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Now believe in me, I might look like a pretty little flower with my wonderful long blond hair, smooth baby-face skin and thin-as-a-rake body, but I am not some kiddy to be messed with. Just asked my school bullies, my older brother and basically anyone who has ever tried to be horrible to little old me.

Thankfully I can easily pass for a child even though I’m 22, meaning I can easily drink my adults and illegal drinkers well under the table before last orders, so I do like to have a lot of fun mind you.

My name is Abigail Johnson, a rather respectable (if I do say so myself) woman from the Emperor-forsaken world of Junglius Primus, a massive world covered in lakes, jungles and Empire Army Fortresses, and on a minor travel note if you ever decide to come to our beloved planet definitely make sure you pack  Killer-bug spray, hook up with some Empire Army soldiers for an amazing night and just watch your back.

Criminals are everywhere.

Yet I must apologise because I am digressing, but I suppose that makes sense since superhuman traitors have started to invade the system, our worlds are burning and there is a massive evacuation on the way, but we all know us plebs aren’t going to be evacuated in time which was why I am being rather clever in my opinion.

And before you judge me for running away or being a coward. Please know I actually did try to get my older brothers and sisters and nob parents to come with me on my special plan but they refused.

See I’m not completely self-obsessed. I did try to save my family but nope, they trusted in the so-called God Emperor to save them.

At least I’ll hopefully be far away for when their world becomes a planet-sized grave. Because I am going to run away on a military transport.

I was standing behind a very cold and very thick oak tree in the immense forest of my local neighbourhood surrounded by other thick oaks with their roots bending and twisting up the brown hard soil. Large branches whacked each other in the cool breeze as the wind huffed and puffed as the chaos beyond the forest unfolded.

But I was a lot more interested in what was going on just over the hill in front of me because, all I could see was a large grey blade-like shuttle that I was seriously hoping beyond hope that was a transport out of this doomed world.

With the only sound in the forest being the branches hitting each other I was fairly sure that I was alone and safe and without a fellow human to stop me, so I carefully went down onto my knees and crawled forward towards the brow of the hill.

As I crawled I made sure to enjoy the cold rough sensations of the soil, the cool breeze against my cheeks and the itchy sensations coming from my chest after last night’s fun.

After a few moments I popped my head over the brow of the slight hill and just smiled, because right on the other side of the slightly steep hill was a very large blade-like shuttle that had to be a transport with Empire Army signatures and symbols covering the entire thing.

This was actually what I needed.

The transport was sitting there perfectly parked in a smallish clearing with thick oak trees lining the outside of the clearing, and there didn’t look to be a single soldier or guard or even an Arbiter (think scary killer police) walking around.

It was just like the Empire was asking for the transport to be stolen.

But I will confess the strangest thing about the shuttle was that thing exactly, all the soldiers I had slept with over the past year alone (and please don’t ask me the number I don’t remember) always mentioned how many guards and guard shifts they had to do whenever they were docked so why was this ship any different?

A massive explosion echoed around the forest. Columns of black smoke rose up veiling the sky in the distance.

Well I didn’t need any more encouragement than that to get my sorry ass moving.

I shot up and legged it towards the shuttle.

I tripped over as I ran down the steep slopes.

Rolling down until I hit my arm on one of the shuttle’s landing pads. Which in all fairness was nothing more than a thick rod of metal connected to a pistol and a square of metal that formed the feet.

This was clearly an older model of transport. Just my luck.

Pain radiated through my arm but now I had another problem because none of the landing ramps or ways to get into the shuttle were open. Just typical. 

I was about to start banging on the shuttle when I heard a loud humming sound followed by a whoosh and a bang, and at the very back of the transport a very large black ramp lowered down.

Out of instinct (and my own cowardice) I hid behind one of the landing pads and watched as a very humanoid-looking robot with grey metal casing and a very horrible face “walked” down and started inspecting the clearing.

Whilst the little robot was walking about doing Emperor knows what, I quietly went over to the landing ramp and was so relieved to see there was a sign above the ramp saying Minors Welcome.

I was so pleased because all I had to do was pretend to be a child and I would be safe, loved and protected against the evil invaders so I simply climbed aboard and was rather shocked at what I saw next.

The inside of the transport itself was nothing special, it was only a long metal tube-like construction but there were two rather long rows of metal chairs built into the walls with men and women sitting on them.

The men and women weren’t smiling, their faces were covered in grim and mud and dirt and I could see as plain as day that they all had good sized muscles under their grey uniforms. Maybe I could talk to some of the men after this.

Then it finally twigged.

I didn’t fucking read minors welcome. I fucking read miners welcome.

I wasn’t a miner and knowing the Empire Army these miners were going to be taken against their will to some forgettable mining world on a suicide mission.

I couldn’t have that.

So I did what all self-respecting young women do in times of crisis. I turned around and ran like a bat out of hell.

But my body slammed into the very friendly looking robot who was back from checking the clearing.

The robot grabbed me, picked me up and threw me into an empty metal chair that was icy cold let me tell you and a metal dog collar wrapped around my neck. The landing ramp and door closed behind the robot.

This stupid robot actually thought I was a miner.

Idiot.

Then the robot simply disappeared and I felt the horrible engines jerk, hum and vibrate as I presume the blade-like shuttle took off and started to zoom off into the icy depths of space.

“We could have told you not to come,” the man sitting next to me said.

I just shrugged. I would have liked to know why the hell they didn’t just tell me to run sooner or at all for that matter. But I was stuck here now.

“I guess you’re not a miner deary are you?” a middle-aged woman said opposite me.

I just glared at her, that was as clear as day, and now I was probably doomed to a life of damnation, hard work and doomed to die pounding on my rocks and not the type of pounding that I like to receive.

So I guess it was up to me to get us all out of here or at least myself because I wasn’t a miner, or just not the minor that was wanted.

“Are there forms of security there?” I asked.

Everyone shrugged and everyone sort of looked half asleep besides from the man and woman next to and opposite me.

They were both attractive people in their own sort of way now that I was actually focusing on them, they were probably my own hope of escaping to be honest. 

The man was very good-looking with his strong jawline, muscles and smooth youthful skin that just told me he was rather new to the mining life. 

Even the woman looked okay considering she was middle-aged and had probably worked the mines for over twenty years with her rough charred hands, blackened teeth and long stringy black hair.

In fact she sort of looked like a witch.

“Na girl,” the Witch said. I liked that name I was going to use it. “The dog collar is the only thing,”

At least the Witch was being helpful so all I needed to do was get the metal dog collar off my neck.

I touched the collar with my fingers and hated the icy coldness that was almost shot into my body but the collars weren’t meant to strangle us. I could still fit a finger between the collar and my neck.

The collar started to shrink.

Tightening around my neck.

My fingers were trapped between my collar and neck. I gagged for air.

I ripped out my fingers. The collar expanded again.

I coughed for air and the man next to me gently rubbed my shoulder and I really enjoyed his warmth against my shoulder, it was almost as good as the guy from last night.

Yet if he could reach my shoulder could he reach my collar and could I reach his?

So I asked him.

“Na you don’t wanna do that,” the Witch said. “You want to wait until we land,” 

I shook my head. “Name one time in history where that has ever worked. Waiting until we land and overpowering guards never works,”

The Witch shook her head. “Na girly. There was those historical documents from Ancient Earth, overpowering guards always worked in Star Wars, Star Trek and more,”

Wow. I think this was a stark testament to the sheer power of the Empire education
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