Engine 9

Darryl Sinice looked up again at the body. He didn't want to, but the sheer intricate horror of the corpse's positioning drew his eyes to it with morbid curiosity. The medic had assessed that the man had died over a period of two to three hours. The killer had crucified the body to the wall a few foot off the ground, using sharp points of broken lasgun barrels to pin his hands and a long knife to pin his feet. The flesh was a mess of dried blood that led from a dense cluster of razor cuts all over his body, it were as if his skin were red in colour. That was not the height of morbidity, however. Sinice didn't know if the murderer had intended such an effect to occur, but a metal bar that impaled the corpse to the unit also penetrated the mass of electronics behind. This unit was a ship sensor that worked on a clock basis system to save power. That power saving being that every fifteen minutes it makes a sweep, then shuts down. So as well as bleeding from the makeshift nails and the lattice of little cuts, this poor soul was subject to a small - not powerful - yet still painful electric shock. Darryl looked away in disgust, but as he pondered on the depravity of the killer's mind, his eyes drifted towards it again.

“Disgusting.” A shadow loomed over Sinice. He turned to see the Imposing figure of his commander looking at the body with his customary sneer. Judge Lerod Morkar was decked out in his on-field uniform, and though not as extravagant as his ceremonial dress, it was still striking. Flowing black and gold robes with a tall headpiece adding to his already towering height. Morkar was an intimidating man. Often rumoured his heart was made of stone you did not want to know this man. Because unless you were an Arbitrator like Sinice, you were probably a criminal, and once caught, you would beg for the death sentence rather than spend another hour's 'questioning'. Inhaling sharply, he looked at the corpse - disgusted, not moved. “It makes me sick to the stomach.”

“Aye, m’lord,” Sinice said with a sigh. “Truly one of the grizzliest deaths I have seen in a long time.”

“Not the crime, sergeant, The criminal. The mere fact that there is scum capable of exacting such an atrocity.” The two stood in silence, staring at the body.

The trance of morbid curiosity was snapped as four trainees and their chief medic walked in, the juniors carrying the navigator on a stretcher. Shaking his head to focus on the job at hand, Arbitrator sergeant Sinice walked across the bridge alongside Morkar to where the doctors were struggling to get the Navigator out of his current foetal position and into his chair.

“What is going on here?” Morkar asked in an authoritative tone.

“Ever since we took the navigator out of his chair, he has been in a form of catatonic seizure,” the medic informed him, watching his pupils struggle to hold the Navigator in the chair. “As navigators have a tricky metabolism to treat, we decided perhaps he would be more responsive ‘hooked up’.” As he spoke, one of the doctors set about connecting wires into the navigators spine and wrists. As each wire connected him with more of the ship, the Navigator seemed to relax, so much of his time taken up in this state, he was more comfortable when he and the craft were one working unit. One of the junior doctors flashed a torch in his eyes and asked a few questions to judge his awareness. His correct answers told them he was the navigator of the Clintonian, a inter-system public transport ship bound for Komikron4.

Morkar stooped slightly so he looked directly into the navigator's misty eyes. “What happened here?” he asked slowly and clearly.

The navigator looked steady enough in body, but his voice was a nervous mess, “We were tricked. A well organised band of pirates hijacked us. They were going to sell us as slaves, but... a man, he... he attacked them. In a way, he saved us, but... he killed everyone. Everyone in his path ... everything in his path, there was so much blood....” Sinice stepped back as the Navigator screamed and began to thrash violently in his seat. The only further explanations involved 'blood' every three words. As Morkar let out a sigh, a voice from behind him filled in some needed details.

“The man we are looking for stole a ticket aboard this ship and escaped the pirates clutches by mercilessly killing all in his path. He left the ship in an escape pod that we are attempting to trace as we speak. There is little need for an Arbiter here, that will be all.”

Sinice had to bite his bottom lip to stop from laughing. Standing before them was a jumped-up young major of the Imperial Guard. He had been on the bridge before, and had promptly vomited upon catching sight of the corpses strewn about the room. Now this comical little boy was standing there pompously, half a foot shorter than himself and shorter still than the Judge, attempting to look imposing and authoritative while still struggling to maintain control of his stomach as he spoke.

“I'm sorry,” Morkar began, wrestling with his bubbling fury as poorly as the major had wrestled with his stomach movements. “I didn't quite catch the name.”

“Major Warrun.” he said shortly, with a nod.

“No, major.” Morkar smiled, fully aware of how he had managed to make the major look slightly ignorant “I meant the name of the suspect.”

“Jarrat Torvan.” Was the reply. Now it was the major's turn to smile as the short reply silenced the Arbitrator - though Sinice hoped Warrun hadn't noticed the colour draining from his face. The name was not a famous one, not one to strike fear into the hearts of men, but it struck fear into this man's heart, as Sinice and Torvan shared the same mother.

As Morkar began to argue furiously with the major over his insolence, Sinice was lost in his thoughts. Perhaps this was just some coincidence. Emperor's teeth, there must be hundreds - thousands - of Jarrat Torvan's in the galaxy. Yet there was something inside him that made him think. When he had contacted the New Arrelorn's Imperial guard as they returned from Rellar, they had informed him that both his half brothers were dead, but searching the records, he saw that only the youngest, Errun, was in the obituary. Jarrat's name was not there. Their mothers were the same, but his father was an Arbitrator, his mother was lured to another man of even higher power, but then mother was always a power-hungry.... no, that is unfair. Of the two half brothers, he had always contacted Errun more than his older sibling, but the boy had been worried about Jarrat's state of mind as they saw more combat. Then he saw it. Attached to the clipboard the major held was a photo of exactly the Jarrat Torvan he was afraid it would be. As he stared at the black and white capture of those innocent eyes, could this relative have been turned into a sadistic lunatic?

Morkar had finished ranting and stormed over to the sergeant, still seething. It appeared that the judge was loosing the battle, something Morkar rarely did. “The pomposity of the man!” he snarled. “How dare he address me in such a manner.”

“I apologise for making you feel out of place, my lord,” Warrun lied “But this man was a guardsman, therefore this is an internal matter and I simply see no need for a judge.”

Do something, Darryl. “I think not, Major,” Sinice responded, searching desperately for something to tie them to this case. “But this is a civilian transport, with civic crew, and innocent civilian lives were endangered and taken. This is a crime the people will want answers for, and I see this as very much a case for the Adeptus Arbites.”

His angle was very weak, but his confidence was strong. The major was about to return a comment that would put Sinice in his place, but one of the junior doctors approached the chief medic alongside the arguing officers, replacing a communicator as he spoke, “Doctor, the Inquisition ship is here.”

Warrun turned his head so sharply the man's neck should have snapped and fixed a glare on the doctor so evil, it could have burned through the medic's face as easily as a melta-gun.

“What?” Warrun roared. “Why was the Inquisition informed?”

“We had to send our reports to high command. They either intercepted or were informed by high command itself.” the medic replied matter-of-factly.

“This is all I need,” the major sighed, his nausea now due to more pressing factors than the corpse attached to the wall. “First a meddling Arbite, now the bloody-”

As if on cue, Stomping footsteps echoed. The door to the bridge began to open, but was obviously far too slow, as a carapace gauntlet appeared and hauled the door along, the mechanism screaming as it was forced to open faster than its repulsors allowed. A stomping whirlwind entered the room. A huge, menacing figure of a man clad in thin but quality carapace armour, regally decorated and worn under a thick black trenchcoat that trailed behind him. He clicked his fingers at the four junior medics whilst removing his shades to reveal equally dark eyes. “You four, leave.”

Half responding in respect, half reacting through sheer terror, the juniors left the bridge.

“You four,” he said sternly to the medic, the officer, Sinice and Morkar. “What information have you gathered from the navigator?”

“Very little, I am afraid.” The medic began, even his calm composure unsettled, but the doctor didn't get a chance to finish his sentence before the Inquisitor's booming voice drowned him out.

“Never mind, I will deal with him. I don't mean to sound stereotypical, but we have ways of making people talk.” The other three weren't sure if they were supposed to laugh at the poor in-joke, but the Inquisitor didn't give them time to as he spun on his steel-capped boots to face the crucified body. “What do you notice on this body?”

Again the medic piped up with information he believed to be useful. “He died from slow loss of blood, though he was subject to-”

“No, you fool, that is obvious. Pass me a fire extinguisher.” Before anyone had a chance to hand him such an item, he smashed a glass panel, withdrew an extinguisher and sprayed the body. Wiping across the chest it revealed that the lattice of blood actually originated from evil symbols cut repetitively into the flesh. “These symbols are symbols of all that is wrong in this universe. Chaotic signs of murder and anarchy. Know them, for they are in places you would never expect them to be. Beware their corrupting power and pray to the Emperor you will never see them again for fear your pathetically weak souls will crack. I am Inquisitor Irakk. I do not care what your names are, as you are leaving. I will be very annoyed if I have to see any of you again unless I request it.”

The Inquisitors stare was more intimidating than his whirlwind speech and the three found themselves willed to leave swiftly. All four men were authority figures, but it was men like Irakk that made the Inquisition so feared.

“An impressive outburst, sergeant,” Morkar commended him, before he began walking away “We'll make a judge of you yet.”

Sinice smiled at his commander's stubborn nature. He would go to his superiors about this, despite being so out of depth - and though he would not get the Inquisitor off the case, he knew with authorisation from the Adeptus Terra, Irakk would be unable to remove them either. Of course he would have to research constantly. He had to find out where his half-brother was before anyone else.

* * *

The heat was agony. Day after day Jarrat Torvan walked through the burning desert on his way to the huge metropolis that pierced the horizon. He was hungry, too. He shouldn't have killed that technical genius after he had given Torvan the access codes to get off the ship. At least with him there Torvan would have had something to eat. Got to get to that hive, he thought. Once there he'd... what would he do? Where will he stay? So many damn questions! Torvan wished there was more than just sand, then he could at least destroy something, have the satisfaction of hearing bone break under the force of his fist or boot. He haven't killed in days and it was more agonising than the heat. For the last year, killing was all he had known. Funny really, in the guard, they allowed you to kill all the time, they rewarded you for it. But when you kill what they don't want you to, then suddenly you're wrong, you're evil. Well they're fools. They are evil. These figures of authority letting innocents die, those who only wish to be free of spirit and will. But the commanders want you bound to their will. You are no longer an individual, you are one machine, a slave. Well no longer! I will teach the galaxy the glory of freedom! Torvan yelled to the heavens. And if he had to kill those in his way, all the better. He would never again be told who to kill. That makes murder a chore, an ordered task.

There is art to what I do, he thought. The power to release life from the constraints of a confining body. The spirit belongs to you, my lord. You set me free and if blood be the repayment for your gift, then I will personally drown you in your chosen ambrosia. Blood for the blood god! You are real, more than this petty emperor. This shell rigged up to some infernal calculator. He is dead, only the bureaucrats and power-hungry swines that preach his false glory keep him alive. Enslaving bastards! I'm free now!

Jarrat kicked the sand in rage, but as it settled, he saw two palm trees. What with the waves of heat rippling around them, it's hazy outline reminded him of something.... a picture from the past. It looked like a swing, his childhood swing -

Jarrat Torvan fell to his knees with a scream. This is a nightmare. A nightmare from which he could not awake.

Where am I? My escape pod landed on a hive world. Miles out of the way. I have to get help in there. I've lost my mind. Or is it my soul that's gone? Agh, that voice! Laughing constantly. I can't control myself any more, it's like I'm a puppet. All I live for now is senseless murder. Though, when I was in the Guard, that was all I did anyway... Oh, no. Fight it! Fight it Torvan. Emperor forgive me....

Lifting himself to his feet, Torvan trudged on. His pathetic former self occasionally regained control, but with each day the old Jarrat Torvan grew weaker and weaker. The new Torvan would prove himself without a doubt to be the messenger for the new way. Marching defiantly against the blistering sun, he ignored the pitiful little voice inside his skull that cries out weakly;

“Help me!”

* * *

General Corban regarded the viewscreen with interest and listened to the major intently.

“Troops on Ellvan have recovered the escape pod we were looking for. The occupant was Lazerus Tobin of Rivan's Reavers, the main force of pirates in the area. Alas, he was lying in wait for us and killed four men before they withdrew.”

“Torvan was not with him?” Corban suggested.

“No, sir.” Major Warrun replied, looking at his clipboard. “You see, it would seem likely Tobin was running from Torvan. He ejected in the bridge escape pod. Torvan must have been on one of the other two pods, and as we found a crewman dead when we picked up the drifting escape pod that leaves us only with the difficult option.”

“The one that landed on the Hive world.” Corban said with a sigh.

“Hive world Hakoris, sir. A small world, compared to others, but...”

“Still millions to search through if Torvan's reached a hive.”

“General, the inquisition's involved. I have half a mind to leave them to - ”

“No, major.” Corban's voice was stern now. “You convinced me to allow you to follow this. Don't give up now or you'll be a low rank, datapad-pusher for the rest of your life.”

The major seemed inspired by Corban's statement and beamed. “Yes, sir. I'll get my best men on it right away. Anyway, Hakoris isn't the most dangerous of Hive worlds.”

“I salute your dedication, soldier,” Corban began, “But remember, there's no such thing as a Hive world that isn't dangerous.”

* * *

Torvan rolled sideways as the whirring chainsword sliced cleanly through the area his head had been seconds before. The burly scavenger champion roared through an almost toothless mouth. His face and bare chest were a mass of old scars and ritual markings. In a circle penning him in, around twenty more shaven-headed thugs roared their approval as their chosen warrior swung for the unarmed wanderer. Rolling again, Torvan felt the shards of plascreet hit his face as the blade dug into the floor inches from his ear. He couldn't get off the ground, the scum-level barbarian was very fast, a mighty warrior. Torvan was stuck on the floor, so best bring his opponent to the same level. Lashing out with his foot, he connected with his opponent’s leg. Nothing happened, it was like kicking an oak tree and hoping to bring it down. The stupid thug laughed moronically before swinging what should have been the killing blow. However, Torvan had an idea formed. Using his foot as leverage against the leg of his adversary, he lurched to the left. The blade missed and sent sparks and grit up from the floor. At the same time Torvan lifted himself enough to grab the sword arm. Then, Torvan leaned back, throwing all his weight with it. On its own, Jarrat's weight was nothing against this huge man, but the thug would still have to move his leg to maintain balance. Of course - Torvan's leg was in the way.

The Scum scavenger fell hard, his thick skull connecting with the floor. Roaring like a trapped bear, he swung his chainsword across to meet Torvan, but again the smaller man was faster, grabbing his opponents hand where it held the whirring blade and holding it before him, his back to his adversary. Twisting the wrist to the agonising annoyance of the wielder, the chainsword was plucked from the aggressor's hand and without observing, Torvan casually let it fall over his shoulder. As Torvan had predicted, the warrior's other arm was heading for the back of his head, clenched into a meaty fist. The timing was perfect and Torvan smiled to hear the warrior scream, and feel the patter of gore and blood hit his shoulders. Finally, Torvan managed to get to his feet.

Vaguely aware that the crowd was now deathly silent, Torvan reeled around to see the huge man weeping, cradling the mushy stump that used to be his hand. He then set evil eyes upon Jarrat and let out a rising roar as he jumped towards him. Sighing at the predictability, Torvan moved so he was out of reach of the leap, but the sword was not. The crowd watching were all hardened gang members who had seen their share of violence day to day, but even they gasped in horror as the chainsword's whine became a shrill scream and the man's ribs eventually gave way.

As their champion fell to the floor in two pieces, Torvan looked at the crowd. They would either accept him as a mighty warrior and leave him to wander their territory unharmed. Or, as their reaching for their weapons suggested, they would tear him to shreds for killing their mate. As teeth were bared like dogs about to pounce, Jarrat thought how old Torvan would be disgusted by their dishonourable lust for murder. New Torvan, however, thought it was beautiful, and gleefully matched the twenty-man-strong roar as they closed in on him.

* * *

“I was polite before, Arbitrator.” Major Warrun snapped “But this is insulting. I do not have time to deal with your interfering. The Judges should be dealing with planetary matters. This is an Imperial guard concern.”

“Major,” Arbitrator Sinice cut back “The Imperial guard's concern is war and protecting the Empire. We deal with criminals and Jarrat Torvan is just that.”

“This man has the potential to be a dangerous Chaos champion. That, sir, is a threat to the Empire.”

“This is irrelevant, major,” the Arbitrator said, waving a piece of paper at him. “This is our business now, and though Judge Morkar cannot throw you off the case, if you want to remove him, you will have to go through the Adeptus terra.” Warrun looked at him cautiously as he continued “Our superiors have granted Morkar the case.”

“This is an Imperial guard matter!”

“Let's face it major, we both know this is the Inquisition's job, but neither of us can bear that they'll outdo us.”

“Well then I guess we'll just have to see who gets there first.” Warrun snarled, unaware of how childish he sounded.

Sinice sighed as the Major paced away. He muttered a quiet prayer to the emperor. He prayed that his half-brother could be saved, and that he could find Jarrat first. For if the Guard get to Hakoris, he'll be shot. And if Inquisitor Irakk gets there first, then a lifetime of agony as the dark Gods torture his soul will be a more attractive fate. Only problem is, if an Arbitrator Captain like Sinice could root out the secret information that Torvan was on a hive world, then the Inquisition were already on their way........

