
  
    
      
    
  


		
			
				[image: ]
			

		

	
		
			Contents

			Cover 

			Assassinorum: Iron Sight – Extract

			A Black Library Publication

			eBook license

		

	
		
			Assassinorum: Iron Sight

			by Robert Rath

			Absolom Raithe knew how to cut a throat.

			He’d been trained in it, drilled in it. Had the steps memorised in stages like a true Vindicare. Stab behind the carotid to silence the voice box, rip outward.

			It was how he’d got the dirtcycle.

			‘Mission journal, Day 27, 1732 hours,’ he subvocalised into his mask’s throat-vox recorder. ‘Initial intercept unsuccessful. Jackal pack hit the likely target and scattered into the narrow alleys in ones and twos to foil pursuit, conforming to their established attack pattern. Presume surviving elements are rallying at a rendezvous point in the wastes before navigating at speed to next target.’

			He leaned the dirtcycle hard over to swerve around the torched shell of a Chimera, the blackened skeletons of its crew frozen in their attempt to claw their way out of the back hatch. Clicked his throat-vox live again.

			‘Ambush tactically successful. Rigged wire from descent kit across an alley along target’s expected exfiltration route, as recorded. Unseated jackal outrider and neutralised with utility blade.’ Raithe took a breath, tried to keep the unprofessional tone of disappointment from his voice. ‘Confirmed: no target kill. Repeat: no kill. Primary target used alternate route. Have mounted dead outrider’s dirtcycle and assumed its clothes. Have sighted target’s dust plume. In pursuit.’

			Raithe clicked off, suppressing the urge to swear. Twenty-seven days. This had gone on long enough. The target had escaped too many times. Even Raithe’s superhuman patience, instilled at the Vindicare Temple, had worn thin.

			He could not even take pride in the craft of his wire trap and knife kill, despite it being well done.

			Raithe generally preferred his garrotte. Had become known for it during training. It was quiet and efficient, with less chance of getting blood on his disguise. Wrap a man fast, cut his air, and there was almost no countermove. Shake him like a game fowl and you might even snap the spinal cord. Pull hard and you could decapitate a victim if the mission called for that kind of messaging.

			But the things Raithe pursued were not men, even if their silhouette looked the same at a distance. Genestealer hybrids had thicker necks, corded muscles, tough throat glands that made it difficult to strangle them. Even with his monomolecular knife edge, he’d needed to saw at the beast’s neck in order to cut through it.

			He would have preferred a clean ambush kill. Now it was a chase. A lone man on a spindly machine, tearing across the hardpan of the wasteland towards the dust plume on the horizon.

			Towards the target, towards the Alphus.

			It was Raithe’s fifth mission, the final target that would secure his status as a journeyman of the killer’s trade. Many assassins did not live that long. Attrition was a natural consequence of this vocation. It was no easy thing to track and kill a target through hostile territory, make the shot and get away clean. Many Vindicare died on their first mission, their names remembered and passed to a new initiate if they’d completed a kill – forgotten if they’d failed. Most others fell on missions two through four.

			Shot. Torn apart by shelling. Eviscerated by daemons or xenos horrors. Captured and, Emperor forbid it, tortured for unending days. An ignominious, drawn-out end for an operative trained to dispatch sudden death.

			It was why a green operative often started their career on a battlefield, tasked with lower-level targets to build experience, maybe seconded to a crusade on a temporary basis, granted a broad kill order from the High Lords of Terra that encompassed the enemy command echelon plus any and all targets of tactical interest. Journeyman work.

			But after five missions, things got interesting. Then the quarry changed. No more sniping mega-armoured orks or bedraggled cult leaders – no, after five missions you got the big game.

			Planetary governors. Chaos lords. T’au sept leaders. Mechanicus archmagi gone wrong. Operational lynchpins.

			And it meant no more mission journals dispatched back to the Temple for evaluation.

			But that meant living through deadly mission number five.

			Raithe almost lost focus in his itch to advance. He brought his attention back, the lenses of his spy mask scanning the orange Goviian horizon, data-traces running over the nodding heads of the pilgrim pumps.

			‘Two hours until sundown.’ Raithe glanced at the environmental data in his peripheral vision. ‘Current temperature: high even for Goviian wastes, but within equipment’s operational tolerances. Temperature will drop to sub-freezing after sundown. Metal contraction in rifle will degrade accuracy at range.’

			Govii was a wasteland. No one would live here were it not for its vast promethium reserves. What extractor-colonies existed tentatively clung onto life, maintaining the congregation of pilgrim pumps that bowed and rose endlessly, sucking the precious crude from the baked ground. Some of the pilgrims still had superstructures clad with folk-art depictions of devotees with clasped hands, but since the uprising many were naught but bare industrial skeletons.

			The 88th Tallarn had been a natural fit for the deployment. Raithe liked the Tallarns, respected their tradecraft, shared their dedication to specialising in a narrow type of operational violence. But even they hadn’t been able to catch the Alphus.

			The Alphus who had drilled acid-impregnated bullets through the skulls of twenty-six Militarum officers of field rank or above. Majors. Colonels. Two generals. It had hollowed out the headquarters section of multiple regiments, imperilled the war effort across the continent. Rigged a promethium field with demolition charges and blew them as the 88th Tallarn’s Second Battalion moved through, killing a full forty per cent of the unit in the inferno.

			That’s when Raithe received his orders. He’d analysed the Alphus’ pattern, pinpointed the lieutenant it had planned to strike next to cripple another platoon, and set his ambush on the expected escape route.

			That failure had been his third attempt. Each time, the Alphus had slipped away, the only sight of its pack a retreating dust plume. Yet this time he’d picked up its trail immediately, was gaining on them. 

			After a month of pursuing them across the wastes, amid the bowing pilgrims and scorching sun, it would end today.

			Hardpan tore past beneath his tyres. Stolen cult robes streamed out behind him over the protective shell of his synskin. Adrenaline purred in time with the throaty growling of the dirtcycle beneath him. He saw black dots rise from the wavering heat haze on the horizon – heads.

			He clicked on his throat-vox.

			‘Enemy sighted. Moving to shooting position. Pilgrim extractor one mile north-north-east, will scale it and find a firing solution on–’

			A sharp chime in his spy mask. Red text in his peripheral, warnings, plastered where it wouldn’t interfere with his shot.

			LASER RANGEFINDER DETECTED.

			Raithe slammed the cycle’s handlebars to the side and paired it with a severe lean, dropping the vehicle into a slide.

			‘Engaged. Engaged. Engaged.’

			He hit the ground hard, dirtcycle still between his legs. Hardpan scraped across his mask. Razor-edged pebbles scoured his right side as he went flat, tearing at his synskin, shredding the cultist robes. He felt a large piece of duneglass part his flesh from knee to upper thigh as it ground under his right leg.

			But that was better than the bullet that cracked by two inches above his head.
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