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“New Worlds Can Be Glorious Or Deadly,”

-First Rogue Trader, Early Empire History

Captain Jonic smiled as he stared out into the cold blackness of space with little orbs of light floating in the void as his ship got closer.

He loved the amazing bulky grey spaceship that he got from his father decades ago. Jonic always laughed at people who called the ship a waste of space and an eyesore. 

He didn’t have the heart to tell them how amazing the ship was, and how it had been surviving warzones since before they were born.

Breathing in the foul recycled air of the ship, Jonic smiled as he loved that charred smell of broken oxygen recyclers and hints of smoke. It reminded him of his mother’s terrible burnt pies from his childhood, He knew it needed to be repaired but until he got around to fixing it, it made him feel alive and excited.

As he continued to stare out into the void, Jonic couldn’t stop smiling at all the amazing planets and blade-like warships in the system. There were so many amazing bright blue, green and even bright pink planets to explore. 

A part of Jonic would love to have discovered this system in the early days as a Rogue Trader, he could feel the riches and power in the planets from here. There was so much wonder and glory to be told here, Jonic wondered if it was home to a past alien empire, the idea of all that tech made his eyes widen. There could be a good payday here after all.

As his bulky spaceship continued to glide through space, Jonic only wanted to study the planets but he knew he had a job to do. So taking another deep foul breath of the poorly recycled air, Jonic stared dead ahead at their target destination, their brave new world.

The ship hummed a little more as the massive glass screen in front of Jonic amplified the image to show him the planet more clearly.

Jonic nodded as he looked at the stunning beauty of their target, there wasn’t a name or designation assigned to the planet but it was so beautiful. Jonic loved how shiny and bright the stunning blue planet was, it was like a sapphire in space. 

But Jonic’s eyes narrowed on the mass of blade-like warships that floated in high orbit, all armed with thousands of fighters flying around them like angry bees around their hive.

Jonic felt his stomach churn as he wondered about his destination. The people who hired him hadn’t said too much about the planet he was meant to take the thousands of people on board too.

If these were normal times he might have protested or asked more questions but with traitor activity increasing and more and more systems falling to the traitors. These weren’t normal times. 

If anything, Jonic didn’t want to be in this region of space, he was a Rogue Trader for crying out loud, he wasn’t some mercenary. He was meant to be exploring the unknown edges of the Empire and bringing back new riches and lost technology to the Empire.

Listening to the talking of his crew around him and the humming of the ship, Jonic really hoped this mission wasn’t going to be a failure or some big surprise. He just wanted to go back out into the galaxy, be free and explore the unknown.

That’s what he’s good at.

Straightening his black leather jacket and running his fingers through his long greasy long hair, Jonic turned around and smiled at all the tens of bright intelligent faces that looked back at him. Most of them were young barely the age of 20 in earth years, others were much old and Jonic was surprised they hadn’t died already.

Jonic knew he wanted to speak and talk to them about their mission or job, but he only wanted to keep watching and admire his crew again as they worked hunched over large holographic consoles and computers. 

A small part of Jonic knew they worked too hard and deserved a break, but they all wanted to work hard for Jonic because he was a truly great boss apparently. He couldn’t entirely understand that, he always tried to be fair to them but being a Rogue Trader wasn’t the safest of jobs. 

He hated to remember all the faces of the people he had had to leave behind to save himself and his crew. Alien ships were the worse, Jonic hoped there wasn’t going to be any on this trip.

Continuing to look at each and every member of his crew, Jonic looked at one beautiful woman (Joannoic) a little longer than the rest. He loved how her slim tight figure was brought alive with her long shiny brown hair that looked so perfect and amazing. Jonic loved how she could walk into a room and make it feel alive, and those bright sapphire eyes were... wow. 

Jonic stepped forward, everyone looked at him.

“Time of arrival y’all?” Jonic asked.

“Two hours, Captain,” someone said.

“Excellent. What about enemy ships?” 

“Captain, traitor ships are in system but Empire forces have them surrounded and contained. The Angels of Death are coming too,” Joannoic said.

Jonic smiled at her stunning beauty and that velvety, soft voice. He really wanted to listen to that all day but... the Angels of Death.

His eyebrows rose at that name. He had seen the superhuman warriors of the Emperor multiple times in multiple theatres of war over his life but the fact that they were coming here was unnerving.

“Captain?” Joannoic asked.

Jonic played cool and winked at her. “If the Angels of Death are coming that means ya situation is bad. We gonna have to be prepared,”

“Raising shields and turning off unnecessary power, Captain,” someone said.

Jonic nodded. At least with the power dealt with they might have a chance of surviving if the traitors break through, but remembering all the wrecks he had dived in over the decades, he doubted anything could survive the traitors for long.

Turning back to the large glass screen, Jonic looked at the Empire forces and the traitors on the far side of the system. The ship hummed as it zoomed in, Jonic wasn’t impressed.

The massive black bulky ships of the traitors were smashing through the Empire forces, massive missiles shot through the void and... too many lives were lost.

If the client hadn’t agreed to pay him far more than his going rate, Jonic would have turned back now and protected his crew, this was crazy.

But he needed the money.

Jonic was about to increase the engine speed when some muttering caught his attention on the bridge.

“Captain strange readings inbound,” Joannoic said.

Jonic’s eyes narrowed. “Show me ya readings,”

In front of him streams of data poured in about something massive approaching him but no one could see it or get a proper reading on it. 

The data suggested something was jumping about in the system but it was heading straight for them. It didn’t make sense.

Everyone gasped.

Turning off the streams of data in front of him, Jonic’s eyes widened as a large orb black ship appeared. Jonic couldn’t understand how it had gotten there so quickly but the size of it was ridiculous.

Jonic guessed it was properly the size of half a moon made from thick black shiny metal that was perfectly smooth. Jonic could have sworn he saw his own reflection in it.

Narrowing his eyes even further Jonic shook his head as he noticed something very important, there were no weapons, no entrances, no nothing on the hulk of the orb. 

That wasn’t right.

“Scanning now, Captain,” someone said, Jonic really needed to see who was saying that. “Nothing,”

“How can ya get nothing? I know ya scanners aren’t perfect but really,”

“There’s nothing, Captain,” 

Jonic rolled his eyes.

Someone screamed.

Jonic spun around.

His eyes widened as the corpse of one of his crew hit the deck. Standing over the corpse was a tall, beautiful blond woman with pale skin and a devilish smile.

“Nothing to report, Captain,” she said.

Jonic shook his head and smiled. “Traitor? Alien? Another Agent of The Emperor?”

The woman’s smile deepened and deepened until her face looked twisted and unnatural. Her smile stretched out longer than her face.

“Alien abomination!” Joannoic shouted.

“That isn’t very respectful, my Dear. Captain be a dear and lower your shields,”

“Never,” 

“You are in no position to argue, Captain. My ship will open fire or guass you,”

“Guass?” Jonic asked.

Joannoic stood up in all of her stunning beauty and nodded. 

“She’s a Nechromium,” 

The woman nodded and mockingly clapped her hands.

“The Nechromium rip every single atom apart in a living or non-living thing and remade it in their image. My friend was once remade into a flowerpot,” Joannoic said.

“Now lower your shields, Captain,” 

Jonic shook his head. “What’s important about us? There are tens of warships in the distance. Why target one Rogue Trader?”

Everyone nodded and looked at the alien woman.

“It’s simple, Captain. Your ship has thousands of little weak humans onboard. They’ll be... useful to my race, Captain,”

Joannoic snarled a little. “You bitch! You’re going to experiment on them. You’re going to torture them. You’re going to convert them into Nechromium,”

The alien woman nodded. “This one’s smart, Captain,”

It was in times like this Jonic wished he carried a weapon out of principle but he had to help his crew and the thousands of innocents on board.

Slowly walking towards the woman, Jonic smiled, Joannoic swiped on her computer and Jonic placed his hands on his head. Everyone on the bridge tensed.

“Tell me more about ya race,” Jonic said.

“I will not help you, Captain. I see you crew starting to tense, preparing to act, it won’t work, Captain,”

Jonic stopped a metre from her. “You’re right but unlike your crew, mine is all here and ready to act with me,”

“Who ever said my crew isn’t with me, Captain?”

Jonic cocked his head. “My father always use to say something to me, want to know what that is?”

“The Nechromium never miss an opportunity to learn about our foes, Captain,”

“Memento Mortis,” Jonic said.

The woman frowned. “Translation unavailable to me, Captain,”

“It means remember you will die,”

The alien woman shook her head and smiled. 

“I am in no danger, Captain,”

Jonic took a few steps back and pointed at the large glass screen at the end of the bridge. The ship hummed as it tried to amplify the image.

The woman’s eyes widened in horror.

“That’s right. Ma wonderful friend Joannoic sent an ancient message with that thing called morse code to the warships ya were here,”

The woman stayed silent.

“Look at all those warships coming here. How long do ya think it take for them to kill ya ship?”

The alien woman’s eyes narrowed. “Humans,”

“Yea, terrible aren’t we? I suggest you go before the warships get within range,”

Jonic smiled as he saw the woman’s mind spin with all the possible options on what to do next.

The woman shook her head and disappeared. Jonic turned to see the massive black alien ship disappear into the depth of space and hopefully that ship went well outside Empire territory.

But that idea only made him smile more and more, Jonic was a Rogue Trader, it was his job to travel the unknown reaches of space and he knew he would find the Nechromium again. 

That was exciting!

Walking back over to the large glass screen, Jonic focused on their target planet. He
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