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It might have been over 90,000 years since Doctor Catherine Taylor had returned to the birthcradle of humanity, Earth, but she was more than glad to see it had changed. The very worst thing that humanity could ever allow itself to indulge in was stagnation.

Of course, she wouldn’t have been surprised that the Emperor of The Great Human Empire never ever would have allowed that to happen. It was why she really, really liked him. He was so calm, wonderful and the best leader humanity had ever had. 

And like her, the Emperor knew exactly the dangers posed by the traitor, alien and mutant that lurked in the deadly dark corners of the galaxy, just waiting for humanity to drop its guard and then they would slaughter humanity.

Catherine smiled to herself as she stood at the very edge of a massive metal hovering platform that was a perfect circle. Even by the standards of the Empire, it was next to impossible to find workmanship this perfect and ideal. But maybe that only showed how long she had been away from Earth and the beating heart of humanity.

The platform itself was nice enough. Catherine would have preferred to land her own blade-like warship on the platform but that had been denied firmly by the Emperor himself. 

Every so often the platform pulsed, popped and vibrated. Catherine wouldn’t have been surprised if the platform was scanning her or something because even after all these tens of thousands of years (and a lot more rejuvenation treatments than was probably healthy), Catherine still didn’t know if the Emperor trusted her completely.

It was amazing what the running of so-called genetic experiments could do to a friendship that had been forged and maintained in the fires of war, betrayal and murder. Catherine didn’t blame the Emperor at all, in fact she only loved him even more because of it.

Catherine watched as below the platform there were tens upon tens of immense lines of flying grey blade-like shuttles and warships and cruisers. They were constantly flowing in and out of the capital and Empire Government buildings.

She supposed that if a brand-new person had come to Earth then maybe they would be stupid enough to believe something major was happening. It wasn’t. Earth was just as busy now as it always was because even though the lies reported on Empire media brainwashed humanity, Catherine knew the truth. 

And the truth was simple. The noose was tightening around humanity’s little narrow throat.

Catherine focused on the top-secret black blade-like shuttles belonging to the assassins. They looked to be out in force today and Catherine just grinned. There were always traitors, murderers and enemies on Earth that needed to be killed.

She was almost surprised that she hadn’t been killed all those thousands of years ago. Apparently it was only the Emperor’s love for her that had saved her, and Catherine was more than happy for that.

“Doctor,” a man said behind her.

Catherine turned around and grinned as she saw an immense three-metre-tall superhuman man standing there in the fiery red armour of the Ignis Legion. He had his helmet up and that was why she was here, it was why she had raced back to Earth as soon as the Emperor had summoned her.

There was a problem with the superhuman Angels of Death and Hope. 

There was a problem with her children, her creations, her babies.

The man made the air smell of watermelon, mint and coconut, making the great taste of ice cream form on her tongue. Yet Catherine supposed this was simply part of the problem that she was meant to solve.

Catherine just focused on the warrior and couldn’t immediately understand what was so wrong with him. Everything looked to be perfectly okay. 

If there was a problem with the Angel’s vestibular system then his balance would have been off, but he was fine. If the Angel had a problem with his breathing or superhuman organs then it would have shown. She would have been able to hear it.

But everything was fine.

Catherine realised that everything was too fine so she gestured the Angel to take off his helmet and she frowned.

She fully understood that she had never been the most emotional or involved or caring person in the Empire, but even she hated what had happened to her precious creations.

She had designed the Angels to be cold, calculating killers that would rip through the enemies of the Empire with ease. Yet she had designed them to look friendly, kind and very human at the same time but the face that was looking at her was no human.

The Angel’s cheeks were hallowed, rotten and his eyes were like hardboiled eggs. Even the Angel’s horrible tongue looked burnt, blistered and snake-like. It was awful.

Catherine wanted to kill this Angel as an affront to what was happening to her precious creations but if the Emperor had contacted her, then this was something that needed to be fixed at the genetic level. Maybe the Empire had already tried to contain the genetic problems by killing the faulty Angels.

It hadn’t worked.

“Doctor,” the man said and somehow managed to look her in the eye. Catherine was impressed.

“I will help you my child,” Catherine said. “Just tell me what happened because I have been kept in the dark,”

“Two years ago the first group of Angels devolved like this. At first it was simple cosmetic problems but then it transformed into psychological difficulties. Entire squads of superhumans rebelling against their commanding officers. Killing entire villages and becoming mindless berserkers,”

Catherine nodded like she had heard it all before. She had no idea how her precious creations could end up like this but it was fascinating from a genetic standpoint. Maybe some of the genes had become so unstable that it was causing behavioural problems.

“Then two months ago the genetic problems were identified in every single Angel in the Empire and probably the traitors too,” the man said.

Catherine laughed. Now that was really interesting because it was clear this wasn’t an environmental problem or something that was limited to a single group of Angels.

She didn’t know the numbers off the top of her head but there were millions upon millions of Angels spread out all across the Empire and beyond. All of them were exposed to different environments, different levels of radiation and different factors that probably caused genetic instability.

Yet this was affecting everyone so it had to be present in the Angel DNA from the very start. And whatever this change was it had to somehow develop or manifest over 90,000 years later.

That was fascinating and Catherine couldn’t wait to find out what the fault was.

***
[image: ]


Catherine ran her fingers across the icy cold white plastic of her holographic slab as she entered her ancient lab. Hundreds of different biologists, geneticists and other lesser scientists had dared to work here since she was last here. But she didn’t mind, there were so many bright, amazing minds in the Empire that she was happy that they were still making discoveries after she had left.

The lab might have been tens of kilometres below the Empire Palace but Catherine loved how naturally cool and refreshing it was. The immense rocky cave walls of the lab were rough, textured and filled with holo-images of various tests currently going on.

She was really impressed with some of the research going on, but considering there was a massive naked superhuman corpse on her slab, she was a little more interested in that.

Catherine liked it when a small holographic lab assistant appeared next to her to make notes, and Catherine had no intention of using her so she simply clicked her fingers. The hologram went away.

The superhuman corpse was certainly female in perfect health besides the rotting flesh, bullet holes in the chest and brain matter that was currently leaking into a bucket on the floor. Catherine was going to have to test that matter later on, but the Angel was clearly deranged when she was killed.

The entire lab smelt refreshing of damp, mint and strawberries. It was one of her favourite smells, the Emperor had clearly remembered how she liked to work. He really was a great man.

Catherine picked up a scalpel from the small metal table next to her to and sliced open the superhuman’s chest. The organs were awful, deformed and everything was wrong.

“I need to know the background of this Angel,” Catherine said.

“Of course,” the Ignis Angel said. “This is Officer Emma Young of the Knifer Legion. Many, many victories on the field of battle, she’s killed over two thousand aliens, ten thousand traitors and she singlehandedly injured the Sabretooth,”

Catherine nodded. The Sabretooth was a massive and powerful and deadly leader in the Galaxy Burner traitor legion. As far as Catherine knew no one who had faced him had ever lived to tell the tale.

Emma was clearly a skilled, gifted and amazing warrior. That only made this entire situation even more tragic.

“A month ago she attacked her forces and went rogue. She killed two hundred soldiers in the Empire Army before her best friend killed her with three shots to the chest. Then she was sent back to Earth for examination,”

Catherine collected a blood sample and a small robotic arm dropped down from the ceiling, she passed the arm the sample and the arm immediately started testing it.

“Has anyone worked on this project?” Catherine asked.

“Negative, the Emperor believed since you are the Mother of Angels only you should work on this case,”

Catherine smiled. She really had missed Earth, the Emperor and the Empire Palace. She was actually surprised how much she felt at home here and how badly she had missed everything. 

“Even if the DNA sample does come back corrupted,” Catherine said, “even my memory isn’t good enough to remember what all 23 chromosomes of an Angel should look like. I need an uncorrupted DNA sample,”

Catherine looked at the Angel and he was frowning. 

“All Angel Genetic samples are corrupted too,” he said, “but there is one sample we have,”

Catherine went over to him. She could tell how pained, concerned and puzzled he was. There was something he wasn’t
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