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“Who needs aliens to kill us, when you have pollution killing millions each year,”

-The Emperor

Frandressia was here to kill. Plain and simple. The Polluters would die today.

Feeling the smooth cold metal beam under her crouching feet, Frandressia knew this was a day of reckoning. Admiring the stunning but awful ruined factory around her. With massive beams of metal and old factory walls destroyed, Frandressia knew this would be the perfect spot. The perfect spot to kill her target.

Focusing on the hard black metal floor below her, Frandressia noted the weak cold wind blowing past and how exposed this area was to the elements. After hundreds of kills, Frandressia hoped these elements and the exposure wouldn’t affect her mission.

The floor below was about as perfect as a killing ground could be. Large, open, few obstacles or hiding spots for attackers. This should be easy. Frandressia hoped it would be easy.

Turning her attention to the exposed environment, Frandressia breathed slowly through a simple (but awful) little holographic thing across her face. That was her mask. 

Granted on missions it was far better than those stupid bulky masks and gas masks those poor troopers had to wear. At least being an assassin had some advantages.

But pulling her attention away from her mask, Frandressia sneered at the surroundings. It was disgraceful. There was no other way to describe it. Frandressia knew from seeing the pic feeds and the odd hologram of this area of the planet. 

A part of Frandressia admired and loved the planet. It was so full of life, it had trillions of little insects, animals and plants growing here. But no one would know that now because as far as Frandressia could see there was nothing except massive dead trunks of long dead trees running along a river.

Frandressia cocked her head as she thought about the term river. She had seen real rivers before on planets throughout the entire Human Empire. It was amazing to see them at first. To a woman who had grown up on... a planet somewhere where rivers and water were weird concepts.

The closest thing Frandressia remembered to the fresh water was going to the dispenser machine in her house. Apparently, the water had been boiled away by war, but Frandressia didn’t know for certain.

Smelling the bitter toxins through her mask, Frandressia sneered and her eyes narrowed as she focused on the excuse of a river. 

This wasn’t a river. This was a waste dump. Frandressia knew rivers were never meant to be bright glowing pink that bubbled and twisted and churned. 

It was disgusting. How could people pump so much pollution into rivers that it would turn this colour? And they still don’t care?

Frandressia wanted her target to appear. She really wanted to kill him. How could this corporate boss willingly do this to the planet?

The reports had said the Planetary Governor had tried to get this boss to be green and stop polluting. Then his daughter mysteriously died. As an assassin, Frandressia knew the truth. So she was hardly surprised when the planetary Governor summoned an assassin from Earth.

Looking at the cold black metal floor below her, Frandressia willed her target to appear. The human part of her wanted to question him and learn how he got into this mess. 

The assassin part wondered how best to kill him. It had been ages since Frandressia carved someone up whilst they were still alive. That would be fun! Frandressia smiled at the idea. 

Hearing the wind howl loudly through the ruined factory, Frandressia frowned as she needed to reassess her calculations. She hated the wind was getting stronger. It would make jumping and thrusting her blade through the target harder. Not impossible. Just harder. 

Focusing on the vibrations of the metal and the sound of the factory, Frandressia thought she could hear a group coming but with the wind she couldn’t be sure.

Cocking her head, Frandressia thought what a group meant. She loved killing for her Emperor. It had been quite a while since she slaughtered a group. All those soft bodies ready for the kill. It would be nice. It would be a great test of her skills.

A group of five something caught her eye as they walked carefully into the killing ground. Their soft feet pressing against the black metal floor. Frandressia licked her lips. This was going to be fun.

Studying the group, Frandressia noted the four men on the outside of the poor excuse for a circle were nothing special. Their weapons plain. Man made. Not military. Their clothes simple. No armour. Poor choice for guards.

Focusing on the man in the middle, Frandressia leant forward slightly. He was interesting. His long slim build and his very long arms were covered in something shiny. A shield? A holograph? Was he even real?

Frandressia tried to focus on his head, but she couldn’t see it clearly. It was like it was shrouded by some weird tech. She knew of devices that did this shrouding. She had used these devices lots over the years. Frandressia supposed it was possible this boss had paid for one on the black market.

Frandressia’s frown deepened if he did have shrouding device then this would make it harder. A lot harder. She couldn’t trust what she saw with her own eyes. She was blind. Every beam of light reflected off this boss was morphed and changed slightly.

Then it dawned on Frandressia, why were they in a group and in a (poor) protective circle?

On the edge of her mask, Frandressia saw something flashing and when she turned her head she understood.

Looking out over the dead, polluted forest, Frandressia saw a long grey blade like shuttle with ten landing feet coming out coming towards the factory. Not designed for space travel. Definitely planet bound. Very expensive. Strange for it to be out here.
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