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Professor Charlotte Everlonge carefully slipped through the heavy, impossibly thick and very reinforced metal door that her Master had always warned her to avoid. She had never understood if the door was so important then why there were no signs, no markings, no nothing on the door or around it. 

Considering the University De Confederate was the most famous and privileged university on Terra let alone the Confederacy, it seemed stupid to not protect the door a little better.

Charlotte carefully closed the heavy door behind her, thankful she didn’t slam or smash it against the frame, and she was shocked. She was inside a huge black room, probably large enough to fit a talon-like shuttle inside like her father had ridden when it was a soldier (cannon fodder for the superhuman Angels of Death and Hope). The massive black coiled cable as thick as her arm lined the walls. 

It was impressive as hell to see so many thousands upon thousands of cables probably filled with water, genetic material and even liquid food just hanging there running down the walls and floor towards something in the middle of the chamber. She used the cables every day with her students in the genetic labs, showing her brilliant students how to grow, manipulate and vat-grown an organic creature.

It was only the first term so right now, her first-year students were growing mice from raw DNA sequences, whilst her final years were growing dogs and cats from scratch. And her PhD students were growing baseline humans from DNA extracts from fallen soldiers. One day Charlotte really wanted to grow superhumans from DNA but the Confederacy had banned that, at the moment.

The entire chamber stunk of rich, buttery smoked salmon and freshly baked bread rolls with large doses of fried onions, rosemary and garlic. Charlotte licked her lips and her mouth watered at the sensational aromas. She had only ever known her Master, professor Tesserae Vain to have that combination.

Why would she be working in here?

She went deeper into the chamber, stepping over the lumpy, bumpy cables that made the air crackle, hum and pop a little. The cables moved a little under her feet as the liquid inside them gushed through them towards their target.

And then she saw the target at last. 

Behind a tall row of large black computers, like the ones from ancient Earth with awfully primitive glass screens and something called a “hard drive” and monitor, she saw something she had only read about. There was an immense cylinder of bright blue glowing liquid and there was a humanoid creature floating in the liquid.

She went over to the creature. It looked just like the Angels her father had mentioned on the two liberty breaks he had been allowed home on before he was ripped to shreds by an alien disease on a long-dead world. It was easily four metres tall, arms as thick as trees and muscle perfect for ripping a monster limb from limb.

No wonder the Angels were their main line of defense against the corrupt, weak Great Human Empire and the foul aliens that preyed on the other species of the galaxy. Yet this humanoid creature seemed different too, his fingers weren’t completely human, his eyes were oval and his ears were pointy.

There was something else about the creature’s aura too that she just couldn’t pin down. She normally hated talk of auras, energies and other mythic crap that she quickly drilled out of her students, but there was something weird about this creature.

The heavy metal door opened. 

Charlotte tensed. She couldn’t be caught. She couldn’t be fined. She could not afford any disciplinary action to be taken against her. It would end her career as a professor and researcher and geneticist.

She rushed over to the ancient computers and ducked under the “monitor”. She couldn’t stop her body shaking. She could not be caught.

“Charlotte?” Tesserae asked.

Charlotte wanted to scream. She was caught, she was done for, her life was over. She saw that Tesserae was staring at the creature. What if Tesserae unleashed the creature on her?

She just watched in horror. Tesserae was actually here in her long white lab coat. She was here on business. She was here to do something. Everyone at the university knew Tesserae attacked students and even staff who stopped her working.

Had Charlotte stopped her working?

“I will not hurt you if you come out from under the computer,” Tesserae said still not looking at her.

Charlotte really didn’t want to come out. She knew that Tesserae was unstable, harsh and evil. Tesserae could turn on her at any moment. Her career could still be over.

After a few moments, she took a long deep breath of the delicious delightfully scented air and nodded to herself. She was a Professor just like Tesserae, she was going to be fine because she hadn’t really done anything wrong. Tesserae would not hurt her and she would be fine.

Charlotte crawled out of her hiding spot and Tesserae grinned at her. The other Professor tucked a long grey curl behind her ear and gestured Charlotte to join her.

“I am glad you finally wanted to explore this space because I want you on this project with me,” Tesserae said.

Charlotte forced herself to smile and nod. Like hell was she getting involved on a project with Tesserae. The woman might have been a great Master, watching over, supervising and supporting her whilst she taught students. Yet Tesserae was crazy.

“This is the project that could change the war forever,” Tesserae said taking out a knife.

Charlotte did not want to die. She hated knives ever since her mother had accidentally cut her as a teenager when they were making dinner together.

Tesserae tapped the knife against the glass. The humanoid creature’s eyes opened.

Charlotte wanted to step back as she saw the creature’s glowing black and gold eyes twirling and staring at her. The creature couldn’t have cared less about Tesserae, but Charlotte just felt uncomfortable as the creature stared at her.

“What is it?” Charlotte asked.

“Archangel,” Tesserae said.

Charlotte shook her head. This was bad and she had to focus now. She had read an article years ago, hell everyone had, about a Talon of the Lord Ophelia Lockwood bringing back some creature from an Empire research base. It was meant to be a super soldier far beyond the strengths, powers and lethality of even the Angels. 

How the hell that was possible was beyond Charlotte.

Yet Archangel was destroyed, the Empire had embedded a self-destruct protocol into the very DNA of the creature. It was dead. Gone. Impossible to reproduce.

“Do not tell me you are a failure too,” Tesserae said pointing the blade at Charlotte’s throat. 

“Of course not,” Charlotte said knowing what her Master was playing at. “The Lord of War probably hired hundreds, thousands, maybe even mandated every geneticist in the Confederacy to try and recreate the creature,”

Tesserae nodded and the damn creature still kept staring at Charlotte. She really wanted the creature dead.

She was almost surprised at the idea. There was something so unnatural, disturbing and gross about the sheer perfection of Archangel. She supposed she was a servant of the Lord of War so she should have been grateful for the advancement.

She couldn’t be grateful. This Archangel never should have existed.

“Is he complete?” Charlotte asked as the cables under her moved and churned as more liquid was forced through them.

Archangel grinned inside the liquid as it glowed even more, probably from all the extra genetic material, nutrients and whatever other unnatural crap Tesserae was pumping into him.

“No,” Tesserae said frowning and she lowered the knife.  “He is stronger than any Angel judging by my computer tests but I need you. I cannot get him to breathe on his own. He has lungs but cannot use them,”

Charlotte grinned. That was a hell of a problem and at least that meant Archangel could die, if she could simply break the glass. She didn’t really want to, because creating an Archangel from barely any information or research was a major feat and advancement in confederate genetics.

Yet Archangel kept staring at her and now the creature was grinning and slashing his serpentine tongue at her. She needed him to die.

“You probably messed up the genetics so they don’t produce the correct surfactant proteins to keep the lungs inflated by reducing surface tension,” 

Tesserae glared at her. “Are you saying I made a mistake? You are the one that publishes papers on the genetics of the respiratory system,”

Charlotte couldn’t believe the arrogance of the damn woman. “Do not lecture me on my research. You know the function of the respiratory system is an interaction between the nervous system, genetics and the environment and-”

Charlotte stopped. She noticed the Archangel was grinning at her and his unnaturally talon-like fingers were pressing against the glass. 

“What sort of pressure can that glass withstand?” Charlotte asked.

Tesserae went over to her computers and activated them. Charlotte saw thousands of lines of analogue code. She couldn’t even understand it, it was so different from High Confederate that this was a mystery. 

The glass started cracking.

The Archangel screamed bloody murder as glowing red liquid was pumped into the creature, and Charlotte felt a little sorry for him. A small part of her never wanted this creature to suffer, it was a living thing and it had never had a choice in its creation, but there was something unnatural and sickening about it.

“There,” Tesserae said. “There was an error in the code about the proteins you mentioned,”

Charlotte so badly wanted to point out how it was Tesserae’s line of code that had been errored, but she didn’t.

Then the reality of the situation sunk in. 

She felt the black cables under her feet move and alternate between being lumpy and bumpy and gross as more new nutrients and genetic material was added to the Archangel. 

Charlotte had always taught her first-year students that at the University de Confederacy their technology was so advance an easy genetic change could take minutes to take effect once pumped into a creature’s vat-tank.

Within minutes the Archangel would be healed enough to be able to use his own lungs and breathe oxygenated air. He wouldn’t need a vat, he wouldn’t need life support and he certainly wouldn’t need liquid anymore.

“He’s more powerful than an Angel, you say?” Charlotte asked.

Tesserae nodded. “If an Angel is worth the strength of a hundred normal baseline soldiers. Archangel can rip through a thousand soldiers before even breaking a sweat or taking damage,”

Charlotte could not allow that to happen. She hated the aliens. She hated the Empire. She hated all enemies of the Confederacy but that much power was wrong. No one deserved to have that much destruction in their hands.

She had to stop the Archangel.

Tesserae’s knife was weakly held in her hand.

Charlotte went for it.

Tesserae whipped the knife around, grabbed Charlotte and whacked her across the face.

Charlotte flat out hated the lumpy black cables pressing against her back. It was even worse when Tesserae climbed on top of her and wrapped a loose cable round her throat.

The Archangel pressed against the cracking glass even more.

“You are not taking the Archangel away from me,” Tesserae said pressing the knife against her throat. “This is my ticket to the halls of power. I will sit on the High Council, I will shake hands with the Lord of War and I will usher in a new age of science and power and war,”

Charlotte opened her mouth but she couldn’t. She hadn’t realised up
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