

    
        
          The Bloody Knife

        

        
        
          The Bloodless Assassin, Volume 3

        

        
        
          James Hockley

        

        
          Published by James Hockley, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE BLOODY KNIFE

    

    
      First edition. June 30, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 James Hockley.

    

    
    
      Written by James Hockley.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Bloody Knife (The Bloodless Assassin, #3)

1 | Flourishing

2 | Following

3 | Questioning

4 | Reacting

5 | Failing

6 | Explaining


​Also from the World of Godslost

​Tiny Tales of Godslost:

The Love that Never – Free Download

Veiled Intentions – Free Download

The Infinite Tear – Free Download

Dusk is Coming – Free Download

The Bloodless Assassin Series:

Distant Shadow

Hand of Gold

The Bloody Knife

The Venomous Path

Flight of Finding (coming 2026)

Breaking of Godslost:

Assassin’s Paradox (Prequel)

Queen’s Descent (Book #1)

Queen’s Debt (Book #2)

Other Stories:

Sword of Destiny

Authorial Musings

When Alidinia first made his World of Godslost debut in the prequel novella titled Assassin's Paradox, there was an exchange between him and Employer that was intriguing. Ali claimed to have never failed a job, but Employer jibed smoothly back: “There was that one time.”

﻿﻿﻿﻿Well, this is the story of that time.

﻿﻿It was always clear that the reason Ali failed ‘that one time’ was because of his tendency to faint at the sight of blood – something he hadn’t told Employer by this stage – and this is exactly the dynamic explored in The Bloody Knife. It is the moment that Ali opens up to Employer and shares his entire self, something which is terrifying but which ultimately strengthens their bond.

What was less expected, though, was Employer opening up to Alidinia – which he does brazenly and surprisingly in ways never expected. As a writer this is great fun because it brings Employer into the sphere of the wider universe of Godslost – a fact which creates lovely opportunities for sneaky avenues and connections. This sort of link does, however, come with its challenges, and this time it’s a big one...

Because, after this unexpected grand reveal, the Employer of The Bloody Knife is no longer the Employer of the ‘future’ novella; Assassin's Paradox – at least not from Ali’s perspective – and this rather breaks the arrow of time.

Whoops!

So, how is this apparent discrepancy in Ali’s understanding of Employer going to be resolved? Well, that can has been kicked down the proverbial road and will be handled later in the series where there is more time to consider it. Surely it will all make sense one day...
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It had been two years now that Alidinia had been in Employer’s favour, and what a great two years they had been. Sure, he was a villain living out of the shadows and the grime-riddled streets of Maegwyn; sure, he was spurned by almost anyone of respectability in the city; but he was well kept, content, and having a lot of fun with it.

He had surely mastered the art of hiding in plain sight, strolling through the unsuspecting masses with his bow hidden in a very long walking staff. It was slightly ridiculous that he wasn’t pulled up for such a large item, but he walked with a slightly hunched back and hobbled like an old war veteran – a fresh faced war veteran of sixteen years. It was a great disguise, though the hood was important for the disguise. Without that, his ruse would not work at all.

“We’ll flush ‘im out here, ‘kay?” It was Ralf, the senior asset in Employer’s employ and a man who now looked up to Alidinia with some sort of respect. Ha – people were looking at him with respect now! Only two years ago, he had been downtrodden muck at the Shivering Quiver, but since then he had shown those fools the value of the drawn projectile. Nowadays, it was rare that he wasn’t part of the party, and his fellow assets revelled in their work when Ali’s bow reduced so much of the risk. In fact, Ali’s transformation had been so complete that all his fellow assets now recognised his value and treated him with the utmost respect – with perhaps the singular exception of the asset called Ogre. That man was in the game for the fight and only the fight, and often Ali set himself the challenge of spearing the mark before Ogre got a hold of them and ripped their ears off. The freak had done that once too – ripped some poor sod’s ears off. When the arrow struck, the mark practically sighed with relief.

“‘Kay?” He’d forgotten that Ralf was asking a question.

“Yes, that’s good. I’ll get down the end and slip into the shadows. Encourage the mark into the alley and we’ll have him good and cold.”

Ralf nodded and then grinned. “I’ll leave Ogre this end, guarding the exit.”

Ali tipped his head. “Do you enjoy making this a competition between us?”

“Don’t get no kicks from killin’ anymore, do I?” Ralf winked and then took his two companions into the high-end tavern. How Ralf blended into such a place was utterly bewildering, but Ralf had his skills and Ali had his, and they made a good team. Weird, but good. Ogre winked at him too, a wicked snarl and a curl of his lips.

In the shadows, Ali stretched out and performed the exercises that would properly loosen him up; arms windmilling; stretching calves and quads; rolling his neck. The dark woollen robes usually hid him in the shadows, but now he needn’t play the war veteran. Now, he was the precision sniper.

This job was a particularly exciting one too – at least, Employer was excited. The mark was a member of one of the lower councils of Maegwyn, and therefore – by extension – the empire. Certainly, the man was many rungs below the emperor himself, but the marks were getting closer to that man whom Ali would so much like to spear. And even if he wasn’t killing the emperor today, the fact that Ali would earn nicely out of this job meant it was still a very sweet deal: he was killing one side of the empire and being paid by the other. It was a delicious duplicity.

They were operating in the smarter end of town, something they quite often did on account of the targets they were given. In fact, the only high-end places they didn’t operate were either too close to the monstrous city walls – which embraced the cramped city and loomed over all but the tallest buildings – or near the Imperial Keep – the territory of the emperor himself. Those places were off-limits on account of the guard presence they attracted as-well as the proximity to rival assassin guilds, such as the Black Guild. Employer took great pains to stay away from the Black Guild, and though Ali didn’t understand why, he respected the rule. Today, they would be well within their comfort zone.

There was a ruckus and a lot of shouting, and that was usually a signal. Ali flexed the bow cord once, testing it, then slipped a fine arrow into the nock and pulled back. Any moment now the mark would crash out of the door and that would be his moment. He couldn’t help himself, and smiled. He had really gotten good at this.

The door slapped open and Ali bit his lip, pulling on the cord just a feather more, smoothly adjusting the trajectory. Any beat now and...

Red-cloaks flew out of the door, spreading wide and fast, fanning out into a defensive shield. The mark finally sailed out at a brisk pace with the red-cloaks in position, and his hat was the only thing giving him away. The imperial guards dropped into line alongside the politician, and in barely a few beats the mark was, quite literally, walking out of Ali’s sights. At the far end of the alleyway, even Ogre slipped away. The job was cold before it even got lukewarm.

Ralf slipped out of the door and snuck along the wall, staying in the shadows. He arrived next to Ali, who had lowered his bow.

“What happened?”

“We should have done it in the tavern. Quick sharp to the gut, you know the stuff.” Ralf licked his lips.

“Are you blaming me for this?”

“Just sayin’. There are other ways to kill.”

That was typical of Ralf – taking the side which did him most favour. For near enough two years the bastard had revelled in the high-paying sanctity of Ali’s bow, but now that the job had failed, Ali was being cast as the scapegoat. Employer would not be happy, that much was instantly clear, but it wasn’t his fault, was it? Ali licked his lips and eyed the red-cloaks slipping around the end of the alley and into the light.

“Where are they going?”

Ralf scratched his head. “Does it matter?”

“Where?”

The bastard snorted. “Square o’ the First. Four blocks over.”

Ali growled – the imperial complex: exactly where he was forbidden to go. But he had succeeded in that dangerous place when he was younger, so he could do it again, couldn’t he?

He unstrung the bow, deftly coiled it up, and strapped it to his back with the handy strap he had invented. Then he turned, scanned the wall, picked his path, and climbed. There was no ladder or anything like that, but the brickwork was decayed with water erosion, and quick hands made for rapid ascension. He hit the roof in no time.

The rooftops of Maegwyn had become a haunt of his; perhaps the best way to travel in the overcrowded city. This district, however, was not familiar to him, and when gaps presented themselves, he was not sure on the distance. Not that it stopped him leaping, of course. If his old mentor – Red-Cloak – had taught him anything, it was to trust in his
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