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Assassin Sophia Russel had always hated Mars with a passion. As far as she was concerned it was nothing more than a massive chunk of red rock filled with dust, dust and more dust. Well that wasn't exactly true because they were plenty of idiots there.

Sophia pressed her rubber-suited back against the biting cold metal of a nearby habitat-block that rose up high into the orange sky like it would give its inhabitants plenty of room to live, make love and enjoy life. 

But that was far from how Mars worked for normal people, Sophia was more than glad she didn't have to live here. She only had to kill here. Sophia just hated how all those rooms in the block would be so small, damp and cramp. Yet that was the thing about Mars, no one lived here, only mindless drones worked here.

Sophia watched everyone else walk up and down the little metal street made of dirty grey metal as hard workers who looked like they were about to kilt over hurried back and forth to their habitat blocks for one reason or another. 

Even the air was disgusting and Sophia just wanted to have her kill and be done with this damn planet. The air was filled with so-called delightful hints of oil, burnt rubber and other toxic fumes that Sophia seriously didn't want to think about. She was just glad her high-tech rubber assassin suit, that looked like normal clothing under her cloak, was managing to filter out most of the toxins. It was just a shame it wasn't all of them.

Sophia really wished she was still back on Earth, the amazing birthcraddle of humanity with the rest of her kill team preparing for a mission, but she was sadly here. Here on an idiotic world that she would happily burn to the ground if she was ordered to.

It wasn't so much that Sophia hated the planet, it was more the leaders and the purpose of Mars. Mars was thankfully one of the best forge worlds in the entire Great Human Empire and Sophia respected it for that. She had been to plenty of these amazing worlds that were dedicated solely to the production of weapons, armour and vehicles for the war machine known as the Great Human Empire.

Sophia had no problem with that purpose of Mars. 

The real problem was the leaders of Mars were nobs. Plain and simple. Dickheads might have been a better way to put it but Sophia still hated the punch in the face she had gotten from her hard-ass superior for making such a so-called silly comment. But those leaders really were.

The eight people in charge of Mars were some of the most powerful people in the entire Empire, and those eight idiots knew it. They knew if they desired something they could summon Earth and they would have to be given it in fear of Mars ordering all the hundreds of thousands of Forge worlds across the entire Empire to stop production.

Sure it would take weeks to get the message to every Forge world and then maybe another week for the worlds to shut down (you cannot simply turn off an entire planet), but Sophia had always been interested if anyone had the balls to actually do it.

The Emperor had no interest in appeasing Mars so the Eight had never tested their luck, but everyone knew it was only a matter of time. Sophia guessed it would happen in the next few weeks so... things needed to change and she was happy to change them. 

One of the Eight needed to die.

The sound of the vast factories in the distance hammering, popping and roaring echoed around the entire planet and Sophia was glad soon this planet would be a little safer and a little more loyal to the Emperor. Especially with an Anti-Empire member of the Eight about to die, and if everything went according to, which when Sophia did it her plans normally did, he should be replaced with a more Pro-Empire member.

In all honesty Sophia didn't particularly care too much but as long as herself, her kill team and her Emperor were safe, she would keep doing what she was told. And she could hardly deny her so-called work (more like play) wasn't great fun and pleasurable at times.

The sound of a metal leg hitting the metal ground very hard made Sophia simply smile and get really excited. She was far too highly trained for her heart to race, her breathing to increase or even sweat. She was just excited about the kill.

Sophia slowly looked up as she saw her target. Forge Captain General O'Neil was definitely not a humanoid anymore with his eight metal spider legs that looked like they had naturally grown out of his metal waist. Each leg had an extremely sharp and deadly point to them.

Sophia was looking forward to this show.

O'Neil even moved like a stupid spider as his bulky legs tried to move down the little street where Sophia was standing.

But what really interested Sophia was the bright red cloak covering the Forge Captain General's metallic body and his cold metal face. For O'Neil no longer had any human eyes or flesh for they had all been replaced with awful machines and cybernetics, burning away all of his humanity in the process.

Sophia hated the disgusting look of him and she seriously wanted him dead as he carefully eased his way past her. He didn't even look at her and considering it was Machine Day, the weird-ass equivalent to a Martian Holy Day where they were meant to pay respect to those of flesh and blood who were apparently less fortunate, Sophia was hardly impressed.

"Have you come to kill me then?" O'Neil said, his voice harsh, computerised and lacking any hint of humanity.

Sophia didn't react.

"I wondered when the Empire would seek to eliminate me," he said. "I must admit assassin. My calculations were wrong for a change. I did not calculate you would dare kill me a Martian on Machine Day,"

Sophia pretended not to hear him, but she loosened her wrists for when she needed to attack, when she needed to activate her holographic swords and kill him.

"This is why Mars should be ruling the Empire and not the Weaklings of Flesh. It is your kind that was damning the species. That is the real point of Machine Day to remind us superior being how weak, pathetic and worthless you Fleshings are,"

He swung his legs at Sophia.

Sophia flicked her wrists. Two blue swords appeared in her hands.

Sophia swung her swords.

Slicing through two of his legs.

He hissed. He groaned. He shrieked.

Six metal legs swung at her.

Throwing her against the wall.

Slashing her chest.

Sophia swung her sword. 

Slicing into another leg.

O'Neil hissed.

Sophia charged.

Jumping into the air.

O'Neil was quick. Five lashing legs swung at Sophia.

She dropped. Dodging most of them.

She rolled forward.

One leg smashed down on her. Trapping one of her legs.

Sophia was pinned. She couldn't move. She couldn't escape.

O'Neil whacked Sophia closer to him. 

Sophia just smiled as O'Neil towered over her and was so sure she was going to die. Sophia noticed he was only standing on three legs, the surviving four and a half were all aimed at her. Yet O'Neil was too calculating, too precise, too clever (apparently) to leave anything to chance and he had already calculated her options for escape most probably.

Normally Sophia would charge right at him and use her assassin speed to kill him before his legs even got close to touching her.

But he would have guessed that.

Sophia supposed her next option would be to run to one of the legs he was standing on and slice it. Making him unstable and collapse. Catch him off guard so to speak.

He would have guessed that too.

Sophia seriously wasn't even going to consider the stupidity of attacking the three legs aimed at her. That was suicide plain and simple.

She was out of options.

So there was always only going to be one option left that Sophia absolutely hated, but she would hate dying a lot more. She would hate not being able to serve her Emperor a few more times and she would seriously hate not being able to see her Kill Team one final time.

Sophia had to run away.

She rolled backwards.

The metal legs shot forward.

They thought she had gone forward.

O’Neil was stupid.

The metal legs slammed into the floor.

Breaking it.

The legs tried to move.

They were stuck.

Sophia jumped up.

The metal legs were stuck. O’Neil looked unstable. He was about to fall over.

He was trying too hard to free his legs.

Sophia charged.

Jumping onto the trapped legs.

Jumping off them.

Raising her swords. Swinging them.

Slashing the metallic throat of O’Neil.

As black oily blood splashed against the biting cold walls of the habitat block, Sophia carefully landed on the ground and beheaded O’Neil. There was no chance she would ever risk him being alive. 

That was not an option.

Then for good measure and because Sophia loved this part, she spilled his black oily cables that had replaced his stomach and guts long ago. There was absolutely no chance O’Neil was alive now.

He was as dead as his own humanity.

Sophia just smiled at herself and knew that she had done more than enough today for her Empire and finally a Pro-Empire member of Mars could be ever so carefully guided into the ranks of the Eight and Mars’s loyalty to the Emperor could be reaffirmed.

As the sound of the vast factories in the distance hammering, popping and roaring became noticeable again, Sophia just frowned and she seriously hated Mars, and she was just glad she was never going to have to return to this Emperor-forsaken rock again.
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Assassin Novice Victor Istanbul had never really known why he had chosen to join the assassin temples, learn and train to become an Assassin. His entire family and friends back on his backwater planet that he called home had been shocked. They were outraged for the most part, but Victor just felt like it was his calling.

As he sat in the very bright, spacious apartment that was perfectly rectangular in shape, Victor just focused on the pleasurably warm feeling pulsing through his body as he sat on the specially designed stools around a large white kitchen table made of crystal. 

If anyone had told him that was what assassins ate around in the morning he would have called them liars. Victor had always imagined assassins to lurk in deep dark caves and lairs where the heads and corpses and blood of their victims would be the decorate.

But he had clearly been flat out wrong as the communal apartment he shared with the other two members of the kill team was large, very bright and there wasn’t even a hint of death in the air. 

In fact Victor had never smelt air so fresh, crisp and marvellous as the air in the apartment. Victor doubted the vast majority of people on Earth had access to the high-tech pumps and filters and that made the air so clean.

The lack of good quality air was one of the first things Victor had actually noticed about Earth when he first
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