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Damn it all to hell.

I flat out wasn’t impressed with the damn traitors, mutants and all these stupid superhumans that had been onboard my little blue blade-like shuttle. All I had been meaning to do was take them from one side of the Great Human Empire to the other side. 

It was a simple job but after the traitors had revealed themselves, started killing the superhumans and butchering the entire crew, it had all gone to hell.

I had spent the first decade of my homeworld learning, studying and enjoying biological science. I loved the subject so much that I could easily see myself doing it for my career for life. It was why I was actually on the shuttle in the first place I was heading to my internship so I could help transform lives on a dying colony world, but that had clearly been the biggest mistake of my rather short life.

I had no training, no leadership experience, no nothing and now I was in charge of a shuttle.

Not the most relaxing day of my life I have to admit.

My hands were soaked with my own blood as I gripped onto the icy-cold metal back of my command throne. Well it wasn’t exactly mine but considering how many of the traitors were now dead, how none of my crew were still alive and I was the only person still functioning, I was in charge of the shuttle.

There was no one left alive to question that fact.

I hissed in pain as the massive stab wound in my side moved, twisted and pulsed constant crippling pain through my body but I had to complete the mission. I had to get the shuttle to the coordinates because apparently the ship itself was critical to the war effort against the traitors.

I didn’t know how but I had my orders.

Wow I actually sounded like a captain then, I really wasn’t a captain, I wasn’t a leader and I wasn’t anyone amazing. I was just a scared young woman wanting to stay alive and complete a mission that I didn’t know why it was important.

I had tried to visit the bridge multiple times during the insurrection and the fight to control the ship but I hadn’t managed to get access. The bridge still stunk of vapourised blood that made the taste of cold iron form on my tongue.

There was a group of corpses against the right-hand side because I didn’t want to see them and I had already checked they were all dead. They thankfully were.

The bridge itself was a lot lesser than the grander vessels of the Empire. Its small oval shape made the bridge feel cold, cosy and isolated in such an extremely large place like space. The grey metal of the bridge only made it feel even more depressing and cold but I knew I simply didn’t have the time to focus on anything.

Yet another massive shot hammered into the side of the shuttle making it twist, jerk and vibrate.

I forced myself over to sit on the command throne that was way too big for my small frame. I sat properly on it and I couldn’t reach the armrests and my feet couldn’t touch the floor. 

It was way too big.

I had to make sure that the shields were intact and that I wasn’t going to get blown up anytime soon.

Large blue holograms appeared around me but there was just so much data, so much information, so many diagrams that I simply couldn’t understand it all. This wasn’t even a modern shuttle belonging to the Empire so I couldn’t use voice commands or ask the shuttle for help.

I was completely alone and I hated it.

Whenever I had to deal with biological samples, plants or alien diseases at university that was always straightforward. I loved that work and I was damn well good at that but this was impossible.

I clicked a whole bunch of things and managed to access the navigation system, more out of luck than anything else.

A blue hologram appeared in front of me and I realised that the shuttle was currently trapped in some kind of orbit of a massive yellow planet below us. I had no idea until now there was an actual planet trapping us.

Everyone had just been so focused on the fighting, surviving and the killing to even notice that the shuttle was drifting uncontrollably towards an alien world. 

It didn’t exactly help that Captain Cassandra had been assassinated first and it was her death that inspired the stupid traitors to do their revolt in the first place. She was a damn good, fine woman that would have known exactly what to do in this crisis.

I focused on the yellow world and managed to make the shuttle scan the planet. It was a small world with thousands of different species living on it, no sign of the Empire even visiting and the Empire had named the planet Selma so clearly Empire Investigators had discovered the planet centuries before.

Another immense shot slammed into the shuttle.

A red warning alert appeared about how the shields were failing and they could only survive one more blast.

I looked at the damn equipment and scans again and realised that whatever was shooting at us was only coming from the mountainous regions of the planet. And the beam or force or whatever that was holding me in orbit was actually pulling us towards the planet.

The shuttle calculated if I didn’t escape in the next five minutes then I would really start to enter the atmosphere and the shuttle would be ripped apart because of the weird gravitational fluxes on the planet.

I pressed the communication system and tried to hail the yellow planet below. Maybe that would buy me some time and they might even allow me to go in peace, but first I did double-check if there were any Empire ships in the entire sector.

There weren’t any. So I was truly alone yet again.

A massive twist of agony made me scream out in pain as my wound was getting worse and I needed urgent medical assistance but until I escaped I couldn’t get that.

“Selma,” I said. “Selma come in,”

The line was all filled with static but I tried to find the weapon systems. Then someone from inside the ship tried to communicate with the bridge.

I answered it but I made sure that I didn’t talk. I had made sure that everyone was dead, I had checked the corpses, I had checked the loyal and the traitor.

Everyone was meant to be dead.

“Captain?” a woman asked. “This is Officer Toliken of the 63rd Granger Troopers I need access to the bridge immediately,”

I had no idea about military ranks, formations or anything about that side of life but I knew, I just knew that I couldn’t allow that woman into the bridge.

“How did you survive?” I asked trying to find the weapon systems. 

“When you believe in the Lord of War as much as I do it is your Faith that allows you to cheat death,”

Even my wound went numb as she said those deadly words to me. I flat out couldn’t believe that there was someone from the Sirens of Ares superhuman legion onboard and she was one of the most dangerous traitors if there ever was one.

Everyone in the Empire had heard the stories about their faith and religion had corrupted them to such a foul extent that they had helped the Lord of War to start the rebellion against the Emperor in the first place.

But that also meant, to my utter horror, that I was alone with a superhuman killer.

Another shot hammered the shuttle.

The shields were down.

I just had to try a voice command. “Launch all weaponry at whatever is holding us in orbit,”

Nothing happened.

“Have Faith little human,” the woman said as I realised I didn’t know how to turn her off. “Allow the Lord of War into your heart, mind and soul and allow his power to claim you so you can cheat death,”

This woman was a nutter but she was clearly dangerous and trying to distract me.

I still couldn’t find the damn weapon systems so I found the engine systems instead.

I killed the engines.

The entire shuttle went deadly silent and even the enviro-systems stopped working. My head and wound instantly pulsed with pain and I really hoped that whatever I wanted to achieve here would work.

At this point I was working on instinct and just trying anything.

I saw the shuttle start to drift away from the planet and I reactivated the engine immediately. 

I ordered the engines to thrust us forward and they did and then I felt the icy cold heavy hands of a superhuman on my shoulders.

“Nicely done little human. You must have made the aliens confused enough that they disconnected their beam. Very clever,”

I didn’t dare look round. I didn’t want to be scared to death.

“Now I need you to enter these coordinates so we can meet up with my commanders and this shuttle can be handed over to the Lord of War himself. Long Live the God!”

I shook my head. “I, I don’t know how to enter them. I don’t know how to work a ship,”

I felt the superhuman tense like she was about to kill me.

“That isn’t what I believe human. Do you not realise the ship you are currently in? This shuttle has survived for hundreds, if not thousands of years without any modern update. That is because this shuttle was forged by the hand of the Emperor himself,”

I gasped and I stood up and instantly regretted it as I saw the huge three-metre tall superhuman warrior just smiling at me. She was so much stronger, faster and deadlier than me that I knew I was toast.

“Why does everyone want this shuttle?” I asked looking round for a weapon of some kind. There was a gun in the pile of corpses but the superhuman clocked it and crushed the gun.

“This is the shuttle that carried off the
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