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I, David Victor, absolutely knew that humanity wasn’t the perfect species in the past. We were killers, brutal and sometimes just flat out monsters as we could so easily enslave each other. And before the glorious Emperor united us, we would happily slaughter entire civilisations for the mere fun of it.

But thankfully we had changed.

Well, after this particular incident, that’s a maybe. Now being a scientist, farmer and very sexy lover, I deal in very hard facts. I know how to grow certain crops, I could literally talk you to death about plant biology and I know that I’m an extremely good lover, well that’s according to my boyfriend but I don’t doubt him. 

This case leaves me questioning a lot but I suppose I really should start at the beginning, please forgive me for not doing that in the first place. This case... was just a little chaotic and even now I’m a little rattled.

You see I am not just any scientist in the Great Human Empire, I’m a scientist that works on Holy Earth itself. Sadly not in one of its many fine universities, medical centres or research centres that can make people famous throughout the entire Empire. But I work in a single skyscraper that I fully believe transformed humankind for the better.

Since I was currently leaning against the perfectly warm glass railing on my glass balcony at the very top of my skyscraper, that was nicknamed the glass dagger by workers because it was an immense structure made completely of ecologically friendly glass with microscopic solar panels embedded into the glass fibres so the entire skyscraper in the shape of a dagger rising out of the ground was 100% self-efficient.

I loved leaning against my glass railings in the morning because I really loved staring down at all the immense floors below me since there was a hole in the middle of each floor that allowed me to look tens of kilometres below to the very bottom of the skyscraper.

And thanks to my amazing boyfriend, Pedro, buying me a single cybernetic eye last Emperor’s Day, I had the enhanced vision to actually see the bottom.

Each floor was an amazing feat of engineering if I do say so myself because it’s easily the size of some Old Earth cities like a strange place called London or New York, at least I think those were real places, the historical records are vague on those savage cities. 

Anyway, each floor is like an immense canvas for me to decide what the hell I want to grow, develop and create on.

For example, the floor directly below me was an entire floor dedicated to growing wheat. I seriously love walking through the endlessly yellow wheat fields that feel so soft against my bare legs and feet as the wheat gently blows in an artificial wind.

It is a very beautiful sight that I do treasure.

Then about halfway down the skyscraper, there’s a meat lab, where me and my scientists literally grow 100% tasty, rich and juicy meat out of molecules. All without the environmental damage that the real cows do and this method is definitely a lot less smelly. Exactly how I like it.

But I definitely save the best level for all the visitors and officials that pop in to inspect my building and the workers when they first come in in the morning. Because the ground floor of the building is dedicated to sea creatures.

Most mornings my amazing workers can see dolphins, humpback whales and prawns popping out of the water to welcome them into the building. I did say this place was massive mind you. And a lot of inspectors have said that seriously makes a delightful first impression.

Exactly what I want to hear.

Yet I would say the only floor of the building that is remotely “normal” is my floor, the very top floor of the entire building. I turned around and just smiled as my perfectly plain glass floor filled with offices, hovering grey desks and green holographic computers that numbers of workers were working at.

But I have to admit my sexy boyfriend was definitely looking a lot more worried than he normally did.

Pedro had to be the most beautiful man I had ever met all those hundreds of years ago, and thanks to the advance rejuvenation treatments we buy each other we don’t look a day over thirty, with his smooth sexy brown skin, gorgeous dark golden eyes and his strong manly jawline that made him look like a god in human form.

And he really was my god.

But as he sat at his hovering grey desk in his own corner office filled with holographic artwork, real clay vase and some more things I could only lovingly describe as utter shit, he looked to be having a very heated argument with someone on his holographic computer.

Now as his boyfriend and his boss, I was naturally conflicted. Because it was clearly work related judging by the pulsing vein out of his neck and he was clearly annoyed, meaning if I did go in then he was going to moan at me.

As a boyfriend I could live with that, as a boss I couldn’t really.

For a moment I focused through Pedro’s office window on a bright blue blade-like space shuttle that was slowly zooming off into the distance but then Pedro ended the call.

And he just folded his arms and I knew it was bad.

As much as I knew not to do it I went over to his office and I didn’t even knock and I didn’t stop until I was a metre from him.

He just glared at me, probably trying to decide if he should complain to me, or talk to me as a boyfriend or boss or even both. We had come up with some of our best bedroom games when we had combined the two roles, but I sadly realised now wasn’t the time.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, knowing someone had to break the silence between us. 

Pedro glared at me and I felt like he was burrowing into my soul. “The Head of Security called me. We have a body found in the wheat fields,”

My mouth dropped. What the hell? How the hell did that happen? More importantly who the hell died?

Pedro stood up and went over to the window. “That was my reaction at first but we have larger problems,”

Now I realise how bad that sounded, and I had to catch myself when I started judging Pedro for believing there could actually be larger problems than having a dead body in the building, but then I realised that some of his other jobs for me was media management, making sure the Empire didn’t shut us down and making sure our trade routes stayed open.

I didn’t like a single one of those things changing.

“Someone has already alerted the Arbiters and they already have someone on-site,” Pedro said.

“Shit,” I said.

Now just in case you are an Empire supporter, please know I actually don’t have anything against the Arbiters per se or anything about them. The Arbiters are great people, able to investigate crimes, convict and kill a criminal on site if needed, so they are basically laws onto themselves.

But to actually have someone like that in your building, poking their nose around your staff and crops. That is very scary, dangerous and that Arbiter could kill me very easily.

But worst, kill the beautiful man I love even quicker.

“Has the Arbiter found anything yet?” I asked.

Pedro smiled. “No, but babe, I sort of need to tell you something,”

I folded my arms. This so wasn’t the time to find out my boyfriend had been keeping something from me.

“It was sort of me who called them and I didn’t exactly call them only. I also called a very old friend because of the body,”

I really folded my arms and focused on Pedro’s holographic computer that I was now only realising had the images of the dead body on.

I had no idea if it was a man or woman or alien at this point because someone or something had seriously slashed up the victim.

In fact judging by these images I doubt a person had done this at all. Those slash marks were way too deep.

“You didn’t call Matty Laura did you?” I asked.

“I love you?” Pedro said but it sounded like a question.

Matty Laura wasn’t exactly a man I liked, trusted or even respected very much because he was an Inquisitor. A member of the top-secret organisation of the Inquisition that acted as the Empire’s most secret and powerful policing force. A single Inquisitor had the power to burn entire sectors, kill billions of people and do whatever the fuck they wanted.

So the fact that my beautiful boyfriend had called him and actually had the bullocks to do it, meant one of two things.

One, my boyfriend was very stupid and we definitely weren’t going to have sex for quite a while.

Two, my boyfriend was extremely clever and he recognised we were dealing with something so dangerous and deadly and horrific that only an Inquisitor could help us.

Whatever it was I just knew we were in deep deep shit and I had absolutely no idea how to get us out of it.
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The moment I went into the wheat fields floor, that was an amazing sight of endless kilometres of tall beautiful wheat blowing in the artificially warm wind with a bright artificial orange sun in the ceiling, I just knew that something was awfully wrong besides from the dead body that is.

I continued to walk through the wheat field, and I seriously savoured the wonderful feeling of the wheat brushing my trousers, tickling my hand as I reached out and brushed my fingers over the top of the crops, and I really enjoyed the soft warm breeze on my cheeks. That was something people on Earth didn’t get to fill anymore.

I was so lucky.

But something had to be dangerously wrong because everything was slightly out. The bright orange of the wheat fields was wrong because at this time of the day it should have been more of a sunset colour, not bright and fiery. Even the air smelt wrong with hints of burnt ozone, fertilizer and the metal tang of vapourised blood forming on my tongue.

That shouldn’t have happened at all.

After a few more moments of walking through the beautiful wheat fields, I heard Pedro run up behind me and then slow to a walk when we both noticed a very tall man in thick black body armour standing in the distance.

We went over to him knowing that he was Pedro’s old friend Matty Laura, and an Inquisitor of the Emperor’s Holy Inquisition.

I forced myself to go over to him as I felt my heart pound in my chest, my blood ran icy cold and my knees turned wobbly. And believe me, this was not an overaction to meeting an Inquisitor in the slightest.

When we went over to him as much as I wanted to focus on Matty, my eyes were immediately drawn to the disgusting corpse that laid at my feet.

The sheer smell of the corpse was overwhelming. I had never smelt a dead body before but it was so disgusting and I knew the smell would cling to me sadly.

“What do you see?” Matty asked.

I stayed silent as I focused on the ripped up shred corpse. The body had immensely deep and thick claw marks that slashed into the flesh.

All the internal organs
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