
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Never Rent A Spaceship Without Reading The Rental Agreement

––––––––

Rufus Wibble

Book 2 in The Museum Of

Organic History Trilogy


Copyright

Published in 2025 by

The Reading Lamp

Readinglamp.org

The Nursery, Folly Lane, Stowey, Bristol BS39 4DW

Copyright © Rufus Wibble 2025

Andrew Hay, writing as Rufus Wibble has asserted his right to be identified as the author of this work in accordance with relevant International law

All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in any retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organisations, places and events other than those that are in the Public Domain, are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.  Any resemblance to actual persons, whether living or dead, events or places is entirely coincidental.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Other books available from the author

[image: ]




Collected Short Stories Volume 1

Collected Short Stories Volume 2

The Museum Of Organic History

THE LAST HUMANS, BOOK 1 in the MOOH Trilogy

––––––––

[image: ]


I also write cosy mystery books under the name Andrew Hay.

The Dafydd Jones & Dolgwyn Cosy Mystery Series

DAFYDD’S ACCIDENT, Book 0.5 in the series, only available by subscription to my newsletter

Timber And Treachery, Book 1 in the series, available free

Guardians Of The Grove, Book 2 in the series

The Whispers From Cadfan’s Cave, Book 3 in the series

The Mystery Of The Whispering Harp, Book 4 in the series

The Last Will Of Old Bryn, Book 5 in the series

The Wedding, Book 6 in the series

The Harcourt & Hemlock Cosy Murder Mystery Series

ANY PORT IN A STORM, Book 1 in the series, available free

The Cellar Below, Book 2 in the series

Murder At The Castle, Book 3 in the series

The Demelza Pascoe & St Merryn’s Cove Cosy Mystery Series

DEMELZA’S BETRAYAL, Book 0.5 in the series, only available by subscription to my newsletter

Murder In The Library, Book 1 in the series, available free

Murder On The Beach, Book 2 in the series

Murder At The Lighthouse, Book 3 in the series

Murder At The Regatta, Book 4 in the series

Murder At The Studio, Book 5 in the series

A Body In The Mobile Library, Book 6 in the series

The Case Of The Broken Quill, Book 7 in the series

Death In The Orchard, Book 8 in the series

The Saffron Tate Cosy Mystery Series

THE FLAVOUR THIEVES, Book 1 in the series, available free

Return to Hollowstone, Book 1.5 in the series, only available by subscription to my newsletter

A Dish Best Served Cold, Book 2 in the series

Pressed For Time, Book 3 in the series

Did You Know I’m A Vegan, Book 4 in the series

Death By Ganache, Book 5 in the series

Ashcombe Cars Cosy Mystery Series

THE GHOST CHAUFFEUR, Book 1 in the series, available free

The Engine That Shouldn’t Run, Book 2 in the series

The Stunt That Went Wrong, Book 3 in the series

Stand Alone Thrillers

TRIAGE (WARNING MUCH darker than my usual cosy mysteries)



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Make An Author Happy Today

[image: ]




Thank you very much for purchasing this e-book (even if you got it for nothing!) and choosing to spend time reading my tales.

In these times, where thousands of books are being published around the world every month, it is more important than ever for authors to make sure that their books are as visible as possible.  It would make my day if you could take the time to write a review by returning to the links where you purchased the book.
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Chapter 1 - The Not-So-Reputable Rental Office
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Outpost 317 was a place that even rust had given up on. The spaceport lingered in a perpetual state of disrepair, a monument to the concept of “good enough for government work.” The spaceship rental office stood wedged between a shop that exclusively sold malfunctioning hoverboards and something that might have been a diner if one ignored the frequent screams. A flickering holographic sign above the office door declared, “BEST RATES IN THE GALAXY!” followed by a much smaller disclaimer: “Your galaxy may vary.”

Marcus bounded through the door first, boots squeaking against the floor with a sound that suggested the tile hadn’t been properly introduced to soap since the last solar eclipse. Behind him, Sara followed, her expression somewhere between simmering frustration and open contempt. Dave brought up the rear, staring wide-eyed at a display case of model ships marked “Authentic Replicas!”—though judging by the craftsmanship, the authenticity was more of a generous aspiration than a fact.

“I can already smell the contractual obligation,” Sara muttered, wrinkling her nose as the faint aroma of burnt circuitry mixed with something that might have been despair—or perhaps poorly ventilated optimism.

“Come on, it’s just a rental office,” Marcus said, flashing her a grin that had historically meant one thing: this is about to get worse. “We get a ship, we get off this tin can, and we never look back.”

“That’s what you said about the last one,” she replied, arms crossed. “Right before it exploded.”

“That was not technically my fault!” he protested. “That asteroid field came out of nowhere.”

Sara raised an eyebrow. “The asteroid field that was prominently marked on every navigational chart since the dawn of space travel?”

Marcus waved a hand dismissively. “Old news.”

A sound like a sentient mop clearing its throat echoed from behind the counter. Gorblox 9, the office’s sole employee, shimmered into a slightly more opaque form.  He-or at least the part of him that chose to communicate-was a gelatinous mass of translucent green, currently wearing a name tag that read Gorblox 9 – Senior Rental Specialist. Below that, in smaller text: Ask me about our kidney reimbursement plan!

“Welcome to Intergalactic Rentals. How may I facilitate your impending regret?” Gorblox 9 asked in a voice that suggested it had learned English exclusively from government-issued safety videos. His form shifted, oozing slightly over the counter as he extended something resembling an arm towards them, though it wobbled unsettlingly.

“We need a ship,” Marcus declared. “Something sleek. Fast. Doesn’t smell like burnt hydraulics.”

“Such desires are noted,” Gorblox 9 intoned, the surface of his jelly-like body rippling with what might have been approval—or mild indigestion. “Please complete the standard documentation.” He slapped—well, more accurately, flopped—a data pad onto the counter.

The contract lit up with a cheerful beep, followed by a blinding wall of text that began scrolling faster than any human could reasonably comprehend. Marcus squinted at the first few lines. “‘The undersigned agrees to... waives the right to... forfeit kidneys... wait, what?’”

Dave leaned over, eyes alight with curiosity. “Do we really need both kidneys, though? I've heard the regeneration tech is quite good now. Grew my uncle a whole new spleen after that incident with the warp coil and the—”

“Not the point, Dave,” Sara cut in, rubbing her temples. “We are not negotiating our internal organs over a rental agreement.”

Marcus grinned. “I mean, how often do we actually read these things? It’s just standard spaceport legalese. We sign, we fly, we’re out of here. Simple.”

Gorblox 9’s gelatinous form wobbled approvingly. “We do offer an expedited option: Sign Now, Read Never,” he suggested, the text blinking cheerfully on the data pad.

“I love it!” Marcus said, reaching for the stylus.

Sara slapped his hand away. “Absolutely not. Last time you signed something without reading it, we ended up with two years of mandatory community service on a planet populated entirely by mime enthusiasts.”

Marcus shrugged. “That wasn’t so bad. I got good at charades.”

“I didn’t,” she replied flatly. “I’m not going through that again.”

Dave peered over her shoulder, squinting at the contract. “What’s a ‘Recreational Explosive Use’ waiver?”

“Not our problem!” Marcus chirped, snatching the stylus and scribbling his name with a flourish. “Sign Now, Read Never. It’s practically our motto.”

Sara glared daggers. “If we wake up missing organs, I am going to rearrange your face personally.”

Gorblox 9 emitted a sound like someone stepping on a very sad bagpipe. “Excellent choice. Contract verified.” He flopped a pseudopod onto the data pad, sealing the deal with a wet splat. A small, ominous ding echoed through the room, as if the universe itself had taken note of their folly.

Behind the counter, the contract shimmered, its terms recalibrating. New clauses flickered into existence: Section 42b: Interstellar Dinner Party Etiquette, and just below that, Clause 17a: Mandatory Goat Acquisition. The text glowed faintly for a moment before reverting to unreadable legal jargon.

“See?” Marcus beamed. “Painless.”

Sara stared at him with the expression of someone weighing the pros and cons of justified homicide. “I hate you sometimes.”

“That’s just your nerves talking,” Marcus replied, already halfway to the exit. “Now, let’s go see what we signed up for.”

Dave waved cheerfully to Gorblox 9. “Thanks for the help! And good luck...oozing, I guess?”

Gorblox 9 shimmered, oozed, and then shimmered some more. “Come again soon. Or don’t. Statistically, it’s about even.”

The three stepped out into the dimly lit alley, the holographic sign still flickering enthusiastically above them. In its spasmodic glow, the words “NO HIDDEN FEES! (Probably)” winked in and out of existence with a level of confidence that was downright suspicious.

Marcus rubbed his hands together. “See? Easy. New ship, fresh start.” He turned to Sara with a grin. “What’s the worst that could happen?”

She sighed, glancing back toward the office where the contract lay quietly updating itself. “We’re going to find out, aren’t we?”

“Oh, absolutely,” Dave chirped. “I mean, statistically speaking.”

And with that, they strode off down the rust-stained corridor, blissfully unaware that somewhere, a goat was being prepared for transit.
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Chapter 2 - The “New” Ship (That Smells Like Old Feet)
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The Stellar Platypus sat in Hangar 13B with all the grace of a drunken space whale. Its hull sported a colour scheme that might have once been called “cosmic grey” but had since faded to a splotchy mishmash of grime and optimism. A faded decal on the side read “Cargo With Class!”—a sentiment not shared by anyone who looked at the ship.

Sara stopped at the bottom of the boarding ramp, giving the vessel a sceptical once-over. “This is it?”

Marcus, still riding high on his own enthusiasm, bounded up the ramp with the energy of a kid who hadn’t yet noticed the suspicious stain on his new toy. “This is it! Look at her—solid, dependable, and...” He sniffed the air cautiously. “...aromatic.”

Sara followed, nose wrinkling. “It smells like a gym bag full of sadness.”

Dave jogged up, beaming as usual. “At least it’s not on fire. That’s an improvement.” He ducked inside, his footsteps echoing off the metal floor.

The interior was a monument to mismatched design choices. The cockpit boasted three seats, none of which seemed designed for the same species, let alone the same model of ship. One was plush with embroidered flowers, one was moulded from some uncomfortable green resin, and the third looked suspiciously like a repurposed lawn chair, complete with rusty metal armrests.

Sara inspected the ceiling, squinting at a sprawling brown stain that seemed to be reproducing like an aggressive species of fungus. “What even is that?”

Marcus leaned in, squinting. “Possibly coffee? Or a very ambitious mould.” He turned his attention to the console, where an antiquated coffee machine sat proudly bolted to the dashboard. “Hey, look! Self-cleaning coffee unit. This is practically luxury.”

Sara shot him a look. “Luxury doesn’t smell like old feet.”

“Your standards are too high,” Marcus replied, poking the machine experimentally. It hissed like an angry cat and dripped something that could be considered coffee if one was feeling generous.

Dave, meanwhile, ducked under the control panel and came up triumphantly holding a slightly damp captain’s hat, complete with a dubious feather. “Look! Found it! I’m officially the captain now.”

Sara eyed the hat with caution. “Dave, that looks like it’s growing its own ecosystem.”

“Captain Fungus at your service,” Dave replied, plopping it on his head.

As if in response, the ship suddenly hummed to life. The control panel flickered, displaying a cheerful message:

“WELCOME ABOARD, VALUED RENTERS!”

Marcus gave a thumbs-up. “See? Even the ship’s happy to see us.”

The lights flickered ominously, and a voice that was entirely too chipper for the circumstances rang out from the speakers. “Greetings! I am J.E.E.V.E.S. 7000, your onboard AI and Customer Compliance Coordinator. Please be advised that failure to comply with contractual obligations will result in immediate ship repossession and/or quantum legal action! Have a fantastic day!”

Sara blinked. “Wait. What?”

Marcus gave the console a reassuring pat. “That’s just standard rental jargon. They always throw in those warnings to sound official.”

“Your optimism is exhausting,” Sara replied, already reaching for the contract with a sense of impending doom.

J.E.E.V.E.S. continued unabated, his tone disturbingly upbeat. “Please enjoy your time aboard The Stellar Platypus. By Intergalactic Rental Agreement Code 7.3.9.1, please avoid the following prohibited activities: proximity to gas giants, inter-dimensional cheese trafficking, and hosting an interstellar dinner party involving goats.”

Marcus frowned. “Dinner party with what now?”

“Did you even read the contract?” Sara demanded, eyes narrowing.

Marcus shrugged. “There was a lot of text. It’s not like we plan on having a goat party.”

“I don’t plan on accidentally committing contract fraud either,” Sara shot back.

Dave, oblivious to the rising tension, was digging through a side compartment. “Do you think there’s a snack drawer? Ships like these usually have one. Maybe with those weirdly addictive alien chips.”
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