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On the day he died, bright crystal confetti showered down on the city of London, England, marking a strange almost supernatural phenomenon that some might consider an omen, a hint of what was to come or something else entirely, as the snowstorm lingered a little too past its official expiration date for the comfort of normal Londoners.

Reggie Lordwood with his black backpack filled with all sorts of gadgets and more, gently walked the streets of London with cold houses packed so tightly together they might have well of been stuck together like children's toys, the odd potted plant outside in some effort to make the street seem a little green was caked in snow almost a deadly blanket suffocating the plant to death. Not that the plants were out in the first place but they wouldn’t be now.

The entire street was caked in thick layers of snow and whilst other footprints patterned the snow and the cold did not cause other people to fear venturing outside on this coldest of mornings, Reggie didn’t watch, listen or paid any attention to them. They were as immaterial as the ghosts of his other victims to him.

The snow continued to shower down on the street turning the sky above a strange miserable grey until the snow descended down to the level of the little hooded street lamps, to become illuminated and turn a bright yellow before they descended more and only added to the snow veiling the street.

If today was any other day of the year then Reggie might have focused on more on the weather, but this was never going to be a normal day.

He was going to have to kill someone he normally forbade himself to kill.

Over the decades Reggie had of course killed a lot of people. Criminals that murdered innocent people, corrupt businessmen and politicians that were causing massive harm to innocent people and even some other high-profile targets that Reggie had investigated and deemed his employer was right to kill.

But he had never killed a charity worker before.

Reggie continued stalking down the snow covered street as he made his way towards the charity worker’s apartment but he was at least a little interested in hearing his side of the story before Reggie killed him, or did not.

He was open to anything these days.

Last night Reggie had been hired by a long-term employer (that in itself was dangerous and made him easier to track down) and the employer had wanted him to kill a seemingly perfect charity worker, Ryan Bailey, who worked caring for the elderly in their darkest hour.

It had taken hours of research for Reggie to finally discover why the employer had wanted the charity worker dead, it was because Ryan wasn’t the man he seemed to be. 

On the surface, Ryan was a perfect man with a loving wife, two children and he sacrificed every hour of every day to help people in need. In reality, he was spending his time at the charity stealing from the elderly, stealing their medication and most importantly his actions of swapping out their pain relief drugs meant that there were a lot of elderly people in agony in their final days.

That was outrageous. 

So when the employer had lost his mother, father and grandmother, all died in agony because of Ryan, Reggie was only too happy to help the employer find a little bit of justice.

A few moments later, Reggie forced himself to look at the massive glassy building ahead of him. The entire structure seemed to be made out of pure shiny glass on the outside that apparently made it look perfect, stylish and luscious. 

Reggie completely disagreed but that was why he was an assassin and not a designer.

Reggie reached out for the cold metal door handle and almost hesitated before he entered, he was still a little unsure about the kill, but a job was a job. And it would be great to donate the money from the job to charities that actually helped people.

He went through the door.

Reggie entered a large very modern and spacious reception desk where everything was made from pure crystal and glass. Reggie felt the freezing cold bite from the cold seeping into the reception area from the glass behind him.

Reggie was hardly a fan of the crystal desk in the very centre of the reception area, then there was an immense solid red wall behind the desk that rose so high into the sky that Reggie was only now starting to grasp the sheer scale of the apartments.

Yet no one was behind the desk.

In fact, no one was here in the slightest. Reggie had developed excellent hearing over the decades, and that seriously helped with his killing, but he didn’t hear anything. No one was walking behind the bright red door that was led into whatever was behind the main door.

It was strange.

Reggie went over to the crystal desk and what was even stranger was that there was absolutely no computers, files or anything.

It was empty.

Reggie went over to the bright red door and it was locked.

He took out some lockpicks and unlocked the door only to find that more red brick laid behind the door. 

The door was fake, there was nothing here and Reggie just knew that the damn charity and Ryan Bailey was a fake too.

He had been set up.

“Freeze!” someone shouted.

Reggie spun around. Five police officers in all black stormed in. Pointing their assault-rifles at him.

Reggie raised his arms as he weighed up his options. He should have seen this sooner, the weather, the charity and the actual strangeness of the request. It was all too perfect and now Reggie was going to pay the price.

Reggie looked at each of the police officers but with them being dressed in all black it was too hard to make out any differences between them. They were too good probably for an outright assault, Reggie was going to have to be careful.

The police officers fired.

Needles slammed into Reggie.

His world went black.
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With all his decades of assassin training, Reggie had managed to learn how to keep track of time extremely well. He had thankfully only been out for four hours but that was a long time for anyone, even more so for an assassin.

Reggie’s eyes weakly opened and Reggie forced his beating heart to remain calm as he found himself in a small box-room with horrible walls that were as black as his soul (according to his ex-girlfriend) and there was nothing in the room at all.

Not a chair, not a desk, not any recording equipment for any police interviews.

“I suppose you’re wondering why you’re here,” someone said.

But clearly there was a microphone or something judging by the poor quality of the person’s voice.

“We have a job for you,” the voice said.

Reggie didn’t react.

“How would you like your freedom in exchange for a simple killing?” 

Reggie had never been a gambling man but his father was, a very good one actually, and he always said to Reggie literally whenever he got the chance, that if something sounded too good to be true. It probably was.

There would be a massive catch here but Reggie needed to buy himself time to escape.

He had all the money in the world in different countries, different accounts under different names. He only needed to escape this and he would disappear.

“How would you like to kill the person who employed you?” 

Reggie actually laughed at that. He never knew exactly who employed him, all he knew them by was a number, but this particular employer had been good to him over the years. Given him a lot of jobs, a lot of kills and a lot of chances to make an illegal difference in the world.

“What if I told you, you were not in a black room like you appear. You are actually in a wooden crate inside your employer’s warehouse where we want you to track him down and kill him,” the voice said.

Reggie wasn’t sure. It sounded too strange and this person didn’t exactly sound like a cop. 

“Who are you?” Reggie asked.

“British Secret Service and I know you’ll disappear after this job, so I can get a guarantee for-”

Reggie was thrown to one side.

His face smashed against something wooden.

The room or crate exploded around him.

Daylight poured in.

Someone grabbed him by the throat.

Someone threw him to the ground.

It took a few moments for Reggie’s eyes to adjust to the light of wherever he was, all Reggie could focus on for a few moments was the grey tone of the sky as the crystal snow kept descending and laying thickly on the ground.

Reggie looked around and just knew he wasn’t in a warehouse. He was in the middle of nowhere, a massive open field covered in a thick layer of snow and tons of footprints of silly people patterned it for no reason at all.

There was a thick group of dense oak trees in the distance that seemed to enshroud the entire field in a cloak of snowy white protection and at least Reggie knew that no reinforcements could ever hope to preach the field.

Reggie focused on the ten men around him dressed in all black, carrying assault rifles and standing in front of a small plane that was probably how they had gotten him to the field in the first place.

“You’re growing slow old friend,” someone said but Reggie couldn’t identify who the speaker was.

Reggie didn’t recognise anyone exactly.

“You were distracted by us talking to you. That’s slow even for you,” the man directly in front of Reggie said.

“We should just kill him,” someone else said.

As a small power-struggle of words broke out Reggie focused on the plane a little more, he knew nothing about planes except that he noticed the fuel tanks of the plane were on the outside facing him.

He only needed to shoot one to maybe save or kill himself and everyone here too.

Reggie stood up and everyone’s fingers tightened around the trigger.

“You actually don’t
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