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A thousand holy women missing without a trace. 

Sister Superior Scarlett Evans leant against the boiling hot sandstone wall of the monastery staring out into the wasteland beyond. She was grateful for the loud hum of her armour’s cooling systems working overtime to make sure the sheer, extreme heat from the outside didn’t bother her.

The endless wasteland was a blurry haze from the heat of the world and Scarlett was glad she wasn’t a mere Battle Sister these days. She didn’t want to be in charge of scanning and making sure she could see everything that was coming or not towards them.

The immense ring of dunes in the distance looked almost like a mountain range the size of the Alps on Old Earth. Scarlett was sure there were mountains or something solid on this world but she couldn’t see it.

The entire wasteland just looked like an endless blanket of yellow sand with dunes rising in the distance. And deep slashes in the distance to her right, she didn’t want there to be a sandstorm because again, that would only cause problems for the scanners.

Scarlett coughed as she got an intense dry, acrid gust that smelt so foul and hot that it sucked even more moisture from her body. She hated how the air felt like it was trying to kill her.

She didn’t want to be out here much longer because clearly her equipment wasn’t good enough to last out here, but she wanted to bear witness to what her sisters had seem.

Yet at least the sky was crystal clear. It made it easy to see any incoming enemies, and she could see the comforting sight of the metallic blue blade-like warships of her legion. The Sirens of Ares.

She liked being a superhuman Angel of Death and Hope helping her friends and the divine Lord of War conquer humanity and free it from the chaos of the Great Human Empire.

The Empire might have seen her as a traitor that wanted to enslave humanity, but that wasn’t true. She simply wanted to help humanity live safely under the religious doctrines of her Lord and Master. 

A single bead of sweat rolled down her forehead.

She had already read the environmental reports when she was in orbit yesterday and she never wanted to be outside unprotected. The planet Sanctuary was so hot, a person might be boiled before they could even scream out in utter terror, or maybe even realise what was happening.

But this was the Lord of War’s divine Will. He wanted her and her sisters to be here so she was going to be no matter what happened to her.

Scarlett felt the rough sandstone behind her back and she hissed as a piece broke off and jabbed into her back. The entire monastery was abandoned, lost and all one thousand of her sisters were missing.

That was why she was here.

Scarlett took a few more steps away from the wall and looked back at the immense sandstone wall. It wrapped itself around the entire monastery like it could withstand anything like bombs, orbital bombardment and whatever a ground assault could unleash on it.

That was normally true because the impressive and advanced shielding and other faithful technology her legion had access to, but clearly all the technology had failed.

Now that sandstone wall was all sliced, slashed and lashed up like a child had gotten a red hot knife and stabbed it into butter over and over and over.

Scarlett didn’t know what it would take to annihilate the holy wall for good, but it wouldn’t take much. Maybe a single bullet, maybe a simple breath, maybe not even that.

Beyond the sandstone wall, Scarlett shook her head at the perfectly intact massive box-like monastery that looked like the most stunning piece of art she had ever seen. It was easily the size of a skyscraper, large enough to fit an immense small town inside and the stained-glass windows were simply stunning.

All Scarlett wanted to do was go inside and explore the ancient halls and admire all the stunning red, purple blue stained glass windows of the Lord of War, her Legion Lord and all the amazing victories they had gained since their founding.

Yet most of all, she simply wanted to find out what had happened to her sisters.

Including her blood sister.

Scarlett blinked ten times as her eyes watered at the very idea of her sister, Jade. They had both been “kidnapped” (more like rescued) by the Sirens of Ares when they were 5 years old and taken away from their toxic, abusive backwater world of a home and raised with love, respect and power by the Sirens.

Scarlett had loved reading to Jade, making up grand stories of adventures and saying that they could travel the stars together as a team. They could kill the Empire, their abusers and they could save all the other small children that the Empire didn’t care about.

Jade had been a lot more devout than Scarlett ever was but Scarlett was proud of her sister. She commanded respect and influence throughout the entire legion, so it was a little odd she got posted on an isolated world like Sanctuary but Jade had always said she was here because it was what the Lord of War willed.

Scarlett wasn’t going to argue with that.

When news had reached her five years ago that Sanctuary had stopped transmitting and reporting to Command, Scarlett hadn’t wanted to believe Jade was in danger or worse. 

Jade was probably just too busy praying, leading her sisters into battle or doing something else entirely. She was always devout like that.

But as Scarlett stood in front of the lashed, slashed and crumbling sandstone wall in front of Sanctuary 101, she knew that wasn’t the case.

Something that had happened here to Jade and 999 other sisters that happened so quickly they couldn’t report it, they couldn’t fire a shot and they couldn’t escape.

Or maybe they did.

Scarlett hadn’t seen any bodies yet but that didn’t mean they weren’t here somewhere. Or maybe Jade was alive and well. Her sweet little sister might be alive, and Scarlett just hoped that was true.

And as the immense roar of metallic blue blade-like fighters screamed overhead, Scarlett smiled because her sisters were coming and now she had back-up she could finally start to explore Sanctuary 101.

Something that both terrified and excited her in equal measure.
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Lady Madeline flat out couldn’t understand why the hell she of all people had been “gifted” this crappy little assignment. She was a Black Claw, a spy, assassin and investigator that reported to the Lord of War himself. She was used to spying on superhuman legions, assassinating governors that were questioning if they should return to the Empire or not, and she was an enforcer of the Lord of War’s will.

This mission was beneath her, and she hated the Sirens of Ares with a passion.

“We’ll land in a moment my Lady,” a computerised voice said.

Madeline stood in the middle of a large metallic blue box-like transport compartment surrounded by the constant banging, humming and vibrating of the blade-like shuttle’s engines. 

The transport compartment wasn’t that bad and at least it smelt refreshing of oil, lavender and holy incense that the damn Sirens of Ares seem to burn obsessively. All the metallic blue surfaces were smooth, shiny and almost sterile except for the sooty substance thinly covering the walls because of the sheer amount of incense burnt.

Madeline didn’t want to complain too much and she forced herself not to give anything away. Especially given now there were ten Sisters in their dirty, dented metallic blue superhuman armour sitting only metres from her.

Their armour was the typical Mark 9 type styled on that of the Knights of Old Earth. Madeline rather liked Mark 9 armour and she always enjoyed wearing the enhanced version. It made her feel so powerful, strong and like she could rip through an entire army with her bare hands.

She might have “only” been a baseline human without any of the fancy upgrades, organs and superhuman abilities of the Angels, but Madeline never wanted to upgrade. She was a Black Claw and sometimes being a baseline human helped her and opened a hell of a lot more doors than the Angels could ever realise.

All of the Angels she killed or spied on never thought she was dangerous.

And she hoped this Sister Superior Scarlett Evans would be the same.

The humming, banging and vibrating of the engines got even louder for a moment as Madeline felt the shuttle bank a little and the temperature rose dramatically.

She looked at the Angels who didn’t seem to notice. Madeline hated the feeling of sweat rolling down her back and forehead and her throat felt like a desert. She had read about the extreme heat of Sanctuary but this was unreal.

“My Lady,” a female Angel said behind her but Madeline couldn’t tell which one, “you must put on your protective gear before we climb,”

Madeline nodded. “Do you not worry about me Angel. I will be fine but thank you for your concern,”

She reached into the pocket of her long black trench coat and pulled out a small circular disc and activated it. Madeline never wanted to deny or not use the cool equipment the Lord of War gifted his Black Claws. 

The temperature fell around her to a more manageable level and her throat stopped feeling like it was a desert slowly seizing up. But the extreme heat of Sanctuary was going to be important information for sure, she might be able to turn the planet’s weather into a weapon against the Sisters if needed.

An idea she definitely wanted to try out if needed.

Madeline subtly reached up to the blue glassy symbol on a golden chain around her neck. She liked how icy cold it felt in her hand and she was glad to have the full weight of the Lord of War’s authority behind her.

If anyone tried to kill her, stop her or do anything against her mission then it was basically treason. And as much as her necklace closed doors to her, she was glad to have it when dealing with the Sirens of all people.

Most of the legion saw her as a prophet or demi-god because she had actual regular contact with their so-called divine being. There were a few that saw her for what she actually was.

But thankfully those bright souls were few and far between.

A strong whiff of overwhelming incense made Madeline cough a little and she was so looking forward to being done with the damn Sirens of Ares. She hated listening to their prays, their services and reading their stupid doctrines about the Lord of War. He was no God but
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