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When her eyes opened, Jarire looked around constantly until she realised she was safe for a few moments. She had no idea what happened, where she was, all she knew was that her legs hurt.

Both of her legs pulsed crippling pain up into the rest of her body almost like she had been in some kind of accident or fire. She tried to remember what happened but she couldn’t.

Breathing in the cold stale air of the... she didn’t know where she was, all she knew was that the air was cold and stale like the enviro-systems had stopped working ages ago, so no fresh air would get to her.

Looking around in Jarire tried to look through the darkness but it was pitch black in here, she wouldn’t even see her own legs, let alone her own hand in front of her face.

Stretching out her arms Jarire tried to feel around her but everything was so smooth, so perfect. There wasn’t a single speck of dust, hair or blood on the walls or floor, the last detail was a relief. At least Jarire knew she wasn’t in some interrogation chamber of the traitor superhumans or Human Empire.

Jarire wanted to try and stand up but she could feel her legs pulsing and throbbing as the pain continued. As she reached down to her legs, Jarire felt something crispy and charred, it didn’t feel like flesh but Emperor it hurt!

As Jarire closed her bright green eyes, she forced herself to think about what had happened, she knew she was a soldier for the glorious Emperor but that was it. She couldn’t remember where she was from, where she was sent, if there was an attack, nothing.

But a strange blurred image of someone or something formed in her mind, it felt important but Jarire couldn’t understand it. It was like someone had taken a picture, an extremely important photo then blurred all of it. There was a single detail she could see, the background could have been red but that was useless.

The sounds of humming and banging echoed quietly around the room and Jarire nodded as she knew she was on a ship of some kind and the ship must have been firing their engines up. They were moving.

Jarire really hoped they were travelling to friendly territory, she didn’t want to fall into traitor hands, she was too important.

Jarire’s eyebrows rose as she tried to remember how she knew that, she didn’t know why she was so important, she just did. 

Lights exploded on.

Jarire hissed as the bright white lights blinded her, she covered her eyes and she could feel her eyes violently react to the intense lights.

When she uncovered her eyes again, Jarire frowned when she saw a tall bald with dark skin wearing a heavy black armour. It was similar to the knights of Old Earth but this was a lot thicker, Jarire felt like she just knew who this person might be but she wasn’t sure.

But all Jarire could focus on for a moment was how beautiful this man was, she loved his smooth dark skin that highlighted his amazing cheekbones perfectly and those bright sapphire eyes were utterly stunning.

She wanted to kick herself for thinking like this, he could be an enemy for all she knew. 

With the lights on, Jarire looked at her legs and her eyes widened as she stared at the twisted, smouldering remains of her legs. She had had no idea how they were damaged, her legs weren’t two sticks of flesh, they were one.

As Jarire kept staring at her charred legs that had been fused together and twisted into an unnatural shape, she couldn’t believe how this was happening. How could she not remember this!

Staring back at the man, Jarire smelt his earthy nutty aftershave and she cocked her head as she realised his eyes were pitying her.

“I’m glad they got you out, Jarire,” the man said, his voice smooth.

Jarire smiled at him. “I’m sorry, do I know you?”

For a moment the man’s eyes widened in horror and sadness with tears filling his eyes, then he nodded and came to sit down next to her.

Jarire loved the feeling of his body warmth and metal armour press into her.

“I think you should know me since you married me,”

As soon as he said that, Jarire nodded as the memories of the massive military wedding, their children and their... passion flooded back to her.

“Jasonire,” she said, giving him a quick kiss. Loving how his soft lips felt on hers. “What happened?”

Jasonire laughed a little and shook his head. 

“That’s what we need you for? We sent you in for a mission and an hour later you sent the nuclear distress signal,”

Jarire nodded as she remembered what he meant by nuclear distress signal. She still had no idea why she would use a distress signal had would make every single war capable vessel in the region come to her location.

The blurred image returned to her and something become a little clearer. The background was smooth, more defined, it looked like lava or something volcanic. Jarire didn’t know what it meant.

“What was the planet?” Jarire asked.

“Vulcanire. Next to our homeworld,”

She tried to think about the world and everything to do with it but there was nothing. Sure, Jarire knew it was a death world that some stupid companies had decided to set up mines on the world, to their peril and deaths. But there was-

Jarire remembered landing on the planet, her armoured feet crushing the black rough volcanic rock as she moved, the sound of her rebreather humming as it failed to stop the volcanic ash from filling her throat.

She was there.

“I remember getting on the planet. Why were we there? How many did I go with?” 

Jasonire shrugged. “We don’t know. You told me you loved me and you’ll be back soon. A few minutes later you took out a squad and headed for the planet,”

Jarire laughed for a moment, she couldn’t remember why but she just knew it sounded like her. She loved serving the Emperor, even if it meant being impulsive.

“Why didn’t you come after me?” she asked.

Jasonire looked to the floor. “I wanted to. I really did. But the Captain-”

She placed a loving finger on her husband’s smooth dark lips as she understood, in the back of her mind she remembered something about a moany, moody captain.

“Is there anything you remember? A threat? A friend? The sound of screams, war cries, anything?”

“No, I don’t remember anything and...” Jarire’s eyes widened as she remembered. “Oh Emperor, forgive me for I have sinned,”

In her mind Jarire saw the blurred image clear to become a perfect image of a horrific warrior slaughtering her friends as lava and ash poured around them.

Jarire stared into her husband’s beautiful eyes. 

“I remember. I remember everything,”

“What’s wrong?”

Jarire took a few deep breaths of the cold stale air. 

“I need a direct line to Earth. It’s the beginning of the end,”

As Jarire and her husband to the bridge, Jarire explained what happened and how the Empire was going to die.
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Breathing in the boiling hot air through her broken rebreather, Jarire coughed and choked and really hated this stupid rebreather mask on her face as she could feel the volcanic ash coating her throat. 

Feeling her hard smooth gun in her hands, Jarire scanned the area, focusing on each of the massive volcanic rocks forms around them, forming a mini-crater. She hated it down here, Jarire didn’t want there to be an ambush but she knew that was a certainty at some point.

But she had to admit how beautiful and utterly stunning the bright orange lava was as it flowed out of the rock and formed vast rivers around them. That fact bought some comfort to her but not as much as she liked.

She knew if the enemy did attack from the rock forms, they would have to jump across the river of lava which wasn’t an easy feat but she knew superhuman Angels of Death, the superhumans soldiers designed by the Emperor himself, could do it. 

Jarire hated the traitors and the traitor Superhumans with all of her heart but this was still strange. The distress signal from the planet was at this location but there wasn’t anyone here. 

The sounds of volcanoes roaring and spitting out lava filled the air but Jarire knew there was another sound too. A lower, quieter sound but still fast and angry. Like someone was running or charging.

With Jarire knowing she was just overreacting, she looked at each of her five squadmates, great warriors and loyal, loyal to a fault, each in their smooth black armour with their own guns.

They all nodded their respect to her and she nodded back before she looked up at the ash covered sky and wondered about her husband. She hoped he wouldn’t be mad or concerned too much about her, Jarire had sort of disappeared on him but someone was in trouble and she couldn’t let something happen to them.

Jarire smiled to herself as she padded a large light bulb-shaped object on her waist, that little object was all she ready needed. She only needed to press it and all the warships in the region of space would come running to her, she couldn’t believe how easy it was to borrow from one of the loyal Angels of Death.

Someone screamed.

Jarire spun around.

But when she looked at what had happened, her mouth dropped as she stared on the true horror of the universe, she stared into the cold hard eyes of the Lord of War.

The ultimate warrior of the Angels of Death, second only to the glorious Emperor for combat, Jarire hated to think of all the myths and legends around him, he had killed entire populations for fun.

She didn’t know why he’d turned traitor and was leading them, she didn’t care. He was a threat to her but she knew fighting him was certain death.

As she stared at the
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