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The trial of Lady Margaret of the House of The Blue Sun was not a normal trial.

It was the trial that shaped the Great Human Empire, or at least some of it. For when a member of the nobility goes on trial for not just murder but capital murder. Well, everyone watches. Especially the different branches of the Agents of The Emperor.

If this trial was plain old murder, a stabbing, a shooting, a good old whack over the head then maybe things would have played out very, very differently. 

But when a member of the nobility and the rich and almighty elite of the Empire decides to kill a number of poor people because they were unworthy and pointless. all because of their lack of money. 

Well, everyone could take notice. 

And yet the thing about money is that it really can buy you everything. Take Lady Margaret for example, her family bought her a judge and the best lawyer. The lawyer created reasonable doubt and the fair lady got off with murder and hell, I already know she’s killed a few more people since then.

But that’s the thing about money. It really can buy you everything.

So I was hardly surprised when my Masters called me and asked me to dispose of the fair Lady. 

Which leads me to this cold winter’s night as I lay down on a cold snow covered roof, breathing hints of smoke and tasting its foulness in my mouth. All whilst staring out over the bright white landscape with snow topped trees and a massive log cabin in the middle of it all.

In a past life, I might have liked to stay in a cabin such as this, I know my wife would have but that was another reason why I was here. The rich and almighty killed my wife, the Arbiters had all the evidence they needed to convict them so I went to bed, the next day all the evidence was gone.

So I became an assassin for the Emperor and thankfully my Masters allow me to kill these horrible money hungry beasts from time to time. 

As I continued to stare at the large log cabin, my eyes narrowed on its windows that revealed large open plan rooms and tens of bed chambers and everything a rich spoilt brat would want.

As part of my research in this brat, I learnt a lot about her attitudes and her mindset. She was not a good person. In fact I watched some of the trial and she was making jokes about the dead people. Who the hell does that?

And yet I digress, what I did find interesting was how this woman truly believed she was the Emperor’s gift to the Empire, she got everything she wanted and now she was a killer and holding out in a little log cabin on a snow covered world. 

With the wind starting to pick up, blowing freezing cold air over me and kicking up the snow so it swirled and twirled in the air, I got out a small electronic contact lens and slid it into my eyes.

My vision zoomed in and I frowned as I focused on the lowest living room in the cabin. I instantly started to wonder about how to use the massive holographic screen that covered the wall opposite, the coffee table and the holographic chairs to my advantage.

But that all stopped when I saw my target. Lady Margaret was barely 25 but she looked a decade younger with all her makeup, long brown hair perfectly done and the finest clothes from Earth. 

I shook my head as I remembered how she actually said in the trial how she couldn’t understand why some of the jurors wore such poor people clothes. 

They didn’t find her guilty. 

A part of me knew this was just about revenge for me and I just wanted to balance the scales for the poor people of the Empire. It wasn’t their fault they didn’t have billions of credits at their disposal to buy whatever they wanted, whenever they wanted. 

Yet a tiny part of me didn’t want to do this at all because I just wanted all these rich brats to know actions had consequences. I wanted them to understand there were laws, regulations and other people who were just as powerful as them. If not more so.

When I told my Masters this, they agreed but they told me all the times other people had tried to explain this to them. It always failed. So now I’m more than happy tonight to make the snow turn a dark rich red.

With my vision narrowing on Lady Margaret, I studied her fine blue dress, her long silver jewellery and her black high heels in case they were somehow fitted with a shield generator or whatnot. 

Then I realised I was just being stupid because surely that would clash with her amazing fashion sense, and of course who would want to kill such an almighty and powerful brat?

As I smiled to myself I blinked twice and the contact lens started to scan the log cabin. I didn’t like the results. There was a shield generator on the house itself, the windows were bulletproof and there were plenty of security guards.

My mouth frowned as I wondered how I was going to break in and kill her. I couldn’t be a sniper like I planned, I couldn’t walk into the cabin and I needed to figure out a way to deal with the guards.

Then the scan showed me something I really did like, the shield generator was covering the entire cabin but it wasn’t a shield I thought it was. Because normally if you knew people might try and kill you, you would surely want a shield that killers can’t walk through or shoot through.

To normal people that was the case but for the first time in my assassin career, the target had decided to go with a bulletproof shield only. 

A part of me just couldn’t understand it. I could and I would easily walk through that shield and carve a bloody path through the guards to my target. Sure I couldn’t shoot her but I could and would kill her. All because she didn’t believe anyone would have the balls to walk up to her and gut her like the spoiled brat she was.

That would be her mistake. That would be her downfall. That would all be done for the unprivileged. 
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After a few minutes of walking without being detected, thanks to my cloaking device on my waist, I slowly walked up to the large log cabin, the snow crunching under my hand and the wind howling softly behind me.

When I got to the log cabin, I gently ran my fingers across the rough logs and frowned as my fingers tingled a little. There was a motion shield on the cabin but that didn’t matter. Even with the air smelling of burnt ozone and tasting of smoke from the motion shield, I knew none of this would matter because it would be how I was going to deal with the security guards.

I grabbed a small pistol from my back that I could easily make into a sniper rifle (and a grenade) if needed with a click of a button but I needed a small powerful gun for my plan.

After checking the pistol was fully loaded, I pointed it at the log cabin and fired.

It was actually rather beautiful to watch the bullet impact ripple out across the motion shield.

But within a few seconds the log cabin turned red, and I could hear the faint sounds of alarms going off inside.

Taking a few steps back, I cocked my head as I tried to work out where the door was to the cabin. My scans had showed me that the door was here but I couldn’t see it.

After taking a few more steps back, a chunk of the log cabin disappeared and black uniformed guards poured out holding machine guns.

My contact lens flashed a little with a warning sign telling me my cloaking device was about to die. But I didn’t need it.

I whipped up my pistol.

I fired.

Corpses dropped.

The cloaking device died.

The guards jumped.

I didn’t.

I fired.

Bullets screaming through the air.

Ripping chunks out of them.

Shattering armour.

Shattering bone.

I charged.

Firing again and again.

The snow wasn’t white.

It was dark rich red.

The guards attacked.

They fired.

Bullets came at me.

I jumped into the air.

The guards kept firing.

Again and again.

I dodged them.

The guards shouted something.

Endless bullets came at me.

I fired.

Exploding heads.

Skulls turned to shards.

Brain matter splashed everywhere.

Blood
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