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CONNOR WHITELEY

PROLOGUE

PEACE.

Can peace ever be enteral?

Can peace ever last?

Can peace ever be human nature?

The answer is no.

Humanity has always been a foul, violent race.

Ever since they crawled out of the oceans and developed into primal apes. They have been monsters.

So why should time change this?

It shouldn’t.

Ever now, events are happening.

Alliances are being made.

Oaths are being broken.

Worlds are burning.

The Age of Peace is over.

The Age of Peace is dead.

The Age of Peace will never rise again.

For now, a new threat shall rise and purge the galaxy.

A new threat will rip the galaxy-wide open. Exposing all of the universe’s truths and secrets.

Few will survive this new conflict that will make the Order seem like a small illness that can be easily eradicated.

Soon the galaxy will know true pain, suffering and anguish. 

Yet there is hope...

Some foresaw this great war and decided to intervene. 

Slaughter and an unknown species sacrificed themselves for this war.

However, this war will engulf all and all will die in the end.

Will this one sacrifice be enough?
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CHAPTER 1
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Roars of people screamed in Garro’s ears as he stood proudly on a stage surrounded by distinctive, inspiring people.

Now as the Head of the Security Services for 40 years, Garro had decided with much reluctance to attend the Festival of Life on Luna 6.

The Luna system was in the far galactic south-east of the Milky Way and it was a very unique system as after The End Times and the subsequent year-long Crusade of Recovery when Garro arrived with his fleet in the Luna system only expecting to find ruins.

The expedition found a fully working colony upon Luna 6. 

This planet was the only sliver of humanity besides earth still alive in the galaxy.

The population was malnourished, weaken and traumatised but they were human.

They adapted.

They learned.

They survived.

Ever since that day when Garro rediscovered this lost pocket of humanity. 

Every year on the anniversary of that faithful day, the citizens of the Luna system had held the Festival of Life to celebrate their hope of survival and their appreciate for the Magi for finding them.

However, to Grand Master Garro’s dismay over a third of the population were now Faithful. 

Their twisted ideology in worshipping the Magis as gods irritated Garro as he had been hunting more and more cults dedicated to the God Magi in recent years.

Especially, as their actions got more and more violent.

Something or someone was inspiring these people to become fanatics and threats to the republic.

“Grand Master, eastern and northern sides are clear,” a Secret Service Agent reported with cold contempt.

“Affirmative, remain vigilant,” Garro replied, still feeling uneasy.

Smiling in his helmet, Garro glazed over the hundreds of billions of people below the stage.

The surrounding areas of the capital were elegantly bright, glassed and crystal forged. Highlighting that this was a new age for the citizenry of Luna. This was their time to shine and rise out of their Age of Darkness.

Yet Garro couldn’t help but sense there was profound darkness here.

The city was built on top of kilometres upon kilometres deep underhives were billions lived and worked in the cold, wet conditions of these hives.

Garro had quickly visited these hives earlier in the week and his suspicions were confirmed.

These hives were breeding grounds for foul human Cults that prayed to the God Magi for deliverance and help in destroying the wealthy and their oppressors.

The Grand Master remembered this one area that he covertly broke into and observed strange flayed bodies used as seated and décor. Human skin used as clothing and one singular strange mark that roared with magical energy carved into all victims and even some of the cultists that Garro later killed.

It was a strange, unnatural mark but Garro still knew it. 

It was the Mark of the Magi but in more a simplistic and twisted form.

No longer was this an honourable mark. A force of good. It was now a symbol of death and religious fanatism.

In his rage had Garro slaughtered these Cultists that dared to mutilate his Order and his family.

Turning around the Grand Master looked over at this fellow peers on the stage.

Many vitally important figures had come to show their support for the Festival of Life as a way of showing respect to this unique pocket of humanity.

The Lord Commander wore heavy and lavish golden Angel armour with pure white silk hanging from him. Making him look honourable and angelic. Symbolling that he was the Chancellor’s Angel of Death.

The Sibyl stood proudly on the stage in her mighty black Ciarog armour wearing a black Iarannthan mask.

She actively waved and admired humanity for their resilience as well as power.

Nevertheless, Garro sensed in her deep shame and sadness- as now she was the last Sibyl. The rest had been killed over the past 40 years by various means.

The Grand Master had excepted some sort of new Cabal behind it but there was no proof.

Now the Sibyl was alone in this effort to rule not only one race but two races.

Garro even sensed her future was unwritten as even Time didn’t know what would happen to her or her races.

Once the Grand Master decided to use archaic means in an attempt to find out the answer.

Yet Time was being difficult, but it said two options. The Ciarog will rise and become leaders of a divine age or they will fall so far that even Time will forget them.

Lastly, to Garro’s right were three planetary governors from Luna 4-6. These mortals were heroes of their system. 

It was these three people who lead their people to destroy the Order that dared to attack Luna 6.

They inspired millions to rise up, embrace death and fight for their home.

“Garro,” the Lord Commander graciously gestured towards the crystal column on the stage that acted as a podium.

“Agents is the area secured?”

“Affirmative, Grand Master,” two agents replied.

Looking upon the billions of happy citizens below him, Garro started: “Citizens of Luna 6, it was 40 years ago today that I led an expedition to rediscover the Luna system. I was excepting ashes and corpses. But you proved me wrong. You showed me that humanity can survive. You showed me that courage and selflessness can defeat anyone. So, let us remember this for the end of time- that the human spirit is the most powerful thing in the galaxy! To Life! To Freedom! To The Republic!”

Immediately, the crowd erupted into a defeating scream of celebration.

Garro left the stage feeling empowered.

Pouring himself a glass of wine, Garro listened to the Planetary Governor of Luna 4 speak.

In a fatigued as well as age ridden voice, the Governor uttered: “My fellow Citizens, the Grand Master was just being humble. The truth is that the God Magi lead Garro to us. Through the Divinity of the God Magi our sacrifice, our suffering and our Faith was rewarded. If we remain faithful then we will always be protected, and the God Magi will guide us!”

The Governor continued for another ten minutes with his fanaticism. 

Garro’s blood began to boil.

“Interesting isn’t it? How a year or two of isolation can cause humanity to go back to religion?” The Lord Commander said to Garro over their helmet communication.

“I care not for their zealous. They can be religious for all I care but I am no god,”

“I agree with you, but your parents were...”

“All evidence of their divinity is weak,”

Death!

That word screamed into Garro’s mind. Forcing him to drop his wine.

It shattered.

“Agents report!” Garro demanded.

Silence.

“Report!” Garro commanded.

Silence.

“Garro, what’s wrong?” The Lord Commander inquired before a massive anti-tank shell obliterated the stage.

Garro flew off the stage.

When his body smashed into the people and ground below, he created a deep crater.

His ears ringed.

His body was weak.

His mind was sharp.

When he forced his vision to become clean, he saw hundreds of mortar shells hammer into the crowd and surrounding areas.

Bodies exploded.

Limbs were ripped off.

Men, woman, children screamed as their loved ones got ripped to shreds by the shells.

Behind Garro, hundreds of shots screamed with rage through the air. 

Cutting down the citizens with easy.

Drawing out his staff, Garro turned around to see thousands of Cultists slaughtering innocent people.

Their skin was pale and covered in thick sooty ash.

Their faces were covered in a strange supernatural mask that projected an aura of fear and despair.

Thrusting out his hand, Garro cleansed these Cultists in purple flame.

Suddenly, snipers started to dent Garro’s armour.

He waved a shield around himself. Before making serval, buildings explode with his mind. 

Killing the snipers.

Suddenly, multiple anti-tank shells hit Garro as a squad of Cultists in heavy elite Marine armour craved a bloody path towards him.

Massacring with ease anyone who stood in their way.

Garro’s armour was twisted, ripped and broken.

The Cultic Leader who bore heavy runes on his armour picked Garro up by the throat.

Searing pain flooded Garro’s system as the Leader touched the Grand Master.

“Untouchable!” Garro screamed in pain.

The Leader ripped off his own mask to reveal a twisted sliced up face of pure horror as the runes on his face glowed brighter.

The Leader’s voice was cold and psychotic.

“You mortals shall burn for your crimes against the God Magi. You Heretics! You dare to go against him; The Prophet! Now you all die!”

With that, the leader threw Garro to the floor.

Without time to waste, Garro caused the surrounding cultists to exploded meanwhile the Leader charged Garro with lethal swings of his sword.

The Grand Master tried to psychically kill the leader, but it only caused him pain.

When the two warriors met in melee, there were explosions of colour as magical energy crackled from them as their weapons slashed and clashed.

Yet the pain was too much for Garro as the Leader was too strong of an Untouchable for Garro to tolerate.

Each second of being close to the Leader drained Garro of both magic and physical strength.

Garro began to slow and collapse.

Giving the leader precious seconds to impale Garro.

The Leader bought up his sword.

“I excepted more of the Grand Master,”

Swiftly the leader bought down his sword on Garro.

Then at the last possible second, a Marine fired at the leader. 

Distracting him.

Giving Garro milliseconds to force all his psychic power into the leader mind and shatter it.

The leader screamed as his mind exploded and his sanity was lost.

A mortar shell killed him seconds later.

Garro’s nose and wounds poured with blood as his biology crashed and his magic weakened.

Seconds before his world went black, he saw another volley of thousands upon thousands of more mortar shells exploding to finish the capital off.

This is only the begin.

A mystic voice echoed as Garro’s world went to a blackness without dreams.
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CHAPTER 2:
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Garro screamed as his body awoke.

He launched balls of fire from his hands as he panicked.

“Calm down, Grand Master,” a gentle familiar voice echoed as Garro’s vision started to become clear.

“Kortana?”

“No, Grand Master.”

The Grand Master’s vision cleared to reveal a young beautiful woman dressed a dirty military uniform with hundreds of badges and medals hanging from it.

Forcing himself up Garro nodded respect to the Solar Commander of the System.

“Report,” Garro managed.

“My Lord,” the Solar Commander said, but it wasn’t directed at Garro.

Turning his head slowly Garro looked upon the holographic form of Chancellor Charlie herself.

He couldn’t help but smile at seeing a friendly face.

“Grand Master,” she nodded.

She gestured for the Solar Commander to report.

“My Lords, the attack was a week ago and for a Grand Master to be knocked out for a whole week then the attack must have been bad,”

“I agree,” Garro replied.

“Over nine billion men, women and children are dead. Along with the Lord Commander, the three Planetary Governors and the Sibyl is in critical condition,”

Garro and Charlie stared at each other.

“I’m guessing that the Angels are in disarray and that the legions are becoming restless,” Garro suggested to Charlie.

She nodded.

“Correct, the events of Luna 6 are now common knowledge and the Angel Legions are restless. They all want to storm the Luna system to punish and find the monsters responsible. There have already been reports of civil wars in legions between squads who want to disobey me and attack the Luna system and others who support my decision,”

“I’m also guessing that the Iarannthans and the Ciarog are not being calm or diplomatic about the matter,”

The Solar Commander interrupted.

“Correct, my Lord. We have three Ciarog fleets in the system threatening to open fire on Luna 6 unless they’re given complete access to the planet to conduct a full investigation,”

“How long do you think we have until they openly attach Luna 6?” Garro questioned.

“Their patience is running thin. Maybe a few more hours, a day at most,”

Garro considered the information.

“How’s Luna as a system?”

The Solar Command shot an angry look at Garro.

She displayed millions of holographic feeds of violence and riots spreading throughout the system.

“As you can see Grand Master, the system is in chaos. Luna 4-6 were complete loses. Riots and war have completely engulfed the system and no one knows how it started.”

“It’s simple,” Garro explained. “There were Cults already on planets and when the Festival was attacked that’s when they mobilised. As the various governments and military forces were too focused on cleaning up the Festival attack,”

“What military forces are there in the system?” Charlie inquired.

The Solar Command gave a mocking smile.

“We have none. We have the odd Angel squad here and there. We have a few thousand Marine units as well as a few Arbiter units but it’s not enough,”

“So to conclude we have an entire system drowning in war and there’s no one to help,” Garro concluded.

“I’m sorry Garro but I can’t send any forces to Luna because we’re still dealing with other battles. Rebellions have broken out all over the Galaxy,”

“Interesting,” Garro simply said.

The Solar Command checked her data-slate.

She beamed.

“Report!” Garro boomed.

“Grand Master, I’ve just had a report that on Luna 4 there’s a Cult calling themselves The Solas Cult,”

“The Solas?” Garro questioned, in shock.

“Yes, why’s that important?”

“Because if the Solas are somehow involved then this is only the beginning. I’m heading to Luna 4,”

Garro forced his body to heal himself.

“Garro, be careful,” Charlie said, caringly.

Garro nodded, before magically teleporting off to bring his wrath down upon this Cult.
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CHAPTER 3:
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Loneliness.

Some say it’s a killer.

Being lonely leads the mind to wander, become rogue and ultimately damnation. 

Loneliness claims us all in the end.

For Garro, loneliness was life.

For the past 40 years ever since the End Times and by extension the death of his beloved Kortana as well as his bother and sisters of his Angel team. 

loneliness is what his flaming reality became.

The Grand Master formed many friendships and alliances over the years, so from an outsider, it would look as if Garro was far from alone.

However, the Grand Master had never felt any true connection to anyone after these crucial deaths.

Often at night, he would constantly mentally torture himself over what happened, and the accompanying nightmares that plagued him was another constant menace.

Even now, out of the quadrillions of creatures in the galaxy, Garro could only account three people as true friends. Connections that he treasured for the people without any political or social agenda.

These people were everything to Garro and he will defend them to the end. 

They were: Torical, Maura and Charlie.

Garro’s soul was already a shatter twisted diamond of its former self. 

Yet soon it will be shattered again.

Zooming over the hive city of Primus Luna, Garro’s Kingfisher did as he travelled towards his target.

The hive city was far from its typical self. 

The entire world was abnormal.

Once Luna 4 was a lustrous hive world with trillions of people living in three megastructures over the planet as a result of the lustrous thick jungles than surrounded each city was too dangerous for humans to venture into.

Yet from orbit, the lustrous green life filled forests were a pleasure to gaze upon.

Nevertheless, the riots were swift on Luna 4 and now Luna 4 might as well be a harsh, vile death world.

Recent reports had the death toll at 60% of the world’s populations and the corpses were left rotting in the streets.

As the streets, themselves became a river of blood and a cauldron of screams, mass murder and fire.

Garro quickly sealed his helmet as he flew nearer to the city centre as the air became even more toxic and hazardous than usual. 

One breath of this air would have easily killed even an Angel.

The entirety of the city; the size of a continent was ablaze and swarming with riots.

“Pilot, what’s left of republican forces in the area?” Garro asked, concerned.

“Reports show that only pockets of defenders remain,”

Garro sensed something.

“What aren’t you telling me?”

The pilot was beginning to shake.

“Solar Command is starting motions to declare the planet: Exanimus,”

Garro frowned.

His body jerked in anger.

Exanimus was a term given for planets that were deemed completely lost to the republic either through war, plague or solar storms.

Therefore, Garro was enraged that the republic was going to abandon trillions of their citizens who loved the republic to this fate of certain death.

Although, Garro knew the truth about such decisions and in this case, Garro knew that the republic was going to cleanse this world completely as an extreme method of making sure that the rioters don’t spread to other worlds.

“When did the motion start?”

“Four hours ago, Grand Master,”

“So, I have two hours before Solar Command confirms the order and another hour before Earth gives the go-ahead,”

Garro paused to consider his options.

This world was lost.

This world was dead.

This world was a living tomb.

Nevertheless, Garro had a job to do.

With a thought, he opened the Kingfisher doors and jumped out.

+Pilot get as many survivors as you can. Bring them to the Fist of Magicum. I need to save some people from this fate+ Garro sent using his Will to force the pilot to compile.

Landing hard into a pile of bloody mud, Garro reflexed out his staff and scanned the area for foes.

For now, it was clear.

Garro had two objectives here.

He needed to find The Solas Cult and discover their involvement in this plot.

A chill ran down Garro’s spine.

He froze.

Three strong muscular men leapt out of the shadows and charged at the Grand Master.

They were quick.

Landing multi blows within a millisecond of each other.

Garro’s armour dented slightly with each hit.

But Garro was a Grand Master.

As quick as lightning, Garro punched two of the men in the stomach and sternum.

Livers and kidneys exploded open releasing rivers of the blood inside their bodies.

Ribs cracked open slashing their lungs apart.

Garro merely stared into the last man’s soul and bore into his mind.

His last man began to scream in horrific pain as his mind got ripped from his body and tore open for all to bear witness.

Scanning through the victim’s mind, Garro saw many horrifying initiations rights and twist pleasures that this man was a part of. Including rape, murder, ritualistic killings but they weren’t for the Solas Cult.

They were for his own sadistic gang.

+What is The Solas Cult?+ Garro boomed into his mind.

This man was really trying to resist yet the more he tried to resist Garro. The more Garro’s grip tighten.

“The Cult is foreign. Not from... this system. A man with powers came here,” the man managed to utter through immense pain. “He said that... the gods sent him. Quickly his influence spread like wildfire in the hive. He could look at you and make you his. Another Magi came recently but he...,”

+Speak!+

His head exploded as a firebolt hit him. 

Immediately, Garro twisted around to glare upon his figure.

The figure bore thick Magi armour but now its form was twisted, inelegant and horrible to look at.

Skulls, skins and blood decorated the armour lovingly.

Strange runes were carved into the armour moving and glowing as time flew past.

Garro’s mind ached more, the more he looked upon these runes.

Moving up to the figure’s face- it was beautifully youthful with longish straight black hair with perfect features.

Then the figure smiled revealing a bloodied mouth with fangs as teeth.

The Grand Master recognised this person.

He was a Magi.

+Grand Master+ the figure acknowledged with great respect.

“Azvameth,” Garro simply replied, in shock as his Magi was meant to be dead for at least three months.

+Yes, Grand Master. I have returned. The Deceiver, the Destroyer and Deathbringer has returned+

“Returned?”

+Oh, Grand Master you know nothing. He is god. He is divine and He will conquer all+

“Who is He?”

+You will know Him soon enough+

The Grand Master felt a pain starting to enter his thoughts.

“NO!” Garro screamed as he released a psychic backlash launching Azvameth back metres.

Before, Garro could storm over to Azvameth and interrogate him.

Hundreds of gang members flooded into the street firing their cheap yet lethal weapons at each other.

Meanwhile, Garro heard the tell-tale sounds of Rail-pistol fire. The typical weapon of Marines.

Soon a Marine detachment would storm this street and Garro could sense from the psychic energies of the surroundings that these Marines didn’t plan to take prisoners.

Within minutes of the gang members noticing Garro’s republican armour, he soon became the hoard’s sole focus.

Hundreds of swords, claws and hands all launched themselves at Garro.

But the Grand Master wasn’t messing around.

Immediately, he launched himself at these foes and coldly cut them down with brutal efficiency.

Before, Garro used his powers to create a psychic vortex that ripped reality apart. Consuming some of the gang members.

Then Garro noticed a mark on some of the gang members.

Most of the gang members were cultists.

Most of the people of the planet were cultists.

Only interested in the flowing of blood and chaos.

The cold sensation of fear flooded Garro as he realised that this Cult had the ability to influence anyone, even the Magi Order.

Garro needed answers now.

Suddenly, the fighting got more intense, so much so that the gang members didn’t care about Garro anymore.

They only cared about the kill, the blood, the slaughter.

Garro saw gang members jump on top of each other and rip out their former friend’s windpipe and this manic frenzy only grew in intensity.

Then Garro felt a freezing hand on his shoulder and the entire world went black.
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Dreams are such strange things.

What do they mean?

Wish fulfilment?

Processing of unprocessed emotion?

Nobody knows truly.

“Hello, Garro,” a familiar voice said.

Garro awoke in a strange elegant room filled with very posh golden furniture and crystal wine glasses.

Within a minute, Garro saw that the speaker was Kortana.

“Kortana?”

“Yes, my darling. It’s me but Garro darling please we don’t have long. I want to help you, but I need to know what the republic knows of The Solas Cult,”

A flash distorted Kortana’s image for a split second.

“Why Kortana? Please tell me what do I do without you,”

“Garro, what does the republic know about the Cult?”

The Grand Master paused.

Kortana’s form flashed again.

Garro asked, very firmly: “Why?”

As Garro questioned Kortana more and more, her form became increasingly disfigured.

“Because I want to help you,”

“No, you don’t abomination!” Garro roared as he shattered Kortana’s form with a single thought.

Afterwards, Garro tried to step forward but he was slowly becoming immobilised.

Azvameth appeared.

“You think trying to subvert my mind will work?”

“No, but it was worth a try,”

Azvameth’s voice was harsh, rough and calculated. 

He won’t show Garro any mercy when the time came.

Garro needed to be ready.

“You Magi are so weak,” Azvameth said, torturing Garro’s mind.

“I should have killed you in training when I had the chance,”

“Now, now Grand Master. I promised you once that I would transcend you and I have. Plus, you shattered my voice box that day anyway,”

These two Magi were referring to an event that happened years ago when Azvameth challenged Garro to a battle of magic.

Initially, Garro refused- seeing this young aspirant as foolishly and arrogant. A trait that he wanted to eliminate from the Magi Order.

However, this young Magi wouldn’t take no for an answer, so he forced his way into the minds of his young untrained peers and made them start burning themselves until Garro agreed.

Of course, Garro could have killed Azvameth immediately but Garro wanted to enjoy this act, so he agreed to the duel.

To Garro’s surprise, Azvameth was very adept at battle. Managing to inflict many minor wounds on the Grand Master. 

However, after two hours of intense fighting. Garro bested Azvameth. 

Although, the monster that Azvameth was becoming decided to order his peers to kill themselves anyway.

Enraged, Garro was about to kill Azvameth before Jeremy came in to prevent any more bloodshed.

In a fit of rage, the Grand Master decided that the young aspirant should never learn any spoken spells; which is how you learn spells you speak them aloud first then as you become more adept in them you can conjure them with though; so Garro shattered Azvameth’s voice box.

“I stand by my actions,” Garro explained.

Azvameth inflicted another intense jolt of psychic power.

Five minutes. I need more time.

An angelic voice echoed like a woman’s voice that he met on Hiuidium. 

“Grand Master, tell me what the republican knows of the Cult?”

“Knowledge- it’s a strange one, isn’t it? Some people think that knowledge is power. Others think that knowledge is useless,”

“What do you know?”

“I will tell you what I know but tell me- why The Solas Cult? Why not The Magi Cult?”

Azvameth paused to consider the answer.

Garro was about to speak when Azvameth answered.

“The Solas were masters of many things. Including relics and building. Also, there was a religious sec in their rank dedicated to the ‘Divined Spirited’,”

“Yes, Jeremey mentioned them once. They believed that there were those in their race that were for lack of a better word immortals. They believed that by finding these beings and placing them in special machines. They would grant this sect unlimited power and immortality to them all,”

Azvameth looked impressed.

“Correct, Grand Master and it was my full intention of finding one of these machines before He found me,”

“But from the surviving records, this sect never successfully found a Spirited person,”

“Oh, Grand Master. You’re incorrect. Once I wrecked the mind of a scholar and mutilated the mind of another. This resulted in me discovering that The Solas went to war with one of their planets towards the end of their empire,”

“And...” Garro gestured for him to continue, desiring to buy more time.

“The records stated that when The Solas fleet arrived they were instantly destroyed by this ‘creature’ that was as angelic as a baby Phoenix but a serpent beneath. In a mighty scream, the creature ripped the electrical energy from the ships. Ultimately destroying them,”

“How did The Solas stop them?”

“They didn’t. They declared the system of space as Cancer Luna-ous,”

“Wait, that’s the modern-day Luna system so you’re hunting for this ‘Divined Spirted’ machine on the orders of He,”

Azvameth looked enraged as Garro gave a mocking edge when he mentioned ‘He’.

Garro smiled as he had learned a great deal about the cult and at least he now had some answers.

“Now Grand Master, what do you know? He ordered me to find out,”

“Isn’t the question- who sent me?”

Azvameth’s face turned to pure horror as he considered all the various heroes and villains that could have dispatched Garro to end him.

In the horror, a bit of Garro’s mind slipped freed.

Just a little more time.

“He wouldn’t have sent you. He wouldn’t. he wouldn’t have sent me to kill you. Unless he did- and this is some clever way of tricking me into leading myself into your jaw?”

Garro only smiled- of course having no idea who this former Magi believed had sent him.

“He sent you? Oh god, no not Him. What did I do wrong? I followed His instructions exactly. Oh God if the Magi are truly in His hand then it’s over. He has won. He has won,”

Garro smiled, looking upon this scared man.

“He has sent me, and He will kill you,”

“Why?” he screamed in feared.

“He wanted the machine found already,”

“But the 4th Winged King wanted blood to pour so the motion can be declared, and He can find the machine in this lifeless system...”

Silence.

Azvameth turned to Garro.

“I have to kill you now!”

“Azvameth,”

“Yes,”

“It’s over!” Garro roared, as Azvameth’s magical prison melted away and he flew himself across his mindscape. 

Wrapping his hands tightly around Azvameth’s throat. 

While the mindscape around them exploded into shards of glass as they returned to the physical world.

As Garro awoke he found his hands round Azvameth’s throat and he continued to squeeze.

He felt the rage power his hands.

“Azvameth- you are an abomination. A traitor and a heretic. You turned your back on the Magi Order and its ways. For your crimes, I can only give you a long-deserved death sentence,”

Azvameth’s last ever words were: +The 4th Winged King is coming+

Before, Garro could think on these words heavily armed Marines with the twisted cultic symbol on their breastplates stormed the street.

“Traitors!” Garro screamed, charging into battle.

Suddenly, the traitorous marines all exploded open as their bodies were spattered up houses and his brains were replaced with mush.

Following the vaporised blood clearing, Garro looked upon the Lord Admiral of the Republic and his personal bodyguards.

“Torical,” Garro beamed with enormous respect.

“Grand Master,” he smiled back.

“My Lord, area is secure, but the enemy knows we’re here. In a few minutes we’ll be swarmed,” a guard supported.

“Garro, is your teleporter beacon active?”

He nodded.

As Garro heard the mad screams of excited madmen looking for their next kill.  Torical teleported them off.

Moments later they reappeared on the Fist of Magicum.

“Captain under my authoritative complete the Exanimus Protocol,” Lord Admiral Torical commanded.

Humming the Fist of Magicum came to life as it launched a monstrously sized fireball the size of earth’s moon at the planet.

Within minutes, the fireball impacted the planet and it immediately devasted the ecosystem of the planet. Scorching it of all life and creating vast firestorms.

Garro focused on the planet listening of the screams, panic and fears of the loyal republican citizens as they were burnt alive.

Then peace.

The world fell silent as only a black rock remained.
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The 4th Winged King is coming.

That single phrase had been playing games with Garro’s mind for hours.

What did it mean?

Who was it?

Why are they ordering these attacks?

These were all pivotal questions that needed to be answered if Garro was going to prevent any more deaths.

Staring at a photograph of his team and Kortana on his desk, he whispered: “What would you four do?”

Garro was focusing so much on the photograph that he didn’t see Torical come in and sit down.

“You miss them,”

“Of course, don’t you?”

“Of course, Garro. They weren’t just your brother and sisters. We were all a family. Even Maura,” Torical explained, with shame at the end.

“Have you spoken to her since... the problem,”

“No, Maura is still... missing. What have you got on the intelligence end?”

“Being Head of the Republic’s intelligence networks gets me very far indeed, but Maura is a ghost,”

“I hear a rumour on the black ships that Maura was in the galactic north,”

Garro gave a brief chuckle as he remembered that the black ships were a designation given to ships that carried questionable items for the republic. 

For example, prisoners to perform experiments on or they were sometimes used on suicide missions as a way of penance.

“That’s true. Maura was in the galactic north but a day later when I arrived. She was got but there’s very circumstantial evidence saying that she downloaded the Solar Command’s data network for the system she was in,”

“Why would she desire so much information?”

“Who knows but we need to find her before other organisations do because they WILL kill her,”

Both warriors quickly felt an immense wash of discomfort flow over them.

“Wait Torical, why are you in the system? I thought that Charlie couldn’t spare anyone,”

“I am the Lord Admiral of the Republic’s Navy. I go where I please,”

Garro gave a non-convincing look.

“Fine, I was investigating a lead stemming from corruption in the Vita system and I found evidence in conjunction with some of your Secret Service Agents that their Supreme General of Marines was in communications with this system’s Supreme General,”

Supreme Generals oversaw the recruitment, training and coordination of Marines in each solar system, without them a solar system’s ability to recruit and dispatch new Marines to fuel the Republic thirst for war would be crippled.

Torical continued: “Meaning that both Supreme Generals are involved in this conspiracy because when I bought my wraith down upon these traitors, they both confirmed that they were traitors and taken orders from a Winged King and they cursed at me calling me a heretic,”

Garro was puzzled.

“What do you know Garro?”

“Well, Azvameth made a reference to the 4th Winged King. Did the Supreme Generals give you a number?”

Torical thought hard.

“Yes, the Luna one said the 4th Winged King and the other Supreme General said the third,”

“Strange, so these Kings must be a part of some sort of network or council of kings leading this conspiracy,”

Torical was so confused by the reference. Therefore, he simply nodded.

“Torical but I heard the heretic reference when I first met the Cultists. As they believed that we’re committing heresy against the Divine God Magi, but they called this God a He,”

“What’s wrong with that?”

“In over 95% of the Faithful’s depictures of the God Magi. It’s a female entity,”

“So, these cultists are wrong about gender?”

“No,” Garro replied with certainty. “I felt their emotion in their psychic essences. They truly believed that they were acting upon the wishes of the God Magi and they had actually spoken to Him in a physical form,”

“Could a person be claiming to be the God Magi?”

“I suppose, Torical,”

“I know you’re been hunting these extreme Faithful Cults for a while now. When did it start?”

“I don’t know. They’ve always been around but I’ve only turned my wrathful attention to them in the past three months after they punched an entire system in chaos. It took two Angel Legions to bring the system back into compliance,”

Torical shot up looking out the window of Garro’s office.

Garro turned around.

Their mouths dropped.

They saw millions of ships zoomed out of Slidespace as the 4th Angel Legion entered the system and disgorged trillions of fighters, dropships and war machines from their fleet.

Immediately, Garro checked the Command Network.

His suspicions were confirmed.

“What Garro?”

“The 4th Legions aren’t meant to be here. They’ve also entered ten other systems that they aren’t meant to be in,”

“So, they’re breaking the law,”

“Yes Torical, the 4th Legion is committing an illegal act by moving of their military forces into unsanctioned areas. This could lead to the Legion being declared rogue and exterminated,”

“But that’s a massive risk. Why do it?”

Garro couldn’t think of an answer.

“Garro, the 4th Winged King,” Torical suggested.

“Oh god, the 4th Legion. Angels typically have wings. He would be the leader or king of the legion...”

Both warriors were stunned that an Angel let alone a whole Legion could be capable of betrayal.

“Torical make sure that earth hears about our suspicions,” Garro ordered, storming out.

“Affirmative, where are you going?”

“To get some answers from this abomination!”
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My republic.

The term ‘mine’ is questionable in recent years.

The End Times had a lot of desirable and undesirable effects.

Desirable as the Order wiped out most of my political opponents and those that remained were too scared of me as the Warrior Chancellor; the One who slain hundreds of Order foes in defence of her republic.

To them, I was a fierce lion.

On the other hand, the End Times had made politics messier as well, as old allies were dead and new opponents wanted my job.

In all honesty, this led to a two-year mini-civil war were three politicians decided to wage war against me as well as each other in an effort to have my throne for themselves.

Interestingly they managed to rally thousands of humanity’s survivors to their causes.

Yet in the end, this mini-war drew the glaze of the Grand Master and he briefly came back to earth to investigate this matter.

I tried to tell him that this was a fun game, but he was growing bored with this needless infighting.

In the end, together Garro and Myself led a strike team to slay these traitors. To protect my throne and my people.

After this war, Garro wanted to kill all those who sided with the three traitors, but I decided on mercy.

Not because they deserved to live.

Not because it was the right thing to do.

But because a great leader must decide when and when not to kill.

The Grand Master was surprised by this action as these people were monsters.

However, I am Chancellor Charlie and I treasure my people, all of them.

Siting upon my lavish divine golden throne, the members of the Republican Council stood around me.

This Council was another undesired consequence of the End Times. 

From new alliances came new problems and the senate was no longer able to address all the republic’s needs.

While the Senate is still a vital forum for the republic. More important matters and matters that need dealing with quickly are left to the Council.

The Council is forged from myself, Supreme Grand Master Jeremy, the Late Lord Commander, the Ciarog Sibyl, the Lord Administer, the Supreme Captain-General of the Arbitration, Lord Admiral Torical and the Lord General of the Marines.

Together the Eight of us are unstoppable yet I sense as the universe makes its moves against us. The Council is starting to shatter.

I must be ready.

“We demand answers!” the Acting Sibyl screamed.

“And my friend, we will soon have answers. Garro is working very hard and he already has a lead,”

“I’m sending two more fleets into the Luna system and when they get there they will invade. We will get answers,”

“If your forces dare attack my marines then I will...” the Lord General started before I waved him silent.

“Acting Sibyl please,”

“40 years we have been allies and for the past 40 years you have turned a blind eye to the death of our Sibyls and hardships of my people!”

He wasn’t wrong.

“Sibyl as Chancellor it’s my job to rule the republic. I’m sorry if...”

“If?”

“I’ve neglected your races,”

“No, Charlie. You haven’t neglected us. You have used us for the last time!”

The Acting Sibyl was a massive Ciarog creation with beetle-like skin as thick as a tank. His golden rims of precious metal highlighted his powerful muscles beneath.

He wanted people to know he was dangerous.

“Are you ending our friendship?” I answered, with great coldness.

My guards took a step forward.

The Sibyl backed down.

“Of course not, my Lord Chancellor,”

With a grin that came without warm, I replied: “Excellent, now I have an idea about the Luna system,”

“What?” he bitterly said.

The Lord General interrupted: “My Lord, the 4th Legion has entered the Luna system and they’re making planetfall. Torical has sent us all the data. Garro believes that the 4th Legion is behind everything. He’ll call us later,”

“Understood,”

Silence washed over the chamber while we all considered the impact of such a claim.

The atmosphere of the chamber was slowly twisting into a dark, melancholy mood.

Soon these members of the Council would turn into wild erratic beasts through their panic and using their enormous resources they would purge this threat in an uncontrolled manner. 

Possibly resulting in the loss of billions of lives.

I needed to take charge.

“Jeremy, report,” I commanded.

“My Lord, the Magi Order are unable to travel to Luna as we’re mainly fighting to contain the insurrections in the galactic north,”

“Then why was your fleet in the south before you came here?” I pressed.

“My fleet was following a lead before I came here,”

“Fine, Supreme Grand Master you and your fleet are to remain here with me for now,”

He nodded acknowledgement.

The Lord General of the Marine objected: “But my Lord, the Magi need to be in the Luna system and dealing with these terrorists quickly,”

“I agree Lord General, but I will not change my mind as surely your Marines must be good enough to deal with a few terrorists. Unless you’re becoming useless at your job,”

He instantly fell silent.

“Sadly, we don’t have any other Angel Legions to move into the Luna system to support them,” the Supreme Captain-General added.

“We need a plan,” I said to myself.

Jeremey in that moment shone brightly with an idea and a new hope.

“My Lord, I have an idea,”

“What?”

“Forget about the Luna System and leave that to Garro and let’s focus on the rest of the galaxy,”

I know I should have fought back but he was right.

The Luna System was becoming a maelstrom of death and heresy. It was becoming too dangerous to send in waves after wave of our forces.

“Fine then for now. Grand Master Garro is alone. But be ready to send in more forces when he contacts us,”

Everyone bowed and left.

The Supreme Grand Master gave me a devilish smile before departing for his flagship.

Something was happening and I needed answers.
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Smoke veiled the fragile sky of the jungle world of Luna 5.

Forests were turned to ash.

The sky became toxic.

The ground turned to mud with blood.

The 4th Legion waged a merciless war with the Cultists and citizens on the planet.

They were no allies here.

Only people that needed to be slaughtered.

No matter their race, religious or purpose. All these sheep were going to die.

That was a fact.

When Garro rematerialized on the planet’s surface.

He was immediately stunned by the sight in front of him. 

For endless miles into the distance, there was nothing but an endless wave of blood, bodies and violent.

Countless numbers of legionnaires were mindlessly shooting citizens. Cleansing this world systematically.

Yet the Angels’ had lost something in these moments. 

Once the Angels were gods incarnated. Heroes of the republic and beings that people aspire to be.

Yet Garro noticed in these moments of horror that these once-mighty beings were no more heroic than the now-extinct Order. 

Their armour once inspired trillions of people to take absolute pride in the republic and symbolised protection, hope and life.

Now their armour only symbolised pain, suffering and bloodshed.

In the distance, the Grand Master of the Magi Order saw his target.

The 4th Winged King was a mighty warrior who was cutting his foes down like they were nothing.

Marines from the local defence force moved to counter this new confusing threat but as they swung at this King. 

The King shattered their bones with ease.

Marines and humans were useless against this new threat.

Moments later, three Angels noticed Garro and hesitated. In confusion about their orders and considered whether to attempt the ill-fated idea of attacking a Grand Master.

Equally, Garro wanted to give them an option to surrender and live. 

Sensing their thoughts Garro was certain that they would surrender and turn back to the republic. Then three children ran pass these Angels.

The Angels fired.

With a thought, Garro melted their bullets and ripped their souls from their bodies.

In that moment- Garro knew that the 4th Legion was lost.

Now Garro’s sole focus was on the burning of this traitorous legion.

Consequently, Garro stormed towards his target.

Many Angels noticed him, attacked him and died.

With his staff, Garro melted their armour with his laser beam.

With his mind, Garro shattered their sanity.

With his gun, Garro exploded their heads.

It was only when Garro came to meet a female Angel that he stopped his rampage.

In front of him, a female Angel had painted her armour with corrupt glowing marks in the blood of children.

She grinned at Garro. Making her body become engulfed in flames.

Garro paused, rising a shield around himself.

“Witch creature,” Garro spattered, knowing that this Angel had accepted some dark, evil gift to give her these powers.

This Angel didn’t speak but she was furious.

Immediately, she threw herself at Garro. Becoming a demon given formed.

She was unnaturally fast.

She was able to bend and twist her form into unnatural shapes.

Thunderous noises alerted all to this duel as magical energy exploded from their swords as they smashed into each other.

Serval shells hammered into the back of Garro’s armour.

When he heard the second volley being fired, he leapt over his flaming foe.

The bullets hammered into her.

She didn’t stop.

More legionnaires converged on Garro’s position.

Time was running out.

Millions of bullets were suddenly fired.

With a thought, Garro made the bullets drop to the floor.

However, he and his foes knew that he couldn’t keep doing that.

They fired three more volleys.

The first- Garro burned in a wall of blue flames.

The second- Garro twisted the bullets so they would hit and kill their owners. Some survived

The third volley- Garro was too exhausted to defend himself so he dived out the way.

Seconds before he was about to diving into the 4th Legion as a desperate attempt to make a meaningful last stand against hundreds of thousands of superhumans. Garro noticed that they were just understanding there waiting.

Garro immediately paused with concern.

Why weren’t they attacking?

“Grand Master Garro,” the 4th Winged King said with merriment walking towards Garro. 

Two Angels behind the King carried a table, two chairs and some food and laid them down in front of the Grand Master.

“Will you join me?” the King said, without any malice.

Garro agreed.

On the neutral white table, there were plates of olives, meats and other luxury items that seemed out of place in such a war-like setting.

“You must have questions, Grand Master,”

Garro noticed that all the legionnaires kept their fingers firmly on the trigger.

“Of course,”

“Come on Grand Master. Let’s talk,”

“Why are you in the system?”

“That’s your first question? I believe that it’s fairly obvious why I’m in the system because I want to burn it. I think the better question is why do I want to burn it?”

“Now you’re incorrect,”

“Why Garro?”

“While the official reason for your burning is you want to have revenge on the system for killing the Lord Commander and these terror attack on the republic. The true reason is somewhat more evil,”

“What’s this so-called true reason?”

“You’re one of the people responsible for these terror attacks and for some reason you wanted to plunge the system and the wider galaxy into chaos. In addition, to your hunt for a ‘Divined Spirted’ machine,”

A flash of rage danced across the King’s face.

“Garro, you have no proof. All you could charge me with is going rogue,”

“True, but being a rogue, burning a system as well as killing trillions is enough for your death sentence,”

“Maybe but you said that I’m one of those responsible for the attack. Who else is responsible?”

Garro stood up and walked towards him.

The nearby Angels got very tense.

“You will tell me!” Garro demanded using his Will.

“We will find our target and then He will rise,”

Garro started to force himself into the King’s mind.

“Who is He?” 

“You can’t get to him, Garro,”

Suddenly, the King shot up. Knocking Garro back.

The King kicked Garro metres back and shot at him.

“ENOUGH!” Garro screamed, creating a seismic wave. Throwing thousands of Legionnaires back hundreds of metres.

In a booming voice, Garro demanded forcing himself in everyone’s mind: “Who is He? Who gave you these orders?”

Moments, before anyone could answer, the planet started to shake violently as ships in orbit, started to bombard the planet using heavy cannon shells.

Garro witnessed massive fireballs erupt all over the planet.

Entire continents started to burn bright.

The temperature rose to dangerous levels.

The planet was starting to burn.

Looking up at the sky, Garro witnessed thousands of Slidespace portals open as a new legion entered the system.

This new legion fired upon everything it saw except the 4th Legion ships.

It mattered not if the ships were civilian, refugee or military. All were destroyed.

The 5th Legion had come to Luna.

“What have you done?” Garro asked the King as the 4th Legionnaire were boarding ships to escape.

“He ordered the burning of this system so the 4th and 5th legion will compile. Plus, if the 5th is here then they must have found the location of Divined Spirted machine,”

Garro’s staff started to become red hot as magical energy started to charge up.

“Garro, you cannot stop this. His plan will come to fruition,”

Garro didn’t want to listen to this rubbish anymore so he charged at the King.

When their swords meet an ear-splitting thunderous scream was formed.

The two warriors were angelic masters of melee as the two elegantly yet furiously tried to kill each other.

“For The God Magi!” a squad of Angel roared as they fired at Garro.

These high-velocity rounds ripped through Garro’s armour.

Giving the King an opening to kick Garro to the floor.

By now the 4th Legionnaires had been evacuated and the heat had built up so much that the planet’s crust was now dust.

With a Kingfisher waiting for the 4th Winged King to take him away before the 5th Legion destroyed the planet completely. 

The 4th King looked at Garro.

“Goodbye, Grand Master,”

Bang!

The 4th Winged King’s head exploded into millions of shards of flesh and bone, as well as strange supernatural shots ripped out chunks of flesh and armour from the remaining Angels.

Garro forced himself up ready to fight this new threat that managed to murder these Angels with ease.

From the smoke in front of him, a woman appeared with two massive strange guns.

She wore standard Marine body armour and lose hanging clothes covering the rest of her lean body.

“Hello, Garro,” Maura said, grabbing Garro and teleporting them off to Fist of Magicum.

Garro was too stunned to speak.

How did Maura find him?

How did Maura get to the system?

Where had she been for the last twenty years?”

“Captain order the fleet to make an emergency slidespace jump,” Maura commanded.

The captain didn’t argue.

The Grand Master looked out the window on the bridge to see millions of ships being annihilated and entire planets were cleansed before being shattered into pieces of rocks by the 5th Legion’s fury.

Whatever was going on here, it was bigger than a mere rebellion. 

Something or someone was making these two legions commit atrocities but these were atrocities with a goal in mind.

Finally, Garro almost collapsed after hearing the millions upon trillions of death screams of these innocent people.

Garro needed to find that goal quickly before more systems burn...
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Upon the bridge of the Fist of Magicum, you could easily cut the atmosphere with the knife.

Everyone was a pure combination of rage, fear and determination.

Everyone wanted to exact revenge upon these traitors for the trillions of innocent that they slaughtered without mercy nor reason.

Although, there was another reason why Garro was tense in this situation.

He stared at Maura who was studying data on her own personal data slate that was showing trillions of data streams that weren’t a part of any republican database.

He truly had millions of questions for his once loyal friend but now wasn’t the time.

With a click of a button, the holographic forms of Charlie and Jeremy entered the bridge.

Garro went to talk to them.

“Garro report!” Jeremy demanded with growing rage.

“What the hell happened Garro?” Charlie inquired.

“My Lords- as you know I’ve been investigating the terror attack on Luna 6 and resulted in...”

“Yes, get on with it,” Jeremy commanded.

Garro ignored him.

“Resulted in the death of multiple key people. Following this I was led to the planet of Luna 4 were I found the leader of The Solas Cult and the leader was a traitorous Magi who goes by the name of Azvameth. Azvameth gave me the name of his leader: The Fourth Winged King. Which led me to the Leader of 4th Legion,”

Charlie was very engaged.

Jeremy was more distance.

“Upon Luna 5 I fought with the Leader of 4th Legion and his heresy against you my Lord Chancellor was revealed along with the 5th Legion. That entered the system and slaughtered everyone,”

“How did you escape Garro?” the Supreme Grand Master bitterly pressed.

Maura stepped forward.

“Arrest her Garro!” Jeremy ordered. “She’s a traitor, a murder,”

Garro frowned at him and ignored him yet again.

Charlie decided to be diplomatic.

“Maura, it’s good to see you and you’re alive,”

“Come, come now Charlie. You’re only saying that because this is the first time in 20 years that anyone has had a confirmed sighting of me,”

Charlie nodded.

“Why are you back now? Why reveal yourself?” Jeremey firmly said.

“Ah, humans. Because something is happening that will burn your galaxy to the ground and change it forever. There is a tidal wave coming and there is no hope... well, there’s one hope,”

“What is it?” Jeremey bit.

“Oh, Jeremey. You’re the last person I would tell,”

Maura simply walked away.

“Garro, please be careful. The reports on Maura are very rough but they all say how dangerous she is,” Charlie warned him.

The Grand Master politely nodded.

“Garro, do we know where the 4th and 5th Legions are now?” Charlie asked.

“Negative, all scans and counterattack ships that entered Luna said that the entire system is empty,”

“Not entirely true,” Maura walked back over.

“What!” Jeremey snapped.

“Well, you republican forces are limited in your sight. However, there is something living in the system,”

“Please Maura tell us,” Garro suggested, kindly.

“Going back to the Solas empire, as we know there were a lot of interstellar networks that they used. For example, the maylines that contained the Undead. However, if you read certain texts then you learn that there were at least ten other networks and one of them links the Luna system with another system,”

“Wait, you’re suggesting that the 4th and 5th Legion used this network to escape the Luna system,”

“Yes, Charlie. May I suggest something?”

Slowly Charlie agreed.

“Garro, please run a scan of the Mortem system,”

Garro nodded to his captain to obey.

The scan took minutes to be completed.

The results appeared on the holographic map in front of them. Showing billions of warships belonging to the 4th and 5th Legions all orbiting the planet of Mortem 1.

Strangely Jeremey roared in anger.

“Well done, Maura,” Charlie and Garro nodded.

“Yes, well done Maura,” the Supreme Grand Master coldly stated. “Chancellor, we need to strike against these legions,” 

Everyone agreed.

Garro inquired: “What’s your plan, Jeremy?”

“The First Legion should stay with you because I would like you to travel to Mystic and secure a Solas Fortress where I believe that a Divined Spirted Machine rests?”

“Of course, anything to stop it from falling into traitor hands,”

“Thank you, then Charlie I suggest that myself, you, the Magi Order as well as the 2nd, 6th, 7th and 8th Legions travel to Mortem 1 to destroy the traitor once and for all,”

“Why Charlie? It’s too risky,” Garro explained.

“Relax Garro. I’ll be protected by the Magi and 4 legions of Angels not including the countless Marines detachments I’ll bring,”

Garro still wasn’t sure.

If Charlie died, then the republic could easily fall.

“What about the 3rd, 9th and 10th Legions?”

“I’m sending the 3rd to Goid 3 to protect the Ciarog and Iarannthans as all of them are on Goid 3 to celebrate the end of their Fasting Celebration,”

“Okay,” Garro was still questioning this plan.

Something wasn’t right.

“Finally, I suggest that the 10th Legion should be sent to earth to protect it and the 9th can be left to suppress the rebellion in the galaxy,”

Everyone quickly considered this plan.

Garro knew that it was flawed and very dangerous, but he didn’t have a quicker nor better alternative. 

Thus, he slowly agreed to it.

“Garro, stay safe and I’ll contact you when this rebellion is over,” Charlie hopefully said to Garro.

“Be safe, old friend,”

The line was cut.

Maura frowned at him.

“Mystic is our destination?”

“Correct,”

“That will take us three weeks to get there and it will take Charlie three weeks to travel to Mortem. If something goes wrong, it will take us three weeks to get to Mortem. Charlie could be dead before then,”

“I know,” Garro said with great unease.

“Garro, her death is the whole point of this conspiracy,”

“Please tell me that I haven’t just agreed to a plan that will sign her death warrant,”

“I’m sorry Garro. I’m certain Jeremey isn’t a part of this conspiracy, but he may have just put Charlie’s head on a stick,”

“What aren’t you telling me, Maura?”

Silence.

“Maura please, old friend. I have never betrayed you. Please help me save the life of my friend,”

“We have a lot to talk about, Garro. The reports are wrong. I am no traitor. 20 years ago, I discovered something that has led exclusively to this moment,”

“So, you have 20 years of information on this betrayal,”

“Yes,”

“What could have happened in the past 20 years that could have led to this heresy?”

“Oh, Garro so much has happened in the shadows that even the great Agents of Grand Master have missed,”

“Tell me everything!”
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Staring at his once heroic and noble friend, Garro was glad to see that his prideful and ultimately sister in arms was alive.

Yet amongst this pride and happiness, Garro saw something else, something darker. More sinister. 

His once great friend was now... more independent and from years of isolation, lawlessness and loneliness. Maura had lost something that Garro had loved as well as admired about her- her humanity.

Siting in Garro’s office with black wine in their glasses, the two ancient comrades in arms sat.

Tension was still in the air.

Neither knew truly what to say to the other. Not because of the length of time since they had last seen each other, but because of the situation in the universe as well.

Garro broke that silence.

“Heresy- who knew that this was ever a possibility?”

“Come now, Garro there have been civil wars before. Humans killing humans is natural. Angels have turned before. We both know that,”

Garro wasn’t comforted by her words.

“Garro, war is a part of human nature,”

“Doesn’t make it right,” Garro said, distracted while looking at a dataslate.

“You haven’t seen me for 20 years and now you can’t be bothered to focus upon me. Why?”

Garro hesitated before speaking: “Well, I’m monitoring the locations of Jeremey’s Agents and... they’re all located on various capital worlds in the governmental buildings,”

Maura grew concerned.

“At first that sounds natural as the capital worlds are where these rebellions are worse, but I presume that there’s more?”

“If these Agents were focusing on the rebellions then they would need to be at the outskirts not in the centre of the Capitals,”

“Is it possible that the Agents are hunting traitors in the governments?”

Garro shook his head.

“No Maura because my Agents and my Secret Service have already checked and double-checked everyone who works in the republic’s governments,”

“Could these Agents be heretics?”

“Negative, the Agents answer only to Jeremey and he worships the God Magi correctly and to a non-fanatical extent,”

“This is a mystery for another time, Garro,”

“Agreed,” Garro muttered, turning his mind back to the frightful thought that two heroic Legions have turned their backs on the Republic.

“Garro relax. 4 Legions are travelling to Mortem 1 to its 2 Legions against 4. The traitors will lose. Anyway, Earth’s Unification War that Charlie won single-handled is nothing compared to this endeavour. The Angel project was brand new when she waged war with the corrupted leaders of Old Earth,”

Garro listened carefully as she continued.

“It was Charlie who led the slaves and poor people of Eurasia against the Masters with her new Angels,”

“How did you know that? The records are sealed or destroyed. I only know these details because I once hacked in Charlie’s mind,”

“I know more than these details. Charlie forged her first Angels from the prisoners of her first Master’s retinue. The Master was called: Amdusias,”

Garro was concerned
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