
STALKING HALLS

––––––––

CONNOR WHITELEY

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means. Including information storage, and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This book is NOT legal, professional, medical, financial or any type of official advice.

Any questions about the book, rights licensing, or to contact the author, please email connorwhiteley@connorwhiteley.net 

Copyright © 2025 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.

DEDICATION

Thank you to all my readers without you I couldn’t do what I love.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

STALKING HALLS

GET YOUR FREE SHORT STORY NOW! And get signed up to Connor Whiteley’s newsletter to hear about new gripping books, offers and exciting projects. (You’ll never be sent spam) | https://www.subscribepage.io/garrosignup

About the author:

OTHER SHORT STORIES BY CONNOR WHITELEY

Other books by Connor Whiteley:

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

STALKING HALLS

[image: ]


​​​​It took me a long, long time to find the traitor blade-like warship called Hell’s Deliverance. It was a massive ugly warship with guns, cannons and annihilator missile launchers strapped to its foul hull like it was meant to be some kind of destroyer. It wasn’t. It was meant to be a mere cruiser, originally designed to transport people and refugees from one warzone in the Great Human Empire to another more safer place.

That never happened.

As soon as the captain of the warship got his ship, got a crew and got his first ever battle orders. He turned traitor, burnt an entire solar system (made up of three planets) to the ground and ever since he was a space pirate. Killing innocent crews, bombing supply ships and doing whatever the evil Lord of War wanted in his eternal crusade to annihilate the Empire.

That was the Captain’s most stupid mistake. Well, because as soon as someone aligns themselves with those superhuman soldiers, someone like me gets called in and then I have to kill you.

Some people might say being an assassin was harsh, evil or a dark career path that I choose. But honestly, I don’t think I’ve ever chosen anything in my life, I didn’t choose to become an assassin, I didn’t choose to have my family murdered by the traitors and I certainly did not choose my missions.

But I suppose I wouldn’t have changed anything for the world.

After I found Hell’s Deliverance, it was hardly difficult to infiltrate it. Captain Horatio Nelson might have been a master tactician but he was no defence designer so all I had to do was simply drop my black invisible assassin pod onto the hull, climb down and pop open a vent and in I went.

It wasn’t hard at all.

As I climbed through the deadly narrow metal vents with the constant drone of hissing, banging and screaming pipes and steam filled my ears, I only focused on my mission to kill my foe and hopefully protect the Empire.

If I failed then I truly didn’t want to know all the bloodshed that would happen. If I failed then millions could die in the next week and if I failed then my career might as well have been over.

When I dropped down onto the cold icy halls of the warship, there was no one about like I had expected. The awful smell of blood, sweat and raw meat filled the cold air and I hated how it left the taste of uncooked chicken on my tongue.

It didn’t really matter though because I had a job to do. The hallways of the warships were all long, narrow constructs made from immensely huge layers of steel covered in a special coating I didn’t understand that added protection against the elements of space.

The hallways were grey and ugly and the only real advantage of the colour was that it did hide blood a lot better than the bright white metal corridors of newer warships. That was a very good advantage to have over my foes.

I clicked my left wrist and a minor humming echoed in my ears for a second as my cloaking devices activated and I knew that if anyone looked at me then they would only see that I was wearing the black uniform of a traitor Empire Army soldier. These fools that dared to turn their backs on the Emperor would be silly enough to believe I was one of them.

My plan was simple. 

I would stalk my target through the ship, I would find him and kill him. Then as soon as I had killed him I would teleport back to my assassin pod, detach it from the hull and fly away like a bat out of hell.

Literally.

“Trooper,” a woman said behind me.

I immediately stood at attention and grinned as a small young woman marched over to me in her black uniform that was terribly creased and dirty. She couldn’t be more than an officer in that uniform but I try not to judge.

Behind her there were ten or twenty young cadets that were still in their grey loyal uniform. Their cold hard eyes looked fearful and scared.

Clearly Hell’s Deliverance had raided a Empire base or something recently and had taken a whole bunch of cadets prisoner. The warship was probably heading towards a mindcamp so these once loyal soldiers could be transformed and brainwashed into obedience drones for the Lord of War.

That just sickened me. And yet it was the truth and way the galaxy worked and that was why killing Captain Nelson was so critical.

“Why are you out on deck?” the woman asked sounding really annoyed.

Then she could even closer to me and I forced my wrists to relax before I killed her immediately with the holographic blades embedded in them.

“I was looking for Captain Nelson, ma,” I said. “I have new orders for him from Anti-Emperor himself,”

The woman stood up perfectly straight and I really hoped that I had remembered the ancient codeword for the Lord of War correctly. That would be the most critical piece of the mission.

Now the woman was just staring at me, like she was sizing up her pray before attacking it, I had to acknowledge that her uniform was really ugly and foul. Not only because of how messy it was, but also because of the golden, bronze and bone medals that clung to her breasts.

She had been involved in murders, mutinies and even assassinations of high-level targets. She was dangerous this one.

“Captain Nelson is in the caf area. Praise the Death of the Emperor,” she said.

I nodded and repeated those disgusting words that burnt like bile on my tongue. I just wanted to kill my target and flee this dammed place.

I saluted her and as she went back over to the cadets, I almost felt their pain and suffering and torment about being trapped in a place like this.

The cadets were just wearing their grey uniform. I could see the little holes where medals once proudly stood but clearly the traitors were taking apart their identity part by part and soon they would all be remoulded in the Lord of War’s image.

Just like the rest of humanity if people like me failed.

I went down a very long hallway and smiled at groups of other grey uniformed officers, generals and commanders as I continued towards the caf area.

I just couldn’t believe how bad this was all getting. There were tons of former loyal soldiers on the ship, all standing and talking in the long corridors, this just couldn’t be happening.

I had no idea where they raided but clearly they took a hell of a lot of prisoners and what was even worse, they seemed happy about it all. This was one of the most disgusting things I’ve had ever seen and that’s saying people because I kill people for a living.

All the former loyal soldiers were different heights, different weights, different colours of hair but they were all former Empire Army soldiers and they were smiling.

Maybe the brainwashing had already happened. Maybe the mindcamps were now things of the past. Maybe there were black mindcamp ships that brainwashed entire squads or military companies on the go.

If that was true then humanity was truly doomed.

So I decided to test my theory and test just how loyal these idiots were to the Emperor. Of course, I partly needed to know because I don’t know if these are threats or foes once I reveal that I’m an assassin and I also want to know if these people are willing to cause a mutiny once Nelson is dead.

I went over to a very tall man with a brown beard and crisp, freshly ironed grey uniform with a golden medal over his heart.

“Commander,” I said, “what’s your story?”

The Commander frowned at me and he looked like he wanted to punch me as did his squad but he waved a hand and they seemed to relax a little.

“I cannot keep saying these lies. I am loyal to the Emperor and no amount of brainwashing will change that no matter what crap you say,” the commander said.

If I wasn’t an assassin then I might say he was lying, just trying to scare me as I was in traitor uniform but I had been killing, torturing and interrogating people way too long to not know when someone was telling the truth.

He wasn’t lying. Maybe he would be useful after all.

I went very close to his ear like I was about to swear at him or kill him outright. Even his squad seemed to back away like they weren’t going to protect him when the time came.

“Long live the Emperor,” I said. 

I pulled away and the commander made a very subtle smile at me and an even more subtle nod. He knew I was loyal and an agent of the Emperor so hopefully he would help me when the time was right.

I kept on stalking the halls of this dammed place.

After a few more minutes of stalking the hallways, nodding at former loyal soldiers that only seemed to be increasing in numbers and their hairstyle got more and more wild, I entered the caf area.

It was a massive round, domed room with sterile white walls, tens upon tens of rows of metal tables and tons of black uniformed soldiers were laughing, talking and crackling about the idiot loyalists outside.

Then I noticed him, I saw my target and it took all my willpower not to whip out my holographic blades and charge him there and then. I couldn’t kill every single person in this caf area, maybe the entire ship, but I always preferred a quick clean kill.

I couldn’t kill my target a chance to escape.

Captain Nelson was a short man wearing a horrible black uniform with a thin layer of battle armour under it. I was surprised he didn’t have a squad of guards around him at all times but everyone in here was probably willing to die for him.

All he wanted
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