
This is Cecil's life after he leaves Venus for good.

He renames himself Arus and alters his gender in order to restart afresh.
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Cecil couldn't stay on as the dictator of Venus for eternity. Despite being an immortal

and having powers to convince others, it was just not a wise idea. He had known 

that for a long time and planned accordingly, setting up everything for Gair and the 

Hammers to take the rein progressively so that he could leave.

When the Bau fell at last, everything he set out to do was done. Even if  he wanted 

to do more, he couldn't. Time was no longer on his side.

His advancing age, which was closing in 2,000 year-old, as well as numerous deeds 

he had done, all of those meant that he could no longer influence the world as he 

needed to.

It was time to depart the life he had led.

There was no farewell parties. There was no announcement. He simply left. The 

Hammers always knew that he would leave at one point. Therefore, there was no 

commotion.

When he left Venus for good, he set few rules for himself as he prepared to restart 

his life anew. 

The first rule was that he would not use his ESP and would live as a hyper human, as 
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a swordsman to be specific.

The second rule was that he would not step into SOL system as long as he remained 

as the new identity.

A young woman entered a 3rd party agency on Freedom colony. 

Her dressing code was interesting; she was wearing a black corset-like top with black

latex shorts but covered most of her legs with black latex high knee boots. She also 

had a short jacket that covered barely anything.

The woman had brown eyes and hair with a bob hair cut.

She swaggered into the lobby of the building and the only receptionist beamed a 

professional smile at her.

"Welcome to Space Gentlemen, how can I help you, ma'am?"

A 3rd party agency on Freedom colony was basically a mercenary corporation. The 

main agency, which was the acting goverment, was led by Lila and her people. By 

laws of Freedom colony, it was possible to operate 3rd party agencies as long as 

there was no conflict of interest in which case the main agency would hunt them 

down.

"I am here to enlist. Here is my ID," The woman told the receptionist with a cold 

voice.

Taking the ID card, the receptionist inserted it into a machine that checked its 

authenticity as well as info.

"Name's Arus. Class A hyper human, specilizing in melee....," The receptionist 
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mumbled as she went through data read from the ID card. "57 years old....., an ex-

United Sol navy marine...."

Then she looked up and down on the gothic dress. "An interesting choice of 

wardrobe," She remarked and added, "Does look good on you though."

"Thanks," Arus replied stoically.

She was very much qualified. Her reason of unemployment was spot on as well with 

the fall of United Sol.

"We've been getting some ex-United Sol navy personnel, but none has been as 

qualified as you are. I'd say your application is approved on the spot. I don't know 

how good you are actually but I guess we will find out. My name is Alonia, by the 

way. You will be seeing me frequently."

That was pretty much it for Arus to do. All she had to was wait for a job to kick in 

which didn't take long. Within 24 hours, she was contacted for a job and was 

summoned to Space Gentlemen HQ for a short briefing.

"Hi, Arus, to your left, take the elevator," Alonia greeted and guided her as soon as 

she approached the reception desk.

Where she ended up was an office with a transparent wall as its backdrop. A rugged 

man in a fine suit was behind a desk. He was a huge guy and it was clear that he was 

a seasoned mercanary himself despite a fact that he was trying to hide it behind a 

refined appearance with hairdo.

Additionally, a holographic display unit on the desk was displaying her profile that 

was extracted from her ID earilier. 

As she approached the desk, the man stood up with a grunt and offered a 

handshake. His hand displayed scars.
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"The name's Chadion, I am the leader of Space Gentlemen."

It was a low and husky voice.

"Arus, I am pretty sure you know that already."

He beamed a cheeky grin. "Indeed," He said. "Your profile stood out, not to mention 

a note from Alonia that you have an usual taste for wardrode."

He looked up and down on Arus rather perversely with a satisfactory grin to which 

she cleared her throat.

He, too, cleared his throat as he withdrew his hand. "Yes, my apologies. To tell you 

truth, we don't have many female members, and the few we have they aren't exactly

attractive types, either. They get the jobs done but that's it. There is no style."

Ignoring his little complaint, she bluntly inquired, "What is my task?"

Perhaps a little rude but Chadion didn't seem to mind. He sat down and made few 

clicks on the holographic display. It displayed a description for a task, and he 

enlarged it.

"A simple job perhaps but can get really messy," He added.

One of commercial booths under Space Gentlemen's protection had been harassed 

by a local gang a few times. It was Space Gentlemen's duty to do something about it 

and they did.

"A bloodbath, it was," Chadion said with a huge sigh. "We sent three, and they had 

five. A shootout occured which was highly frowned upon by Lady Lila."

"So, you are sending me alone this round?"

"Sort of. You will have one guy with you but he won't do anything. He will be just 

there to observe and report to me."

"Shootout, not allowed, I get it. I am a melee, so that doesn't apply to me anwyay. 

Bloodbath allowed?"

"Hell, no. Well, maybe a little bit of blood is fine, but not a literal bloodbath. I am 

4



sure you know what I mean."

"I see. I will do what I can."

"Do your best, girl. The guy should be waiting in the lobby."

Just as he said, a man was conversing with Alonia in the lobby when Arus made it 

down to the ground floor. A long light brown trench coat and a black cowboy hat 

covered a rather slander figure. 

He glanced at Arus once while conversing with Alonia. Then his attention was back 

on her again with widened eyes the second time.

"My, my, boss said you'd be hard to ignore and that certainly is true!" He exclaimed 

as he dashed toward her and flexed his shoulders.

Not looking interested at all, Arus simply rushed toward the exit. "Shall we get on 

the job?"

"You certainly can! I am Kilron by the by!" He said with glee while he was checking 

her out as he followed.

Observing the scene, Alonia wondered whether she should start wearing more 

provocative.

As the two made their way toward the booth, Kilron filled Arus in with some extra 

info.

"Generally, thugs play by rules," He said while following Arus jumping a roof to 

another at high speed. It was clear that Kilron was also a hyper human.

"Lady Lila is a scary woman to upset and they know that. The issue is newcomers 

who think they can do whatever they want, or young kids who haven't experienced 

real beating." 

He snickered afterwards.

5



"Chadion said no bloodbath but how much blood is actually allowed?" Arus inquired.

"A very important rule for agencies is that we should not let bystanders get involved.

So, the shootout was a big no-no. We also should not make civilians be afraid."

"I get the picture now," She said and then a weak grin surfaced on her face. "And I 

have an idea."

The booth was located outside alongside other booths. They were all food related 

and the area was quite crowded. However, one booth was occupied by two men in 

front and two in the back, and they were shooing people away, ocassionally 

threatening to attack those who approached.

"Them?" Arus pointed at the four men.

"Seems like it. I have no idea why they picked that booth to begin with. It's just a 

food booth."

Arus observed the thugs for a moment. All four of them were clearly armed with 

guns. Out of the four, two of them were carrying energy blades. They were acting 

very aggressive toward people who wanted to inquire what was going on. Some 

were keeping their distance and were filming them instead which didn't seem to 

bother the thugs one bit.

"You stay out of my way," Arus said to Kilron. He giggled in response. He had no 

intention of getting involved anyway.

After making a safe touch down in an alley, she casually made into the scene and 

approached the booth at which point one of the thugs noticed her.

"Hey, pretty, don't come any closer. This booth is closed until a further notice."

Ignoring him, she continued to approach the booth. The four thugs were on alert at 

this point.
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The thug who warned her earlier exclaimed, "Do not approach, lady."

She simply continued to walk toward, ignoring his second warning. Realizing that 

they had a troublemaker in hands, all four pulled their guns out.

Or tried to.

The moment they had their hands on their guns, she dashed swiftly to the closest 

one and blocked one of them from drawing his gun by using her enery blade body as

a tool. The blade was in a deavtiated state. Thus, at the moment, it was just a blunt 

stick that weighted nearly a ton under 1.0 gravity.

And then the next thing he knew, most of his front teeth were flying upwards in the 

air as she smashed his chin from below. It was a smooth chain-action. She blocked 

him from drawing his gun by using her deactivated blade and then smoothly 

smocked him from below in a continous manner.

Once he fell onto the ground, he covered his badly bleeding mouth and rolled 

around, unable to even shout due to missing teeth and gushing blood.

"YOU BITC-" Another thug who was close to the guy bellowed but he couldn't get far 

as a continuous motion from she smocked him in his nose, shattering his nose bone 

to pieces. 

By time the two thugs behind the booth drew their guns, the other two were already

down, rolling around with gushing blood from their faces. 

As they dashed toward to the front, she threw her blade which was bullseye on a 

forehead of a thug, cracking his skull and knocking him out pretty much instantly. 

Given the sheer weight of the blade, realistically it would have smashed his skull and 

flew right through. However, the blade was connected to a thin titanium wire to a 

bracelet she was wearing under her sleeve. She pulled the blade back just enough to

reduce velocity not to smash his head. Such an act would have required practices. It 
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wasn't something one would be able to pull off in an instant.

As she retrived the blade, she finally activated it which shout out white particles, and

the thug had to stop because the white plasma blade was right on his neck.

"Get lost," She warned stoically. "Or else." With no enotions at all in her voice, it 

sounded dead serious.

Realizing that they had lost, he withdrew his gun and raised his arms. 

"I am no threat," He declared as he slowly walked backwards. Her blade didn't 

follow, meaning he was free to flee. Once he had some distance, he turned around 

at once and ran like wind.

The crowd cheered. They loved what they saw. The whole affair ended in less than 

10 seconds overall. It was like magic.

Having watched it from above, Kilron clapped in respect while whislting. It was a 

different kind of bloodbath, an entertaining one.

Arus didn't bother with meeting up with Kilron and headed straight back to HQ 

where Chadion congratulated her.

"Kilron said it's been a while since he saw one with skills instead of just raw force," 

He said. "And I agree. You passed the test with flying colors."

"My pay?"

"Depositing now. It's 5,200c."

"Very well, I will be off then."

And she simply left.

Chadion casually tapped his index finger on his desk. Eventually, he said to himself, 

"Not a problem as long as you do your job."
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Arus was back in her apartment. It was located on 75th floor and It was a tiny one 

room apartment with an equally tiny shower attached to it. Being located near a 

shuttle stop, it was never really quiet, either. Overall, the rent was brutally cheap at 

4,000c per season. To be frank, home was never a concern for her. Therefore, the 

cheapest she could find, she grabbed it.

The place was void of anything. There was abolutely nothing at all. Heavily scratched

aluminum walls and floor was all there were.

Regardless, she walked in, sat down against a wall. A normal human would perhaps 

shut eyes and get a nap but she couldn't do that. If she shut her eyes, she would be 

sucked into countless hours of torment in form of memories. She wanted to avoid 

that.

Sighing eventually, she pulled out her blade and placed it on her knees. It was the 

Moonlight blade; it was the last creation as Cecil. 

Cecil smithed it and Arus took it, was the story she decided to go with. As Cecil, he 

had created numerous blades. His creations were either thrown away or given to 

rightful person. This time though, he was taking it for himself, or herself.

Holding it up, she said to the blade, "Moonlight."

Vibrating slightly for a second, it shot out white plasma articles and formed a blade 

in an instant.

"Sleep." And the particles dispersed. It was as if white fireflies were dispersing in the 

room.

Placing the blade back onto her belt, she stood up slowly and made her way out.
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- Fin
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