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CHAPTER 1
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Assassin Ava Oakley really did enjoy planets that were like old Earth before the coming of the emperor, the superhuman Angels and all the other things that followed to make the glorious Great Human Empire. 

Ava stood behind a large thick oak tree that was easily three times as thick as she was tall, and she was hardly a short woman, standing at just over two metres tall. She still loved it whenever she got mistaken for a man, that was classic.

And it really helped her in her line of work.

Ava pressed her gloved hands against the rough tree bark that sent cold chills up her arms and into her armoured body. She loved the coldness, especially in times like this when she needed to be extra focused and alert for any possible signs of danger.

The sound of animals groaning, shouting and whistling to each other sounded like a deafening thunderstorm in the middle of the forest where Ava was. The smell of pine, cinnamon and peanuts filled the air from nearby trees and Ava really hoped that the smell would mask her scent even more. Even if it didn’t, it still had the amazing benefit of leaving a wonderfully strange taste of pecan pie on her tongue. 

Being an Assassin was great fun, and Ava couldn’t be happier travelling the galaxy killing the enemies of the Emperor and dealing with all possible threats, no matter how small or so-called grand.

Sometimes the other assassins in the various Assassin Guilds would ask her what her favourite kill was, but that was the biggest difference between her and the other Assassins.

She actually didn’t like the killing.

Ava was an assassin to save lives, protect the Empire and keep people safe. And if there was a way to do all that and not kill everyone, she would do that way. Not kill.

But after decades of killing, protecting and slaughtering, the reality of that strange ideal really wasn’t living up to what Ava had wanted when she first entered the Guild as a little child.

Ava wanted to keep humanity and the Empire safe, no matter what. And she was going to do that regardless of the cost.

The sound of people rustling through the forest made Ava smile and she focused through the dense oak forest and towards her prey.

About twenty metres ahead of her was a massive clearing in the forest where there were five brutish looking women standing around metal crates. That’s what Ava had wanted, but she was really waiting for their boss to arrive.

As an assassin, Ava was never sent out from the safety (prison) of her Assassin Guild unless there was killing to be done, and a big enough danger to the Empire that the Emperor and the Empire High Council had decided that an assassin was needed.

Ava still found it funny how everyone in the entire Human Empire believed that assassins were cold, murderous demons that were happily spilt their throats as they slept safely in their nice warm beds. But that wasn’t true.

Sure Ava was an extremely gifted assassin and she truly believed she could kill anyone and anything, but she didn’t kill innocent people. That was not only a law amongst Assassins but a personal principle too.

So when the Emperor himself had contacted her (Ava still couldn’t believe that had actually happened!) and told her about a Traitor operative smuggling ancient nuclear weapons onto the planet she was currently on. Ava wasn’t going to turn down this mission.

Ava had read about these awful weapons in history books, and whilst there were far worse weapons that could annihilate planets in a second now available, these ancient nuclear weapons had to be stopped.

The sound of engines roaring and slowing down made Ava carefully look up at the sky as she saw a small pod-like shuttle start to descend and land in the clearing.

Ava started to glide from tree to tree as she got closer to the clearing.

The brutish looking woman stood at attention and now Ava was so close, she could see these women were wearing former-Empire Army issue armour. These women used to serve the Emperor, and now they fought against him.

They were definitely going to die for that abominable act.

The only problem was Ava didn’t know where the nuclear bombs were. The information she had been given proposed the nukes were little metal balls about the size of these things called footballs from Old Earth.

Ava didn’t know where they could be.

Ava pulled out her little metal pistol and double checked that all the high-explosive rounds were in place, and that everything was working.

Granted, high explosive rounds didn’t sound like something she wanted to use around nukes, but Ava just wanted to have a little fun.

And try not to die in the process.

The pod-like shuttle started to drop a staircase down and out came a very tall elegant looking woman. 

Ava instantly recognised her from pic-feeds, criminal records and even her Army Service Record where she had been gifted one of the Empire’s most prestigious awards.

Adeline Elliot was going to die today.

“Weapons?” Adeline asked like she was a Commander of the army.

The brutish women crossed their arms and the metal crates started to float off the ground and into the pod-like shuttle. 

Ava let out a breath she didn’t know she was holding, at least she knew there was no chance of hitting the nukes with any of her own bullets.

Ava watched as the Brutish women got closer to Adeline. They didn’t seem happy but Adeline was only smiling. 

Ava aimed her pistol at Adeline’s head. 

“You will be paid in full,” Adeline said coldly.

“Listen here,” one of the Brutish women said, “we hear ya wanted for treachery against the Throne. Emperor offering five million credits for ya capture,”

Adeline just shook her head.

Ava didn’t need to hear any more of this. She really didn’t need any extra factors that would complicate her kill.

She fired.

Her bullet screamed through the air.

Smashing into Adeline’s head.

Vaporising her body.

The Brutish women exploded.

The shockwave ripping them apart.

Ava carefully went over to the killing ground and smiled at all the amazing, utterly wonderful pieces of charred flesh that littered the ground. It smelt amazing.

Then Ava simply looked at the pod-like shuttle. She might have been an assassin, but Ava could thankfully fly and at least she didn’t need to arrange transport for the nukes now. At least she could simply fly it back to Empire Forces.

Ava’s head buzzed and hissed as the assassin microchip inside her head (that she barely remembered most of the time) buzzed.

“Activate,” Ava said.

“Kingmaker!” the chip vibrated into her mind.

Ava’s blood ran cold. 

She had only heard of these types of operations before, and assassins were so rarely used to assassinate Planetary rulers and replace them, that something dire had to be going on.

In the past three hundred years alone, there had only been one Kingmaker operation and that had ended horrifically, and billions of people had died.

So whatever was going on, Ava was concerned.

She felt like the fate of billions rested on her shoulders.

And her blade.

And that’s what excited Ava.

Far more than she wanted to admit.
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Head of House Rosia Finn Scott sat in his favourite metal chair on his balcony that overlooked the entire capital of Decimus Prime, the jewel of the solar system and the Capital of the sector.

Finn flat out loved staring out in the morning watching the utterly amazing sun rise in the east, shining so bright that it turned the tall metal spires of nearby buildings, apartments and offices into glimmering diamonds that lit up everything so perfectly.

Finn really loved his planet. It was so amazing, and critical to the Empire. The Empire he really, really loved.

Ever since he was a little boy aged five earth years old, Finn had dreamed of leading this planet, system and sector into a golden age where everyone could benefit from the Empire instead of the rich Houses.

Granted he used to be one of the rich Houses, until his father had assassinated by the King. So now the House of Rosia (as far as Finn was concerned) was nothing more than a dying jewel that ruled over the Western part of the capital and he tried his best to protect everyone.

The warm sun gently warmed Finn’s fine black suit that was tailor made and shipped from Earth as a thank you present from the High Council for his work on getting the planetary government to conscript more soldiers for the Eternal War.

Finn still wasn’t too sure if that had been the right decision, but he wanted to protect everyone in the Empire. So if the Empire needed more soldiers to fight, then Finn was going to give them to the Empire.

Finn looked down at the little black metal table next to him, and he picked up a tiny mug of rich black coffee. Finn loved the black stuff, especially when it burned like battery acid. It left his throat feeling alive, awake and ready to take on the day.

Which during these dark times Finn felt like he was all he could do as his planet descended into chaos around him.

Finn had no idea where it all started but about one Earth-Year ago, the current King had started to talk about seceding from the Empire. Everyone knew that was a death sentence, but the people seemed to love the idea.

And even the other five Noble Houses seemed to love the idea more and more. 

Finn didn’t understand that, three of those Noble Houses had actually made their money, power and influence off the back of massive Empire Crusades against different aliens. It made no sense for them to want to secede.

But Finn supposed after the first few assassinations of pro-Empire supporters, everyone had gone in line to various extents. Even Finn’s own mother had been executed for so-called drug dealing, which was a flat out lie and everyone knew it.

Finn really hated the current King Jamie Pastor.

He had to die.

But as Finn had found out in the past
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