Captain Edison of the Imperial Navy was brought into the room, his face gaunt and uniform soiled from being kept in the cells for such a prolonged time. His crime was a grave one, confirmed by the fact that in the room was an Inquisitor, Edison’s tired eyes now widening with fright as he recognised the Inquisitorial seal on the front of the Inquisitor’s robes.
The two armsmen that brought Edison in dumped him unceremoniously into a metal chair, which groaned slightly before accommodating Edison’s weight. The armsmen withdrew to two corners of the room, their weapons trained on the Captain. The Inquisitor slowly drew out the chair on the opposing side of the table, and sat down. Flaming torches in brackets on the walls provided illumination, casting the Inquisitors face into a dancing image of light.
A data slate on the table was picked up by the Inquisitor, who looked through it for a few seconds, intensely unnerving Edison. The Inquisitor held the slate in one hand, while leaning forward to talk to Edison in a voice that while calm, was full of authority.
“We have had our eye on you for some time, Captain. You, of course, know why I am here?”
“Yes, Lord Inquisitor. I am to be executed due to my conduct over the past five months."
The Inquisitor reclined in his chair, and supported his tilted head with his free hand, his elbow propped on one of the polished steel arms of the chair.
“Indeed, Captain. You are guilty of several offences. Theft of Imperial property, contamination as a result of dealing with aliens, and mass murder to the tune of twelve thousand when you turned your ship’s…” the Inquisitor referred to the data slate, “Your ship, the Tyrant class Genghis Khan’s guns onto the vessel Emperor’s Justice. Admittedly, the Emperor’s Justice only had a complement of five thousand, but the other seven are your own crew who had to be silenced from speaking about this sort of thing. And all of this is amongst other things, of course.”
The Inquisitor leaned forward again, conspiratorially, setting the data-slate down on the table with a slight click of metal on metal.
“I have been sent here by the Administratum to assess you, and your fate. You have three options. One, that you are executed, and your name is recorded in Imperial history as one of the greatest traitors that the Imperial Navy has ever known. Second, that you become part of my retinue, as a calculating and ruthless aid, due to as you have divulged in many interrogations, you believe you had sufficient evidence to confirm that the majority of the Emperor’s Justice’s officers were corrupted by the Dark Powers. Our agents have shown this to be true, however, the other offences still stand. Also, your name will be expunged from Imperial records, and it will be as though you never existed. Third,”
The Inquisitor reached into his robes and drew out an ornate laspistol. Edison recognised it as his grandfathers, since there was no mistaking the intricate inscriptions and etchings upon it. It was laid down on the table with hardly a noise, but pointedly. The Inquisitor looked into the calm green depths of Edison’s eyes with the cold piercing blue of his own.
“Third, you accept ‘Honourable Discharge’ and your name is recorded as one of the many officers who died protecting the Imperium from the insidious grasp of Chaos.”
The light from the torches played over the worried Captain’s features as his eyes looked intently at the laspistol. The Inquisitor, beneath the table, screwed a silencer on to his bolt pistol.
“All roads lead to death, Captain. Some are shorter than others.”
Edison reached for the laspistol,brought it swiftly to his temple, and closed his eyes.
“The Emperor protects,” spoke Edison, running his thumb over the relevant inscription on the grip of the pistol, before his finger tightened around the trigger.
The wall to the right of the Inquisitor was quickly redecorated with a fine spray of blood and bone. A pink mist curled up and away from the corpse that was beginning to slide ungainly to the floor, laspistol still in hand. The armsmen hadn’t moved.
“Thank you gentlemen,” said the Inquisitor to the armsmen, bolt pistol cradled in his lap. As soon as the armsmen turned to leave, the Inquisitor snapped off two shots. A pair of bodies was added to the one already quietly bleeding on the floor. The one remaining live person in the room stood up, stretched, and nimbly stepping over the minefield of corpses, strode calmly out of the room. He paused to tell a passing pair of ratings to clean up the mess, as he left for another meeting with one of the Imperium’s ‘heroes’.

(by Inquisitor)

