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The last one failed. You shall not. This is your last chance. 

You would do well to be swallowed by the earth should this assassination not be carried out BlueMage. 

The words of my Guildmaster still rang in my ears. Fearsome bloke that one. Shorter than me, but then most people are, and very skinny too. But the sheer authority in his voice, quiet and terrifying, were enough to stop me from giving him my usual brand of humourous response. 

No humour for that one - it's like he was dead but still breathing, lusting only for the gold contracts like this brought in. It sickened me, but it also scared me. 

A rare combination, that. 

It was a chilly night in P'piar, but then most nights around this time are. I pulled my cloak tighter, the hood covering my head and protecting my ears from the chill winds. It was dark blue, my cloak, and my favourite piece of attire. Blood stains washed out easily. 

Not that'd I'd managed to stain it with blood recently. 

The Grand Prince's abode, the First Tower - oh yes, most humble abode that! - shone below me in the dim pre-dawn light, much like a precious jewel under a lamp. This was what most of the taxes of the citizens of P'piar went towards - the Grand Prince's lavish tastes in wine, women and woodwork. I was somewhat glad I'd been chosen for this hit. 

I dropped from the tree I was surveiling it from - no sound as the soft soles of my boots contacted soft dirt. My cloak pooled about me, almost like a waterdrop hitting the surface of a pond. I stood up, and began to make my silent way to the First Tower. 

There's been quite a few rumours about me and my cloak. Some say it's magical, blending into darkness better than dark grey or black cloaks of similar cut despite being blue, and that it muffles my footsteps so that only I can hear them. Others say it's possessed by the spirit of a great, proud assassin, who can't bear to see another surpass him, and that's why I haven't successfully killed any of my marks these past three years. Still others say it just looks pretty snazzy and I enjoy wearing it. 

To be honest, I don't know. 

But I had to wonder if those who thought it magical were perhaps right tonight - I was certain I was visible, and yet, the Grand Prince's guards, elite warriors with keen, attentive gazes, neither saw nor heard me. Didn't hear my blackjack either. Oh well, they should be grateful - better a nap then the loss of a kidney, right? 

There. Just ahead, lay the Grand Prince's bedchambers. If the stories about him were anything to go by, he'd not be sleeping alone. That would complicate matters - witnesses always did, and the guild - and by extension, I - wasn't being paid to murder pretty serving wenches. I checked my pocket - good, still had some amnesia dust. The other assassins often joked about it, but I'd seen it work. Just a pinch, blown into the face of the intended victim, was enough to muddle their memories of the previous couple of hours, as well as acting like an ether of sorts, rendering them unconscious. Quite useful. 

The guard on the Prince's door looked like he'd been there a while - his posture wasn't the rigid one the guards marching around the place had. His head seemed to be tilted to one side slightly and ... wait. Was that a swaying movement I spied? 

There again, he swayed. I picked up a small pebble and tossed it in the opposite direction. I know I heard it hit the floor. 

The guard didn't move. 

Hah. He was asleep. Asleep standing up. Brilliant. 

I moved forward stealthily - no reason to wake him up now, and brought my blackjack crashing down on his neck, catching him before he hit the ground. I mean, I'd just given him a concussion - no reason to add insult to injury by letting him get a broken nose too, right? 

The Prince's door was unlocked. Unlocked? That's odd. If I'd taken a pretty wench to my bedchambers, you could bet I'd lock the door. It was dark, but I could still make out the silhouette of two bodies lying on the bed. Nice bed too - very comfortable looking. Ah, the rich and their affections. Oh well, it wasn't not like he'd need it for much longer. 

I drew closer, and the old urge started rising. I felt the sudden need to awaken the Prince, to tell him his death was nigh, and that I would deliver him from this suffering called Life. He need not thank me for it, for I am merely but doing my duty. It would be so easy, so very easy, just open my mouth and~ 

Stop it you fool! This is how you messed up all the other times. No damn self-aggrandizment - just do the job. Take your dagger out and make a mess out of his neck. Do it. NOW. 

Ah, what would I do without that little voice inside my head. Clamping one hand over my mouth to prevent any unconscious vocalisations, I drew my dagger and plunged it down! 

Down into ... pillows. What?! Pillows?! Where was the Grand Prince? 

The room was suddenly flooded with light, and I was aware of booted feet marching towards me. My eyes, slowly adjusting, could make out a circle of men around me, and one, standing just before me. 

I couldn't make out many details. He was tall, taller even than me, and powerfully built. He held himself with an arrogance that only royalty could muster. This must be the Grand Prince .... shit, they weren't kidding about the Grand part. 

"Who are you?" His voice was deep, powerful, strangely compelling. 

"Hah!" I spat out defiantly - I'd take some of them with me at least, my other hand moving to grip the second dagger still in its sheath, "as if you don't already know!" 

"Actually, I don't. Not that it matters. Take him." 

"Wha~" 

That was it. No fanfare, no going out in a blaze of glory - just a club in the back of the head, and a damn hell of a headache when I wake up and find myself in a dark cell. Great. 

Well, that certainly didn't go as I'd planned - how was I going to get out of here? And even better, given how the Guild of Silence would likely soon know of my failure, how would I survive once I did? 

Oh well, at least they'd left me my cloak.
