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Today’s the day I die.

Something I have always liked about the so-called Great Human Empire is how honestly pathetic, pointless and laughable it all is. Humanity pretends to boast about its amazing intelligence and how they love to always have the correct information, but it is just laughable as it turns out, in my experience anyway, that they simply love disinformation and fake news.

I suppose I would find that funny in a way considering it is my job to spread lies, chaos and misinformation. It is my job to tell the humans that they were being invaded when they were not, to tell them their great glorious Emperor was dead when he wasn’t, and it is most certainly my job to tell the humans that their death is coming. But that one isn’t misinformation for it is truth.

One of the few truths I tell.

You see my name is Captain Seth of the Hydra Legion. Me and my superhuman friends were once very loyal to the Emperor, we would happily conduct his superhuman spy games for him. But why spy on rebels and aliens and other traitors when you could simply join them?

I must confess that I wasn’t too fussed when the Lord Commander of my legion made us turn from the Emperor. I never had liked him too much because that’s the thing about the spy game. After a while you too turn to forget what is fact and what is the fiction you have spread.

I’ll even confess that I have some pretty horrific things in my past. 

When my legion invaded an entire solar system just south of Sol, it is me that spread the lie that it was the Empire forces burning entire worlds, killing their people and wanting to take them to the mindcamps. It was rather amazing in fact how many worlds thought of us as saviours when our Hydra ships turned up and again I spread the lie that we were taking them to safety.

Personally I don’t regret anything I have ever done in the name of my legion, the Lord Commander or the Lord of War. Granted I have no idea what happened to those people because I was already spreading more misinformation by the time they finished loading up people. But they were probably sent to the mindcamps and turned into mindless soldiers for the Lord of War’s long war against the Emperor.

And I most certainly wouldn’t change anything about my current situation.

A loud beep made me smile as I sat perfectly still chained to a large metal chair in the middle of a tiny box room. The walls were perfectly smooth without a sharp edge in the slightest. Besides from me and the chair I was sitting on, there was only a large table and another metal chair in front of me. Clearly the Empire believed they could interrogate me or something, it was stupid enough but I always had admired their dedication to stupidity.

The interrogation room smelt so cold with its poorly recycled air suggesting that the enviro-systems were failing. That was probably on purpose so they could kill me quickly but the traitor legions were always prepared for such little problems. I could survive in poorly recycle air for days thanks to me superhuman biology.

Clearly there were no loyal superhumans here. They could have been aware of that little fact and corrected it. 

At least that meant escape would be even easier, and of course I did have a minor thing for killing baseline humans. They were just... so soft.

“Prisoner secure,” a deeply computerised voice said.

I focused on the thick grey metal door to my left and wondered how long until a stupid human would decide to come and see me. I didn’t know exactly where I was but there was a gentle hum and crackle and pop in the air. Suggesting we were most certainly in high orbit of a planet.

The Empire Army had picked me up after I had infiltrated a highly-secured (that word was a joke in all honesty) research facility since the Empire was getting to create a new type of extermination weapon. So I broke in and wanted to stop them.

I will admit that the humans weren’t that stupid this time. Normally I will just access the computer’s central mainframe and force in a bunch of misinformation but clearly the humans had been warned against a Hydra threat. They had increased their security this time.

So much so that I had triggered an alarm. Something that never ever normally happens, I actually wanted to meet the so-called great mind behind that little trigger.

Then I wanted to kill them.

The massive whoop of the metal door opening made me smile a lot as a very tall elegant woman walked in and sat down next to me, I loved the sheer confidence she was giving off, almost like she just knew that she was perfectly safe. 

Her mistake.

She was wearing the standard boring grey uniform of Navy Intelligence Officers. I actually enjoyed their work because they feed us their information without knowing it and they were generally rather clever for humans, they would just never be able to beat us superhuman spies in the long war.

“Captain Seth of the Hydra Legion,” she said. “You’re a little short for a superhuman,”

I just smiled at her and made sure that my training was still working. The key to spy games was to make sure that you never gave away anything. Not a hint of emotion danced across my face.

“I also expected you to be smarter. You left your teleporter active when you were investigating our installation. It allowed us to track you,” she said.

Now that is something I have never understood about humans. So they capture you and then they tell you how they did it so you couldn’t fall for the same trick again.

And she was lying. I didn’t have a teleporter on me when I was investigating her research facility. So the real question when why was she lying?

She might have already guessed there was a full Hydra Legion cell on her planet, meaning there were another four operatives not including me than she might not have caught. That wasn’t a problem. 

Yet what I didn’t want her to know was that we had a shuttle parked in the forest about ten kilometres from the main entrance and it was very cloaked at the time. I just hoped that the shuttle’s batteries weren’t running down, I couldn’t have the ship uncloaking.

If the Empire found the codes on the ship then it was basically game over for all our operations in the system and this wider sector of space.

You see as the entire Hydra Legion is dedicated to spreading of misinformation and being superhuman spies. We constantly transmit made up information on every single available frequency so no matter how the Empire decides to communicate with each other, there is always some misinformation in every single message.

It’s a perfect system really and the stakes couldn’t be higher at the moment.

Since the Lord of War, who is the wonderful leader of the Traitors legions against the Empire, is amassing all his traitor forces in the region to become a rolling death ball that is so powerful we can carve a bloody path straight to the Sol System.

And kill the Emperor outright so the entire Empire can fall into our glorious hands.

But the only problem with that plan is if you’re going to amass so many ships together in one location, you need to make sure no one scans, investigates or goes into that area of space where you are. Hence the dire need for misinformation.

Apparently the Empire thinks that our area of space for the amassing is experiencing the worse solar flares on record. 

As much as I wanted to talk to her, in these sorts of interrogations they all depend on the sharing and exchange of information. And they were basically a game of who can make the other idiot reveal something first.

This woman already seemed to be revealing everything I needed, so I was more than content to keep her talking.

“We executed your four friends earlier. Officer Pigment, Officer Sarahion and Officer Aidenicus. All dead,” she said.

Damn it. 

“And Commander Arloan is currently being interrogated by the Assassins. He has already revealed the shuttle location ten kilometres south of the base and we are currently decoding the codes on broad,”

Shit. 

This was beyond bad. It might have been standard Hydra protocol to put in a boobytrap in the codes so the Empire systems would get a hell of a surprise when they decoded them, but I hadn’t. well I
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