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CITY OF SNOW

“When the blade falls nothing can stop it,”

-Unknown Master Assassin
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Of all my missions for the Rebellion and their somewhat doomed, but extremely interesting mission to kill the Overlord and free the Kingdom, I have to admit this was the coldest mission. Yet it was certainly great fun and a story very much worth sharing.

Feeling the freezing cold air blow past me my body shivered and pulled the soft thick grey fur coat over myself some more. I was not catching a cold on a mission. That was not happening!

Looking around on top of the hard black slate roof of the City of Snow’s Church, I smiled as I saw the thick layers of bright white snow blanket the entire horizon. It was a complete blanket of solid snow. No bright green trees. No animals running around. Only complete icy, freezing cold snow. 

Personally I had seen worse surroundings for a killing ground. This was not my ideal place because the snowy surroundings might prove to be dangerous for escaping. I would only need to get trapped under some snow, break an ankle on a tree root covered in snow for that to be true. I needed to be careful, very careful.

Turning my attention away from the surrounding areas, I managed to smell the sweet juicy scent of freshly cooking meat. Judging by the smell it could have been boar, lamb or maybe even Phoenix. (I hope not!)

Studying all the little wooden huts scattered throughout the entire city, I admitted there was a certain charm to this place with all the snow covered roofs and the tall chimneys piping out thick columns of black smoke. Which was probably why my target came here after evading me for a few months. 

Noticing a few people in thick black fur coats in the streets, I listened to them laugh and chat as the wind howled past me. There were a lot of rich people here sadly, and that meant only one thing. Guards. 

If it was one constant in my line of work is was whenever there were rich, spoiled people there were always Guards. 

Unexpected development for sure.

Moving my hands to the hilts of my two longswords, I felt a little more at ease because I could easily kill posh, rich people and guards alike with these at my side.

Looking away from the little huts, which was presumably the area of the city where the commoners lived (and knowing how these Cities run were probably beated and enslaved), I studied my true target.

My eyes narrowed as I studied the massive solid marble building twenty metres from me. Its large black marble walls were too thick and way too high for me to climb or explode through.

I supposed a lot of people would have liked the beautiful carving of the Gods and Goddesses on the walls. I couldn’t care less. I was on a mission to free people and protect the innocent. 

Focusing on the entrance and the land surrounding the marble building, which I do believe was a treasury of some sort, I shook my head. This wasn’t good as I noticed the immense cast iron, spiked fences around the Treasury were twenty metres from the main building and another ten metres from the nearest hut or building outside. I couldn’t jump that. 

With my doubt increasing about the stealth of my mission, I needed to look at the entrance of the fences. Breathing in more of the sweet juicy meat filled air, I was very happy with the attention of the fence. It had ten black armoured guards with a sword each. Better yet the entrance didn’t look reinforced. 

There was hope.

Thinking about the Rebellion’s request for a quiet assassination because apparently they needed this City of Snow for something, I almost laughed to myself. After all the missions I’ve done for them over the years. They must surely know by now they get what they’ve given.

I needed to move.

Jumping off the church roof, I landed elegantly on the street below with little huts lining it and the soft crunch of snow filling the street.

Walking with my grey fur hood over my face, I carefully made my way over to the treasury. The snow crunched under my feet as I moved. 

At first I thought I was going to stand out in the City of Snow for always wearing my hood and thick fur coat but thankfully I was wrong. That was pretty clear as I walked towards the treasury. Everyone in all their different sizes, heights and classes, they all wore their fur coat and covered their faces. I could not blame them. It was freezing!

Turning a corner, I entered a street filled with people wearing all sorts of different coats with shops selling all sorts of things lining the edges of the street. But I was focused on my mission.

Ahead at the end of the street, I could see my target. The ten black armoured guards stood there, their hands on their swords ready to attack. 

As I slide in and out of the crowd, past different people. Some smelling sweet. Some smelling sickly. And others just... smelling horrific. I noticed I was sadly right about the black cast iron fences, it was way too high and strong for me to jump it. Normally, I could easily climb this stuff but the freezing cold made it a risk. I didn’t want to touch it and my hands to stick!

Getting closer to the fence, I saw some of the Guards start to get nervous. Of course, I had no idea if they were getting nervous over me or another factor. I needed to be prepared. I placed my hands on the cold hilts of my swords.

The sound of crushing snow got a bit louder. I looked around. People were moving to the side of the street. I followed.

Five black horse drawn carriages thundered down the street.

I smiled. This could be my chance.

The carriages stopped at the fence and standing on my tiptoes I managed to see all the carriages were filled with bags upon bags of gold.

In fact, there was a carriage right in front of me. There was a red armoured driver but no other guards. I could try something. I could open the carriages and throw the gold bags into the street.

Granted it relied on everyone else not being too scared of these people to dare pick up the stolen money.

Looking around and focusing on the crowd, there were a lot of smiles as they looked at the gold. Some even whispered about stealing it for their starving families. Which is another reason why I do these missions- to help people.

I went for it.

I charged forward.

Darting out of the crowd.

I opened the carriage door.

Grabbed some the gold bags.

They were heavy.

Filled with gold coins.

I opened them.

Throwing the bags into the street.

No one moved.

No commoner went for the bags.

This wasn’t a diversion.

The guards shouted something.

I was made.

I needed to fight.

I whipped out my swords.

The driver jumped off the carriage.

He whipped out his sword.

He slashed and lashed at me.

I met his blade.

People screamed.

Hurrying away.

I was alone.

More guards were alerted now.

I didn’t know where my target was.

The driver whacked me in the face.

He kicked me in the stomach.

I wasn’t impressed.

I charged forward cutting off his hand.

Ramming my sword into his chest.

I kicked his corpse to the floor.

More guards crunched snow as they ran.

Guards shouted at someone.

It wasn’t me.

I spun around.

People were stealing from the carriages.

More people came out.

Armed with knives and pans.

They were here to fight.

A guard rushed past me.

I sliced off his head.

A sword flew past me.

I spun.

A man was there.

He swung his sword.

I ducked.

Slicing off his manhood.

He screamed.

I shot up.

Snapping his neck.

The other guards were dealing with the commoners.

They were fighting.

Guards laid dead at their feet.

I wanted to help them.

I had my mission.

I could help them later.

More guards screamed at me.

I charged.

Running towards the fence.

The five guards there shouted at me.

I didn’t listen.

They whipped out their swords.

I jumped into the air.

I kicked, punched and slashed them.

Helmets were crushed.

Armour was sliced into.

Blood sprayed from wounds.

I landed.

I didn’t let them recover.

I thrusted my swords into the chest of one guard.

One dead.

I jumped on another guard.

Snapping his neck.

Two dead.

Another guard ripped off her helmet.

Perfect.

I punched her.

She fell back.

I pressed my fingers into her eyes.

Her corpse fell to the ground.

Three dead.

Fists slammed into my back.

I fell to the ground.

A leather boot stomped on my arm.

I screamed.

Another boot stomped the other arm.

They kept their boots there.

I was pinned.

They smiled.

They were so happy.

They were stupid.

I was an assassin.

I whacked them with my legs.

The force knocked them.

One guard lifted his boot.

His mistake.

I lashed the other guard’s leg.

Blood flooded from the wound.

That guard left.

I stomped on his head.

It cracked.

The last guard punched me.

He went to punch me again.

I grabbed his arm.

Snapping it over my knee.

He screamed in agony.

I laughed.

Punching him.

I smashed his skull in.

With that mini-battle done, I allowed myself to take a few seconds of rest. Breathing in the freezing cold air and feeling my warm blood covered swords in my hands. 

Looking back at the street, I was rather impressed with all the commoners at the how they were fighting against the guards. Almost all the guards were dead now. Corpses of commoners littered the street. But I suppose that was always the cost of freedom. At least with every guard I kill that’s one less to destroy a family, widow a partner and make a child an orphan. That’s why I do all this killing, to protect families.

Turning my attention back to the marble building, I was actually amazed at what I was seeing. Twenty yellow armoured guards were standing outside with someone
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