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Now I fully admit there are some things that you just don’t do in The Great Human Empire. Normally these things include you don’t try to attack the Empire, you don’t break any laws and you don’t use The Emperor’s name in vain. I can easily follow all of those things and social norms, but it just happens that there is one thing that I cannot resist whatsoever.

I cannot resist breaking into areas of space that have massive Off Limits signs and labels on maps. 

I don’t know what I like about them so much. It could be that I could be killed for trespassing, I could see monsters or brand-new technology. I simply don’t know why but I love to break into restricted areas of space.

You see I, Captain Naomi Briggs, was sitting on my massive black fold-up chair with its smooth plastic arms, horribly rough textured back and the constant sound of creaking echoed off the smooth grey walls of my cockpit. 

The sound wasn’t because I was fat or overweight and the chair was about to snap, it’s just that the chair was so old and I didn’t have enough money to get a proper command chair for my orange blade-like shuttle that it was the best I could possibly do.

Of course, I never allowed hot men to come into my cockpit because, well, as soon as they saw the fold-up command chair they would probably laugh and run away. I didn’t want that, and I didn’t have enough money to buy a command chair, but I did have enough money to give a hot man a good time.

Anyway, sorry about going off on my tangent, I really did love my cockpit because it was small, homey and I always had the wonderful scents of lemons, limes and grapefruit in the air, but I have to mention that I think my odour machine was slightly off today because I could barely smell the limes over the overwhelming hints of lemon. Thank The Emperor I love lemons.

Yet I will admit the cockpit did smell strange today because I had recently picked up a bunch of massive carrots from a nearby space station a few weeks ago, and I had finally prepared them for my lunch.

So as the massive carrots leant against the walls of my blade-like ship, they were giving off a rather intense carrot aroma. Not that I actually minded it too much.

But my favourite thing about my cockpit has to be the bomb-proof floor-to-ceiling windows that allowed me to look at the sheer beauty of space without anything stopping me. 

I wasn’t exactly sure why this area of space was off-limits because it wasn’t exactly beautiful, populated or even had that many planets.

There were about six orange, blue and pink planets that seemed to spin slowly around a dying sun that pulsed brightly every minute or two before growing cold and even turning an icy blue for a while.

It was a strange system I’ll give you that.

But I wasn’t getting any sense of danger, and even the six planets didn’t look too scary. There were no space stations, other Empire ships in the area or anything to even suggest why this area was off-limits. Which meant I had most probably stepped into a massive shitstorm sooner or later because believe me, the Empire does not do anything by half-measures.

I have been in some proper bad areas of space that should have been off-limits to the non-military members of the Empire, but oh no, the Empire didn’t deem it deadly enough for us. So it isn’t off-limits.

So why was this area?

After a few more moments of gliding through the icy coldness of space, a large array of blue holograms popped up in front of me and my chair creaked as I leant closer (damn thing) and I noticed that my blade-like ship was noticing something coming towards me.

I quickly checked to see who the owner was, because if it was an Empire ship then I would just play the stupid blond card and go away, maybe even do the man or woman interrogating me for a quick thrill, but that wasn’t going to work this time.

Because the ship approaching me wasn’t human.

I started to turn the ship around and my stomach both filled with butterflies because it would be amazing to meet some more aliens, but my entire body tensed up. 

Now I’ve been kicking around long enough to know that my body was a good measure of how big of a shitstorm I was in, and listening to my body had helped me a damn slight more than I care to admit.

And right now, my body was telling me I was in for the shitstorm of my little life and that both really excited me and terrified me.

But the time my little ship finished turning (I seriously had to repair those thrusters at some point), I managed to see the massive spaceship heading towards me, and well, it wasn’t exactly the shape I was expecting.

It was in the shape of a rabbit hutch.

Thankfully I used to date an extremely hot man that studied history from Old Earth, and me and him had a lot of late conversations about why the hell early humans were obsessed with rabbits and keeping them in special houses.

I just looked at the massive box of a spaceship come towards me with its brown metal outside, water bottle on the left-hand side of it and metal wire covering the right-hand side of it. It looked identical to the massive rabbit hutches I had seen in history books.

I still think the early humans worshipped them as Gods and Goddesses but other stupid people believed that they kept them as pets, but that’s clearly wrong.

I had no idea what on Earth to do as the rabbit hutch came towards me and then I realised one of my holograms was flicking.

The Rabbit Hutch was trying to contact me.

And me being me did exactly what every sane person would do. I answered it.

“Carrot 1, do you read us?” a strange voice asked. It sounded perfectly normal but there were a lot of clicks in-between each word like the long rabbit teeth were making it hard to sound human.

Oh great, I was probably talking to fucking rabbits. That would be just my luck, wouldn’t it?

“Hello?” I asked.

“Carrot is alive. Carrot must be secured. Don’t worry Carrot 1 we are coming,” the speaker said before the line was cut.

I’ve had a lot of conversations in my time but that just might, just might be the strangest one I’ve ever had. And who the hell was Carrot One?

Then it quickly dawned on me that I was going through a solar system filled with Rabbit Hutch spaceships, presumably rabbit creatures all with a massive orange blade-like shuttle.

They probably thought I was food.

Thankfully I looked back at the Rabbit Hutch ship in front of me and nothing was happening, but just in case I did activate my anti-teleportation and weapon shields just to make it a little harder for them.

Red flashing lights exploded on.

I checked my holograms. The bastards had shattered my shields. 

An explosion ripped behind me.

I just rolled my eyes. There must have been something in the massive grey corridor behind the cockpit. 

Then all I heard was the massive, deafening clicking of rabbits chattering their teeth together.

My entire body tensed again. I had no idea how the rabbits had gotten aboard but I really was in a shitstorm now.

I quickly activated my locater beacon in case any Empire forces were nearby. 

Rabbit claws smashed into the thick metal door of the cockpit. The bastards were trying to break in.

I leapt off my fold-up chair. I dashed over to one of the walls and grabbed my pistol and assault rifle that I always kept there.

I attached the pistol to my side and aimed the assault rifle at the thick metal door in front of me.

It shattered. 

No shards shot out. No wreckage was created. Because all I saw was the little chunks of metal that had been my door was now going down the throats of little cute white bunnies.

The bunnies were so cute with their big floppy ears, snowy white fur that looked so soft and wonderful and lustrous and their massive cute eyes.

They were adorable.

“Kill her!” they all shouted as one. Their eyes turned red.

I fired.

Bullets screaming into the air.

Bullets shattered bunnies.

Bunny bodies exploded. 

The bunnies jumped on me.

Nipping into my flesh.

I screamed. I panicked.

The bunnies ate my rifle.

Then
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