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It was days like this that made me both love and hate my job, husband and mindset in equal measure.

I, Lady Sarah Tano, had to admit as I crossed my legs allowing the cold fabric of my leather trousers to catch briefly on the purple wooden chair I was sitting on, that my husband was a complete and utter idiot.

My dearest husband had told me the simplest of instructions about the doctor’s office I was meant to be inside. He had described it as simple enough with a single entrance and exit, three chairs and a desk, with there being a large window to one side that he would be looking through with his sniper rifle.

Of course all of that was simply bullshit.

Instead my husband had looked at the completely wrong room that didn’t belong to our target at all. I had come here in a few moments before and found myself entering a rather wonderful little box-like office with the freshest and shiniest brown wooden floors I had ever seen.

You might ask yourself why that was important, and like most things the answer was incredibly simple. I didn’t like shiny polished floors because if anything bad happened, it made the clean up a nightmare. It was easy to hide blood, bone and chunks of flesh on a dirty floor, but a clean one. Oh my that was another matter entirely.

Also the office was perfectly clean, I mean even my skills as a... assassin you might say from time to time (a job that involved a lot of cleaning) couldn’t hold a candle to this level of cleanliness. I know my idiot husband would stress he could do a brilliant job cleaning, but oh fucking god was that a lie.

I asked him to clean the oven once you see, that was a decade ago and I’m still waiting. I hadn’t had a home-cooked meal for a decade and I’m rather glad about that.

The sweet aromas of orange, cedarwood and cranberries filled the air from the fresh cleaning and I almost allowed a smile to crack my face as the great taste of cranberry pie formed on my tongue. My mother would have been proud that I remembered it but I pushed it away.

I couldn’t afford a distraction. 

However, the row of purple wooden chairs with wonderfully soft red cushions I was sitting on lined the far wall of the office, perfectly opposite the brown fire door that served as the entrance. There wasn’t a lock on it so I wasn’t technically breaking any laws but it was odd.

In fact everything about the office was odd in small subtle ways that I would have picked up immediately, but clearly my husband did not. Or worse, oh God he might have figured this was a bad place and he was trying to get me killed.

Relax, the joke would always be on him if that was true.

One of the weirdest things about the entire office, besides the sterile white walls without any photos, art or that abstract crap that my own husband loved bringing home, was the large brown desk to my left-hand side. It was covered in neat piles of blue folders, there was a computer and a keyboard perfectly arranged, and that was the problem.

I never knew a person to actually arrange their computer, keyboard and folders perfectly before leaving for the day.

It simply wasn’t natural.

So I did what any sane assassin or whatever I was would do, I reached into my small black purse that I always took with me and I got out my-

The bastard didn’t pack it.

I looked in my black purse and flicked through my credit cards (all stolen of course), my knives and my small communicator but I couldn’t find my small black pistol. I had told my husband to put it in my purse after he finished practising.

I should have checked it I know but I was busy.

I grabbed the communicator and connected with his one. They didn’t use any normal frequencies and they were encrypted enough that I wasn’t scared about being overheard.

“Where is my pistol?” I asked, totally failing to hide any anger from my voice but I seriously didn’t care.

The line filled with static for a moment and then he replied. “I packed it, honest. I was practising my shooting using your face as target practice and I was really good,”

“Well I am glad my face is good motivation for you. You might be able to have a great sniper shot if you could see it now,”

Then I realised that my husband didn’t actually sound like his normal self. Sure we didn’t have the greatest of marriage at times and being a highly trained and skilled assassin (that was so much better than him) did create problems in a marriage. Yet my husband wasn’t stupid enough to actually admit to using my face as target practice.

Something was deadly wrong here, so I fell back onto our codes and I just hoped beyond hope that he still remembered that. Which was unlikely these days.

“Did you ever ask Jerry to pay the plumber to fix the kitchen sink?” I asked.

Thankfully Jerry was our old assassin mentor but he was corrupted as hell and it wasn’t strange for criminals to pay him to set up other assassins so they could be murdered.

Jerry had been my first kill to be honest.

“Na but I did get a message from Henry about the chicken being out of date and rotten,” he said with an edge of amusement.

I hadn’t heard my husband that happy for ages and it was good, nice even, to hear him like that. From his coded message it was clear that something rotten was going on but I didn’t remember who Henry was and the thing about the chicken. 

I heard footsteps come up to the wooden door and I took out one of my knives.

“Heat scope shows three targets incoming. All males and they’re carrying pistols and something that looks like a flame thrower,”

“Seriously?” I asked trying to keep my voice very silent.

“Someone wants us both dead,” my husband said. “I have three hostiles coming up the central staircase towards my position,”

“Stay alive my love,” I said cutting the line because I had bigger problems to focus on. I couldn’t help my husband if I was dead.

I took out another knife so I had one in each hand, and I enjoyed the feeling of the icy cold metal against the warmth of my hands.

I went over silently towards the desk and I stood behind it so whenever the attackers broke down the door they would have to scan the area to find me. That would give me precious time to kill them.

The deafening roar of a flame thrower screamed outside and I realised what they were doing.

They were going to force me out of the windows.

I wasn’t sure but with my husband distracted it wouldn’t be hard for skilled assassins to place their own snipers in the opposite buildings.

I couldn’t go outside through the windows. There were too many uncontrolled variables.

The deafening crackling of flames got louder as they started chomping away at the door.

Thankfully the door would hold for a little while but I had to escape.

The awful aroma of charred wood, toxic plastic and paint fumes and burning hairs filled the air as the so-called fire door started to buckle under the heat of the fire.

My heart started to pound in my chest but I forced my body to focus and relax. I couldn’t waste precious oxygen because I was panicking. I had to survive and I had to do something crazy.

I went over to the fire door.

I grabbed the lukewarm door handle and pulled it open and I moved with the fire door so the enemy couldn’t see me.

The enemy hesitated for a moment as they whispered to each other. 

I didn’t doubt they had their guns raised but as I stood behind the door I prepared to slash their throats with my knives.

The first man stepped into view.

I threw the knife.

It ripped into his neck. Slicing through the spinal cord with such cold efficiency I was beyond proud of my skill.

The other two just stopped in the doorway and they knew exactly where I was now.

I silently forward rolled towards the desk so if they shot through the fire door then I wouldn’t be automatically hit.

Sometimes being an assassin was just about staying alive for a little longer.

The heat built in the office as I noticed the flames slowly started to spread across the skirting boards, ceiling and the walls. I wasn’t too concerned for now but that damn crackling of the flames was annoying.

Bullets screamed through the air.

I didn’t react as the fire door popped, bent and collapsed allowing the flames to finish it off.

I threw a knife at a man.

It slammed into his chest and he collapsed.

There was a final man holding a bulky flamethrower but he shot backwards. I didn’t doubt he would attack sooner or later.

I had to escape soon.

I looked at the man I had just killed by the door and I noticed he wasn’t military, he wasn’t trained, he wasn’t anything.

He was just a criminal with a gun and horrible scars and tattoos. I didn’t know his story but I wanted to find out.

The final man charged in.

Unleashing his flamethrower.

Torrents of red flame charged towards me.

I rolled.

He kept moving the flamer.

The flames smashed into me. He stopped.

I wanted to scream. Panic. Cry out in crippling pain. 

I rolled around on the floor until the horrible flames died out.

When the flames died out I just laid there on the charred polished floors panting for breath from the sheer horror of having flames smash into me.

The man came over to me holding his flame thrower in both hands. He pointed it at me and I pointed a small knife at him.

I recognised his body profile, his gate and then how he was. This was the target and the man that I had been wanting to kill for ages. And I also wanted information from him because that was what I liked too, I liked killing and learning information from him.

Especially as he was rumoured to know about the location of a group of missing young adults that had been kidnapped three months ago.

“I was expecting better from an assassin from the Guild. I was always led to believe you people were clever, thorough and always knew when you were being set up,” he said. 

I just grinned because I was so going to enjoy killing him.

“Normally that is how it works but my husband missed some details,” I said. “And that still doesn’t explain how you managed to pull this off? My husband might be forgetful at times but he is no idiot,”

I only said that because I was certain he couldn’t hear me.

He was about to answer until the smoke got thicker, blacker and the air became a choking wreckage of the burning office.

I tried to get up but he placed the boiling hot tip of the flamer against my chest.

“You stay,” the doctor said walking away.

I threw the knife into the back of his knee.

He collapsed with a scream.

I jumped up. Charging at him. I whipped out another knife.

I couldn’t kill
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