
We walked along a broad hallway. With a little fantasy, this could have been a hotel, with doors on the left and right with numbers on them. On second thought, perhaps it bore more resemblance to a submarine. A whole lot of metal, painted in a grey colour that Christian Grey would definitely disapprove of.
“How do we open it?” Isis asked, trying to open the door of the Pod. Kia was jumping up and down with her hand in the air, as if a gesture of some sort would trigger the electronic door opener. 
“Open,” I said, and like on Sesame, the door slid open. 
“How?” Kia asked with her mouth open.
“It said so on the door.” Most people overlook the obvious.
The pod itself was very basic. On a ship, this would be the master stateroom, a room with two couches, big enough for us to sit on. A door in the ‘living room’, as the girls called it, gave way to a small toilet on the right and a shower on the left side. An ant-grav personal lift connects the upper and lower decks. The middle door was the master bedroom, with two smaller bedrooms on either side. Upstairs — without stairs — is the nursery and quarters for children and more concubines. My girls thought the whole thing could have used some paint, and preferably in a different colour. Now that they mentioned it, the pod looked well-used. The paint is faded, the walls show marks and small cracks, and the whole place looks neglected. We were here temporarily, so we just had to go along with it. Lots of people go on holiday in a tent, and that is supposed to be fun. We would probably survive in a pod that looked a bit worn out.  
After the ‘tour’, Sharon said, “Glisskissing rules apply in the pod, not outside of it.”
Glisskissing is typically a girl thing. It all started when I was very young, and each time I walked past my mom, I had to give her a little kiss. In twenty minutes, twenty times I passed her, meaning twenty kisses. The act of kissing, by its very nature, is intimate, and this holds true even for a kiss shared with your mother. Most kisses need time to be savoured, the duel of the tongues, a kiss goodbye. But there are also kisses that belong to movement. These are glisskisses.
A glisskiss happens in passing. Two people cross paths—in a hallway, a kitchen, at the door on the way out—and affection glides between them. It may be nothing more than the lightest touch of lips to cheek, a quick brush that hardly interrupts the rhythm of the day. Or sometimes, the motion slows for a breathless moment, and we pour a little more warmth into it. Then life continues.
The term “gliss” suggests a sense of fluidity. There is also a hint of bliss in the word — something light, almost sparkling. A glisskiss is not heavy with meaning. It does not demand attention. It is a heartfelt sentiment; even if it doesn’t say “I love you,” it conveys “I see you. I am glad you’re here with me. We are in this together. I am as scared as you are, but in this moment we’re together.” Over time, these minor acts accumulate. A household like ours becomes a place where affection circulates naturally, where love moves through the rooms as people do. These were the times we needed those simple confirmations of love the most. My girls, I kind of like the phrase “Drew’s crew,” looked at me as if I would protest against the glisskissing rule, but I felt how important this was to them, so I just nodded. 
Time to get the show on the road. I said, “So many times you have driven me crazy by parading in the nude for me in the house. We have moved beyond the realm of acting or pretending; this is the real thing. We are on our way to the stars. Aislinn, you are the last one I have not seen nude yet. Do you feel comfortable enough around me, around all of us I suppose, to show us your bare self?”
Aislinn cried. Joyce said in her most motherly tone, “Drew, Aislinn carries the weight of a secret that is more than she can bear. The shock that there is no medical tube on board this ship is perhaps even more devastating than it would have been for Jenny.”
Isis and Kia were busy undressing the sobbing girl.
“You see,” Mother continued, “Aislinn is one hundred percent woman. She feels like a woman; she acts like a woman; she is a woman. But a cruel twist of nature gave her not only beautiful breasts but also the penis she didn't want, and for which she had no use whatsoever. In her dreams, you would have her gender changed from a man to a woman as soon as we got on board in the med tube. You promised her she would bear your first child, and that gave her the strength to persevere and come with us. She believed with full confidence that nature’s flaw could at last be made right. That she could be not only fully a woman on the inside but also, well, on the outside.”
Objectively speaking, Aislinn was not as beautiful as Sharon or Isis. Her short, curly hair framed a prominent forehead, and her slightly oversized front teeth detracted from her beauty, making her resemble any other woman in her early thirties. Her looks were average; your neighbour next door looks. Average girl, average breasts. Not big, or huge like Isis, not small like Kia, but somewhere in between. When Isis removed Aislinn’s bra, her breasts slipped out of the cups and sagged slightly because of their weight and a history of inadequate support. Kia grabbed her wrists to prevent her from covering herself. A bit of a round belly like so many young women these days and a pair of black panties underneath. Isis unceremoniously removed the panties and revealed a not too large penis enclosed by a metal casing. I have seen them in porn flicks, but so see one in reality is quite another thing. This chastity device, hooked behind her or his balls and covering his penis entirely with this … thing. I think they call it a birdcage, but I’m not sure. 
Aislinn’s knees buckled, and she would have fallen if her friends hadn’t been holding her up. A little bundle of misery, uncertain about her future, perhaps regretting her choice and unable to control the tidal wave of emotions. 
“Joyce, Sharon, Kia, why don’t you take Aislinn out for a moment to help her calm down a bit, fix her makeup, tell her this is not the end of the world, and come back here. Isis, you stay here with me.” I interpreted Sharon's look at me as a silent reproach — such a typical male thing, sending a woman outside in this situation! Apart from that look, she said nothing else. 
When Isis closed the door behind them, she said, a bit reproachfully, “She loves you, you know?”
“No, I don’t know. And I do not know how to move forward. I think it was in Cockfall that you played with a transgender person.”
“I can’t remember.” Isis lied.
I walked towards her until I was very close, almost touching her tits with my chest. 
“This is the last lie you have told me, Isis. From now on, I will not tolerate a single lie from you. You know damn well in which films you have acted with transgender people, because there were only two movies. We are short on time, and I have many questions, so I suggest we don't play games right now. Is Aislinn feeling a man or a woman?”
“A woman, of course.”
“Does she love me the same way as you do?”
“What do you mean by that?” She asked.
“Does her dick get stiff when she looks at me, or is it all in the mind?”
“You will have to ask her that. Is that important?”
“It is. I’m homophobic enough to shudder at the thought of sucking his dick off. Is it not weird if she wants to suck mine?”
“Look, she’s very confused and vulnerable right now, and terrified by all the stories she picked up so far, that you can do anything to her. She needs confirmation that you will take care of her, protect her, and she needs you to promise her to change her into a real woman at the first opportunity you get. That’s all. Just be your loving self, and everything will turn out just fine.” 
Someone knocked on the door. Metallica. It sounded different from someone knocking on a wooden door. Isis opened the door, letting the small procession in. Not only did Aislinn look at me as if she were standing before the International Criminal Court in The Hague, but my other concubines shared that look. 
“We have a problem of epic proportions on our hands. It’s not about Aislinn being a woman or not. A birth defect does not make a woman a man. She’s certainly a woman—she can run three experiments, answer two emails, and remind me what I forgot to do, all at the same time. She can say ‘nothing’s wrong’ in a tone that clearly means something is. So, Aislinn, that is not the problem. Rest assured, at the first opportunity that comes up, I will have you changed into a female who will carry my child. No, that’s not the problem. The problem is that all of you have kept a secret from me, and in doing so, have put our entire expedition in great danger. If any of you had had the sense to tell me about Aislinn sooner, I could have prepared for it. We would have worked out some kind of strategy about it. 
We are no longer on Earth, and you all know damn well that the rules on board this ship differ from what we used to consider normal. I am responsible for every one of you, and I can only bear that responsibility if you are open and honest with me. Apparently, none of you thought that was necessary. You were all afraid that I would have an autistic fit, and that is why it was safer to wait until there was no turning back and to confront Drew with a fait accompli.
I hope you all understand that I can just let this slide. Tomorrow I will settle the score with all of you, one by one. I am too tired tonight. I didn't sleep last night, and I can't think clearly right now. Arrange your own sleeping arrangements. Preferably all in one room. Don't let anyone sleep alone tonight. This meeting is closed. I glisskissed them all on their way out. Sharon made one last halfhearted attempt to stay with me, but soon realised it was pointless.

