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Crime never pays in the end. 

Charlie Collins was so happy as he sat inside his small grey blade-like space kayak as he pushed himself away from the immense blue platform, the size of most cities, as it served as the launching area for all the space kayaks in the area.

Charlie really enjoyed his space kayak. It was the exact same shape, size and colour as his great-grandmother’s kayak that she used to use on the immense lake on her home planet before it was boiled away by war, famine and disease. He knew she would have been so proud of him now for enjoying her favourite pastime.

The controls were smooth, Charlie liked the quiet vibration and humming sounds that filled the cockpit as the enviro-systems fought to keep the temperature at survivable levels, the engines working to make sure that the warm refreshing oxygen was pumped around the space kayak.

It was heaven.

Charlie just stared out over the beautiful solar system around him. Each of the ten planets in the system were mighty jewels against the sheer blackness of space. There were immense red giants, tiny blue planets and shiny purple planets just shining.

They were so beautiful and that was before Charlie noted the amazing blade-like warships of the Empire Army as they zoomed through the far side of the system probably wanting to refuel before they travelled back into the various warzones of the Empire.

He just hoped whatever battles they were fighting that they won with tiny casualties. 

Other immense blue, green and violet space shuttles glided through space in the distance, that looked like stingrays, as the pleasure cruisers of the rich and powerful explored the solar system and wider galaxy.

Charlie was a little jealous that he didn’t have that sort of money to waste on such nonsense but a pleasure cruiser would be nice.

Charlie still couldn’t get over the immense scariness of space as he paddled forward a little with his warm metal oar. He still couldn’t believe that he was actually floating in the middle of space, a small metal light against the endless darkness and he was okay.

He was alive and that really excited him.

He paddled around a little bit so he could see the immense metal platform that had a number of large metal domes on it too. The domes housed accommodation, spaceports and cafes and bars for space athletes to enjoy and Charlie couldn’t deny that he loved the Great Human Empire.

It was such an amazing place.

He knew that the domes might have looked like solid metal but they were actually made with fine glass that was protected with extra shielding, and Charlie had to admit that the views were stunningly beautiful.

Charlie smiled as a group of young teenagers paddled past him, just zooming along through space as they laughed, smiled and pretended to splash each other. he was amazed that the splashing actually made the other kayaks shake a little.

The young teenagers were all wearing the latest holo-fashion with sparkling additions of red, blue and green highlights that made them so young and happy. Charlie hoped they were enjoying themselves.

There might not have been a lot of opportunities in this solar system for young people besides the Empire Army but Charlie still wanted them to be happy.

It was all so realistic, perfect and wonderful that Charlie was determined never ever to stop kayaking if he could. He would pay the money each week to come and get away from the hell of his job in the Planetary government below.

Charlie couldn’t deny that he had stolen some files, some banking information and more to sell so he could live a good life unlike so many on the planet below.

Most people were homeless, starving and struggling to live so Charlie had donated some money to different charities over the past few weeks so he could hopefully help out. But today he just needed a break so he had come space kayaking. 

Charlie clicked a hologram next to him and smiled as he checked the enviro-systems. All of them were perfect except one.

Charlie shook his head as the sweet aroma of tomatoes, basil and rich creamy cheese sauce filled the air. As wonderful as the smell was he knew the kayak wasn’t meant to smell like that.

If anything it was meant to smell of seawater, seawater and salt. But he hadn’t smelt that for ages.

A single system flashed on the hologram and Charlie just frowned. It was the magnetic field generator that protected the kayak against the solar wind coming from the nearby star.

He had recently attended a lecture on space weather and how all the electrons pouring off the sun was thrown into space at a million miles an hour and it had the power to destroy things, damage infrastructure and actually kill people if they got caught.

The weaker the magnetic field the more and more electrons got through.

The magnetic field of the kayak was on 50%. Charlie knew it wasn’t deadly yet, he could easily swim back to the dock and get it fixed. He just needed to-

Three massive kayaks smashed into him from behind. 

Charlie’s kayak flew forwards drifting off into space.

“Sorry,” the young teenagers shouted over the kayak’s intercoms.

Charlie just shook his head as the smashing had thrown him another mile from the dock and his magnetic field was down to 30%.

Charlie typed in the emergency code on the kayak’s communication relay. 

It didn’t work.

Charlie tried again and again but the system wasn’t working and no one was picking up or no one could hear him.

He was stuck out alone and unless he somehow managed to get out to the dock in time there was a very real risk the electrons and radiation coming off the sun would kill him.

Charlie paddled around a little bit so he was facing the dock and he started paddling. He had to get back to the dock before he was doomed.

He paddled quicker and quicker but he realised the solar wind was starting to impact him. 

The kayaking shouldn’t have been impacted by a current, solar wind or anything. There were limits on how realistic the makers of space kayak wanted it to be.

Charlie hated how he was slowly getting moved further and further out away from the dock. All because the solar wind was taking him along with the magnetic field failing more and more with each passing moment.

“Damn this all to hell,” Charlie said hating how he was alone and no one could help him.

Charlie had seen a couple of cute women lifeguards on the docking area when he had launched and they were watching the various kayaks in space. So maybe he could get their attention.

He grabbed one end of his kayak’s oar and he waved it up and down like it was a mere extension of his arm.

He did it for as long as he could but his arms got tired and he just had to put the oar down. 

Charlie hated how none of the other kayaks or vehicles or space shuttles moving about the dock were even starting to change course and come towards him.

He was trapped. 

“Critical levels,” the kayak said.

Charlie shook his head because it was so dumb that the stupid kayak could talk about critical levels but it couldn’t talk to the docking area to get him help, or could it?

“Kayak report to docking area,” Charlie said.

The Kayak did nothing.

Charlie looked down in between his legs and was glad there was a small green access panel that might allow him to get to the enviro-systems. It was standard building code in the event of an emergency but he had a doubt about it.

Charlie opened the access panel and was so glad that he was right. 

He just stared down at a little floating grey orb that, if his father’s engineering career had been right, was what controlled the magnetic field around the spacecraft.

Yet Charlie knew the orb wasn’t meant to be grey, it was meant to be baby blue with a faint glow that made a person want to touch it despite how dangerous it could be.

Charlie was glad he wasn’t wearing any watches or anything magnetic as he poked the orb and realised it had been damaged from years upon years of use.

“Brand-new kayak my arse,” Charlie said. 

He had no idea how this sort of technology worked but he did do a few modules at university about magnetics, space travel and the theory behind how it all worked. Granted that was a good few decades ago, Charlie really hoped he was going to be able to remember it.

He knew that to make something magnetic all the domains inside a metal needed to be aligned and perfectly straight, he just didn’t know how that was going to help him.

Charlie noticed that the hologram was coming out of a standard metal holo-plate that contained metal.

Charlie smashed it with his fist and managed to crack off some of the rusted aluminium from the casing. Then he started to stroke the metal across the orb.

He really wanted to magnetise it. 

Charlie guessed that if he could get enough extra metal magnetised then there was a chance it would temporarily, at least, reinforce the magnetic field of the space kayak.

Hopefully enough so he could paddle back to the dock. 

A few minutes later the piece of aluminium flew out of his hand and into the orb. Charlie just grinned as everything was hopefully working but because he had destroyed the hologram. He had no idea if the magnetic field was improving or not.

No idea at all.

He had to get a lot more metal out of the holo-plate and the wires inside and just hope beyond hope that his plan was working. 
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About four hours later, Charlie felt so damn happy with himself as he paddled towards the docking area as fast as his aching muscles could carry him. He had spent so long aligning the domains in the metal, making sure the orb stuck together and slowly paddling towards the docking area before the solar wind seemed
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