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Endless voices and shouts filled the air as Arbiter Veritas sat down on the cold hard metal stall in the freezing mess hall of the Arbitration’s Headquarters.

She slammed her tray of bright mush on the long black dining table.

Lifting up her head, she saw tens maybe even hundreds of her fellow Arbiters sitting, standing talking to their peers.

Probably hoping to boast about their latest dangerous mission to capture a ganger, murderer or maybe even a mutant.

It was just ridiculous in Veritas’ mind.

For they were all Arbiters on this simple disc of a space station. It was their job to protect the 50,000 plus people on board. 

In addition, to all the undocumented abominations of the mutants.

This was never meant to be a place of boasting or duelling with one another. or even worse, outright attacking each other for one Arbiter’s ‘lack’ of duty. When they supposedly didn’t beat up a suspect or prisoner enough.

Veritas shook her head as her eyes narrowed on the thick grey armoured soldiers of her peers.

Slowly, Veritas slipped her hand down to check if her heavy-duty pistol was easy to reach.

It was.

She was never going to take a chance in front of her peers.

Sweet-smelling fruit as well as the strong smell of honey bought her attention back to her food.

Dropping her elegant smooth head, she allowed a brief smile to break out on her face. Marvelling at the beautiful shades of blues, reds, and oranges.

Picking up a bent fork, the cold metal almost burned Veritas, but she smiled. She enjoyed the pain.

For she was an Arbiter, a hunter of criminals and a servant of Justice.

She knew pain.

She was pain.

Forcing the fork through the mush, she flicked some mush onto the fork.

Placing it in her mouth, she tensed in preparation.

Before she sensed the pleasant explosion of sweet, fruity flavours filling her mouth.

A memory flashed through her mind at the taste. Something from her long-dead childhood where her mother or father had done something for her birthday.

However, that was extremely long ago. The passage of time, war as well as Arbiter had dulled that part of her soul.

The shouts and voices of her peers got louder quickly.

Moving her hand to her pistol, Veritas looked up to see the Senior Arbiter of the Station entering the mess hall.

Veritas ignored it all.

She couldn’t care less about the Senior Arbiter, nor whatever gang leader or intergalactic Cult he had destroyed.

To Veritas, he was an arrogant, selfish idiot. Who wouldn’t know how to catch a serial killer even if he was in front of him.

Waltzing into the mess hall, he knocked Veritas forward as he bumped into her.

He simply kept walking.

Her grey armour was spatted with sweet mush and a sharp stabbing pain filled her back from the Senior Arbiter’s pistol hitting her.

Her eyes narrowed.

Her hand unclipped her pistol’s holster.

Then she saw the Senior Arbiter grab his tray of mush and he stormed over to sit opposite Veritas.

Everyone in the hall gasped, whispered, and muttered.

Veritas kept her hand on her pistol.

Other Arbiters wondered over to the table. Sitting far enough away not to be obvious but just close enough to listen in.

“My Dearest Veritas, your gun will not be needed,” the Senior Arbiter uttered in a posh elegant voice.

Veritas’ eyes were fixed on his.

His symmetrical youthful face with his longish straight black hair along with his muscular tight body made him look rather attractive.

Nonetheless, Veritas was not going to be seduced by this Arbiter.

She had made that mistake before and she had vowed never to allow that to happen to herself again.

Veritas rubbed her stomach at the memory.

The nutty stink of his perfume was overpowering. 

“What do you want, my Lord?” Veritas inquired.

He played with his food for a moment. Kicking up sweet smells into the air.

“I have an assignment for you, Arbiter,”

Other people in the mess hall started laughing.

Veritas sneered.

“What assignment, my Lord?”

He lent back.

“Myself, the other Senior Arbiters of the station and even the High Marshal back on Earth wants you to travel to the Inner Circle,”

Every Arbiter in the mess hall busted out laughing.

“Loser! You’re gonna die!” someone shouted.

Veritas bit her tongue. Forcing herself not to snap out her gun and slaughter everyone in this hall.

“The Inner Circle, my Lord?” Veritas asked.

“Ah yes, you’re new?”

“Correct, my Lord. I transferred from another station last Earth Month,”

“Oh. Anyway, this station was one of the first to exit Earth, so the civilisation started in the centre of the dome then as we explored and humanity advanced. We spread out,”

Veritas quickly looked out of the massive window behind the Senior Arbiter. Looking out to see the hundreds of kilometres of towering modern glass buildings.

Then in the centre of the domed station, she managed to see a few kilometres of rusty, low rising ruins. This was what they called the inner circle.

“What happened to the Inner Circle, my Lord?”

The Senior Arbiter rolled his eyes.

Veritas’ fingers moved. Remembering her father doing the same action.

“Once we spread out, the Inner Circle was were all the scums and low lives lived. Ah, yes and all the worthless people,”

Veritas’ eyes flashed.

“Worthless people, my Lord? The Empire has a purpose for everyone, and everyone is valued,”

Other Arbiters chuckle at her comment.

The Senior Arbiter’s eyes narrowed, and his hand was turned into a fist.

“Listen here girl, be grateful you’re an Arbiter. On this station, you are an Arbiter. We are the ruling class. Or you’re a scum bag,”

“Yea, Bloody King. Tell her about the Hivers!” a fat Arbiter demanded with a snort as the Arbiters left the mess hall.

Veritas was perplexed.

“Hivers, my Lord? I’ve been an Arbiter on stations and planets all over the Empire and even a few outposts on our Alien Allies worlds. I’ve never heard of the term Hivers?”

The Senior Arbiter thrusted his fork into his mush. Bending it.

“Hivers are the commoners. Disgusting people that work in our factories. These are all the non-Arbiters. But they can be aggressive,”

“Well, no wonder, my Lord. If you treated them better...”

The Senior Arbiter thrusted a finger into her face.

Veritas almost jumped up and shattered the finger. Like she did with her father’s after she had got tired of the beatings.

“What is the assignment, my Lord?” Veritas demanded.

“You will go into the Inner Circle to investigate some strange energy signals that we’re detecting. It looks as if there are massive levels of thermal energy building up. We believe it could be a threat to the Arbitration,”

“And the people of this station,”

He ignored her addition.

Reaching into his pocket, he passed her a strange shiny blue disc with ancient runes carved into the edges.

It buzzed in her hands. Sending warming vibrations through her skin.

In addition, it gently pulsed blue light into the air.

Veritas’ face lit up.

Her eyes widened and her mouth opened in a beaming smile.

“Wow, a teleporter. I haven’t had one of these since...” she paused, flashes of bombs dropping and the shattering of bodies flashed across her memory. From the days of The Great War. “Is it preprogrammed?”

His eyebrows rose.

“Yes, it is. Now go. Get out of my sight,” he demanded.

Veritas met his glaze.

Staring back at her were the hard-cold blue eyes of a ruthless man.

“May the Emperor Protect You,” Veritas snipped at him.

He didn’t return the farewell.

Suddenly, an immense explosion rocked the entire station.

The trays of mush smashed onto the floor.

Flicking her head back, Veritas glared over to the window.

Columns of thick black smoke filled the air.

All coming from the Inner Circle.

She activated the teleporter.

Staring into those cold eyes until the end. Veritas pressed hard on the teleporter. Blue energy swirled and twirled around her. 

In a puff of electrical discharge, she was gone.
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Thick columns of smoking electrical energy whirled in the air as Veritas was formed once more.

Distortion pulsed through her body.

Her stomach churned.

Her face turned green.

She vomited.

Her thick yellow stinking sick splattered onto the ground.

Jetting out her hand, Veritas grabbed a large black metal pole.

Looking around, Veritas saw tens or even hundreds of people staring at her.

No, they were all looking at her pistol.

Balancing herself, Veritas stared back at the mutated humans with their long grey hair and yellow skin. 

A few mutants started to hurry away. Sweat pouring off their greasy flesh.

Veritas’ head snapped around as a women creature came towards her.

The air around this woman was thick with death, decay and grease.

Her large shattered feet kicked up endless amounts of sandy dust around them.

In a strange warm breeze radiating from a loud fan across the street, the woman’s hair was whipped off and the long rags that were dragged across her yellow flesh were being ripped apart.

Veritas felt dread wash over her.

This was far from the first time she had had to deal with strange creatures.

The dust, sand, mutants all reminded Veritas of her first Arbiter mission. That was before the mutant ambush and the slashing slaughter of her friends.

Reaching for her gun, the mutants shrieked with rage.

Veritas snapped out the gun.

The mutants fled as quickly as they could.

Shrieking loudly.

Dust clouds caked Veritas’ vision.

Then nothing.

The dust settled and the woman with the yellow flesh merely stood there. Watching Veritas.

“What are you!” Veritas snapped.

Slowly, the woman opened her mouth and tried to speak.

Veritas saw her eyes flash with pain.

“I,” the woman barely managed. “Am... mutant,”

Veritas’ eyes narrowed and her eyebrows rose as alternating waves of pity and curiosity washed over her.

Ice crystals chilled Veritas’ skin as the cold latched onto her body. 

Her fingers were starting to become numb.

“What’s wrong with the enviro-system?” Veritas questioned.

The woman’s face beamed after trying to form words. “It broken. Gunners broke it and didn’t fix it,”

Veritas rolled her eyes. Having enough of this station’s dialect.

“Gunners?”

“You,” the
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