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“If you get screwed over, screw them over twice as hard,”


-Unknown Master Assassin


Looking out over the harsh, boiling hot desert valley from my position high up on a nearby sandstone hill. With plenty of broken pieces of sandstone surrounding me. I admired the entire valley with all of its flat sandstone planes with massive yellow mountains in the distance.

Wiping my forehead with my hand, I tried to get rid of the thick layer of sweat forming on me. But I couldn’t. It was way too hot for that. 

Trying to ignore the boiling hot sun beaming down on me, I started to wonder about my target and when he would show up. After all he very much deserved it after what happened in the City of Light when that awful, monstrous King of Light laid a trap for me. Almost killing me!

I almost got mauled by a lion!

So I was hardly impressed with him and as a female assassin I was shocked he hadn’t tried to seduce me before killing me. That had happened before with other Kings. It didn’t end well for them.

Breathing in the hot, dry air that smelt a little sweaty (probably from me) I turned my attention to the large sandy road that was carved into the sandstone plane below me. 

I wasn’t entirely sure what I was meant to do when the King’s carriage travelled through here. A part of me wondered if I could jump down and not break a bone. Sadly I doubted that.

Instead I supposed I could quickly climb down and attack the carriage. But that depended on how many guards and hired assassins he had. A discovery I was not impressed with when the Rebellion told me where the King was heading. 

Granted when I told them about my plan to assassinate him for personal reasons. They offered to pay me anyway. I wasn’t going to say no to free money!

Hearing the tapping of hooves and the shouting of men in the distance, I looked to see a lot of black dots start to walk in my direction. It would be a little while until I could see them properly. I had time.

Thinking about the City the King was heading to, I nodded as I remembered what the City of Exotic Wonders was like. It was a lovely little City in the centre of the Kingdom filled with massive plants and all sorts of wonders from other Kingdoms and other cultures. I even think there’s a dragon corpse there and some elves. 

When I’ve got a few weeks to myself maybe I would travel there and see what they have. I would love to see a dragon. I probably haven’t seen a dragon since I was ten. That was a while ago!

Checking on the crowd of black dots in the distance, I was hardly impressed with the slow pace they were making. But I did notice a number of black dots riding quickly towards this crossing. Probably guards or (I really hope not) assassins. I hated fighting my own kind. 

Sadly after a decade or two of experience, I’ve learnt I’m probably the only assassin in existence with any kind of moral code. Like I won’t kill children or anyone else who doesn’t deserve it. It’s why I like working with the Rebellion so much. (And their leader’s pretty hot) But other assassins, if the job pays, they do it. No matter what.

With the sound of hooves thundering towards me getting closer, I looked at the black dots riding towards me. They weren’t dots anymore and I sadly recognised them. There were three black armoured horses with three red armoured assassins on them. Two women, one man.

I remember these assassins from maybe a decade ago, they made me and my killing look civil. Their slaughter and bloodlust was horrific. I didn’t want to fight them. But I didn’t have the money on me to buy them off. 

Looking over the edge of the sandstone hill I was on, I saw the horses stop and each of the assassins jumped off their horses. Whipping out their blades. All of them were poisonous. 

I didn’t need this.

Grabbing my two long swords, I started to walk back down the small sandstone path to the main road and my horse. Maybe I could escape and find a better spot to ambush the King of Light from.

My horse screamed.

I heard something fall.

I rushed back up to the top of the hill.

I whipped out my swords.

Three assassins walked up.

They grinned at me.

Their swords dripped blood.

My horse’s blood.

How dare they!

That was murder!

They charged.

The women jumped into the air.

The man charged at me.

I couldn’t fight them all.

I swung my swords.

The man met them.

The women kicked me.

I fell to the ground.

I rolled back up.

The man charged. 

Slashing and lashing his swords at me.

I tried to dodge them.

I couldn’t.

The two women attacked.

I kicked one.

One woman fell back.

The man slammed his fists into me.

Cutting my cheek.

I swung and kicked.

The man dodged my kick.

My sword sliced into him.

The women lunched forward.

Catching me off balance.

I fell.

They all swung.

I rolled.

Dodging the swings.

I jumped up.

Lashing my swords at their wrists.

The women moved.

The man was slow.

I sliced off his hand.

He screamed.

They wanted blood lust.

Their swords swirled at me.

I backed off.

I was close to the edge of the hill.

I couldn’t fall.

The man charged.

He didn’t care.

The women smiled.

I dodged.

The man flew past me.

Flying off the edge of the hill.

I heard his body splatter below.

I charged.

Jumping into the air.

I tried to kick the women.

They dodged.

Their swords swung.

Slicing my armour.

No poison touched me.

One whacked me to the ground.

I rolled over.

They raised their swords.

I grabbed a piece of sandstone.

Crushing it in my hands.

I threw the sand.

Blinding them.

They screamed.

I rammed my swords into each one.

They gasped.

I kicked their swords away from them.

Their bodies went light.

Their corpses fell to the ground.

I stomped on their heads.

Knowing these assassins were thankfully dead, I looked over the edge of the sandstone hill and frowned as I knew the shattered body of the male assassin was in the middle of the sandstone road. Even if I moved the body I doubt I could have made the road perfectly clean. When the King of Light’s carriages got here, they would know something was off.

Looking into the distance and feeling the boiling hot sun beam on me, I saw the black dots had picked up pace considerably. They weren’t really black dots anymore. 

At least I could see my target coming towards me. Studying the tens of black armoured metal carriages with four horses each, I looked at how they were all laid out and identical. I had no idea which one had the King in, and after the City of Light incident I didn’t even know if I could trust the intel that the King was even here. But why send assassins if he wasn’t here?

Knowing the element of surprise was well and truly gone, I knew I needed to do something and act. If the carriages went through here without me attacking. Then there wouldn’t be another chance to attack until they hit the City of Exotic Wonders. Way too risky.

Turning my attention back to the two dead assassins behind me with their crushed heads, I looked at their swords dripping with poison. Maybe I could use them. Maybe these assassins would be useful to me after all. 

I walked over to the bodies and checked their pockets to find two black leather pouches of the poison.

From the bottom of the sandstone hill, I heard three horses make sounds and I smiled. I had a plan. If I could somehow make these poisons airborne and attach them to the horses. I could survive. I could get my revenge. I had to try.

Scraping in the poison from the swords back into the two pouches, I had to admit I was surprised at myself. My former Master Assassin and mentor would have been proud, so damn proud.

Afterwards, I quickly walked back down the sandstone pathway to the bottom of the hill. Completely ignoring the shattered corpse nearby. Then I looked at the pouches and there seemed to be something happening to them. 

Looking at the pouches carefully I started to see the leather was starting to go. Almost like the poison was burning through it. Deciding to be extremely stupid or brave, I sniffed the leather and I definitely smiled as I smelt a tiny amount of the poison. Nowhere near enough to hurt me but enough to know it was airborne. 

Granted I had no idea why the poison wasn’t airborne when it was on the swords. Maybe there was a reaction between the poison and the metal. It was possible. I had heard of such things before.

With the horses continuing to make noises, I took a deep breath and knew I needed to act faster. Otherwise I would have to take a breath and breathe in the poison. (Thankfully I knew this poison wouldn’t hurt the horses)

Before I took my deep breath and started my busy work, I attached a pouch to each of the two horses and the last one I hoped would stay close by. After all I needed to escape later on after the death of my own horse.

I took a deep breath.

Whipped out my swords.

Lashed the pouches.

Green smoke poured out.

I kicked the horses.

They rode off towards the carriages.

I watched.

Trails of green smoke followed them.

I ran up the hill.

Taking a deep breath of boiling hot fresh air, I watched the horses ride into the carriages, all tens upon tens of them, and watched all those guards breathe in the green smoke.

It wasn’t long until the guards, carriage drivers and everyone else started coughing and choking.
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