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I’ll be the very first to admit that in the Great Human Empire, I am known for some crazy shit. I am known for breaking into Off-Limit areas of space, being attacked by weird aliens and I am very well known for my love of freebies.

But I will also admit that after this particular incident involving crocodiles, doughnuts and coffee, I am not very interested in freebies. Actually, that’s a complete utter lie, I’m just not quite as desperate for good old freebies as I once was.

You see my name is Captain Naomi Briggs, and no before you ask, I am not some Empire Army captain, I am simply the captain of my amazing orange blade-like shuttle that glides gently through space, and I stop off at different locations to resupply, rearm and have some passionate sex with whatever man or woman I care to. When it comes to sex I am so not that fussy.

Anyway, sorry about the minor tangent, but you see today I actually wasn’t traveling towards a particular Off-Limits area of space, and I wasn’t going to break any Empire Laws, I was simply gliding through the icy cold void of space as I sat in my little boxroom of a cockpit and I was focusing on my smooth grey walls.

I was currently debating whether I should paint them or not. Personally I am leaning towards a rather nice orange to match the outside of my shuttle, but considering I was once attacked by alien rabbits (yes that did actually happen) I wasn’t too sure on that idea. 

And I also had the massive problem of trying to decide on the new smell I wanted for the shuttle. My personal go-to is always the amazing scents of lemons, limes and grapefruit because I just love the smell, flat out love it. But I’m trying to be more modern so I currently had my enviro-systems adding the pleasurable smell of roasted pecans, rosemary and peanuts into the air.

It was amazing but was it really as good as lemons, limes and grapefruit? Now that was a tough question.

So as I couldn’t decide I simply turned around on my little black fold-up command chair. 

And yes, I’m sure if you’re a snobby Empire Army captain or commander or whatever other idiot controls entire warships then you’re smiling or laughing at me. Because oh no, poor little Miss Briggs cannot afford a nice metal command chair or throne, but I tell you what buster, my fold-up chair is amazing.

And it is actually all I can afford at the moment.

I was just staring out of my massive and wonderful floor-to-ceiling windows out into the beauty of space as I was passing twenty planets in all their different shades of blues, greens and purples as I glided through the current solar system I was visiting.

There was only one planet in the entire system, a little blue ocean planet with a few Empire Research bases scattered on it, that was used by the Empire so there wasn’t any traffic or any other shuttles to crash into. 

That was something I was rather happy about.

So as my little shuttle continued gliding through the system, I was focused on a very beautiful purple planet thousands of miles from me. The planet was stunning with its constant swirls, twirls and whirls of bright purple gas that looked to be wrapping itself about the planet.

It was a stunner.

I was definitely going to have to take some recordings of it for my personal collections when I was closer on my way to a space station another system over that was apparently in the shape of a snake.

Don’t ask me why someone would design a space station in the shape of a snake. All I know is that I want to go there because that space station is offering free engine cleaning services to whoever shows up.

And before you ask, of course I know there’s a catch, but you don’t get to live as long as I have traveling system to system alone (or with a few friends) if you don’t carry shit loads of firepower to protect yourself.

If whoever was on that station tried anything I would blow them up to kingdom Come and throw their charred corpse out through my airlock. 

Simple.

A row of blue holograms appeared in front of me and I just frowned because my little shuttle only revealed the holograms for the ship when I wanted them to (I didn’t want them right now) or when I was about to enter a little shitstorm. 

Or because I’m me, I only ever seen to enter massive shitstorms.

I looked at the little holograms in front of me and this wasn’t good. Apparently, there were two ships traveling towards me, I couldn’t make out the shape of them so I ordered my very slow thrusters to start turning.

That was something else I was determined to fix on this trip. I had to get some bloody new thrusters.

I was rather glad that these two ships coming at me didn’t seem to be that dangerous either because if they were. Then I would already be very dead and I probably wouldn’t have even known what had hit me.

A blue hologram started flashing and I cursed. Something was trying to get a lock on my location for a teleportation tunnel.

Someone wanted to teleport aboard my ship without even asking. How rude.

I start swiping at some holograms and activated my newly upgraded anti-teleportation system. 

A red flashing light appeared. Something had locked onto my ship.

Damn it. I knew the moment I blew that guy in exchange for the upgraded system it was going to fail. Damn my horniness.

Another red flashing light appeared.

Then everything on my ship went silent for a moment as the power deactivated and then reactivated and the thick metal door to my cockpit opened. And my mouth simply dropped.

Standing right in front of me was a massive crocodile standing perfectly straight, smiling at me and showing off all his little dagger-like teeth as he flexed his awful looking thick green scales.

“What’s up Missy?” the Croc said. “How you doing bro?”

I just stood there. What could I say?

“Don’t be ashamed bro. Lots of peeps react badly to me presence. I say ya Empire scientist very clever and translated me language or yours,”

I wanted to say something but I really doubted my head and my mouth were working or even connected at the moment. 

I was standing in front of a talking crocodile. I don’t do drugs so don’t you dare suggest that and again, I was standing in front of a crocodile. What the fuck?

“Come on bro talk to me,” the Croc said. “You wanna talk about the system, sports or who I am,”

I slowly managed to nod and then my mouth thankfully felt like it would start working.

“Who the fuck are you?” I asked, diplomatic as always.

“Chill out bro,” the Croc said waving its little arms about. “I’m a Croco creature from that big-ass purple planet, you Empire peeps are studying us and we agreed as long as you help us,”

“Okay,” I said clicking my fingers and thankfully my delightful food synthesisers in the cockpit were activating and making me a massive mug of coffee. “Do you want a drink?”

“Na bro. “Do you have a protein shake or bar? Me and my bros are trying to bulk for the season,”

I smiled even though by now and with everything that had happened to me in my life, like me getting attacked by bunnies, I was chill with this myself.

I think when you just get to a certain age, a certain position in life, I just think you stop giving a shit about every single little weird thing that happens.

And hey, what’s a talking crocodile really going to do to me?

“Sure,” I said. “Ship, create three protein bars for our good friend,”

A moment later the Croc had three protein bars in his little arms and he was laughing in delight.

“This is very cool bruh,” he said. 

Then I quickly realised he had said something very concerning and my entire body tensed up, my stomach tightened and my shoulders basically seized up. And if experience was anything to go by this was my body telling me shit was about to go down.

“You said the Empire was helping you with something,” I said. “What?”

The Croc laughed and it was almost musical something I really didn’t expect from the creature.

“Oh yea, course Bruh. Me and my homies are being attacked by the Doughnuts,” he said. “They attack en-mass our ships transporting goods back to our homeworld,”

Then everything clicked. “You weren’t coming aboard my ship to be nice. You were on your way back to your homeworld, the purple planet, and you wanted to check me out,”

The Croc looked around my cockpit. “You ain’t hiding doughnuts are you love?”

I just nodded. “Of course not,”

“Oh Bruh,” he said. “I was hoping to kill some of da enemy before they striked,”

Red flashing lights exploded on overhead. This really wasn’t what I needed but at least now my synthesisers had ever so kindly placed my massive mug of coffee next to my foldup command chair.

I looked back at my holograms and shook my head. 

“Who’s trying to lock on to us now?” I asked the Croc.

He shrugged.

The warning lights got brighter.

“Tell me,” I demanded.

“The doughnuts. They’re coming,” he said.

I didn’t believe it.

Something exploded in space.

Alarms screamed overhead. Wreckage was smashing into my ship.

Then everything went perfectly still and silent but I just knew that the Croc had lost his ship and now whatever had destroyed it was looking at me and my little ship.

“Oh,” the Croc said looking behind me.

I looked straight out of the massive floor-to-ceiling windows and I just smiled out of the sheer stupidity of it as I was staring at a massive doughnut in front of me.

As far as I could tell the ship was made





















































[image: ]











d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





