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Florence knew the amazing superhumans of the Emperor, his Angels of Hope and Death, did not just die. They were always blown up, shattered or slaughtered by one form of combat or another.

But this one had just died. 

Captain Daniel Sparrow was a perfectly fit, healthy superhuman, he was shot up multiple times in various theatres of war, but Florence knew he was healthy. Being shot did not matter to the likes of the Angels. It was just life.

And yet as Florence stared at the admittedly attractive man on her stab, she knew it was her job to find out how he died.

As Florence stared at his smooth pale skin, his strong superhuman muscles and his strong jawline, Florence remembered all the fun times they had had together. Of course they hadn’t dated, as much as that annoyed Florence, but he was a great man.

Seeing him cold on her stab in her sterile white medical chamber was troubling, she didn’t want to see anyone here. Florence had learnt long ago the cost of war and the damage it could do to bodies, but it never got easier to see those who fought so valiant so others may live on her stab.

Breathing in the scents of harsh lemony chemicals, that reminded her of sweet lemon tarts from her childhood, with the hints of cinnamon from her own perfume, Florence looked to the side of her and looked at an impressive array of instruments neatly arranged.

Florence knew full well that others thought this was all overkill, she had even heard doctors say real doctors don’t need any of those handheld lasers, chainsaws nor plasma cutters to do an autopsy. 

But Florence always smiled at them and sent them on their way, sure it was overkill for baseline humans but she always worked on superhumans. A mere scalp wasn’t going to cut them, you needed a laser to cut open their chests. Then you needed a plasma cutter to cut open the rib cage!

The sounds of the massive blade-like spaceship humming and banging and popping as its engines roared reminded Florence that the battle was over and the Empire was thankfully victorious in their latest war against the traitors and their occasional alien allies.

As a normal baseline human, a doctor no less, Florence found it a little annoying she only got fragments of information about what was going on so she could properly prepare her medical chamber. But she still loved it all, she wouldn’t have had it any other way.

There was something about the order her chamber represented and gave her and her patients during the chaos of war and battle and bloodshed.

Staring back down at the corpse of her friend, she sighed and breathed in more of the lemony harsh chemicals, she had to find a cause of death. If only for herself, she had to know what had happened to her friend, and she also had to find out for her duty. If Daniel had died from nefarious means then by the Emperor’s Name Florence had to find out what it was. She couldn’t let anyone else be in danger.

Turning her attention back to her equipment, Florence picked up a small handheld laser and started the Y section into her friend. She frowned as she sliced into his cold flesh, she didn’t want to do this to her friend but she had to do her duty.

Daniel would have wanted that.

In an effort to take her mind off the emotional torture she was going through, Florence tapped a small black box device on her side and decided to record the autopsy. 

“This is Doctor Florence of the Order of Nightingale performing the Autopsy on Captain Daniel Sparrow. May the Emperor Protect his Soul,”

Florence was never quite sure where the Emperor phrase came from, there was once talk in the different Orders about scrapping it because they were all medical doctors, they didn’t belong to the illogical, crazy Orders who believed the Emperor to be a living God. Then the talk died now so nothing more was said.

Florence wasn’t sure if the phrase needed to be gone, she quite liked it for some reason, she supposed it made her feel protected and safe for when she died eventually.

Florence finished cutting. She peeled back the superhuman leathery flesh.

“I have finished the Y section and I would like to remind Doctors that due to the Angels’ Dermis Organ their skin is a lot tougher than those of baseline humans. Therefore, do use a laser,”

As she picked up a cold handheld plasma cutter, Florence wondered what future listeners of her recording would think. Then she picked up some small black glasses to shield her eyes.

“Starting Plasma Cutter to slice open the rib cage. Now it’s important to note because of the commonly named Boner Organ, the Angels have small plates of bone in between their ribs so you cannot see the other organs when you start the autopsy,”

When she finished removing the extremely heavy ribs from her friend, she examined each one for signs of trauma, chips and slashes but there were none. They were probably some of the best ribs she had ever seen but that was useless in this situation.

A tear formed in her eye when she thought about Captain Daniel and how great of a man he was. He always respected her, he cared for her, he protected her against the other harsh Angels who hated her for being a baseline human. Some Angels would they were just that... Angels. Thankfully the vast majority didn’t. 

Returning her attention back to the now-exposed chest, Florence smiled as she wondered about all the amazing organs in the superhuman body. This was amazing, Florence had to admit she did like autopsies because the superhumans had so many spectacular organs that normal humans didn’t.

A part of Florence wanted to cut up each of the Angel’s three hearts and four lungs and two livers to see if there was any poison. On a normal human that would be fine and Florence enjoyed investigating those organs of the body, but sadly the Livo Organ which was located behind the two livers captured all poisons and somehow turned them into other useful chemicals for the body.

Florence had no idea how that particular organ worked, but it was still amazing.

“No sign of damage to the livers, hearts, lungs or any specialised organ that I can see. Starting the removing to the central genetic bank,”

As she breathed in more of the harsh lemony chemicals, Florence really wanted to shriek in delight as she got to explore an organ she had only removed once before but read tons about in books.

As she cut out her friend’s hearts, lungs and livers, Florence remembered that the Central Genetic Bank had been described as the headquarters for the superhuman body when a normal person was operated on to create a superhuman.

Florence smiled as she remembered holding the small perfectly spheric lump of grey flesh from a previous autopsy before she passed it onto the Angels so they could replant it into a new superhuman.

Even now she couldn’t believe how one tiny organ could hold enough genetic material to control everything and make the host body accept the new organs. Florence had heard of some of the mechanisms of it but she was hardly going to explain it to the recording.

After removing everything she needed, Florence’s smile deepened as she got to her favourite part. She stuck her hands into the cold wet flesh and organs and dug around for the Central Genetic Bank. 

Of course she knew this was disgusting to most people but she was a doctor, she loved it! She was got to feel the organ and the flesh that made us all up. 

After a few moments, Florence cheered a little as she felt the small sphere of flesh in her hand. Florence grabbed a laser and chopped it free of the various things the body had attached to it.

Before she pulled it out for her to inspect, she took a deep lemony breath as she remembered the humanity of the situation, this was her friend, her best friend. She shouldn’t have been enjoying some of this, Florence frowned as she wondered if she was a bad person. She loved her job and she had to do her duty and find out what happened to her friend.

Daniel would have wanted that.

Knowing Daniel would want her to do whatever it took to complete her duty, Florence slowly pulled out the Central Genetic Bank and shook her head as she looked at the perfectly intact grey sphere of flesh.

A tiny part of her knew she should be happy it was okay, damage to
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