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​Introduction: The Burrow Under the Hill
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Forget everything you think you know about bunnies.

You probably think they spend all day twitching their pink noses and nibbling on clover in the sunshine. You think they are soft, quiet, and maybe a little bit sleepy.

You couldn't be more wrong.

Deep beneath the roots of the Great Oak Tree, past the muddy tunnels where the common field mice live, lies a place of steel, glass, and glowing green lights. This is the Bunny Guard Academy. It is the most secret, most high-tech headquarters in the entire forest.

In the Command Center, dozens of rabbits wearing sleek, black vests sit at glowing computer monitors. Their long ears are fitted with tiny silver headsets. Instead of "thumping" for fun, they use their powerful back legs to power the treadmills that keep the base’s electricity running.

On the main screen, a digital map of the suburbs flickers. It shows every backyard, every fence, and—most importantly—every "Danger Zone." Red blinking dots mark the locations of sleeping bulldogs and grumpy tabby cats.

To the left of the monitors is the Gadget Lab. This is where the world’s smartest hares work around the clock. They don’t make toys; they make tools for the Field Agents.


●  They create Invisi-Fur Spray that makes a rabbit look exactly like a pile of leaves.

●  They build Carrot-Cables—high-strength orange ropes used for rappelling down tall bookshelves.

●  And, of course, they pack the Tactical Eggs. These aren't for eating. Some are filled with thick purple smoke, others with slippery oil, and the most powerful ones are packed with "Mega-Glitter" to blind a predator for just long enough to make a getaway.


Being a member of the Bunny Guard Academy is the highest honor a forest animal can achieve. It means you are fast. It means you are brave. It means you can deliver a basket of treats into a house guarded by a feline monster without making a single sound.

But for a young recruit named Pip, the Academy felt very, very big. And Pip felt very, very small.
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​Chapter 1: The Smallest Recruit
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The training floor of the Academy was a whirlwind of fur and dust. Pip stood at the edge of the "Obstacle Course of Doom," trying his best to look like a hero. The problem was, his tactical vest was so large it kept slipping down, making him look more like a turtle than a rabbit.

"Recruit 402! Front and center!"

Pip hopped forward, or tried to. Every time he moved, his oversized gear rattled like a kitchen drawer full of spoons. He stopped in front of Commander Cabbage, whose whiskers were as stiff as wire.

"Pip," the Commander grumbled, looking down at his clipboard. "You’ve passed the Stealth Test. You’ve passed the Carrot-Crumble Navigation. But today is the final test: The Full-Gear Sprint."

The Commander gestured to a pile of equipment on the bench. "Gear up."

Pip took a deep breath. He reached for the Standard Issue Field Pack. It was designed for a Jackrabbit, and Pip was a Pygmy Rabbit—the smallest breed in the forest. He hoisted the pack onto his back. Oof. He felt like he was carrying a bowling ball.

Next came the Night-Vision Goggles. When Pip pulled them over his head, they were so heavy his ears flopped forward, covering his eyes.

"I... I can't see, sir," Pip’s muffled voice came from beneath the goggles.

"A Bunny Guard uses his whiskers when his eyes fail!" the Commander shouted, though he sounded a little bit like he was trying not to laugh.

Pip pushed the goggles up with a shaky paw. Last was the Utility Belt. It was loaded with three heavy Tactical Eggs: a Smoke-Bomb, a Scent-Masker, and a Bubble-Trap. As soon as Pip buckled the belt, his middle sagged. His belly was practically touching the floor.

"The course is simple," the Commander announced, pointing to a giant wooden wall. "Scale the fence, crawl through the 'Squeaky Toy Tunnels,' and cross the 'Kitchen Tile Ice-Rink' without falling. If you can’t carry the gear, you can’t carry the mission."

The whistle blew. SHRILL!

Pip took off. Well, he tried to. Instead of his usual lightning-fast hop, he did a sort of heavy-duty waddle. Clank-clank-thud. Clank-clank-thud.

He reached the wooden wall and fired his Carrot-Cable. Zip! The suction cup hit the top of the wall. Pip grabbed the rope and pulled. Usually, Pip could climb a tree in three seconds. But with the extra weight, he just dangled there, spinning slowly in circles.

"My belt is stuck!" Pip squealed as his Smoke-Bomb egg caught on a splinter.

Below him, the other recruits—big, muscular rabbits with names like 'Thumper' and 'Turbo'—shook their heads.

"He's too fluffy for the field," Turbo whispered.

Pip gritted his teeth. He didn't want to be a "snack" for a cat, and he didn't want to stay in the Burrow cleaning carrot peelers forever. He gave a mighty kick with his powerful back legs, unhooking his belt and tumbling over the top of the wall.

He landed with a loud THUMP on the other side.

"Time!" the Commander called out.

Pip looked at the clock. He was three minutes late. He slumped, his long ears dragging in the training dust. He had the heart of a lion, but he was trapped in the body of a marshmallow.

"Go wash up, Pip," the Commander said quietly. "We'll discuss your placement in the morning."

Pip headed for the showers, his heavy gear dragging behind him. He didn't see the Commander looking at the muddy footprints Pip had left behind—they were the smallest, quietest tracks in the entire Academy.
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Chapter 2: Assignment: Sector 7
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The next morning, the Academy was buzzing with a nervous energy that felt like static electricity in Pip’s fur. It was Assignment Day. In the Great Hall, a massive digital screen displayed a list of names and their designated "Drop Zones."

Pip sat at the very back, trying to hide behind a tall fern. He watched as the bigger rabbits received their orders. "Turbo! Sector 1: The Vegetable Garden!" "Thumper! Sector 4: The Greenhouse!"

One by one, the names vanished until only one remained. Pip’s heart did a somersault.

"Recruit 402," the Commander’s voice boomed over the speakers. "Report to the War Room."

The War Room was a small, circular chamber lit by a single, high-intensity lamp over a metal table. Commander Cabbage was standing there, staring at a satellite photo of a suburban backyard. It looked like a fortress. There was a tall cedar fence, a row of thorny rosebushes, and a giant, sleeping shape on the porch.

"Pip," the Commander said without looking up. "The Council thinks you aren't ready. They think you're too small to carry the heavy-duty gear required for a Tier-1 delivery."

Pip’s ears drooped. "I know, sir. I’m sorry about the training course. The goggles... they’re just really big."

"Forget the goggles," Cabbage snapped, finally turning around. A small, clever glint shone in his eye. "I watched the security footage from yesterday. Do you know what I saw? I saw a rabbit who fell, got stuck, and was laughed at—but he didn't quit. And more importantly, I saw that even with ten pounds of gear, your pawprints were so light the sensors barely picked them up."

The Commander tapped the satellite photo. "This is The Smith Household. It’s located in the heart of Sector 7. It’s the most difficult house on the map this year."

Pip leaned in. "Why, sir?"

"Two reasons," Cabbage said, holding up two fingers. "First, the Smith children are 'Light Sleepers.' If they hear a single thump, the mission is blown. Second... the cat. They call him Claw-Foot. He’s a twenty-pound orange tabby who thinks he’s a tiger. He has caught every squirrel, bird, and bunny that has ever stepped paw on that lawn."

Pip felt a chill run down his fluffy spine. "And... you want me to go there?"

"The bigger rabbits are too heavy. They make the floorboards creak. They’re too easy for a cat to spot," the Commander explained. He pushed a small, glowing chip across the table. "You’re small, Pip. You’re quiet. And quite frankly, you’re the only one fast enough to squeeze into the places Claw-Foot can't reach."

Pip reached out and took the chip. It was his official Mission Key.

"Your mission is a 'Midnight Basket Drop,'" the Commander said, his voice dropping to a serious whisper. "Deliver the goods to the living room rug. Avoid the cat. Do not wake the humans. If you succeed, you’ll be the youngest Field Guard in history. If you fail..."

"I won't fail," Pip said, his voice trembling only a little bit. He stood as tall as he could. "I’ll get the job done."

"Get to the Armory," the Commander ordered. "You leave at sundown."

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





