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My rebellion cannot die.

As much as I love to think that, I know at some point all my friends, rebels and everyone I love will die or be killed. My job is to make sure that happens as far into the future as I can, which is why I’m in this godforsaken place.

The sound of peasants walking in the mud, talking and laughing with the other peasants filled the air as I looked down at them from the high window that I carefully hid behind.

As a female assassin I don’t have anything against peasants and everyday people, I was once one of them, and some peasants did look after me time from time after the Overlord killed my Assassin siblings and forced me to go on the run.

But I have never understood how they can find live quietly at peace whilst the Overlord and its servants make their lives a living hell. I don’t understand why these people don’t stand up and fight for their freedom.

For example there’s a woman down there who is being shouted at by some Overlord Guards in their horrid black armour that I would happily slice through, but is she saying anything? Is she defending herself? Is she doing anything that would make these men think twice?

No.

And that is why I do what I do, I want to defend the innocent, protect them and make sure my life is worth living. Yet I also suppose that’s why I joined the silly rebellion with their damn values, cause and heroics. 

I saved them once, they loved them and gave me a family of sorts, so now I feel like I have to protect them.

The horrible smell of poo, urine and rotten food fills the air as I realise what one of the nearby buildings below was used for, I didn’t want to be here any longer than necessary. 

If I wasn’t on official business then I would never have stayed here for as long as I have (four hours), but if I was ever going to free the Kingdom, kill my father the Overlord (don’t judge) and protect the rebellion, then I needed to do something here first.

I went away from the window and went over to the large wooden door that was the only entrance to this place. I hated the formal hard wood floors and walls to this office and its small official desk that was far too grand for purpose.

How I didn’t smash it up the moment I got here I didn’t know. But soon everything would be destroyed because I needed to kill this Governor.

Lord Governor Marisia of Outpost Ova was nice my favourite of people, if you asked anyone (including the Rebellion who meant to know all these things) they would have told you she was a rich woman who donated thousands to the poor each week, and she was one of the best Governors in the Kingdom, ruling over her district with fairness, justice and righteousness.

Rubbish!

Whereas if you were an Assassin (like wonderful old me), then you knew her as a cold, calculating, cunning killer. I first heard of her when I was a contract killer and she hired me to kill a hundred peasants because... I quote... I don’t want to feed those extra mouths. 

Not exactly the worse reason I’ve ever been hired but it does come close.

Anyway I’m going to stab her with my two long swords, and she needed to die now because apparently she had learnt the location of the rebellion, and I wasn’t going to allow her to kill my friends for love, money or spite.

The sound of footsteps came from the hallway behind the door and I pulled my black leather cloak and hood tighter as I prepared to strike.

The door opened.

Lord Governor Marisia walked in with a massive smile on her face. I hated her straight away with her long pompous robes, her stunning jewel and her perfectly done hair. 

This was the image of a woman who didn’t care about anyone else, if she had then she would have focused more on her people and not herself.

The door shut. I heard the guards walk away.

I went up to her. Placing my blades firmly against her throat.

“I wasn’t expecting the Assassin Protectorate of The Rebellion,” she said.

I know I got that title a month ago, being the Protectorate of the Rebellion, but I really don’t like it. It sounds pompous, arrogant and like I’m far superior to my station. I so wasn’t going to let her say that again.

“You know Assassin, your friends have made a lot of progress along the St Julian’s Way,”

As much as I needed to spill her blood now, I felt as if I had to know how much she knew, the Rebellion had mentioned taking that path towards the so-called Holy Sections of the Kingdom, but that was silly. The Overlord ruled those lands directly, no one would help them there. 

“Relax Assassin, I haven’t sent the orders yet and I presume I never will now. But there is something far better waiting for you,” she said with a smile.

I pressed my swords harder into her throat.

“The Overlord has activated them again. The Hunters will come for you and the Rebellion. They will find you, kill you and deliver you to the Glorious Overlord,”

Damn!

That is not what I wanted. I couldn’t have those silly, stupid half-human, half-demon shadowy monsters after me. I had enough trouble with them last night.

Damn it!

I needed more time. I needed to meet up with the Rebellion, plan our next moves, we were ruined after the Overlord attacked us, slaughtered our forces and forced us to move bases. 

We didn’t have any fighting power left, we couldn’t fight back, we were barely surviving. And that is what I wanted to change. 

“Don’t worry Lord Governor, I will kill you. I will make sure you’re found. Then I will save the Rebellion, find a City and we will kill the Overlord,”

Marisia shook her head. “The Hunters will stop you. You won’t get far,”

I moved closer to her ear. “Then we’ll go to the one place they would never dare step foot inside,”

Marisia gasped. “The City of Martyrs?”

I had no idea that was where they couldn’t go. I was making it up based on some stories I’d heard years ago but at least I knew where the Hunters would come for me now. Hopefully that City would help me and my friends rebuild, regroup and take the fight to the Overlord. 

I didn’t want any more unneeded deaths.

“Yes,” I said.

Marisia struggled. “That is Holy ground. That is outrageous. That-”

I slit her throat, threw her body out the window and escaped to meet up with the Rebellion. I had to warn them about the Hunters. 
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Commander Coleman stared at the two rows of the bloodied injured men and women that laid before him as the carriage rode along the long twisting road ahead. 

Coleman had hated leaving their base over a month ago but there was no other choice. The Overlord knew where they were and unlike the Rebellion’s forces, the Overlord had unlimited numbers of soldiers at his disposal.

It was only because of the Assassin’s quick thinking that had bought them enough time to escape.

The Assassin was stunning with her amazing body, long black hair and her deep dark eyes that Coleman wished he could stare into every day. 

He didn’t want to keep thinking like this but he had to. Coleman loved the Assassins that much was fact, but he didn’t know how to talk to her, show her his affection and develop whatever was between them into a relationship. 

But it didn’t take a genius to know that the Assassin probably wasn’t into a relationship, especially with Coleman. Especially after Coleman had apparently tried to control her or be overprotective, he still hated himself a little for even trying such a thing. But love definitely made him do stupid things.

Especially towards one of the most beautiful, kick-ass women he had ever met.

The quiet sounds of moaning, coughing and hissing reminded Coleman of the horrific losses the Rebellion had suffered and it wasn’t like most of these injured soldiers would heal or survive. The Rebellion didn’t have those sorts of supplies. 

Coleman had tried to reach out to allies but none of them were interested. As far as those so-called allies were concerned, the Rebellion was dead, long live the Overlord.

That sentence alone was disgusting and Coleman didn’t understand how these people could so easily live under that foul Overlord’s tyrannic rule. 

Coleman was more than glad that his father had rescued him from the City of Pleasure as a teenager. He didn’t want to become a sex slave for some Noble or Monarch, he wanted to be free.

But now he was, he had to free others.

The smell of blood, disease and damp filled the air and Coleman didn’t like any of it. He wanted better for his people, he wanted to show leadership, courage and that he had a master plan. But he didn’t. Coleman had failed as a leader, a fighter and now he was leading his friends on the run.

That was no way for a Rebellion to fight, too weak to defend themselves, much less attack the Overlord.

But at least Coleman had one weapon. He didn’t like to think of his beautiful Assassin as a weapon, but at this point he didn’t have a choice, the Assassin was the only advantage the Rebellion had.

If anything happened to her, then the Rebellion was truly dead (and so was Coleman’s heart).

A man with a blood
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