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Mother Siren Elizabeth Abec had always flat out loved the Coming Of Age celebrations on Akicus, because with the world being shrouded in eternal darkness, it meant the forces of the Lord of War would celebrate in style. Compared to the dull mundane Great Human Empire that she was so glad she was no longer a part of.

For seven Standard Days straight, the entire atmosphere of Akicus was covered in bright explosions, red and green and purple fireworks and the entire planet stunk of smoke. 

Elizabeth leant against the icy cold copper railing of the gladiator Colosseum to see the great match that was about to unfold below her. And the entire reason why she had stepped away from her most holy duties to come to these celebrations in the name of her God, the almighty Lord of War.

She ran her fingers across the railing. It was finely crafted, there wasn’t a chip, dent or any sign that this railing, like much of the massive grey stone Colosseum was over three thousand years old. Maybe the people of Akicus did actually know a thing or two about other topics besides murder, bloodshed and war. 

Only maybe.

But she was here today to save herself, her friends and her Sisterhood. 

She carefully placed her large crystal glass of bloodred champagne on the railing. The champagne smelt surprisingly good with its strong hints of fruit, iron and a little shot of blood. The blood was meant to help the drinker adopt the traits and skills of the victim, but she had never brought such claims.

Elizabeth couldn’t deny her husband would have loved the Colosseum. Its triangular design was impressive as the structure rose up for hundreds of kilometres allowing for millions upon millions of bloodthirsty watchers to sit in long rows and watch for the mindless murder to start.

She noticed at the top of every triangular part of the Colosseum was a VIP metal box like hers. Each box contained small engines, shields and everything she needed to escape if there was an attack or not. Of course the poor innocent watchers below did not get those luxuries. 

The Governor of Akicus probably wanted them all to die. That was the goal of the Galaxy Burners after all. A mindless murderous legion of superhumans dedicated to exterminating all life from the galaxy. 

This was one of their recruiting worlds. 

Elizabeth raised her champagne glass to some of the Great Houses of the world who were looking at her from the two other boxes. Their long sweeping red, white and ocean blue robes were attractive and their large golden necklaces certainly proved their point about them being nobles and powerful.

But Elizabeth was so much more powerful than them and she loved it. She liked having the power to summon entire legions, bombardments and she could melt this world if she wanted to. All because she was a Siren, a prophet of the Lord of War in the eyes of the other legions.

That gave her all the power needed, and Elizabeth just smiled as some of the nobles started drinking more bloodred champagne in an effort to get the traits of the victim. Maybe the nobles believed they could defeat her with their stupid claims. 

It was simply the people of Arkcius falling to her sisterhood’s lies, deceit and mind games. 

Elizabeth had served the Sirens of Ares for almost three thousand years now and she had loved every day. She had loved the scheming, killing and launching their holy war against the corrupt, foul Human Empire that was way too weak to rule humanity. Humanity needed to be ruled with an iron fist, strict laws and mass genocides for anyone who dared to defy the Lord of War.

The Empire was not about those ideals, so they were weak and pathetic and doomed to die.

And Elizabeth hoped that her being here today to watch a very special contestant would help the Empire die just a little sooner. 

“Mother Siren,” a small woman said in the bright metallic blue armour of her legion, “it is an honour to be allowed to watch the games with you,”

“Thank you for agreeing to come Novice,” 

Elizabeth supposed she wasn’t exactly meant to talk to Novices because she outranked them so highly that Novices were basically ants compared to her, but even ants can be extremely useful on days like this. 

Captain Maxis Gates on paper was your typical Galaxy Burners Captain. He did not care about life, he only enjoyed killing and his greatest delight was making the streets of a world run thick with blood. He was exactly what every Galaxy Burner was meant to be.

Yet in reality, he had a very rare quality amongst his legion. He was able to resist The Rage. At first Elizabeth had suggested the Rage was some lame excuse the Burners had come up with to explain away from their murderous intent, but no, they actually had a psychological flaw implanted in their DNA.

When Doctor Catherine Taylor had created each superhuman legion from scratch, she had chosen to put a psychological flaw inside the Burners’ DNA that meant the only emotion they could feel was rage, and the rage became a focus for more. So the more they killed, the more rage they experienced and they wanted to experience an emotion for once in their life.

And people say the Lord of War is cruel. 

“Mother Siren, forgive me for speaking but I still do not understand why we are here. We are Sisters, we are not Burners,”

Elizabeth nodded. “Of course but you are being so small-minded Novice. It is our duty to find out talent within the legions and make a decision to serve our Legion Lord. If a person is a threat to the Sisterhood then they must die,”

She took a sip of the wonderful champagne, and it was an explosion of flavour in her mouth. The rich hints of oranges, grapefruit and the crispiness of the bubbles were amazing and the little pop from the blood just brought the flavour all together. 

It was perfect. 

“Ladies and Gentleman,” the Planetary Governor shouted and continued.

Elizabeth placed her hand carefully on her superhuman gun, capable of exploding heads with a single bullet, at her waist. She knew the Governor was three hundred kilometres below her but she felt safer with her gun in her fingers. 

The Governor was no fan of the Sisterhood, thankfully his opinion mattered little. 

“Today Maxis will become a Commander if he proves himself worthy,” the Governor said.

“That is why we are here,” the Novice said.

“Yes,” Elizabeth said. “Maxis will have to face three challenges and if he survives then I will have enough information to make my judgement,”

“Why not just kill him now Mother Siren?” 

Elizabeth laughed. That wasn’t a bad point. The main benefit of the Rage was that it meant the Burners were easy to control, they would roll over like dogs as long as you gave them another battle and another chance to kill people. Yet if Maxis was proof that the Rage could be cured then that might make the Burners harder to control.

And the Lord of War might have to cure them or face the Burners in a civil war. Not something Elizabeth wanted to test in the slightest.

“Just watch,” Elizabeth said picking up her champagne glass.

Inside the gladiator pit, there was a small bare-chested superhuman man with a perfectly muscular powerful body capable of ripping humans and aliens and mutants limb from limb without a second thought. His face was burnt and sacred and he was smiling.

It was the sort of smile that a predator gave a victim before it died in the worst way possible.

Maxis didn’t even have a sword, a gun or anything. He only had his bare fists.

Three massive black-furred wolves appeared, the size of houses and they snarled. The crowd broke out in a scream and deafening cheers.

The wolves charged and Elizabeth had to admit she was impressed with Maxis. 

The wolves striked as one but it didn’t matter. The wolves were a second behind each other. More than enough time for a superhuman to react. 

Maxis leapt into the air, spun around and he landed with a punch on the wolf’s spine. A deafening crack echoed all around the Colosseum and the crowd again crowd out in extreme euphoria.

They were more than happy at the death.

The second and third wolves didn’t even slow down for their dead friend. They leapt. They clawed. They slashed at Maxis.

Not that it mattered much.

Maxis gripped one of the immense claws and broke it over his knee like it was made of cheap plastic. And then he simply rammed it into the wolves' skulls at the same time so both died instantly.

Elizabeth leant on the railing even more and she couldn’t help noticing that Maxis appeared fine. There were no signs of rage, no signs of transformation and no signs that he was finding the kill a challenge.

This must have been child’s play to him.

Maybe the rumours were true about him being immune to the Rage.

“Novice, I need a favour,” Elizabeth said as the crowd screamed in utter euphoria at the glorious death around them. “I need you to contact Beastmaster Holden and request a Blood Dragon for the final event on the authority of the Lord of War,”

The Novice’s eyes blinked like Elizabeth had punched her in the face. Clearly the Novice had never had the privilege to use their faith to their manipulative advantage before. 

Now the Novice was going to learn just how powerful the Sisterhood could be in the shadows. 

“Of course Mother Siren,” the Novice said leaving.

Elizabeth shrugged. She was never going to see the little Novice again because to create a Blood Dragon required a holy sacrifice. Oh well.

By the time the Novice had left the metal viewing platform, the next event had started. Elizabeth just took her head at the deafening roar of exploding red and bronze fireworks, the euphoric crowd and the smashing of swords down in the pit.

Twenty men, clearly infused with steroids, were fighting, slashing and slicing at Maxis to no avail.  

Maxis painted the sand red, made the dark red
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