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Now normally in the cool and hardly mild month of November I, hitwoman Anna Robinson, like to start my Christmas shopping a little early, I start preparing for my charity fun runs and I start visiting my children that are living all over the world at this point, and I truly love all of them.

But right now I was sitting on top of an icy cold grey metal rooftop on top of a massive warehouse building that stretched on for hundreds of metres and was good twenty metres tall.

The sky was very overcast, dark and it looked like it was about to rain at any moment, and thankfully I had dressed in my correct “killing” uniform because of it. which today was a long waterproof trench coat, jeans and trainers that meant I could run as fast as I wanted without being restricted.

I had a little gas stove next to me boiling some water for me at the moment and the light sound of boiling water and the slight roar of the gas burner filled the air. Along with sounds of workers smoking, lorries driving below and in the distance the city of London was starting to wake up today.

The disgusting aromas of cigar and cigarette smoke mixed in the small amounts of lorry exhaust filled the air, and I hated the smell. I had never liked it when my dad smoked them when I was a kid and I hated it even more now.

This wasn’t exactly how I intended to spend my morning but when I was hired to kill someone.

I killed them.

Below me was a massive concrete road filled with a few green shipping containers, three small groups of black uniformed workers smoking and there were tons of lorries constantly moving and driving past.

This area on the outskirts of London was part of some new local government strategy to increase the UK productivity, so of course it wouldn’t work, but it was nice that they were trying and I was far more interested in my target that was bound to show up today.

Neta Oakwood was the very worst type of human on the entire world in my opinion, because she was a war profiteer and now she was a millionaire after supplying arms and weapons and tanks to the UK, Russia and Middle Eastern terror groups.

Of course, MI5 and 6 and a bunch of other international security agencies had tried to kill her for one and tried to get evidence of her corruption for a prosecution but they had failed completely.

So the heads of MI5, 6 and the French Directorate-General of External Security had hired me to assassinate her and they thankfully had already paid me in full.

Now I just hate war profiteers because I am no saint or pacifier, I like a good war as much as the next person, it was why I served in the Royal Marines for two years before I got fired for enjoying the killing too much. So now I kill people for about ten times as much as I made in an entire year in the Royal Marines, I did love my job.

And apparently the damn war profiteer was meant to be arriving here today because a shipment of missiles were coming and she wanted to inspect them personally. 

All the workers below me stopped talking and quickly stomped out their cigars and cigarettes when a group of three black SUVs pulled up. The men in black suits got out of the front and back car first looked around and clapped their hands together for ten seconds straight.

And yes that really did look as weird as it sounds.

A very tall and elegant woman was the only person to step out of the middle SUV and she did look good. She was wearing black trousers, a blue blouse and a very thick and extremely expensive white fur coat that was probably real fur. Yet another reason to kill her.

My only rules in life are family first, don’t kill innocents and don’t kill animals. Clearly this damn war profiteer didn’t care about innocent lives in the slightest.

As my little gas stove made the water boil more and more, I turned it off and grabbed my black rucksack behind me. I always carried it with me but I rarely look at it until the target arrives.

I took out my collapsible rifle from my rucksack and I started aiming at her.

Some of the workers hugged her and kissed her hand and then they all stopped and froze instantly.

I was about to shoot the woman dead when I saw another much larger black SUV roll out and even Neta seemed annoyed that the SUV was here.

The SUV stopped and a very overweight middle-aged man got out but he somehow managed to make the weight work on him.

“You shouldn’t be here Toby,” Neta said.

That name was strange because it sounded so familiar and it was even stranger that the man looked even more familiar like I had actually met him. He certainly wasn’t involved in the files and casework that I had been sent by the intelligence agencies for the hit.

He looked so familiar though.

“I will go wherever I please to get my weapons for my Government,” Toby said.

It was only now I was realising that these two were shouting at each other across a good ten metres and not one of them seemed interested in getting closer to the other.

“The UAE will get their missiles sooner than they expected,” Neta said starting to turn away.

Toby took a few steps closer. All the men that had stepped out of the SUVs with Neta whipped out pistols.

This wasn’t good for me at all. These men with Neta were highly trained and were very armed and probably wouldn’t give two thoughts about killing me, or at least swarming the warehouse and cutting off my escape.

I had dealt with so-called impossible odds before but even I had my limits.

The sound of lorries driving on the other side of the warehouse made me smile because there was a tiny chance if I could run the tens upon tens of metres to the other side of the warehouse. I could hopefully jump off the warehouse and land on a lorry all before the SUV men caught me.

But I was depending on a lot of ifs with that plan. The biggest one being that a lorry would be approaching the warehouse when I needed it to.

“Calm down Toby,” Neta said as I saw two of her men hold Toby’s arms and effectively restrain him.

Then I immediately realised where the hell I had seen him before, he was an international arms-dealer that always acted as a broker for arms deals between hostile governments and dealers.

I couldn’t understand why the UAE wanted western missiles but that didn’t matter to me, it was above my pay grade and I would sell that little detail to MI6 and donate the money to charity.

And I really can be that nice at times.

I noticed six more SUVs turn up and Neta’s face dropped.

“You didn’t think I wouldn’t bring UAE special forces with me?” Toby said.

Damn. This was really getting out of hand now because each of those SUVs contained at least five special forces operatives and it would only take one of them to kill me.

I had to carry out the hit now and escape.

I aimed my sniper rifle but I didn’t actually know who to kill exactly.

Sure I was meant to kill Neta because she was the target of my contract and it was my duty to my clients to kill her. But this Toby man was also a war profiteer that made money by giving hostile governments evil weapons to use against innocent people.

Who was more important? The supplier of the weapons or the person who gave the weapons to the killers?

Fuck it. I had to kill both of them and just hope that their security details didn’t get too much of a lead on me whilst I killed the other.

And hopefully I would start a firefight between the two groups because I was hoping that the other group would believe I was hired by the other side to kill the other.

I aimed my rifle. 

I shot Neta in-between the eyes.

Everyone screamed. Panicked.

The two groups shot at each other.

I aimed my rifle at Toby.

I shot him in the eye.

I jumped up. 

Someone tackled me to the ground.

A woman started punching me. Again and again.

She wrapped her hands round my throat.

I grabbed my gas stove.

Crippling pain filled my hand.

I swung the gas stove.

Boiling water splashed over


































[image: ]











d2d_images/cover.jpg
PROFITEER )

AN ASSASSIN CRIME FICTION SHORT STORY






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





