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Thick choking aromas of smoke, charred flesh and boiling blood filled Captain Henry Oblong’s senses as his eyes slowly flickered open. He had no idea where he was, how he had gotten here or what was actually happening.

All he could do was focus on the terrible, ugly, awful smell that seemed to fill the air like the evil cousin of oxygen was trying to replace it. Henry coughed and he just wanted to be okay. He hated the foul taste of charred flesh that formed on his tongue.

Henry didn’t want to be on some strange alien world. He wanted to be protecting humanity, saving people’s lives and just helping to make sure humanity lasted one day at a time in this cold deadly galaxy.

He slowly tried to move his hands side to side to feel what he was on or at least touching, he was surprised by the sheer icy coldness of the sandy ground beneath him. He realised he was on his back, winded and he was struggling to breathe.

Henry really tried to remember why the hell he was here. He was an Imperial soldier he knew that, he had enlisted when he was 16 to make sure that humanity was protected against the traitors, aliens and the so-called magic that certain alien races were corrupted by.

Henry had no idea at all why he was on his back on a planet filled with such an awful atmosphere. It was so disgusting that he actually wanted to be sick but real soldiers do not vomit. That was the golden rule of the Imperium.

After a few more seconds of choking and struggling to breathe, Henry forced himself up and he really focused on his surroundings.

He was surprised that there was nothing around him except the burning, crackling and popping wreckage of bright a white pod that he had been travelling in. Henry was meant to meet up with a massive Imperial fleet that was gathering in the area to scourge the aliens off these worlds.

As much as Henry wanted to go over to the pod, he sadly knew there was nothing he could do now. The pod was destroyed and Henry guessed it was hardly natural for an Imperial pod to get blown out the sky. It was probably shot, bombed or maybe some foul magic had forced it to land.

Henry hated aliens and he was going to kill them all in the end.

Henry forced his attention away from the pod and hated the sheer thickness of the black smoke that swirled, twirled and whirled around him. It didn’t seem natural because there wasn’t any wind, there were no forces at play here to explain what he was seeing and Henry didn’t like how he felt like he was being watched.

The coldness of the air made him shiver and Henry realised that unless he made it to shelter or something soon. He was going to die and then humanity had one less soldier to defend itself with. Something he absolutely couldn’t allow.

Henry forced himself to take a step forward then another then another.

Henry felt like he was swimming through pea soup or something just as harsh, cold and evil. He had thankfully heard and studied and killed more magical aliens, Keres, than he cared to think about but this wasn’t their style.

The Keres were a dying out alien race that were weak, pathetic and evil down to their very core. Yet their pathetic-ness made them cowards at heart so they were all about ambushing and this wasn’t ambushing.

Henry could have sworn he saw shadows and figures move in the darkness of the smoke but as soon as he blinked they were gone. The smoke burnt his eyes and caused water to stream down his face this was a nightmare and he hated every single minute of it.

He felt around for his gun, knife and pistol that he always carried on his waist but they were gone. Henry swore under his breath as he forced himself to continue.

If the enemy had shot him down then there was no telling what he was dealing with so the only ally he had here was higher ground so he could hopefully get out of this damn smoke.

Then he took a step that changed everything.

Henry stepped forward and jerked himself as he no longer felt sand under his feet but something hard and shiny and awful as he found himself in a brand-new black crystal chamber.

He had no clue what had just happened but this was bad. The chamber was large made from shiny black crystal that pulsed with blood red energy and Henry felt like he was meant to touch it.

He knew that would be a bad idea if there ever was one.

The air stunk of charred flesh, ash and death as Henry paced around hoping for a way out of the chamber but there wasn’t one.

The domed ceiling made from shiny black crystal was even brighter with blood red energy than the sides, and Henry really wanted to escape. 

The crystal walls of the prison hummed, vibrated and banged. Henry broke into a fighting stance and then he swore the foul aliens that he had never thought he would see behind this most unholy act against humanity.

Out of the crystal walls a single very tall and scarily thin humanoid female stepped out. Blood red energy glowed on her pale white skin and face and body where veins and arties should have been.

Henry just focused on the female’s pointy, sharp face that he was fairly sure could be used as a weapon in its own right. She was a Keres but definitely not one of the aliens he had seen before.

The female swirled her hand and red magical energy made the air crackle as she smiled.

“Captain Henry,” the female said, her human tongue harsh, unrefined and just plain awful.

Henry wanted to kill her there and then. All the foul Keres knew that under the Treaty of Defeat attacking humanity was the worst possible crime, punishable by extermination. 

Of course humanity was allowed to kill the Keres as they pleased but if the Keres were less bestial then they might have won the war instead of being defeated like the pathetic creatures they were.

“I was excited to meet such a kill like yourself,” the female said her voice becoming more and more of an echo. “I had wondered by the glory of Geneitor would make our paths cross,” 

Henry just rolled his eyes. It was beyond pathetic of the Keres to believe in their flawed and unholy mythology about how a God called Geneitor had created death and sought to kill all life but the Mother of Creation Genetrix sought to protect it.

“Release me demon,” Henry said. “Your race is breaking the law and I will burn you for it,”

The female smiled. “Then my species does not have much of an incentive to do that, does it? And I have much more important uses for you in the services of Geneitor,”

“I will never turn, I will never reveal secrets and I will always protect humanity,” 

The female laughed. “Every single human says that when I capture them but they always turn,”

“I am not a normal human,” Henry said. “I am a soldier, a hero of humanity and I am a killer of the Keres,”

The female shivered in pleasure and Henry wanted to be sick. 

“His Lordship is grateful for the souls of the murdered so thank you. They keep him powerful, stirring and strong enough to one day return to this dying galaxy so he can complete what the foul Mother stopped him from doing,” she said.

Henry shook his head.

He charged.

The female clicked her fingers and Henry froze. He tried to fight, scream, kick. He couldn’t do anything.

“Humans are always so inelegant and you haven’t asked me who I am,” the female said. “My name is The Corrupter, a champion of Geneitor and it is my job to corrupt the souls of Keres and humans alike so they may serve him even in death,”

Henry laughed. He had never heard of such rubbish in all his life.

“Let us take a little trip around my encampment,” 

Before Henry could ever think about protesting, choking blood red smoke engulfed him and he felt the world fall away from him.
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Henry was hardly impressed with the stupid Corrupter as he found himself alone standing in the middle of a massive group of skin-crafted tents with a roaring, crackling fire in the middle. 

He had to admit that tents were domed, ugly and Henry realised he didn’t need to have magic to know that they were crafted out of human skin, there was even some blood and muscle still attached to some sheets of skin flapping about in the coldness of the air.

He enjoyed the scents of flowers, jasmine and chilli in the air before it was leaving replaced with the foul scent of charred flesh that was so strong in the air he was almost choking. He hated the Keres.

The flames of the fire danced a little and a moment later the Corrupter appeared smiling at him in fiery form.

“It is amazing that you believe we are Keres, but we are Dark Keres, Fallen Keres or Shadow Walkers depending on what idiots you ask about us,” the Corrupter said.

“Why bring me here? Why not just kill me and let your false God feast on my soul?” Henry asked knowing that Geneitor was nothing more than a myth created by a dying alien race.

The Corrupter laughed. “Look around you Captain Henry,”

Henry nodded as he stared at the skin-crafted tents and how cold, unloved and isolated each of them looked. Then he saw long feral claws were reaching out of the tents.

“This is what I have had to do to save Keres race. Souls keep Geneitor alive long enough for his influence to spread but the Great War must be fought and the Keres race must be saved,”

“What are you talking about? Your race is an abomination that deserves to die,” Henry said.

Henry walked round to the other side of the fire and he was surprised that not a single
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