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“This isn’t funny guys!” 

I knew as soon as the words left my mouth they were completely pointless and I doubted that my grav-boots were fully activated, so my boots would stick me to the large blade-like grey space station I was meant to be inside. 

Normally, I would be more than happy to be outside in the icy cold void of space just barely attached to the space station by my boots and almost floating in the darkness like a leaf that if something went even slightly wrong would be blown off into the void.

Normally, I would also enjoy the stunning, bejewelled reds, purples and blues of nearby planets that floated there like orbs in the darkness.

But these were not normal times because some bastards I called friends had decided to lock me out of the space station.

The deafening silence of space was overwhelming and whilst it was slowly becoming punctuated more and more by my own rapid breathing, this just sucked.

I tried harder and harder with each passing second to calm my breathing. I couldn’t keep wasting precious oxygen but it was pointless.

Thankfully after a minute I managed to slow my breath down just enough that I was slightly less concerned about using up all of my oxygen.

You see when the Great Human Empire decides to train up random poverty-struck young adults to become Empire Army Soldiers. I personally imagined they would send us to a nice Fortress World with real weapons, training facilities and hopefully some hot girls to entertain ourselves with (I am a man after all and girls also like good sex), and hopefully I would get a girlfriend by the end of training.

But no, apparently because the so-called superhuman traitors were only three solar systems away and the Empire needed reinforcements yesterday, we were set to do our training here on some ugly space station.

Well it wasn’t exactly ugly per se. I rather liked its grey blade-like design that was filled with the latest advances in gym, military and shooting facilities and since I was top of the class in everything I loved it here.

It turned out that the other 99 squadmates of mine didn’t like me very much because they were too damn proud to let me help them. 

And I honestly did want to help them. With the Empire burning down around us the Empire needed every single able man and woman to pick up a gun and fight.

I just wanted to make sure my 99 “friends” didn’t die on their first engagement.

But they still decided to lock me outside anyway.

The air inside my environmental suit stunk of basil, tomato and freshly grated cheese that seemed to cling to all of us after each meal. I loved the smell but it was a cruel twist of a knife right now reminding me that I was out here and my friends were safe inside.

The large door didn’t have a porthole that allowed me to look inside, only out so I had no idea if my friends could see me frowning and wanting to get in.

I pounded my fist on the door.

Harder and harder.

I felt my hand protest in agony but I kept smashing.

It did no good. No friends weren’t opening the door and I have to admit that even though I was top of the class in computer hacking and enemy saboteur operations this was a very clever thing to do.

These doors were impossible to open from the outside just in case the enemy managed to board the station without setting off any alerts and I doubted my friends were going to open it from the inside.

I don’t know what they did exactly but whatever it was I couldn’t do anything from this side of the door.

This is definitely the last time I’m joining my “friends” for a top-secret game of laser tag on the outside of the space station after sleeping hours.

I drew back my hand and smashed my hand into the porthole a final time.

I screamed in pain as I felt something crack and the force was loud enough that I heard the crack in my head.

I knew the environmental suit would start pumping drugs into my system within moments and hopefully they would trigger an alert that would awaken a supervisor.

I doubt it but a guy can dream, can’t he?

The main problem I faced wasn’t my suit running out of power because these environmental suits were laced with solar panels into their fabric so it would never run out of charge. At least I wouldn’t be drifting off into space any time soon.

But these were older models. 

Meaning they didn’t have the special bacteria and other modifications that recycled my carbon dioxide into oxygen. And considering it was at least another six hours until breakfast and morning drills I wasn’t going to get found for ages.

That was only slightly problematic. Especially when I realised that each suit only had about three hours of oxygen inside them and I had already been out here for two and a bit hours.

“Guys open the door. I am not scared of any of you and you’re pathetic for doing this,” I said.

I knew it wouldn’t make them any more likely to actually open this door but I was just annoyed at them and if I was going to die then I was going to have my peace.

But then I felt something watching me from behind.

I slowly turned around making sure that I placed my feet carefully on the station so I didn’t accidentally shoot myself off into space and I was puzzled by what I saw.

There was a large lump of a space wreckage zooming past the space station. From what little I could see in the glare of the light of the nearby sun it was all engine parts.

That should have been impossible as this system had some of the strictest laws on space wreckage in the Great Human Empire. 

All of this was illegal as hell and it also didn’t make sense that they were all from different ships. 

I recognised some parts were from shuttles, others were spaceships, others were warships. None of which should have been here. In fact the wreckage of warships was flat out impossible because there were no battles in this sector of space.

I was top of my class in everything remember.

“Guys I don’t know if you’re getting this but you need to alert a supervisor now. Something’s weird going on,” 

As the deafening silence of my communication channels only got worse I already knew that my “friends” had jammed the communication channels between us and supervisors for ease. And now my “friends” had probably taken off their suits so they didn’t have to listen to me.

Then I noticed three shards of “wreckage” glowed bright and broke away from the rest of the wreckage. 

It was heading towards the space station and I gasped as I realised what the hell was coming.

I would recognise the superhuman Angel Armour of the Raven Crow Legion anywhere. Their armour styled on the old Knights of Earth were famous in the Empire.

And they were traitors.

“Guys get a supervisor now. Raven Crow Legion are coming here,”

Again no answer.

I reached for my sidearm that I always carried but it was useless. I hadn’t bought it and I was completely defenceless against damn superhumans. 

Damn my “friends” but I was a loyal soldier of the Empire and now I had to keep the enemy busy long enough for help to arrive.

I had to serve the Emperor now and this was the most important moment of my life.

I quickly backed away from the door of the space station and whilst most of the space station’s surface was perfectly smooth there were large nobs littering the surface too filled with communication and sensory scans.

I smashed my boot into one.

Smashing it. Just hoping that it would alert someone.

The three immense superhumans landed with a gentle bump and my mouth dropped. I had seen pictures of superhumans plenty of times but seeing them in the flesh was something else.

They were so immensely tall, bulky and they projected a sheer aura of authority, power and control that I forced myself not to kneel.

The superhumans spotted me instantly and my suit buzzed as they hacked into my communication lines.

“What’s a little boy like you going out so late at night?” a deep booming voice asked.

It was impossible to tell who was speaking they were all identical to me.

They all raised their huge superhuman guns the size of me and aimed at my chest. I knew one shot would atomise my body.

I couldn’t get shot or injured.

I broke out in a fighting stance and they laughed at me.

“You humans are pathetic. You think you could defeat us. We would destroy your station now if we really wanted to,” a voice said.

I shook my head. “The Raven Crow are infiltration specialists. Superhuman spies. There is no reason for you to be talking to me,” 

They nodded.

They fired.

I jumped to one side.

Losing my grip on the space station.

I floated off into space.

Bullets exploded around me.

I swam as quickly as I could through space.

I grabbed an antenna of a communication relay. I pulled myself down.

I reconnected to the space station.

Legging it.

Bullets banged the ground around me.

The space station popped.

It vibrated.

Things smashed.

Three whooshes filled the air. I hated my suit creating sounds that were meant to be there but weren’t.

The three superhumans grabbed my arms.

Jerking me towards them.

One of the superhumans pressed a huge gun to my head and I could probably guess he was smiling.

“For the Emperor!” I heard someone shout through my suit.

The superhumans dropped me. Spinning around.

I rolled away.

The superhumans fired.

But it was too late every single person on the space station was now in full force armed to the teeth with whatever they could find and they fired.

In the Emperor’s name they did.

Machine guns. Missiles
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