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TRANSPORTATION
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Robin Lontan and Miranda Suzmanci had been flatmates for a couple of months. So far, their lives in one of the more pleasant suburbs of London had been fairly uneventful. Life, as most of us have discovered at some time or another, has a habit of throwing in completely unforeseen and often extreme experiences that become life-changing. Miranda and Robin had no way of knowing that this was about to happen to them. Their lives were about to be propelled onto a new and unexpected course.

Robin's role as a laboratory technician for HM Government meant that he had to work long hours.  Miranda’s role as an assistant curator for an art gallery in the City involved lengthy commutes at each end of the day. So, as always, it had been a long day at work for each of them. They went straight from their respective workplaces to a summer evening's garden party put on by a mutual friend. It was a really enjoyable night, marred only by the unseasonably cold evening air. Robin and Miranda were tired, so they were pleased when they eventually got back from their night out, having shared a taxi back to their two-bedroomed flat. After Robin had retired to his bedroom, Miranda looked around hers.  She had only just finished re-decorating it and was proud of her work. The pale blue walls nicely complemented the soft white bed linen, which she’d chosen carefully. The antique French style furnishings looked good, too. She had worked hard on it all and was glad that it was now finished. 

In the other room, Robin slid into his bed. Very tired, he soon drifted off to sleep.  Around 2 am or so, he woke up. He could hear a gentle humming noise, or maybe it was the sound of distant engines reverberating? He listened for a while and couldn't imagine what it could be.  He turned on the light.

He was lying in his bed in the middle of a perfectly cubical room, whose walls, ceiling, and floor were made of shiny steel. There appeared to be nothing at all in the room except his bed, his bedside table with its light, and an exit door. This was not the usual door; it was also made of steel and had two softly illuminated buttons on the wall next to it. Robin assumed that he was dreaming, so he shook his head and closed his eyes momentarily before re-opening them. The room around him was exactly the same. He had no idea what was going on. Cautiously, he got out of bed, put on his dressing-gown which he always left on top of the bedcover, and went to the bedroom door. The two buttons appeared to be identical, so he pushed the upper one. Nothing happened. So he pushed the lower one; the door smoothly and silently glided open to reveal what was beyond. 

Stretching away to the left  (tens of yards at least, it seemed) was a corridor, with the same shiny steel walls, ceiling, and floor; along both walls were countless rows of doors, each with two buttons identical to the ones that Robin had just used to open his. He could see Miranda's door next to his, where it had always been (except that it was now made of the same shiny steel). So although he didn't want to wake Miranda from her well-earned slumber, and was (by their agreed house rules) not supposed to enter her bedroom, he knocked on her door and went in. Her room now looked the same as his, cubical and shiny. Miranda was asleep in her bed, which was now the only furniture in the room apart from her little bedside table. 

“Miranda...”

“Mmmmmmm, what is it? What are you doing in my room?”

“Open your eyes.”

She did so, and startled. She sat bolt upright in the bed in her pyjamas, the covers wrapped around her, for what seemed like almost a minute, speechless. Robin said, “you are obviously seeing the same as me, aren't you?”  

“Yes,” said Miranda, in a low, hesitant voice.

Robin went back out into the corridor. Miranda put on her dressing-gown and joined him. They couldn't believe what they were seeing; the rest of their flat had gone and had been replaced by something completely different. Robin said, “c'mon, let's go back into my room, close our eyes for a few minutes, and see if it goes away.” Then he noticed that the door through which he'd come had silently closed behind him. So he pushed one of the buttons on the outside of the door, and the door slid open again. His bed, bedside table, and light that had been inside the room had disappeared. The room was now completely empty.

They went back into Miranda's room. Everything in there had also disappeared. It was just an empty, cubical, steel box. Miranda looked at Robin in a way that led him to believe that she was about to become hysterical. Neither of them moved or said anything for a few moments. Then Robin suggested that, as there appeared to be no obvious way back to the flat, they should wander down the corridor and see if they could work out what was going on. Reluctantly, Miranda agreed but held on to Robin's arm as if she felt that he might disappear, too. She pressed the button on the door of the first room next to theirs. It slid open to reveal an empty, shiny, cubical room, just like the one they had each 'arrived' in. They tried the next; it was the same. They tried one a few doors further along and on the other side; it was the same, too. They carried on along the passageway with Miranda still gripping Robin’s arm tightly. Every door they tried revealed an empty room. Robin did notice, however, that the engine-like reverberation had become somewhat more noticeable.

After passing many more doors they came to the end of the corridor. They were at a T junction. To the right, there was another corridor with no doors, which was a few yards long. A brief exploration by Miranda, who had by now let go of Robin's arm, revealed that it turned back parallel to the way they had come. This second corridor contained more doors on each side. To the left, they could see what appeared to be a large hall. As there seemed to be no point in going back down a corridor similar to the one they had just traversed they instinctively moved out into the hall.

It was a large room, maybe sixty feet in each direction, but with a ceiling that couldn't have been more than eight feet high. It was devoid of any furniture or other fittings. The steel floor that had been glaring at them as they had walked down the corridor looked even more overpowering as they walked across the hall, especially as it was under the low ceiling. These features gave the room a rather unpleasant closed in, somewhat claustrophobic feel. The walls, however, appeared to be surfaced with a dull orange coloured carpet or some other kind of textile covering, which compensated to some extent for the harshness of the flooring. The ceiling was white, like you might see in many modern buildings, but appeared to be devoid of any joints or other imperfection. 

They could see what appeared to be a kitchen area off to the left-hand side. There were also a couple of lifts on the right.  Both Robin and Miranda wondered what was the source of the soft white-blue light that illuminated the space, as no form of light fittings were anywhere to be seen. As they walked across the hall away from the corridor they noticed that the lighting turned off behind them; they didn't pay much attention to this at the time, assuming that there must be some kind of sensor.

Robin sat down on the metal floor and Miranda did the same, sitting a few feet away from him. “Have you any idea what is going on or where we are?” he said.  Miranda replied that she had no clue at all and was quite frightened, as even though she was a very adventurous person the sudden and complete change in their world since waking up was too much for her to handle. They both sat motionless on the floor, silent and scared, staying like this for what seemed like an age. Eventually, Miranda stood up and said, “We can't sit here forever... Let's have another walk around and see if we can figure out what on earth is going on.” Robin got to his feet and they decided to go back one more time to the long corridors just to be sure that their bedrooms really had gone.

They walked along the corridor nearest to the hall. Miranda recalled that their rooms had been at the far end, so they tried each of these two doors in turn. Both rooms were still empty; just shiny, cold steel, unwelcoming boxes with that strange white-blue light illuminating each, again with no apparent source. Miranda broke down, clutching Robin's arm again as she sobbed “There's no way back... there's no way back... Where are we? What are we going to do?” As Robin had no idea as to the answers to these questions, he just stood there with Miranda (who had released her clutch of his arm) for another few minutes, in silence.

Eventually, they pulled themselves together and walked back towards the large hall. There was one lift at each end of the wall with a large space between them. The one nearest to them had a large letter ‘P’ on its door; the other, an ‘S’. Cautiously, they went into the kitchen. It was a large room, with cupboards underneath stainless steel worktops that ran around the walls, and rows of tables in the middle – but no seats of any kind. There were no windows in the room or any exits other than the way they had come in. Each cupboard door had a softly illuminated button like those on the corridor doors, which, as they discovered, opened the cupboard when pressed. Inside some of these along the left-hand wall, they discovered metal cooking utensils, plates, mugs, and equipment – just like one would expect to find in a large catering operation. This discovery prompted Robin to realise that they had no apparent means by which they could feed themselves or get a drink.  He mentioned this to Miranda, and they both agreed that not being able to get back to their home was not their only concern. They had no food, no water, no clothes (other than the nightwear that they both had on), and nowhere to sit or lie down other than on the hard floor.

They continued to open the cupboards. Near the far end of the wall, there were three very wide full-height ones, which towered above the bench-tops. Miranda investigated one. Inside, hanging from pegs like one might find packets of seeds in a garden centre, were rows of small clear plastic bags, each containing different coloured substances. She removed one from its peg. On the front was written ‘EG.’ Another said ‘TOMAHTOH.’ A third, ‘LAM.’ Miranda said “these look like foods... I'm not sure why they are spelled badly though?” Before risking a taste of one, they noticed that the bench-top next to them had a strange faint blue glow in one corner. Instinctively, Robin moved his hand towards it – and a previously hidden cover in the bench-top opened, followed by what looked like a water tap over a small trough raising itself up from the bench. There was no obvious faucet to turn so, as he'd done with the bench-top, Robin moved his hand around it; when he tried near its base, water began to flow.

“It would seem,” he said, “that we do have a means of sustaining ourselves... but do we risk it? Do we know that the food and water are safe to consume?” Miranda pointed out that they had two choices; they could drink and eat now, or do some more exploring and see if anything else was found later on. After some deliberation, they decided to try the water first, as they were both very thirsty. Miranda placed one of the mugs under the tap. As soon as it was in position the water began to flow. Cautiously, she took a sip from the mug. The water was beautiful – very fresh with no taste of treatment chemicals and at a ‘Goldilocks’ temperature – not too hot, and not too cold. She gulped some more down. “C'mon, Robin, it's good!” so he had a good drink, which he also found most refreshing.

Just because the water appeared pure and refreshing and hadn't seemed to harm them in any way didn't necessarily mean that the food would also be safe. The strange spelling on the labels put them off a little, and there was no other labelling on the little sachets of the type that one might expect to be there – no ‘Use By’ date, no ingredients lists and no allergens warnings. They both had another good drink of water and decided to return later on when they needed food, if nothing else was discovered in the meantime. So they continued to walk around the other side of the room and back towards the door. A few tables away, and without them touching anything, two chairs mysteriously emerged from the floor. They weren't like any chairs they had seen before. They were very angular and stark, with the same shiny metal sides and back, but with green padding on the seating area. Miranda walked over and sat on one. It was really comfortable! Robin sat on the other. Then it dawned on them. How did the chairs know to come up from the floor? Neither Robin nor Miranda had touched anything or been near any of those strange blue sensor fields.

Miranda said, “Do you realise this is the second time this has happened, Robin? When we were walking along that corridor earlier, the lights turned off behind us, with no obvious sensor that we could see. And now these chairs rise up as if by magic. Do you think someone could be watching us?” 

Robin replied, “I have no idea, but this whole experience is beginning to badly freak me out.” 

“Me too,” said Miranda.

Then Robin said, “Actually, I think I know what’s going on.”

“Do you?” 

“Yes. I think that when we went to that party, our friends slipped us a slow-acting drug. Then, once we were sound asleep in our rooms, they crept in and moved us to some form of ‘locked room’ game experience or something like that. It's a test to see if we can get out.”

“Are you sure... that seems very far fetched to me?” 

Robin retorted, “No, it isn't. Maybe they want to see if we will get off with each other as well!” Miranda gave a strange look to that last remark but didn't comment on it. Robin continued, “I think all we need to do is to take one of the lifts down to the ground floor, then walk out into the street.”  Miranda thought this to be an optimistic fantasy, but they had explored the floor they were on and there didn't seem to be anything else of interest on it, so they might as well test Robin's idea.

They walked to the lifts, deciding to use the one with the ‘P’ on its door. On the wall next to the door there was the same type of button like the ones used to open the bedroom doors, but there was only one. Strange, thought Robin; usually there’s one for ‘Up’ and one for ‘Down’. He pushed it anyway. Within moments, the door silently slid open to reveal the inside of the lift, with its shiny metal floor and ceiling, and with the same coloured kind of textile covering as on the walls outside, this time a dull green colour. The car was illuminated by that same source-less white-blue glow. The overall result was to give the inside of the lift a weird, unnatural ambience. They stepped in. On the right were the buttons to select the floors, marked from 2 to 27. There were no numbers ‘1’ or ‘G’. The penny dropped. They were already on the bottom floor of the building. Miranda suggested that seeing as they couldn't go down, they should go up to the top floor, as then they should be able to look out of the windows and see where they were. So Robin pressed button 27 and the lift silently started upwards.

The door opened. They stepped out of the lift. They were in a giant room much larger than the hall downstairs. Its ceiling was a huge glass dome, reinforced in sections by thick arched steel beams running upwards from the floor to their meeting point at the apex. The panes came right down to floor level, so they walked across to where one of the segments met the floor near the left- hand corner of the room. They looked out, to be presented with the blackness of space and a myriad of stars slowly moving past the windows. Looking downwards, all they could see was just the same, stars and space, and no ground surface of any kind.

“Shit,” said Miranda, then said nothing more, lost for words.

“Holy crap,” said Robin, “are we in space? That's surely not possible?” He paused for some time then wondered, “It looks as if we are in some kind of spacecraft, but how can that be?” 

Miranda found her words again and said, “That's one hell of a party trick by our friends eh, Robin?” He ignored this piece of sarcasm, now even more confused and anxious. His idea as to what was going on had been dashed to pieces by this new observation.

They looked around the room. It was much more welcoming than the barren hall they had left downstairs. Instead of those stark metal floors, there was a carpet-like covering, soft under their bare feet, with a colouring that appeared to vary gently through most colours of the spectrum, depending on where one was positioned in the room. There were black leather chairs and sofas, and wooden-like tables, which on closer inspection were actually made of some sort of plastic. This furniture was obviously permanent rather than emerging out of the floor when required. Along the long wall of the room between the two lifts (the only wall not part of the glass dome) were more shiny cupboards similar to those in the kitchen area downstairs, and a permanently available water dispenser. It was possible to walk right around the curved edge of the room, to follow the bottom of the glass dome in a semicircle back towards the other lift. As Robin and Miranda approached the area of the room directly opposite the lifts they could see the hull of the spacecraft emerging from underneath the dome and stretching away in front of them. The domed room which they were in was clearly at the very top of the ship. Comparing the long, grey, pencil-shaped hull stretching out in front of them with the size of the dome, Robin estimated that it could be up to half a mile long.  In any event, they were obviously in a ship of very sizeable proportions. The topmost surface of the hull's circumference was fairly featureless, having only a few protuberances that were maybe aerials or the like, and around twenty yellow lights, some flashing slowly, which were spaced evenly along its length from the dome to the front of the ship. The left and right sides, however, appeared to have a few more features in them. Judging by their appearance, Robin reckoned that some might be externally opening hatches, the rest docking ports. The latter stuck out tangentially from near the top of the hull, a bit like dormer windows. Miranda's anxiety was being replaced by her spirit of adventure, and a desire to explore this enormous craft in which they found themselves. Robin, however, was still unsure as to what was going on, and why they had been transported into this predicament against their will.

Miranda said, “Robin... I still don't know how we got here, and why, but it's obvious to me that getting back is not going to be a straightforward affair, so we have some priorities that we need to address in the meantime. We have access to water, and maybe food too if those plastic sachets are OK. We can also sleep on those sofas; we won't need any blankets seeing as it’s quite warm in here. I think our next priority is to find some toilets and washing facilities, and also to discover if there are any clothes we can change into.” On this latter point, Miranda had a concern, which she didn't share with Robin. They both had pyjamas and dressing gowns on, which Miranda felt looked ridiculous. Not that there was any evidence that there was anyone else on the ship as yet, but that didn't help Miranda's feelings on the matter, especially since she still had that sensation that someone was watching them. Apart from that, she was really warm but did not want to take off her gown as she wasn't comfortable being in Robin's presence with no bra on. The pyjama top didn't fasten high enough up to cover her cleavage, and also her nipples would show through the thin fabric.

They both appreciated the fact that there was no certainty of finding any toilets, showers, or clothes on board. Yes, there were some aspects of human comforts aboard, but the weirdness and unpredictability of what they had encountered so far told them not to expect anything for sure. They did not let this deter them, and Robin, who was a keen reader, had some ideas with which Miranda readily agreed. He said, “A little while ago I read a book about ships and how they are designed. Now, I accept that this is a spaceship, but it could be that designs have similarities with the nautical variety. We don't have time to explore the whole ship looking for what we need – especially as I am getting a bit desperate for a wee! So if we assume the layout is similar to a nautical ship, you'd expect the crew quarters to be at the bottom of the vessel. We've seen the kitchen on the lowest floor, so maybe the crew floor is just above that?” 

They agreed to get back in the lift and descend to level 2 to check this out. Having used the P lift before they decided to use the S one now, to see if it could be used to access different floors. However, the floor selector buttons appeared to be the same as those in the other lift. Miranda jokingly said, “I wonder who built this ship — Brits or Americans — is this a lift or an elevator?” and no sooner had she spoken when a human-like but automated sounding voice said, “Lift at your service. Which level, please?” A startled Robin said “Two,” and off they went downwards. They speculated that when they had been in the kitchen just after their arrival one of them must have unwittingly uttered a cue word that caused the seating to emerge from the floor. 

They arrived at level 2. The door opened. They were in a hall or lobby area a couple of yards deep but running the entire width between the two lifts. It had metal walls and floors, the latter painted a grey-blue colour. Stretching in front of them was a long corridor with many doors on each side. Each door had operating buttons similar to the others. Two more passageways exited the lobby, one on its left and one on its right. Robin and Miranda ventured along the central corridor and tried some doors. The first few they tried opened into empty rooms, stark and metallic, like the ones in which they had ‘arrived’, but after a while they opened a door on the left into a large room in which there were rows of comfortable-looking blue seats, and a large display screen on the grey carpeted wall in front of them. Around the periphery of the room were chairs, and tables with what looked like gaming consoles and computer monitors on them. 

They tried another door, this time on the right. This small room was a refreshment area, with a water tap and what looked like a rather futuristic coffee machine. Miranda observed that not one of the doors had any kind of signage on the outside. “How does anyone get to know what is in each room without trying every door?” she said. They persevered. On the other side of the corridor opposite the cinema room, they found a large sitting room complete with very comfortable looking chairs and tables. In here, the walls were shiny and metallic, but the floor was covered with a beautiful soft carpet, this time a rather pleasant pale claret colour. Next, they found what appeared to be a small library with racks full of CD-like containers, which they resolved to check out in more detail later. It was odd that none of these rooms had any sign of recent human use. Every one was spotlessly clean and brand new looking. The sitting room had no papers or magazines of any kind left lying around. The refreshment area had no cups, food, or rubbish anywhere to be seen. And they found no bedrooms; maybe that’s what the empty rooms were for, they imagined, but there was no furniture in any of them. All very strange, they thought.

Directly in front of them at the end of the corridor was a final door, which they opened and Yes! A washroom. There were showers to the right, toilets and basins to the left. The floor and walls were like one might find in other public facilities, sealed with soft cream coloured tiles. But the room’s layout was somewhat different from what they were used to. The showers had no cubicles; they were more like the ones that one might find in a sports club, where everyone showers together. Furthermore, this was the only washroom and wasn’t segregated for the two genders. There were four showers in a row. Along a shelf above the washbasins was a line of small fabric bags. Robin opened one, to find that it contained a range of personal hygiene requisites. The toilets were in individual cubicles but there was no toilet paper or flushing mechanism to be seen in any of them. By now both of them needed to go, so Robin waited outside whilst Miranda tried to figure out how to use the toilet. After a short while she came out.

“Well, that was different. I lifted the lid, sat down, and did my business. When I had finished I didn't know what to do next, so off the top of my head, I said ‘Done,’ which had no effect, then ‘Finished’ out loud. My second command caused the toilet to clean me with jets of water at exactly the right temperature, followed by the flush and then air drying.” 

“Wow,” said Robin, who went in and used the facility, finding the experience as novel and as refreshing as had Miranda.

It was pleasantly warm in the ship but too warm to be wearing pyjamas and a dressing gown. By now Miranda was quite hot and sweaty. Although he hadn't said anything, she could tell that Robin was also getting that way.  He still had his gown drawn around him tightly; maybe he was also embarrassed to be seen just in his pyjamas? They now had access to showers, but no clean clothes to put on afterwards. They had to find something else to wear, so they went back to the lift lobby area and tried the corridor that ran off to its right.

Round the corner was a T junction. A short passageway led off to the left, at the end of which was just one door marked ‘ROOM 42'. This was strange, they thought; why is this the only door we have seen so far that is marked? Miranda tried both the usual buttons to open the door. Nothing. She waved her hand in front of the buttons and the door itself. No response. Perplexed, they decided to move on and come back to this later. The other leg of the T opposite Room 42 finished in a blank steel wall after only a few feet, so they walked back to the main corridor. There was one more unexplored door on the right, which they had missed the first time. Miranda tried this door’s buttons, and it opened immediately. Inside were row upon row of garments hanging up on rails. None of them looked like they had ever been worn. “Bingo!” exclaimed Miranda. “Clean, fresh clothes!”

This presented them with a challenge. Each garment was one piece, like the old fashioned ‘boiler suit', but much more elegant. They were made of what appeared to be a synthetic fabric, soft but robust and apparently durable. However, there was no indication at all as to the gender of the intended wearer or their size. All that could be discovered on each suit was a three-figure number on its chest; there were several garments each with the same number. Each differently numbered set was a different colour. Miranda and Robin reflected on this. Presumably, the numbers identified the wearer and had been provided especially for each person, but why were they all unworn? Where was the crew?

Robin was of average height and a fairly slim build, so he was soon able to select a suit that appeared might fit him. He made a mental note of its location and number, should it be good once he had tried it on. Miranda, however, found the selection process more difficult. She was a size fourteen with a generously proportioned bust. She had to go through quite a few garments until she found some that looked like they might fit. She didn't want to try any on until she had taken a shower.  Also, there were no underclothes of any description, male or female. Robin appeared to be quite content to ‘go commando', but this didn't appeal to Miranda at all, especially since she was not accustomed to going without the support provided by a well-fitting bra.

They agreed that Miranda should take a shower first, while Robin waited in the sitting room (actually, Miranda told Robin that’s how it would be). Miranda gathered up several different suits and headed into the shower room. In the sitting room, Robin now had a chance to be on his own for the first time since they had ‘arrived’. He used this opportunity to ponder quietly. Although he was twenty-two he had never had a serious relationship with a woman, let alone lived with one. Being a flatmate with Miranda didn’t count, because during their short time as flatmates they had lived separate lives, eaten nearly all their meals out in different restaurants and did not see much of each other when at home. If, as Robin now suspected, getting out of whatever sort of spaceship they had found themselves in was not going to be at all straightforward (or even possible, as Robin was beginning to dread), what would it be like spending all his time with Miranda? He found her to be quite dominating and (the word came into his head), ‘scary’. Would he be able to relate to her without revealing his naivety in matters of the opposite sex?

After quite a long time the door of the sitting room slid open, and there stood Miranda. Robin felt an unfamiliar excitement stirring deep inside him. Her suit fitted every curve of her body perfectly and snugly. Its off-white lustre looked fantastic on her. The tunic section was low cut, giving a subtle hint of her cleavage. Instead of having her hair tied in a bundle, as usual, she now had long, flowing dark locks, still wet from the shower.  Droplets of water from her hair trickled down the top of her moist chest and down between her breasts, which captivated Robin’s attention and caused him to stare. 

Miranda noticed this, of course, and said, “These garments are fantastic. After I had showered, I tried each one on. Initially, it didn't look like any of them would fit, but then I realised that if you leave them on for a few seconds the suit somehow
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