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Jake takes his phone from his pocket as he rushes down an ivory corridor, checking the time. We’ve only got half an hour to pull this off. There isn’t a soul in sight. Just 160 meters of spaceship between himself and the engine room. Just before he pockets his device, Jake gets a call from his wife that he answers immediately. “Val, what’s the issue?”

“Forget something, darling?” she asks with a hysterical laugh.

“No.” He taps his chin. “Did I?” Jake’s staggered breathing makes his words unsteady. “I love—”

“Fuck’s sake, Jake, I’m sending the flash drive that you FORGOT through the mail chute. It’ll be on your left when you get into the engine room.” She hangs up.

Jake puts his phone away, running even faster through the halls of this state-of-the-art colony ship. Gods I’m out of it today. Maybe Valerie and I should’ve swapped tasks.

The final stretch is in reach. As Jake whips out his access card, the engine room door slides open, with a green lamp light glowing overhead. He cuts a left turn as he enters, locating the engine room mail chute and reaching in to retrieve the little gift that his wife had sent him from the helm. Alright, all I gotta do is use this drive to override the engines so that Val can get us off the ground. Just remember what Richter taught you. You’re looking for a red-painted housing.

Jake’s eyes scan the engine room for a small, red booth, but this is the biggest area on the ship. It’s only a matter of time before the higher ups get word that the radiation leak was a false positive and come to pry us off the ship, now hurray dammit!

His eyes wander upwards, and he spots the red room that oversees the rest of the compartment. Jake calls Valerie back as he searches the room for a way up to his destination.

Quick to respond, Valerie says, “I’m a little preoccupied, darling. The hold-down bolt system isn’t responding.”
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