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The galaxy is a harsh, evil and deadly place for any species that dares to venture outside the natural orbit of its homeworld. Each year thousands of species in all the different galaxies in the universe venture out into the grand stars beyond, many die instantly because of how ill-prepared they are for the harshness of an uncaring galaxy. But every so often there is a species that makes it for a time at least.

Humanity was one of those them with a little help from the Emperor’s superhuman warriors, the Angels of Death and Hope.

Doctor Catherine Taylor sat at her very posh slate-grey metal desk that hovered carefully in front of her as she switched off her holographic computer in her bright white office. She wasn’t too fussed about the intense brightness of the almost glowing white walls, but it was her home for the time being.

She had to admit the little orbs of sheer light that hovered near the white ceiling was a great feature of the office, and it almost made her feel like she was back home on Earth with the Glorious Emperor, a definite god amongst men, but she had work to do here.

It had never ever mattered to Catherine how great the enviro-systems cleared, purified and scented the recycled air with hints of walnut and mint. Catherine was always going to know the smell of the real Emperor’s palace that her own enviro-systems tried to manufacture. But the real smell was so intense that it actually left the taste of mint ice cream on her tongue.

This air did not.

Instead her mouth almost tasted dry with hints of oils, burnt ozone and iron forming on her tongue. It wasn’t perfect, but she was just glad she was alive and safe and ready to work once more.

Catherine had always liked all the names she had been given by the different worlds and solar systems that belonged to the Great Human Empire. Some people called her Katie (but only her closest of friends which were very few in number). Others called her a crazy woman because of her determination to serve her Emperor that sometimes edged towards the illegal and others called her the Mother of Angels.

Catherine just smiled whenever she heard that name or reference aimed at her. Over 90,000 years ago, Catherine had helped the newly revealed Emperor of Humanity reunited Earth and then they set towards claiming the stars for humanity.

Even now Catherine didn’t know why she exactly went along with the Emperor, but there was just something so charismatic, charming and god-like about him, that she just couldn’t say no to him.

And after all, she was a Master of genetics, so she helped him to create the Angels of Death and Hope, and in a way she supposed she helped birth a new kind of human, one that could protect humanity in a very deadly galaxy.

Someone knocked on the metal door.

“Doctor Catherine,” a man said.

Catherine rolled her eyes and with a flick of her wrist she commanded her office door to open. She already knew exactly who wanted to see her, it was the person in charge of this massive blade-like command cruiser.

Catherine had never been one for space travel too much because she was seeking an alien artifact in the system, and until she narrowed down what the artifact actually was, where it was located and how to get it. She was sadly stuck on the command ship until then, thankfully with her being so prized in the Empire, no one dared to disrupt her.

This man had balls.

“Doctor,” the man said bowing his head.

Catherine nodded back to the man and really focused on him. He was wearing the black standard uniform of the very top commanders within a solar system’s hierarchy, and like others she had seen before, his was covered with plenty of gold medals.

Including some medals showing he had fought side by side with her children, the Angels, and even fought against her traitorous children.

He was impressive to say the least, but none of it explained why he was here.

Catherine focused on his strong jawline, short brown hair and perfect posture. She couldn’t help but wonder how his genes and what secrets they might help her with, she was even tempted to get a DNA sample, but that sort of illegal curiosity was why she had been sent away from Earth in the first place.

“I admit you are a lot more beautiful in the flesh than on my dataslate,” the man said.

Catherine faked blushing, she had heard that all too much before. Men seemed to like her blond hair most of all and her model-like looks, that was one of the advantages of having the money and power she did, she could live for 90,000 years through medical treatments and rejuvenation treatments that she still managed to look great.

“Thank you commander...” Catherine said, gesturing him to reveal his name.

“I am Superior Commander Drax of the Samuel System named after the Supreme Rogue Trader himself that first discovered the system over 50,000 years ago,” he said.

Catherine forced herself not to react, she had actually met the cock and he certainly didn’t deserve a solar system named after him.

“You wish to speak with me about someone,” Catherine said.

Drax nodded and leant closer to her. “You have experience with the Traitor Superhumans correct?”

Catherine gasped. She hadn’t meant to but she hated all reminders that her glorious creations could be corrupted against the Emperor, herself and the Empire. 

“I am,” Catherine said. “Why?”

Drax frowned. “A very large fleet made of fifty traitor warships are coming into the system, and we have never dealt with a threat like this. We have requested aid but the nearest Angel detachment is six weeks away,”

Catherine smiled. She couldn’t very well say the system was screwed but it basically was, yet that was why he had come to her. She had had battlefield experience, she had listened to the Emperor constantly about battle strategy and she had learnt tons over the past thousands of years.

If she couldn’t help them then an entire solar system would die. Catherine wasn’t having any of that.
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The last thing Catherine had been expecting was a massive oval chamber in the heart of the blade-like command ship with blinding bright walls, a large white oval table and little holograms of the planetary governors to round them, to serve as the meeting room.

Catherine had been expecting... well she was hardly sure but it hadn’t been this. There were also tons of people that she certainly didn’t like the look of.

She had met, kissed and killed a lot of military types over her lifetime, and the twenty different in-the-flesh people around the oval table just spelt trouble for her.

Catherine focused on a particular woman that summed up the military attitude towards the current crisis. She was a large muscular woman who was wearing a grey uniform, so she was probably from Navy Intelligence, basically a spy. Catherine was just amazed at how straight she sat, she looked like she was about to explode at any moment, but it wasn’t with determination or anything.

Everyone at this table was so furious at the threat by the enemy that they actually looked reckless. And Catherine had had to deal with far too many reckless people in time, because reckless people were dangerous people.

And reckless people hardly listened to outsiders, especially one as rich as Catherine.

“My friends,” Drax said as he sat down next to Catherine.

As Drax continued to introduce the threat, Catherine and the planetary governors and the members of the military command on the ship, Catherine just couldn’t help but wonder why the traitors would attack this system.

It was no secret the Samuel system was a low priority system for the Empire. It was so far out in the galactic south that it was almost impossible to travel there quickly, even with the extreme speeds of modern technology, it had taken Catherine two years to travel here alone. She was impressed a tiny detachment (she had checked) of her children had been so close when the threat presented itself.

The snobbish reckless woman from Navy Intelligence stood up. 

“I propose a full-conscription. We get every single man and woman on the planets regardless of age to be armed and enlisted,” she said.

Catherine had talked with a few Navy officers in her time and that was strange for them. They were normally about countermeasures behind enemy lines, they weren’t about open-conflict.

“No,” Drax said. “We need people not in the army to fulfil the other industries and look after the children,”

The woman laughed. “What good is looking after the children if the traitors take the system?”

She did have a fair point but Catherine still wasn’t sure. Forcing billions of people to take up arms was dangerous, especially as there were bound to be traitors infecting the population with hate, malice and corruption against the Emperor.

Arming them seemed futile, so Catherine told them.

“Doctor,” one of the planetary governors said. “You are not a military specialist. You are not from here. You are not anything here,”

A good number of the other people at the table nodded.

Catherine just smiled. She had had to deal with these idiots a lot and they were always as stupid as each other. Humans were almost as stupid 90,000 years ago as they were today.

The oval table hummed a little as a massive hologram of the Samuel system revealed itself showing the first of the traitor warships entering the system.

The warships would reach the first planet within hours and the four billion people on that planet would die.

Catherine watched the other military commanders pretend to study the details but they had no clue what they were facing.

“We must evacuate the planet,” someone said.

“There is no time!” a woman shouted, presumably the planetary governor of the world.

The military commanders in the room simply shrugged. They didn’t care and those soldiers on the planet probably didn’t even know how to fire a gun let alone kill a superhuman. 

Four billion people were going to die unless Catherine did something.

Catherine stood up. “I have listened to the Emperor himself talk and if you don’t do as exactly as I say, your system will burn. Every single person in this solar system will be ash if you don’t listen to me,”

Catherine wasn’t exactly sure what her grand plan would be but she was just hoping to buy herself some time and
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