Inquis Exterminatus - The Battle of Faith's Stand

As told by:

Commander Farsum Dremicus, Iron Saints Elemental Strike Force, 

12th Special Units Division of the Black Templars Army.

"I should by rights be insane. I have seen sights as would blast the mind of a lesser man. I have stared into the face of Death. I have conversed with netherspawn. I have placed my bare hands on the cold, clammy flesh of a daemon's neck. I have the blood of the guilty and the innocent on my hands. Still I reason, in spite of the host of horrors I have both witnessed and committed. Why me? What fierce fate has marked me out and separates me from my fellow man? Only the Emperor of Mankind knows. The secret of his calling is locked forever in his embalmed body at the center of out great Imperium. If he could speak with mortal breath he alone could tell why I, above all others, was chosen to serve as his grim Inquisitor"







-Inquisitor Ordo Hereticus

It was the war that time forgot. If not for the constant reminder of our Emperor’s demise, I’m not sure any of us would fight at all. The aliens never gave up, since the first invasion there was nearly no hope for the human race. But we evolved beyond that, beyond being human. We were something else, something that Darwin never included in his formula of evolution. Both man and machine, but I don’t think that ever bothered the aliens or us. They were heretics, evil witches that controlled minds. An old campfire tale that now threats what little we live for. Ever since the beginning, I don’t think there’s ever been peace between the two of us. It would end with only one of us standing. Every man, every woman, they were all our army. There was no need for the stock broker or sports star; it was a utopian society in a strange way, no one ever challenged our ways, no one ever disagreed. But there was one thing that was very clear, we all live and die for the Imperium, for the revenge of our Emperor, for what was left of our dying race.

The aliens had invaded a planet known as Celestra 9, a small mining planet used as a supply line between neighboring weapon production planets. A specialty squad would be sent down to deal with them, 12 hours in a hot transport, not that anyone would say anything. The fact was no one would accept we were ever losing, but the fact was, we’ve never really won. It was the same every time we had to fight. As I listened to the beat of my rebreather, I could feel the spirit of the Emperor flow through me. I felt the steady squeeze as my machine heart sent adrenaline burning through my veins. The prayer of the chaplain spun into a blur of words as he shouted over the roar of the pulse drive. The smell of incense drifted from the chaplain, across the transport through the thin vents of my mask, burning against exposed muscle tissue. What would be a pungent smell covered by the smell of old blood. I could feel us nearing the planet. With each passing moment, with each passing word, I could feel my pulse rising as we neared the heretics. The buzzes and whizzes of my men as their bodies functioned under close mechanical moderation. I could see the steady glow of Brother Francais' Dreadnought armor out the corner of my mask. I anxiously awaited dusting-off on the planet. It was no different than the nearly hundreds of other battles I had been in. A simple process of elimination, there was little to be surprised about, but the anticipation of battle got to even the hardest of us. 

Suddenly the rhythmic pound of a siren interrupted my thoughts. We were nearing touchdown; I could feel my blood pump heavier through my body, the mixture of blood and adrenaline, burning my muscles as I stood. I could feel my armor heating up; like a hundred times before, I would lead the way into battle. As the Emperor’s Champion I had no choice, yet it would make no difference to the heretics. I heard the hydraulic drop below the ship as the tanks were released; touchdown was merely seconds away. I could hear the loud roars and screams of the other men as the door began to open. The loud blasts of guns and tanks as the battle had begun. I quickly charged to the front line, my men grouped behind me. I could feel the blazing heat as the engine plasma consumed us on the way out. I could hear the bloody roars of the men as the first of them began to take damage. My vision soon changed from the blue-purple of the plasma exhaust, to the moving carpet that was the aliens. I felt bullets hum by as I charged forward. I raised my sword, every pebble under my foot turning to dust instantly with every footfall. I could feel the heat from explosions feet away; the ooze of heretic blood as squeezed through the joints in my armor. On all sides of me, I could see my men, the Iron Saints, every man's life dedicated to war and the Emperor. I could see clearly now, the faces of the front line; I noticed the orange flares of the Jump Marines landing in the middle of the fray, the fountains of green and red erupting as they landed and did what they were engineered to do. My Brothers charged ahead of me, I could feel the hydraulics pumping in my arm as my powersword fell into the body of one of the aliens. My blood burned with pride as another heretic was slain by my sword. My arm reeled around, without hesitation to blast a round into another heretic. I felt alive again, the weeks of sleep and bio-enegeneering I had undergone, instantly peeling away with every round from my bolt pistol. I could hear the endless screams of the horrible monsters, the howls of my men fighting them back. The loud booms of the tanks and cracks of chainswords, it all became a giant bloodlust within my heart.

Instantly, I felt nothing but the need to kill, the need to avenge my Emperor and cleanse this planet of the horrible mutants. Every move I made, every time I felt my sword hit the rigid carpace of an alien, my power grew. I knew some of my men were slain behind me. I could feel it deep within myself, but that only added to the rage that built inside. I had missed this life so. Every slice, every snap of the trigger, it was everything I had longed for. I felt a sting, a horrible sensation that made the adrenaline stop. I could feel the gaping hole in one end of me, and as I turned around I could feel it twisting out my chest. A mere mutant would not stop the Champion of the Iron Saints. I swung like a madman, I could feel the iron rods that operated my arm burning with friction, and not even the heavy skin of this mutant would stop my blade. I felt the searing pride as my blood began to pump once more. The ripping sensation as my muscles convulsed, ejecting the razor edged blade of the mutant. I turned once more, facing the battlefield head on. My armor sparked, electricity bridging the gap of red in my back. I plowed forward, pushing past aliens on my way to a pile of rubble. I felt it deep inside me; I could hear the banner of the Iron Saints rustling behind me. I sprung up, with a roar that would turn the most proud hearted. I could feel a plume of blood explode from my jaws as I reared my head, the company standard blasting backwards as my armor roared with me. A massive explosion of blue lit the battlefield. 

Suddenly, a great strength washed over me. I could feel my muscles growing, my veins pulsing tight against my skin. It was like I became the Emperor himself, the courage and valor of the Imperium becoming infused in me. The bloody screams of the fallen accompanied my voice, the battlefield shaking under the might of my army. The battlefield was thrown into a one-sided war. As my arms flew over my head, I could feel it in my head, the evil wail of my war cry pounding off my mask, sending it into steel fragments all around me. Suddenly I felt real again. Not like before, the lust of battle had become a thing of the past; I could only feel myself ripping and tearing. The bloody smacks as I tore through alien after alien. None would block my path. The steady chant of my men, I could feel it pounding into my brain. Every running stride I took I became one step closer to the Emperor. I could feel my fists growing, my armor expanding as an electric surge ripped through my arms. I felt the hard smack of what seemed like a wall. It all seemed to blur then. Everything. I could remember my eyes, clouded with the green and blue fluids of fallen heretics. My skin, pulling against the iron hoses that pumped adrenaline right into my muscles. I could feel my fingers, every biomechanical twitch as I saw what every man did in the state I was in. I saw the Emperor. Beyond my vision, my body, still fighting, I could see everything. Every purpose I was meant to fulfill. Everything I had forgotten, the reason why we fight these mutants. And as I fell, I could feel the Emperor falling away. My battle standard touched the ground as I fell to a knee, my body ravaged and torn. Nothing but a path of gore and bodies behind me, it had seemed like Moses had parted the Red Sea. I could hear my men winning. Fighting on, ever vigilant. I could hear the mighty pounds as Dreadnoughts joined the fight. I had to stand; I must be one with the Emperor. The only thought on my mind right now was to rise against all odds. I could feel fountains of oil pouring from me, the loud electrical booms as the armor began erupting from damage. Suddenly, as if a new power had joined the battle, I felt vigorous once again. I could feel my battle brethren beside me, fighting as I am, equal to me in every sense. I could feel the blessings of the chaplain and the prayer of the Inquisitor. 

As I charged ahead, pushing and pulling my way past, I could feel a conjunction of evil. I could feel it deep within, as if a warning. A Carnifax. A monster so fiendish that my men would rear at its sight. I could feel the spirits of battle raging in my soul. This time, the Canifax would not stray me. And as I saw the massive beast erupt from the ground, I discovered even this newfound courage challenged. I could feel the rush of dirt flood over my unprotected face as a plume of earth exploded from the ground. I felt my heart squeeze harder with each passing second. I would return the punishment the Carnifax had dealt to the Imperium. I raised my powersword on high. I could feel the battle standard on my back pulsing, wanting for the blood of this monster. I could hear myself shout. I would never know what scream I cried, because I am not sure it was my conscious that had said it. It felt as is something had possessed me, which in my single moment of doubt something seized me and forced me on. I could feel the piercing gaze of the monster upon me. Staring down on my cold, horrific face. I felt my foot push an alien corpse into the ground as I pulled my sword back. And as the ugly monster reared its head to attack, I struck first. With the courage of 1,000 men, I lunged forward, my sword pulsing with energy; I could feel the sword bite deep into the side of the beast. I could feel it being ripped free from my arm, pulling my flesh apart as the monster reared in pain. I fell to a knee, with only my pistol and courage I stared forward, waiting, wanting for the death of this grand heretic. I could hear the words of the Emperor in my mind, "Hang the heretic! Burn the witch! The blood of martyrs is the seed of the Imperium!" and with that, I felt my mission was clear. I could feel my hand rise up, pulling and straining against the pain and wounds of battle. The plumes of fire from my bolt pistol, the cracks and splinters of the massive Carnifax's armor. Against all odds I fought on, I could hear the ripping sounds of chainswords, the plasma blasts of rifles, the red burn jump packs landing down all around me. I found the Carnifax to be losing, falling under my weight of my Brothers and I. I could feel myself slipping, my consciousness being pulled away. I could feel the hands of my brothers pulling me away, my heart slowing as the lust of battle poured away. 

With the Carnifax dead, I was no longer needed. I could feel my battle standard being pulled from my back, my massive armor depressing as men took it piece by piece from my bloody body. I was a marvel to behold, some told me that they swore the Emperor has possessed my body and fought as me. I felt proud that day. Not only that the heretics had been forced back into the deepest depths of the planet, but also that I had become a true leader. Later on, I received high honors from the Inquisitor; a purity seal that would span the length of my body was attached for my valor in the battle. Later it was inscribed into my armor, and all of the Black Templar would soon know of Farsum Dremicus, and his valor at the Battle of Faith's Stand.

