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The Assassin

The rain gently pattered against the black BMW windows,
parked against the think forest. That’s where he took
refuge until it was time. His square jaw clenched tightly
in anticipation. His cold, iron eyes pulled a mysterious
attraction, almost daring to join its pain, happiness and
anger. They promised danger, adventure and warned you at
the same time. His jet, black hair, spiked in any direction
and his slight stubble gave him a youthful look, however
experienced. He groped for his brief case, on the backseat
of the car, and made his route towards the small hill.
Maybe if he left the car doors locked it would be easier
for him. It was nearly time.

He pulled his feet out of the mud. It took tremendous
effort to simply walk a few meters distance, as the mud
sucked his feet in almost instantly and let go resentfully
with a loud smack. The dark grey sky reflected off the
puddles, which trickled into the lower areas. The main
feature of this depressing setting was the silent, gigantic
house towering over the once beautiful flowers and green
lawn. Its windows looked more like depressed eyes and the
usually orange walls looked dark and murky. The brick
driveway had murky water seeping through the cracks,
leading to where the two Mercedes took shelter unsettled by
the weather. He clicked open his briefcase and neatly laid
out a cloth. He was almost prepared as he clicked the
pieces together.

Usually the silver Ferrari would have been detected with
its rumbling but the sound of the engine was drowned by the
pitter patter of the rain. As it turned the corner, into
sight, he was unnerved by the slightest time change. The
Ferrari turned sharply into the driveway, spraying the
puddles on the side of the driveway. Another difference he
noticed from her usual daily schedule was stopping at the
gate to get her mail.

The woman parked her Ferrari untidily next to the two
Mercedes and turned off the loud music, then the heater
just like every other day. She then grabbed the brief case
on the passenger seat and locked that car door. He noticed
the usual sleek, polished car had lots of mud trailing
along the side. She must have been off the road with the
car. She pulled the hood of her long white coat over her
pretty blonde head. As he watched, silently from the hill,
a smile slid across his face as her facial expression
struck with remembrance over getting her mail. The blonde
stomped her foot and swore loudly as she made her way
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towards the gate to receive her mail. She placed the mail
under her arm and walked towards the main door where she
took refuge from the rain to check her mail. That was it.
It was time. He placed the instrument of death over his
shoulder and tilted his head to aim.

As the second hand hit the last second of the minute a
loud crack echoed through out the area. She didn’t have
time enough to even scream when her fragile body, jerked
back limply as if a rag doll, hitting against the wall with
enormous power. Her mail slipped on to the ground and her
soul was ripped out of her body as if pulling a cloth
through barbed wires. The bullet, at full speed, pushed
through the skin, cracked through the breast bone and made
a passed through her heart leaving a whole through her
body. Her heart made one last beat and then a rich texture
of warm, dark blood oozed out.

He packed away, calmly taking the rifle apart, placing
it neatly in the briefcase. He picked up the cloth and
looked around for any link of human presence. He made his
way down the hill as the rain removed his foot prints in
the mud. The man then placed a cloth into his car, not
wanting the leather to get wet. Who would, it was a BMW.
The assassin started the engine and drove away, not even
looking back in his rear view mirror. He never looked back.
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