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My shuttle hissed and screamed as its metal cladding fell off. 

My long elegant blade-like shuttle burst into flames. 

The stupid thing. 

I am an Agent of the Emperor of the Human Empire. I deserve better than some cheap commoner shuttle. 

I watched the dancing flames die out. 

The metal was still white hot. 

The immense heat warmed up my thick yet flexible black armour. 

I turned around remembering why I was here. 

Looking where I was, I frowned at the disgusting nature of this derelict spaceship. 

As the entire twenty-metre length of the hangar, all I saw was thick layers of soft green mould. 

Electrical cables buzzed and crackled above my head. 

This was disgusting. 

I walked forward. 

My heavily armoured boots sinking deep into the mould. 

This entire place repulsed me. 

I would never allow this abomination to live in my Empire. 

Well, I'm sure some of the common scum would allow this thing to live. 

But that was why I was an Agent of the Emperor and those commoners were not. 

I forced myself forwards. 

Venturing deeper into the hangar. 

All I heard was the crackling of electrical cables overhead. 

I felt the mould swirl under me as I moved. 

It was like a thousand ants crawling over my skin. 

Again, the Inquisition should have sent a lesser Agent to deal with this mess. 

I was glad that I had enough money to buy myself the finest armour in the Empire. 

Believe me, I was never going to let this mould touch my skin. 

I stopped, looking around. 

I needed to find a computer terminal. 

Yet all I could see was layers upon layers of thick green mould. 

Pulling a large black pod from my belt, I clicked a button and threw it. 

I covered my ears. 

An immense torrent of fire burned away layers of mould. 

Thankfully, the mould dropped down to my ankles 

At last, I could see. 

I flicked a strange black piece of mould off my breasts. 

That's why I don't waste my money like commoners on drink. I spend my money on useful weapons. 

I needed to focus. 

The pitch black hangar was only illuminated by sparks of electrical energy. 

Forcing my armour to hum as my night vision worked hard. 

In the distance, I could make out a tall slim tower of metal with a blue holographic screen flickering. 

Hopefully, whatever futile people made this ship could tell me what I needed. 

Walking carefully over to the terminal, I tried to recall my purpose. 

Usually, I have a team of experts and commoners with me. Yet the Inquisition in all their so-called wisdom ordered me to come alone. 

Typical of the Inquisition, just because they have complete authority in the Empire they think they can order me, a member of a Noble House, around like they own me. 

Outrageous. 

However, I am sadly here. 

Stuck in this plague filled mould consumed vessel.

I cast my brilliant mind back to the reports that the futile Planetary Defence Force had gifted me.

They were in the common, inelegant tongue but I just about managed to read it.

The reports mentioned something about this ship had entered the system from the Uncharted edge of the system. 

Whilst, the petty mortals had tried to raise a signal. They couldn’t.

The idiots probably didn’t realise this ship was over ten thousand years old.

It was me who pointed out that vital fact to them.

Following that, the Defence Force in their infinity wisdom send a strike team to investigate the ship since the sheer size of the ship was devastating.

I had heard rumours that the large cargo ships in the system were being pulled towards the ship.

Personally, I doubted that claim.

Of course, this ancient rust bucket was a massive pod-like ship with thousands of guns and shield generators dotted across its thousand-kilometre black hull.

But to think it could generate its own gravitational pull? 

Get real mortals!

I managed to reach the computer terminal.

My feet stopped. Kicking up piles of black mould.

Even with my rebreather tightly on my face, I still gagged as the toxic mould entered my lungs.

Sniffing the air, I knew this ship was very wrong, but it made me appreciate our technology more.

At least, our enviro-systems are designed to survive forever.

Unlike this excuse of a ship.

In amongst all the stench of mould and rotting corpses, I detected the disgusting smell of sulphur and other pollutants.

Raising up my right arm, I tapped a computer screen in my armour to inform me about the air in the hangar.

Typical, the enviro-systems had completely failed.

Stretching out my long fingers, I touched the computer terminal.

It hummed and banged to life. Revealing I suppose what mortals would call a beautiful array of elegant information in a gentle blue holograph.

Chuckling to myself, I wondered why these creators could make a computer terminal to last ten thousand years, but they couldn’t create a good enviro-system.

Typical of mortal fools.

As my fingers touched the holograph, even through my armour, my fingers tingle.

Beginning to flick through the terminal’s data archives, I saw multiple entries of medical supplies and patient reports.

In addition, to various inelegantly worded passages from the Captain’s diaries.

I shook my head in disgust.

This was a medical ship, which explained the mould and disease infecting this ship.

Yet it is outrageous that these creators of this ship would build such an ineffective ship to contain mould and pathogens.

No wonder the Empire had sent me to deal with this mess.

I swear I spend half my time clearing up after the incompetence of others.

Loud alarms sounded overhead before exploding.

I snapped out my two guns.

Glass rained down from the ceiling.

A dense cloud of black mould followed.

I ran away.

The cloud landed.

I screamed in frustration as my rebreather was knocked off.

Mould coated my lungs.

I coughed.

The cloud of mould cleared.

Flashing lights illuminated the hangar.

I reattached my rebreather.

Electrical cables burst into flames.

They died out quickly.

All oxygen in the hangar was gone.

At least the mortals of the factories created good oxygen rebreathers.

The ship swung left.

I grabbed onto the wall.

Forcing myself to stay upright.

The ship stabilised.

Walking over to the computer terminal again, I flickered through what happened.

For some unknown reason, the ship had changed course.

Wait, how did a ten-thousand-year-old ship just change course by itself?

I kept reading. 

My heart raced.

This ship was going to collide with a planet in two hours.

I reread the information.

I froze.

The Defence Force of the Planet wouldn’t be able to annihilate the ship before it entered orbit.

It was too big.

I reread the name of the planet.

Oh Throne.

I cupped my mouth with my hands.

This Ship of Plague was heading straight for the Capital World of this System.

If this planet got infected, trillions would die.

I checked my weapons.

Whilst, I hated mortals for their incompetence. They did not deserve to die.

I needed to get to the bottom of this mystery.
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After finally getting out of that ridiculous hangar, I mean why aren't mortals just have a door that opens easily, I carefully stalked the vast corridors of the ship. 

My two large arguably oversized pistols were tight in my hands. 

Their rough grip felt good in my hands. 

My fingers were tight around both triggers. 

I was never going to take a chance on a mission. 

After having seen endless amounts of idiots dying pointlessly, I had learned what not to do in battle. 

Despite the corridors being pitch black, I used my night vision to 'admire' you could say the vast smooth black metal that lined them. 

A part of me was impressed to some extent at the twenty or even thirty-metre tall ceilings with their paintings of their culture. 

I had no idea what the paintings were of. 

I didn't care. 

Personally, having paintings in corridors was pointless. This was a medical ship and what sad person would actually admire paintings when they're walking along. 

Ridiculous! 

My skin feels the bitter cold of the ship. 

Even my armour started to form ice crystals. I brushed them away. 

Although, my body felt uneasy. 

I suppose the mould from earlier had entered my bloodstream. 

Whilst, I might not have known if I was going to die. I knew I needed to complete my mission, and save those idiots on this planet. 

Thinking back to the schematics I saw in passing on the computer terminal, I recalled something about a main medical chamber a few corridors away. 

I hoped for some more information about the ship. 

Continuing walking down the corridor, my feet tripped over something. 

The foul smell of raw meat entered my rebreather. 

I gagged. 

A strange echoing filled the corridor as I lifted up my foot. 

The sound of cracking bones echoed around me. 

I stopped.

Looking at the floor, I smiled at the sight of a rotten skeleton. 

Its bones were devoured by the plague. Leaving only a few ribs for my feet to crush. 

I took a step back. 

Another crunch. 

Looking around me, I saw tens of mouldy corpses and skeletons. 

I was standing in some sort of mass grave. 

Shaking my head, this was a disgrace. These mortals should have found somewhere appropriate to die. 

This was selfish to die and become an obstruction to others. 

I raised my head to see a large white metal door with a sign written in brown blood. 

I opened it, knowing it was the medical chamber. 

Entering the immense medical chamber, ancient motion sensors pulsed and screamed as they drained the ship’s energy.

They exploded with a loud bang.

Although, I suppose these sensors were made for their purpose as rows upon rows of bright sterile white lights turned on.

They hummed loudly.

I thought they would explode.

They did not.

I’ll add that to list of things this ancient culture can actually achieve.

Venturing further into the medical chamber, I saw it was immensely long with sterile white sheets of metal. Running the hundreds of kilometres down its length.

In the far distance, I thought I saw cages.

But they were only metal slabs.

The entire chamber had endless rows of metal slabs with diseased corpses on them.

Unlike the
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