knew what came next without having to see the video.  Kennedy unlaced her top and let it fall to the ground.
	Well, I got her breasts mostly right, at least, if not her hair, Kipis thought, his emotions draining away in shock, and her facial expression is almost exactly what I remember.
	Anderson paused the video and swept it off screen, then turned to Kipis and raised his eyebrows in inquiry.
	“That’s,” Kipis stammered, staring at the sleeping woman behind the glass. “That’s what happened in my dream, too.  Holy shit.”
	“She shortly thereafter attempts to stand up again,” Anderson said. “She overstrains her legs, damages muscles all over her body, and collapses to the ground.  The computers alerted me at that point and I was able to signal for a spin down of the engines.”
	“If you listen to the rest of the video,” Aliah added, “You can just barely hear her say ‘too far’ after she collapses.”
	Kipis nodded, still in shock, “I don’t understand.  How is this even possible?”
	“We were hoping you could tell us,” Anderson leaned forward, possibly cutting Aliah off, “Do you have a prior relationship with Ms. Willis?”
	Kipis shook his head, “No.  I met her on this voyage, four days ago.”
	Silence fell between the three of them as Anderson consulted his terminal and Kipis kept his eyes on Kennedy’s sleeping form.
	She does look pretty nice, he admitted, and how strong do you have to be to even try to walk in double gravity?  Admirable, if dumb under normal circumstances.  But what compelled her to get up?  To try to reach me?
	“I’m sorry I don’t have anything for you,” Kipis shrugged.  “I can’t help you.  But what are we going to do now?  I mean, with the rest of our voyage?”
	“I have to figure out how to wrap this up and report it,” Aliah said. “I’ll file that Comm Spec Willis had a sleep walking episode and suffered minor injuries.  As much as I’d love the attention we’d get by talking about shared hallucinations...”
	She trailed off, looking over at Anderson, who shook his head.
	“...I’m not going to mention that,” Aliah concluded. “We’ll go back to two point zero gees tonight and we’ll make sure Ms. Willis can’t climb out of her bed again.”
	Kipis didn’t care for the idea of someone restraining him in his sleep, but Anderson could probably find a safe way to keep Kennedy from hurting herself again.
	Aliah pressed a stud, activating the ship wide intercom, “All hands, attention.  We will return to one gee for the rest of the night.  Spin up will occur on Mr. Hitashi’s signal.”
	She switched channels to speak directly to Hitashi on the bridge, “Shiro?”
	“Yes, ma’am?”
	“Spin us back up and get back to your bunk,” she ordered.
	“Yes, ma’am.”
	She cut the connection and turned to Kipis, “Get back to sleep.  If you can.”
 	Kipis grunted and stood up as the intercom pinged, the computerized voice warning that the engines would spin up shortly.
	The general protocol insisted that crew take acceleration changes while seated, but he didn’t want any part of that.
	Life is full of coincidences, he reminded himself, just forget about it.  You almost had a wet dream about some woman at the same time she was having a dream about you.  In the grand scheme of creation, that’s bound to happen to many pairs of people on any given night.  This one was just weirder than usual.
	Still, Kipis gave one last glance back at the sleeping figure on the med bay bed before he turned down the corridor.  This time, the door did close behind him.
	Taking Aliah’s last words as a suggestion as opposed to an order, he passed through the doorways, past his own cabin, and climbed directly to the bridge, feeling the gentle increase in gravity as he went.  By the time he reached the last, hissing door, gravity felt normal and steady again.
	“Hitashi,” he called out, “I’ll take over.”
	“How’s Kennedy?”
	“Resting,” Kipis replied, a little too quickly, “looks like she’ll be okay.  She started sleep walking, it looks like.  Pulled a few muscles.”
	“That’s good, I guess,” his backup answered, pulling himself out of the cradle and landing on his toes.  “All yours, for whatever good it is.”
	Kipis kept his expression morose, as if he wanted the helm station as a cure for insomnia and nothing else.
	“I probably won’t be long,” he told Hitashi.
	“Yeah, later.”
	The moment Hitashi left the bridge, Kipis got to work, laying out remote links through the bridge firewall to the interface at his bedside.  If anything like this happened again, he wanted access to as much information, and at least some limited helm control, from his own cabin.
	You’re not catching me out again, he tapped away furiously, I’ll be able to make the next course adjustments without getting out of bed.
	The interface at his bedside couldn’t work the exact same way, sitting as it was on the wrong side of the firewall, but it could trigger pre-arranged course changes, and set off calculations in the main helm computer.
	At the very least, I can pre-set the tighter, low-gee course and the wider, higher-gee transfers.
	Satisfied with the hooks he’d configured, he made one last course change, assuming Aliah would be fine with it, and logged off the station.  The computer gave him a final warning that his new course would put them at Mars Station six hours later than their original plan, but that didn’t surprise Kipis, considering they’d wasted almost a whole night’s worth of sleep gees by this point.
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Chapter 2

	Early the next morning, once they’d all taken seats for breakfast, Kennedy made a careful entry into the mess hall to a rousing round of applause.  She looked smartly turned out, professional at least, although clearly not at her peak of health.
	Shaking slightly, supported by a worried Anderson, they came to the last empty seats, across from Kipis.  Kennedy awkwardly walked around Anderson, so he could sit across from Kipis.
	“How are you feeling?” Kipis leaned over to ask.
	“Everything still hurts,” she gave him a weary smile before turning to her food.  She nudged Anderson, “The protein shake is your fault?”
	“Yeah, sorry,” Anderson smiled his way into his best bedside manner. “Not the greatest flavour, but most of your damage is muscular.”
	Kennedy nodded sombrely, “Yeah.”
	Kipis, while consciously trying not to creep on Kennedy, also wanted to know what she could recall.
	“Do you remember why you tried to get out of bed?” he pressed, trying to keep his voice casual.
	Kennedy reddened and shook her head, “I saw the recording.”
	Her eyes went sideways to Anderson, who tilted his head apologetically.  While the ship kept tabs on their biometrics all night long, privacy limitations generally prevented continuous video surveillance inside their sleeping cabins.  They’d obviously made an exception for Kennedy, which she would have had to do approve.  Kipis now wondered if they’d told Kennedy he’d seen the recording.
	“I don’t remember any of whatever dream got me to do – or say – any of that,” she looked down at her food, poking at it with her fork.
	“Oh,” Kipis replied, feeling stupid.
	She must know that I saw at least part of the video, he realized belatedly, Anderson would have had to tell her that much, since she’d have a right to know.  She probably doesn’t want to talk about it.
	“I should be okay to sit in the comm cradle, though,” she piped up suddenly.
	Anderson looked doubtful, but nodded anyway, “Light duty.  You get sleep if you need it.”
	“It’s not like the AIs leave us much to do,” Kipis pointed out. “I’m sure you’ll be fine.”
	That won a weak smile from Kennedy, who finished her meal in silence.
	She’s obviously embarrassed by what she said on the video, never mind what she did, Kipis thought.  Probably best to just drop it.
	Kipis tried to maintain a normal conversation with Anderson, and met with limited, awkward success.  He felt glad when they’d finished their meals and he could stand up to collect the nearby dinner trays.
	“Thanks, Kip,” Kennedy muttered.
	By the time he got back from the dish return, the crew had vacated the mess tables, Anderson helping Kennedy towards the exit.
	“I’m okay, Andy,” she politely pushed him away. “I’m not going to faint.”
	“I’m more worried about your legs giving out,” he replied.
	“I’ll be fine,” Kennedy insisted, one arm firmly on the doorway.  “You can go back to the med bay.”
	Anderson grunted his disapproval, gave a worried look toward Kipis, then departed.  The moment the sectional door in the hallway closed on Anderson’s back, Kennedy turned and glared at Kipis, a gesture so sudden and fierce, he missed a step and almost fell over her.
	“How much did you see?” she narrowed her eyes on his.
	“Uh, what?”
	“The video,” Kennedy clarified, her eyes burning, “How much did Andy show you?”
	“Oh, shit,” Kipis felt his cheeks burn. “Just until, um, you started undressing.”
	“Started?”
	Kipis jogged his head side to side, trying not to meet her eyes, “Until you took your top off.  Then he swiped it away.”
	“Ugh,” Kennedy’s expression weakened, anger giving way to her own shame. “And you heard me say your name?”
	“Yeah, look,”  Kipis said. “I know it’s just some weird dream okay?  It’s not-”
	“I don’t remember any of it!” she protested, her eyes wide and desperately locked on his. “Not a bit.  I just woke up naked, on the floor, in terrifying pain in every part of my body.”
	“Oh.”
	“Yeah. ‘Oh’,” she said. “And Andy doesn’t want me talking to you about it.”
	“What?” Kipis leaned closer. “Why not?”
	“I don’t know.”
	“What did he tell you about me?” Kipis asked.
	“What do you mean?”
	“My dream,” Kipis said. “What did he tell you?”
	Kennedy’s face became a wash of confusion. “Your dream?”
	“I dreamed you came to my cabin,” Kipis said. “Just like in the video.  You sat on the side of my bed, said my name, took off – um – did exactly what you did in the recording.”
	“Shit, really?” Kennedy asked. “That’s fucked up.”
	“I know,” Kipis shrugged. “Weird coincidence?”
	“Hell if,” Kennedy replied. “Why don’t they want-?”
	She cut herself off as the hissing of a door unsealing sounded from the ladder up to the bridge.  Kipis felt his eyes go wide, matching Kennedy’s, and the two of them agreed with a mutual wince that they needed to discuss this later.
	“I’ll see you on the bridge later?” Kipis asked.
	“Yeah,” Kennedy let her voice carry too loudly, “I’m letting Arj take the first couple hours.  Andy has this stretching program he wants me to do to help my muscles heal.”
	Out of the corner of his eye, Kipis noticed the captain scale down the ladder, but pretended he hadn’t noticed.
	“Alright,” Kipis said. “Take care.”
	Kennedy made a polite but awkwardly theatrical waving motion as she left Kipis for the rec deck.
	“Mr. Alexander,” Aliah called out.
	Kipis tried to pretend he hadn’t noticed her coming down the ladder, “Hey, ma’am.”
	We’re not supposed to talk about the dream we shared, he thought, Andy and the captain must have decided that together.  Why?
	The captain drew herself up tall and faced Kipis, forcing a sudden premonition of danger to run up his spine, tingling through to his skin and making his hair stand on end.
	“Mr. Kipis,” she started.
	“Ma’am,” Kipis interrupted, lacing his voice with as much nervous worry and shame as he could, “you didn’t tell Kennedy about my dream, did you?”
	“I, uh,” Aliah stuttered.  “No, Mr. Alexander.  Of course not.”
	“Thank god,” Kipis sighed with relief. “She doesn’t need to hear that, right?  Probably just mess with her head?”
	“Yes, Mr. Alexander,” the Captain replied. “I agree it’s best we keep that to ourselves.”
	“Sure, ma’am,” Kipis said. “I’m going to head up to the bridge to start my shift.”
	Aliah nodded and Kipis swept by her to the ladder she’d just departed.
	I hope she bought that.
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	“Kip,” Anderson called out, “you got a minute?”
	Kipis looked across the rec deck to the ladder his friend has just descended, “Sure.”
	“Med bay,” Anderson jerked his head toward the exit.
	Shrugging, Kipis followed the med tech out of the recreation area into his office.
	“What’s up?”
	Anderson, standing just inside the doorway, kept his voice low, “Kip.  Are you sure the woman in your dream was Kennedy?”
	“Yeah,” Kipis’s eyes searched the room as he tried to call up the dream. “Yeah, why?”
	“You said her hair wasn’t right, though.”
	“Sure,” Kipis admitted, “But I knew it was her the moment she walked in.  You know how you just know stuff in dreams, right?”
	“And yet?”
	“Okay, her hair was longer, blonder and had a bit of a wave to it,” Kipis said. “But, I mean, everything my dream was frickin’ glowing, okay.  Nothing’s going to look right.”
	“What about the rest of her?” Anderson asked.
	“What?”
	“Her eyes, her eyebrows?”
	“It was her, alright?” Kipis insisted.
	Anderson grimaced and then waved Kipis to his terminal, calling up on a image, “Here, look.”
	“Andy, what the fuck?” Kipis turned away from the image. “You shouldn’t be showing me that picture.  Kennedy’s got some rights to privacy.”
	“Just fucking look already and tell me if that’s her,” Anderson lowered his voice.
	Gritting his teeth, Kipis turned to look at the frozen image from last night’s video.  In it, Kennedy had managed to completely undress and sat on the side of her own bed, just as he had imagined her sitting on his bed.
	Why is he making me do this? Kipis moved to block the view of the terminal screen from the doorway.  What if Kennedy finds out -
	“Wait,” Kipis peered at the image. “She’s not quite.  I, hm.”
	“What is it?”
	“Okay, clear the screen, already,” Kipis told him, turning his body completely away and sitting on Anderson’s desk.
	“Speak.”
	“It’s not just the hair,” Kipis said. “Her face is all empty, drugged out or whatever, like in the dream.  But the woman I dreamed about was heavier, had larger breasts and, um...”
	“Um?”
	“Different down below, too,” Kipis chose to keep things vague, “You know, that hair.”
	“A different woman?”
	“Not really,” Kipis pointed out. “It’s still her, just different.”
	“Kip, you just said you could tell the breasts were wrong.”
	“Just larger,” he explained.  Rolling his eyes, Kipis turned back to look his friend in the face, “Come on, Andy.  Am I the first guy to imagine a woman with bigger tits than she really has?”
	“Cute,” Anderson’s eyes narrowed.
	“Look,” Kipis stood up and away from the desk. “I’m going to pretend you never showed me that and go on with my life.”
	“Sure, man,” Anderson said, “Just, don’t mention any of this to Kennedy, alright?”
	Still on about that, huh?
	“Yeah, of course,” Kipis held out his hands, palms up in supplication, “she doesn’t need the worry, right?”
	“Right, yeah,” Anderson said.
	==============================
	Kipis went right back out into the rec room, caught Kennedy’s eye, speared her with a worried glance, and climbed the ladder into the crew cabin decks.  Once he’d ascended, his comlink beeped at him and he fitted it into his ear.
	“What’s wrong?” Kennedy’s voice whispered in his ear.
	“Nothing,” Kipis pitched his voice to be overheard easily. “Are you alright?”
	“Relax, Kip,” she said.  “No one’s listening.”
	“How do you know?!” he whispered back.
	“Hell if,” she hissed, “I’m First Comm Spec, right?  If I don’t want to be recorded, I’m not.”
	“You sure?” he answered, slipping into his cabin.  “Okay, Ferd’s on the bridge.  I’ve got privacy.”
	“Good,” Kennedy answered. “I’m stretching in the rec room.  No one’s near me. What have you got?”
	“Shit,” Kipis moaned. “Look, both Aliah and Andy insisted that I not tell you anything about my dream.  They’re trying to keep us apart for some reason.”
	“Hell,” Kennedy whispered.
	“Yeah, okay, listen,” Kipis took a deep breath. “Andy even went and showed me, you know, the video of you.”
	“What do you mean?”
	“Like, ugh,” he tried to avoid saying it, but he had to tell her.  Humanity and decency demanded he spit it out.  “Just before you fainted.”
	“When I was naked?” Kennedy sounded only faintly horrified, not nearly as upset as he’d expected. “The creep.”
	“He wanted me to compare you to what was in my dream,” Kipis said.
	“And?”
	“I don’t think it was you,” Kipis winced. “I mean, not completely.”
	“What?” Kennedy whispered back.
	“I knew it was you,” he explained. “But parts of the woman in my dream didn’t match with you.  She had longer hair, for instance.”
	“You’re creeping me out.”
	“I know, I’m sorry,” Kipis said. “I should have walked out as soon as he put the pic on the screen.”
	Kennedy grunted, although he couldn’t tell if she’d made the noise because of him or some exercise she’d done.
	“We need to meet,” she said finally.
	“That sounds dangerous.”
	“I have tags on every comlink on this ship,” she said. “I know where everyone is.  When do you go back on shift?”
	“Just under two hours from now,” Kipis said.
	“Stay in your cabin,” she told him. “I’ll make sure no one is around and come by when I’m done stretching.  I have another fifteen minutes here if I don’t want Andy to be suspicious.”
	When his comlink clicked off, Kipis curse out loud.
	What the actual fuck is going on?
	==============================
	Kipis waited one hour and forty five minutes for Kennedy to show up, but he waited in vain.  He spent the time fiddling with the helm controls he’d piped down to his cabin’s computer interface.
	This lets me pre-arrange courses from the bridge, he thought, and then trigger one of those changes from here.  But if I want to chart a new course, for some reason, I can’t actually use the bridge computer to do the ballistics from here.
	He decided, before heading to the second half of his shift, that he would get that fixed today.
	The last four hours he spent on the bridge, with the usual incipient boredom, left him plenty of time to effect his changes.  As long as no one else took the helm, he could overrule the AI and change the ship’s course from his cabin.
	Why hasn’t anyone done this before?
	When Kennedy came into the mess for dinner, Anderson stuck by her side and led her to a table at the far end of the mess from Kipis.  Stonily, she made absolutely no eye contact with him.
	Creepy as all hell.
	She avoided him during rec time, catching his eye only once, the most vicious “fuck off” glare he’d ever received in his life.
	As he laid down in his bed that night, waiting for spin up, his comlink beeped at him.
	“Ferd’s not there, right?” Kennedy whispered in his ear.
	“No,” he replied. “He’s in the head, I think.”
	“Okay, good,” she said. “It’s working, then.  Try to stay awake and we can talk when he falls asleep.”
	The connection cut abruptly, and the Captain’s voice sounded through the corridors.
	“We’re going to try to make up for some lost time,” Aliah announced. “We’ll be spinning up to two point four tonight.  Everyone catch some shut eye.”
	Two point four?  What the hell is she getting at?  Two point three already drove Kennedy to having these episodes.  Why are they making it worse?
	A chill came down his spine.
	I didn’t run any damn course configurations for pulling that many sleep gees.  I didn’t even run two point three tonight.
	That meant Aliah had told Hitashi to handle it.
	She doesn’t trust me.  I’m First Helm and she’d didn’t trust me.
	Gravity started to pull across his chest, but the pounding in his chest kept him awake.  He waited until his comlink vibrated in his hand.  It took a lot of effort, but he managed to put the device in his ear.
	“Everyone should be asleep now,” Kennedy whispered.
	“I hope so,” he replied. “Aren’t you being video monitored?”
	“Andy put a camera in here, yeah,” she said, “But I made sure it can’t see the comlink in my ear, and I forced him to put a motion sensor on it.  He gets nothing unless I move off my bed.  Bastard pervert.”
	“Your lips are moving, though?  And the audio?”
	“I put a filter in his audio feed,” she said, “All he’s going to hear is mumbling.  Trust me.  I do this for a living.”
	“Christ, I hope he’s not awake and watching you live,” Kipis said.
	“We can hope,” she said. “Now, let’s talk before I pass out.”
	“Are you worried you’ll get out of bed and hurt yourself?”
	“Andy strapped me to the bed,” Kennedy’s voice wavered. “Have you ever been tied to a bed by a perv who shows people naked pix of you?”
	“No,” Kipis winced, starting to feel the pull of sleep.
	“How much of the video did you watch?”
	Kipis told her everything he’d seen from the hissing of his name to when she removed her shirt.
	“That’s where Andy cut it off,” Kipis said.
	“And that matches your dream?”
	“Yeah.”
	“What came next?” Kennedy asked. “For your dream, I mean.”
	“You, um.”
	“Spit it out,” she said, “I’m going to lose it soon.”
	“You reached in my pants and pulled me out,” he said in a rush. “Started stroking it.  Then you took off your pants.  You got upset then, because you couldn’t ‘reach me’.  That’s what you said.  I was ‘too far’.”
	Kennedy grumbled.
	“Why would you say that?” Kipis asked. “Dream-you literally had her hand on my junk.”
	“You’re such a poet,” she remarked. “I think real-me was trying to really reach you, like, here in reality.”
	“That’s nuts.  We didn’t even know each other.”
	“I don’t get it either,” Kennedy admitted, and he heard a long, deep yawn over the link.  “But we’re stuck together now.”
	“Yeah,” Kipis agreed. “Stuck in what, though?”
	“Hm,” Kennedy sounded sleepy. “If that was me in your dreams.”
	“Maybe it wasn’t,” Kipis admitted, his brain turning to mush under the pull of gravity. “She had longer hair and bigger boobs.”
	“She what?!” Kennedy hissed into his ear, but he’d already lost consciousness.
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	“Kipis!” a voice hissed in his ear.
	He wondered how he could even be awake, but noticed that the blue glow had become evident.
	We’re doing this again, Kipis noted the familiar wave of calm pulling over his brain like a veil Okay.
	Preparing himself for Kennedy’s appearance at his bedside, Kipis looked to his right, but found nothing familiar.
	What the hell?
	He’d expected to see the little aisle in his cabin and Ferdinand’s bed across the way.  Instead, he saw a succession of acceleration cradles.
	I’m on the bridge.
	“It’s okay, Kip,” Kennedy's voice whispered in his ear.
	“What’s up?”
	An image wavered into existence, standing next to his helm cradle, an ephemeral, glowing being in the shape of Kennedy.
	It looks more like it’s really her this time, Kipis noted.  The ship-standard pyjamas are even the right style.
	He’d never noticed before that she’d worn the wrong outfit the last time, although he couldn’t recall precisely what she’d worn in the first dream.
	Maybe she had the wrong ship’s crest?  I don’t know.
	“We need to be together, Kip,” she whispered, perching her butt up on the edge of his cradle.
	“Andy and the Captain don’t like that,” he reminded her.
	“It’s safe here, though,” Kennedy said.
	Her hair is the right length, too.  That’s nicer.  I wonder if-
	No sooner had the thought crossed his mind than Kennedy began undoing the zipper on her pyjamas, slipping it straight down to her navel.
	“Can you get us closer together?” she asked, the shirt falling off her shoulders.
	Those are Kennedy’s breasts, he noted the slim shapes that hove into view.  Now that I know what they look like.
	“How do we get closer?” he asked.
	Kennedy reached into the fly of his pyjamas and started stroking his already erect member.
	“We just need to go faster,” her eyes lit up, squeezing him tightly.
	“You can go as fast as you want, I guess,” Kipis said.
	“Not me,” Kennedy told him, her eyes rolling with a gentle, friendly mockery.
	“What?”
	Kennedy turned her head and nodded toward the helm controls, “Faster.”
	“Oh,” Kipis understood, “That’s tricky.  How will you stay standing?”
	He wanted to please her, to make the ship go faster.  But he didn’t see how they could be together once he spun up the engines.  The increase in apparent gravity would take her to the floor.
	“You’ll get hurt again,” he said.
	“It’ll be fine, Kip,” Kennedy assured him.  “See?”
	Kennedy untied the draw string of her pyjamas and stood up next to him.  Forcing the elastic waistband over her hips, she slipped out of her pyjama bottoms and let them fall to the floor.  It only seemed strange for a moment, doing this on the ship’s bridge, but she reached for him again, pulling his erection out of the fly of his pants.
	“Wow,” he said, looking down her body.
	I wasn’t supposed to look at her, Kipis reminded himself.  Andy shouldn’t have shown me.  I shouldn’t know how she looks naked.  I shouldn’t be able to imagine her this accurately.
	A faint reminder, buzzing in the back of his brain, hinted that some kind of hallucination had ensnared him, but Kipis pushed that away, knowing that an event bigger than a dream had caused this.
	“Are you ready to be together?” Kennedy asked.
	“Yeah.”
	“Okay,” she said, “Then we’ll go faster.”
	She climbed into his cradle and put a leg over top of him.
	Wow, Kipis thought, I didn’t even think she liked me.
	Kneeling over him, she let her hips settle down until the little fuzz of hair over her vulva grazed against his erection.  Kennedy’s slim breasts hung over his face and her glowing blue eyes lit up as she glared at him.
	Wetness slid over his erection, her lips parting as she pressed down.
	If I spin up the engines, Kipis realized, she’s going to come down hard on top of me.
	He faintly considered if that would cause him breathing problems, but he decided he could accept the danger and, besides, he could always spin the engines back down.
	“Ready?” she asked.
	“Yeah,” he answered.
	“Good,” Kennedy’s eyes shone – literally shone – into his face, as she pushed down and took his erection inside herself.
	“Oh, god,” Kipis panted.
	“Faster!” Kennedy shouted out to him.
	“What?”
	She rose up in her straddle position, her hair lengthening and developing flowing waves as it glowed all around her.
	“Faster, Kip,” she hissed.
	Her breasts are larger again, too, he thought, when did that happen?
	“Okay,” he said, “But I can’t reach.”
	Kennedy’s mouth opened in shock, a banshee shriek of anger issuing forth.
	“What!?” she screeched at him.
	“I c-can’t,” Kipis stammered, trying to reach for the controls around her.
	She squirmed in his lap, squeezing his erection inside her, “You have to!  It’s the only way!”
	“B-but, it’s t-too fa-a-ar,” he stuttered.
	Aside from his inability to reach the controls, however, Kipis also realized how little stamina he had.
	How long since the last time you shared a bed with anybody?
	“I can... try,” he said.
	He body began to shake as he held himself, but he shortly gave up, an orgasm shuddering through his body, his erection pulsing into Kennedy’s body.
	“No!”, she wailed. “Not yet!  We haven’t gone fas-”
	The flowing blonde shrank back to normal length as Kennedy’s shriek diminished.  The anger disappeared and she rolled sideways, slipping him out of her vagina and letting her head fall on his shoulder.
	“Why did you want to go faster?” he asked.
	“I don’t know,” she muttered softly, whispering in his ear.
	Kipis closed his eyes and, when he opened them again, found that he lay alone in the acceleration cradle.
	“Where did you go?”
	“Still right here,” she whispered in his ear, “Where I’ve always been.”
	“Alright.”
	==============================
	The engines seemed to spin down as Kipis awoke.
	Funny how I didn’t notice the heavy gees until they went away, just like I can’t hear a ventilation fan until it turns off.
	The alarm went off, waking his cabin mate.
	My pyjamas are clearly soiled, he thought, vaguely remembering a dream with two different Kennedys in it.
	Feigning grogginess, he let Ferdinand get up first and get off to the head.
	“Kip,” a voice hissed in his ear, and he realized he’d left the comm link in place.
	“What?”
	“Andy will be hear soon to untie me,” she whispered. “What do you remember?”
	“Um,” Kipis felt his face reddened. “In the dream?”
	“Yes,” she pierced his ear drum impatiently.
	“We, uh, had sex,” he said. “You were pretty angry.  Do you remember anything?”
	“It looks like I tried to get out of bed,” she said. “I’ve got burns from the restraints all over my stomach.  But I don’t remember feeling angry about anything though.”
	“Do you have a recording of anything you said?” Kipis asked.
	“Yeah, I’ll go over it,” Kennedy answered.  “When no one is watching me.”
	“Right,” Kipis sat up.  “All I know is that you wanted us to be together and you wanted to go faster.”
	“Faster?”
	“Yeah,” he answered. “In my dream, you wanted the ship to go faster.  But I don’t know if you really meant the ship or, you know, us.”
	“Weird,” she said, “I – crap – later.”
	The comm link cut out instantly and Kipis surmised that Anderson had come in to release Kennedy from her restraints.
	Weirdo, he thought.  Even if the restraints made sense, you could still set it up so she could get herself out in the morning.
	Even though Kipis could imagine the danger, his growing distrust of his former friend coloured all of his perceptions.
	I should be watching over her, not Andy, he realized, there’s no one qualified to actually look out for her best interest.  Besides, if we’re together, she probably won’t try to get out of bed.
	Regardless, he had to get through breakfast and get to his first shift without letting anyone in on his private conversations with Kennedy.
	==============================
	When he got to the bridge, he noted the courses laid in by Hitashi for the previous night, all the way up to 2.5 gees.  A further sleep gee course for this coming evening also lay in wait, taking the ship all the way up to three gees.
	That’s impressive,  Kipis thought, a growing furor inside him at the way the captain had excluded him.  I’m first Helm, goddammit.
	“Thinking of going all the way to three gees tonight, Aliah,” he blurted out, intentionally skipping her title.
	“No, Mr. Alexander,” she intoned, her emphasis on his honorific indicating her displeasure.  “Courses for 2.4 and 2.6 should be sufficient.”
	So full of shit, he thought, does she think I can’t see what she’s had Hitashi do?
	Disgruntled, Kipis said nothing for the rest of shift besides giving his regular reports.  Near the end of his shift, his comm link crackled in his ear.  He’d decided to keep it there, no matter how odd it looked, so he could at least hear from Kennedy if she had the chance.
	“Kip?”
	He tried to think if he could give her a response somehow, but the bridge ran on the cramped side and he didn’t imagine any words he could blurt out that wouldn’t give the game away.
	“Cough if you can hear me.”
	He cleared his throat very gently.
	“Okay, listen,” she whispered. “It looks like they’re going to keep us on opposite shifts.  Aliah’s been playing with the schedule.  This is the only way we can talk.”
	Kipis made a small, disgruntled harrumph.
	“Right,” Kennedy went on.  “I listened to the entire audio and I found the spot where we, um, got together.”
	“I can definitely hear me saying that I wanted to get closer to you, to find you,” she said quickly, “But I never, ever told you to go faster.”
	“Do you understand?” she asked. “You made that up yourself.  It wasn’t me.”
	Kipis made another small cough, hoping she took it for acknowledgement.
	“Alright,” she said, “I have to go.  We’ll try to talk later.”
	==============================
	Kipis found his cabin far too chilly when he bedded down for the night.
	The temperature is twenty one degree Celsius, he noted, exactly where it should be.
	A whole day of the feeling the eyes of both the Captain and Medic on him, watching his every move in case he tried to contact, had worn him thin.
	What is with these fuckers? What’s so dangerous?
	He checked his bedside console, shifting the portable control over to the mattress so he could see it clearly.
	Won’t have trouble reaching it if I need it, at least, he thought, cycling through the helm options he’d managed to set up remotely.  New courses have been laid in, and not by me.  The three gee course is still there, and so are a few new ones, 2.4 through 2.6.
	Kipis thought it marginally incompetent of Hitashi to leave such a huge gap between acceleration options, but put it down to his interpretation of something the Captain had said.
	Whatever, it’s probably-
	His comm link hissed.
	“We have time?” Kennedy whispered.
	“Ferd’s not here yet,” Kipis told her, for he’d gone to bed way earlier than necessary just to get away from all the monitoring.
	“I checked again, Kip,” she told them. “There’s definitely enough of me muttering about us getting together.  And if you watch the video, it looks like I’m trying to roll over against the restraints.  Any idea why?”
	“You did get on top of me,” he said, “in my dream.”
	“Okay,” she said.  “So that makes sense.  But after that, I just went silent.  I didn’t say another word until the morning.”
	“You’re sure Andy got none of this?” he asked.
	“Yes,” Kennedy insisted.  “I can see his files.  He gets nonsense and mumbling.”
	“Christ,” Kipis shook his head, “We’ve still got fifteen minutes to spin up.”
	“How faster are we going?”
	“I don’t know,” Kipis answered, letting her hear the disgust in his voice, “Captain had Hitashi lay in courses all the way up to three gees.  Didn’t let me do a damn thing.  Even lied to me about it.”
	“Lied to you?”
	“Told me there wasn’t a three gee course when I could see it right there.”
	“Hm,” Kennedy grunted.  “Andy is coming now, to strap me in.”
	“Alright, later.”
	The comm link clicked into silence and he didn’t hear from her again until after the engines spun up.	
	==============================
	“It’s only two point six,” Kennedy spoke into his ear.
	“I know.”
	“Making me feel a lot sleepier.”
	“Me, too.”
	“Andy had a lot of questions,” she said, “But I told him I didn’t remember my dreams.  And it looks like the interference worked.  He couldn’t make out anything I said.”
	“Perfect,” Kipis yawned.
	“You said I looked different in the dream,” she blurted.  “How?”
	Why does she care about that?
	A little battle worked inside him.  It didn’t seem polite, on the one hand, to tell a woman what parts of her body you changed in your fantasy, as she might find it insulting.  He also worried that he might sound creepy, dream-stalking her like that.
	But she does seem to want to know, Kipis thought about the clinical detachment in her voice.
	“I kinda told you,” he said. “It was basically you, but with longer, wavier hair and, um...”
	“Um?”
	“Bigger, you know, chest,” he admitted.
	A thoughtful hum came over the link, “Did my face look the same?”
	Kipis took a moment, trying to focus and recall the image from his dream, “I think so?  You were glowing in my dream, right?  It... I’m pretty sure she looked like you.”
	“You don’t sound sure.”
	“Yeah,” he admitted.
	“Is there some other women you normally fantasize about?” Kennedy asked. “Someone getting in the way?”
	“I- what?” Kipis asked. “No, I don’t think... No, definitely not.  I’m not crushing on anyone who looks like that.”
	Kennedy hummed again.
	“But it’s not quite me?”
	“People in dreams change, right?” he explained. “Doesn’t that happen in your dreams?  Sometimes she looks just like you.  Sometimes she has longer hair, a different outfit and, you know.”
	“Uh-huh,” Kennedy rolled her eyes and somehow Kipis heard her do it. “What do you mean a different outfit?  You’re not creeping on me in some weird lingerie, are you?”
	“Naw,” Kipis waved her off sleepily.  “Her pyjamas came from a different ship or something.  Wrong insignia.”
	“What?” Kennedy asked. “What insignia?!”
	“Can’t remember,” Kipis admitted. “Gonna lose it, soon. Heavy gees.”
	“Yeah,” Kennedy yawned again.
	==============================
	“Kip,” she whispered.
	Where are we this time?
	The dream came across us much more vividly this time, even though the exhaustion brought on by the heavy sleep gees seemed more oppressive.
	I don’t want to do anything, he whined.  What does she want now?
	Throughout the bridge, Kipis could see the shape of every console on the bridge crisp and clear in his eyes.  The shape of every character on the terminals of his helm station stood with perfect clarity, the edges painfully sharp.
	Despite all that, he just wanted to sleep.
	A glowing ball appeared next to station and, as he expected, it grew in size and shaped itself into Kennedy, her hair flickering and waving, lengthening and shortening over and over again until it settled itself on the short-haired version he recognized.
	“Kennedy,” he said.
	“Kip,” she smiled.  “We’re together again.”
	“They don’t want us near each other,” Kipis warned sleepily.
	His eyes darted to insignia on her ship-issued pyjamas.  The label said ‘Daedalus’ and had the proper, ringed-planet symbol on it, but the letters seemed out of place and too large.  As he stared, the letters shrank, moved around and fell into their proper order.
	Okay, Kipis thought happily, that’s right, then.
	“We’re going faster now,” Kennedy smiled down at him.
	“Yeah!” Kipis replied. “That’s better, isn’t it?”
	He recalled she’d wanted to go faster.
	“Better,” she tilted her head softly, loose blond curls extended down the front of her uniform, “But not fast enough.”
	“Oh,” Kipis felt her disappointment like a dagger in his heart. “You need more acceleration?”
	“Oh, yes, Kipis,” Kennedy hissed. “All you can pull.”
	“I don’t know,” Kipis closed his eyes thoughtfully, “I’m pretty sure I need to clear this with the captain, right?”
	“Now, now, Kip,” she chided, leaning over him and unzipping her pyjamas, “Do you want us to be together or not?”
	Mesmerized, Kipis watched Kennedy’s cleavage unfold before his eyes, long blonde curls draping down between heavy breasts.  She slid the clothing off her shoulders, letting the top half of the one piece fall to her waist.
	Do we have one-piece pyjamas? he wondered, but when he looked again, he saw that she’d taken her top off and still wore ship issued, white pyjama pants.  Ah, right.  That’s right.
	“Here, Kip,” she said, taking his right hand and pressing it to her breast, her blonde hair soft under his palm, trapped against her nipple.  “Now let’s pull some real acceleration.”
	“Okay,” Kipis said, squeezing her breast.
	“Can you reach the controls?”
	He looked down and saw his portable terminal from his bedroom.  For a moment, he wondered why he’d brought it to the bridge, but shrugged it off.  Removing his hand from Kennedy’s breast, he lowered it to the terminal and began entering commands.
	“Going all the way to three gees takes time,” he explained. “But you’ll start to feel it soon.”
	Kennedy took his left hand, pulling it across his body, so he could cup her breast.
	“Keep us going,” she soothed him.
	Kipis nodded and, as the acceleration built, he felt the bridge brighten and sharpen all around.  Kennedy’s glowing skin became brighter, her eyes more hollowed out.  It frightened him for a moment, this ghostly version of his shipmate, but she pressed his hand more deeply into her flesh and it relaxed him.
	“Are you sure this is a good idea,” he asked. “The Captain might not like it.”
	“The Captain is sleeping, isn’t he?”
	Kipis blinked, “He?”
	“Hm?”
	“You said ‘he’,” Kipis stared at her suspiciously.  “Aliah’s our captain.”
	The ventilation on the bridge roared to life, in the way that ventilation suddenly becomes noticeable sometimes.
	“You must have misheard me,” Kennedy assured him, clasping his left hand to her breast with both her hands, “It’s so loud in here.”
	Kipis nodded, acknowledging the logic of it.
	“I don’t know,” he said, reaching for his terminal pad, “I still think we should clear this with Aliah.”
	“No, Kipis, please,” she pouted, “Don’t do that.  We’re almost there.”
	“Almost where?”
	“Almost fast enough,” Kennedy whispered, “Hush now.”
	Kipis didn’t quite trust her, not after she’d forgotten who captained the Daedalus.  He reached for his terminal, preparing to cut the ship’s acceleration, but movement caught his eye.  Kennedy had started untying the drawstring of her pyjamas.  More glowing blue flesh filled his vision, a small triangle of blonde hair greeting his eyes.
	“See, Kip?” she said, getting her knees up on his cradle.  “We can be together.  Everything is fine!”
	His terminal forgotten, he watched Kennedy fish his erection out of his pyjamas and line it up her vagina.
	“Oh,” he gasped, feeling her press against his tip.
	A moment later, she’d slipped herself down on his erection, wrapping him up in her warm, glowing blue flesh.
	“How fast are we going?” she asked.
	Kipis looked at the terminal, “Two point nine.”
	“It does feel better,” Kennedy arched her back and thrust her chest out to the ceiling.
	Her breasts are the wrong size, Kipis noted, and tried to shrug it off.  And I didn’t even notice when her hair got long.
	“Kipis!” someone shouted.
	His eyes popped open, though he couldn’t remember closing them, and he saw Kennedy standing next to his helm cradle.
	Weird, he thought, and turned to look at the woman still riding him. Really weird.
	“Why are there two of you?”
	The Kennedy at his side, her eyes wide with panic, flickered out of existence just as her hands reached for his face.
	“It’s alright,” the long-haired version of Kennedy soothed, “everything is fine.”
	I’m pretty sure this is a dream, he said, stuff like this always happens in dreams.  It’s fine, though.  Kennedy just said.
	“Two point nine five,” he told her.  “Almost there.”
	“Can you make it go faster?” she begged, “Even more than three?”
	He nodded, “I think so.  We’d just have to go on a tighter course.”
	“Do that!” Kennedy told him, twisting him with her insides in a way that compelled his obedience.
	“Okay,” Kipis nodded, and started padding away at his terminal.
	“No, Kipis!” Kennedy shouted, reappearing at his side.
	“What?” he looked at her again.
	She’s not glowing, though, Kipis realized. This Kennedy looks normal.  She has short hair and normal pyjamas.
	He looked back at the woman astride him, seeing the long hair and the glowing body.
	This one’s more fun, though, he smiled.
	“Ugh, Kip, you idiot,” the fully clothed woman at his side groused.  “You’re controlling the ship.  Do you realize that?”
	“Of course I am,” he grinned at her. “I’m the helmsman.  I’m going to make us go as fast as we can go.”
	“You have to stop!” she told him. “You can’t do what she wants!”
	“Why not?” Kipis said. “It makes her happy.”
	“That’s right, Kip,” the glowing woman ground herself into him, inducing waves of pleasure up his spine.
	The fully clothed Kennedy put her hands on the naked one’s nearest shoulder and pushed, grunting with the effort, but failed to dislodge her.
	“That’s not me, you idiot!” Kennedy cursed.  “Get her off!”
	“Why?”
	“Kipis,” she breathed desperately, taking his face in her hands, “This is me.  I’m Kennedy. Your friend, your shipmate.  Don’t listen to – to her.”
	“Isn’t she you?” Kipis asked, wondering why clothed-Kennedy had become so angry.
	“No, she isn’t!” Kennedy shook her head.  “That’s my mother.”
	“What?!” Kipis shouted, looking past Kennedy at the glowing woman.
	“Too late, dear,” the glowing woman said.  “He’s mine, now.”
	“Mother!” Kennedy shouted, “You have to stop! I don’t know what you’re doing, but you know it’s wrong to do this to people.”
	“People, hah!” the glowing woman shouted. “People are nothing.”
	“That’s your mother?” Kipis mumbled, feeling his brain fog up with drunkenness.
	Kennedy turned to Kipis, taking his face in her hands, “I don’t know.  I don’t know.  But she looks like my mother.”
	Tears ran down her face, jarring Kipis like a slap to the face.
	Why is Kennedy sad?
	“My mother died twenty years ago,” Kennedy whispered to him, “on a trip just like this one.  The engines went critical – no one knows why.  All the telemetry was fine and then – a gigantic fireball.”
	“She doesn’t look dead,” Kipis mused. “Or feel dead.”
	Kennedy rolled her eyes, “Kip, she’s using you.”
	“Using me?”
	“Using me, too,” Kennedy added, “To get to you.”
	“Almost there Kip,” the naked woman sang out to him, “Such a good boy.  Such a big reward for you when we’re done.”
	“I don’t know what she’s doing, Kip,” Kennedy explained, “But it can’t be good if she had to hijack our dreams to get it.”
	Tears streamed down her face.
	“She’s hijacking my mother,” Kennedy said. “She looks just like I remember her.”
	Kennedy probably doesn’t remember how her mom looked naked, though, Kipis shrugged.
	“Everything will be fine, Kipis,” the woman astride him gave smooth assurance.
	“Everything will be fine,” Kipis repeated dutifully.
	“Gah!” Kennedy yelled out.  “Fine!”
	Kennedy reached for the collar of her pyjamas and started unzipping them.  When Kipis looked down, he saw the Daedalus’s insignia and immediately realized she’s gotten that right.  A moment later, her breasts came into view, smaller and pink instead of glowing blue, but fascinating all the same.
	“I’m real, Kip,” Kennedy said, then jerked her head over her should, “She’s not.  Don’t listen to her.  Please!”
	“I don’t know,” Kipis said. “This feels really good.”
	“But it’s not real,” Kennedy reminded him.  “She’s fake.  When you wake up, she won’t be there but I will be.”
	That’s a good point, Kipis recalled that all of this occurred inside a dream.  It feels good.
	“If you slow the ship back down,” Kennedy reminded him, “We can be together, in the real world.”
	“No, Kipis,” the naked woman assured him, grinding and twisting him inside herself, “We are already together.”
	“Kipis!” Kennedy shouted, her face red with anger, “You have to stop the ship now!  There’s no telling what this person will do!”
	“Stop the ship?”
	“No, Kipis!”
	“I’m strapped down,” Kennedy told him, squeezing his face between her hands and holding him steady with her eyes. “You can reach the alarm.  You have to do it now!  Before it’s too late.”
	“No, Kipis!”
	Kipis shook his head, trying to clear it, but Kennedy wouldn’t let him move.  She only glared at him, her eyes full of energy, her skin the pale pink often found on real humans.
	But her eyes, Kipis looked back helplessly, her eyes.  Those are real.  I want to hold her eyes like this forever.
	He looked at the woman riding astride him, her blank, hollow eyes desperate for his attention.
	Reaching out, extending his hand in what he hoped was the real world, he spent the last of his energy to find the emergency button.
	A klaxon began sounding and the woman riding astride him screamed like a banshee.
	==============================
	As the dream faded, the snarling buzzer by his bedside woke Kipis.
	That’s bad, he thought.  Holy shit have I fucked up.
	While the alarm would echo throughout the entire ship, that particular buzzer only sounded in the cabin of the person who had declared an emergency.  Kipis realized what he’d done.
	And why?  What are you going to tell them?  You had a bad dream?
	He glanced down at his terminal, still resting by his hand.  The ship’s engines spooled down, passing two point seven gees and falling.
	Oh, fuck.  I even jacked up our acceleration in real life.
	Spin down from high gees could go a lot faster than spin up, and gravity whisked past the proper setting Hitashi had chosen, all the way to zero point eight, in a matter of seconds.
	“Mr. Alexander!” Aliah’s voice called, “What is your emergency?”
	“Ma’am,” he croaked at the comm link, “I don’t know.  Something’s gone wrong.”
	Gasping for air, he sat up, thankful that absolute, mortal panic had a way of killing an erection in no time at all.
	“I think the ship’s in danger, ma’am,” he said. “We have to get to the bridge.”
	“You’re damn right we need to get to the bridge!” Aliah yelled at him.
	“And Kennedy,” Kipis gasped, “Untie her right now and get her there.”
	==============================
	The entire crew, save the engineering staff, had crowded into the bridge to form a semi-circle around Kipis and Kennedy.
	“This had better be good, Mr. Alexander,” Aliah stared at him, her arms folded across her chest.
	Kipis tried not to stare at the insignia on Aliah’s pyjamas, but he noted that she had the proper symbol there, including the correct font.
	“Ferd, can you scan the area in front of us?”
	“What, Kip?”
	“Look at the area of space we’re headed into,” Kipis spoke slowly, “And then look just inside that orbit – just to port as we curve around the sun.”
	“I, uh, Captain?” Ferdinand turned to Aliah.
	“Go ahead,” she frowned.  “Now, talk.”
	“Something tried to control me in my sleep, Captain,” Kipis told her, “Tried to get me to alter our course.”
	“You did alter our course, you mutinous prick,” Aliah lashed out. “You set up an illegal shunt to your bedroom terminal and used it while we slept!”
	“I know!” Kipis waved his hands defensively. “Something out there was controlling Kennedy and getting to me through her.”
	“A mysterious alien intelligence forced you to mutiny?” Aliah’s eyes went wide.  “Really!”
	Kennedy stepped in, “That’s enough, both of you.”
	Kipis felt a little hurt, but he realized a moment later that the ‘both of you’ in her accusation referred to the Captain and Anderson, and did not include himself.
	“The more sleep gees we poured on,” Kennedy said, pointing a finger out the front view port, “the more she took control of me.”
	“You believe this bullshit?” Aliah asked.
	“It’s not bullshit,” Kennedy declared.  She pointed an accusing finger at Anderson, “And I know it’s not bullshit because you, you asshole, showed Kipis a goddamn naked video of me.”
	Anderson had the decency to turn red.
	“I don’t know what you two are playing at,” Kennedy said, “But the women Kipis described, despite him thinking it was me, was someone else.  When he saw what I looked like, he knew it, too.”
	Aliah raised a doubtful eyebrow.
	With a roll of her eyes, Kennedy spoke, “Kipis, look away from the main viewer.”
	“What? I-”
	“Just do it.”
	Kipis turned away from the entire bridge crew and heard Kennedy pound away on her keyboard.
	“Describe the woman in your dream,” she told him. “The one who wasn’t me but almost looked like me.”
	“Alright, sure,” he said. “Long, blonde hair.  Full figure, you know, a bit of extra weight compared to most people on this ship.  Sharp eyes, round cheekbones.”
	“You remember her uniform?”
	“Yeah.”
	“Was it like ours?”
	“No,” Kipis realized the brief error he’d detected in the dream. “It was one piece instead of two.”
	“And the insignia?”
	“It wasn’t our ship,” Kipis said, “But I don’t remember what the name was.  I think she fixed it, somehow, when she noticed that I’d seen her mistake.”
	“Mr. Alexander,” Aliah put in softly.  “What name appeared on the insignia?”
	Kipis shook his head, “I can’t-”
	“Starts with an ‘A’?”
	Kipis twitched immediately, “Aphrodite!  The ship was the Aphrodite!”
	Anderson hissed and the crew collectively gasped.
	“Turn around, Mr. Alexander.”
	Kipis turned and saw the picture on the screen.
	“That’s her,” he confirmed, “Give or take the glowing blue skin.  That’s her.”
	“Damn,” Aliah cursed.
	“Ma’am?” Ferdinand piped up.
	“Yes, Ferd?”
	“We’ve got... I’m not sure,” he said, “It’s faint, but there’s something out there.  It’s definitely causing an EM wobble on the scanners.  I would normally ignore it, but it’s right where you told me to look, right off the port bow.  Some kind of electrical garbage... I really don’t know.”
	“How far away?”
	“Maybe half a million kilometres,” Ferdinand grimaced.  “It’s really hard to pin down.”
	“Mr. Hitashi,” Aliah said. “Alter our course to give that, whatever it is, a wide berth.  We’ll mark it on the charts, take the best readings we can, and report it back to the company.”
	“Aye, ma’am.”
	“Ferd, keep a close eye on it,” she added. “If it does anything that doesn’t look perfectly ballistic, I want to know instantly.”
	Ferdinand acknowledged the order and turned back to his console.
	“If I have this right,” Aliah drawled. “An alien intelligence impersonated your mother in order to steer our ship into – whatever that is – and do what?”
	Kennedy shrugged, turning to Kipis, “What do you think she wanted?”
	“The ship,” he said firmly, “I don’t know why, but she wanted this ship badly.  She wanted me to push for harder accel because that let her control me more, but it also meant steering harder and tighter, getting us right into whatever spot she needed us in.”
	“Christ,” Aliah cursed, putting her forehead in her hands.
	The bridge clock ticked away its seconds, a full minute passing before the Captain sat back up again.
	“Neither of you experienced any of this at two point zero gees?” she glared at Kennedy and Kipis in turn.
	“No, ma’am,” they answered in unison.
	“Mr. Hitashi,” she said. “We will not proceed past two point zero gees for the rest of the voyage.  And keep us the hell away from that ‘electrical garbage’.”
	“Ma’am,” Hitashi’s fingers flew across his panel.
	“Ferd,” she added, “Tie in your sensors to the emergency spin down.  If that ‘garbage’ moves toward us while we’re sleeping, have the ship wake us up immediately.”
	Ferdinand nodded.
	“In the mean time,” Aliah declared finally, “Until we pass that thing, we keep the ship at one gee and we sleep in shifts, just like the old days.”
	Nods all around.
	“And Mr. Alexander?”
	“Ma’am.”
	“You will disable every back door you created.”
	“Yes, ma’am.”
