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“I’M ALIVE BECAUSE THE Togami lab provided me with this Homo optimus body—a perfect soldier by design. Because I have a superior capacity for survival, to attack, to regenerate, I’m a specialist in the business of killing, in the art of extermination.”

“Actually, the Homo optimus superbody is outdated,” says Zi. “In fact, it’s been out of commission for millennia, after the Homo perfectus was created.”

This fucking smart-mouth. His mere presence bothers me. I can tell he’s got the smarts. He’s thirsty for a knowledge he’ll never know firsthand, from a war he’ll never fight—unless he becomes a Tourist.

Fucking Tourists. Hate them the most. Yet I do admit there’s the rare occasion when a sapien falls in love with what we do as supersoldiers, and leaves his sapien body behind, transfers his mind to a superbody to become one of us. An exterminator.

“You’re right, Zi. I’m the only warrior of my class. I’m the only soldier in an Homo optimus superbody.”

“Version 3.5? The most advanced of the Homo optimus’s old design?”

“No. I remained in the original version. The first of its type. The first superbody ever created, Version 1.0.”

“But why? It’s outdated by thousands of years.”

Zi is the Student of Honor for this quarter. He’s 1.8 meters tall, about average for a sapiens in the galactic empire. He has light brown skin, slanted eyes, brown irises, and a thin body with moderate muscle build. I got his curriculum vitae before he started shadowing me. I didn’t look at it much, just noticed his exemplary thirst for information. To me, that means he’s a fucking know-it-all.

“I’m nostalgic, a Terran who was born and raised in the once-fractured Terra when the Megachine was still the world’s dominator.”

“Megachine?”

“You have no idea what I’m talking about. Go ahead. Ask Iris on your corneal device to get an answer. Do it.”

In these times, humans have access to a library of astrobytes of data, kept safe in a platitude of servers with multiple fail-safe, ultra-redundant backups spread across the galaxy to protect it from anti-ÆTAS attacks.

The problem is, history depends on who tells it. And who allows what to be told. Our history has been modified relentlessly, re-written, and re-told. The government offers unlimited access to what they deem public-safe, which is, what’s more convenient to them.

I observe Zi lose focus and stare blankly into space. After several seconds, he returns his attention to me.

Our technology has advanced by leaps and bounds. We’ve invented nothing. What we’ve done is become exceptionally good at exterminating life in the Milky Way and looting and stealing other civilization’s technology for our own use and exploitation. Our leaders may claim us civilized. But we’re no more than glorified pirates. Without the loot, we’d be nothing.

“Amazing,” says Zi. “So you truly are a legend. Alive for millennia. The hero of the ages. The long-sung hero, the melancholic warrior.”

“You could say that. Many more things are said about me.”

I can’t tell if this student wants to insult me or praise me. Or both. Since we started these interviews, as they’re called, I’ve had trouble figuring him out. This is the second time we’ve met in a standard month’s time. His shadowing me will last four standard months, meeting almost whenever the student wishes. I’m at his disposal.

“How was it back then? I mean, when the Megachine dominated and advanced against the ÆTAS. Way back when, when humans still lived on Terra?”

The Homo sapien today has no idea what it means to suffer. They live in the many sanctuaries and paradises created for them by the ÆTAS after we purged the Milky Way. They have no clue about the gore, the sheer carnage of our planetary systems conquests that are then terraformed and occupied by sapiens like Zi.

I tell him a bloody story of fear, desperation, bloodlust and sadness. I tell him about my life in SLAV and how it was growing up there under the oppression of the Megachine. I tell him what it’s like eating fucking church pigeon, and how I lost my best friends when we joined the ISF. I don’t need to exaggerate to paint a bleak picture of my past.

My remembering the past brings out pain. More often than not, Carmen Johnson makes her way into my consciousness. That little perfect bitch. Always the hero, on top of the world. The truth is, I was cursed by her.

The motherfucking student listens but seems to ignore my story. His face barely changes even though I’m telling a gruesome recounting. He doesn’t even have the decency to ask me what I’d prefer—to live in modern ÆTAS or back in SLAV where I grew up. But modern sapiens like him would never ask that question anyway, because like him, the rest of the ætians grow up assuming there’s no better place to live than in ÆTAS space. How wrong they are. Oh, how wrong. But I have no way of making him see this reality. It’s the reality Zi grew up with.

Too well do I remember those days. And ever since I was transplanted to this Homo optimus v1.0 body, I’ve been thrown into the cages of war to grow addicted to it. I’m a slave to it. It’s my drug, my tormentor. After each battle, I’m an empty soul, a living carcass. But only future battles redeem me from the bottom of the shithole I’m in.

“How long has it been since the Megachine’s fall?” asks Zi.

“Ten thousand years. Ten fucking thousand years since we made first contact with the aliens that attacked Terra. Tragalaf. That’s how we named them.

“Them . . . the Tragalaf . . . is it because of them we’re purging the galaxy?”

“Yes. Their attack led us to believe they came with the intention to conquer us. However . . .” I pause. I doubt. Should I say this? Fuck it, I’ll say it. “We figured out the information from their servers once we captured their mothership and discovered they were fleeing. We still haven’t figured out why or from whom they were fleeing. There are theories. None good enough to explain why, out of all the galaxies, they specifically chose our own, the Milky Way, and specifically our solar system.

“They made the mistake of pissing us off, of underestimating us. We eliminated them and looted their technology, which allowed us our greatest technological leap. This is how we inherited warp travel.

“Thereafter, we conquered the solar system, finding no trace of intelligent life in it. The inner and outer planets, those suitable for terraforming, were terraformed. After our solar system was conquered, the bloodlust truly began. That’s when the Galactic Crusade took its first xeno life. A crusade destined to purge and rid the galaxy of any and all intelligent species, those who we presumed posed a threat to mankind’s supremacy. No prisoners would be taken.

“We were rabid dogs unleashed. Once an intelligent life form was detected, no matter how small, uncivilized, or advanced, we’d fall on them cold and methodically. The war to conquer the galaxy and make it our own had begun. It was a race towards destruction. A passage for us bloodthirsty warriors to unleash the demon within. And descend upon our sworn enemies, we did, and our foes fell with such ease, I even tremble thinking of the glory of the battles we unleashed. It was hell.”

I calm down, breathe in, and try not to savor the blood-spilling that’s claimed the extinction of civilizations. All in the name of mankind’s glory.

Zi is all admiration. “The first years of the galactic conquest . . . how were they?”“Brutal. But also, very inefficient. Communications traveled at lightspeed, slow as agonizing death when you’re dealing with cosmic distances. If you asked for reinforcements while purging a planetary system, and your backup was five light-years away, it’d take your message five years to get there. It was faster to warp and ask for the reinforcements in person than it was calling it in.

“This problem was solved when we conquered A-43 and inherited quantum entanglement. Since then, our communications are instantaneous no matter the distance. This is why you have instant access to Iris’s massive stored data in spite of her servers being spread out throughout the galaxy.”

“Why are they spread?”

To protect them from anti-ÆTAS attacks,” I say. “The Doomsayers.”

“The Doomsayers,” says Zi under his breath. “A cryptic organization, that one. I hope they never corrupt my home world.”

They probably already have, I think to myself. I want to say it to jab at Zi but abstain from doing so.

A brief moment of silence.

“Is there any trace of the Tragalaf in our galaxy thus far?” he continues.

“None.”

“Do you find that strange?”

“It’s not. As I said earlier, we already knew they came from another galaxy. I saw the video myself. I think they were fleeing from a superior enemy,” I dare say openly.

“What? You say we already knew? They were fleeing? Iris confirms this isn’t true. She says you make that up for show. I can see the data supporting the fact the Tragalaf came in full force to conquer Terra, that they most likely came from the Milky Way. And humanity kicked their ass in spite of us having limited resources. It was an epic battle,” says Zi.

Here we go again.

“Nobody will admit they were fleeing. They attacked us in desperation.”

“But why lie about something so big? So important? If what you say is true, this should be well-known data across the galaxy. Yet it’s not.”

“Because it’s not convenient,” I say. 

“But why not?”

Down this path again. A path of missteps and possible treason. ÆTAS has campaigned relentlessly in telling a story to its trillions of Galactic citizens throughout thousands of years. That story is that the Tragalaf came to conquer us, we kicked their ass, and then looted their tech. But it’s not that simple. The devil is in the details, and in this occasion, the devil has been eliminated.

“Because it wouldn’t justify the Crusade,” I say.

The student loses his smile. I’m beginning to get weary. It’s known that I hate these interviews. But Omnistar Magna, the highest-ranking officer in the Stærfleet, obliges me to participate in them. It’s part of our culture. Top-grading students get the privilege of interviewing and shadowing with the soldier of their choice. To my demise, I’m the most popular choice because I’m the most famous soldier in the Stærfleet.

“But . . . what you say contradicts what Iris says. The Stærnet is wealthy with information regarding the Tragalaf invasion. Iris assures me that we know for a fact that the Tragalaf came from somewhere within our own galaxy. Therefore, the Crusade.”

“There you have it. You chose to believe what the ÆTAS tells you.”

“With all due respect, Iris offers more credibility than you do.”

“None taken. Your gullibility saddens me. You’ll believe anything your government tells you.”

“Iris tells me about soldiers like yourself, those who’ve been alive for millennia, who after centuries of battle get depressed, or even hallucinate, or eventually become demented. P–T–S–D,” he spells out slowly. “Iris points out that it’s normal for soldiers like you to believe the Tragalaf came from another galaxy. After all, you are the melancholic warrior, prone to depression. Depression isn’t devoid of hallucinations.”

I’m furious. It’s not the first time I’m accused of some sort of crazy dementia, of making shit up. Although I do admit, there are times when even I think I’m crazy. I’ve lived too long for my own comfort, hating most of my existence.

Fifteen seconds of silence calms me down.

“Is the galaxy ours?”

“No. We’ve yet to purge Z-603, the furthest and last planetary system to have intelligent life. After purging it, the galaxy is ours.”

“Amazing. That would be the planetary system number 603 from the Z sector?”

“Yes.”

“Does that mean we’ve purged the other 602 systems in the Z sector?”

“No. It means this is the 663rd planetary system to be mapped. Not all planetary systems are inhabited by intelligent life. In fact, the majority of the planets with life are home to one-cell or multi-cellular, non-intelligent life,” I explain.

Mentioning sector Z makes me remember the bloodbath while conquering sector A, B, and C, all the way down to sector Z, crossing the entire Latin alphabet. The military has adopted many languages for nomenclature and communication, including the Greek and Xiangar. Those cultures are long lost now, available to anyone who has cares to search for them in the Stærnet, yet nobody really cares.

A large number of xenos have fallen to our implacable advance. There’s a sample of each beast in A-45, a planetary system called Riftshore, where a body of each species and their genetics are preserved for cataloguing purposes. We’ve purged the galaxy in ten thousand years. We’re efficient, like a virus.

“We only eliminate the intelligent species?”

“We? You’ve an annoying mode of speech, Zi. Soldiers take a matter of participating in war very seriously. When you include yourself in battles you’ve never partaken, it’s offensive to us. Have you been a Tourist? Can you say you’ve killed for sport? Can you say you’ve been in the heat of battle?”

Zi swallows hard. “No . . . I’m sorry. I meant, you purge only those species who show intelligence?”

“Yes. Those non-intelligent species, we domesticate and let them live in a planet destined to become an attraction for the non-military. Those we deem edible are bred to feed the ever-growing number of ÆTAS citizens in farming planets. All sapiens depend on food to derive their energy processes from, as do I. My much-advanced battle bothers, those with new and upgraded bodies, can use a star’s energy when their skin is exposed.”

“That’s amazing. But I couldn’t imagine a life without food,” he says. “I can’t imagine feeding myself when getting a tan,” he jokes.

I remain stoic. Zi licks his lips at the talk of food. The know-it-all must be dreaming of his favorite dish, bibimbap. Rice is still the most common crop. Though its genetics have been manipulated so many times, I doubt it’s still rice after all.

“The meat you love to eat comes from conquered xeno,” I say to wake up his social conscience.

“It’s delicious,” he says without minding. “Did you have the chance to evolve into a body with photosynthesis capability?”

“I did. Every Homo optimus body beyond v1.0 includes, in their genes, skin-photosynthesis, protein-synthesis complexes. Did you know we sometimes eat those we conquer while they’re still alive?” I try again to evoke compassion.

I shiver. I’ve never eaten my enemies, at least not while they’re dying or amidst their people. But I’ve seen the worst of humanity, of those advanced battle brothers of mine feasting on the fallen as part of the victory ritual, which really isn’t a ritual for the sake of rituals, but a way of torture and insanity. 

We’ve done barbaric things. We’ve committed the sins of sins. And I’ve been one of the heroes leading this galactic purge.

“It’s amazing what humanity has accomplished . . .” says Zi, staring into infinity.

I want to slap him, get him out of this stupid belief that we’ve done good and greatness. Two- to three-decade-old adolescent sapiens are the worst. They grow up believing we’ve achieved greatness, but they know nothing. In ten thousand years, I’ve seen the worst of humanity, the worst in me.

Xenocide is our motto. And I, Alastar Magna Lynx, previously Argo Herrero, have been its propagator for countless battles. I’ve destroyed great civilizations, brought down amazing life, shattered shrines, and broken kindred species. 

Then the marketing division takes these scenes, modifies the bloodshed to their convenience, and slaps my face with the ÆTAS’s banner on it to show me off to their citizens. Alastar Magna Lynx—taker of worlds, the hero of humanity, the melancholic warrior.

“Are you the oldest human alive?” asks Zi.

“No. One of the oldest. Grey Wolf and Tauro are older. I was young when I inherited this body,” I say, studying the body armor I wear. 

I’m in full gear except for my helmet. Don’t have my gorecannon with me, only my entropic blade safely sheathed on my hip. I can do without a gun. Can’t leave my sword behind.

“To think, I only have thirty-three years of age,” says Zi. He walks up to the armored window and peers into the depths of empty space. 

The window is the height of the deck, around four meters tall, and the length of sixty meters, allowing a panoramic view of the cosmos. The Ærctos, engineers and architects of our ships, have built in each planetary ship, a large number of sightseeing windows to offer humans, both military and non-military, sight of humanity’s empire. 

I peer into the deep. I see service stations floating in silence. Other ships drifting by in the silence of space, close to the Alpha Novasphere, where we’re aboard. 

I hate sapiens like Zi. I’m glad they’re mortals. There was a time when, through genetic experimentation, a group of sapiens was granted eternal life through eternal regeneration, much like us soldiers. But sapiens aren’t like us.

With just several centuries of longevity, the effects on their minds were astonishing. They were kept and studied in Ultam, a planet we had to purge shortly after it was founded. The effects of longevity brought out the worst in sapiens.

Since then, the Celestial Core prohibited perpetual regeneration in sapiens. Now, they’re born naturally through vaginal birth or C-section and die with a natural extended lifespan of a mean of one hundred fifty years, with a standard deviation of fifteen years to either side, meaning less than five percent of humans will make it to around 180 years of life, and less than five percent live less than 120 years.

It was determined in a randomized, double-blind study that sapiens aren’t happier with more life years than one hundred and fifty, as they’re not happier with more income above a certain level. Thus, the one-hundred-fifty-year cap of life has suited them for centuries. It may change.

Upon dying, each planetary system will bury or burn the body of their dead in their own cultural manner. Each planetary system is allowed their own subculture without the ÆTAS’s interference, which makes for interesting and some annoying cultural differences across the galaxy.

“It’s almost time for me to go. Got class soon,” says Zi. “Can I take a selfie with you?”

The nerve of this guy.

At the right moment, Iris interrupts my thoughts through the DAT, “You’ve received a high-priority message from Omnistar Decius Talbot. ‘The reunion is about to begin. Present yourself immediately to the bridge.’ End of transmission. Do you wish to respond?”

Fuck, no. I don’t want to, but I have to. On my way, Omnistar Decius, I reply with a thought. 

I return my attention to Zi. An order from my superiors is the only way I can end these sessions with students. The other way is if the student ends it. Otherwise, I have to stay until the full two standard hours go by.

“Take your selfie and get the fuck out of here,” I say, irritated.

Zi seems to live in another universe. My words, my insults, he doesn’t mind. He stands to my side and takes the selfie.

The image is taken by a security cam by Iris, who after processing it, will send it directly to Zi’s corneal implant for sharing. It must first go through quality and censorship filters to make sure it’s not sensible content. All information transmitted in the ÆTAS must be filtered. We have freedom but aren’t free.

“Thank you!” yells Zi, running back to the hatch where his transport is docked. He’s probably gonna head back to the citizen cruiser nearby.

I turn and head towards the Strategy Theater in the Alpha Novasphere, where this very important meeting will be held. The meeting to decide the fate of the last planetary system in the galaxy to be purged. 

I can taste the peace, the end of the war. The end of the galactic purge. 

At last.
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WE MEET AT THE STRATEGY Theater. The entire Omega cohort is here. The Omega is different than the other ten legions in active service. The Omega cohort has no Novasphere—a ship so large it’s called a planetary ship. The Omega is the highest-ranking echelon in the Stærfleet. None of them are active in war. They conduct it from afar from a Morray class ship.

Omnistar Magna isn’t here. He’s probably in a distant planetary system dealing with other important matters of the Galactic Crusade. He mostly stays in Terra at the Celestial Core headquarters. Controlling trillions of humans across in the galaxy isn’t easy. I don’t envy his job. 

The Strategy Theater is like an old Roman amphitheater. It’s a circular structure with inclined stairs that converge in the center. The platform in the middle is a lower level but allows a large holosphere to show strategy plans and maps for all to see. All Novaspheres have a Strategy Theater.

In the middle platform stands tall and proud, Omnistar Primus. Behind him and in perfect formation, I see the other ten Omnistars from the Omega cohort. There are two Omnistar Decius—Ulnor and Talbot. Three Omnistar Tercius—Galgom, Lufor, and Norfal. And four Omnistar Irius—Pwytr, Kyatia, Hassan, and Squlomon.

In the shadows, hiding, I can feel the presence of the Stellar Knight Godfrey Bubon, part of the Omega cohort.

He’s a disgusting creature with a rotting soul. His purpose, like all other Stellar Knights, is to spread the faith among the military. Their aspect is very different to us soldiers, as they don’t fight in wars.

Stellar Knights are the subspecies Homo vespius, genetically modified since their inception to possess four lungs, a large thoracic cavity to fit them, a thick trachea with enhanced vocal cords so that their voice is deep and travels through a room without the need of sound amplification. With pitch black, enormous eyes, their function is to captivate and hypnotize their audience. The rest of their physical attributes are designed to prohibit them from fighting.

The united Omnistar cohort shines and shimmer in their golden servoarmor. Their cohort are identified by a large omega symbol at the center of the breastplate. They stand perfectly still like statues.

The military personnel summoned here have been seated from highest to lowest ranking. In the front row seats are us, the Alastar Magna. We are a total of ten. The Alastar Magna carry out the Omega cohort’s orders.

From right to left, we’ve organized ourselves in alphabetical order. To the far right, I can see Alastar Magna Tauro from the Alpha Legion, followed by Mortimer from the Barbarus, Xanxai from the Chaos, Nakata from the Dominatus, Furogata from the Elite, Cien-gi from the Falcon, Thesna from the Gambit, Abyss from the Host, Trokar from the Icarus, and lastly, myself, leader of the X-Legion.

Rarely are all Alastar Magna summoned. It’s happened a handful of times during the length of the Galactic Crusade. And it’s always to discuss a very important matter, as we will today.

Behind us, sits the soldiers of lesser rank, all the way down to Alastar Decius. The lower echelons—Lunastar and Devastar—aren’t invited to these reunions.

“The Galactic Crusade is nearing its end,” starts Omnistar Primus, with that charismatic smile of his that he entrances his audience with. 

Even today, it’s hard for me to believe that in that superbody resides the soul of Rasu Wrath. Only Tauro and myself, and maybe a few of the Celestial Core, knew the general before our new ranking system took place, before he was transplanted to a superbody. Now he goes by Grey Wolf, or simply, Omnistar Primus, the second highest ranking officer in the Stærfleet.

The theater goes silent. Some cough. Some snort. Some soldiers feel elated to be held under Omnistar Primus’s gaze. When he looks at me, all I want to do is flee. I fear him. He’s gone erratic and grown bizarre. The general I met while in the ISF has changed for the worse.

A square jaw and aristocratic nose decorate his face, with a fine, sculped chiseled jawline. A feature that makes him both handsome and revered. His eyes are all-black and charismatic, and his gaze, a damn holding back of turmoil of emotions.

I know Omnistar Primus hates my guts. With his top-of-the-line Homo perfectus body, he could easily crush me. He’s like a titan born from mythology, a demi-god. All soldiers presently equip the Homo perfectus superbody except me. All soldiers update their body when Togami lab offers new upgrades.

It takes trillions of galactic credits to upgrade military bodies to the newest model. This is why it’s done seldom. An upgrade may last from several centuries to millennia. In this case, the latest is the Homo perfectus v3.5.

“Today we meet to discuss the last mission that will purge the Milky Way. At last, after then thousand years, the effort will arrive at its zenith. We shall be the galaxy’s one and true ruler. We shall own it,” Omnistar Primus says with contagious enthusiasm.

My battle brothers celebrate. The cheers from the Alastar Magna sound most powerful of all, mostly because they want to impress and call Grey Wolf’s attention. They want to be favored by him.

I can recognize the voices of my battle brothers. I distinguish Mortimer’s deep voice, the acute annoying voice of Xanxai, the rhythmic speech of Furogata, the powerful silence of Cien-gi, the aggressive tones of Nakata, the serenity of Thesna, the phantom ways of Abby’s, and the ruthlessness of Trokar. 

I’ve spent long enough with my battle brothers to recognize them from small details like those. We’re all creatures of the lab, and in spite of that, we’re all as complex as any other human and as imperfect in many other ways. Of my brothers, my favorite is Cien-gi. He reminds of Mafaka—always so simple, with that air of intelligent zombie.

Mortimer stands up. He’s tall, as tall as Omnistar Primus. “It’s my humble request, my Omnistar Primus, that the last great battle be given to my legion to end the life of our last enemy with the brutality they deserve, with the bloodshed needed to end this rightly so.” Mortimer looks behind him, studying his surroundings. “It is known that there is no greater legion than the Barbarus. My soldiers are the most ruthless of all.”

The uproar is felt. The anger, envy, and dissatisfaction is screamed and yelled by the Alastar Magna, which opens a discussion of hatred and comparison only possible with brothers where love and hate coexist. Even though this behavior should be punished and prohibited, Omnistar Primus doesn’t intervene. Other Omnistar like Talbot and Ulnor, fret and get uneasy. They don’t approve.

“My Omnistar Primus, it’s my request that any legion gets sent except the Barbarus,” protests Alastar Magna Furogata. He’s tall and thin, recognized by his clean tactics.

“To hell with that!” explodes Xanxai. “Neither the Barbarus or the Elite are worthy of the last great battle to take the galaxy!” He’s small statured in comparison to the rest of our brothers. He’s only five centimeters taller than I am. His shoulder width and broad chest make him seem like a stingray. His arms and legs are short compared to the size of his thorax, which provides him with a great amount of strength when wielding the entropic blade.

“The Chaos will fuck them over!” yells Xanxai.

“Xanxai! Watch that tongue of yours!” yells Omnistar Primus.

“I apologize, my Omnistar. It won’t happen again.” Xanxai takes a seat and falls into a brief silence. 

It’s not the first, nor will it be the last time the Alastar Magna of the Chaos acts improperly during an important meeting. Uproars of energy and discord are tolerated. Profanity isn’t. I always wonder when he’ll cross that line, when Xanxai will officially get reprimanded for his actions.

“The Gambit deserves the honor, my Omnistar Primus. We are the most respectable and honorable legion of them all. The stats show it. Our efficiency is well-documented,” says Thesna, a soldier recognized by the size of his square jaw and the voracity of his vivid eyes.

“The Dominatus!” yells Nakata. “We shall have them under our rule within the first assault! We shall dominate them with severity! It will be an event to remember for decades, a moment to relish and share with our non-warring brethren!” he yells.

He’s speaking about the broadcasting of the battle. The great last purge will of course be broadcasted. Every planetary system in the galaxy will want to observe the single most anticipated battle in ten thousand years.

“There’s none like the Falcon,” says Cien-gi with the coolness of his near-dead personality. He’s like a living carcass, just like Mafaka. Give him a scythe instead of an entropic blade, and you’ll have created death. “We are the most efficient when it comes to extermination,” he adds.

“To send our foes to hell, you need the Host Legion,” says Alastar Magna Abyss. “I implore you, my Omnistar Magna, send the Host. Give us the honor! This will pay off the debts that the Stærfleet has with the Host. We deserve this!” yells Abyss. He’s gigantic, the size of Mortimer, with all-white skin and hair, an albino. Seems like a ghost.

“The Icarus legion deserves it, my Omnistar Primus! We are the ones indicated to achieve greatness! The flames, the heat, the soot will collect around their fallen!” yells Alastar Magna Trokar, known for his devotion to weapons and destructive equipment, especially biological warfare. 

The use of biological weapons isn’t well-seen among us.

Trokar’s skin has changed over the centuries. It’s said that he exposed himself to the explosions and that he even walks amid battle to deliver the payload himself and make the xeno leaders swallow it before detonating the bombs. He loves fire, and he’s a robust and brutal soldier.

It’s considered a weakness, an unfair approach, to destroy our enemies using biological warfare. Bloodshed, reaping through the enemy, is the one true way to deal with our xeno foes. This is why we wield weapons that don’t represent our most advanced tech. They do, however, cause the most gore. The Stærfleet equips each soldier with a SHC, a Small Hagedron Collider, which translates to a particle cannon. Its popular name among the soldiers is gorecannon for how it rips enemies apart.

Our blade isn’t the most advanced either. The blade is still inspired by the old katana. But contrary to energy, vibration, or even heat, it’s equipped with an entropy generator, which causes massive damage to tissues when cutting through an opponent. The blade was called EPB, or Entropy Power Blade, which we soldiers baptized as entropic blade.

The only Alastar Magna who say nothing are Tauro and myself. The claims of my battle brothers, of what they could do to the xeno, sound ominous and terrible, but it’s nothing compared to the cruelty and barbarity Tauro can achieve. The camaraderie once between us died in an instant many centuries ago and has festered into open hatred.

My battle brothers continue arguing, comparing battles, and bringing up moments when they’ve excelled in the battlefield. 

Contrarily, I remain silent and hope not to call too much attention. I’m not interested in this mission. I’ve done enough for this crusade. I’ve killed and spilled too much gore during my military career. Spilling more, although satisfying, is senseless. I’d rather have one of the brothers take the honor.

Tauro, on the other hand, shows a mocking smile. He’s Omnistar Primus’s chosen. If Tauro asks, Omnistar Primus delivers, so it has been in previous situations when a battle is heavily coveted, like this one. 

But unlike previous battles, this is the last one to be forged before the galaxy is ours. So in a way, this is the greatest chance—the last chance—for an Alastar Magna to show off his own and his legion’s prowess.

“Silence,” demands Omnistar Primus. 

Not a hair moves. We’re all armored in full gear except for our helmet. Not a hissing piston sounds. 

“This is the last planetary system of the galaxy, number 603 of Z sector.” He directs his square jaw and serene gaze at the holosphere that displays overhead. 

Lights dim.  A dance of photons opens like a wild flower and blooms a representation of the planetary system to be invaded. Around a star, six planets orbit. Each planet is numbered in Xiangar lolograms, inherited from the Japanese language and modified for its tridimensional use in holospheres. The planets are painted with red in various regions, showing military activity on them.

“Z-603 tried to establish communications with us around three standard weeks ago. As dictated by the protocol of the Galactic Crusade, their emissaries were shot down. Ever since, their entire fleet had been preparing for our initial assault. As you see in the holosphere, enemy ships have splayed in a multiple phalanx formation, with half-a-million hunters at the vanguard backed up by destroyer and dreadnaught class ships. In the rearguard, you can see their heavy defenses deployed, awaiting with what’s sure to be high-caliber munition. Their formation is standard. The little we know about their tech suggests we outclass them in the weapons arena. This should be easy. As with all planetary systems we’ve conquered, we test our might against theirs blindly, confident we’re on our power. At times though, I do admit, we’ve encountered many difficult enemies that’ve put us to the test.”

Omnistar Primus looks at me. I can see deeply in those eyes, the old general staring at me, judging me. The fire of his evil soul has been festering for ten thousand years. Ten thousand years to plan atrocities. Once upon a time, he was a noble soldier. But he, like most, have been corrupted by the taste of power.

I know what he means by enemies that have tested us to the core. He speaks of the conquest of B sector, planetary system 507, a gory battle that cost us more than a leg and an arm. That species, which we baptized as Xibalba, was made of a creature similar to the rhinoceros once alive in Terra, with a brain so big, it literally popped out of its skull-like hair. 

With their intelligence and devotion to war, they’d created very lethal and advanced armory that surpassed our own. The only reason we won was because we were more. The odds were a thousand of us for every one of them in our favor. Like most intelligent species who outgrow their own minds, reproduction was the least of their concerns. Lucky us.

The Stærfleet needed decades to recover its lost units. Entire worlds were transmuted for their resources to generate empty spots in the fleet.

“Godfrey Bubon, please proceed with the ceremony. Let us pray for the fallen, for the living, but especially for our enemy. May they fall swiftly under the pressure of our force.”

From the shadows emerges a hunched and crooked creature. The Homo vespius, defiling life with its mere existence. An abomination. Its creators surely as twisted.

“I, Stellar Knight, anointed by the Celestial Core to perform this ritual as part of the Omega cohort, bless you with the light of the cosmos that shines ever bright over humanity so that it may continue its trail of conquest in this glorious Galactic Crusade. Thanks to your sacrifices, holy warriors, humanity has been able to achieve triumph, and so with this last glory to be won, elate us to even higher standards. Sons of the conquest! Warriors of the god known as humanity! Close your eyes and pray with me. Join me in this blessed chant.

“Holy shall our battle be.

May our foes bleed.

Let it flow to form a puddle.

Thereon, shall I march and stain my boots.

War! War to the xeno! Who threaten human life!

The perfect, the optimal one!

Let it be known, we are god! Anything below us is heretic!

Cure the Universe of this plague!

Glory and honor! May the hammer of justice slam upon you!”

The hunched creature smiles, filthy like a smiling serpent. I hate his guts for what he represents.

“We are ready, my Omnistar! Please give us the honor! Let us purge Z-603!” yell my brothers in chorus.

The only two remaining almost completely still are Tauro and me.

“Silence,” says Omnistar Primus, standing tall and proud in front of his entourage, the ten who’ve remained near-still during the session. “I have chosen.” 

My brothers cast a hateful gaze at Tauro.

“I have chosen the X-Legion. May they purge the last planetary system of the galaxy.”

The outburst poisons the air. The wails of anger and fury make me wince. Never had I seen my brothers behave like this. But wait. Me? He chose me? What the fuck!

“My Omnistar Primus!” spits Tauro with utter hatred. “This is an insult! Lynx is the weakest of us all! And this is by far the most important mission in this crusade!”

Tauro is the first one to stand up and show his discord. Mortimer, Xanxai, Nakata, and Trokar begin to insult me. Furogata, Cien-gi, Thesna, and Abyss, seem less bothered. To the contrary, they seem happy Tauro wasn’t chosen. By far, the most astonished is me.

“Silence!” demands Omnistar Decius Ulnor. He’s gigantic, intimidating. His golden servoarmor makes him appear regal. “You will address your superior with due respect, not like pampered sapiens.”

I must act fast as to not fall in dishonor. It’s not only my skin at risk of dishonor, but also my entire legion. Millions of soldiers who’ll suffer the blow if I don’t act correctly at the proper moment.

“The X-Legion is ready to end the Galactic Crusade. We shall descend upon the enemy like the hammer of justice that we are! We shall behead their leaders, burn their cities, set their beliefs ablaze, and show them who’s the true master of the galaxy . . .”

I stop myself. Perhaps, falling into dishonor isn’t such a bad thing. I can’t contain my true beliefs any longer. It’s been boiling within me for centuries! I must act in accordance to my beliefs!

“Perhaps, afterwards, may we retire to one of the many planets and havens we’ve secured over the centuries. Perhaps we could retire and transplant ourselves back to a sapien body, be mortal again.”

All eyes one me. Anger booms in their sights. All Omnistar, all my brothers, are taken back by my comment. I’ve uttered the unspeakable.

Now I’ve really done it. I should’ve remained silent . . . but no! I can no longer take this pressure! I must act in accordance to what I feel is right! Enough bootlicking!

“I think Lynx needs to be corrected with stick and stone,” says Tauro with unfiltered hate. He’s the only one here who’d use such an expression. Only a Terran would.

“We’ve purged the galaxy of 1,315 intelligent species, and this is the last one. I do not understand why Lynx is the chosen one! This cannot be!” yells Tauro.

Tauro and I hate each other since E-003, when we, as a team, descended upon a world or pacific beings we named nymphs. These xenos were very large, four meters tall, with six legs like insects, but soft and all-white like jellyfish. 

These were beings of peace. These beings communicated by telepathy. Some of their communications I could interpret with my DAT, not that I understood any of their thoughts though. One of them, a religious being surely, awoke in me the desire to keep him alive. I may not have been able to understand the language, but images speak louder than words. He was able to show me a future without the gore. A future I’ve longed for but can’t grip. Since then, I’ve believed my destiny holds more than just war.

I proceeded to guard this religious being, bringing him to safety and away from the gore. I was aware that the nymph wouldn’t make it out alive, but at least I could’ve heard him out, listen to a xeno for once instead of just blindly destroying them.

Somehow Tauro got the word. He walked up towards the nymph under my custody, and in objection to my words, proceeded to blow his head off. Since then, our differences are obvious, and since then, our hate is loud and clear.

He denounced me for failing my duty, a sin as grave as compassion. My reprimand wasn’t severe, I’ve been monitored closer than ever after that. 

I’m that weird thing that doesn’t support the extermination of anything and everything that’s not human. I have no voice, no vote, no weight in the decisions made to purge without a care. I’m a tool, a weapon, a gear in a galactic-wide machine of destruction.

“My Omnistar, please explain to us why Lynx is the Alastar Magna chosen for this mission. We don’t understand,” says Mortimer.

Omnistar Primus raises an eyebrow. A sign. Omnistar Decius Talbot perceives it and walks towards Mortimer. He punches him in the face, a blow so hard and carefully measured, it would’ve plastered a sapien’s nose to his neck. 

“You dare question your Omnistar Primus?” yells Talbot. “Your insolence will not be tolerated!”

Omnistar Decius Talbot returns to his post and stands still again. It’s clear that Tauro also questioned Omnistar Primus, but the one to take the punishment was a less-favored warrior like Mortimer.

“My apologies, my Omnistar Primus,” says Mortimer after casting Tauro and me a death-stare.

“Lynx is the chosen one. The decision of our Omnistar Primus is wise,” says Cien-gi.

“Aye. I second that,” says Thesna.

“As do I!” yell Furogata and Abyss.

Well, seems I have more support than I ever thought I would. But I know they say it to hurt Tauro. My rival hasn’t given up yet.

“He’s your lap dog,” says Tauro. “Just look at him! A damn Terran that continues to choose an inferior body! Why do you even allow him to use that relic anyway! He’s the oldest body of the galaxy. An old design! Everything about him is inferior, my Omnistar! Please reconsider your decision!”

Grey Wolf raises an eyebrow. This time, Omnistar Decius Ulnor walks up to Tauro and pummels him on the cheekbone. The punch sends Tauro back to his seat. He dares say no more. I’m astonished. Never have I seen Tauro get punished like this.

I’m sure this decision to send me to war isn’t Omnistar Primus’s making. It’s probably coming from higher up, from the Celestial Core. They’re probably planning something with me. Perhaps they want the end of the crusade to be something major, a spectacle, to end it with the Stærfleet’s most famous soldier. And that’s me.

“Lap dog?” says Abyss, daring to speak up. “Tauro, you’re the greatest bootlicker among us.”

Tauro is so irritated, he seems capable of detonating a nuclear bomb here and now. He’s so pissed off, I begin to like the idea of leading the mission to injure my brother.

This is the last xeno species of the galaxy, and I’m the only Alastar Magna going down there, which means I’ll be the highest-ranking officer in control of the situation. This could be it. This could be my chance to redeem myself and attempt to contact a xeno species. How will I do it? I have no idea. Not with Iris omnipresent as she is. She’s got eyes and ears everywhere in the military.

I stand up and take my right fist to the center of my breastplate, where an “X” identifies me as part of my legion. The five small golden stars on my left shoulder identify me as a Magna, the highest rank possible within an echelon. The purple servoarmor identifies my echelon, Alastar.

“I, Alastar Magna Lynx, accept with infinite gratitude this grandiose opportunity to purge the last planetary system of the galaxy and bring the Galactic Crusade to an end. Glory and honor! May the Stellar Knight bless me with his prayer!”

Part of me convulses as I say those words. I really don’t want to exterminate a whole species. I don’t want to exterminate intelligent life just like that, the last of the galaxy. Yet . . . the other part of me salivates as I fantasize about the gore.

Godfrey Bubon walks up to me with that fucking disgusting body of his. He prays with his hands clasped. “He’s strong! He will achieve this glorious goal! The mission will be accomplished. He will bring honor to his legion and pride to the Celestial Core!”

“Back to your cave, you rat!” yells Tauro. Seems like Ulnor’s punch wasn’t as effective as thought.

“You will respect the Stellar Knight as deemed,” reprimands Ulnor, eager to strike him again.

“I cannot take this insult! I cannot believe you chose Lynx!”

“This is true,” says Xanxai. “The relic won’t be able to decapitate the leaders of Z-603 in less than twenty-four standard hours. Anything beyond that, is simply treason to the type of war we profess.”

The discussion’s heats up again and Trokar yells, “May it be anybody but Lynx or Tauro!”

“Lynx is unworthy!” yells Nakata.

“Silence,” demands Omnistar Primus. 

It’s always interesting to see these sessions in the absence of Omnistar Magna, who is intolerant of the heated discussions among us. Omnistar Primus clearly gets a kick from it.

“The choice is made. You may be for or against it, which is no problem of mine. Deal with it. Lynx will depart in no more than ten standard hours towards Z-603 to end this crusade.”

“You will grant this honor to a traitor?” says Tauro, daringly. 

Ulnor is about to walk over and deal with him, but Omnistar Primus halts him halfway there.

As usual, Tauro always appeals to the same strategy when he’s got no other moves to injure me—accuse me of treason.

“Lynx has been in contact with the Doomsayers. They try to persuade him. My Omnistar Primus, sending someone of his likes is not a good idea.”

“You dare challenge your superior again!” explodes Ulnor, veins decorating his face like a web.

“The coward even dares utter retiring to a sapien’s inferior body. That alone is proof of his unholiness,” says Trokar.

Whispers around me. All eyes are on me once again.

“Tauro is right,” says Omnistar Primus. “Iris has relayed her reports about the Doomsayers’s contact with Lynx. There’s enough proof, no doubt.”

“I’ve never answered any of them!” I yell with a sudden burst of outrage. “The fact that they attempt to persuade me is very different from them actually persuading me!”

“But it shows you’re of interest to them,” says Nakata with venom in his voice. “I wonder why? Why would the Doomsayers attempt, time after time, to bring you towards the heretic side?”

“Leave the man alone. The Doomsayers, as we all know, broadcast their messages galaxy-wide,” defends Cien-gi. “They’re always on the hunt for whoever feels a tinge of anti-ÆTAS sentiments, luring their prey onto their heretic side as Nakata says. They’ve obviously been unsuccessful with us supersoldiers. I cannot say the same for the sapiens, who undoubtedly have joined their ever-growing numbers. Their secrecy is impeccable. We haven’t found them yet. Even in here, there are some who constantly get their spam. Isn’t that right, Mortimer?”

“I’ve nothing to do with them! Take it back or taste the ferocity of my blade!” yells Mortimer.

“I thought we were just saying other soldiers’ truths, no? Take your blade and shove it up your ass, Mortimer. You well know you’ve gotten plenty of their spam. You deny it!”

“Goddamn rebels! Those Doomsayers! They predict nothing but their imminent destruction!” yells Nakata, now angry against the invisible enemy bred in our own conquered territory.

“They try and spoil our achievements, taint us as demons,” says Omnistar Decius Talbot, now enraged with the anti-Doomsayer sentiment.

“C’mon, Lynx! Give them up right now!” yells Xanxai.

“I’ve no idea where or who they are,” I say. “It’s an organization reaching hundreds of planetary systems, with a communications web unlike Iris. We know nothing of them”

A hand on my shoulder. I know it’s Alastar Primus Ogre, my right hand, a talented captain in the field of battle. “Alastar Magna Lynx has never been an accomplice of the Doomsayers, nor would he. I’m witness to this,” says Ogre with his deep, soothing voice.

“Always sucking up to your boss. Strange,” says Tauro with mockery. 

“I defend the truth, my Alastar Magna Tauro,” says Ogre with respect. 

“That’s enough,” says Omnistar Primus. “That your brother Lynx desires to retire to a sapien body is his own problem. He well knows he won’t be able to return to our ranks if he does so. And we all know for a fact that he hasn’t meddled with the Doomsayers, in spite of how much some of you would like it so.”

“That soldier! That man! He’s a damn poet! A fucking sentimentalist whose feelings for the dying only slows our progress! His actions are anti-human. He loves xeno more than his brethren!” yells Tauro in desperation. He’s not letting this go.

“Enough!” yells Omnistar Primus. “This is over. Lynx, do as you were ordered. The rest of you are dismissed. Return to your planetary ships. There’s order to maintain. It’s futile to conquer a galaxy if you cannot keep it in line.”

Omnistar Primus walks out, followed by his Omega cohort. 

“Are these the Tragalaf?” I ask the unthinkable. It’s obvious to me they’re not, but my question has deeper implications.

Omnistar Primus stops cold and turns his head to leer at me. All eyes on me again. But this time, I’ve awakened curiosity around me. The younger soldiers know very little about the Tragalaf and why my question is important. 

“We do not know, but it could be,” says Omnistar Primus.

“And if they’re not?” I ask.

“Watch that tone!” says Alastar Magna Tauro. He takes his hand to the hilt. 

Ulnor and Talbot do the same.

“Sometimes Lynx forgets his place. But alas, his question is a good one,” says Omnistar Primus. He faces me now. “What if they’re not the Tragalaf?” he returns the question.
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