

    
        
          Angels of Fire: A Science Fiction Novella

        

        
        
          Agents of The Emperor Science Fiction Stories, Volume 3.5

        

        
        
          Connor Whiteley

        

        
          Published by CGD Publishing, 2023.

        

    


ANGELS OF FIRE

––––––––

CONNOR WHITELEY

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means. Including information storage, and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This book is NOT legal, professional, medical, financial or any type of official advice.

Any questions about the book, rights licensing, or to contact the author, please email connorwhiteley@connorwhiteley.net 

Copyright © 2023 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.

DEDICATION

Thank you to all my readers without you I couldn’t do what I love.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

AUTHOR’S NOTE

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1

[image: ]


Sergeant Rafael Nelson frowned as he knelt down on the cold stone floor and looked up at the stone altar in front of him. He had never considered himself a spiritual person, in fact it was illegal in all of the Empire, but as he knew all too well the laws of Man hardly applied themselves to the superhuman Angels of Death and Hope.

As he knelt he heard his thick metal armour creep a little as it grinded the stone and Rafael ran his superhuman fingers across the cold lumpy stone that made up the floor.

He wondered how many hundreds of the human crew had walked here trying to get the Emperor of the Great Human Empire to share with them a piece of guidance.

Rafael knew it was all rubbish, the Emperor was not a God, but he was an almighty man. He had actually met him once long ago, and even now Rafael felt the warmth, kindness and love in his stare. The Emperor truly cared about each and every person in the Empire.

So Rafael fought to protect every person and most importantly his Emperor.

Breathing in the sweet incense that the human crew insisted on burning in each of the four corners that reminded him of the orange ice cream as a child, Rafael tried to ignore it as it started to overpower his senses. That was definitely a downside to being a superhuman, all his senses were enhanced for better or for worse, including his sense of smell.

Listening to the gentle humming, banging and spattering of the ship, as much as Rafael loved the being aboard the Sword of The Fire, an immense Obliterator class warship that could turn entire fleets to ash within minutes, he still missed the fresh crisp air of his homeworld.

Pushing the thoughts of home away, Rafael took shallow breaths of the sweet smelling air as he focused on the altar. 

Compared to the altars from Old Earth that he had seen in history books, Rafael supposed this altar was plain and unadorned, but it did its job. He had watched the human crew conduct a service once and the “vicar” had stood behind the altar, saying all sorts of lies about the Emperor. 

But Rafael noticed the crew seemed happier when they heard how the Emperor would supposedly protect them from the alien, traitor and mutant. 

Rafael smiled to himself at the silliness of it all, but he was here and thinking the same. 

Focusing on the massive stain-glass window behind the altar with a depiction of the Emperor, Rafael stared at it, wondering what to do next. 

He had seen the crew put their hands together, bow to the window and do other things, so Rafael wasn’t sure what the correct thing to do was. He was pretty sure there wasn’t.

But he had to do something.

So he did what some of the more logical human crew members did, he simply bowed his head a little. It seemed logical given the Emperor was no god, but he was the ruler of the Great Human Empire so bowing made sense.

As the humming, banging and splattering of the ship got a little louder, Rafael closed his eyes and allowed the coldness of the mini-chapel wrap around him. 

He remembered the devastation of his homeworld where the Sword of The Fire had just come from. That beautiful crisp world filled with life.

Rafael felt his two stomachs tighten as he wondered how the aliens had found them, it didn’t matter in the end, not really. The aliens launched their attack, destroyed his home and enslaved his people.

Shaking his head, Rafael vowed that some day he would return and save them all. He knew that was a death wish but it’s what he wanted. He needed to go back and save them.

Even if it was his fault. 

He never allowed himself to think like this normally, but after seeing all the death, destruction and terror that had descended on his people, Rafael knew it was deserved after what he did.

As a Sergeant of the superhuman Angels manning a space station in the outermost reaches of the system, he saw the signs of the coming swarm of aliens.

He did nothing.

Rafael cocked his head at that idea, he had tried something. He waited to see where they were going, according to law he should have alerted his Commander, but no. He thought he knew better.

And by the time he realised the aliens were heading for him, they had jammed his communications and launched their attack.

Rafael’s frown deepened as he opened his eyes and breathed in more of the sweet smelling air, he couldn’t forgive himself. 

A part of him wasn’t impressed his Commander had given him a pass for his failure and sent him on the Sword of Fire as they all escaped the system.

Rafael placed his palms on the cold lumpy floor as he focused on the stained glass window again, he could easily live with the fact he had failed and caused deaths, enslavements and terror.

For he had vowed to take a crusade of penance, meaning Rafael wanted to serve for a thousand years with better armour and without rest, he wanted to die in service to the Emperor as penance for the failure he had committed.

The others within his squad didn’t understand his penance, they understood what had happened, but it didn’t matter to Rafael. 

He wanted to be the best superhuman he could, and he had failed before his service had properly started.

But he could never live with the fact, the Captain of the Sword of The Fire had been missing for a month now. The Captain that had taken him in, taught him ways to become better and the man who inspired him.

Mentor might have been an understatement but it was the only word Rafael had to describe him, maybe father figure would have been better, but the Emperor was the true father of all Angels of Death and Hope, so it seemed a little inappropriate.

Rafael’s eyes narrowed on the bright glass eyes of the Emperor’s depiction and Rafael smiled as he heard no one else was around, and he decided he had to indulge in the most basic human need.

Superstition.

“Emperor on Earth, give me the strength to find my Captain. We will both serve you valiantly until the end. Divine guidance would be much appreciated and as always only in death does duty end,”

Rafael stood up, took a few steps back and frowned even more as he realised how silly that all sounded. He was a superhuman of the Angels, he was meant to be a demigod, a person capable of defending humanity against the countless threats the galaxy threw at them.

He wasn’t meant to be religious, spiritual or whatever. Rafael was a man of science, logic and practicality. 

Brushing the invisible traces of this madness off his thick metal armour, Rafael wished to be cleansed in the fires of war where only practicality mattered.

But most of all he wanted to find his Captain, everything was strange and off about the disappearance and even the system they were in. 

That bothered Rafael more than he wanted to admit but he didn’t have any leads, he wasn’t even technically in charge, but he had to do something.

As if his pray had worked, his communicator buzzed and Rafael answered it. 

“My Lord Nelson, we need you in the bridge now! We have a message from Captain Angelis!”

Rafael cut the line and marched out of the mini-chapel.

He had finally had a lead to find his Captain, and that excited him more than anything.
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Ship Mistress Ithana Athena stared coldly as she watched the hunched over men and women swipe at their holographic computers as they did their jobs.

The layout of the bridge was perfect and exactly how Ithana had designed it, there was a large row of computers lining the oval shape of the bridge with another two rectangles of computers in the middle.

Ithana loved the bridge, it was always an amazing blend of ordered activity and complete chaos, most of her crew now were working on finding out where the message from the Captain came from.

But she knew it would be impossible to find.

Placing her hands on the warm metal railing of her raised platform, Ithana didn’t want to check her scanners anymore because they were as depressing as the view of space.

As Ithana prepared herself for the arrival of Lord Nelson, she took a few breaths with hints of sweat, body odour and oranges that had mixed it into the air. The smell reminded her of out-of-date orange cakes as a child but given how poor her family was, she was glad for it even now.

Ithana allowed a small smile to break her cold face as she realised how well she had done in the end, so few people could ever say there were the Ship Mistress of a warship of the Angels. She was at the top of her profession, now she knew she just had to keep it that way.

Listening to the swiping, talking and coughing of the crew, Ithana wondered how long until something happened to the crew, ship and the Angels.

Time was running out.

Raising her cold glaze, she looked through the massive windows and out into the coldness of space. Ithana frowned as she saw the massive swirling, twirling and whirling storm that had cut off the solar system from the wider Empire.

Ithana had heard of this type of storm a few times in her career, the cause was unknown but the general idea was it was some kind of alien weapon that only lasted a few days.

She shook her head as she remembered they had been trapped for a month and the storm only seemed to be growing stronger and stronger. 

Turning away from the storm, Ithana bit her lip as she remembered the hundreds of crew she had already had to put down because of madness, insanity and disease that had ripped itself through the ship. 

All because that damn storm.

A part of Ithana wondered which of the thousands of aliens in the galaxy created it and why. There was no point in this case, there was no attacking, no invasion, no nothing. It was only her ship trapped in a storm with no sign of escaping any time soon.

Turning around Ithana looked at her command throne and the range of screen around it, as much as she wanted to sit down and analyse the storm a final time, she knew it was useless. 

The analysis all showed something strange was engulfing the system but nothing could identify it. Ithana was sure she would be dead if the Medical Officers hadn’t developed a vaccine for the diseases.

But Ithana knew deep down it was only a matter of time until a new disease came along.

Turning her attention back to her crew that seemed to be swiping and talking louder now, Ithana shook her head slightly as she wondered if she could protect them all.

In her career she had watched (and served under) so many uncaring Ship Mistresses and Masters that saw their crew as nothing more than bags of flesh that could be replaced easily enough. But to her these people were much more, they were amazing people who loved the Emperor almost as much as she did. She didn’t want any of them to die.

But she knew they would.

A red flashing light caught her attention from a computer before it went out and Ithana looked out into the void again. The light was meant to be a proximity warning in case any of the ships in the system got too close.

Ithana ignored the storm and her eyes narrowed on the tens of bulky warships and cargo ships that floated in space, waiting for their chance to escape.

If it was up to Ithana, she would have left them ages ago and abandoned them, but the Angels wanted to watch them, protect them and
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