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I'll apologise.

 

I PROMISE I'll apologise! As soon as I can give
it back, I swear by every deity I know that I'll apologise. As soon
as I get back.

 

If I get back.

 


Klaxons.

 

Crap, what's that?

Computer? COMPUTER!!! Damn it! What does work on
this hunk of junk?

 

So how did I get myself into this mess? Simple.
I borrowed a ship.

But I didn't know it was in for an overhaul. It
wasn't in the overhaul bay!

 

Actually it was in to be scrapped. If I'd known
that, I'd have borrowed a less broken one.

 

A lot less broken one.

 

Well, a completely working one to be honest.

I'd been eyeing up that little RX-25 in the
Chiefs section.

 

The Chief gets all the sweet rides, I get all
the clunkers and junkers. Normally I never get to do repairs, just
replacing parts or breaking retired ships for spares.

 

They call me Junk Monkey.

 

"Junk Monkey, rip out that panel and bring it
over here!"

 

"Junk Monkey, clean up that engine then take it
to the Chief."

 

"Junk Monkey, go and make the tea. And remember
the sugar this time you useless bastard!"

 

I just wanted to go on a run, just once. And now
I'm here in a ship that doesn't work, flying into anyone's best
guess. Probably the sun, knowing my luck. Which is almost always
bad.

 

I'd had almost a whole week on breaking and I
was sick to the back teeth of it so I went to the Chief and asked
to do something different so he gave me a day of sorting parts. Not
such bad luck, I hear you saying to yourselves. Then the guy on
breaking found a stash of platinum strips hidden behind a console
and by the laws of salvage it was all his.

 

He cashed out that day and we've never seen him
since. Last anyone heard, he was living on a planet he'd bought out
near Orion. And that could have been me. If I'd sucked it up and
just done the job I always did. It would have been me.

 

Woulda, coulda, shoulda.

 

But I had to complain. You'd have thought I'd
have learnt my lesson from that, shut my mouth, do my job, keep my
nose clean.

 

But no.

 

I had to take an early lunch. And take a walk
down to Bay 47. She looked so pretty, just sitting there at the
moorings. 'Nick me!' she practically screamed at me.

 

Every vessel is female. Except this
one.

 

And he's a bastard. A useless bastard that is
getting me killed. Correction.

Has already gotten me killed. I'm just too
stubborn to admit I'm already dead.

 

Heck, why go easy?

 

"Call for help!" I hear you all saying. Nope, no
can do. No comms circuits. They have gold in them, first thing to
be pulled in the break-up. There's nothing to even jury-rig - heck,
I could have Scotty here and even he'd give it up as hopeless.
“It cannae be done Cap'n!”

 

You know what does work perfectly? The air
scrubbers. I'm going to have wonderful clean fresh air right up
until whatever disaster befalls me finally occurs.

 

It's then I hear it, the hissing. Something
blew. We're venting. Crap, we're venting! I guess all that lovely
clean air isn't going to get breathed. Well, not by me any way. The
atmosphere will get thinner and thinner and then I'll just check
out.

 

It's like going to sleep. But you never wake
up.

Man, I'm tired. Just gonna close my eyes for a
second.

 

***

 

"Junk Monkey! Wake up you thieving little
shit!"

 

What?

 

"Wake up!"

 

What the frick? Where am I?

 

"I suppose you're wondering where you are? Back
on the station. That junker you stole sprang a leak! Lucky for you
it was right by the aft thrusters. It shot you in a straight line
right back to the station. Even landed in Bay 47. Well, I say
landed. Crash landed. The bill for the damages is being added to
the charge of theft. You're lucky to be alive Junk Monkey! You're
going live to stand trial!"

 

Great. Just my luck. All bad, as
usual.

 

THE END.

 

Authors Notes:- I kinda liked how the title
sounded, this idea developed as I wrote it. I had no idea how or
where it was ending when I started. The ending came easily enough
though.

 

The cover is two images I found online, the
hanger was by Esenthel which I cropped, flipped & recoloured.
The ship was found on Blender Nation.
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