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​​​​When I was graduating from the University of Death numbers of years ago, I was actually rather excited, happy and glad that I had done so well on my university journey. Of course, there were plenty of moments when I believed wholeheartedly that I was going to fail my degree and then be killed so I couldn’t turn against the glorious Assassin Guild. 

There was the moment when I “accidentally” killed an instructor by throwing my knife into her eye despite her wearing goggles. I honestly believed that I was going to get a commendation for that little trick. No, I ended up getting detention.

Then there were the incidents involving me assassinating so-called unauthorised targets. I’m sorry but if a terrorist is within my killing ground then I will always kill them too, because the entire reason why I became an assassin was to save lives, protect the innocent and live an exciting life at the same time.

And the incident with the vibrating dildo and that I killed someone using it, well we simply don’t talk about that problem. Regardless of how much I loved the job.

Especially as none of that helps me with my current job.

I was sitting at the back of a massive beautiful cathedral in the south of England. I loved its ancient little gothic architecture that made me feel like I was stepping back into a more primitive time. The pinks, blues and reds of the immense stained glass window was wonderful as the bright sunlight shone through it.

There were tons of great-looking marble coffins lining the sides of the nave filled with so many dead heroes from over a thousand years ago, that I was seriously in my element. I loved the place but then again I do love death a little too much.

The only problem with the cathedral itself was the constant humming, popping and banging of the holo-systems that kept the place from falling apart.

Of course most people had no idea what was above them, but I did. The benefits of being an assassin is that you have to be very up-to-date on your construction material.

I had to focus for a few seconds but the beautiful gothic ceiling above me flickered, moved and looked blurry. That was because of the ceiling had collapsed about two decades ago so instead of “wasting” money to rebuild it, the owner had simply used the new technology to make it look real. 

You see I was sitting at the very back of the cathedral because it was graduation day for over three hundred students from the School of Geological Studies. Personally, I couldn’t have given a hairy rat’s behind about the subject but considering how one of my longest targets had actually come out of hiding to see their daughter graduate, who am I to pass up a great killing opportunity?

“Excuse me,” a woman asked.

I gestured that the short woman wearing some kind of black rubber business suit sat down next to me. She seemed nice enough but I knew she would be a problem, because she was now the closest person to the massive wooden doors. 

She was blocking my path to escape.

Not that it mattered really because Doctor Frank Selam was my target and he really wasn’t a nice man. After the collapse of the United Kingdom, he had become a terrorist for hire, making all sorts of bioweapons and engineering plagues and viruses on a scale the world had never seen before.

Believe it or not that actually isn’t enough for someone like me to get called in, but when the Head of United Nations was assassinated three years ago using one of his viruses that was when I was summoned, given a mission and I was now going to complete it.

Of course I had failed a good few times and Francis had repeatedly slipped through my fingers but the Guild hadn’t seemed to be too angry at least. They didn’t lock me up in a holo-stimulation. I have to admit that I was slightly confused as to why the Guild sent me out after failing a few times but a job was a job.

“Ladies and Gentlemen,”

I looked up at the very front of the university and smiled as I saw the female Chancellor of the university descend like some so-called angel on a hoverboard down from the fake ceiling. She was dressed in ancient robes and she looked awful but she seemed happy.

And considering she was going to be gifting my target an Honourary degree under a false name I was extremely happy too.

“So many people,” the woman next to me said.

I nodded and she was completely right. I hadn’t had much of a chance to focus on many other people but there had to be over a thousand people crammed into the nave.

There were over three hundred students smiling, laughing and muttering as the Chancellor continued. They were all in their black graduation gowns and holo-boards on their heads. They all looked the same to me so I didn’t care too much.

And my target wasn’t amongst them.

Then there were another six hundred plus parents and friends and guardians of the students. So many people here just to see their sweet child graduate, it was wonderful really but I wanted my target.

“Tell me,” the woman said, “how long do you think it would take to gas all these people?”

I instantly tensed. I actually looked at the woman and I noticed that she wasn’t normal, she wasn’t right and she certainly wasn’t a parent or guardian.

My target was sitting right next to me.

“Relax assassin,” Francis said. “I am a master of disguises and the Chancellor is a good friend of mine. She will be just as willing to kill you as I am,”

I shook my head because this was seriously going badly. I didn’t doubt for a second that the damn Chancellor had been working with Francis to get me here.

“All I really wanted was to see who was hunting me but look at all these people. Wouldn’t it be nice to see them choking and gasping for air?”

“You’re sick,” I said knowing it would only take one small flick of my wrist to activate my holo-sword but the space was too enclosed. I would probably kill someone, I needed to get him alone.

“Maybe but I think we both know that I am more than capable of killing everyone in this room,”

I looked around and I couldn’t believe that he was so cold, heartless and awful towards a thousand people. There were so many happy, smiling and excited young people about the Graduation that I simply could not allow this to happen.

Then the Chancellor started to read out the names of the students as they graduated so they could shake her hand and get their degree certificate.

“What virus do you have today?” I asked wanting to buy myself some time to come up with a plan to get him alone.

“You know assassin I don’t actually have one. I sold a virus to someone in this cathedral only yesterday. I have no control whether they release it or not,”

“You monster,” 

Francis looked like he was going to get up.

I placed my palm on his chest and flicked my wrist and a holo-sword shot out killing him instantly.

With Francis’s dead body next to me I had to find the bastard with the virus as soon as possible. This was bad and I was definitely running out of time because the honourary degree would be issued halfway through the calling out of the names.

And with Francis now unable to get the degree that would signal to the virus user that something was wrong and they would certainly release the virus at that point.

Killing everyone in the process.

I subtly searched Francis’s pockets and managed to find his communication bead but then I noticed that a young student was looking at me like I was a criminal.

I simply pretended to make out with Francis and that seemed to make the student think he was still alive. The idiot.

As I placed the holo-bead in my pocket and activated it, I smiled as streams upon streams of data appeared in front of me so only I could see it.

I checked Francis’s hail logs and noticed there were no calls for the past week, no emails and most importantly no bank deposits for the past month.

Then the screen flashed and Francis’s face appeared.

“This is an unauthorised access of my bead so I must assume that I am dead. The person with my virus will be notified in a few minutes and then everyone will die including you,”

I shook my head and simply deleted Francis’s ugly face off the holographic screens until I noticed there was something in the background of the message. 

I reinstated the warning and noticed that Francis was in a garden with a hell of a lot of Deadly Nightshade behind him. I have to admit it was old school as hell and there were a lot more sophisticated and untraceable ways to kill people these days.

Then again, Francis had never really been one for covering his tracks. He had always believed he was unkillable.

I was glad to prove him wrong.

But Deadly Nightshade had been used a lot at the university graduation tonight to show how something as old and dull as that ancient poison could be given new life by modern technology. 

I had read tons of reports lately about how poisons were being genetically modified, vapourised and mutilated beyond recognition. So I actually believed my real target was a student.

A student that was graduating today because a student working in Geological Sciences did cover Deadly Nightshade, the environments it grew in and how human activity had caused the plant to adapt in recent decades. Then it wouldn’t be hard for them to order Francis to adapt it even worse.

And if the expensive and posh clothes the parents were wearing were hardly suggesting there was a shortage of cash in the student population.

I had to find the student now.

I stood up
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