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Supreme Grand Master Tony Oletter shook as an icy cold chill brushed the back of his neck, the hairs on his exposed arms stood up like soldiers and his legs shook from the sheer icy coldness that wrapped round him. He forced himself to smile. The long black marble corridor was perfectly smooth, immense and almost endless. 

He felt like an ant as he went along the long, perfectly smooth corridor with immense shiny black arches either side of him. The arches easily had to be large enough to fit a small blade-like space shuttle in-between them. He shivered at the sheer scale of them. 

The arches rose so high up towards the black ceiling, it was almost like the ceiling was a deadly abyss. He bit his lower lip. Everything about the long corridor gave him the creeps, he felt like he was about to die and the sheer coldness wasn't helping his nerves. 

Normally, he was a brave, confident and outspoken politician that wasn't scared of going up against opponents. Yet as soon as the Lord of War himself, the leader of the Confederacy and the superhuman warrior who could easily kill a world with his bare hands, had given him an order, his resolve shattered.

Come to me.

Tony had planned to meet with the senators of poorer planets, talk to them about their wants and needs and help them improve the conditions of their planets. That was all going to have to wait.

No one refused a summons from the Lord of War if they wanted to live.

Tony kept going along the marble corridor. The only dim light in the entire corridor came from the strange white mist that grew out of the middle of the archways. The mist swirled, twirled and whirled round itself and didn’t dare come into the corridor.

It was like the mist itself was too scared of getting closer to the Lord of War.

The entire corridor smelt overwhelmingly of harsh cleaning chemicals with light hints of passionfruit, apples and bitter lemons. It made the awful taste of tart lemon pies form on his tongue like his mother had baked him as a kid.

He was so grateful he didn’t need to endure that unique form of torture anymore. His mother couldn’t cook to save her life, and it didn’t matter anymore. She was sadly dead like so many in the Confederacy.

He shook away the silly thought. All he needed to do for now was survive a meeting with the Lord of War, return to chairing the Confederate Senate and just hope beyond hope no one wanted to assassinate him. 

And his father said politics was the safest job in the Confederacy. He smiled at the stupid opinion. 

After a few more minutes of walking and his skin getting even colder, and the hairs on his exposed arms starting to freeze solid, he went up to the jet-black circular door. There were no buttons, no holograms and no signs of how to enter.

He looked round the corridor. There was no one with him, no one following him and no one trying to kill him. It was just him, the circular door and the misty archways etched in black marble.

He knocked three times.

A moment later the black circular door melted away like water, Tony went inside and the door sealed itself again like it hadn’t just melted away.

The sheer heat of the Lord of War’s meeting room slammed into him. Tony shivered, his body shook and large droplets of sweat rolled down his back. The hairs on his arms fell like corpses, he fanned himself and he actually missed the icy coldness of the corridor.

He was surprised there was nothing inside the new chamber, that was nothing more than a domed room made from shiny black marble. There wasn’t even the Lord of War inside. 

He wasn’t exactly sure if that was a good or bad thing just yet. He might have spent most of the past year ruling the Senate on the Lord of War’s behalf, but that was easy. He just needed to help the Confederacy maintain the image of democracy, whilst secretly steering all votes, policies and regulations to whatever the Lord of War wanted.

It just meant he didn’t have to actually see the superhuman warrior that utterly terrified him and everyone else in the Confederacy.

A faint humming filled the chamber then Tony noticed long tendrils of crimson smoke swirl, twirl and whirl around each other. Then the Lord of War teleported into the chamber.

Tony’s heart leapt to his throat. His stomach tightened. His breathing became shallow.

The immense three-metre-tall superhuman in bloodred Angel armour, styled on the knights of Old Earth, stood in the middle of the chamber. His two massive battle axes on his back were dripping fresh blood onto the shiny black floor.

The Lord of War’s face was a constant battlefield of slashes, burn marks and cuts from a thousand different battlefields and he looked at Tony like he was nothing more than prey.

Tony wanted to run, scream and escape this living nightmare. He had only been Supreme Grand Master of the Senate for a year. He didn’t want to die yet and he wanted to do some good for the Confederacy.

The Lord of War smiled at him and Tony was surprised he didn’t lose his sanity at the monstrous sight.

“Supreme Grand Master, apologies for the elaborate plan to get you here,” the Lord of War said, his voice like logs on a crackling fire. “Yet I always like to remind my servants that I am in full command,”

Tony forced himself to stand up perfectly straight, he relaxed his body and he smiled at his Lord and Master. He supposed the Lord of War had a good point. He was Supreme Grand Master and he ruled the senate with a subtle knife. He was a nimble, powerful man and he was the second most powerful person in the Confederacy.

Maybe it was good he didn’t get too comfortable.

“My Lord,” Tony said, “it is an honour you would want to speak with me. What can the Senate do for you?”

“The question is more like, how much longer can you survive?”

Tony laughed. His stomach tightened, a few more drops of hot sweat trickled down his back and his heart pounded a little faster. He didn’t like the sound of this.

“What’s the situation?” Tony asked, not wanting his Lord to know he was scared.

“We have three problems. You have to fix them or you die, because you will clearly be unfit to be my puppet in the Senate,”

Tony folded his arms. “What are your problems?”

The Lord of War grinned. “The Augustus Cluster, twenty solar systems in total, have broken out in full rebellion against the Confederacy. Most are siding with the Empire. A few are deciding full independence,”

Tony laughed. That was insanity. It was bad enough when one or two solar systems wanted to be suicidal and break away from the warmth, love and protection of the Confederacy but an entire cluster. That was unthinkable.

Or extremely clever. 

Everyone in the Confederacy and Great Human Empire knew a planet or solar system breaking away would be annihilated and reduced to ash if it couldn’t be recaptured. Yet an entire cluster would only require a full-on military campaign. 

A campaign that would be very costly to the Confederacy.

It was clever, too clever as far as Tony was concerned.

“The first problem can be solved easily enough,” Tony said. “I will simply make the Senate condemn the cluster. That will turn public opinion against the systems and means no one will challenge any later action,”

The Lord of War nodded. “Exactly. Then the second problem is the Confederate Army. I already have two companies of Divine Children heading to the cluster, but the Confederate Army is limited,”

Tony bit his lower lip. He almost felt sorry for the Cluster. Two entire companies of superhuman Angels of Death and Hope from the Divine Children legion would slaughter so much of the resistance. Any support from the Confederate Army and all the millions of baseline humans would be overkill.

Tony supposed that was the entire point.

Even though most of the Senators had been elected on the promise of controlling or having more influence over the deployment of the Army. He would need a lot of Senators to back the use of the Army in the Cluster.

Not that it really mattered because the Lord of War could simply order it anyway, and that’s why it was a dangerous position for him.

If he failed to bring the Senate on side, and if the Lord of War had to act then the illusion of democracy in the Confederacy would be shattered. And he would be killed as punishment.

His hands shook at the idea.

“Finally,” the Lord of War said, “there is a young new Senator arriving today for his Swearing-In Ceremony. He is a threat to me. He will be assassinated tonight and I need you to politically kill him first of all,”

Tony forced himself not to roll his eyes. He hated politically killing Senators for the Lord of War. Most of them were good, brave and courageous people who just wanted to improve the lives of their voters.

Yet because they were too strong, too outspoken and against the Lord of War’s ideas, they had to be silenced.

“Do you agree?” the Lord of War asked, even though Tony knew it was hardly a question.

“Of course my Lord,” Tony said, bowing his head. “By your will it shall be done,”

Little did Tony realise he was being asked to kill someone who could be the love of his life.

If only they could survive long enough.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2

[image: ]


Senator Sam Evergarden was so thrilled, excited and delighted to finally be on Terra, the capital world of the Confederacy. He couldn’t help but grin as he stepped off the wonderfully warm blade-like shuttle. His smile only grew as he looked round on the circular landing pad.

The large grey circular pad might have been plain with its rough metal surface with various dents, cuts and slashes from decades’ worth of landings and take-offs. Yet he didn’t care, he was finally on Terra after all.

He took a few more steps away from the blade-like shuttle. Its engines roared, hummed and whooshed as it zoomed away and Sam’s stomach filled with butterflies. He couldn’t believe he was finally here.

The landing pad was connected to an entire crimson domed building that rose up high ahead of him. He could barely see the golden top from the landing pad. Even the rows upon rows of large floor-to-ceiling windows looked tiny from down there.

Sam was so excited to get into the Senate Building, explore his new home and meet all the brilliant peers that were here for the same reason as him. He was going to protect democracy and ensure the people of his home system were listened to.

Democracy was one of his favourite things, even more than helping people, debating and reading to the children with special needs in his local district.

The Terran air was perfectly cool. It wasn’t too hot like the
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