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A chill ran down Jase's spine. 

As his magnetic armoured boots locked on the freezing thick metal of the speeding train, Jase shivered a little. 

He couched on the metal roof of the train carriage as it continued to speed past the dark underground rock. 

Lifting up his head slightly, Jase saw the breathtaking rough black rock zoom past him as the train soared through these man-made tunnels. He smiled as orbs of energy pulsed. Giving off light so he could admire this mighty futuristic tunnel. 

Jase knew the orbs in their pentagonal design had some sort of high tech purpose. Something to do with guiding the train through the tunnel without the need of primitive tracks. However, he really didn't care nor want to know how they worked. 

Despite the train speeding past the rock at, at least, a hundred miles per hour. He couldn't hear the immense howl as the air rushed past him. As a result of his armoured helmet showing him streams of data and scans of the train. 

Drawing his attention away from the stunning rocks, Jase looked at the train. Its long simple silver cone design wasn't impressive, but it served its purpose. 

The sound of Jase's breathing in his helmet quietened and his body ignored the chilling metal he stood on. 

Jase knew he had a mission to complete and he didn't just jump from the rocky ceiling for the fun of it. It was fun though! 

Rising his head up, he looked three carriages down. His helmet display lit up in a pleasant red light to show his target. 

Jase never was a person to question when his Master gave him a target, an enemy of the Emperor of the Human Empire. He loved killing. 

Just at the thought of pushing his blade through the target's skin got him excited. Then he shook the thought away. As the smell of damp mould filled his senses. 

Crawling forward, Jase recapped the mission to himself as the train twisted and turned in the tunnel network. The hum of Jase's magnetic armour got louder as it strained. 

Recalling the words of his Master, Jase remembered the pleasure of his Master when he delivered the order. Commanding Jase to travel to this mining world and assassinate the target. 

Whilst Jase was technically allowed to ask about the mission, he did not. He decided to believe his Master when he said the target was a captive containing information that must not fall into enemy hands. 

A part of Jase believed that wholeheartedly. For there was a war with some traitors going on in some far, far away system. 

Although, the darker side of Jase did not care in the slightest. As long as he got a chance to kill that's all he needed. 

As he crawled forwards, feeling the cold smooth metal against his armour, he considered why he didn't just blow up the train. It wouldn't be hard. Destroy a simple orb in the distance could cause the train to fall on the sharp rocks below. 

He could even just crack the train open. Breaking the enviro-seals. The air was so polluted and toxic to life down in the tunnels. It would kill everyone on the train within minutes. Yet it would be an agonising death. 

Although, Jase rolled his eyes at those boring ideas. Sure everyone would die but he wouldn’t get to see the target's face as their life was drained from them. 

On the other hand, the most important reason not to destroy the train was because there were over two thousand innocent people on here. Even he couldn’t, no wouldn’t kill them. 

After crawling for another few seconds and his stomach flipped as the train twisted around a corner, Jase arrived. 

Listening to his quiet shallow breathing in his helmet, he looked down at the large metal hatch in front of him. Along with the little digital padlock. 

Jase smiled as he looked at his way in. He knew he would have to be stealthy since the changes in the enviro-systems could alert someone. But this was the best he could do. 

Placing his right hand over the small circle digital padlock, he felt his palm warm up as his armour hacked the padlock. 

It clicked. 

Jase opened the hatch. 

Boiling hot air rushing out. 

Jase jumped down. Shutting the hatch behind him. 

His helmet steamed up. 

A strange humming filled the air as the enviro-systems readjusted. 

After a few moments, his helmet cleared and his various data streams told him the air was safe. He still did not take his helmet off. 

Focusing on his surroundings, Jase acknowledged the cold grey steel around him in this little box chamber. Before he focused on the two doors in front of him. With large dirty raid-resisted glass panels built into them. 

Jase ran both of his armoured hands down them. Even through his sensitive armour, he could feel the scratches and the damage on them. This was an old unloved section of the train. Perfect for storing a person you never wanted others to know about. 

The smell of bitter almonds and mould caught his attention. 

Jase looked at his data streams to see the enviro-systems were failing. Not enough to be concerned about. But failing enough to be aware of. 

Despite his better judgement, he wasted a few precious seconds to make sure the faulty systems didn't affect the innocent people on board. 

It did. 

Jase took a step back. 

Pressing his back armour against a cold wall of metal. He needed to complete his mission. That was the most important thing. He was an Agent of The Emperor. It was his job to complete missions and slain the enemies of the Human Empire. Yet he knew it was his job to protect the innocent too. 

Jase recalled his extensive research about the train. It was travelling to the planetary capital. It would arrive in four hours. The enviro-systems would have failed severely by then. Too many innocents lost. 

Nonetheless, there was a city an hour away. He could contact them. Make them order the train to stop. He could save lives. 

Then the reality of his mission sunk in. These criminals or whoever had his target would be monitoring communications. 

If he sent that message. Yes, he would save the innocent. At the probable cost of his mission and life. 

What could he do? 

After all, Jase was a dutiful and loyal killer... servant of the Emperor. He had his mission. 

He sent it anyway. 

The message was delivered. 

A rare drop of sweat dripped down his forehead. Did he make a mistake? 

It did not matter. It was done. 

Trying to forget about his potential mistake, Jase moved back over to the glass windows in the doors. Looking through them, he saw three strips of bright white lights running the entire length of the train. Providing no shadows for him. He rolled his eyes. 

Scanning the long cylinder train carriage, Jase noted the thick bulletproof metal casing the carriage was made from. At least he could shoot without the risk of choking to death on agonising fumes. 

Although, Jase's eyebrows rose as he saw there were no crates, chairs or anything in the carriage except five people. There were no places to hide. Whoever these people were they wanted to be in some sort of control over their environment. Their mistake. 

Narrowing his eyes, Jase studied each of the five figures. The four people standing up were tall well-armed men and women in large bulk black armour with the symbol of Marines on their chest plate. Jase didn't have time to consider why elite human soldiers were here. 

Drawing his attention to their weapons, Jase noted their massive armoured fists with electrical energy crackling from them. 

Jase shook his head once more. He knew their fist weapons too well. He knew they could and would destroy entire tanks and even spaceships had been known to be destroyed by a punch in the right place. 

Maybe after this was over, he should report this to his Master. Enemy humans having devastating fist weapons could not be good for anyone. Well, except them. 

A flashing light on the enemy's armoured sleeve caught his attention. They were growing more alert. Looking around. Hunting. 

They knew he sent the message. 

They all formed a ring around the fifth person. 

From what Jase could make out, this fifth person was a humanoid figure forced on their knees with a massive black cloak forced over them. He could see anything more. Yet the smell of roses strangely filled his nose. He looked away. The roses were gone. 

Pulling out a small high velocity pistol from his belt, feeling the rough firm grip in his hand, Jase allowed a small smile to crack his face. This was pretty stupid. A pistol against electrical, overpowered fists. Even he wasn't expecting the enemy to be this well-equipped. 

Jase's smile deepened as he realised one punch would annihilate him. But the satisfaction from killing such a worthy foe would certainly be worth the risk. He only had to think about the glory this would bring him. 

Maybe even his Master would be impressed. It might even earn him praise from the Emperor himself. 

Jase chuckled at that stupid idea. He was a killer, not some glory hound of the Marines. 

He licked his lips and pressed a button on his armour. 

The doors opened. 

He beamed.

Jase charged.

The air was thick with the smell of chemicals.

Jase fired.

Two shots shattered the armour of one man.

His armour turned to lethal shards.

The man died screaming.

Jase beamed at the screams.

He loved it!

The other foes were alerted.

Jase shivered with pleasure.

The foes’ fists crackled with power.

Lightning shot into the floor.

Jase fired again.

His bullets screamed through the air.

The electrical energy shot into the bullets. Annihilating them.

Jase cocked his head.

The sound of loud humming filled the air.

The foes charged.

Jase dashed to the other side of the carriage.

The enemy punched the air.

Jase was thrown to the wall.

His mind churned in a haze of confusion. 

This wasn’t natural.

He jumped up.

Jase fired his pistol once more.

The bullets were obliterated again.

This was ridiculous.

He was a killer and he was failing.

Rage built within Jase.

He looked at that stupid target just sitting
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