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I, Arbiter Carter Murphy, just frowned as I sat down at the very large sterile white round table in the middle of the sealed room. I rather liked the situation I was in even if it was slightly (a lot) outside my comfort zone.

I was in a room trapped with an innocent person and an assassin who were also sitting at the table with me, not that I actually needed to focus on that for now.

The room couldn’t have been better and worse at the same time for my task of finding out who the assassin was. The walls were long, huge and made out of bright glowing white plastic that was both bomb-proof and impossible to escape from.

The plastic walls had a slight shine to them that I liked, but the problem was that if you caught the reflecting shine at the wrong angle then it was so bright, blinding and deadly that it would and could blind you for life.

I had heard way too many stories of that happening in imprisonment chambers like this.

There was even a small cut every metre or so. I wasn’t entirely sure why the walls had cuts in them, but when I had asked the designer once he had just smiled at me. He didn’t want me to know but my guess that was there was some kind of foul containment protocol designed to kill everyone inside if needed.

Something I really hoped I wasn’t going to need. I had no intention of dying today.

The sweet flora perfume that clung to the air and left the great taste of orange tarts form on my tongue, made me smile as I looked at the first of my suspects. Madison was a sweet-looking woman wearing a very seductive and cute black dress that made her look deadly, alluring and very seductive.

She had been captured investigating an Empire army base and considering there was an assassin on the loose near the base, the guards believed she might be the one.

I wasn’t so sure because her long raven hair was so seductive, she wasn’t wearing an assassin suit, she didn’t have any weapons and her voice was so calm and relaxing. I just didn’t want her to be trouble.

Because once I found the assassin my duty was to kill them.

The next suspect sat to my right and he smiled weakly at me. He was a young man called Finley Atkinson, he didn’t look like an assassin, he certainly didn’t have the body for the job and his cover was simple enough.

Finley was a farm boy that walked over two miles every single day to deliver fresh meat to the Empire Army soldiers. He wore a sweet dirty pair of holo-clothes and every single instinct was telling me he wasn’t an assassin.

In fact this entire situation felt wrong because I had to find out who the assassin was and I was going to struggle doing that without forcing the assassin’s hand.

The things I do to save Lord Commanders visiting random Empire Army bases. I don’t even get a promotion out of this.

I knew we were inside my black blade-like Arbiter-Class cruiser that allowed me to travel the Great Human Empire solving crime, killing criminals and doing whatever else was required of me to stop the disease of crime from rotting the Empire to its core.

I could barely hear the gentle vibrating, popping and banging of the noisy Arbiters onboard and the engines as they zoomed us towards a random planet that we had orders to investigate but it wasn’t my case, so I didn’t care.

“What were you doing near the military base?” I asked Madison wanting her to reveal something dark to me.

“I was hiking,” she said. “I was just exploring the local area. You see my mother used to serve in the Empire Army so I wanted to meet people like her,”

The problem with that little story was that it was perfect, too perfect. I couldn’t check it here and I couldn’t even see if her mother was alive or dead, so the mother being in the Empire Army could be a motive or not.

I simply couldn’t tell.

“How do we know you aren’t the assassin?” Finley asked.

I sat up perfectly straight as I realised what my bosses were actually up to. It was no secret that I had failed in my last two investigations so they must have created some kind of weird test to see if I was still a good Arbiter or not.

They must have grabbed two random people, one of them a real assassin and told all three of us to find out who the assassin was.

“That is true,” Madison said her voice sexy and smooth like caramel. “My boss told me if I find the assassin I get a promotion,”

“Exactly,” Finley said. “If I find the assassin I finally get to become an Arbiter or a trainee one at that,”

Damn this all to hell. My bosses were playing a dangerous, deadly game with me because both of the suspects were so cold, composed and looked like they were telling the truth perfectly.

I couldn’t tell fact from fiction here so I was going to have to be extra clever, and that involved coffee.

I clapped my hands in the air. “Food synthesiser three mugs of coffee in holo-cups,”

Normally I would have just allowed the dark, night black coffee to turn up in China mugs like they always did but if an assassin broke a mug then it would easily become a weapon.

At least the holo-mugs weren’t deadly, but I did hate the awful burning sensation I felt whenever I pressed the mug to my lips.

“Why do you want us to drink?” Madison asked grinning at me.

I smiled because I was hoping I was luring her into my trap. “Because an assassin would always have battle damage and that means they might struggle to hold a holo-mug,”

“That’s wrong,” Finley said. “Assassins have access to some of the most advanced technology in the Empire. Battle damage can be healed as easily as fixing a gun these days,”

I just glared at him but Madison focused on me.

“How do you know that?” I asked as three large mugs of pure black coffee appeared in front of us.

“Because I read and if I am ever going to an Arbiter then I have to be prepared,” Finley said.

I wasn’t sure if Finley was telling the truth or not because something just wasn’t sitting right with me. 

“I presume,” Madison said. “For us to escape this room we need to kill the assassin and save the innocent person,”

I nodded. She was right and I had to find out who the assassin was and that meant digging deeper into their past. Especially as assassins spent their entire childhood training so their past would be as twisted as their present and future.

I was more than glad I knew tons about the assassins so hopefully I could be smart enough to catch them. 

“How did you grow up?” I asked.

“You first,” Finley said.

I didn’t know if that was an admission that he needed time to think up a convincing lie but I didn’t want to argue right now.

“I grew up on my homeworld of Turner Prime in one of the capital’s hab-blocks. It was a nice place but there was this stupid neighbour that always wanted to come round and talk to my dad. She was a charming lady but my dad wasn’t interested in her advances,”

“That sounds made up,” Madison said. “Tell us what you did for fun as a kid,” 

“Me and my mates used to go to the old junkyard. We would fix up some speeders, we even fixed up a shuttle once and flew around. The engines popped out ten minutes later, we crashed and spent a week in hospital. Still the best time though,”

My two suspects still didn’t seem too convinced, I had always thought of myself as a better liar than that, I would have thought my training had helped with that.

Madison stood up and paced round for a little while. “My childhood was actually spent on Earth right under the Empire Palace, it was beautiful and I had a mother, father and two brothers,”

“What happened to them?” Finley asked.

“All drafted into the Empire Army the moment I turned 18 and then I followed them. I served two tours of duty and I was discharged without a second thought as soon as I got an alien biological weapon that made it impossible for me to walk without aid,”

I looked down at her leg and
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