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For Sister Agatha, duty only ends with death. Her duty ends now. 

The world of Fides was not a normal world. A bright shining beacon of hope, love and Faith in a cold bitter galaxy. This world was the embodiment of the fatal truth that the galaxy did not care about humanity, humanity had to fight for every breath, and so the planet of Fides arose.

Travellers who believed in the so-called God Emperor came to Fides, prayed and died and repeated. Most died en route, some died escaping, some just died of old age and health. Pilgrims were hardly the healthiest group of humans.

They came in their thousands. Agatha loved that bit as the tempest passed and came of the solar storms, the tempest annihilated ships and consumed souls. Pilgrims died and braved the storms so that they could get a look upon the Faithful world of Fides.

It was stupid by most people’s standards, courageous by the standards of Sister Agatha.

Of course there were darker forces that did not care about the tempests. They did not care about the annihilation they faced, the aliens, traitors and other unspeakable horrors came.

Agatha loved those times.

Feeling the freezing air wrap around her slim muscular body, Sister Agatha did what she always did at this time of day. She lit the four massive white candles that settled themselves into the four corners of the large stone chamber they were in.

Agatha loved this part, she loved the duty of serving her God Emperor, he was divine, he was a man made God, he was Glorious. She had to serve him.

A small part of her knew he wasn’t a real god, he was just an extortionary man, but it helped her to feel useful in an unloving galaxy. 

As she lit the final candle, she felt the slight warmth lick her face before she turned around. She stared out and smiled at the majesty of this chamber. Agatha knew for a fact most people saw this chamber as a waste of space, a pointless lump of hallow rock, but to her and her Sisters. It was everything.

Her eyes widened as she studied each of the four immense paintings of the God Emperor on each of the massive walls. Their majesty showing in their attention to detail, the gold and jewels that highlights certain features of his divine face and armour.

Agatha never wanted to look away but there was an army coming, or at least a warband of rageful traitors. Foul heretics that dared to turn their back on the stunning Emperor. 

Her eyebrows lowered and her eyes narrowed as Agatha stared at the only door into the chamber. She couldn’t wait until the foul heretics stormed in.

Just in case, Agatha placed a hand on her large black gun, she had blessed it earlier, she and her weapon were ready to slaughter the enemies of her God.

Breathing in the sweet-smelling incense from the burning candles, Sister Agatha heard quiet mutters of Empire hymns and prays to the God Emperor as everyone knew their moment of peace was dying by the second.

Turning to face the centre of the chamber, Agatha felt a wave of hope rush over her as she stared at the plain rough stone box metres from her. 

As she always said to the Novices and Pilgrims, the box was made of cold unloving stone, it wasn’t grand nor special. But inside the stone box was the corpse of a Saint, a Shard of the Emperor’s Will, a hope like no other.

Some people laughed at that, but Agatha had always known the truth. She had studied the texts from the second she stepped onto Fides’ divine ground over sixty years ago. Agatha knew the legends of the Saint rising once again in the planet’s dire moment.

She hoped the texts were true. She really hoped.

The sound of muttering of Empire hymns got louder as Agatha turned her glare to the only two survivors. They were staring at the largest wall with the painting of their God as they stood in their black metal armour, muttering their prays.

Agatha felt her stomach turn as she remembered the hundreds of her Sisters that were mindlessly slaughtered by the traitor humans. Their chainsaws and guns shredded her Sisters’ flesh like it was nothing.

In a failed attempt to stop herself from thinking about the death all around her, Agatha listened to the roar and bang and crash and whoop of the storm outside. She hated this part of Fides but whenever the Tempest engulfed space, it engulfed the planet too.

Agatha wasn’t going to dare venture outside, that was suicide, but the idea of permeant rest sounded nice.

But only in death does duty end.

Taking a deep loud breath of the deliciously scented air, Agatha took out her gun. She was ready, the other two Sisters got out theirs too. 

They were all ready to defend their holy ground.

The distant sounds of gun fire and bones snapping made Agatha frown, she didn’t know what the enemy was doing. But it was bad. The enemy were coming.

In that moment, Agatha wondered what others thought before they were going to die. She didn’t know. Her mind was filled with the hymns and divine words of her God Emperor. 

“Emperor Guide Our Bullets!” Agatha shouted.

Pure adrenaline flooded her system as she shouted those words. She wanted to kill. She had to protect the holy ground. More Sisters were coming, their faith would break the storm!

Someone screamed.

More people roared.

They were coming.

Agatha whipped up her gun.

Black cloaked humans stormed in.

She fired.

Everyone fired.

Their bullets screamed.

Slamming into the heretics.

Shredding their flesh.

Agatha roared. She hated them. They had to die.

Heretical limps flew off their owners.

Traitors charged.

Firing their weapons.

They were useless.

Bullets bounced off Agatha’s armour.

She smiled.

She fired again and again.

Skulls shattered.

Blood splashed up the rock.

The air turned warm.

The enemy kept coming.

A Sister screamed.

Blood spattered onto Agatha’s face.

She grimaced.

The taste of blood filled her mouth.

The warm blood dripped down her face.

She kept firing.

Agatha shouted holy words.

The heretics burned.

Their skin blistered.

A horn roared through the church.

The heretics retreated.

Agatha kept firing.

But when the heretics disappeared from view, Agatha listened to the tapping of their heavy metal boots as they ran away. They were definitely retreating. 

Agatha didn’t know why.

Knowing the enemy would be back, her stomach churned as she looked upon the broken shattered corpse of one of her sisters. One of her young, beautiful sisters. A Sister too young to go into the Emperor’s warm embrace.

As she knelt down next to the body, Agatha muttered a few holy words, wishing her Sister’s soul safe travels into the Emperor’s loving embrace, but after a few moments Agatha felt the warm blood coat her armour.

For a moment Agatha looked up at the brave young Sister kneeling next to her, she was repeating an old verse of some hymn over and over again. Agatha didn’t have the heart to tell her the verse wasn’t about death. But Agatha allowed the Sister to grieve. 

The smell of death, gunpowder and burnt ozone filled the air. Agatha wanted to damn those heretics herself, this was an outrage, this was heresy. This was unthinkable.

Agatha’s mind tried to understand how these blind humans could want to attack her God, the Emperor was a kind generous man, he never wanted war. Yet these traitors clearly thought different.

Returning her attention to the shattered corpse of her friend, Agatha saw a long sword shiny with dark blood on the blade. 

She picked it up.

“Emperor Guide Our Hands,” Agatha said.

The other Sister smiled. “May the Saint Bless Us,”

Her head exploded.

Agatha shot up.

Whipping out the sword.

The traitors stormed in.

They fired.

Destroying the stone box.

Damn them!

Agatha flew.

She swung the sword.

Slicing through flesh.

She swung again

Cutting off heads.

The sword flew.

Killing foe after foe.

Agatha wasn’t taking prisoners.

The sword chomped on their flesh.

Corpses littered the ground.

Traitors crushed them.

The traitors kept coming.

Agatha was being pushed back.

More and more traitors came.

They fired.

Shattering Agatha’s leg armour.

She hissed.

Falling to one knee.

She shuffled back.

Agatha fought.

She swung.

Again and again.

More corpses dropped.

Blood splashed up walls.

Bones splintered.

Muscles sliced.

It wasn’t enough.

More traitors stormed in.

Snipers fired.

Agatha frowned.

That was overkill.

The bullets slammed into her.

Agatha screamed.

Crippling pain filled her.

Her armour crumbled away.

Agatha charged.

Her body protested.

She was in agony.

Her face went red.

She didn’t care.

She jumped into the battle.

Swinging her sword.

The traitors attacked.

They swung their clubs.

Shattering Agatha’s hands.

She didn’t drop the sword.

She tried to swing it.

A traitor grabbed it.

Thrusting it into her.

Her eyes widened.

Agatha grabbed her gun.

She fired again and again.

But as the traitor ripped her own sword from her body, blood gushed out, the traitors started to walk away. 

Agatha hissed as she collapsed onto the ground. This wasn’t happening. She needed to protect Fides, she had to buy time for her Sister reinforcements to arrive.

As her head hit the warm blood soaked ground, Agatha wished she had a final chance to kill the heretics.

Listening to the heretics wish the paintings destroyed and them redone with their darker icons of their Superhuman traitor masters, Agatha wanted to cry but she didn’t have a tear inside her.

She had fury. She had hate. She had wrath. But she was dying, she couldn’t use it.

Then Agatha felt something strange, it felt like someone was grabbing her hand. She screamed as she made her head turn and to her surprise, a bony hand was holding hers.

Agatha’s eyes widened as she realised it was the Saint’s. The traitors had freed the Saint from the stone rooms.

She smiled as she felt something fill her. It was something utterly amazing, pure faith filled her. 

Her God Emperor had come.

Agatha’s eyes glowed golden as the Saint filled her with holy power, Agatha loved the feeling but it wouldn’t last. She had to be quick.

As Agatha stood up, the heretics turned and their skin blistered as they stared at her. She smiled. It was time to honour her Emperor a final time.

Agatha charged.

Her sword swung.

Unleashing holy power.

A wave ripped through the heretics.

Burning them.

Their skin turned to ash.

Their heads turned to atoms.

They were wiped from existence.

Agatha charged.

She ran through the church.

Her feet pounded into stone.

She saw heretics.

Agatha swung.

More waves were unleashed.

The holy power slaughtered them.

The heretics were no more.

Agatha kept running.

Kept swinging.

Kept killing.

She cleansed the church from the heretics.

The heretics tried to scream.

No sound came out.

Their bodies turned to ash.

Agatha laughed.

It was divine.

As Agatha reached the outside of the church with the freezing desert ahead of her, she knew the heretics were gone.

The Saint left her.

For a moment Agatha felt as if someone was saying thank you to her, but she couldn’t be sure.

As the smell of burnt ozone and death and the sound of banging, crashing, roaring and whooshing filled her senses. She loved the sounds. She loved what she had done.

Agatha collapsed onto the cold desert ground as she felt her body gush out once again. She smiled as she stared up at the chaotic sky, she saw the tempest crashing and thundering above her.

But as the
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