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Doctor Catherine Taylor stood patiently on a very hard metal surface at the very edge of a massive metallic blue disc that seemed to stretch on endlessly. She didn’t like how the immense disc seemed perfectly flat despite it looking like it had metal mountain ranges, lakes and other natural features from orbit.

Catherine wasn’t even sure what the disc actually was, all she knew that was through the harsh oxygen-recycler firmly attached to her face, was that the air stunk of iron, copper and left a foul taste of blood on her tongue.

The bright moons, stars and nearby planets seem to sparkle like stunning jewels against the dark blackness of space as Catherine studied how the light affected the disc. Most of the time the light was simply absorbed, not reflected by the strange blue metal of the disc. That was flat out weird in itself but it didn’t happen.

The longer Catherine stood there studying and making sure to take in as much as the disc as possible, the icier her skin got, despite her wearing an enviro-suit that was humming louder in some vain effort to warm up her body.

After weeks of chasing down artifacts, hunting down clues to the mystery of the Keystone and more, Catherine was so glad to finally be standing where everything had led her to.

But she was equally confused at what this disc actually was. Was it a weapon? A city? A graveyard?

Catherine had no idea but she seriously looked forward to finding out, especially since she was one of the few minds in the Great Human Empire that possibly could solve the mystery, considering she had been alive for over 90,000 years. Thanks to her mastery of genetics, advanced medical and rejuvenation treatments.

The only comfort Catherine found in the entire situation was the little fact that the traitor superhuman Angels of Death and Hope hadn’t made it to the disc before she had.

Catherine was more than glad about that, she might have created the Angels for the Emperor as superhuman soldiers 90,000 years ago, but she hated herself for creating them with the possibility of treachery.

Catherine just hoped they never turned up.

The sound of distant banging made Catherine roll her eyes as she slightly turned to see Commander Drax, the person in charge of the unloved and very forgettable Samuel System’s military, and five heavily armed Empire Army soldiers walk towards her as they departed their blade-like shuttle.

With their goal so close, Catherine was actually starting to appreciate Drax a little more with his mind, attention to detail and he still clearly liked her. Catherine couldn’t blame him, it seemed that tons of men loved her short blond hair that looked so lifeful and seductive, but Catherine was going to make sure nothing ever happened between her and Drax.

“What is this place?” Drax asked.

Catherine carefully took out a small handheld scanning device out of a backpack she was carrying, and she started to scan the surface and the air and whatever else the scanner picked up.

The results were beyond strange to say the least.

“Air is a combination of nitrogen and hydrogen. Basically no oxygen,” Catherine said. 

Now she was even more glad she was wearing the enviro-suit but if it ripped even by a millimetre then she would be dead. She had to be careful.

“Air also shows high concentrations of Nanobots, flesh eating capabilities, probably some kind of defence mechanism,” Catherine said.

Catherine just smiled as she saw some of the Empire Army troopers hesitate and move uncomfortably. Catherine had absolutely no doubt that there was something grand hidden here, but if those Nanobots activated then she just had a feeling that they could rip through the Enviro-suits in seconds.

That wasn’t good.

“What was this place meant to be protecting?” Drax asked.

Catherine didn’t care for the question so she simply started walking forward. If there was anything to find on the strange disc then it was most likely to be at the centre.

But something was seriously bothering her. In her 90,000 years Catherine had studied tons of alien cultures and races, but very few of them had had the technology to create flesh-eating Nanobots, so who created the disc?

In finding the location of the disc, Catherine had run across the now-extinct alien race known as the Tau’Ra, who had seemingly built the artifacts that led her to this disc. But she had never seen anything suggesting they had Nanobots of all things.

Sure the Tau’Ra were able to create spaceships, warships and amazing weapons that had allowed them to forge a small empire for themselves in far, far galactic south, but nanobots seemed a stretch for them.

What if humans made them?

Catherine stopped dead in her tracks. What if the traitor superhumans, her foul traitorous children, had actually gotten here first?

Screams ripped through the air.

Catherine spun around.

Catherine just watched in utter horror as the nanobots activated and ripped into the soft juicy flesh of the five heavily armed soldiers with her and Drax. Their enviro-suits became shreds, their blood became a thick mist that thirsty nanobots drank up as quick as they could, and then they stunk their nano-teeth into the delicious human flesh.

Catherine just looked at Drax as ten superhumans teleported in around them wearing night-black armour based on the Knights from Old Earth.

“Doctor!” the Leader shouted.

Catherine just rolled her eyes, this wasn’t good, especially as when the Leader had hurt her before he was clearly shaken by it, but she just knew that feeling was gone now.

Given the chance he would kill her.

The other nine superhumans fixed their superhuman guns, capable of explosively ripping her body to atoms with a single bullet, on Catherine and Drax. 

Catherine just needed to buy herself some time to figure out a great idea to get away. She just hoped beyond hope that this Disc was similar to the artifacts that led her here, because those Artifacts seemed alive and wanted to protect her.

She just hoped this disc was capable of similar intelligence.

“I presume you want me to show you how this disc works?” Catherine asked.

The Leader went over to Catherine and gestured her to walk with him.

Catherine did as he wished, it was best just to keep him happy at this point, and she continued walking over the endless blue metal surface of the disc. Still not seeing any of the mountain ranges, lakes and other natural features she had seen from orbit.

“What happened to the natural features Doctor?” the Leader asked.

Catherine subtly checked if Drax was still behind her and he thankfully was, along with the nine other traitor superhumans, in a perfect straight line, making sure Drax didn’t try anything.

“I don’t know but what capabilities has your ships got? Science labs? Scanners? Atmospheric detectors?” Catherine asked.

She probably made up the last one but she didn’t care at this point.

The Leader huffed as he seemed to step over something that Catherine couldn’t see.

“What area of the light spectrum are you operating at?” Catherine asked.

She had always designed her beloved superhuman Angels to be stronger, tougher and deadlier than any baseline humans, but she had almost forgotten about her children’s ability to see outside the normal light spectrum.

“Outside your range,” the Leader said.

Catherine stopped.

Catherine gestured if it was okay for her to get something out of her backpack, the Leader nodded, and Catherine quickly tested the gravitational pull of the disc with a small blade-like scanner.

It was so strange that the superhuman seemed able to see things that Catherine couldn’t, but what was even stranger was she didn’t have to step over things, but the Leader seemingly had to.

“What did you step over earlier?” Catherine asked.

“A small stream, you walked in,” the Leader said.

Catherine turned to see Drax and even now the nine superhumans weren’t in a perfectly straight line like they were earlier. It was almost like they were trying to avoid standing in something.

“You’re avoiding a hole in the disc that... your commander is standing in,” the Leader said.

Catherine smiled. This was amazing, clearly there was light reflecting somewhere on the light spectrum and telling the superhumans that there was something there, but in reality there wasn’t. Not that she could see it anyway.

The little blade-like scanner beeped and Catherine was surprised to see that she was standing between two gravitational fields. It was so slight which was why Catherine didn’t feel anything, but it was starting to make sense.

“I think there’s more than one gravitational force acting on the disc. Clearly artificial in nature,” Catherine said. “But I believe there is enough of a gravitational difference that it pulls the light waves apart, making it difficult to see what’s really going on,”

Even though the superhumans were wearing helmets, Catherine just knew they weren’t buying it.

“I designed you all so you could see what other humans couldn’t,” Catherine said. “I hardwired your brains to reconnect light waves in case there was ever a battlefield like this,”

The Leader slowly nodded. 

Catherine clicked her fingers. “We’re on a hologram. That’s why Drax isn’t falling through the hole in the ground and why I’m not tripping over the stream or anything. It’s because they aren’t real and most importantly they’re holograms and then the light showing them is being ripped apart,”

The Leader folded his arms and gestured they keep walking.

Catherine nodded. 

“Then why can we see things from Orbit?” the Leader asked.

“Because it must be perspective related. It’s advance things, but clearly the gravitational force of the disc has realigned the light waves at some point,”

Someone screamed.

More people screamed.

Four of the superhumans fell into the disc.

The Leader grabbed Catherine. She heard her suit tensing. It was so close to ripping. 

Catherine was going to die.

“What was that?”

The Leader froze. The other superhumans froze.

Catherine felt her enviro-suit tense and she couldn’t move anymore. Drax was probably the same.

The entire landscape shifted, twirled and swirled as Catherine found herself in a brand-new environment, it took her eyes a few moments to adjust to the awful light but she was in some kind of jet-black cave made from black metal.

The only light in the entire cave seemed to be coming from a roaring, crackling and talking fire in the dead centre of it, just a few metres from her.

Catherine felt no warmth from the fire and her enviro-suit shut up and a gentle wind ripped it off her, but it didn’t hurt in the slightest.

Catherine did have to walk about a metre though to pick up her backpack and she carefully placed it back on her back. There was no way she wasn’t having that equipment close to her.

And for some reason, Catherine could breathe perfectly fine. The air smelt fresh with hints of jasmine, clove and pine that seemed so unnatural for the harshness of the cave.

The fire crackled intensely before a very tall being rose out of the fire and simply stood there.

Catherine had never seen anything like it in her entire long life, the being had eight long scaly legs with scales made up of what looked like black metal with small amounts of bright fiery blood (or something similar) running through it. Its head was like a beetle’s and its body was so short and fat, Catherine couldn’t see if it was a simple chest or if it was made up of other sections like a spider’s.

But she recognised the rough body shape from strange
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