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No fuel. No power. No environmental systems.

Well, this was a massive clusterfuck if there was ever was one, and I mean I have been in some serious scraps at times. From me escaping Justices before they killed me for crimes I didn’t commit, me having to escape from brainwashing camps because the so-called Rex didn’t believe I was worshipping him enough and me having to stitch up my infected laser wounds from stupid Imperial Soldiers shooting at me.

I was very well known to pain, agony and annoying people unfortunately.

But even I have to admit that this might actually be my final trip in the Imperium because I sit on the icy cold black metal floor of my bridge, just a posh name for a small circular disc on top of my circular shuttle with a few ugly grey consoles and a broken metal throne on it. That throne was meant to be where I commanded the shuttle from but it was broken.

So the controls were broken.

Three bright flashes lit up the void in the distance.

I’d been on this damn shuttle for days now, cruising past bright fiery white stars that shone like mocking beacons of hope as my misery only grew, and now I was well and truly fucked.

I was nothing more than a mere floating shard of metal flying through the pitch darkness of space without any planets, help or humans nearby.

Part of me wondered if I actually would have liked some company, I hated the idea of dying alone and forgotten but I suppose that’s just my large human ego that pops up from time to time. And true to behold, having other people here might just get me killed, so I had to be alone.

The silence of the shuttle was deafening and I seriously wasn’t a fan of the silence. For the past few months I had been listening to the constant hum, pop and bang of various systems keeping the shuttle working perfectly, so the silence was just creepy.

Even the air was strange now with its delightfully sweet aromas of basil, tomatoes and garlic from my dinners being replaced with burnt oil and burnt flesh. I really didn’t want to know what on Earth had been cooked in the engines.

Three huge flashes appeared at the corner of my eye.

My engines were completely dead, my environmental systems weren’t recycling oxygen anymore and even the emergency power of the ship wasn’t working.

Thankfully I somehow had some anti-gravity left over but even that seemed to be failing slowly so I was seriously running out of time to somehow get rescued. Or I would die.

I supposed I could have called in Imperial Rescue but even though they pretended to be an independent organisation from the Rex and his Imperial Government, everyone knew they were working for him directly. As soon as I notified them, they would send warships to my location and I would be slaughtered.

You might be wondering what I possibly could have done to piss off the Imperium so much? 

And I will most certainly tell you my good man (or woman), I simply questioned the Imperium. You see ever since humanity crawled out of the oceans, developed limbs to become apes and then evolve into humans, they have always learnt.

I wanted to learn about the wider galaxy so I studied astrophysics at the University of Earth, one of the top universities in the Imperium but it was also one of the most censored by the Rex.

A lot of my classmates didn’t realise that whilst our lectures, assignments and textbooks were long, they were very skilfully crafted to make us seem like we were learning tons but we actually weren’t. We weren’t being taught anything that the Rex perceived to be forbidden knowledge and the Rex loved people to believe that all knowledge was bad knowledge.

In reality if humanity was dumb then it made them a lot more compliant with whatever he wanted to do.

So I setup out to learn more about the galaxy, the Rex found out and now he was hunting me because I had learnt more about the galaxy in two weeks than I had learnt in four years of my undergraduate degree. That was how controlling the Rex was.

A flash appeared outside.

I stood up and forced my breathing to remain level as I was very conscious about the lack of oxygen in the bridge and I didn’t dare waste a single gram of it. I really wanted to be saved but this was a very dodgy part of the Imperium.

I peered out into the pitch darkness of space and whilst there were no planets nearby I did notice a large black cube outside.

The cube itself was pitch black, perfectly smooth and about the size of a human’s head. I could only see it because of the reflection off a distant star.

I wanted to reach out and touch it but I couldn’t because of my bridge’s windows and I knew it was most probably dangerous.

One cube became three cubes.

I had backed away from the windows and I just shook my head in disbelief. I had no idea where the other two cubes came from but this was serious now.

Metal cubes didn’t just appear out of nowhere and given how I was still in the Imperium I was willing to bet that these were sensory drones belonging to pirates, aliens or the Imperium.

Pirates would simply smash up my ship and make me a slave. The foul alien Keres would probably savage my ship and use their corrupting magic to turn me into a mindless drone for them. The Imperium would simply kill me.

I was screwed whatever happened. 

I felt a wave pass through me and the black cubes started to slowly tap on the glass. 

Shit. This was exactly what I didn’t want. These cubes had to be testing how to get to me and then kill me.

I looked around the bridge and thankfully I had stolen two brand-new environmental suits from the last owners of this shuttle so I went over to the back of the bridge.

I slowly removed a large grey panel in the smooth walls and I smiled at the two bright red environmental suits. A loud high-pitched buzz echoed around me making me jump.

The black cubes were glowing red at me and I couldn’t help but feel like the cubes were trying to warn me against putting on the suit.

To hell with them. They were going to kill me anyway so I might as well make the job a little bit harder for them.

I took out the two suits and each one had a small metal backpack on them with all the oxygen recyclers and air filters inside so I decided to disconnect one backpack on one suit and connect it to the other suit. 

I had heard rumours of people using two backpacks before and it worked fine. Hell the suits were actually designed for three air-filtering backpacks but budget cuts made them reduce the number down to one.

The high-pitch scream got even louder and I stopped dead in my tracks. 

I heard the deafening sound of glass cracking around me.

I couldn’t waste any more time so I got the environmental suit on as quickly as possible and I activated the backpack.

Choking green gas filled my environment suit. I shut off the power but it was too late.

I ripped off my helmet and collapse to the ground as the choking green gas filtered out into the bridge and I felt my lungs burn in agony.

My vision blurred for a few moments and I seriously hated everything that was happening to me.

My eyes were so watery that I only heard the smashing of the windows but oddly enough no air rushed out and I wasn’t sucked out into space. 

I just sat there with my lungs burning up and I could have saw I felt icy cold liquid start to fill them. I had heard plenty of times about dry drowning and how toxic gas made the lungs drown themselves.

I just hadn’t ever wanted it to happen to me.

I rolled over onto my back and rolled my eyes as I watched the three little cubes hover around me like bees inspecting a new plant to devour but the sound was unreal. Each of the cubes were singing a soothing melody and relaxed me, made me happy and made me very, very sleepy.

I fought to stay awake and the crippling pain filled my senses was overwhelming and I didn’t want to fall asleep as my lungs filled with oxygen.

I coughed loudly enough to drown out the sweet
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