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Ethano didn’t care what happened or where his blade fell, as long as it did he didn’t mind. Some might have thought his life was full of sadness and fear, but it wasn’t.

He loved the killing. Not because he took lives but because he served the Emperor and in some weird way he knew he was helping humanity. 

As Ethano breathed in the dirty air that smelt of ink and rotting food, he smiled. This was a disgusting place but at least there wouldn’t be any witnesses, the less witnesses there were, the less he had to kill.

His eyes narrowed as he looked down from his cold damp hiding spot high in the ceiling just below the glass roof that allowed moonlight and all the horrible noise and light from the flying vehicles to illuminate the printers.

Looking down, Ethano frowned as he focused on the large metal platforms that provided a subpar place for workers to walk around the immense black printing press as it printed lies and deception.

Straight below him Ethano saw the printer ran on for hundreds of metres with metal walking platforms either side of it. The entire printers were filled with the loud banging and humming of the printing working.

He had no idea why people still printed things in the Great Human Empire. Paper was a relic and a damaging one, and a relic that was not needed anymore.

Apparently the printers made bespoke magazines for the elite of the Empire, and these elites loved the feeling of paper in their hands.

Almost everyone bought that bad excuse for destroying ecosystems and spreading lies about the Emperor. Almost. 

Ethano grinned as he remembered his mission briefing about how another branch of the Agents of The Emperor had discovered the truth behind the magazine. To promote false ideas and lies about the glorious Emperor in an effort to make the elites support the foul traitors that hoped to overthrow him.

Ethano had to admit this was probably one of the better plans he had heard of in his time. The magazine was popular and had a massive distribution system and their puzzles contained secret codes with banking information for the elites to fund the terrorists. 

He fully admitted this was a good plan. Until it wasn’t. 

The longer he looked at the printer, the more and more the air smelt of ink and disgusting rotten food. Ethano could almost taste the rot in his mouth, maybe there were some (normally delicious) apples rotting down there.

Ethano stretched his neck a little further and focused on the metal walkways beyond the immense printer, he couldn’t see much not from there. But he managed to see the outline of a large iron door that presumably went onto an office of some sort.

As Ethano brushed off dust from his skin tight rubber kill suit that had strange technology embedded into it, he grinned a little more. It was soon going to be time for his true target to arrive.

At first he fully admitted that the idea for him to kill the Director of the magazine seemed odd. He would have preferred to kill the magazine’s distribution system person by person. (A lot more bodies would fall that way!) But his Masters had other ideas and now he understood it.

If the Director died then the company would be leaderless and Ethano had checked out the other workers, they didn’t have a large enough brain cell between them to run this complex scheme.

Over the humming and banging of the printer, Ethano heard iron scraping against the metal walkway as the iron door opened. 

Ethano felt his suit pulse. This was going to be fun.

Leaning forward from his hiding spot, Ethano stared wide-eyed at his prey as he walked along the walkways, they pointed to the printers, talked and laughed. 

None of that mattered to Ethano. He was going to kill them all.

He hadn’t expected for the Director to have guards with him, but that had made this all more interesting. 

Ethano’s eyes narrowed on the three guards that surrounded the Director and another figure. The guards hardly looked like a problem, they were tall muscular women with their long blond hair and their hands holding energy guns. 

As he focused on them more, Ethano shook his head as he realised these people were military trained. These disgusting people had betrayed the Emperor and worked with the enemy. 

They were definitely going to die!

Ethano switched his glare to the other woman who stood next to the Director, she wasn’t a large or short woman. Probably average height, average weight but there was something about her.

From this height he had no idea what was troubling him, but this woman with long blond golden hair made him nervous. It was like she carried herself with such power and authority but she was trying to hide it at the same time.

Pushing those thoughts away, Ethano licked his lips as he stared at the Director. He didn’t need a real name, so Director was fine and he’d be dead soon.

Ethano hated the target’s large body with all those saggy muscles and fine expensive robes. Some were silk, some were velvet, some were even gold. Needless to say Ethano was going to enjoy killing him.

With the Director and his useless guards starting to pass under him, Ethano whipped out his hands and two black holographic blades shot out.

Ethano jumped down.

Flying through the air.

He landed.

Slashing the chest of a guard.

The other two reacted.

Too slow.

Ethano jumped.

The women fired.

Ethano landed on one of them.

He ripped her head off.

Bullets fired.

Ethano threw the head.

The bullets hit it.

It shattered.

Ethano threw the holographic blade.

It zoomed through the air.

Smashing into the guard’s head.

No more guards.

He stared at the Director.

He was smiling.

Ethano charged.

The Director stood still.

Ethano passed straight through him.

He felt cold.

Numb.

His legs stopped working.

As Ethano landed with a thud on the cold rough metal platform, he felt his legs turn freezing cold and numb. His fingers turned to blocks of ice and he shivered.

Ethano heard his rubber kill suit hum as it tried to save him but it soon overheated. It wasn’t dead, it was out of action for now.

The sound of clapping made Ethano look around and he noticed the printing press had stopped. There was no other sound than someone clapping, the smell of ink was stronger than ever and for the first time in his life, Ethano felt scared.

After a few more seconds, Ethano frowned as the woman with the long blond golden hair knelt down in front of him. 

His eyes widened as her body flashed and flickered as she changed.

Her hands morphed into slimy blue claws, her hair fell away and her smooth beautiful face turned into a birds’ face. She smelt disgusting of burnt oil.

Ethano’s eyes narrowed as he wondered what she was. She was clearly an alien that much was true but he didn’t know which one. Well, he didn’t know exactly which one but he had a fairly good idea.

“Nechromium?” Ethano asked, his voice deep and without a hint of emotion.

The alien woman nodded. 

Inside his mind he panicked as he remembered his training and reading all the reports of the Nechromium and how all missions to kill them had failed. There were some assassins from the various divisions that focused exclusively on killing aliens, had thought that they were impossible to kill.

Ethano disagreed. He had to be the first.

As the alien scratched her throat, Ethano noticed her eyes were changing and she was focusing on his mouth. 

“That’s better darling,” the alien said. Her voice was a little off, but Ethano still understood the words.

“I didn’t know the Nechromium worked with the traitors,” Ethano said.

“We work with whoever wants to ‘elp us,”

Ethano smiled. This was so stupid. He wasn’t sure if the traitors were stupid for working with the crazy, killer Nechromium or the aliens were ridiculous for working with the traitors. The traitors would kill them soon.

Trying to move, Ethano felt his fingers turn even more numb and the numbness started to move up his legs.

“Relax now darling. I have sent for my Masters. They will be here soon and you will be looked after,”

Ethano stopped moving. 

He had heard stories of these aliens taking humans to their mind camps to teach them the real value of the universe. This was plain and simple brainwashing but even the traitors, the Empire and other alien races had failed to reproduce their near perfect method.

Ethano knew if he was taken to a mind camp, he would be
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