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CHAPTER 1

[image: ]


Sebastian Crawley sat on an icy cold metal bench (that was actually his excuse of a bed) inside his little barred prison cell. The cell itself wasn’t quite as bad as he had heard from the various elements of the criminal underworld that he had heard of over the years, but it certainly wasn’t a five-star luxury hotel.

The cell was disgustingly small with it being two metres by two metres in all directions, with thick steel metal bars forming three walls of his little cage, and a solid steel wall (that Sebastian firmly believed was in front of an escape hatch if only he could cut it open) formed the back wall.

The entire cell stunk of pee, poo and other foulness that Sebastian didn’t even want to think about. There wasn’t a mattress, pillow or anything that Sebastian had always taken for granted when he had been a Commander of the Empire Army. It never mattered what battlefield he was in, he always had the best equipment and luxurious items that the men under his command could only dream about.

And they always dreamed about his coffee supply in particular.

The foul sound of people shouting, cursing and pounding their fists against their metal bars made Sebastian look outside through the immense metal bars and out onto the corridor his cell was on.

He had no idea what part of the blade-like prison ship he was on, he could have been near the bow, rear or midsections of the ship. There was also no way to tell it from the humming and minor vibrations of the engines.

That was exactly how Sebastian normally told what part of the ship he was in, but he couldn’t. These damn prison ships were far too well built for that and the extremely long line of prison cells probably stretched on for a good kilometre or two, and Sebastian really hated to imagine how many prisoners were on this floor alone. Maybe two thousand or ten thousand.

And it wasn’t exactly like the corridor was anything to write home about because it had an ugly black metal floor and metal ceiling and its walls were lined with prison cells. There weren’t any Prison Guard Drones, protection officers or anything.

If there was a medical emergency, a riot or anything then Sebastian hated to imagine what would happen. But he wasn’t completely ignorant to what happened to the criminals of The Great Human Empire. As soon as someone was believed to commit a crime, especially one as horrific as treachery against the Emperor (like anyone on this level was meant to have done), they lost all rights and weren’t worth anything more than an insect.

There were so many prisoners that it was just so confusing as to why Sebastian was here in the first place.

He had been fighting, serving and protecting the amazing Empire on some foul jungle world when the Military Police Units of the Empire Army arrested him for treachery and put him personally onto this prison ship. Of course because he was now a criminal in the eyes of the Empire he loved, he had no rights. He couldn’t even ask what his actual crime was.

Sebastian was innocent.

“Make sure this prisoner is kept alive at all costs,” a slightly high-pitched man said.

Sebastian didn’t bother going up to the icy cold bars of his prison cell like the hundreds of other prisoners, because he could see a few cells up there was a man with a black-uniformed prison guard focusing on a prisoner.

Sebastian had to admit the high-pitched man was hot as hell. He was extremely fit, skinny and in his full-on blue battle armour with a logo of the ever-watchful eye of the Inquisition on his chest plate, Sebastian felt his heart skip a few beats. The man couldn’t have been more beautiful and even as the man looked around and Sebastian saw his bright red eyes, he actually didn’t care. 

The man was simply beautiful.

“My Master wants this prisoner no matter what,” the man said to the guard. “No accidents but I am not blind to the works of the Prisoner Core. Feel free to kill and torture any of the mutants and traitorous scum on this ship,”

“Of course my Lord,” the guard said.

Sebastian turned his attention away from the hot man (as hard as that was considering he probably wasn’t going to see another hot man for centuries) and focused on the disgusting prisoner in the cell the hot man was interested in.

The traitor herself wasn’t too remarkable because she had been stripped of her clothes, her cybernetic earing attachments had been ripped out making two gaping holes in the side of her head but the woman was still grinning, like she knew something no one else did.

Sebastian really wished he was still an Empire Army Commander with his gun so he could feel a little safer but he didn’t have anything. He had only his wit, strength and belief in the Emperor, for all that was worth now the Empire believed him to be a traitor.

“Like this one,” the hot man said standing in front of Sebastian’s cells. “Do whatever you wish with this one,”

Sebastian weakly smiled at the hot man. 

“Tell me traitor how do you want to die?” the hot man asked.

Sebastian shook his head. “I am loyal to the throne. I am loyal to the Emperor. I am guilty of no crime,”

The hot man laughed. “Everyone says that and everyone is guilty on this floor of treachery against the Emperor. There is no greater crime against humanity so rest assured traitor that you will die by the blade of righteousness and you will never be able to atone for your sins against the Emperor,”

Sebastian didn’t dare laugh or anything because he partly wanted to make the hot man believe that he was innocent. If anyone could help him escape this prison ship it was him. Even the agents of the Inquisition had immense power over the Empire.

Maybe Sebastian could get this hottie to help him.

But the hot man simply walked away and someone started tapping the cold metal bars of their cell to get his attention.

Sebastian looked over to the traitor the hot man had been interested in and she smiled.

“Don’t worry little human,” she said. “Your death will come a lot sooner than that when my friends show up,”
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As much as Inquisitorial Agent Leo Dawson loved his Master, Inquisitor Mason, he had to admit that he just wasn’t a fan of prison ship duty. He normally loved hunting down traitors, torturing them and helping the Empire to become a safer place for everyone no matter if they were a man, woman or child. 

He wasn’t some traitor babysitter. Leo’s skills was in combat, data analysing and basically doing anything that wasn’t prisoner escort duty.

Even the damn prison guards were starting to creep him out as Leo walked down the immense prison cell corridor. The sheer echo of is footsteps off the metal floor and ceiling was a little off-putting, and the prisoners were just disgusting.

At least all the immense steel cell bars seemed to be perfectly intact, so Leo simply placed his hands on both his pistols just to be on the safe side. If any of the prison bars did break and the prisoners escaped then he was going to kill them.

No matter what his Master’s orders were.

Leo was just glad that even though his Master was currently hunting down traitors and alien forces on a major Hive world five solar systems away, he had been kind enough to lend Leo his fully cloaked warship. 

So at least if anything went wrong the warship was close to lend a helping hand. But as far as Leo was concerned this was just a ship filled with criminals and criminals were hardly smart enough to be a threat to an Inquisitorial Agent.

He hoped.

He had always known that the traitors were foul, disgusting people that were deranged for turning their backs on the Emperor, but to see them just sitting here was unreal. Like there was one traitor in a cell to his left that had massive puffy eyes, no mouth and missing ears. Leo had no idea why the man would ever allow the traitors to do that to him.

They all deserved to die no matter what they looked like and no matter how little their crimes were.

Of course when it came to betraying the Emperor, no crime whatsoever was too little to earn the death sentence but clearly some people in the Empire’s Government didn’t agree, because most of these people were heading to labour camps.

Leo wasn’t exactly sure if he liked the idea of labour camps. They would be sent to some mining world, fitted with explosive collars so if they escaped or rioted their heads would explode (that was good) but traitors had to die. That was the way of the Empire, Inquisition and every one of sound mind.

Leo passed another man with no teeth, no eyes and no stomach judging by the thinness of his waist. Leo just wanted to shoot him there and then because he was a disgrace to humanity. Leo had already memorised all the crimes of the prisoners on this floor and this man’s crime was terrorism.

It was one of the more severe crimes on this floor but it was still a crime, and most of the criminals on this floor were simply charged with conspiracy to commit Treachery. So they were planning to kill Empire officials, commit terrorism or they were planning to actually run off with the traitors and join their ranks.

The idiots.

“My Lord,” a prison guard said behind him. 

Leo slowly turned around with both his guns drawn as he saw a very tall male prison guard with his rifle draw running behind him.

“We have a small problem,” the guard said. “The prisoners are all chanting a single phrase. They’re all saying free the Speaker Of The Lord,”

As soon as the guard said that Leo knew that something bad was going on because that was the phrase or term used to describe the woman that Inquisitor Mason wanted at all costs. The woman was a strange Speaker to the traitor forces in the Empire.

Apparently she had such a way of speaking to the masses that she could convert entire Empire Army units to the traitor forces within minutes. Leo had heard the woman speak and that seemed to be impossible but Mason clearly believed differently.

And it was even worse that the little Speaker had already converted two entire worlds to the traitor’s cause. There had been full-on rebellions against Empire rule on those planets and eventually the Speaker was captured
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