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​​​​I, Noah Dixon, am honestly not a bad person and not everyone hates me and that is certainly something I found out after this assassination. 

Whenever you laypeople think of the term assassin, you all must think that I am terribly cold, awful and such a foul person to be around. And in response I simply say to you, kind sir or Madam, if you have nothing to fear from the Agents of The Emperor then you have nothing to fear from me. But if the little sexy traitorous thought of betraying the Emperor ever crosses your mind, then believe me little human you will most certainly have to fear me.

But I suppose, well, if you have time to think about fearing little old me, my blade would already be dancing across your throat.

I am so, so sorry. There I go again being so overdramatic but it is true. 

Anyway, it was a stunningly beautiful “morning” on the Emperor Class destroyer “Rage’s Thunder” when I was sitting around a small black metal table with my best friends in the entire galaxy, a great bunch of university students that I had befriended for this assignment. 

The black table was perfectly smooth, level and surprisingly enough there was even a sign of denting. Which on this somewhat rough ship at times, that was a major surprise to me.

But perhaps not quite as surprising as the massive bright sterile white canteen we were in. 

All around us there were long rows of black tables normally filled with students grabbing lunch or dinner or studying. But today there was only us and another two groups of female students in the far left corners of the canteen.

They were wearing the little black military uniform that the Empire just insisted on all military cadets wear. I have never understood it, I never will and I will not miss that silly outfit after this mission.

Thankfully because this is during “social time” I’m wearing my white t-shirt and jeans over my assassin suit, which contained some really, really cool gadgets.

I was smiling at my three best friends and I had to admit I was so going to miss them after this assignment, but it was how the Empire worked. You were given an assignment, you made friends to get the assignment done and then once the assignment was done you simply went back into the night.

The warming aromas of cinnamon, nutmeg and vanilla filled my senses leaving the taste of sweet apple pie form on my tongue, and I knew that someone was rebooting the food synthesizers so soon we could all get some wonderful food. 

“How did you find the exams?” Bella asked.

Bella was sitting to my right wearing a wonderful little orange dress with her holographic trimming that she had decided to “treat” herself to because it was close to graduation. She did look good with her dress, her golden smile and her wonderful kindness that I was certainly going to miss about her.

Skylar nodded, wearing a great-looking white blouse, black trousers and a nice golden necklace around her neck. And I had to agree the military intelligence exams were hard for normal students, but they were piss easy for me but considering I was like double the age of these students, I supposed I had an unfair advantage.

And the great benefit of working for the assassins’ is that I get access to all the anti-ageing treatments for free. Granted I never would pay the thousands of credits for those treatments anyway. If I looked old, I looked old.

I wasn’t ashamed of it. Thankfully for this assignment I looked like a very hot twenty-two-year-old.

Then sitting to my left I had to admit was the hottest man I had ever had the pleasure of meeting. Doctor Louis Carol was an extremely fit, sexy and stunning man with a wonderful typical gym-body with big biceps who had been working with all of us over this past year.

He was such a kind and great man that even I, of all people, wanted to respect him.

And let me be clear, assassins do not give out respect very easily.

Especially because my assignment was to assassinate his boss and supervisor. Doctor Michael Walsh was my target and because it was so close to graduation for my best friends, the good Doctor was finally going to reveal himself to us.

Of course I have to admit there were easier and quicker ways to assassinate this mid-level target, because he had been selling top-secret information to traitor forces. And he had almost caused this warship to be blasted from existence, but I wanted to play with my prey.

And I really, really liked Louis, Skylar and Bella. If I could just spend a little more time with them and still get the mission done then I was happy and my bosses were happy.

I was even using this as an opportunity to feed the traitors bad information by hacking into Michael’s computer, filling it with rubbish and laughing as he passed it on to the traitors. My little operation had resulted in fifty traitor fleets being wiped out.

An excellent result in my opinion.

“What are your plans for next year?” Skylar asked me smiling.

Of course I couldn’t tell them I would continue to be killing the enemies of the Emperor, but it was just part of the cover story.

“I’m going to Basiallian Primus to continue my studies in Military Special Engagement,” I said. “I already have an offer thanks to Louis’s help,”

That was another lie because I had hacked into the military school to plant my records and application in their system, but I had loved staring at Louis’s strong biceps, great ass and just being with him as he typed and we spoke about my application. And a whole bunch of other things.

Because that really was the nice thing about these people. You just talk to them, get to know them and they didn’t judge or question anything.

That was a lot better compared to the typical people I had to deal with.

I smiled to myself as I noticed out of the corner of my eye the large thick blast doors had opened so I knew my target was coming close.

“That’s amazing,” Louis said. “I’m honestly jealous and I will miss you a lot,”

I bit my lip. I wasn’t sure if I was acting or not because I would actually miss him too, he was just so cute, sexy and he was just so damn fit.

“And I’m glad you’ll finally get a chance to deal with your parents,” Bella said.

I grinned subtly at that comment. Part of being a damn good assassin was about knowing how to twist real details with fake ones, so yes I did hate my parents because they were cold abusive and they had sent me to the Assassin Guilds underage.

When I was three years old I had had to sit in the icy cold snow of my home planet for three days until the Assassins believed that I was strong enough to train. I hate them for abandoning me so I killed them to prove my allegiance to the Emperor.

My Masters and trainers were angry at my target choice but I didn’t care.

Of course, all that Bella, Skylar and Louis knew was that they were abusive and I longed for a military career so I could finally free myself of them. 

“Yes and it is honestly all because of you that I’m able to do that,” I said meaning every word of it, “so I can’t thank you enough. I love you all,”

And that was the damn problem. 

I actually did love all these damn humans and laypeople too much. They were so kind, helpful and they were such good damn listeners. My mental health, my past trauma and dealing with all the crap I had learnt about my parents and how they had treated me had left me cold and a wreckage.

Actually not what the Empire wanted in its assassins.

But these great people had helped me deal with my past in more ways than I ever care to admit. And no, none of that crap will be going in my final report.

“Here he comes,” Louis said.

I smiled as I turned around and saw a very tall man walk towards the table wearing a long black cape, black trousers and black military uniform denoting him as a General of the Science Division, that was just disgusting considering how much of a traitor he was.

Then he whipped up a gun.

My training took over.

I whipped out my holographic blades.

Skylar screamed.

I went to charge at Michael.

I spun around.

Noticing then the two other groups of female students had already got my friends at knife point.

I just stared at the bitch of a woman that held beautiful Louis at knifepoint.

“I didn’t expect to have an assassin onboard,” Michael said. “I was actually just going to kidnap these bright recruits and take them to the mindcamps,”

I spat at him. It was beyond outrageous that Michael wanted to take my best friends to the mindcamps so they could be brainwashed into becoming mindless drones for the traitors to use them against the Empire they loved.

“You are a traitor,” I said. “You have been selling top-secret information to the traitors for a year,”

Michael nodded. “Of course that is what my Legion does,”

“Shit,” I said.

I watched as the stupid human doctor transformed, his arms and legs got longer and I just shook my head as Doctor Michael revealed himself to actually be a traitor superhuman soldier in the fiery crimson armour of the Hydra Legion. 

Superhuman infiltration specialists. 

I had prepared to kill a human, not a superhuman. 

“What?” Bella asked. “What is going on here?” 

I looked at them. I wanted to reveal everything. I wanted to tell them, who I was, what I was and why I had come here but I couldn’t.

It was against protocol.

“What’s wrong assassin? Why don’t you just kill me? And take out these witnesses whilst you are at it,”

“You know that is not how I operate traitor,” I said
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