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We arrived at our salvation or death.

The deafening roaring, humming and banging of the Nexus Transition sirens got more and more intense as I sat on my massive icy cold command throne in the centre of my large oval bridge.

Normally I liked how the icy coldness of my grey metal command throne with tiny patterns of soldiers, battles and long-dead Gods carved into the metal kept me alert and focused. Now it was just painful for me, Lady Ithane Veilwalker. Yet with every single system on the long blade-like warship, Lady of Light failing or barely hanging onto life, the coldness was the least of my issues.

The foul aroma of burnt ozone, flesh and rubber filled the entire bridge. It was disgusting but we all had bigger problems.

My last ten surviving members of my command crew in their ripped, burnt and bloodied sterile white uniforms ran about the oval bridge hopping over the chunks of metal wreckage littering the bridge. I hated the mess but I had to focus on the survival of my crew. 

I had somehow managed to keep a fairly even split of human and alien Keres alike. I never normally noticed who was human and who was alien because it doesn’t matter to me. But even the most zealous member of the tyrannical Imperium (something I left long ago) wouldn’t be able to tell the difference.

Both human and Keres both looked just as battered, bloodied and defeated as the other. The only real difference where Keres were more elf-like and much thinner than humans.

There was nothing elegant or elf-like about anyone on the bridge. 

They were all trying to be a million different things at once and not a single one of them was smiling.

Most of them were running from one set of flickering, blue holographic displays to another. They were trying to quickly type in various commands before it failed.

It didn’t matter if the blue holographs were the large circle ones belonging to humans, the diamond-shaped ones of the Keres or a weird twisted mixture of the two. Everything was failing and I really hoped my worst fear wasn’t going to come true.

I never wanted the entire ship to fail completely. 

Other command crew members were trying to relay commands all over the ship or try to find out our location, but I knew it was useless. There was simply too much chaos, damage and we had just lost everything.

The massive black metal shutters made up of thousands of constantly swirling shards over the floor-to-ceiling windows of the bridge started to open as the entire ship groaned in protest. The sheer icy blackness of the solar system made me shiver and I didn’t want to admit that our last destination might have been kinder.

You see I died a while ago into some forsaken alien Colosseum, to the Dark Keres they were called. They sacrificed humans and Keres and any life form in the name of their Dark God Geneitor, who wants to annihilate all life in the galaxy. I thought it was all just a scary story once, but it is true.

Yet I died at the exact same moment that the Keres dedicated to the Goddess of Life, Genetrix, was trying to resurrect her. The ritual was attacked by the stupid Imperium but The Goddess of Life resurrected me to serve as her Will Incarnate.

I’m meant to be protecting life at all cost and finding the Soulstones of her 5 Lesser Gods so I can finish resurrecting her. I found one, but when me and every single Daughter of Genetrix went to the world to find the stone, it turned out it was a massive trap.

I went with tens of thousands of my followers and my ship was the only one that escaped.

We fled into the Nexus, the Keres intergalactic transportation system, but it was damaged somewhere. Demons, monsters and diseases broke out onto the ship and even more of my followers died.

There are 100 of us left.

100 people left to stop Geneitor and the God of Plague who returned with him.

If only I was a smarter, better and stronger fighter I could have done something differently. I could have figured out what Geneitor was planning, I could have saved more lives, I could have protected so many more people.

Everything could have been so different if only I was better.

And now I had tens of thousands of deaths on my hands, and I had heard every single of one of their death screams as they were devoured and tortured by Geneitor.

It was all my fault. I had failed.

I heard the massive oval doors to the bridge snap open before they collapsed to the ground with a deafening thud. 

“My Lady,” April said.

I grinned at my Chief Navigator partly because she looked brilliant in her light blue robes of the navigators. The rest of us looked battered and half dead but she still managed to look completely Keres. Her high jawline and almond green eyes were stunning.

The only subtle sign of how tired, defeated and cold she was getting (we were all getting cold because of our distance from the loving warmth of Genetrix) was her subtle shiver. It happened every three seconds like clockwork.

I hated how no one in my crew wasn’t suffering. I was meant to protect them and I had failed.  

Then I noticed she came into the bridge covering her nose. I couldn’t blame her. The sheer aroma of burnt ozone, flesh and rubber was disgusting and it was hardly a fitting smell for a fraction dedicated to the Goddess of Life. 

“I’m glad it smells better in my apartment,” April said. “Piper is already working on repairs,”

I was hardly impressed about the need for repairs in the navigation department but my magic told me that was the least of my concerns. 

I could have used my magic to get rid of the smell but I was too weary of using my magic for now. Even the smallest of my power might act as a beacon for Geneitor and his forces to find us. I needed good news (even though I’m glad our newest recruit Piper was settling in okay) and I needed time to think, regroup and find hope again.

Hope.

I was fairly sure most of my people had given up on hope a few weeks ago, but I still had Genetrix so I had to keep going.

“The Nexus fried my instruments, my Sight and I cannot connect to Genetrix. I’m sorry,” April said.

I weakly smiled and hugged her. I might have been a leader and an all-powerful magic user but I wanted to be kind, and I loved everyone who served under me.

I could sense how much this was eating April up but this wasn’t her fault. This was simply a reflection of just how close the galaxy was to being obliterated. The race really was on to stop Geneitor and the Dark Keres before they resurrected the God of Death.

“Can you see anything?” I asked April.

April went past me and I followed her over to the massive floor-to-ceiling windows, and I didn’t like how dark and cold the galaxy looked. 

I normally flat out loved coming out of Ultraspace (the primitive human network) or the Nexus, because I was instantly filled with the warm, loving touch of billions of lives.

This solar system felt so cold, icy and devoid of all life. 

All the tiny white stars seemed so distant, so cold and so dim. This wasn’t the galaxy I had left a few weeks ago and I couldn’t help but wonder if Geneitor had grown even stronger whilst I had been in the Nexus trying to escape his trap. 

A trap that had given him trillions of souls to feast on.

“Let me try,” April said closing her eyes.

All of my command crew stopped what they were doing and came to watch her, because we all knew she was our only hope for now. Well, everyone here would say I was the galaxy’s only hope, but I liked to think it was a team effort.

“Let me help,” I said closing my eyes and placing a gentle hand on her shoulder.

I felt the loving, warmth of Genetrix fill my mind, body and soul and I channelled a fraction of that power into April. I had to be careful in case she couldn’t control it and April’s soul became a beacon for others to find us.

April channelled the power into her Sight and I could sense her trying to triangulate our position in relation to the Keres worlds, the Goddess and evil Earth. 

“Oh,” April said.

I was about to ask what was wrong but I was inside her mind and I already knew what was extremely wrong.

We were in uncharted space far beyond any civilisation, either friend or foe.
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Commander Jerico Nelson just shook his head as he stood on even more dead, dull purple shards of shattered crystal as he went into the oval Navigation Chamber Of The Lady of Light. He had always liked visiting Piper and April when he wasn’t teaching human and Keres soldiers alike how to fight, be more tactical and how to read the land to come up with the best tactical position.

Everything he liked about the chamber was shattered now.

The large oval walls that used to stretch up into the bright purple crystal ceiling was now a shattered wreck. There were a few horribly twisted clumps of dark purple crystals barely clinging to the walls and ceiling, but most of the crystals had died, fallen and smashed down. Jerico had no idea how much longer the odd clumps of the remaining crystals could survive but he doubted it was too long.

He coughed as the strange, sickening hints of death, rotting flesh and black mould filled the chamber making the foul taste of slimy raw chicken form on his tongue. The entire ship stunk of that damn infection and Jerico had no idea how the God of Plague had managed it, but he had infected the very soul of the Lady of Light.

As much as Jerico didn’t want to admit it, it was only a matter of time until the infection claimed them all.

They had to purge the ship of the taint at some point, but
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