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As he deftly slipped through the shadows of the corridor, a fierce argument took place in Wipomatic's head. 
"Why bother with this when you know you won't kill him?" 
"Shut up! This won't be like last time." 
"You've NEVER completed a contract, why should tonight be any different?" 
"I'm ready this time." 
"Ready to mess it up and let father's money deal with the consequences?" 

A scream followed by a clatter stopped him in his tracks. Looking wildly around for somewhere to secrete himself from any curious guards, he found a dark alcove and slipped into it. 
He gripped the blackjack at his belt and hoped to hell he wouldn't have to use it. Violence always led to trouble, usually for him. He heard rushing footsteps, and pushed himself closer to the wall. 
A nearby door opened and light poured out from what sounded like a kitchen, busy clearing up from the evening's meal. 
"We heard a crash, anything the matter?" 
"The lad just tripped and dropped a pile of plates. Nothing new, clumsy idiot." 
The door closed again and the guards walked back to their post. 
Wipomatic checked the coast was clear and made his way towards the master's quarters. 

Once there, he crouched in a dark corner, watched the door opposite him and thought back to the guild earlier that evening. There had still been no sign of BlueMage. It had been a week since the Guildmaster had given him the ultimatum about the Grand Prince and the rumour was he'd failed and the Guild had delivered on it's promise. Wipomatic had liked BlueMage, he was one of the only members that didn't call him "The Sandman". Perhaps the fact neither of them could successfully complete contracts had given them something talk about. Anyway, there was no time to lament now. He had a job to fail. 

Once he was satisfied the occupant of the room was asleep and that there were no patrolling guards around, Wipomatic crept towards the door and slowly opened it. Being a cautious sort, he checked the door frame and nodded in the darkness when he spotted a trip wire, no doubt attached to something small, pointy and designed for extreme discomfort. He stepped over the tripwire and took in the contents of the room. It was bare apart from a desk heavy with papers, a cold fireplace and a rather tired looking four poster bed. "All work and no play" Wipomatic reflected as he made his way to the sleeping figure. 
He stood beside the bed, lying to himself that he was deciding on the best way to dispatch of him. His father's words from many years ago ran through his head. 

"Assassins are not common murderers. We... remove people so that other people may rise or perhaps for revenge, or even just to make a point. However, the motive is not ours. It is the client's, always remember that. Never get personally involved. Assassins are not seen, they are not heard. Good assassins may gain a name for dispatching people particularly efficiently or in imaginative ways . The best assassins don't." 

He was jerked from his reverie as the figure opened his eyes, sat up and saw him. 
He opened his mouth to shout but Wipomatic had already gripped his blackjack and put the man back to sleep, knowing he hadn't done any long term damage. 

Unlike BlueMage, Wipomatic didn't have to worry about reprimand from the Guildmaster or being the subject of a contract himself. His father had become wealthy and was contributing a large amount to the guild. Killing the son would be ripping up a money tree, he thought bitterly. 

He slipped out of a back door and slunk down the alley. 
"You'll never complete a contract, you know that, don't you?" 
"I will" 
"Oh yes? When exactly?" 
"One of these days...one of these days".
