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Today was the day that the galaxy’s fate was sealed and changed forever.

Ares Marsius, a genetically engineered superhuman soldier called an Angel of Death and Hope, stood in his massive bright silver lab with light pouring out of the walls, surgical instruments hanged and danced and swirled from the ceiling and everything was focused on a single metal slab that hovered ever so perfectly in the middle of the lab.

Ares had always loved his lab where he could ever so slightly mess with robots and humans and experiment with whatever he wanted, even though it was technically very illegal, but where was the fun in following all of the rules?

Ares stood there staring at the metal slab that added an almost supernatural depth of coldness and darkness to the lab, even though it was already icy and Ares was just glad that he was a superhuman so he could easily survive and thrive and deal with such temperatures.

But the little thing on the metal slab shivered slightly because Ares was trying to create a robot that looked and acted and behaved just like a real-life human. As his various instruments swirled and did their business from the ceiling, Ares enjoyed the smell of damp pine, flora perfume from his best friend Commander Georgia who had been here earlier, and the subtle hint of dried blood from an old test subject.

Ares liked the sound of the constant cutting, slicing and humming of the instruments as they continued to work, even Ares couldn’t see what the final product or robot would look like, but he was excited to find out.

And just in case it looked like a monster, Ares was more than happy to chop it down with his two massive black battle-axes so no one would ever learn about his illegal creation.

All Ares had done was spend years perfecting the perfect method to his madness and he simply uploaded the designs into his computers and now he just hoped the computers could create something grand.

After all if he was going to rebel against the kind, generous and almighty Emperor of the Great Human Emperor, which considered Ares his favourite Legion Lord as he was in charge of an entire legion of Angels, he was going to need all the help he could possibly get.

Over the past year Ares and his best friend Georgia along with a few other of their closest generals in their rebellion that were the heads of other Legions, they had all been slowly moving their chess pieces into place so they could finally reveal themselves and rebel against the Emperor.

When Ares had reached out to the other legions, some of them didn’t understand it in the slightest, not because they were opposed to the idea but because they couldn’t understand why Ares of all people wanted to do it. Everyone knew he was going to rule the Empire when the Emperor died, he was the favourite and the Emperor would have done anything that Ares asked, but that really wasn’t the point.

Ares had told everyone very plainly that the Emperor wasn’t going to die, and Ares would never be in power so the Empire would improve, become fairer and he could never rule it with an iron-fist.

That was why Ares had invited everyone on board his newly repaired flagship, The Demigod, today so they could all make sure they were on the same page, and then Ares had to decide when they were going to reveal themselves and start the rebellion.

And hopefully kill the Emperor.

“Georgia is here to see you my Lord,” a computerised voice said.

Ares flicked his wrist and a large round door at the far side of the lab opened and in came Commander Georgia, wearing a rather beautiful sterile white military uniform, white trousers and black boots but Ares only focused on the immense cannon had she had had attached to her arm when she lost it over a year ago, this one was definitely bigger and she had upgraded it for some reason.

“How goes the pet project?” Georgia asked.

Ares hated her calling it a pet project, if this worked then it could change the outcome of the war and she might become the Lord Commander of his Empire, and the most powerful woman in mankind’s history.

Granted he sort of knew she had a point because he had been playing around with these human-robot things for thousands of years now since he was created 80,000 years ago, and they had always failed him, but Ares didn’t exactly have much of a desire to lead his Legion for a few more hours and read battle reports or study languages like he normally loved.

“Anyway, came to tell you the first of the other Legion Lords have arrived, three more Battlegroups of Empire Army soldiers are here and the last of our forces would arrive within the next hour,” Georgia said looking at the floor.

Ares laughed. “You wanting out?” 

Georgia shot Ares a warning look, and Ares just knew that Georgia wanted this rebellion just as much as he did. Especially ever since they found an alien prophecy spelling out how Ares was meant to burn the galaxy to ash and then return as the Lord of War (which was his title within the Empire) and rule it angelically.

“It’s just that this is actually happening now,” Georgia said smiling. “We are about to plot the end of everything and how to kill the Emperor,”

Ares nodded as he focused on the instruments finishing up their work on the metal slab. 

“But Ares,” Georgia said carefully. “We must deal with our own forces first. There will be loyal elements within both mine and your forces, not including in the other Angel legions and Empire Army battlegroups,”

Ares nodded. That was definitely not a part of his plan that he was looking forward to, because as a Legion Lord the Angels that fell under his command were like children to him and best friends and brothers and sisters in arms, he never wanted to kill them, but if they were actually a threat to his rebellion then he was going to have to kill them.

And wipe out any of resistance that he encountered.

“We need to deal with them soon enough,” Ares said. “Gather the other Legion Lords in the Empire Meeting Chamber and I’ll be there as soon as I can,” Ares said.

Moments later the air crackled, buzzed and hummed as the instruments unleashed energy into the air, smoke poured out of them and the instruments collapsed onto the floor.

Then the robotic monster of flesh and blood and brain matter that was made to be a perfect human-lookalike exploded into flames. 

Ares quickly realised that if he made even a small mistake then him, his rebellion and even Georgia could end up exactly like that fleshy monster smouldering away in front of him.

He couldn’t allow that to happen no matter how much it scared him.
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Commander Georgia of the Empire Army was actually rather surprised that Ares honestly believed she was stupid enough to wait in a chamber with a bunch of angry, horrible superhuman Legion Lords when he wasn’t even in the room.

Instead Georgia had ordered her personal Angel escorts to get the Legion Lords into the meeting chamber but she was not going in there for a little while at least. Instead Georgia waited patiently in a little round security room with ugly grey walls, a few red holograms showing her some recent scans and other data that she wasn’t that interested in at the moment.

Georgia had pushed the Angel-sized black chair to one side because she didn’t want to sit down, she needed to be alert and focused and she needed to be ready in case things went badly. 

As much as Georgia was tempted to switch on the security footage from the meeting chamber with the Legion lords, Georgia just wanted a few quiet moments to herself before all hell broke loose like it always did when some idiot was smart enough to put some many high ranking Angels in the exact same room.

So the little round security room was perfect for a few moments, but Georgia had to admit she was really looking forward to the rebellion finally getting underway. It might have smelt a little of sweat, peanuts and stale beer from the last baseline human officer to sit in here, but it was warm and enough for what Georgia wanted.

For now.

As a very high ranking member of the Empire Army, she had been seeking out Generals, Captains and Commanders to help her out in the rebellion, and thankfully she had recruited some of the most famous and deadly officials in the Great Human Empire.

Even if those officials were the first to die in the rebellion, their treachery would still be immense blows to the Empire, but Georgia still couldn’t understand why everyone wanted to know what she got out of this little rebellion.

Georgia was still surprised that her fellow baseline humans had had the intelligence to understand that Ares was just in this for power, ambition and becoming Emperor, but they couldn’t understand what she was after.

Even when her friends had questioned her on it, Georgia had laughed at them kindly because they couldn’t seem to understand that unlike them, Georgia had grasped true power. A few years ago, Georgia had controlled and commanded and ruled over an entire of an entire Angel Legion and millions of her own forces against an enemy when Ares was busy fighting on a planet below.

Georgia had actually controlled superhumans and had them fight for her under her direct command. No other baseline human had ever had that power, had that ability to burn an entire solar system within hours if she desired, and she damn well wanted to always have that power.

And if she was Lord Commander of the Empire, then she would be in control of every single trooper, soldier and Angel in the entire Empire, and most humans could only barely understand the slightest of implications of what that meant.

But Georgia understood it all. She would be unstoppable.

An Angel knocked on the door behind her.

Georgia flicked her wrist and a seemingly invisible door in the little security room opened and two black armoured Angels, styled in the armour of medieval knights from ancient Earth, saluted her and stepped inside.

“Permission to speak frankly my Lord?” the tallest of the two male Angels said to Georgia’s left.

Georgia nodded. She no longer felt afraid or scared or much of anything now whenever she was in the presence of these Demigods, because to Georgia they were just mortals now, and whatever magical powers normal humans believed Angels to have, those ideas have died long ago inside her.

“This is not right to have so many Legion Lords on the Demigod,” he said. “I want to kill the Emperor just as badly as you do but this is not the way,”

Georgia subtly looked at the Angel on the right and he shook his head slightly. Georgia instantly knew that it was the shorter Angel’s idea to bring the other to her, he probably doubted his friend’s commitment to the rebellion and he was a threat.

Georgia was still amazed that Angels looked to her not as a human, but
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