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Science Director Adam Fisher hated that today was the day his life would be changed in more ways than one. He would gain freedom from his ideas and he would learn the true horror of the galaxy.

He sat on his massive black, fabric director chair that his first-ever boyfriend had bought him over three years ago. It was a shame that the sweet young man was now dead, died on a forgettable planet winning in a battle that didn’t matter now, but that was the way the Empire worked.

Adam had always liked how the black fabric chair had all the right support in all the right places, so much so that it felt like he was sitting on a cloud most of the time. Or like he was actually having a supportive hug for the first time in years, he really, really liked that supportive, loving feeling.

His blue holographic computer was activated in front of him and Adam had given up trying to look at all the streams upon streams of genetic information that was being shown to him. He understood it all but there was simply too much data for him to enjoy.

He turned off the computer and simply enjoyed the sheer silence of his massive oval office. He smiled to himself because no one else had ever liked his office, even his past boyfriends had said they hated the black walls, the white marble floor with purple veining running through it and even the endless holographic bookshelves scared them a little.

Adam wasn’t exactly sure why but he liked it. This was his science lair, where he could create and tinker with grand genetic ideas and he could be transformed into the mad scientist he had always wanted ever since he was a kid.

The ceiling had to be his favourite part of the office. Adam had loved hand painting each little star on the black ceiling so it looked like he was outside. He supposed he could have easily brought himself a holo-projector to make an extremely realistic starry sky on the ceiling, but he liked doing things with his hands.

The sweet aromas of caramel, grapefruit and freshly roasted pecans filled the air, making the grand taste of pecan pie form on his tongue. He really liked it but the slight hint of smokey and charred flesh in the air reminded Adam of what was happening outside.

There was an invasion happening.

Adam shook his head as he reactivated his entire holographic computer and he double-checked what was happening. It seemed there were five small blade-like warships entering orbit of their moon base.

Adam had learnt a lot over the years from past boyfriends about the superhuman traitors and their baseline human slaves. He recognised these ships as belonging to the Divine Children, their evil black paint made that clear as day.

They weren’t fighting just yet but it was only a matter of time. 

Adam knew the loyalists on the immense blue, green and red planet below would send reinforcements in time but by the time they were here the entire moon could be annihilated.

He shook his head at the idea. This was all covered in basic training and the new security memo that came out last week.

The traitors might have recovered the technology to forge brand-new superhumans in recent weeks but they were still learning. And they wanted more data, more resources and more everything.

They wouldn’t annihilate the lab until they had secured what they came for. It really was that simple.

Adam contacted the base’s head of security. A moment later Anna appeared in blue holographic form in front of him, she was already in her full heavy armour and carrying a sniper rifle in one hand and a missile launcher in another.

She had always been one tough woman.

“Anna,” Adam said, “we have to buy as much time as possible so reinforcements can arrive. Concentrate on delaying tactics and protect the DNA samples and the labs at all cost,”

“Confirmed,” Anna said clearly on the move. “What about Arcangel?”

Adam grinned. He had almost forgotten about his prized pet project that had been gifted to him by none other than Doctrine Catherine Taylor herself, the woman who created the superhuman Angels of Death and Hope. Also known as the Mother of Angels.

“Leave him to me,” Adam said. “I can deal with him just buy me time,”

“if anyone can do this then you can,” Anna said knowing she had to buy him time. “You’re the man that can do this,”

Adam nodded and simply cut the line. He felt a little unsure of himself for a moment. It wasn’t because of Arcangel because that should be theoretically simple even because he just had to complete the ritual to get him to come alive.

But it was getting called a man.

Adam had no idea why it irked him so much because he was a man but being called a man just didn’t sit well with him. Sure he had always thought of himself as a man but... he just wasn’t sure. 

As an immense vibration ripped through the moon base, Adam just rolled his eyes because he really had to get moving. The traitors were here and he had labs to secure.

He clapped his hands and a long sword, a rifle and small pistol materialised in front of him. He picked them up and he simply went to war.

No traitors were surviving an invasion of his base today.

Not if he could help it.
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Adam was so glad after spending ten minutes marching through the long, perfectly straight narrow corridors of the moon base, he had finally made it to the lab section.

The sheer hit of lemons, limes and grapefruits filled the air as Adam went inside the large white oval lab. Every single surface was perfectly sterile and everything was in its perfect place, or nothing was out of place.

There were ten long rows of small white lab tables with all sorts of genetic equipment on them. Adam could name all of them and he really wanted to see people’s latest results but he had to secure his pet project.

Adam went through the lab making sure not to touch anything. The sheer silence of the lab was odd and it seemed alien compared to the normal busyness and sheer energy in the lab of excited scientist hoping to make their next great discovery to unlock the genetic power of the human genome.

Adam went to the very back of the lab where there was a perfectly smooth white wall without anything on it. There were posters, no projectors, no holograms. It was just a wall that was there to be looked at but ultimately ignored.

He tapped on the very centre of the wall briefly and then a slight humming filled the lab until a small glass pod floated down from the ceiling.

The lab jerked, vibrated and banged again as the traitors probably fired upon it.

He had to get Arcangel working now.

Adam went over to the pod and he was really impressed with how artful the sleeping superhuman was in their glass coffin. He looked so peaceful, sleepy and like he couldn’t even hurt a fly.

Adam just admired the man’s immense cheekbones and long black hair that might as well have been a lion’s mane instead of human hair. The man had slight fangs and a real aura of power, death and deadliness.

Adam didn’t really care too much about the killing power of the superhuman but he just felt something was different inside him. Whenever Adam looked at another man it wasn’t always attraction he felt, he was actually seriously picky when it came to men but he always felt a sense of “otherness” like he was a male but he wasn’t a man.

He certainly wasn’t a woman but he wasn’t a man either.

Adam shook away the idea and he simply went to the other end of the glass coffin and a yellow hologram appeared. He started typing in the different codes that he needed to enter to activate the sleeping superhuman.

Arcangel was meant to be the next kind of superhuman, faster, stronger, deadlier than anything humanity had ever seen before. But Adam just wanted to survive this, he didn’t want to die at the hands of traitors so as much as he didn’t know if this was ethical.

He just wanted to live.

“I wouldn’t do that if I was you,” a woman said coming over to him.

Adam looked at the woman and rolled his eyes. She was wearing a beautifully long black trench coat, black boots and her long black hair almost flowed around her.

And she was holding a gun to his chest.

“I am busy you know,” Adam said. “And I do not appreciate the Divine Children attacking my base,”

“Well if you simply give me that Arcangel then we can go,” the woman said leaning on the other end of the glass coffin.

“As if you have the authority to command such things and make such stupid promises,” Adam said not liking this woman for a single moment.

“I am not a mere baseline human. I am a Talon of The Lord,” 

Adam laughed. Everyone in the Empire knew exactly what the Talons of the Lord were, they were five superhumans that served as the advisors and executioners for the Lord of War. The evil bastard that controlled the traitors and wanted to enslave humanity.

Yet this woman was not a superhuman.

“Everyone knows only superhumans get on the Talons. You are not one so you are lying,”

The woman grinned at Adam as she took off her trench coat and revealed how the number 3 had been carved in her flesh over 333 times. 

“I am the Third Talon of the Lord of War. I have burnt so many worlds, killed so many soldiers and I have gutted so many men like you,”

Adam laughed because it was hardly the time but he felt annoyed or disconnected when someone was calling him a man.

But maybe he could use that to his advantage.

He finished typing out the commands and the damn hologram mentioned how the Arcangel was activating but he wouldn’t be ready for another five minutes.

Just typical. The one time Adam needed him awake he actually wasn’t going to wake up for ages. The lazy bastard.

He had to buy time for himself.

“How do you think of me?” Adam asked walking away from the glass coffin in hope she would walk away too and not see him waking up.

“I see you as a pathetic Empire soldier that doesn’t deserve to live,” the woman said. “And my name is Ophelia Lockwood,”

“Could you have any more of a pompous name?” Adam asked.

The woman laughed. “That’s funny and you are probably right. Yet because it is so pompous my victims always remember it as I kill them,”

The woman fired.

Adam jumped to one side.

“Relax sorry,” Ophelia said. “I didn’t realise my fingers were going to fire,”

Adam didn’t have the heart to point out that she was the person who controlled her hands and arms and ability to shoot. 

Adam didn’t dare get up for now. All he wanted was to make sure he didn’t die and that Arcangel was activated without a problem.

“Why did you ask about how I saw you?” Ophelia asked wanting Arcangel activated. “Most Empire idiots want to know my plan and how I will kill them,”

“We already know your plans. You want the DNA and lab samples so you can create more Superhumans,”

“True enough,” Ophelia said. 

Adam stood up and noticed
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