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CHAPTER 1
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This single event changed the galaxy forever and had the power to doom, save or kill all life.

When people normally say they used to be great, be something or even remotely important, they’re lying. They really are. When I was in the Imperial Army fighting on a particularly hard world to pronounce (not that it matters now that it’s a lifeless husk), I knew a man that claimed to be a billionaire, the best friend of the glorious Rex and even an inventor.

After spending three years with him in infected mud trenches fighting an enemy he couldn’t even understand, I quickly realised that he was a liar, a nobody, a person who was useless and always doomed to die.

You see my name is Ianthe Veilwalker. I don’t know why my surname is so weird and futuristic but it works and my parents loved me even as the laser blasts from their Imperial Masters cooked their brains alive. And I did have a good childhood and even when I was serving the Rex in the army I always fought to protect humanity.

That’s how I ended up here.

I sat in one of the two corners of my black crystal prison cell that was barely tall enough for me to stand up in. It wasn’t wide enough for me to do three steps in any direction and my legs were hardly short.

The entire prison cell was tiny and stunk of blood, corruption and charred flesh so I knew I wasn’t the first human to be trapped here. 

I had to admit that I really did like the small black crystal dome at the very top of my cell. I didn’t doubt for a moment it was what my alien captors were using to watch me. The Dark Keres, the foul humanoid alien race that wanted to resurrect their God of Death, always liked to watch me.

I sort of got the sense that they feared me for some reason and they wanted me dead at all cost, and yet they hadn’t tried to kill me just yet. It was weird and strange and I was glad they were next to useless at trying to kill me.

But today felt different.

It wasn’t the normal hum, pop and vibration of the air that I now understood to be the life-saving magic that kept the Dark Keres and myself alive. But I felt like someone or something else was watching me and focusing on me like I was about to be picked for something I didn’t understand.

Granted I could have just been going mad in this tiny damn prison cell, but that was how the Dark Keres won their psychological wars without even lifting up one of their magical fingers.

You see I had just decided that the Rex was a complete and utter dickhead that only cared about himself and corruption so I went rogue. Me and my squad mates decided to go wrong but the Dark Keres attacked us in our white pod-like shuttle.

We all tried to fight as much as we could but it was useless. The Dark Keres ambushed us and there was nothing we could even remotely do to save ourselves. 

I was the only survivor and that was how I ended up in a damn prison cell waiting to die a death that I hoped would come soon. I love humanity, I love life and I want to protect humanity no matter the cost but being in a prison cell just isn’t how I want to live.

Someone laughed behind me.

I stood up and noticed how one of the dark crystal walls that trapped me had turned see-through. I stared at the foul, awful Dark Keres with their almost translucent skin, humanoid features and burnt red veins that made him look like a demon.

He smiled at me but I could tell there was no warmth, interest or concern behind those eyes. There was only a lust for murder and pain and my death.

I instantly knew that it was my time to die but knowing the Keres they were certainly not going to make it boring at all.

As the Dark Keres clicked his fingers I felt a fog come over my mind and I collapsed to the ground as my world turned black.

Little did Ianthe know that on the other side of the galaxy a ritual was happening that would change her life and the fate of the galaxy forever.
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After fighting to protect humanity on hundreds of worlds, after killing more enemies than he cared to remember and after being betrayed by more people than he wanted to think about, Commander Jerico Nelson had never ever expected to be in the employ of the very alien race that he had unfortunately killed out of blind obedience to humanity’s monstrous leader known as the Rex.

Jerico wasn’t particularly a fan of this strategic position as he stood on the very edge of a massive blood-red crater with gentle slopes. The slopes alone with its near perfectly smooth red rocks made this a bad position to defend. Ideally he would have loved to be in a crater with steep slopes that would slow down the enemies. Yet these awful red slopes wouldn’t do anything to make his defence job any easier. 

The entire red, sandy, rocky planet wasn’t ideal for defence. Jerico wasn’t a fan of the massive red mountains in the distance that rose up from the ground like daggers, just waiting to kill him, his men and his alien allies.

He really loved positions that were surrounded by flat ground so he could see his enemies for miles before they actually got within striking distance. But he couldn’t help his stomach tighten at the very notion of snipers setting up in the mountains to take him and his men out.

The only major benefit of this crater that was there was a small rocky platform that his alien allies, the Keres, had created for him and his men. At least that way if there was an attack then they could easily hide, jump down and use it as their own snipers’ nest.

But Jerico just couldn’t help focusing on the stormy sky above them. The blood-red clouds with small amounts of crimson swirled in them really didn’t make Jerico feel at ease. The gathering storm looked evil, cold and like it was going to be the death of all of them.

The entire planet smelt of damp sand with the odd hint of gun oil, burnt ozone and charred sage from the ritual that the Keres were hoping to perform in the crater. That made the great taste of roast dinner form on his tongue.

Jerico stepped down onto the rocky platform where the five remaining squad mates of his were all playing cards in their black battle armour. They were smiling, having fun and acting like there wasn’t a single danger in the galaxy.

Granted Jerico didn’t know if the ritual was going to be attacked. He was simply wanting to be sure because the Keres, or as this cult preferred to be called the Daughter of Genetrix, were paying a lot of Rexes for the job.

He still didn’t understand how none of the Keres fractions had any sort of currency and their society was based on need and mutual respect. But these Keres were nice, kind and helpful so Jerico didn’t mind not understanding everything about them.

Jerico looked down at the bottom of the crater and just shook his head. The Keres were wearing some kind of strange bright white robe that made them look even more like elves and fairies, because of their pointy features, unnaturally thin humanoid body and their almond-shaped eyes.

They had to be finishing up the preparations because Jerico noticed there were the five red, blue and purple Soul stones that the Keres had been obsessed with for months. Apparently each of the Soul Stones contained a Demi-god belonging to their Goddess of Life Genetrix.

Jerico didn’t buy it.

But the Rexes were good and he really wanted to upgrade his equipment and actually pay his men so he really, really didn’t care.

“Commander we are ready,” a Keres said in a scarily good impression of Imperial Tongue.

Jerico nodded and he tightened his grip on his machine gun and he gestured that his men should also start to get ready, because if an attack was going to happen then it was going to happen very, very soon.

Jerico watched his men go up to the top of the ridge of the crater and he was about to join them when he caught what was happening with the Keres below.

All of them were holding hands and sitting on the icy cold floor with sharp shards of rock digging into their asses. The five Soul stones were in the middle and they were glowing.

The Keres started singing a beautifully sweet perfect melody that made Jerico want to cry, something he hadn’t done in decades and he felt the air crackle, buzz and hum with magical energy around him.

Jerico looked up and frowned as the thunder roared overhead. The violent storm clouds were coming together and Jerico had a very, very bad feeling about this. 

It got even worse when an immense spherical warship belonging to the Rex appeared in-between flashes of lightning.

The Imperium was here and they were going to attack.
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