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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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I woke a few moments later and frowned as I found myself in the middle of a massive Colosseum made from the same awful black crystal as my prison cell. It was perfectly smooth, glassy and I just wanted to smash it up, ideally with the skull of a Dark Keres but all I could focus on was the strange ambition of escape.

The Colosseum was immense and I tried to focus on the thousands upon thousands of Dark Keres with their pale skin, awful humanoid features and deranged looks as they focused on me. But I could feel their dark magical energy crackling in the air.

All the foul Dark Keres looked the same as they raised their fists, their hand and their swords in the viewing platforms of the Colosseum. But there was one awful female Dark Keres that I could see and I doubted she wouldn’t be giving me nightmares for the next few decades.

Her extremely thin humanoid body was disgusting to look at as she leant over the edge of the viewing platform. Her was swinging her rusty sword wildly like she wanted to personally kill me, but it was her black rotting teeth that I couldn’t help but focus on.

She was disgusting to look at. I didn’t understand why anyone, human or Keres, allowed themselves to become corrupted by evil Geneitor.  

I covered my nose as the air was filled with the horrid aroma of charred flesh, burnt ozone and another more alien smell that I really didn’t want to identify. 

I had always known that the Dark Keres loved playing games in their Colosseums, and this warband had to be powerful in their hierarchy if they had a Colosseum, but I could feel fear in the air too.

I flat out did not understand how I was now feeling things because this made no sense. I was a normal human woman that wanted to protect, treasure and love life but this ability to actually sense things was just weird.

“See what is about you woman,” someone said in a deranged voice.

I shook my head as three human corpses appeared around me that hadn’t been there moments ago. They were all former soldiers like me and they had been completely stripped of armour, weapons and skin as their corpses laid there.

At least I now knew how the Dark Keres dealt with their criminals. They simply killed them in the Colosseums, and the bastards used this for sport and entertainment too. They really were monsters.

“Let us give the Dark Lord Geneitor,” someone said, “a game to remember,”

I instantly broke out into a fighting position as I felt the ground vibrate and then a very tall Dark Keres woman appeared. Her white skin glowed dark and magical energy crackled around her.

She had to be a Keres witch corrupted by their God Geneitor to be a mindless instrument of his will.

I so badly wished I had a weapon.

The woman shot out her hands.

Black torrents of fire rushed towards me.

I rolled to one side.

The fire chased me.

The fire turned into dogs.

The dogs chased me.

I ran.

I couldn’t allow the fire to touch me.

The witch unleashed more fire.

More dogs formed.

Twenty dogs chased me.

I spun around.

I had to fight death with life.

I charged.

The dogs hesitated.

I didn’t.

I leapt into the air.

Kicking a fiery dog in the head.

It died.

Agony shot through my leg.

The dogs charged at me.

I punched them.

Kicked them.

Snapped their bones.

My skin burnt.

My clothes fused to my skin.

The witch made a black fiery sword form in her hand.

She flew at me.

She swung.

Again.

And again.

I ducked.

I rolled.

I fled.

Black magical energy gripped a hold of me.

Throwing me towards her.

I flew towards the witch.

She raised her sword. I grabbed it as I slammed into her.

I thrusted it into her. The witch died.

As soon as the witch’s corpse disappeared, the entire damn Colosseum went deadly silent and they all looked to a particular point that I couldn’t see. Maybe they wanted to ask their warlord what was going to happen next. Maybe they might give me my freedom.

I seriously doubted it.

“Most impressive human,” someone said, “but let us see how you do against the most devout servants of Geneitor,”

I shook my head. “All I want is to live. Protect life. Save people. That is all I want so I don’t want to kill you,”

I didn’t know why I said that but it just felt right in the moment. But as a massive wolf the size of a shuttle appeared at the other end of the Colosseum I seriously knew that I could never ever reason with the Dark Keres.

The wolf charged.

I went to roll.

I felt a sword at my feet. The same one the witch had used. I grabbed it.

I charged at the wolf.

The wolf charged even faster.

I jumped into the air.

I swung the sword.

The sword shattered as it touched the wolf.

The Dark Keres laughed.

It was deafening.

The wolf chomped down on my leg.

Throwing me about like a rag doll. Breaking my leg. Shattering bone.

The wolf threw me to one side.

I landed with a thud.

I forced myself up. I couldn’t use a leg.

The wolf charged.

I tried to run.

I couldn’t.

The wolf whacked me to one side.

I smashed into the black crystal.

The wolf roared.

It was playing with me as it slowly came over to me and I realised that I was going to die here. I was going to become just another victim one of the Dark Keres and my soul or whatever it was called would be tortured and devoured by Geneitor, forever.

It was weird because all I wanted to do was protect people, preserve life and make sure that no one ever harmed an innocent person again.

I stared in utter defiance as the wolf came over to me and grinned with an unnaturally human smile as its fangs got closer.

The wolf snapped me in two.
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Jerico flat out couldn’t believe how his protection detail had just complicated. He had no problem defending the Keres from the Imperium but he just couldn’t understand why the hell they were here.

He was just grateful the crater provided a good position for all of them. But he’d be lying he didn’t say there were a thousand different calculations running through his mind. He had to make sure his men were protected, the Keres were going to be okay and that the Imperials wouldn’t be able to stop him in his protection detail.

Jerico went to shout to the Keres but his mouth was frozen and he felt like something was influencing him not to interfere under any circumstances. And for some reason he obeyed.

He rushed up to the top with the rest of his men.

“We have company,” Jerico said.

He nodded at Thomas as he checked his pistols and young Allen looked unsure about his third battle but Jerico had faith in all of his men.

A deafening roar screamed overhead as a nuclear bomb was dropped.

Jerico wanted to scream like the rest of his men but he knew they would be okay for now. The Goddess Genetrix would protect them and as soon as the nuclear bomb touched the top of an invisible dome the sheer extreme impact was reflected.

Jerico’s mouth dropped as he saw the sheer destructive power of the bomb rip the Imperial vessel limb from limb.

A Keres screamed in agony.

The storm clouds smashed into each other.

The thunder roared.

It screamed.

It screamed bloody murder.

Jerico’s ears started to bleed.

Black lightning shot down around them.

Jerico jumped to one side.

The ritual was starting now and Jerico knew that it flat out couldn’t be undone. Something was happening not in this reality but Jerico understood in a way he didn’t understand that his life was about to change forever.

A furious roar echoed around the planet as Jerico saw two white pod-like shuttles were flying towards them. Some damn humans from the Imperial ship had survived.

Jerico clocked that the two shuttles were splitting up.

Jerico grabbed Thomas and Allen and he took them to the other side of the crater.

The shuttle landed with a crash and Jerico aimed his gun at the door of the pod-like shuttle. He wanted, needed to kill these humans to protect whatever was going on.

The shuttle doors exploded open.

The Imperial army soldiers exploded out.

Firing as they went.

Jerico fired back.

Bullets slammed into Jerico’s armour.

He stood firm. He couldn’t be defeated.

He fired controlled shots.

Bullets screamed through the air.

Smashing into the enemy’s faces.

Heads exploded. 

Skulls shattered.

Thomas’s head imploded.

Jerico ran backwards.

More high-velocity shots screamed at him.

Jerico spun around.

There were snipers in the mountains.

Jerico ran over the ridge of the crater with Allen.

They charged at the soldiers.

Cutting them down.

Jerico unleashed the full power of his gun.

He slaughtered the enemy.

The shuttle exploded.

Throwing them forward.

Jerico slowly forced himself up and he was so glad that he was okay. All the enemies in the shuttle were dead and that him and Allen could now go and reinforce the other position but the storm screamed in terror overhead.

Jerico looked over to Allen’s unmoving body and he went over to it. Allen’s eyes were glassy and cold and lifeless as Jerico noticed all the metal shards from the shuttle covered his body.

The storm roared overhead.

The wind was howling all around him creating immense sandstorms.

Jerico could barely see where he was going so he allowed his instincts to guide him.

He made his way round the crater but he was annoyed as hell he could no longer hear the gunshots and screaming of the Imperial soldiers. He really hoped that his men were okay.

He couldn’t lose them. They had to live. Just had to.

Jerico found his way to the other side and he frowned at the three remaining dead bodies of his men. The other Imperial shuttle had exploded and the mountain in the distance shattered as a lightning bolt from the storm smashed into it.

“Help Genetrix!” a Keres shouted at the top of her lungs.

The storm grew even more intense.

Jerico ran up the crater.

Lightning bolts hammered the ground.

Jerico leapt to one side.

Then another. 

Then another.

Lightning bolts were everywhere.

Immense chunks of mountain rock fell down around him.

Jerico ran away from the crater.

The chunks of rock hammered the ground.

And then Jerico went down the crater as fast as he could but he already knew it was way, way too late to save anyone.
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I wanted to scream, lash out and cry in agony as I felt my body and flesh get ripped apart but I couldn’t. The pain was just too extreme, too much and the entire Colosseum became an evil blur of colour and darkness.

I tried to hear how the evil Dark Keres laughed, cheered and sang their foul happy songs in celebration of my death but the pain was simply too much.

And yet as the life drained from me but I realised that as everything turned white, that I wasn’t actually dead yet.

I saw an immense picture of a Keres woman formed but this woman was kind, angelic and I could feel her sheer aura of life, hope and protection. She was inspiring as hell even though I didn’t know her and all she made me want to do was get back to my body and defeat the Dark Keres.

“How badly do you want to protect life human?” the woman asked in perfect Imperial tongue.

“With all my being,”

“Will you serve me and become the Daughter of Genetrix?” the woman asked.

I didn’t know what she meant but I knew that Genetrix was the Keres Goddess of life, protection and hope. And if Geneitor was real then she had to be real too.

“Definitely,” I said with such rage that I hope she knew how angry I was at the Dark Keres for daring to kill me.

“Then return to life Daughter of Genetrix and free me,”

Before I could ask what she meant I felt pure magical energy pour into me and I was flat out amazed at all the Keres knowledge, forbidden texts and divine guidance that was entering my mind. I might not have known everything about the Keres and their gods but that didn’t matter for now.

I opened my eyes back in the Colosseum and I shook my head at the Wolf. 

Everyone noticed what was happening as they stopped their cheering, singing and laughing. And let me tell you hearing that deafening noise stop was shocking as hell.

I thrusted out my hand and an immense white lightning bolt shot out that killed the wolf so quickly that I had to double-check that it had actually died.

“What is this?” everyone shouted.

I smiled as I felt the love, guidance and protection of Genetrix flow through my veins. “This is the future Dark Keres. Genetrix has touched my soul, given me power and now I will make sure you fail to resurrect Geneitor and wipe out all life in the galaxy,”

“Impossible,” someone said. “Geneitor is all-powerful. He has a cult dedicated to him and we will find all the Soulstones needed to bring him down,”

“You might have a head start on us. You might have the resources that we don’t. But I am the Daughter and Chosen of Genetrix and I will not allow you to live any longer,”

“Kill her lads,”

I just grinned as the stupid Dark Keres leapt down over the Colosseum’s black crystal railings as they charged towards me. I flicked my wrists and two huge white swords formed in my hands. And I was so glad I had specialised in sword combat back in the Imperial Army.

I charged.

I swung. 

I sliced.

I diced.

It was a slaughter.

I ripped into the flesh of the enemy.

Throats were slashed.

Chests exploded.

Dark Keres screamed out in agony.

There were too many. Too many Dark Keres for me to kill. They would overwhelm me in short order.

I fell back.

I sensed the Keres were behind me.

I ducked. A sword passed behind me.

I realised I had to keep killing. Keep fighting. Keep living. 

I didn’t know how I knew. But each death brought me closer to my salvation because Genetrix would help me.

Yet first she needed death to power her creation.

I screamed in rage.

I dived forward.

Swinging my swords.

Slashing throats in bloody arcs.

Ramming my swords into chests.

Unleashing torrents of fire with my mind.

A sword slashed my back.

I froze.

The Dark Keres sliced my arms.

I dropped my swords.

The Keres kicked me to the ground.

They jumped on my head.

I screamed in crippling pain.

I unleashed a fireball.

Killing two Keres.

And that was when it happened. 

I felt the veil between this reality and the next become paper thin and then they disappeared.

“Come to me Vita,” I said.

An immense deafening roar, scream and shout in a language I didn’t know all rolled into one echoed across the planet as a blinding white light appeared above me. 

Vita was a demon, a demi-God, a creation by divine power that I could summon and I was more than glad about that.

She was a huge Keres woman with golden magical energy crackling around her.

She screamed out. She launched torrents of white fire. She unleashed all her divine power.

The Dark Keres didn’t stand a chance as Vita slaughtered them. The Keres tried to run, tried to flee, tried to scream. It didn’t matter as Vita cooked them alive, slaughtered them and scooped up their souls so Genetrix could protect them against the predations of Geneitor.

Within a few moments the slaughter was over and Vita just smiled at me, and I wasn’t sure if this was Vita smiling or Genetrix. Maybe she was impressed with what I had done, maybe she was pleased to see her Will made real for a change or maybe she was happy that there was now hope in the galaxy that Geneitor and the Dark Keres might not win after all.

I didn’t know what had caused this at all. I didn’t know why Genetrix had decided on me as the perfect human or living creature for that now, to become part of her. But I didn’t care because for the first time in my life, I actually felt like I had a purpose.

I had always been interested and dedicated to protecting, saving and helping to preserve life and now with Genetrix’s power I had the ability to do it. So I bowed to Vita as she disappeared and then it was just me left in the darkness of a former Dark Keres world.

But there was a single rose that grew out of the ground, and that really did make me smile. It showed that even in the most deadly of places, life could and would endure and considering the thousands of Imperial worlds that had been rendered lifeless husks by the Rex’s pointless wars, that gave me a hell of a lot of hope for the future.

A future I might not have been certain about, but a future I was really, really excited about because I was Ianthe Veilwalker, human and Daughter of Genetrix. 

It was my job to stop the Dark Keres from resurrecting Geneitor no matter the cost.

And that meant the entire galaxy depended on me.
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As the storm screamed a final time and unleashed vast amounts of magical energy into the atmosphere that scorched Jerico’s lungs and made him scream out in agony, Jerico collapsed to his knees as he saw what the hell had happened.

All the Soul Stones were gone now and where they had once been was littered with the corpses of humans and Keres alike. A lot of the rock inside the crater was charred and smouldering so Jerico had no idea what had caused that.

But he had failed.

It was Jerico’s job to protect his men, protect the Keres and make sure that whatever had happened today was going to happen without a single problem. He was nothing but a failure.

Jerico had no idea how he was going to contact the families, friends and loved ones of his proud wonderful men that had died under his command. He couldn’t tell the families any of the details because it was illegal for humans to work with the Keres but he wanted to help the victims of this attack somehow.

Jerico saw something move below him.

Jerico slowly went down into the crater with his machine gun ready to fire if needed. The entire crater smelt awful of charred flesh, burnt ozone and another strange burnt smell that was probably to do with the sheer amount of magic in the air.

“You live,” a female Keres said in her blood soaked and blackened robes.

Jerico rushed over
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