
Bookflurry Inc.

PRESENTS

a Short Story

Jay Horne’s O-Zone

BY: Jay M. Horne

Copyright 2020

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce

this work in any form whatsoever, without permission

in writing from the author, except for brief passages

in connection with a review.

Illustrations designed by Jay Horne


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

O-Zone

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

The End

for

The Ladies



Introduction

Little did young Jay know that one day he would grow up to be an author and a publisher.

It was for this reason he put a smiley face on his first journal, and named it 'Life's a Joke!'. Because it really was funny when you lightened up about it.

After publishing Life’s a Joke, Jay’s mother gave him a collection of stories that she had kept since he was young. After she went on to explain the passion he use to have for writing, he decided to put his pen to good use.

How Jay wished he had the opportunity, as a youngster, to pursue such a dream in writing and creativity. If he’d realized how powerful self-encouragement can be, he may have. But, we all wish we could be ten-years-old and know what we know now, don’t we?

Have fun reading Jay's Junior Literature and may all children eventually find their feet.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter One



[image: image]




“Baz Luhrmann’s parting advice, back in the late 80’s, was to wear sunscreen,” started the President of the United States, “these people have been making outlandish claims since the first pictures were taken from space.”

POTUS was in a meeting with the head of Ecology and Earth Science.

The Ecologist was nodding politely, but she was tougher than she looked, and technically, she was a Democrat.

“I understand your point-of-view, Mr. President,” she said, “but precise measurements have been made and the hole is growing.”

His tight lips cocked a little sideways and she knew he was about to interrupt.

“It’s 2021 and no one is walking around in blue sunscreen or three layers of clothes. It just didn’t happen,” he said suddenly.

She opened her mouth to speak, but he was relentless.

“Look, what you are proposing is basically like prescribing medication for a disease you don’t fully understand.”

She knew she was nearly defeated. If a pitch doesn’t take in the first thirty seconds it’s likely a waste of time. And one thing the POTUS doesn’t have much of, is time.

She pushed her luck anyways, “If that is going to be the analogy, then what were offering is more like a natural remedy, not a prescription.”

He wasn’t buying it, “No. A natural remedy gets at the root of the Thinning O-zone issue. And if the problem is real, we’re already taking great strides in that direction, with alternative fuels and tax exemptions on green energy.”

He extended a wide-open palm while he drove his obvious point home, “You’ll emit a year’s worth of greenhouse gases just launching the rocket!”

She was whipped.

There was no point in explaining that she wouldn’t need a whole rocket to deliver the restorative to the atmosphere; just a ride on one would do.

Because, if she got to the part about it being an actual pill she was having jettisoned into space, he would see just how close his analogy really was to the truth. And God knew he already thought he was right enough.

“Carla, try not to let it get you down. I’m just telling you, it’s gonna be vetoed. Don’t waste your time. There are other things to be done, and it’s not like your job is in jeopardy.”

She maybe would have told him he was an idiot, that the evidence was clearly written all over his own orange face. But he was right about one thing. Her job was not in jeopardy. No sense in changing that. Besides, there was always the private sector.

She closed her laptop and put her folder of photos down on top of it. “Well,” she said, uncrossing her legs and picking up the neat pile, “I thank you for your time, Sir. I hope your other meetings are more, productive.”

A little emphasis in the right spot can go a long way.

She headed for the door.

When she had the door pulled halfway open the President said, “Oh, and Carla?”

She had seen it coming from a mile away.

“Wear Sunscreen?” she asked.

He winked.

At least I beat him to the punch, she thought.
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Carla’s boyfriend wasn’t exactly the type to take her idea to Elon Musk based on an argument about global warming. But she had been persuasive in other ways.

Jorel Richards had headed up hydrogen fuel cell research long before Musk ever launched his first Falcon rocket.

Coincidentally, he was one of Space-X’s leading lenders. As of yet, Musk hadn’t repaid Jorel through any sort of publicity, as promised.

That ace-in-the-hole was the final determinate in the favor that would pass privately between friends.

So far, Space-X had only one failed launch attempt with their automated rockets. Though no lives were lost, thirty-two million dollars made for a pretty expensive error.

Financial backers like Google and Microsoft give you a little cushion, but public mistakes can threaten those supporter’s loyalty, so investors like Jorel can make all the difference.

When he reported Musk agreeing to the minor favor, Carla practically jumped with joy.

“He said that the science wasn’t exactly sound — ”

Carla cringed at that.

“ — but, he also said that he was no one to doubt, in light of all he had achieved.”

“So, he will meet with me?”

Jorel nodded, and then prepared to be pounced on, “Next Wednesday.”

She squeezed him just as tightly as he had expected. It was an impassable chance to trace the panty line under her sundress. Over her shoulder, he smiled.

“There’s a launch date for the new Falcon 9,” he said. “He’s confident in the navigation system and plans on landing the rocket on a barge out in the Pacific.”

She pushed him out to arms length, where he could see that her nipples were hard, “That sounds dangerous.”

He made a little jig with his eyebrows and shrugged, “Guess he’s trying to make up for something.”

Her eyes brightened back up and she squeezed his biceps with both hands, “But getting it up there is the main point — ”

That gave him a little rise.

“ — We’re gonna get into space! Wait till I tell Bobby.”

Damn Bobby, he thought. By now, getting it up was not gonna be a problem, and getting into her space was all that was on Jorel’s mind.
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Bobby Jalia was running out of funding. He had been relying heavily on the aerodynamic drafting ideas that Volkswagen’s lead designer had, for all intensive purposes, promised to contract him for.

Then, of course, there was the emissions scandal, and all new investments pretty much came to a halt.

It was a huge curve ball, and the only way he stayed afloat in the industry was by converting his wind tunnel and vacuum chambers into something that could aid in their ECS research.

Now half of the metal hangar looked like a Transylvanian alchemist’s lab.

It was interesting work, he was just doubtful on how he was going to be paid if the whole project was a cover-up. Really, he was hoping if he found success in this whole O-zone thing, then Volkswagen might reconsider the value of investing in his designs.

Besides, who needs emission controls, if the hole in the O-zone is all patched up?

It was a chance encounter with Greenpeace that pissed him off enough to laser O2 atoms inside his vacuum chamber with ultra-high temperature uv light.

To his surprise, the Oxygen in the chamber bonded in triplets and reproduced substantially under the stress.

The visual effect was a light blue cloud in a box. He could make it hold in the vacuum. But at atmospheric pressure it quickly dissipated.

He had one hovering there when Carla came in.

She was nearly tap-dancing in her high heels as she hurried across the concrete hangar.

Bobby had his chin in his hand when he heard the tocking of her hurried little steps.

“Carla,” he turned and spread his arms invitingly. They were old flames; well, she was still a flame. He had apparently puttered out because now she was dancing on the dick of Jorel Richards, a.k.a. Super Dicks.

“You’re not gonna believe it,” she said.

He felt her positive energy. This could be good. But, he put a hand up and said, “Wait. You’re not gonna believe this.”

She practically skidded on her little heels and pointed her nose up in retaliation. Pulling her fox-tail fur around her neck she glanced at the transparent vacuum chamber.

It was a four by four cube of plexiglass with a pressure gauge mounted on top. Inside, the blue apparition was suspended in midair.

“What, your pet cloud?” she asked.

She had seen it before. Yet, even if she hadn’t seen it before, she would act like she had.

It didn’t matter how much you spent, how much time you gave, or what the result, Carla was the kinda girl who made you fell like your realized dream was about as impressive as a cock on a corpse.

He was used to it.

“Nope,” he said, “this.”

He held up a pellet about the size of a gelcap. It was the pill he’d been touting. The literal prescription for reproducing O3 on a global scale.

“You’ve seen the reaction
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