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Interrogator Hudson breathed in the cold bitter air, that made the taste of coffee form on his mouth, as he stopped on his normal nightly run. He always loved running at night, it was always refreshing, cold and it made him feel alive.

As he stopped he leant on the massive metal railings of the bridge that overlooked the even larger city below. Hudson smiled as he stared at its beauty, so many amazing towers and holograms rose up into the sky like daggers and shards to be marvelled.

But up here on the bridge, Hudson loved the perspective it gave him and all those little towers looked so small and impressive. 

Breathing in more of the cold bitter air, Hudson listened to the humming, spattering and popping of the flying cars that zoomed behind him, and he just leant there for a moment, savouring the normality of it all.

The sound of the cars was oddly comforting and it made such a difference from the exploding, screaming and gunshots of normal life, this was heaven.

Like always whenever Hudson got back from a mission with the Emperor’s Inquisition, that secret organisation of agents that protect the Great Human Empire from all sorts of horrors, Hudson had found it hard to readjust. But he managed.

Staring out over the city below, Hudson’s eyes narrowed on the lights of the flying cars and all the lights of different colours, heights and brightness as the city lived on in complete ignorance of what was happening across the stars.

Hudson partly envied them. He couldn’t imagine a life without knowing all the activities of the aliens, mutants and traitors as they tried to annihilate humanity through their various means. But Hudson loved the Empire, humanity and his job, sure it was hard at times, but he loved it anyway.

The cold wind blew gently past him as he leant there and he wrapped his leather jacket around himself, the sound of the flying cars getting muffled by the sound of the wind and Hudson looked forward to the moment where he couldn’t hear any manmade technology and if he closed his eyes he could just hear nature (or what classed as nature in the Empire).

But the wind died down and that moment never came.

Pushing himself off the cold metal railings, Hudson started to walk across the massive bridge, feeling the smooth textured tarmac beneath his feet and breathing in the smell and taste of bitter coffee, Hudson started to wonder when he could be off to next.

A part of him didn’t want to go anyway too soon, the last mission was bad enough. Fighting side by side with jungle fighters on a critical world against the traitors wasn’t Hudson’s idea of fun. Especially as it lasted for a year but they had won, survived and fought back the traitors long enough for Hudson’s Master to arrive.

Hudson smiled at that memory. His Master, Inquisitor Amy Fax, she was a wonderful, fierce woman and a force to be recon with, but she was fair and just and ultimately committed to ensuring humanity survived whatever the galaxy threw at it.

If he was straight, Hudson had no doubt he would have tried it with his Master. He had seen lots of other men try, it all ended badly, normally with a shot in the back of the head, but the men seemed happy... until they weren’t.

With the cold wind starting to blow stronger, Hudson quickened his pace and wished that his Master wasn’t going to call him anytime soon. Hudson had put his communicator in his back pocket just in case, but he hoped to the Emperor that it wouldn’t ring.

He hadn’t been planetside for a year or two, so he wanted a few days to enjoy it. 

He had no idea what he was going to do, maybe see the sites, eat real food (none of that paste stuff from the military) or see his friends.

Hudson smiled at that idea, as much as he loved to pretend he had a normal life when he wasn’t on a mission, he couldn’t. As far as the Empire was concerned he wasn’t real, he didn’t exist, he didn’t breathe. 

Some people thought that was extreme but Hudson liked it, there was something alluring about not existing, being a ghost in a sea of human worlds and it meant he was good at his job. 

No one can find your weaknesses if you don’t exist. 

Feeling the smooth texture under his feet change slightly, Hudson looked straight and started to see the lights of the space ports far in the distance as he neared the half way point of the bridge.

But Hudson still bit his lip as he remembered what happened on the last mission.

He didn’t even know he had a weakness until those damn traitors attacked an outpost when it was just him and another Interrogator. The traitors swarmed in, attacked and tried to kill them.

Hudson tried to shake the memories from his mind but he couldn’t. He remembered how the traitors almost killed him, the other Interrogator and almost cost the lives of the planet. 

Hudson took a deep breath of the bitter coffee scented air.

He was surprised he was still alive. He would have thought his Master would have him executed, but Hudson was still here, still fighting and still serving the Emperor. 

Hudson supposed his Master had forgiven him (or the equivalent of forgiveness for an Inquisitor) but he hadn’t forgiven himself. So many could have died that day, and he lost the love of his life he supposed.

Starting to jog across the bridge once again, Hudson smiled as he pushed all those thoughts away and looked forward to the next few days before another mission undoubtedly turned up.

His communicator beeped.

Hudson stopped, rolled his eyes and answered it.

“Interrogator Hudson!” a female voice shouted.

Hudson rolled his eyes as it was the demanding, authoritative and velvety smooth voice of his Master- Amy Fax. 

“Confirmed,” he said sticking to protocol. 

“The Agents of The Emperor don’t have time off. I need you to come in. There’s...”

Hudson’s eyes widened as he realised his Master’s voice sounded off. It sounded something strange, it sounded scared.

Hudson had no idea what in the Emperor’s name could scare an Inquisitor, they were fearless, they were steel, they were Gods. 

“Confirm location and time,” Hudson said.

A moment later his communicator beeped with coordinates. 

“Confirmed,” Hudson said.

He was about to cut the encrypted line when his Master said something. 

“There’s been a murder. It’s... it’s bad,”

She cut the line. 

As Hudson started to make his way to the coordinates, fear gripped him as this was the first ever time in his career he had heard an Inquisitor scared.

And Inquisitors only get scared over something apocalyptic.
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Interrogator Theodore looked around the corner, his eyes narrowing along the metal corridor of the space station high in orbit. 

Breathing in the disgusting smell of poorly recycled air and tasting harsh chemicals on his tongue, Theodore didn’t dare step forward. He listened to the sounds of the ship banging, humming and creaking as the station strained itself.

By this point Theodore knew his team from the planetary defence force would be attaching the bombs to the engines, he had to make sure he did his mission. 

With his eyes narrowing on the corridor ahead, Theodore soaked in the details of its smooth surface, flashing lights on the ceiling and grey colour.

Theodore gave a little grin when he was sure there were enemies nearby, at least his team had distracted them long enough. A part of him was concerned about them but against Inquisitor Amy Fax’s rules, he had given them personal shield generators. 

He hoped they’d survive to serve the Emperor again. 

Pushing those thoughts aside, Theodore noticed the space station become quieter with there being less banging and creeping. He knew the team were going quick and the station might go up at any moment. 

But he had to be patient.

Theodore hated how many stories from other soldiers and those within the Inquisition telling him a lack of patience is what caused a mission to fail.

His mission was simple. He had to wait until the station went silent, sneak into the command centre and capture the commander. 

Theodore didn’t know why but he always listened to his Master, especially after not punishing Interrogator Hudson after his failure. 

He took a deep breath of the poorly recycled air at that memory. He forced those memories away as Theodore still didn’t know how he felt about it all.

With the taste of harsh chemicals growing stronger in his mouth, Theodore smiled as he knew the station was about to go silent and his mission could begin. 

He knew the layout of the space station like the back of his hands so this was going to be easy, as long as the Commander didn’t know he was coming.

Theodore closed his eyes for a few seconds as he remembered the plans of the command centre. The ring of holographic computers on the outside, the central raised platform where the commander would be and the two gun turrets in the ceiling.

He needed to kill them all.

The space station went silent.

Theodore took out his small pistol, walked along the corridor and turned left. He came to a massive reinforced door that hadn’t been on the plans.

The plans clearly stated the door was weak and not reinforced, so Theodore smiled as he knew things were going to get interesting.

He tightened his purple scarf, banged on the door and listened to the quiet voices inside as they tried to understand who would be tapping on the door whilst the station was failing.

Theodore coughed as the smell got worse. 

He banged on the door again and he heard voices coming closer. Theodore was glad he packed a pistol, a gun and blade for the mission. He felt like he might need it.

Theodore took a few steps back, raised his gun and prepared himself.

The door opened.

Theodore saw little humans in their green armour walk out, completely unaware Theodore was there, then they looked up and their eyes widened.

Theodore fired.

Heads exploded.

He charged.

He kept firing.

Heads exploded.

Chests shattered.

Theodore kept moving.

He stormed the command centre.

Theodore fired at the computers.

They exploded.

Sparkes flew everywhere.

Theodore stormed in.

The gun turrets swirled. 

Theodore fired.

Exploding them.

Foes charging at him.

Knives smiling at him.

Theodore whipped out a second gun.

He fired.

Their corpses dropped.

Clapping filled the command centre as Theodore realised there was one person left standing in the sea of corpses all around him.

In the middle of the command centre on the raised platform was one of the most dangerous humans in the galaxy. Theodore still couldn’t believe how a genetically engineered superhuman of the Emperor could turn traitor.

The Emperor called these amazing soldiers his Angels of Death and Hope, but Theodore hated how these far humans had turned on the Empire and now sought to destroy it.

Theodore wanted to kill it, but he had his orders.

Staring at the superhuman on the platform, Theodore was disgusted by his charred armour, massive gun in his hand and black helmet covering his face.

It was all disgusting.

Theodore flew at him.

Theodore fired.

The bullets bounced.

Theodore cursed.

The Commander charged.

His fists flew.

Theodore ducked.

Jumping up.

Punching the Commander.

It didn’t do anything.

His hands hurt.

Theodore frowned.

The Commander swung around.

Raising his gun.

He fired.

Theodore jumped.

The bullet exploded.

Shards flew through the air.

Cutting Theodore’s leg.

He hissed.

Blood dripped across the floor.

The Commander charged.

Theodore rolled.

Not quickly enough.

The Commander grabbed him.

Throwing him against the wall.

Pinning him.

He pressed the cold gun against Theodore’s head.

Theodore smiled.

The station shook.

The Commander fell.

Theodore whipped out a blade. 

Slashing the Commander’s throat. 

The Commander moved.

He was still alive.

Theodore cursed.

Punching the Commander.

Theodore raised the blade again.

He bought it down.

Slicing the Commander’s head off.

Theodore swore under his breath as he realised he had just killed the person his Master wanted, but he looked at the central raised platform.

The space station shook again.

Theodore saw a small flashing light on the raised platform, he smiled at the thought of it being a dataslate and hopefully have information on it.

He walked over, picked up the dataslate and smiled at all the data it contained on the traitor operations. Theodore felt a wave of relief wash over him at the idea of at least semi-pleasing his Master.

With the station shaking more and more, Theodore knew he had to get out. He whipped out his communicator, checked his team escaped and when he saw they had he pressed a button, teleporting away.

But he had to get this information to his Master.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 3

[image: ]


Knowing an Inquisitor was scared didn’t make Interrogator Hudson calm as he walked into his Master’s large black office. He hadn’t been in here for years but it was still as foreboding as he remembered.

He looked at all the weapons and skulls that lined the black walls of the office, the desk and the chairs in the centre. Hudson knew that everything in the office was designed to scare whoever walked in.

As he walked further into the office, he smelt the sour tang of lemon incense burning in the ceiling, forming the taste of off-lemons on his tongue. 

Again Hudson knew everything was designed to put fear into whoever walked through the door.

A part of Hudson didn’t really understand why the office was like this all the time, if he was in charge he would have everything laid out as it was, but he could break out the smelly stuff when enemies turned up.

But Hudson wasn’t in charge and he had to follow his Master’s orders.

Listening to the slight hum of the office as he walked, Hudson was a bit surprised that the walls were so good at keeping out the banging, popping and spattering of the flying cars that zoomed outside.

Yet he didn’t expect anything less from an Inquisitor, Hudson wouldn’t be surprised if the entire office was rigged to blow at a moment’s notice. 

He really wished he hadn’t thought of that.

Maybe his Master wanted to blow him up for his failure on the last mission. Hudson’s eyes widened at that idea, he wouldn’t put it past his Master. Hell, he had seen her do it before to enemies and stupid military commanders. 

Forcing himself to focus on other things, as Hudson got closer to the desk, his eyes narrowed on the minimalism of it all. There were only a dataslate, a pistol and a blade on it.

Hudson didn’t know what concerned him more, the fact there were a gun and blade unattended, or the fact they were positioned so neatly on the desk, like how a doctor would arrange their instruments before a surgery.

Noticing the off-lemon scented air was growing colder and his breath started to form thick columns of vapour, Hudson turned around and saw his Master walk in.

It always felt like some kind of privilege to see Inquisitor Amy Fax in person. A chill ran up Hudson’s spine as he looked at her thick grey armour, large gun at her waist and her smooth youthful features.

Hudson knew she was easily sixty years old but the Inquisition had access to good treatment so he wasn’t surprised she looked so young. And it was a weapon in itself, Hudson smiled at the memories of seeing so many men underestimate her because of her beauty. That was their fatal flaw.

Amy nodded to Hudson and gestured for him to take a seat but he shook his head. He had also seen too many chairs that attached themselves to the victim before the interrogation began.

Normally he loved chairs like that because it held his victim perfectly still whilst he did the Emperor’s work on. But since he still didn’t know if his Master had forgiven him, he didn’t want to take any chances.

“Interrogator I am not mad at you,” Amy said, her voice cold, distant and authoritative. 

Hudson nodded. “Of course not Master. I-”

“You did what you had to do. I am pleased you and Interrogator Theodore are alive,”

Hudson cocked his head slightly, he thought she just complimented him. 

“Interrogator please, you know both of you are important to me. I would be... unhappy if anything happened to you both,”

Hudson smiled.

“Don’t let that go to your head. We have work to do,”

“Of course Master,”

Inquisitor Amy picked up the dataslate, swiped it and passed it to Hudson. His eyes widened when he saw reports of top-secret operations, traitor activity and murders within the system.

“What you are looking at is a recent snapshot of activity within the Vigilance System,” 

Hudson put down the dataslate. “This is normal Master, why did you sound... concerned,”

He didn’t have the balls to say she was scared. Hudson’s eyes narrowed as he saw Amy bit her lip.

“What do you know of Operation Vigilance?” 

“Something about a top-secret warship the Vigilance system is trialling for the wider Empire,”

Amy nodded and gestured for him to say more. He felt like it was a test.

“Um, its mission is to act as an invisible deterrent for the traitors that was swarming the nearby systems,” 

Amy smiled.

“The Vigilance system was believe to be the best choice because if this system falls then Sol isn’t too far away,” Hudson said.

“And who controls the ship?” 

Hudson shrugged. “It isn’t the Inquisition, I would know that, not the superhuman Angels of Death and Hope, I don’t know Master,”

Amy frowned. “It turns out that operation comes under the jurisdiction of the Empire Army,”

Hudson almost burst out laughing. He had no idea how that organisation could keep things secret, traitor and alien spies infected them like no tomorrow.

“Okay Master,” he said trying to hide his amusement. 

Amy smiled too. “I understand your amusement. Me and my follow Inquisitors were shocked,”

“What’s the concern Master?” 

Amy picked up the dataslate, swiped it again and showed Hudson a picture. His stomach churned as he saw the mutilated body of someone.

“The Warship Vigilance is armed with Extermination Class Weapons. It has the power to destroy worlds, systems and species,”

Hudson’s eyes widened as it all sunk in. Extermination class weapons were a rarity in the Empire, only the Emperor and the Inquisition had access to them, so the idea of the Empire Army using them was... concerning to say the least. 

“Master what
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