Engine 9

I am a murderer. I don’t know much any more, but of this I am certain. I know, I’m a soldiers. But soldiers kill - it’s war, not murder. Sitting in that chair I was oblivious to the world around me in an attempt to forget it, a psychological prayer that the world would forget me. Prayer ... no, not a prayer. Why bother with that now? I’ve betrayed my maker, there is little point in asking aid from something I no longer have faith in.

Years. For years I had honoured and obeyed the Emperor. Now there is nothing, nothing. It all started on Rellar; I lost it, lost it all - threw it away. All because I could only see faults in everything around me, but then that’s because the world around me is corrupt. But such a stand has made me a criminal. In reality, those men were wrong. Sending men to their deaths, pointless deaths, wasted. But to others, these men are called officers - gentlemen even. Now I must run. Killing again to get a ticket off the planet. Killing again to get another ticket on this space Transport out of the system. Is this how my life is to be forever? Running constantly.

Coward.

I am not a coward. No, this is the only way for me to have a normal life now. I have to get to the outer rim - as far away from the blind servants of the false Emperor as possible. I never realised how empty I feel now I have nothing to believe in. So empty.

‘And this Is Where the pilots fly us to our destination.’ The uniformed smile gleamed at the young boy. She then turned to the child’s father. ‘I’m sorry, sir. We don’t allow ‘droids in the cockpit.’

The father looked a little annoyed, but shrugged lightly. ‘You go in with the nice lady, Tommy. I’ll stay out here with George.’ He patted the two foot tall bin on wheels that was their service droid. The child smiled nervously and walked through the door with the stewardess, one hand holding hers, the other holding his Space Marine action Figure.

The captain smiled at the new arrival. A big man with a bristly beard and yellow teeth. ‘Hi, how are you? Ever been on the bridge of a spaceship before?’

Tommy walked through the room with a face full of awe.

‘Oh,’ The captain laughed, following the child’s glare to a human that sat plugged into the ship by numerous wires. ‘That’s our Navigator. He guides us through warpspace. At the moment we’re heading for Komikron4.’

‘I think Farric sounds like a better idea to me.’ Said an unexpected voice from behind them. They all turned to see the boy’s father at the door with a laser weapon in each hand.

The captain laughed nervously ‘No, I think Komicron4 sounds fine to me.’ he knew that there were four armed guards just a button-press away.

‘No it don’t fat boy.’ said the sweet little boy’s voice. He was standing next to the navigator, pointing his space marine at his neck. Though it now revealed itself to be a small firearm.

‘Hi.’ said the father with an evil grin. ‘I’m Lazerus Tobin, and I’ll be your hijacker for this evening.’

I am tired. I don’t remember the last time I slept, but then I also don’t know the last time I was properly awake. It’s a strange feeling, a kind of numbing sensation in the skull. Though that might be the constant buzzing inside my head. I wish that old woman would stop looking at me.

Make her. Wrinkled old crone, mind your own business.

Calm down, Jarratt. Just rest. This was a very smooth, comfortable flight. The space-transport was top of the range. The passenger he had taken the ticket from had a decent seat too. Reclining. And the ship had a level with a bar, lounge, cinema, gym and shop. Stop looking at me, old woman. Only a couple of hours and I could get to Kallum’s bar. He’d give me some work, old friends never ask questions. I hope. I jumped as the two faces stuck themselves irritatingly close to mine.

‘Excuse me, Mr. Trevilliun. Business call for you.’ A crewman said. Hang on, that’s me, or the businessman I’m supposed to be.

‘No, wait.’ I spluttered, thinking as fast as I could ‘I don’t want to be disturbed.’ But it was too late. The vid-screen on the back of the chair in front of me came to life, displaying a grizzled old businessman. A grizzled, old and confused businessman.

‘Who are you? I asked for Mr. Trevilliun.’ he said, irritably. The cabin staff looked confused also, checking the seat number three times before looking with annoyance and asking the inevitable.

‘May I see your ticket, sir?’ Nervously, I handed them my ticket. The name was correct. So they looked for confirmation of their suspicions from the vid-screen.

‘That is not Mikhael Tevilliun.’ the old man snarled.

‘I knew it,’ piped up the nosy old crone. ‘Mr. Trevilliun makes this trip every month. I know his face, that’s not him.’

I had never so wanted to hit an old woman in my life.

‘Have you any proof of identity, sir.’ The crewman said, knowing the answer was no and grinning at me with an annoyingly white set of teeth, that was until I put most of them on the floor.

General Corban sighed as the doorchime to his office sounded. ‘Enter.’ The flushed face of young Major Warrun entered the room.

‘What is it, Major?’

‘We have just had reports of a man matching Jarratt Torvan’s description boarding a ship bound for Komicron4. He killed a businessman for the ticket.’

‘So you suggest we notify the guard on the planet to watch for him at each port, very good. Why bother me with this?’

‘Because I have a better idea, sir. You will note on Rellar, he escaped us on a planet that only had few non-guardsmen left alive on its surface.’

‘Then what is your suggestion?’ the major said, relaxing into his chair with mild interest.

‘I did some research into private Torvan’s past. Before enlisting, he worked for two years with a Kallum Reeve. A friend from childhood.’

‘And?’

‘Kallum Reeve now lives and works on Komicron4. We put guardsmen at the ports, but also have some waiting at his bar, undercover.’

‘I like the plan, Major, but do you really have so little to do that you kept up watch on a man of whom most people thought dead?’

‘I had a ... a gut instinct, sir.’

‘There’s hope for you yet, soldier.’

I am running again. Always the way. I took out three of them and left the level. It’s a huge ship, but there are only so many places to run.

Coward.

I’m no coward. But it felt good to knock that old hag out of the way. To feel her frail bones break as the back of my hand connected with her face. Ducking down in a corridor, I caught my breath. I’m sick. There was no need to hit the old woman so hard.

But she deserved it.

I jumped as a lumbering service droid trundled round the corner. It was like a big tin can on wheels, with a large storage compartment. More noise now. Shouting. Only one thing to do. This corridor leading to the escape pod was quiet, but not secluded. Opening the service ‘droid’s storage compartment, ignoring its startled twitterings, I was rewarded with a surprisingly realistic hiding place.

Fennigan Kallech, or tech as he was more affectionately known, walked carefully towards the escape pod doorway. He was nervous, real nervous. The pirates had control of the security system by now, but that didn’t stop him sweating. clipping his home made device into the doorpanel, he waited for the green light to come on and then typed in the number. Again the light flickered on his home made device and the job was done. Damn, it felt like someone was watching him. Shuddering, he turned away. Now the escape pods could only be opened by pirates who knew the code. Otherwise, if their plan went wrong, and their hostages were to escape, things could get difficult. Tech smiled that it was days like this he was proud he was clever enough to design all the pirates technical devices, otherwise a weed like him would be used as nothing more than a bodyshield.

‘What are you looking at?’ He said with a confident smile as he walked past the lingering service droid.

I am confused. That man was using some kind of locking device on the escape pods. He doesn’t want anyone leaving. Why? I haven’t got time to answer, the crew will be looking for me. And now I can’t escape the ship. I couldn’t stay in this droid all night, my leg was numb as it was. Damn it! Why was this guy making it so difficult for me to escape?

Stop him then. Remove the problem.

I’ve got to get out of this thing. Kicking the doorpanel open, I crawled free of my metal box, which twittered almost with relief and continued on it’s cleaning operation. If I follow this guy, I can find which escape pods he hasn’t locked and get away. Provided he - or the crew - don’t spot me.

‘Tech’s being followed,’ Renholder said calmly to the ships new captain. ‘He just sent the three tap signal.’ Lazerus gave that look that usually preceded the words ‘kill him’ but they all knew that any sign of action could give away the hijacking before they were ready. Unless ..... He set eyes upon one of the crew, then on the closest in build out of the four new pirates in the cockpit.

‘Piolet, go get our spy. But first - You-’ He indicated to one of the crew. ‘Strip!’

I am impatient. I need to get off this ship, but my pursuit of this maggot has put me in an awkward position. I can’t get past him without him seeing me. What if he’s crew? Doing some kind of check? No, that was definitely a locking device he was using. This is no crewman, and not some undercover regulator. This ship is being -

‘Excuse me sir,’ The voice made me start, I was half inclined to swipe at him

Hit him.

A crewman glared at me, did he know? Should I tell him my suspicions? Should I put my fist into his brain? Before I could answer, the hijacker appeared from the passageway and moved off .... but he also nodded at the crewman. Was the hijacker really a ....?

‘Can I help you, sir?’ the crewman said with now incriminating ignorance. The hijackers were further in than he thought. But for now....

Hit him!

‘Sir,’ Renholder said nervously, a bead of sweat running from his bald brow. ‘He just floored Piolet. I ... I think he’s dead.’

‘He’s he gone after Tech?’ Tobin said impatiently.

‘No, he’s just run off. That’s not the problem, sir. A passer by has just called a member of crew for help. Moons of - Sir, this could-’

‘I KNOW!’ Tobin snapped. ‘Phase two has to go ahead fast. Has Tech finished yet?’

‘He’s just done the last one now.’

‘Then call him back up here. We’re gonna need him.’

I am choosing the lesser of two evils. I have to warn the passengers, though the crew are looking for me. But I won’t let these hijackers make life difficult for me. I’d kill them first.

So let them come.

I was considering my actions when the door to the economy class floor in front of me didn’t open, and I walked face first into it. On standing, I tried the manual panel. The door was locked. It looked like these criminals were doing better than I had thought. Inside, most of the passengers would be seated in row upon row of seats like sentient sardines in a can unable to go anywhere. Above me, the intercom system crackled to life;

‘Emperors blessings to you my friends,’ It began with confident sarcasm ‘This is your new captain speaking, and I’d just like to inform you of our course change. We are now just an hour away from arrival at the wonderful home of the Rivan’s Reavers, where the friendly locals will kindly take your possessions and sell you as slaves.’

Even through the thick plasteel of the door, I could hear people starting to scream at the name of the pirates.

‘Oh, and don’t try to escape. The doors are locked and by the time you override the doorlocks, there’ll be a representative from your hosts on the door ready to gun you down. Have a nice day, thank you.’ The word ‘representative’ hung in my mind. There were no corners to hide behind, no service ‘droids to hide in. Laying down on the floor, I decided to play dead. Within a minute, I heard the pirate rushing to guard the door. There was a hesitation in his steps as he caught sight of me, and next thing I knew, a laser barrel was prodding my side. The pirate rolled me over and aimed nervously at my face.

‘Get up.’ he said ‘Get up or I’ll shoot. Don’t mess me about I - hey,’ he relaxed the lasgun and peered at my face. ‘You’re the guy that killed Piolet, you-’ Before the sentence finished, I grabbed his rifle and threw him into the wall. With a twist, the lasgun was mine, but the pirate had to move, didn’t he?

Bang, bang!

The main floor was accessible from the economy-class level via a staircase. On my way down, I saw two armed crewmen making their way up. I recognised one of them - they weren’t pirates in disguise. But for all they knew, I was.

‘He’s one!’ The first shouted.

‘No, wait!’ My cry was to no avail, and a laser blast just missed my face. No time to run up the stairs, so I took the other option and dived forwards, taking one of the crew with me. The two of us tumbled to the bottom. ‘Listen to me! I am not one of the-’ My sentence ended in a scream as a laser blast razed my arm.

He shouldn’t have done that.

‘Now this is different.’

‘What is it now, Renholder?’ Tobin snapped, by now assuming all news was going to be bad.

‘I’ll patch it onto the main viewscreen.’

With a flash, the camera’s view of the promenade appeared. In the centre, the pirates and hostages watched as a man hurled one of the crewmen into another wielding a gun.

‘Where are our boys on that level?’ Tobin asked without taking his eyes of the screen.

‘Rell and Funkt have rounded up the passengers on the whole level and they’re holding them in the lounge.’

As Renholder spoke, one of the crewman had stood up, but their opponent had already swung his own lasgun from his shoulder, and the crewman was shot dead before he could take aim. The second tried to run, but sadistically, the other man took aim and shot him in the ankle. Weakly crawling away, the cause of all the pirate’s troubles walked casually over to the crewman and stepped on the wound, raising his weapon point blank at the man’s skull. The pirates, though hardened criminals, found themselves looking away.

‘Renholder,’ Tobin said through clenched teeth. ‘Get Calun down to back up the other two before he gets to the lounge.’

‘Er...’ Renholder swallowed uncomfortably. ‘He’s already dead, sir. That guy’s got his gun.’

I am SO angry. I was only trying to help these simple-minded idiots. People are so stupid. These pirates will not do this to me. I was a slave to that false Emperor once, I will not become a slave again.

Take no orders. Be your own commander.

This is madness, What am I thinking? I have to find some crewmen and get their help.

They will not help you. You have already seen. They will try to kill you.

Then what is there to do? I can’t take them on, I have no idea how many there are.

One by one or two by two, those who oppose you will always die.

Get out of my head! Did I just say that out loud? I am going mad, this is too much, I’m insane - an insane murderer!

Do not discredit yourself. You are only now becoming sane.

One of the pirates will know how to unlock the escape pods. I just have to find one that’s co-operative.

Those who are uncooperative will have to be punished

one way or another.

‘He’s coming.’ Funkt hissed with fear. He was poised behind the entrance of the lounge area, a luxurious area of the promenade level usually only accessible for those with larger wallets. Rell was a little way back, crouched behind a plasteel table. Tarrin, who had joined them from the level below watched the terrified hostages with equal nervousness. Rell watched Funkt cautiously. The youngest of the team was inexperienced and freaked out. The kid held his lasgun with trembling hands, he wasn’t going to wait for the right moment to fire. Before Rell could say a word, Funkt swung his weapon around the entryway. The kid was fast, but not fast enough. Rell gasped with shock as the kid exploded from the shoulders up. Before he even got a shot off. Whoever this guy was, he was a fighter. He must have anticipated the move, and now Funkt had lost about a foot in height. With that action, the entire room erupted. The hostages began to scream. Tarrin, unnerved by the horrific end of his comrade screamed back waving his lasgun at the crowd, but when he turned to Rell for orders, a braver passenger lunged and took hold of the weapon. The two fell backwards and a shot burst from the barrel and stopped in the chest of a fat businessman. The hostages began to bolt in all directions. It was like being caught in a swarm insects averaging six foot in size.

Rell tried to pick out their assailant as he strode towards them, hurling passengers out of his way like they were sacks of feathers. One young woman passed in front of Rell and in the brief second that she ran past, their enemy was gone. In the confusion of bodies Rell couldn’t pick him out until it was too late. The table flew aside and a boot put two of his teeth on the floor. Rell looked up to see the figure standing over him, his gun aimed past him. A flash went off and Rell heard the sound of Tarrin’s scream from behind him.

‘How do I get off this ship?’ the man snarled.

‘You won’t get off alive.’ Rell said defiantly. But Rell’s confidence left him as the bigger figure hurled him into a set of leather chairs that were probably comfortable if you’re not thrown face first into them. Instantly, the crazed man had Rell in his grasp. His eyes were bloodshot and had the dark rims of a man who has seen little sleep.

‘HOW?’ The man’s voice had a bestial quality to it that chilled Rell’s heart.

‘I, I don’t know!’ He shrieked in reply, blood pouring from a broken nose. Rell cowered as the man picked up a table, but showed no mercy and the impact threw Rell another few feet to the left, numbing the side of his face and deafening him in that ear.

‘Don’t tell me lies!’ He lifted Rell a little off the floor by his hair, the sobbing wreck was confused further by the loud ringing that numbed his ears.

‘I don’t...’ Tears flowed with blood but Rell’s sentence was cut short when his face was smashed twice into the tabletop. Pushing him to the floor with a hand on his throat, he again asked Rell how to escape, but after a minute of struggling, air ceased to flow into his lungs.

The man looked around the lounge.

He had to find a way to the bridge. Observing the bar, he saw a ‘staff only’ sign. It was locked, but the door was weaker than others on the ship, plus he had four guns to waste.

‘Sir.’ Renholder’s voice was wavering. ‘Sir, he’s found his way into the staff corridors. He’s on his way to the bridge.’

‘Call all the men back to the bridge. Put them outside the door. Oh, and kill the crew.’ Tobin finished absently with a wave of his hand.

‘Sir,’ a pirate protested ‘We need them, think of the commission we’ll get.’

‘I don’t care.’ Tobin snapped, raising a pistol to the captain’s head.

I am going to find a way off this ship. No one will stop me. A gun in each hand, I feel like I’m alive again. The adrenaline, the rush. It’s what makes life life. I have a lot of rage, far too much to keep to myself. I am rage. I am anger, I am indignation, I am fury, I am everything wrong in this universe, and If they don’t let me off this ship, they can feel my wrath.

‘He’s right on you.’ Tech said, lips dry. Renholder was just outside the bridge, with five of the ten remaining pirates in the small corridor that divided the bridge from the main crew passageway. Tech watched the monitors with terror as the one man army strode without a fear towards them. A swift movement to his left and Tech saw Tobin moving for the Bridge’s own escape pod.

‘You can’t leave us here!’ He shouted, stepping towards him. He halted as a pistol was levelled at him.

‘This mission’s over!’ Tobin snarled.

‘You can fit four people in that pod!’ The kid yelled, charging at Tobin as he stepped into the pod. With a yelp the mission commander kicked the boy back into the bridge.

‘I need my space, y’know?’ With that the door shut and the pod fired off.

Tech knew that if he lived, he’d tell this guy the code so they could escape. But for now...

‘Renholder, get ready. He’s right outside the door.... he ... Oh, Emperor forgive me! Renholder, here... here he comes.’

General Corban had the transmission patched through to his office. As he expected, it was Major Warrun.

‘General,’ began the voice of a man feeling very uncomfortable.

‘You haven’t got him, Major, have you?’

‘Er... no, sir.’ Warrun took a deep breath. ‘The ship never landed, sir. It was hijacked.’ Corban smiled, at least it wasn’t the major’s fault. Warrun continued ‘The ship was found to have most of its passengers trapped in their seating corridors. All the crew were found dead, save for those found with the trapped crew and the Navigator.’

‘The pirates?’

‘No sir, they would have wanted the ship. It looks like the pirates killed the bridge crew, but our man killed them.’

‘Torvan?’

‘Killed nineteen well armed pirates. they may have been enemies of the Imperium, but sir ... some of the bodies.... the way he killed them....’

‘Where is he now?’

‘We are working on the possibilities, sir. Two escape pods from level three and one from the bridge have been ejected. We should have the results in a few hours. Sir, if you could have seen the bodies... It’s an act of Chaos, no denying the facts now, sir. Over and out.’

I am nothing. I can’t associate with other people. I am not like them any more. Trapped with a voice in my head that lusts for nothing but blood, I must wander forever. No home, no acceptance. I am more than just a murderer. What am I, then? I am no-one, nobody, there is no name for what I have become. I am nameless. I am nothing.

You are ready. You are perfect.

