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Absolutely nobody knew what Ares Marsius would be when he was older and after he had been fighting for the glorious Emperor for tens of thousands of years, but everyone had forgotten his name now. Nobody remembered what heroic acts he did before, nobody remembered how much he loved the Emperor. Nobody was even allowed to mention him outside of how evil he was in the military. 

Now everyone only remembered how many trillions of innocent people he murdered each year as the leader of the Traitor Superhumans against the Emperor, and how he only wished to enslave humanity for their own slow agonising death.

But it wasn’t always like that.

About fifty years before Ares turned his massive superhuman back against the Emperor, he stood on his massive black oval bridge filled with tiers upon tiers of baseline humans hunched over their holographic computers typing, swiping and talking away as they did whatever was required of them.

Ares had always loved how massive his black blade-like flagship was, the bridge alone was so immense it took even a superhuman Angel of Death and Hope over two minutes to run from one side to another, it was that big, but Ares’s absolute favourite feature of the bridge had to be the giant floor-to-ceiling windows that allowed him to stare out into the cold darkness of space.

The sound of people talking, their light footsteps tapping the rough marble floor as they made their way about the immense bridge and the sound of someone shouting orders all made Ares smile, because his amazing crew was at work, hard work for him, the Empire and the amazing Emperor he loved beyond all else.

As much as the constant foul aroma of walnuts, cloves and rich bitter coffee irritated Ares’ superhuman senses, he supposed that as long as the human workers keep working hard, it was just something he was going to have to put up with. 

Sadly.

Ares might have been over three metres tall, fully cladded in pure blue thick Angel armour that was styled on the armour of medieval knights and always carried two massive almost-oversized black battle-axes on his back, but he loved how much he preferred the humble nature of non-superhumans for they were warm, loving and caring.

Something he was always trying to improve himself. He always made sure that his people were protected, safe and secure, and to the surprise of the other 8 Angel legions he never ever engaged in the enemy unless he had a concrete plan or just knew that he was going to win.

He fully admitted that he was strange like that but being the unofficial favourite of the Emperor, Ares just knew that it was the strategy the amazing Emperor would have chosen to.

That was why Ares was staring out over the vastness of space. On the orders of the Emperor’s Council Ares had summoned his entire legion, drawing them from all four corners of the Empire, to the galactic north to the Nihilus System, a very large solar system home to over two hundred worlds and trillions of humans on each planet.

He wouldn’t have entirely minded that the damn summons (sometimes he just felt like some dumb puppy whenever the Council summoned him) but Ares was really hoping to partake in his favourite little hobby, creating amazing robots and metal creatures that looked identical to real flesh and blood humans. It was of course as illegal as hell, but it was so much fun and he was surprisingly good at it.

And if he worked a little too much on that pet project than Ares had really, really wanted to study up on some languages, both alien and human dialects, some of his superhuman friends might have called him a nerd, but he loved knowledge. 

For knowledge was power.

Ares really liked watching all ten thousand of his blade-like warships gather into position with him above the capital world of the system, an immense green planet covered in thick jungle and lustrous blue oceans. 

The Emperor’s Council had apparently believed there was a full-scale rebellion being raised in the system against the divine Emperor so they had wanted Ares to investigate. Just the mention of some idiots wanting to rebel against the Emperor just pissed him more than life itself.

Ares just couldn’t see any pathetic reason for rebelling against the Emperor. The Emperor was kind, generous and worked every single bloody day to make sure all of his subjects were in the best position they could possibly be at.

“My Lord,” a woman said from behind Ares.

Ares nodded and the young woman (she was only two hundreds years old to Ares’ 70,000 years old), Ares was so glad that Commander Georgia of the Empire Army had decided to join him on his mission.

Ares had first met Georgia on an Emperor-forsaken jungle world in the far south of the Milky Way, they had fought together for ten straight years against an aggressive alien foe together, and she had proven herself worth more than a hundred baseline men, she was a furious fighter that was a certainty.

And if Ares and his superhumans were going to be fighting another enemy on a jungle world that Ares just wanted, needed her by his side. And it was also pretty great that Georgia was the head Commander of a full detachment of Empire Army soldiers, so that was at least another twenty thousand soldiers to help Ares against the foul traitors to the Emperor.

“My Lord Marsius,” Georgia said, “the Council was wise to put you in charge and how many forces do we have to play with?”

Ares looked at her for the first time since she had come aboard, and it was always so interesting to see the dark blue uniform of the Empire Army, offering no protection, security or usefulness in comparison to Ares’s own superhuman armour.

But that was the thing about the Empire Army, as much as Ares hated it, sometimes they were merely human-flesh-shields to keep the enemy busy whilst Ares and his superhumans did the actual crippling work.

“Full legion strength,” Ares said, “so a million superhumans and your twenty thousand soldiers,”

Georgia gasped and Ares could understand why. It sort of made sense for baseline humans to be so concerned about numbers but Ares just had a feeling that if the Emperor’s Council of all things wanted him at all Legion strength then something major was going on.

Ares turned and focused on all his command crew hunched over their holographic computers. 

“Get me the Supreme Commander of the System’s Defence Force,” Ares said.

Everyone stopped and Georgia folded her arms.

“My Lord,” Georgia said. “That is why I came to see you first, there is no military left in the entire system. All soldiers, security guards, weapons on all two hundred worlds are dead,”

Ares’s eyebrows rose. He had been in plenty of theatres of war over the thousands of years of his life, but this was the very first time that he had ever been to a warzone where all the military was dead.

“I reading reports saying there was an entire detachment of Angels here,” Ares said.

Georgia frowned. “My Lord, that’s the point, all ten thousand Angels stationed here from the Galaxy Burners are dead,”

If Ares was a normal human then he fully expected himself to let his mouth drop, sweat pour off him or to do another pathetic human action. But he was a superhuman first and foremost, he couldn’t show any emotion, but the Galaxy Burners were some of the fiercest superhumans in the Empire, no one just killed them all.

But someone or something had slaughtered over ten thousand superhumans with such ease that Ares had no idea what could have done it.

And that scared him more than he ever wanted to admit.
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Commander Georgia just couldn’t believe how absolutely amazing luck that the Lord of War himself, Lord Commander Ares Marsius of the Angels of Death and Hope had actually summoned her of all people to his aid. That was just so amazing that she couldn’t believe how excited she was.

Georgia stood in Ares’ wonderfully large oval bridge with the tiers upon tiers of hunched over workers that worked so tirelessly in service of the God Emperor on their holographic computers. It was so great to be here breathing in the wonderfully scented air of walnuts, cloves and rich bitter coffee that came from the mugs of the human workers, that all left the most sensational taste of coffee cake on her tongue, just like how Georgia’s mother made when she was a tiny girl. Those really were amazing days.

The others talking, tapping and shouting of orders was a little surprising and not what Georgia had expected from the flagship, The Demigod, from one of the best fighters in the Empire. Georgia had been expecting something calmer, more controlled, but considering she was probably only one of a handful of Empire Army officials allowed on the bridge, she wasn’t going to complain.

And she had heard of Ares killing people who insulted him anyway.

Even the Lord Of War himself looked like a divine demigod that would burn an entire sector of space with a simple look of his icy cold blue eyes, but even she had to admit the two massive battle-axes scared her a little. Georgia always felt the need to bow in the presence of such a god but Ares had told her off in no uncertain terms when she first did that after two years of fighting together, she didn’t dare make that mistake for the next eight years.

But it was just such an honour to be fighting alongside this god of a superhuman for this amazing battle. 

And this was far, far better than her original idea about returning to the newest Empire Army recruitment world to play blackjack, go clubbing and even read up on the latest findings on what the foul enemies of the Emperor were planning. 

But Georgia definitely preferred blackjack first and foremost. 

And as much as Georgia wanted to believe that even the God Lord of War could claim victory here, she wasn’t sure as she reread the reports and showed them to Ares about the ten thousand dead Angels.

Georgia had reread the reports over and over because the entire thing was just so impossible to imagine. No one killed that many superhumans it was impossible, absolutely impossible, but she had seen the photographs herself.

Somehow something or someone had killed so many Angels that it was an official record for the most superhumans to die. 

A record that had to be avenged. 

“Contact the Planetary Governor for the Capital World,” Ares said to her.

Georgia swiped her dataslate a few times
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