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The long row of niches comfortably installed in the lower part of that very floor of the spaceship.

Stuck in those transparent material urns, the entire crew must have spent three months in flight through the rings that encircled the planet Saturn, to recover from the programmed drowsiness, each one of them returned to occupy their position. 

But now...
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The commander of the "Saturn 8" glanced at the command panels. The electronic computer gave him the figures he expected and, after turning to his co-pilot, he ordered in a mysterious way:

“You can put on autopilot, Jim.

Starsky knew what that order meant and, for that reason, almost with a small voice, he still wanted to verify, when he looked at his boss:

"Already, Simon?

"Yes, Jim; we are a hundred thousand miles from the rings of Saturn. It is accurate!

Young Lieutenant Starsky hesitated again, saying: 

“I know, but... I've never liked hibernation! It is as if you are plunged into death.

"Bullshit, boy. We all passed the tests, and you see. We are alive!

“It is one thing for it to take place on Earth, and another here, Simon. 1,186 million kilometers from it!

Simon Buskey left his seat, touched his young copilot on the shoulder, and encouraged him, indicating the controls:

"Come on, Jim; do not waste time. I'm going to see Dr. Bourvil, to see if she's finished with the others.

Before leaving the cockpit, the commander of the "Saturn 8" turned in the doorway to add: 

“Pass the order on to the squad, Jim.

As they emerged into the wide metal corridor, Simon Buskey stood to the right to be carried by the conveyor belt to the elevator. The door opened automatically, and in less than a minute I was on the ground floor of the gigantic spacecraft.

As he went out into the hall, he saw the blond hair of Dr. Eva Bourvil, accompanied by two of her assistant nurses. Simon Buskey felt the desire again to sink his fingers into those wheat-golden hair, then seek the exquisite contact of that woman's lips. That is why he quickened the pace around three o'clock, calling from afar:

"Dr. Bourvil ...

Eva Bourvil recognized him when she turned her head and, instantly, after giving him her delicious smile, ordered her two assistants: 

“Go to the lab and keep going. Only a few minutes left!

Simon Buskey slowed down to give the two nurses time to turn the corner of the corridor. But then he ran to the blond-haired woman, holding her in his arms eagerly, as he whispered, feeling the contact of that soft feminine cheek on his lips.

"Honey! ... Can't we just spend the last few minutes together?

Eva Bourvil also hugged him, although she instantly wanted to get away from him, reasoning: 

"Impossible, Simon. We still have to hibernate those who remain!

“That is precisely why, woman! Before you plunge us into that "death" I want ... I want ...

"Don't be crazy, Simon!

“I'm just crazy, Eva! By you!

She managed to get rid of the harassment of the man, with funny pouts. But then her blue eyes looked at him sternly, saying:

“Stop it, Simon! We will have an eternity to love each other.

Vehemently, trying to bind that tempting waist again, he replied with fire in his voice: 

“I change that eternity, for a few minutes with you, Eva!

"Don't be a child!

"All lovers are children. You do not?

“No, Simon: I am in charge of carrying out this operation ... And I must! Obligation comes before devotion.

"True! But do you ever lose your nerves? Do you never forget what you MUST do, to achieve what you want?

"Never! They have trained us for that.

Simon Buskey did not want to give up, and almost implored:

“It has been a delightful journey, Eva! A wonderful trip to the stars, feeling that here, inside "Saturn 8" ... I had my sky! Your wife!

He saw that she did not reply, and insisted, again his hands towards her. 

“But now... Those three bloody months of hibernation...!

“They are necessary, Simon. We cannot enter the orbit of Saturn without submitting to that test. The passage through the rings can last half a week or those three months. And you know the orders!

"Agree! I am the first to enforce them. But because you and I are together the last minutes, no ...

"Don't insist, Simon. Please!

"It's okay! Start manipulating on my body, and put me in one of those damn hibernation chambers. It will be a lot of fun to spend ninety days next to each other, as if we were mummies!

The voice of the ship's commander had sounded falsely angry, and the woman answered with a question: 

"Did you already tell Jim to put on autopilot?

"Yes!

“And did you pass the order on to the rest of the squad?

“Yes, Dr. Bourvil!

She looked him straight in the eye, between amused and annoyed, when she noticed: 

“No jokes, Simon. Do you think I like to do it?

“It seems so, Eva. I always said that women who are a well of science lose some of their femininity.

Dr. Eva Bourvil's large blue eyes seemed to grow larger and brighter, offering her the silk of her hand, as she whispered: 

“Come on, darling ... I'll prove you otherwise!

* * *

The viscophone screen began to flash. Simon Buskey stood in front of the apparatus in two strides, and as he clicked on the intercom, Lieutenant Starsky's face appeared to exclaim:

“It was about time, Simon! Where have you been?

Simon Buskey positioned himself cautiously in front of the machine so that his copilot could only see part of his face on the cockpit screen. And his brow appeared furrowed, as he inquired:

“Stop asking questions, and answer this one, Jim, what's up?

“Something very serious, Simon. The nurse in charge of the hibernation chambers has brought me a part ... not finding Dr. Bourvil either.

The commander of "Saturn 8" looked to the rear of the cockpit for intensely blue eyes. Then he turned his face to the visophone screen, and announced, before cutting off the intercom:

"I'm going there, Jim!

Again the elevator took him to the fourth floor of the spacecraft, and the conveyor belt brought him to the cockpit, which was opened by the photoelectric cells. Starsky had carried out the order received, and the spaceship was marching guided by the automatic pilot: therefore the lieutenant was in one of the ends of the cabin, speaking with a nurse and two uniformed men of the crew. When he saw him enter, his assistant advanced towards him, with a paper in his hand, offering him, very seriously:

“Take a look at this report, Simon.

A glance was enough for him to read the figures, facing the nurse, when he inquired, his voice almost hoarse: 

"What happened?

The girl seemed to hesitate, before apologizing, anguished: 

“No ... I don't know, Commander! It occurred to me to do some checks, when I saw that Dr. Bourvil did not arrive and ... It's horrible!

Almost squeezing the report in his nervous hand, Simon Buskey wanted to confirm with his question: 

"All dead?

"Yes, Commander ... The mixtures of synthetic serotonin with psylocibin to put them into hibernation, they were not well graduated and ... I don't know how it could have happened!

Irritated to the maximum, with a brusque gesture of the hand that held the paper of the report, the person in charge of "Saturn 8" shouted: 

“I don't understand about that, miss! I am a cosmonaut, and not a doctor! But tell me right now who could have been responsible!

“No... I don't know, Commander. The ... Dr. Bourvil gave us the formulas for the mixes and we ... we. I tell you it's horrible!

“It's more than that, miss! It smells like a criminal sabotage to me! They've killed most of this ship's crew!

In two strides, Simon Buskey stood at the visophone, turning on the screen to search for intercom with Dr. Eva Bourvil. The circuit was established, but, when no one came to the screen, he lowered another pin on the control panel. The graceful face of Dr. Eva Bourvil already appeared in her laboratory, urged by the commander of the ship:

"Do you know what happened, Dr. Bourvil?

The beautiful face of the blonde woman, announced on the screen: 

"Yes, commander. I'm trying to figure out how such a thing could happen. So terrible!

“Gather all your assistant nurses. I'm going there right now!

Simon Buskey disconnected the visophone, looked for the look of his copilot, and pointing to the controls, ordered:

“Change the course, Jim. We will not continue to Saturn until we find out what happened.

He was already walking towards the terrified nurse and the two men in the crew, when he added to his order: 

Let the rest of the squad do the same. Take care of everything, Jim!

"Good, commander.

As he descended the elevator, accompanied by the two men and the nurse, Simon Buskey felt sick to his stomach. 

He had never suffered such an annoyance, and he knew it was not due to the descent of the automatic elevator. Rather, the anguish came from thinking that his beloved spaceship, the "Saturn 8", for which he was responsible, was now traveling at breakneck speed through space, turned into a gigantic
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