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Hiding under the massive silver desk in his even larger grey office had always been Martin Bell’s go-to move. He liked how it hid him from the door, it hid him from the single window in the door allowing him to look out into the deadly cold void of space.

And it was times like this that allowed him to escape invaders and hopefully survive what the hell was happening to his home, his place of work and all his friends.

He had no idea what had really happened. It had started about twenty minutes ago and the entire blade-like space station had simply slowed down to a halt and then strange traitor superhuman ships had arrived. He knew that much and he really wasn’t liking it so far.

He had already noticed that they had boarded and were marching through the space station clearing each floor of all life. Martin wasn’t sure why but it simply couldn’t be anything good. He had already heard so many screams that he was sure he wouldn’t be sleeping for the rest of his life.

He could smell the acidic burn of some foul chemical in the air. So the dumb superhuman soldiers that had turned their back on the back must had been stupid enough to hit a fuel line or a cleaning line or just something bad.

It made the awful taste of sour lemons form on his tongue and he simply wanted to escape. He had dated a guy years ago who was a military person by trade (even though he was charged with treason three months later) and Martin had learnt a lot about the traitors through him.

The traitors would have already secured the hangars, escape pods and all other means of traditional escape. It was a pain in the ass but Martin wanted to survive. He wanted to live. He wanted to make sure he warned the Empire of what was happening.

It didn’t even make that much sense these days to attack this particular space station. They weren’t important, vital to the functioning of the Empire or anything. They were really just office spaces for business and whatnot. 

Martin heard heavy armoured footsteps outside and the footsteps got a hell of a lot closer. 

He couldn’t see a weapon, a means of escape or anything from where he was hiding. He couldn’t reveal himself because those superhuman weapons would rip him to shreds.

“There’s a heat signature behind that desk,” a booming voice said.

Martin wanted to hiss or scream or shout but he didn’t dare in case the superhuman was just fishing. Just waiting for him to reveal himself.

After a few moments the two (?) superhumans left and Martin just shook his head. He couldn’t stay hiding here, he needed to be gone, be safe and just make sure that he could actually escape. And even if he couldn’t, he had to try.

Martin stood up and forced himself not to hiss in pain as his knees were aching. He rolled his eyes he was only twenty-something and he already had bad knees. That was just embarrassing and that fault might cost him his life.

Martin picked up a small holo-knife he always had on the top of his desk for opening parcels or metal shipping crates when his boss decided to give him something physical to do. Something that was sadly a lot rarer than he wanted.

He activated the holo-knife so a small blue blade shot out of the hilt and he went over to the massive door where the superhumans had just been.

Martin looked around and thankfully they were gone but he wasn’t stupid enough to believe they had forgotten about him. He might have never met a superhuman before but everyone in the Empire had heard more enough than stories about them over the years.

They were cold, deadly killing machines that would no sooner kill and devour him than even remotely think about sparing him.

Martin stepped around into the icy cold corridor as its clinically white metal sheeting made him feel even colder and more vulnerable to the enemy as he started going down it.

He hated his shoes squeaking a little so he took them off and carried them. He couldn’t afford a single extra sound that might reveal his location.

He kept going down the corridor and turned left at the fork at the end. His heart was starting to pound. Sweat started to pour off him. He couldn’t panic.

Martin knew if he started panicking then he would make a mistake but that was the problem. The more he thought about not panicking the more he wanted and was panicking.

It was annoying as hell after a few turns that all the corridors were empty, silent and they looked identical. He wanted to try to reach a communication relay but the traitors would be monitoring all of that. 

The traitors were that cold, cunning and effective at their operations.

Martin came to the very end of yet another corridor and came to a lift. Its shiny white doors looked too friendly for his liking almost like they were clean for the first time in years. 

Martin was no stranger to how sterile the station was to protect all the advance computer systems but it was strange how these lift doors were even cleaner than everything else.

As much as Martin wanted to click the button to open them he knew that was a mistake. There could be killers, superhumans or corpses in the lift.

Martin took a few steps back and really wanted to figure out a way to escape or at least access the hangar. It was a strange space station, Martin wasn’t going to deny that. 

It had been built decades ago before the Empire had regulated space station designs as much as they did have so there weren’t tons of escape routes in the event of an attack. In fact this space station was meant to be brilliant because there were so many entrances and exits to defend in case of an attack.

Martin was so glad modern space stations were better designed now.

Martin realised that the only other way he might be able to descend the space station towards the hangar below was through a small vent him and his friends had joked about a lot.

It was apparently an old method how the designers of the space station and the Heads of Department for the original business that owned the station could sneak down to meet each other. And do extremely adult things without anyone knowing.

It was just a rumour of course but Martin really hoped it was right.

Martin went back up the corridor, hooked a left, then a right and then a left again into the white clinical corridor where the vent was meant to be.

But then he saw them.

The three-metre-tall superhuman Angels of Death and Hope in their shiny black armour styled on the Knights of Old Earth. They were blowing up the vent and then they saw Martin.

They didn’t react. They didn’t raise their guns. They simply stared at him.

Martin wanted to escape, to run or do something but his fear just froze him in place. It wasn’t how he wanted to react but it was all his body allowed him to do.

Then two immense superhuman hands gripped his shoulders and Martin shook his head as the superhuman took him away up towards the other three superhumans. He subtly placed the holo-knife in his pocket without anyone seeing it.

Martin really hoped this wasn’t going to get any worse.

Little did he realise he was going to learn the reason why all of this was happening and why everyone wasn’t dead.
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About ten minutes later Martin frowned as he was guided to the very top of the space station and he went into the command centre for the entire space station. He was impressed as hell with how grand, massive and beautiful it all was.

He never would have imagined the command centre was a massive glass domed chamber at the very top of the space station with command thrones made from solid gold, purple holographic computers with a mindless command crew hunched over them and the Commander of the station was perfectly alive. 

Martin didn’t know why that surprised him given the small pile of corpses tucked away in one corner of the command centre. He would have imagined the Commander would have been the first to be killed because of how much respect, admiration and love the entire crew and workers had for him.

It was weird and Martin really wanted to know what was happening. Especially as he saw the superhumans were talking to the Commander like he was their best bud and there were only five superhumans on the entire bridge.

And Martin couldn’t understand why on Earth he hadn’t heard a single gunshot, attack or scream for ages. He knew that the Superhumans were stupidly powerful but could five superhumans really take over an entire space station?

Martin realised that was actually a lot easier to do if the Commander of the station was already on their side.

That explained a hell of a lot to be honest.

“You allowed the traitors to come here,” Martin said. “You allowed them to dock in the hangars and you allowed them to come in your station and kill all of my friends,”

Martin looked at the Commander properly for the first time. He focused on his golden and red and blue robes of his rank and Martin hated the man’s twisted grin like he was the most powerful man in the entire Empire.

“Of course I did,” the Commander said. “I serve the divine Lord of War and this station has information he badly needs for the war against the corpse Empire,”

Martin laughed. “Do you hear yourself Commander? The Empire is thriving, billions of humans are being born each day and many more pick up a gun and sword for the Empire each day,”

The tallest of superhumans came over to Martin and placed a rough hand on the back of his neck. Martin had no idea if a superhuman could or would easily snap it if needed.
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