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—Authorisation Processing—

—Access Granted—

—Reading Report—

Dear Lord Inquisitor, 

I am afraid that my report about the murder onboard on warship Valour must be written quickly because I do not have time to explain, because something is coming for me.

And if the settings on the report are to be believed then I am able to die in exactly five minutes. Not enough time for me to explain my entire investigation on the warship in your Glorious service, but hopefully just enough detail for you in your divine wisdom to understand everything.

As you know my Lord I arrived on the warship Valour one Earth day ago and it was creepy as fuck. Normally, the long blade-like warships of the primitive Empire Army are shiny, bright and beacons of grand hope with their long slender grey corridors.

That was what I was expecting on this warship, but oh no my lord, that wasn’t the case. 

As soon as my Inquisitor shuttle (and I don’t like the pink cushions my Lord they hurt me back) set down, all I saw was darkness. The immense circular hangar I was in didn’t have any lights, fighters or shuttles inside. I was at least expecting to find the dirty grey shuttles of the Empire Army.

There was nothing there.

Even the entire hangar smelt of harsh cleansing chemicals with hints of lemon, lime and grapefruit choking the air and yet the foul undertone of death still remained. I was here to save lives, investigate deaths and discover the truth but I have no idea what was meant to happen.

But the most striking thing about the entire hangar was the sheer silence of it all. As you know my Lord, warships always, always have a sound no matter what the so-called grand engineers of the Army and superhuman Angels pretend to achieve. There’s always the talking of humans, the hum and pop of engines or the moaning of a leader (not you of course my Lord).

There was none of that here tonight.

So I did the next logical thing after learning about the strangeness of it all. I took out my large heavy dataslate, hacked into the ship’s network and immediately got kicked out again.

It was almost like the ship itself wanted to me to fail, and as crazy as it sounds my Lord I honestly felt as if the ship was grinning mockingly at me for not being able to get into the computer systems.

Of course, the ship or whoever was actually in control of the computer systems had clearly never faced the Inquisition before so I entered my (or yours sorry) Inquisitorial access code and forced my way into the system and that’s when the smell of the air changed to become more choking.

It wasn’t physically choking (I hoped) but it was strange how all the hints of lemon, lime and grapefruit seemed to simply die away and the choking aroma of charred flesh replaced it.

A moment later I found the light settings and forced the ship to activate the lights in the hangar and the ship groaned like a human against me as the lights weakly flickered on in protest.

The hangar itself was messed up as it was completely emptied, its immense dirty grey curved walls were empty of fighters, shuttles and other air-capable vessels that it was meant to have, but there were three small lines of blood running through the hangar.

And scarily enough they stopped exactly where I was standing.

I took two steps back and the three lines of dark red rich blood followed me. They extended themselves so they were always touching my black armoured boots. That was just a little strange.

Besides from the long thin lines of blood, there was nothing remarkable about the hangar. There were no dents, cuts or marks on the perfectly smooth floor which also made no sense considering the Valour was over twenty years old. 

It was impossible that an accident hadn’t happened in that time to at least damage the floor. So maybe the ship healed itself somehow? I do not know how but I was starting to get highly, highly concerned at the very least.

I started to follow the three lines of blood towards a perfectly intact hangar door, you know the ugly square kind that I was so glad the Empire got rid of after a few years, and on the way I scanned the ship to see what was up.

There were no living people onboard, no signs of life even at the bacteria level and all the enviro-systems were in perfect working order and I mean perfect my Lord. I have never seen such perfect combinations of oxygen, carbon dioxide and the rest in all my life.

So why did the warship Valour disappear and that distress signal was sent out to us, I honestly don’t know but as I detected a corpse in a nearby living quarters I was hoping to find out.

Before I died.

***
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Five minutes later I forced open a large silver metal door and entered some random Empire Army soldier’s living quarters, which I personally believe is a little weird of a term because it was literally just a small black boxroom. 

I mean even the single bed was lacking, there was a small desk and there was even a small holo-fridge in the corner so this soldier had to be important to some extent, but it was the smell of death, rot and smoke that really drew my eye to the bed.

Since sitting on the bed was a large rooting male corpse. 

I followed standard procedure honestly my Lord, I scanned the corpse and have attached my findings to this file but I doubt even your sharp mind will make much more of it than me. There was no forensic evidence on the corpse, no wounds, no damage to any organs except the heart.

His heart was missing but there were no cuts, incisions or teeth marks on the body.

It was like he never had a heart at all.

Then I noticed there were small claw marks all over the bedroom and walls and ceiling like an immense beast had danced and charged all over the bedroom.

I felt a cold bead of sweat run down my forehead and as I went over to the corpse and found a psycho-diary implant in his head I realised I had to play it to see what exactly this man recorded about his life before he died.

I was going to have to read his diary and that felt flat out wrong but to learn what happened and hopefully save more lives I realised I was going to have to.

I hit the play button.

***
[image: ]


3 Days Before Last Recording

—Recording Captain Jenson Peach’s Thoughts—

Today was a brilliant day first of all and I’m so happy that I was transferred to the valour a month ago. I wasn’t sure at first as you know because I hate change, I hate new people and I hate feeling lacking in service to the Emperor but it was honestly the best decision I ever made.

The crew under my command is so friendly, loyal to the Emperor and they were inspiring. 

Today we engaged the superhuman traitor Angels of the Star Children legion and considering they’re so-called void warfare specialists they were pathetic.

My crews, soldiers and fighter pilots were so scared about fighting them but the Star Children were attacking commercial transport ships and millions of innocent people were in danger so I rallied them.

By the Emperor did I command them to fight for the Emperor.

Within an hour or two, we annihilated the foul traitors, saved lives and we were well and truly pleased with ourselves and just to make sure that the foul traitors didn’t attack these innocent people again, I had the ship escort the commercial ships to their destination.

I got a hell of a moan from my commanding officer (the Desk Jockey) because it’s going to make me two days late for a bunch of military exercises but I saved people and that was what happened.

And-

That was strange I could have sworn that I just heard something. I’m in my bed chamber now, tucked up under my duvet but I could have sworn I heard something moving outside.

That should be impossible because my chamber is the only one on this floor but I definitely hear something.

It sounds like a childish laugh and something tapping against my door.

I get up, open my door and look into the pitch darkness of the corridor.

That was strange because the lights should have turned on automatically but they didn’t. I even think I see something moving in the darkness but that really is just my imagination.

Maybe those damn Star Children put me on edge today. Damn them traitors so I’m just going to go to sleep and hopefully this would be the last strange problem I face tonight.

***
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2 Days Until Final Recording

There was a murder.

6 to be precise.

Today was just hell because all I had wanted to do was jump to Lightspeed and get on my merry little way to hopefully make up some ground so I wasn’t as late for these exercises as I was predicted to be.

But the problem was very, very simple as soon as I was sitting in the bridge having my breakfast I get a call about six bodies all missing their hearts found in the lowest decks of the ship.

Immediately I ordered an investigation and an immense scan of the ship but the scan failed to do as I commanded. That was outrageous of course so I rebooted the ship and all the weapon systems deactivated.

Then privately one of my people mentioned that the enviro-systems were off too and that the engines were dying as well. 

The ship was shutting down and none of us had commanded it to do so, so as I lay here tonight in my bed I have to consider my next options carefully.

Six people have mysteriously died on my ship and I have privately (not using ship communication) sent a distress call to all loyal Empire forces in the nearby area. I don’t know if they will reach me in time but I doubt it.

Right now though, I just need a little sleep and hopefully I can approach this problem with fresh eyes in the morning.

But as I fall asleep I realised I feel like something is watching me in my bed and I fall asleep to the gentle sound of a claw tapping on my metal door.

Something is outside.

***
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—1 Day Until Final Recording—

Forty murders last night.

That’s it. I cannot continue to risk the safety of my crew anymore so today was a chaotic day filled with mass searches, shootings and chaos as everything searched the entire ship for any sign of a creature that could do such a foul thing.

We didn’t find anything of course but every single crew member, soldier and fighting specialist I send to the lower desks, they all died.

So that’s easily another five hundred dead.

I cannot keep living like this and even now as I try to get an early night, all I can hear is the agonising screams of my fellow men and women as something happens to them.

Earlier on I tried to get the ship to do something as simple as call out for aid again and again but the ship refused and it even send me a private message saying Long Live The Hydra and that really scared me.

The Hydra Legion were another traitor legion of foul superhumans but we hadn’t fought the Hydra Legion for
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