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As an Empire Intelligence Officer, I’ve heard a lot of weird things in my service to the Emperor and the Great Human Empire. I’ve heard of aliens with wings that walk everywhere, I’ve heard of upside-down worlds where it rains upwards, and I have heard of planets run by humanoid babies.

I’ve heard a lot of weird stuff in my time, but this just might be the weirdest in my career, let alone the history of the Empire Intelligence Bureau. 

Or even the Inquisition. 

As I, Hailey Knight, went down a long, narrow black corridor made up of thousands of constantly shifting metal plates the size of fingernails, I couldn’t help but hiss as my stomach churned at the news my aide had delivered. We had a prisoner who reported they could confirm that Terra was real.

And that Terra was not a reference for Earth.

The corridor was choking and overwhelming with its horrible aroma of blood, burnt flesh and burnt hair that lingered on my long black trench coat like its life depended on it. It was why I never came down to these lonely levels, that I left to interrogators and lessers.

Now I was probably going to have to burn my trench coat. A shame considering my Mum gave it to me before I killed her for heresy.

I continued down the corridor and the long thin white line of lights above me flickered, popped and banged. The entire corridor was sadly groaning as if I was so heavy I was actually straining the metal structure. 

Please believe me when I say this isn’t true, it’s all part of the psychological warfare we wage against our prisoners. We play them scary sounds, we make the floor levels vibrate and we even make the prisoner believe there are starving cyber-hounds outside just waiting to break in and eat them.

We naturally do all of this after we give them a nice little injection to increase the sensitivity of the nerve endings, make the fear responses a little more extreme and something to make their heart pound in their chest. Of course some people die of a heart attack within their first day here or first hour, but they deserve it.

These are all criminals after all.

I turned a sharp right and started to go down an even longer and narrow black corridor with tens of thousands of constantly moving metallic plates. It was enough to make you sick and make your head spin but I was here with a purpose.

The aroma of dried metal clung to the air making the awful taste of iron form on my tongue. I normally only had that taste after fights or on the rare occasion my investigations took me to a war zone. I was hardly impressed I had the taste of iron in my mouth on Earth itself.

The Throneworld of the Empire and the birthcradle of humanity.

And now I had a prisoner saying that Terra was real. A fact that could rock the foundations of the entire Empire if that was true.

It’s a well-known fact that the Empire is at war with the superhuman traitors. 6 entire legions of superhuman warriors turned against the glorious light of the Emperor, and 3 remained loyal. The traitors followed the Lord of War wanting to enslave humanity and rule the Empire under his evil, iron grip.

I fight for the freedom of humanity.

The entire prison groaned even more and I could have sworn I heard the patting of metal feet behind me as if I was prey being stalked.

I placed a hand on the cold metal grip of my gun. I was not being prey in my own prison.

The problem with the superhuman traitors is that we aren’t really sure where their Throneworld is. We know the traitors have established their own Imperium, we know they rule over tens upon tens of worlds and we know the region of space.

We just have no idea where their Throneworld is. 

This prisoner claims to know that critical information.

About 60,000 years ago, a few years after the Civil War began and the Lord of War revealed his true self, we started hearing words and a single planet being referenced. We thought it was another name for Earth and the Emperor but over the next few thousand years we realised that was wrong.

Terra.

It was the same reference being said over and over again like it was the most holy and most important planet in existence.

Again we thought they were talking about us and Earth, but that was impossible. A few of us, like myself, believe that this isn’t Earth and the Inquisition in all their secrecy and shadows probably agreed with us. But the larger Empire does not.

It’s why I was demoted so many times.

But when an old friend of mine from the Empire Navy mentioned he picked up a prisoner referencing Terra, and said the prisoner was happy to speak to Empire Authorities. Well, I got interested and that brings me here.

I stopped in front of a massive churning, vibrating, popping mess of wall with all the black metal plates swirling. The entire metal structure groaned like the prison was about to collapse and I didn’t know if I was about to be deafened.

I raised my hand but then it all stopped.

“Intelligence Officer Hailey Knight accessing prisoner,” I said to the wall.

The metal plates all zoomed to the sides, I stepped inside and then the metal plates sealed me in with a deafening roar and laughter and giggle. 

“Who are you?” a man asked.

I ignored the man for a moment and focused on the type of cell my aide had authorised for the prisoner. It was a little nicer than I normally order for my prisoners. This cell was easily 2 metres by 2 metres with a cold metal shelf with a bed with rusty chains holding it to the wall.

There were no leaks, no drafts and no pillows. It was literally just an empty boxroom with only the metal shelf attached by chains to the wall. I would have preferred the man to have a leaky one, so maybe he could have battery acid, urine or even toxic chemicals dripping on him as he fell to sleep.

That always got the guilty talking and begging me for mercy. 

And sometimes I gave it to them with a bullet or I sent them half away across the galaxy to earn the Emperor’s forgiveness by dying on some forgettable world.

“I said who are you?” the man asked again.

I looked at him this time but I didn’t dare say anything. I wanted to make him uncomfortable, and he was hardly bad-looking. His grey prison jumpsuit was a little slashed up and stained with small blood droplets of blood, so clearly his jumpsuit hadn’t been washed before it was given to him.

His cruelly cut brown hair was sort of styled into a cute crewcut and it framed his handsome face perfectly. I could tell by his eyes that he was scared, concerned and he had no idea if he could trust me.

I liked that in a man.

“I am Intelligence Officer Hailey Knight of the Emperor’s Intelligence Bureau. You have exactly one shot to convince me of your information and then I, and I alone, will decide your fate,” I said.

“EBI,” the man said like he knew the name. “I always thought I would be questioned by the Inquisition,”

I forced myself not to take a step back and I noticed his strong, choking body odour and intoxicating manly musk for the first time. If what he said hadn’t scared me so much, I might have allowed myself to be a little aroused.

No normal person in the Empire, or traitors for that matter, actually knew or spoke about the Inquisition. They were a cold, calculating top-secret organisation that were laws upon themselves and had the power to burn entire worlds and trillions of people on a whim.

It was beyond strange this man wanted to talk to one of them.

Whoever this man was he was not a mere man like my old friend had made him out to be.

“Tell me your information,” I said with as much authority as I could.

“No, I will watch you panic, watch you get scared and watch you beg me for my information. I know you know that I am telling the truth,”

“You have not told me any truths so far,” I said glad I still had a hand on the cold grip of my gun.

“I can smell your fear little one,” the man said licking his lips. “You want to examine me, you are so desperate for my information that you didn’t bother checking the basics,”

I took a few steps away from him and as I realised there was something very wrong with his body odour and manly musk. I had had more than enough military boyfriends that loved to have sex after training. I knew exactly what manly musk smelt like and this musk was wrong.

It was artificial, chemical and it was almost like it was trying to hit every single pleasure cell in my brain. Like someone knew exactly what I loved and got me aroused and someone was targeting that part of me.

I whipped out my gun and trained it on his forehead.

I had to have missed something, anything. My old friend had contacted me, explained the situation and I had dispatched my aide to run the preliminaries. He had confirmed the prisoner and case was real and then...

I had broken protocol slightly by not dealing with a prisoner directly once the ship reached the docks. My old friend hadn’t used standard EBI procedures when transferring the prisoner and my aide had never really confirmed why this was classed as a low-level case.

This should have been an Alpha-Case with top-level security, interrogation and torture techniques. This prisoner should have received a lot more interest than it did, and I hadn’t figured it out until now because I was distracted writing up a report.

And I was too eager for a future promotion.

“Now you get it,” the man said.

The man started manically laughing. He laughed over
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