
The Assassin’s Sister
The dark figure slid down the rope. When it was level with the window, it stopped and used a tool 
to silently lift the latch and push the window open. In a single lithe movement the figure entered the
room, paused for a second, then moved to the bed where a woman lay sleeping on her side. The 
dark figure placed a hand over the woman’s mouth and ripped the bedding off her bed, and as the 
woman rolled onto her back the figure slid a stiletto between her ribs and twisted it. The woman 
was dead in seconds.

The killer paused. There had been no sounds. The killer placed a small card on the stand beside 
the bed, and moved back to the window. After checking outside, the dark figure swung back onto 
the rope and disappeared downwards. A second or two later the rope tumbled past the window.

Down below, the figure gathered up the rope and after a final look around, slipped into the 
shadows of the bushes and trees that dotted the grounds of the mansion. Dodging the security 
alarms, the figure made its way to the wall where another rope waited. The killer didn’t have to 
worry about the security dogs which were drugged and sleeping in their kennels, but in any case, 
the alarm had not yet been raised. The figure swarmed up the wall, pulled the rope up after it, and 
disappeared.

***
A little later a dark figure on a bicycle hurtled down a track near the town, and paused just before 
entering the area with street lighting. The figure pulled off the night vision goggles and dark hood 
and mask, and shook out her dark hair.

She quickly stripped off her gloves, and the thin dark layer that covered her normal clothes and 
put them into her backpack with the night vision goggles and her hood and mask. The stiletto went 
in there too and the tool that she had used on the window.

Finally she put the backpack and the ropes behind a bush and pulled out her normal backpack. It 
contained only a few personal items and her wallet. She did a quick mental double check, then 
cycled out into the light. Someone would pick up the other backpack and the ropes later.

***
Dree was almost asleep when her partner came home. Lessa didn’t make much noise, but Dree 
knew that she could move almost silently if she wanted. Lessa always needed her when she got 
back from a job, so she was gently waking her up, Dree knew. She didn’t mind. In fact she liked 
that her strong and composed partner needed her so much at times like these.

Lessa quietly got ready for bed and slipped in next to Dree.

“’Lo,” said Dree a bit sleepily.

Lessa kissed her and lay down next to her, and Dree could feel the tension in her.

“Come here,” she said, wrapping her partner in her arms. “All went well?”

“Yeah,” said Lessa. “Well? Oh, the little gods!”

She started shaking. Dree thought of it as ‘stage one’. She tightened her grip, hugging Lessa, 
stroking her back and brushing the hair out of her eyes. She kissed her, but knew not to expect 
kisses back. Not tonight.



Lessa trembled for a long time, but then began to gasp as she breathed in, trying not to cry. Then 
she started sobbing. Stage two. The tears made her nose run so she was soon snorting and blowing 
her nose. Dree knew that Lessa liked to look tidy and composed, so she smiled to herself and passed
tissues to her. Lessa was only this vulnerable with Dree.

The shaking and crying were subsiding and Lessa started to relax. Stage three.

“I’m disgusting,” Lessa said. “Snot everywhere.”

Dree cuddled and consoled her. She wondered if Lessa was only referring to her snotty face and 
the ‘meltdown’ she had after every job, or was she also referring to her occupation? Dree always 
wondered, but she would never ask.

“No you’re not, my love.”

“Nice of you to say. Still... am... disgusting.”

She was getting sleepy. Dree herself relaxed and kissed her partner now and then. Lessa started 
to fall asleep. Stage four! Dree knew that in the morning Lessa would once again appear to be the 
composed young woman who was her public face, but she would be brittle for a day or two, with 
maybe another ‘meltdown’. Only Dree saw behind the mask.

Dree unwrapped her arms from around Lessa and eased her to her side of the bed.

“G’night, love you,” said Lessa as she dropped off.

“Love you,” said Dree as she moved back to her own side of the bed.

***
It was only a day or two later that Lessa’s phone rang early one evening. She looked at the screen 
and smiled.

“Dad…”

Dree watched her face change. She went from happy, to stunned, then to angry in a second.

“OK. I’ll come down. You can tell me more when I get there.” Lessa turned to Dree. “That was 
my Dad. Joey’s disappeared, and Dad thinks she’s been kidnapped.”

“Oh no! You’re going down? I’ll come too. I can take a few days off. I’ve got nothing important 
on.”

“Can you? That would be great!”

Dree and Lessa were not short of money. Dree was a successful freelance technical writer, and 
Lessa’s occupation meant that she took home a large salary, so taking a few days off wouldn’t be a 
problem for either of them.

Lessa kissed her and they started packing. Apart from clothes and personal stuff they didn’t need 
much, except for Dree’s laptop and Lessa’s case of ‘essentials’. Dree never wanted to know what 
was in the small but heavy locked case, and Lessa didn’t let anyone touch it.

On the hour long drive down, Dree pondered the fact that she had fallen in love with an Assassin.
She didn’t like what Lessa did, of course, but she knew that Lessa didn’t either. She dreamed 
sometimes that Lessa would some day give it up, but then, maybe, she wouldn’t be the Lessa that 



she knew and loved. She also dreamed that some day Lessa would tell her why she did it, but it 
didn’t concern her too much that Lessa kept it to herself. If she herself knew.

Dree had sensed the conflict in her from the start. Lessa’s outwards appearance was of a poised, 
confident young woman, but inside that exterior shell she was as vulnerable as a child.

***
Dree had turned up at the party not expecting very much. It was being hosted by her college friend 
Bjorn, who had not matured much in the years since they had graduated. His parties tended to 
degenerate pretty quickly into male posturing and bonding, lubricated by drinking games. The girls 
would either raucously cheer on the boys or sit around discussing makeup and running down other 
girls who were out of earshot. Generally the evening would end with a fight, either between two or 
more of the boys or sometimes some of the girls. By then Dree would be long gone, and Bjorn had 
never noticed.

She only went because Bjorn was a good friend when he wasn’t with his ‘mates’. He’d helped 
her out with her car when it broke down, and once loaned her the money for the advance rent when 
she moved into a new flat. Besides, sometimes Bjorn invited someone interesting to his parties. She 
could usually find someone to talk to.

Dree noticed the dark haired girl sitting by herself, watching the goings-on with a half smile. She
managed to look both bored and fascinated, which made Dree smile. She sat down beside her.

“Watching the show? I’m Dree. Short for Deidre.”

“Hi, Dree. I’m Lessa. Not short for anything. Look at those numbskulls!”

No one could overhear her, Dree thought, but she doubted that Lessa would have cared. Lessa 
was slim, athletic, and moved like a dancer. She had long black hair and dark brown eyes. Even 
from the start Dree could sense the tension in her. No, she thought, it wasn’t tension. It was tight 
control. She wanted to ease it.

Dree herself had light hair, verging on blond, and had blue eyes. She wasn’t of an athletic build, 
but was of an average size. She had a friendly, caring personality, and people liked her.

“Do you want to get out of here?” Dree said. “Bjorn won’t notice. I used to tell him I had a 
headache, but nowadays I just slip out.”

They made their escape and found a pub and had a quiet drink in a booth by themselves. A 
football game was playing on the main TV screen in the bar, but it wasn’t too loud.

“What do you do for a living, Lessa?”

“I’m a management consultant. Our firm hires us out on contracts, and I get to go all over the 
place, doing short term work for them.”

“Mmm, it sounds like a great job. It must be nice travelling around.”

Lessa shot her an odd look. “Yeah.”

“I’m a freelance writer,” Dree continued. “I mainly write technical stuff for firms, manuals and 
so on. I’ve a knack for it and it pays me well. I did one last month for a firm that produces 
incubators for babies. I enjoyed that, and I got to see the incubators in action when our 
photographer took the photos for the manual.”



“That sounds great! Helping those poor kids!”

“It’s not always like that! And I don’t actually design or make the machines! The time before, it 
was the operating manual for a machine that stacked cans into boxes.”

They arranged to meet the next day for lunch.

***
“What happened, Dad? What happened to Joey?”

“Well, she went out the night before last. Said she was going to the pub with Ian.”

“Ian? I’ve never liked Ian. What did the little creep say?”

“He’s not that bad! Only that she had only stayed for a few minutes and then she left.”

“She left? Did she say why?”

“Ian said she was being mysterious. Said ‘I’ll make Lessa proud.’”

“What did she mean by that?” Lessa wondered out loud.

Her Dad shook his head.

“And no one has seen her since?” she asked.

“No, no one. When she didn’t come home that night, we told the police. They weren’t that 
interested. They looked at her room. I told them that she hadn’t taken anything with her. Her 
suitcase and backpack were both still there! Oh, and they talked to Ian. Lessa, your Mum and I are 
really worried. The police talked about her running away from home! She’s over nineteen. She 
could leave home anytime if she wanted! But they can’t do anything until she has been gone for a 
day or two.”

“Don’t worry Dad. I’ll see what I can do. We’ll go and talk to Ian.”

***
“Joey doesn’t know your occupation, does she?”

“No, my love. You are the only one outside of my ‘firm’ that does. I wonder what Joey meant by 
‘making me proud’?”

They were walking to the pub. There wasn’t much to do around here, and many of the younger 
adults and even some older kids gravitated to the pub in the evenings. There was a side room with a 
strict ‘no alcohol’ rule that the landlord let the kids use. Someone had installed a table tennis table 
in there.

Ian was in main bar, as he was old enough to drink. Lessa slid in next to him, and Dree sat 
opposite.

“OK, scumbag, what have you done with my sister?”

Ian looked up from his drink. He didn’t look scared, but he did look miserable. And worried.

“Lessa, I don’t know what happened to your sister! Honest!”

“’Honest’ is not a word that I would associate with you. You’re a scumbag and a thief.”



“What? No! That was three years ago. They were all older than me. I just went along for the 
ride! I took one cigarette and I don’t even smoke! Give me a break.”

“Go easy on him, Lessa. I think he’s as worried as we are,” said Dree.

She got up to go to the bar for drinks.

“Yeah, I am worried! She was supposed to come back in an hour. She just said that she was 
going to make you proud and left.”

“What did she mean by that?”

“I don’t know! She looks up to you. It’s always Lessa this and Lessa that. Annoys me some 
times.”

He grinned at her, just as Dree came back with three drinks.

“Thanks, Dree!” He returned to what they had been discussing. “Of course I’m worried! Who 
wouldn’t be when their fiancée disappears.”

He blushed and looked warily at Lessa.

“Fiancée? What? When did that happen?”

“We were keeping it quiet. I’ve still got two years of college to go. Then I can get a job. Joey’s 
still got three years to go too.”

“Well!” was Lessa’s reaction.

“Lessa,” said Dree. “Guess what I found out? Ian doesn’t know where Joey went…”

Ian nodded.

“… but Jan the landlady might. She says that she was picked up outside by Roland.”

“What, Roland Farmer? George Farmer’s nephew?”

“Yeah. What about him?”

“Nothing. I think we need to find Roland.”

“Uh, yes,” said Ian. “Shall I drive?”

“No, I’ll drive,” said Lessa. “I’ve only had orange juice. You’ve been drinking. You don’t want 
‘drink-driving’ on your record too.”

“Lessa, give me break!”

***
After their first meeting it didn’t take Dree and Lessa long to become fast friends. That’s all they 
were at first. Friends. They enjoyed doing things together, and they didn’t notice the looks that their 
friends gave them, and they didn’t know that their friends speculated about how close they really 
were.

Then Dree’s flatmate got married and moved out, and Lessa moved into Dree’s flat. It was the 
logical solution, they both agreed, and their friends nodded, smiling. They went through the usual 
adjustments that people do when flatting together.

“Can you please put the toaster back when you’ve used it?”



“Oh sorry. If you use have to use my shampoo can you please replace it?”

“Will do. I was going to anyway! Sorry.”

They would have probably just been friends for a long time, if Dree hadn’t come home late one 
night and heard quiet sobbing from her flatmate’s room.

***
“I love you,” Dree said.

She’d woken up in Lessa’s bed and replayed the previous evening in her mind. She smiled. 
Nothing remotely sexual had occurred, but still she smiled.

“Love you too,” said a drowsy voice from the other side of the bed.

Then Lessa sat up.

“No. Noooo! This can’t happen. This can’t be happening! Please, Dree… Please get out of my 
room! Oh, no. Oh, no. What have I done?”

“OK, pal. Don’t panic. Can you tell me what’s wrong?”

“Nooo! Oh, no.”

“OK,” said Dree.

She wasn’t too worried. They would sort it out, she knew. She gathered as much of her clothing 
as she could find and went back to her own room. Lessa had hopped out of bed and was wrapped in 
the duvet. Dree kissed her bare shoulder as she passed, and Lessa closed her eyes.

“Oh! Oh, no,” she said.

***
Lessa drove them to Roland’s house. It was a large house on the edge of the village, with extensive 
grounds and a crumbling wall. In the past it had belonged to a local member of the minor 
aristocracy, but George Farmer bought it, and acted as if he had bought all the feudal rights along 
with the property, which did not go down well with many of the locals.

“Roland owns it all now, doesn’t he?” said Dree. “What happened to George? He was killed 
while we were down here once, I remember.”

“He was a bit of a recluse,” said Ian. “No family to speak of. Roland is his nephew, but both 
Roland’s parents are dead. There are no other close family. Roland adored the old man, but he died 
suddenly, supposedly by accident. With his gun.”

“’Supposedly’?”

“Yeah. Nothing to do with Roland. He was away at the time.”

***
Lessa disappeared for three days, but Dree wasn’t too worried. Eventually Lessa came home. She 
shut the door and paused.

“We need to talk.”

“Yeah. But give me a kiss first.”

Lessa hugged her.



“Oh,” said Lessa. “I love you so much. But I can’t.”

“Yes, you can,” Dree replied with confidence.

“Oh, Dree!”

Dree dragged her into her bedroom and they lay down on her bed, fully clothed. She kissed 
Lessa.

“Now tell me.”

Lessa hesitated, then kissed her back. She looked Dree in the eyes and said “You can’t love me. 
I’m an Assassin. I kill people and I’m paid for it.”

***
“Some people say George was Assassinated,” said Ian,

He and Dree were sitting in his car outside Roland’s house. They had stopped just outside the 
walls, by the main gate and Lessa had told them to wait and had gone off to investigate.

“What?”

“Yeah. He was good with guns. He won prizes for shooting. It was a real surprise.”

“Wait here,” Dree said, and got out of the car.

“He might have a gun!” Ian said.

“What? Oh, yes.”

She pulled the small hand gun from her bag and Ian’s eyes went wide. She made her way up to 
the house, moving from bush to bush, feeling a little silly, but she didn’t know if the approaches to 
the house were being watched. The kitchen door was unlocked as she had expected but that didn’t 
reassure her. She wasn’t trained for this sort of thing. She heard voices and moved towards them.

***
“An Assassin? You’re an Assassin?”

Dree turned to look at her.

“Yeah.”

“Wow.”

“Just ‘wow’?”

“I mean… How? Why? Oh, the little gods!”

“How? I was recruited when I was in school, but I didn’t know what for, at the time. I thought it 
was the Police or Armed Forces. I was given many opportunities to drop out. Training was hard, 
and designed, I think, to make us drop out. That doesn’t really answer the ‘why’ though. I’m not 
sure that I can tell you why, at the moment. I’m not sure that I know.”

Lessa sat up and hugged her knees. She looked at Dree.

“Well, at least you haven’t run away screaming,” Lessa said.

Dree rolled over onto her side. She propped her head up on her arm and looked at Lessa.



“I meant what I said. I love you. It’s scary though. Is that why you were crying? Because you’d 
just… you know?”

“Yeah.”

Lessa burst into tears again, and Dree reached up to her, pulled her back down alongside her and 
hugged her.

“I love you, Dree,” said Lessa, “but I shouldn’t.”

Lessa’s voice was muffled by Dree’s hug.

“Shhh!” Dree said, patting her back.”

“I always crack up after… Sorry.”

“Shhh!” said Dree again.

Dree held Lessa and thought about the Assassins. They all belonged to a Guild, she knew. Oh, 
my goodness! Lessa had said that she was a ‘management consultant’. Her occupation could be 
considered to be that sort of role. Dree almost laughed in a shocked sort of way.

Assassins were a revered profession, she knew, and were immune from prosecution for killing, if
the killing was sanctioned by the Guild. Dree also knew that the individual Assassins never knew 
who paid for the Assassinations. Only the Guild knew that. And Dree knew that Assassins kept their
identities secret from everyone. The trust that Lessa had shown in her by telling her was 
breathtaking. Shocking, even.

Lessa started to fall asleep, so Dree took off Lessa’s shoes and helped her out of her outer 
garments. Lessa was drowsy, so Dree guessed that she hadn’t had much sleep over the last few 
days. She covered Lessa with the duvet and Lessa dropped off. Dree turned down the lights and 
went and made herself some cocoa. When she came back she sat on the side of the bed drinking the 
cocoa, watching Lessa sleep. Then she got ready for bed herself, and slipped under the duvet with 
Lessa. From that moment on, they always shared a bed.

***
One day Lessa said to Dree “I’m going to teach you to handle a gun.”

“What? Why? I don’t want to shoot a gun! Why?”

“My love, I put you in danger, just by being with you. It’s one of my biggest fears, that I put my 
loved ones in danger because of what I do. It’s very unlikely that anyone will find out that I’m an 
Assassin, but it’s not impossible. Please! It will put my mind at rest.”

“OK, if you want me to, I will. You know that I don’t think that I could kill anyone?”

“Yes. That’s OK. You can shoot out tyres, or shoot to distract someone, or shoot to injure. You 
need to think before you shoot. Don’t get into a shooting match, though.”

“OK. I’m not sure this is a good idea, but let’s do it.”

“Thanks.” Lessa kissed her. “Thank you very much.”

So Lessa taught Dree to shoot, but Dree didn’t like it. She carried the little hand gun around in 
her shoulder bag, but otherwise forgot about it. She had a licence for it, arranged by the Assassins’ 
Guild.



***
Dree held her gun in both hands like Lessa had taught her. It felt clumsy and awkward. Heavy. She 
listened at the door of the room where the voices were coming from, but she couldn’t tell what was 
being said. It was slightly open so she carefully peered around the edge. Roland was holding a gun 
and aiming at someone out of sight.

“Your sister is fine. She’s in the basement. When the police arrive they’ll find your dead body, 
assassin, and I’ll be having a meltdown. I’ll tell them that you tried to kill me, but I beat you to the 
draw. After all, I managed to trap you!”

Dree couldn’t see Lessa, but heard her laugh.

“You didn’t trap me, you idiot! I let you catch me, Roland. I need to know why? Why kidnap my
sister? And why do you think I’m an Assassin?”

“You killed my uncle! Oh, the police said he’d had an accident with his gun, but I’d seen you 
round here the day before.”

“You saw me? Here?” Lessa sounded puzzled. “Oh, rats. I remember. Dree and I wanted to go up
to the stone age fort, and we needed permission to go over his land. He’d chased people off before, 
and threatened to shoot them. He gave me his permission. But still, that’s just a coincidence. You 
need more than that.”

“It must have been you! No one ever visited him! Even the locals stay away. You were the first 
one to visit in months. Then the next day he had his ‘accident’. I know it wasn’t an accident! He 
was too careful with his guns. Oh the little gods! I was the only one! I loved him!”

“But still. That’s still just a guess.”

“I saw you, on the security camera. I saw you as you left. Of course, you were all in black, but I 
recognized your shape.”

“My shape? That’s all you have? My shape? But the police would have looked at all the security 
footage. It wasn’t me, Roland.”

“The police didn’t know about that camera. Enough! I know it was you.”

“Drop the gun, Roland,” said Dree.

Roland spun.

“Oh, it’s your girlfriend, Assassin,” he sneered, “but she won’t save you. She’s not an Assassin. 
She won’t kill me. I’ll deal with her later.”

He raised his gun again, aimed at the out of sight Lessa, and Dree fired. Roland dropped the gun 
and fell to the floor, groaning. Lessa came into view and kicked the gun away. She checked out 
Roland, and turned to Dree.

“Oh, Dree, my love,” she said, and rushed up and hugged her. “I could have handled it!”

“Is he dead?”

“No, no. You shot him in the leg. Did you mean to?”

“Yes, my love. I couldn’t kill him. But for an instant, when he turned his gun on you… I’m 
sorry!”



“That’s OK. That’s fine. I love you. What a mess!”

“What do we do?”

“It’s OK. It’s OK. I just need to call in the Guild. It’s OK. Let’s just make sure Roland doesn’t 
bleed to death.”

***
A small cheerful man arrived and took charge. Lessa called him ‘Chief’.

“Don’t worry,” said the Chief, more to Dree than Lessa. “I’ll handle it. Find your sister and go. 
I’ll call the police.”

“Won’t Roland…” said Dree.

“Sssh, Dree,” said Lessa. “The Chief will handle it. Don’t worry. We don’t need to know.”

“He won’t…”

“No! We don’t have a contract on him.”

They located Joey and headed for the car. Ian was still sitting in it, but he looked petrified.

“Oh, Joey, are you OK?”

His relief was obvious, and Joey melted into his arms. Lessa snorted.

There was a big SUV parked next to the car.

“A little guy and a very big guy got out of that SUV,” said Ian. “They told me not to worry and to
stay here.”

“Very big guy?” asked Dree.

“Yeah,” said Lessa. “Don’t worry about him. Oh, Ian and Joey, that little guy and the big guy are 
in charge. A detective will take your statements in a day or so, probably. If anyone else asks about it,
let me know, right? I think that Roland had a breakdown of some sort.”

The two of them nodded.

“What were you trying to prove, Joey? How were you going you to ‘make me proud’?”

“Aw, sis, you know you won’t tell us what you do for a job? I thought you were a spy! You 
know, industrial secrets. I thought that if I could work out what you did, you’d see how clever I was
and be proud of me. Roland was hinting that he knew what you did. He said he had proof, but when 
we got his house he threw me into that basement place. It had spiders!”

“Ah, Joey! I’ve told you! I am a management consultant, you dumbass. And I am proud of you, 
you nitwit! With no help from me you got yourself into a totally life-threatening situation! Well, sis,
at least we managed to get you out safely. The spiders didn’t get you.”

“’Management consultant?’” sniffed Joey. “Could mean anything! And she calls me a dumbass!”

The sisters bickered all the way back, and Dree smiled.

***
“You didn’t ask Joey about the engagement,” said Dree.



“Ah no. Ian’s OK. I just like giving him a hard time. He’s a bit of a softy, but that’s not a bad 
thing. Joey’s a bit of a hard case. A mini-me. You know, George’s death was an Assassination the 
Chief told me, but it wasn’t me. It was pure coincidence that I visited him the day before.”

“Oh! I did wonder.”

“And someone is going to get a reprimand for missing that camera!”

Lessa kissed Dree.

“You’re a bit tense, my love,” Lessa said.

“And you’re not?”

“No. But I didn’t shoot anyone. For the first time.”

Dree started to cry and Lessa cuddled and rocked her.

“Do you feel like this after every…you know?” asked Dree through her tears.

“Yeah, I guess. But I’ve had training. Do you feel like this when I have one of my ‘meltdowns’?”

“Yes. I guess.”

“I didn’t realize. My heart is breaking for you, my love. It hurts. It hurts so much. But it’s 
somehow beautiful.”

“I know. I love you.” Dree was still crying but she was calmer.

“Me too.”

Lessa kissed her.

***
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