Engine 9

The cleansing operation on Rellar had been a routine massacre of poorly armed civvies devoted to the dark gods - at first. Then the ship arrived. With it came a warband of Chaos-tainted ex-Imperial Guardsmen, Beastmen and extra weaponry. The tide turned, and trench warfare ensued. After the forces of evil won back half the ground they had lost, a stalemate had lasted nearly half a week. But something was bound to give.....

Jarrat Torvan breathed heavily. Sweat was dripping from his helmet and tickling his forehead, but the guardsman of the New Arralorn's fifth wasn't going to take his hands off his lasgun for a second. The cultist-stroke-chaos guard could charge at any second. He held the weapon, white-knuckled, partly because of the fear of the attack, partly through the thrill that 'kill or be killed' sent through his veins. The commissar was shouting something, Torvan didn't hear what, he had heard it all before. He just watched the smoky horizon. His patience was rewarded. It was quiet at first, but swiftly the distant shout rose into a roar like a warship's engines kicking into motion. A wave of ragtag, shaven-headed cultists seethed over the top, bearing down at them with knives and clubs. The laughable onslaught charged towards them, about five rows of them. Lieutenants relayed the orders to have their heavy and long range weapons stand down and make room for more lasguns. No point in wasting important ammo on evil city-dwellers with pointed sticks. Taking an early aim, Torvan awaited the order to fire. Waited....

As they breached range, the lasgun onslaught was unleashed. The front line screamed as they were torn to shreds. Then, to Torvan and every other guardsman's shock, this silly waste of life revealed itself to be a work of genius. The second row of cultists instantly grabbed their dead allies, and held them in front as human body shields. Those cultists who were hidden from the third row and back revealed they did not have mere hand weapons, they had grenade launchers. The gunners shielded, the wave moved on - and even as it did, the next wave emerged from the enemy trenches, this time they were armoured guardsmen.

Horrified cries of realisation were heard all along the Imperial Guard's trench. The heavy weapons were hustled into action, but it was too late, and the launcher-toting cultists had made good ground. Explosions tore into the Imperial trenches, bodies were sent hurtling in various directions and in multiple pieces. The well trained guardsmen blew large chunks in the oncoming wave, but swiftly they reached the front line and swarmed into the trenches. Torvan could hardly make anything out over the noise of the screaming all around him. The only hand weapon he was armed with was a combat knife, and he held his lasgun clumsily in one hand to produce it. He didn't worry about the single-handed control of his lasgun, accuracy wasn't essential in a five foot wide trench.

“FALL BACK!” was the resounding cry from nearby sergeants. Torvan's squad was lucky that it was to the left of the main trench invaders, but others were less lucky, trapped in the midst of a seething mass of crazed devotees to the gods of evil. Another small band of cultists dived over the edge, closer to Torvan. He and one other, Rivan were nearest. Torvan fired wildly, he hit cultists and maybe even some of his own - but with the tainted soldiers closing on them, it was possibly better for them this way. Body after body fell, but it was kill or be killed, and Torvan wasn't intending to be killed anytime soon. The guardsmen fell further and further back, the enemy held at a distance from Rivan's - and mainly Torvan's onslaught. From behind them, others hurled frag grenades into the teeming enemy. Despite their ingenious assault plan, they hadn't thought about how dangerously overcrowded it would become in the trench.

The guardsmen evacuated and retreated into the city behind them. The enemy took the trenches on their doorstep, but for now, the battle was silenced.

“Emperor's teeth, Torvan!” Rivan said as he collapsed in an exhausted heap. “You were on fire back there.” Green squadron was stationed in an abandoned skyscraper, not on the front line, but near enough to be used when fighting starts. Torvan didn't answer, he just stared into space. He had yet again been faced with death, and he served his rule of kill or be killed. Or was it just that? Was that motto the only reason he was... 'on fire'?

“Jarrat?” The voice of his younger brother, Errun, snapped him back into reality. “That was a close one, huh? Soller didn't make it.” the rest of the squad lowered their moods a little in remembrance of a lost comrade, though Torvan was a little surprised. Soller had always been a good fighter, and he didn't expect that soldier to die. He was also a little surprised at himself for not feeling as low as the others. Torvan narrowed it down to the after-battle adrenaline still pumping his blood. He felt like he could have continued fighting for another hour or more. Rivan was right, he was on fire - his blood certainly was back in the trenches. Torvan shook the morbid thoughts out of his head. “He'll be greatly missed,” he finally said.

“May the Emperor guard his soul.” Rivan added. Torvan almost sighed. The Emperor should be protecting those still alive. On Earth, and many years ago he was a god. A mere shell of a being was no idol, and being a long way from Earth, his fellow guardsman's request for blessing seemed hollow to Torvan.

He remembered when he and his brother were enlisted, they had sworn with thousands more that he would dedicate his life to furthering the name of the Emperor. Now, two years later, he had seen so much death, so much war. Women, children. What glory had the emperor amidst such inaction and slaughter. If he was so powerful, why allow such atrocities.

Stop thinking this way! Torvan almost said out loud. He let out a deep sigh of frustration and settled down to try and get some sleep. He knew he wouldn't get much.

And he couldn't have been more right. An explosion awoke him, and for a brief moment, Torvan didn't realise his eyes were open it was so dark. A click and a guardsman flicked on his helmet torch. His comrades did likewise. Gunfire and shouting could be heard from outside, and green squadron rushed to join the skirmish. And a skirmish it was. A handful of chaos guardsmen were firing on their more loyal opponents from a safehold in one of the large office buildings. It was a small group, but the Imperial Guard couldn't move any of their tanks from the perimeter, or the forces of chaos would have an easy route into the city. Rushing towards their lieutenant, Torvan realised how they had entered into the city. One of the command squad's guardsmen was slamming the side of a motion tracker. All his communicator received was a static hiss. The forces of chaos were jamming their frequencies and must have somehow sneaked past under cover of darkness.

“Green squadron, there is an entrance around the back,” the Lieutenant stated, “Flush out and exterminate the rats.” Sergeant Kellar and their squad were already moving.

Torvan hadn't anticipated quite how maze-like the old hotel was. They had encountered a couple of soldiers, but whatever frequency jammer they were using, it also affected their own com-systems as no more of the enemy came to their aid. The squadron were closing on the sound of gunfire, but above that, they heard the sound of screaming. A child screaming.

“Torvan brothers,” Kellar ordered “Check it out.”

Jarrat and Errun raced off towards the disturbance. Jarrat Torvan wasn't surprised by the reality. Many civilians didn't turn to chaos and hid in the city where they could, ending up unintentionally in the middle of a war. As they ran, they heard another yell, a woman's, that was silenced by a gunshot. Jarrat was far ahead of his brother now, and he kicked the door to a suite off its hinges. A shocked guardsman aiming out of the window began to turn, but Torvan planted a lasgun shot through the man's shoulder. He screamed, stumbling towards the window, and a shot from outside turned the man's skull into a crater. This was the first two seconds. Entering the third, Torvan swung ninety degrees to fire at the enemy guardsman to his left, cutting him down with a shot that tore through his defaced flack armour plating. Stepping into the room, he saw a door to the left, and one to the right that was opening. He raised his weapon and fired through the half open door. There was a yelp of pain and a guardsman staggered through to be finished off by a second shot. He was closer to the other door now, and kicked it in. Three figures were inside. The adrenaline of the fight coursing through his blood like a drug, he wasn't aware of his own screaming as he fired once, mushing the enemy guardsman's face and killing him instantly. The second reeled a snapshot off, but missed only to have a lasgun shot incapacitate his arm. A noise from behind him made him swivel, and he reeled off a shot at the enemy soldier behind him, a quick shot, but an accurate and fatal shot nonetheless. Torvan turned again, firing on the injured soldier and ending his life. Turning a little he raised his gun to fire on the room's third occupant- a child. It would have been so easy to kill. So easy to stop the child's infernal crying, but no. He breathed out most of his lungs to try and relax himself. Torvan stood motionless, staring down the sights at the child that cowered over the dead body of his mother. So easy.....

“Jarrat?” Errun said, only to have his brother reflexively turn the gun on him. “Woah! It's OK.” Jarrat Torvan lowered his weapon nervously. “What the hell was that?”

Jarrat wiped sweat from his brow, trying to comprehend how close he had come to killing an innocent child. Part of it was a reflex action of a man in battle, but another part..... With a disgusted sound, Torvan shook the thoughts out of his mind.

“Well done, boys.” Sergeant Kellar commended them, the small force dealt with.

“Does this mean we actually get some shuteye now, sarge?” Rivan asked as they sat back down in their building.

“We can try, private, but I wouldn't count on it.”

The soldiers sat around joking, but Torvan stared blankly into space. His brother was laughing with the others, but spared nervous glances in Jarrat's direction. Eventually, they settled down for another short sleep.

And a short sleep it was. A few hours later, the warning alarms were sounded again. This time, however, it was no mere handful of infiltrators, a major assault had begun. Gearing up and heading outside, the troops were informed of the situation. Somehow, the enemy had got in through the sewers. The major guess being that the guardsmen took out a squad of the troops defending the sewers and exchanged their defaced armour with that of the Imperials. The impostors then allowed the army of Beastmen and tainted guardsmen to swarm into the streets- not only a chaos assault, but causing chaos amongst the forces inside the city. The Imperial guard were caught completely by surprise. Beastmen charged around, hacking into as many soldiers as possible before being gunned down. The war had made the transition from trench to street warfare.

As Torvan and the green squadron moved through the grey and rubble lined streets, he heard a distant rumble. Soon enough, a Lemann Russ thundered past them. They had pulled the tanks from their defence position, and the operation leader had made the biggest mistake of his life. Standing on a pile of rubble, Torvan looked back towards the trenches outside the city. Unsurprisingly, a wave of cultists were swarming towards them.

“FOOLS!!” Torvan cried in anguish. Then he was fighting. A small pack of Beastmen had charged into view, and the private took out his despairing rage at his command structure on the servants of Chaos. Body after body fell, Torvan picturing the officers who had failed him and his friends instead of the bestial monsters before him. He had often felt puzzled by the actions of his superiors, but had always remained silent, believing their actions in the best interests overall of the Imperial Guard. Until now. It was their fault that the sewers were so poorly guarded, and their fault the city was now under attack from both outside and from within. Armed cultists now became ten times as deadly as they fought in their home streets, their superior knowledge of the area overshadowing the training of the guardsmen.

Why was he even here? Torvan asked himself as he encaved a hound-faced humanoid's skull with the butt of his lasgun. He had been reeled in by the delusions of grandeur the Imperial Guard had offered. Now he was their slave, to do their bidding. You should be your own master...... SHUT UP! Torvan thought, wishing dearly to silence the voice that was putting these thoughts into his mind. He had no time to dwell on the grand letdown that was the armed forces. But still..... why serve such a feeble system. Look at the battle around you, Torvan. Who is winning?

Around him, Imperial soldiers ran about in a daze. For a force that relied on taking cover and holding ground until the enemy ran out of ammo, the Fifth was floundering. Nowhere was safe. White robed cultists ran in frenzied charges into the lines, Beastmen followed, bellowing out horrific moans. Chaotic Guardsmen fired from cover in and out of buildings, and now there were other shapes amongst the sea of fighting. Large red-skinned creatures. Some ran on all fours, hideous parodies of dogs. Gunfire seemed to bounce off their hides as they leapt upon anyone in their path - their side or not - and tore them limb from limb with ease. Other visions of terror walked on two legs, swinging viciously sharp blades that cut through armour like it was made of butter. Demons. The frenzy of battle had summoned the demons of the God of blood and war from their plain. The battle was truly lost, but that wasn't going to stop Torvan. With renewed rage, he leapt out of the squad formation to fire at the enemy. The sergeant called him back, but why listen to him, he was as foolish as the officers.

Ducking into an alleyway, Torvan kicked the wall as hard as he could. What was he doing? Was his impending death making him panic? No, it was the need to fight, to kill. No, no it wasn't - “GET OUT OF MY HEAD!” Torvan screamed aloud, tears rolling down his cheeks. Abruptly, the sound of war seemed to die away. Looking up, Jarrat saw his younger brother. He was staring with concern at his frustrated sibling.

“Jarrat,” Errun said nervously “What's wrong with you?”

“I don't know...” was his weak reply.

“You've been acting weird the whole last few days,”

“What are you implying?” Torvan snapped, or was that just a thought?

“Come on, Jarrat,” obviously not “The guys needs us. We need to bring the emperor to these freaks.”

“WE NEED TO BRING SOME SENSE TO THE EMPEROR!” He roared abruptly.

Errun looked at his older brother with real fear now. “What?”

Kill him. No. Torvan senior let out a loud sob, he was losing his mind.

“Jarrat?”

“Get away from me.” The voice was low and menacing. Torvan didn't want to kill his brother, but didn't know what he would do next. “GET AWAY!” Errun was reluctantly about to move when he saw a Beastman charging up from behind his brother. But Torvan didn't see that, he saw Errun pulling a gun on him. Jarrat's shot tore through Errun's chest, at such close range his flack armour was useless.

“No.” Torvan whimpered as his brother died, then his unearthly reflexes made him swivel. The Beastman was inches away, and Torvan brought the butt of the gun crunching into the freak's goat jaw, hurling yellow teeth everywhere. It lost its balance, and that gave him the chance to bring the barrel painfully into the beast's eye, crushing it. Spinning three-sixty like lightning, the handle connected with the Beastman's skull, throwing it to the floor. Torvan almost thought he heard it plead for its life as he put the barrel to the back of its head and pulled the trigger. The whole concept seemed quite amusing. Torvan turned to his brother's corpse. He deserved to die. Or.... no. Torvan fell crying to his knees and cradled his kid brother. He had murdered his own family. His ear twitched as a new enemy approached. Standing up with both his own and Errun's weapon, Torvan blew two holes in the Chaos Guardsman. Exept he wasn't a Chaos Guardsman- he was sergeant Kellar.

Striding from the alleyway, Torvan fired on all beings in his path. This was what war was all about. Surviving, and if that meant being the last man standing, so be it. Kill or be killed, but mainly kill. He wished the voice in his head would silence, but it was constant now, and he let out manic laughter as his foes fell before him. A wound in his leg only made him laugh more. Good. Good, Torvan. Continue to please me in this way and you will go forever. Slaughter like this and you will never die.

“Never die.” he snarled aloud. But it didn't sound like his voice. though it was him, the new him. Staring up at the building that housed the imbeciles that allowed the Imperial's defeat, Torvan let out a bellowing challenge in a language he didn't realise he knew. Kicking the door down and dropping the two guards in his path, Torvan realised that he had never heard the language before, but he just 'knew' it. Other enemy troops were infiltrating the building now, but it didn't matter, they spilled blood just as well as those dedicated to the emperor. The only being he didn't fire upon was the horrific demon that approached him. A few days ago, faced with such a vision, Torvan probably would have cowered like a child. Now its menacing appearance was awe inspiring, and he laughed heartily as it stood before him and gave him a twisted parody of the Imperial guard salute before leaving the building. A voice inside him called for him to stop. Begged him not to kill and to allow be able to control the body he once owned. But that voice was barely a whisper now. Only one voice dominated him as he ascended the stairs: “Kill or be killed.”

“What is it, Major?” General Corban asked impatiently from behind his paperwork.

“It is about Rellar, sir.” The major licked his lips nervously. “Something very odd.”

“The area is secure?”

“Yes sir, but....” he paused. “After the reinforcements arrived, they set about cleansing the major cities, but in the capital, where the New Arralorn's fifth were stationed.”

“Yes,” Corban said with an irritated tone “There were only a handful of survivors.”

“Yes, sir. But one of them reported that the heavy casualties that both sides received were not dealt out by each other.”

“No?” the general was beginning to get interested and put his datapad down.

“A severely wounded private from Blue company, Green squadron. A private Rivan stated that most of the casualties were dealt out by one man.”

“One man?”

“A member of his own squad, a private Jarrat Torvan.”

“But this traitor's body has been discovered by now?” The general was struggling to hold down the feeling of shock.

“I'm afraid not sir,” the major sighed. “We are yet to find him. Now the enemy jamming signal has been shut down, we sent out a search on all the biotransmitters. Private Torvan's was not found.”

“No matter,” Corban said, looking to his datacard again “The situation on Rellar has been cleansed. He must be dead by now.”

“But sir, if he is not. A champion of chaos such as this could gain a heavy following.”

“Yes major,” there was an obvious streak of fear in the officers voice. “That's what I'm afraid of.

