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CHAPTER 1
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I gripped the icy cold metal bar that was far too big for my tiny hands, as tight as I possibly could as the bloodred talon-like shuttle jerked, vibrated and banged as it entered high-orbit. 

To say I was not having a good time was a massive understatement, because barely any of this crappy little shuttle was built to code. I mean for starters, the entire grey metal floor was perfectly smooth so I had almost died by slipping on the silly surface as soon as I got onboard. 

Even worse, there were twenty massive metal chairs without any lumbar support, padding or fabric each side of the hull of the shuttle. That was not to regulation for human transportation. That was perfectly okay if the shuttle was transporting the superhuman Angels of Death and Hope, but I was a mere baseline human.

This shuttle was completely against regulations to transport me. This was a total outrage.

And, the worst thing about the shuttle was the ceiling. I understand perfectly well that this shuttle is meant for superhuman soldiers, so there are massive gun slots above me in case the Angels need to grab their weapons and jump out the shuttle. Yet these gun slots are meant to be supported by ten screws each.

I only counted nine screws.

This was one of the worst shuttles I have ever been on, and I couldn’t help but wonder, what else wasn’t to code or regulation on the shuttle? Was there a chance that the entire shuttle was going to explode, shatter and kill me all because it wasn’t too code?

Quite possibly I tell you. 

I’m sorry, I guess I should introduce myself. My name is Theodora Plum, Human Resource Manager for the Terran Government, led by the wonderfully kind Lord of War himself. 

I know, I know if you’re an idiot from the Great Human Empire then you might have been brainwashed into thinking that he’s a mass murderer, a tyrant and a complete monster. Please rest assured, that is not true. 

Sure, he wants to enslave humanity and rule it with an iron grip, and yes, he burns entire worlds when they say no to him. Yet I’m a poor person and now I’m a HR manager, so surely he cannot be that bad. Right?

The shuttle banked hard and my head hit the icy cold back of the seat with a thud. Pain pulsed through my head, and whilst I wasn’t sure of the regulations around flying, I was fairly sure that was not correct. But I have learnt it is far better not to question pilots, especially superhuman ones that could snap my neck with a flick of their finger.

I wasn’t stupid. I was just dedicated to codes, regulations and everything laid out in the Human Resources Handbook. A brilliant red leatherbound book that I always carried on me.

The entire shuttle hummed, popped and banged again as I felt it turn even faster towards something. Hopefully, our destination. 

Just in case we were approaching our destination, I straightened my standard-issue black suit, black trousers and military boots. I took out my small pistol that I had polished so well that I used it as a mirror to make sure my hair wasn’t messy.

I refused to look messy and go away from personnel regulations. 

Anyway, this entire shuttle wasn’t to code and even the smells were against regulation. Per Article 16b of the Transportation Act, shuttles are meant to smell of sweet roses, lilacs and salted caramel. And if the caramel scent is not available then the only acceptable replacement is freshly sprung candyfloss.

This shuttle yet again failed this clear test. The entire shuttle stunk of blood, rotting eggs and human fecal matter. It was disgusting and as much as I didn’t want to admit it, I had a feeling that the smell was only going to get worse in my destination.

Whilst the superhuman legions of Angels were divided into the nine legions (and no this is not related to the nine screws), six Angel legions saw the light of truth and joined the Lord of War. The other three Angel legions chose annihilation and stayed loyal to the pathetic Emperor. I needed to investigate Galaxy Burners, because they had been completely lacking in their reports lately and they had not submitted their genetic records for six years.

A year overdue according to the Genetic Purity Act. 

And there was a small matter of the biological weapon that I suspected someone in the legion was creating outside of legal channels. 

Two months ago, a Black Claw, the personal eyes and ears of the Lord of War himself had come to me requesting files on the Genetic Purity tests of the Galaxy Burners. I gave her the out-of-date ones naturally and 24 hours later, she kidnapped me and revealed to me evidence of the corruption within the legion.

The Black Claw had discovered labs, bombings and infected populations that had to be burnt to kill them where it seemed someone was testing a biological weapon that made it impossible for a person to feel anything but extreme rage.

All meant to induce pure bloodlust.

I wasn’t sure if it was even my place to think about such a thing, but I was surprised the Black Claw and the Lord of War weren’t interested in such a weapon. Yet the Black Claw later explained to me how the Galaxy Burners were more than enough rage incarnated for the Confederacy to handle.

Even though I wasn’t sure how easy the Galaxy Burners were to handle at times. 

“Look at these grenades,” 

The thick metal wall at the end of the shuttle towards the cockpit opened and my best friend Logan walked out holding even more grenades than he had left with. Logan was not about regulation, code or anything that I stood for and even now, I hated the way he looked because again, it wasn’t too code.

His paper-thin military armour was at least a thousand years old, being passed down through his family before the Empire murdered them all one night. At least it hugged his slim body well enough but if we saw actual combat I highly doubted he would survive.

A lump formed in my throat at the very thought. I was not losing Logan. He was too kind, too funny and too brilliant a friend to lose so young. 

His shaggy blond hair was way too long to be to code and he seriously needed a shower most days, but he was kind to me. He didn’t judge me for being a HR manager and he always helped me where he could. 

And he just kept playing with all the grenades strapped to his waist and in his hands. Yeah, in case you were wondering, that really was a security risk more often than not. And all because Logan had run out of grenades the night the Empire killed his family.

Personally, from all the reports I’ve read about the Empire’s massacre Logan should have been grateful he wasn’t at home the night the assassins came. Grenade or not, he would have died and we never would have met. Something that I couldn’t even begin to imagine now.

“They have so many weapons in the cockpit. The Angels didn’t even care that I took them,” Logan said.

I weakly smiled. Considering that the Galaxy Burners were an entire Angel legion dedicated to mass murder, the spilling of blood and being psychotic, I really didn’t want Logan anywhere near them.

I looked down at my golden bracelet, a thick single line that wrapped tightly around my wrist with the bright Blue-eye symbol of the Department of Human Resources. This was my duty to my Lord, to the Confederacy and to humanity.

I had to investigate what the hell was going on no matter the cost. 

And I needed to find out just how badly the Galaxy Burners deviated from codes and regulations and other legislation. I had to report to the Senate after all.

Little did I realise that superhuman psychopaths really didn’t like HR managers. 
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Special Envoy Dexter Walsh flat out couldn’t believe he had been summoned to the Blood Fortress of all bloody places. He stuck to the edges of the massive, immensely wide metal corridor he was walking up so he didn’t attract too much attention to himself. 

He had never liked the massive corridors that the Galaxy Burners always painted in the blood of their victims were all the metal surfaces were covered in brown dried blood. And there were dried skins, bones and teeth attached to the walls too.

It was disgusting.

Dexter made himself press on towards the Command Centre where Legion Lord Khan was waiting for him, and if he had learnt anything about the Galaxy Burners in the past six months, it was the longer you kept them waiting, the more mistakes you made and more you talked. The more likely it was that you were going to die very, very painfully.

And then you became part of the decoration round the Blood Fortress.

He wanted to jump as the texture of the floor changed so he was now walking on an endless amount of broken human and alien teeth. It felt awful, rough and so uncomfortable under his feet that he could almost feel the points of the teeth through his thick military boots.

When he had first started here, he had just worn his standard-issue boots that his father had gifted him the week before. The teeth flooring had ripped them to shreds in the first three days, so military boots it was. Even though he wasn’t sure how much longer these could last.

The constant smashing of heavy metal boots against the floor, cracking teeth and chipping bone echoed up and down the corridor. He forced himself not to shiver, not to react and not to look weak in front of the Angels stalking the halls. 

He had to be strong.

An awful whiff of fresh blood with subtle hints of rotting meat, eggs and sulphur made Dexter cough and a few Angels instantly grinned at him. 

He quickly flashed the bright orange symbol round his neck denoting him as a member of the Logistici. The Angels stopped grinning but they still licked their lips at him.

Becoming their next meal was not what he wanted. 

Dexter nodded his respects to three massive superhuman Angels in bloodred armour styled on the armour the Knights of Old Earth used to wear. He hated it when the Angels didn’t have their helmets on because it was gross looking at their blood-splattered faces and seeing everything they had done to themselves just to taste a little blood when there wasn’t a victim round.

This entire Legion of Rage was disgusting and Dexter was so looking forward to when he was reassigned.

He hadn’t wanted to represent the Lord of War’s Logistici to the Galaxy Burners. His strength was working out how to get a million soldiers from one side of the
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