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Peering through the darkness, Alexander looked down on his target. As he knelt on the immense metal beam, he felt the cold metal chill his armoured skin and the smooth surface felt good against his fingers. Especially, after climbing through hundreds of metres of rough, sharp wreckage to reach this spot. 

Raising his head and checking out his surroundings, Alexander smelt the distinctive, horrific stench of alien urine from the creatures below that left a foul egg taste in his mouth. But he needed to make sure the area was secure first. He knew it would be. He knew no one else was stupid enough to infiltrate this alien infested moon with hundreds of shipwrecks to try and get to these alien abominations. 

Continuing to turn his head side to side, Alexander frowned at the disgraceful sight of the strong mighty spaceships of his Emperor shot down and twisted into these abominable shells of their former selves. 

Whenever he looked there was a piece of a ship cracked open and bent into a mockery of his Emperor's will. 

These ships were meant to be beacons of hope and life for humanity. Not the disgraceful homes of alien scum. These creatures would certainly pay for their crimes against humanity. Even the almost silent whispers of their breathing was an insult to humanity. 

A whiff of the disgusting alien urine that smelt, like rotten eggs, made Alexander's attention go back to his targets. He hated them. He truly hated these disgusting aliens. 

As Alexander looked hundreds of metres below to the central metal circle where a few lights showed the silhouettes of five disgraceful creatures. Alexander knew he couldn't see much but these were his targets. 

The four aliens closest to the edges of the circular chunk of metal, Alexander supposed it could have been part of a hangar once, formed a perfect circle around a larger central figure. 

These four aliens stood there humming something, but Alexander was thankfully too far away. Listening to alien scum was the last thing he wanted to do. 

Forcing himself to focus on the aliens' utterly horrific bodies, Alexander became grateful for the darkness. At least it was preventing him from fully seeing the aliens. Thank the Emperor. 

As he looked at those excuses of a body, he noted their extremely slim bodies that rose up high, at least three metres tall, and they bowed their small heads towards the central figure. 

Whilst their bodies were covered from head to toe in long dirty black robes. Alexander managed to see a large piece of grey skin on the central figure that was only an extra two metres tall and wore a red cloak. 

All Alexander wanted to do was fire the high powered rifle next to him and kill them all. The area was secure. He could kill them all easily himself but he had to wait. Those were the orders. 

Alexander replayed the orders again and again in his mind from the Emperor's Daughter herself and how those precious stunningly spoken words had delivered him his holy mission in her father's name. He wanted there to be something that would allow him to just slaughter these abominations now. There wasn't. He had to wait. 

Leaving him alone in his mind to replay battles where he saw tens of species of aliens Slaughter his friends and eat them for sport. 

The smell of sweet earthy perfume, that replaced the foul egg taste in his mouth with one of sweet flowers, reminded Alexander that he wasn't alone on his mission. 

Turning his head around, he allowed a small smile to break his cold face as he looked upon Isabella. She too was kneeling on the cold metal of the beam. Staring down at the alien filth below. 

She looked so stunningly beautiful just kneeling there. So peaceful. Her eyes were bright orbs of life on a spaceship that had seen so much death. 

Alexander wanted to pull his attention away from her, but he just wanted to look for a little longer. He was always surrounded by death and suffering. Mostly because he caused it. 

For once, just for once, he wanted to be around life. He knew how stunning and precious life could be because he was staring at something that embodied the beauty of it. 

Alexander cast his mind back to when they meet as children on a world he forgot the name of. Even then she was stunning. The elegant, commanding movements of her slim body and long shiny hair that shone in the light in their overheated planet. He knew she was special so long ago. 

So, when he discovered she was another assassin. Alexander had to get on a mission with her. 

Alexander's small smile grew as he remembered his Master Assassin being absolutely furious at his attempts to get Isabella with him. Something rubbish about she would interfere with his ability to serve the Emperor. Nonsense of course but that was humanity these days. 

Although, even as his nose savoured her sweet scent, a flowery taste formed on his tongue and a gentle breeze brushed his skin. Alexander couldn't help but feel a tight knot form in his stomach at the thought of something happening to her. 

"We are here to serve Him on Earth. Stare at me another time," 

Even as she spoke Alexander felt a wave of affection wash over him. Her voice was so commanding yet there was an oddly seductive quality to it too. 

Alexander nodded. 

"Five targets confirmed. Central figure confirmed. Lord Commander Xenic is present. Confirm," 

"Confirm," Alexander replied as he focused on the figure. 

His eyes narrowed with hate as he thought about the atrocities this Lord Commander had committed against his Empire. Alexander licked his lips at the thought of shooting him dead. 

The almost silent sound of metal clicking made Alexander copy Isabella in picking up his own sniper rifle. He frowned as he felt its cold smooth metal in his hand. 

Aiming the long sniper rifle at the disgusting aliens, Alexander lusted to see the aliens explode and paint the wrecked ship with their blood and guts. They deserve a slower, more painful death for their crimes against humanity but at least they would be dead. 

"Locked on. Fire together. Take closest two each. Both fire on Central. Confirm," Isabella whispered. 

Alexander double checked the aim and weight of his sniper rifle. He wasn't going to miss. He didn't want to miss. He wasn't going to make a fool of himself in front of Isabella. 

"Confirm,"

Alexander listened for Isabella's command. 

"Execute," 

They both fired. 

The wreckage was filled with the deafening roar of bullets. 

The aliens screamed as their bodies were shattered. 

Their blood and muscles painted the metal ground. 

Even the air turned red with vapourised blood. 

Four corpses laid on the metal ground. 

Both assassins fired again. 

Their bullets hit the central figure. 

The figure disappeared. 

It was a hologram. 

Isabella screamed in frustration. 

Alexander went to turn. 

Four freezing scaly hands grabbed him. 

Throwing him down below. 

Alexander braved himself as shards and beams of wreckage zoomed towards him. 

They hit him. 

He kept falling. His body screaming in pain. 

He landed with a thud on the metal ground. 

Alexander's mind spun.

What just happened? 

After a few moments, his mind slowed down. Allowing him to see his surroundings. He wanted to look for Isabella. Make sure she was okay. But he remembered his training. 

Taking
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