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The snow had stopped falling, it was too cold for such things now. The sun had set and the

sky above was dark and starry. The purple moon was out, bathing the entire mountainside in
an amethystine glow. Up here in the mountains, it was so bright it hurt to look at. The man left
heavy footprints in the frozen snow, a trail impossible to miss.

Even though streaks of white frost rose from his mouth with every labored breath, he was
sweating. He mumbled and cursed his weight. Looking back, he could see an endless path
stretching towards the edge, leading to nowhere. Or to another ledge, and another ledge, and yet
another. He sighed and started walking again. Eyes straight ahead! He mumbled a few more
curses.

It wasn't all his fault, though: he was carrying several hemp bags, filled to the brim with fruit,
alcohol and tobacco. “These rich, pompous pricks better appreciate this.” He spat into the snow,
slightly surprised the ball of phlegm didn’t freeze before it hit the ground.

Approaching the house, he could see people through the frosty windows, talking and
dancing, a live band playing in one of the corners. Everything was perfect, just like the year
before, and the year before that. Nelson could see sparkling dresses, red dresses and black
dresses in there. And a lot of cleavage.

Winter parties in the Sogen Valley, where only the richest assholes can afford to go. Nelson had
wondered time and time again what it took to be invited to one of these gatherings. He’d been
delivering to the same cabin for seven years now, but hadn’t once been invited to stay. When he
thought about it, he really didn’t want to either. He was only there for the delivery, after all. If
he stayed, people would start asking questions. Why more tobacco? Why come all the way up
here just for a few bottles of brown? We don’t need any more fruit! No, they didn’t — but that
wasn’t what he was there to deliver.

He knocked loudly two times, then entered. No one seemed to notice him, or care, at least.

The heat came against him in waves, a small fireplace in the corner pushing the temperature
to choking levels. Of course, his wool overcoat did little to help.

A few women rushed past him, laughing and giggling, breasts and thighs all a blur in the
warm room. He removed his wool cap and distributed the goods as best as he could, then he
headed for a side corridor, the laughter and life subsiding almost immediately.

A crushing feeling of loneliness fell over him like a curtain, like all life had gone from the
world. He felt an urge he couldn't quite explain, an urge to rush back to the party. He wanted
to look upon all the beautiful, happy people. To dance, drink and have fun.

But he couldn't. He was headed somewhere else. Somewhere cold, and lonely.

He followed the pale, colorless hallway to its conclusion: a white and tired staircase, twisting
and turning up to the floor above. The steps creaked under his big feet, alerting the man upstairs
to his presence. He won’t come out, though. Nelson thought. He never does. Seven years working
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for this organization, and he’d never once seen him. He didn’t even know what the notes said,
nor did he want to. Start asking questions, and that’s that!

He walked to the fourth wooden door on the right. producing one final item from his hemp
bag. It was a white note, neatly folded in half and sealed with wax.

He slid it underneath the door, then turned on his heels and left with great haste. He cast one
final glance at the guests, still dancing, laughing and drinking. He grabbed one of the cigarette
packs he’d placed on the table minutes earlier and opened the door. Just an extra bit of payment.
He took one cigarette and lit it, puffing merrily as he followed the same trail back towards the
foot of the mountain.

It was done. And it would be a whole year until next time, hopetully.

Stefan could hear faint music downstairs, but there were no other signs of life. Up here, he
was completely isolated, existing beside the world, in another realm completely.

He cast his gaze towards the window, looking at the cold night outside. Eerie purple light
bathed the snow, cut by a trail of footprints vanishing into the blackness, heading away from
the protecting light of the cabin in a straight and decisive line. He smiled. Nelson always hated
this place.

Locked away from the world, Stefan wouldn't leave this room before he had a plan. He never
did. It was strange how no one ever suspected a thing. Each year, someone vanished from the
face of Noman at one of these parties. Some were found frozen in the snow, but most were never
seen again.

A layer of snow had gathered on the windowsills, the warmth escaping the house forcing
thin streaks of mist towards the clear night sky. The moon was up, glowing purple in the black
sky, its brother casting a dim white light, nascent in the distance. It will be a bright night . . .
good for me, bad for him. It wasn't necessarily a man, of course, but years of experience had
taught Stefan it was seldom women. People didn't want women assassinated, no matter what
they had done.

He turned back to face his typewriter, his fingers resting on the keys. He had an uneasy
feeling about this one, a feeling he couldn’t quite shake. Someday, someone had to suspect
something, right? Maybe this would be that day. Fifty guests in all . . . I suppose one of them
vanishing, wandering into the cold abyss isn’t so strange. A huge part of the guest list changed
from year to year as well, and Stefan hadn’t killed any of the regulars yet. Quit your worrying,
Stefan. They don’t know.

He turned around, looking at the room. Everything was brown and eggshell, old and
haggard. But it was built strong, he knew. A tiny fireplace with barely the space to keep a single
log burned dimly in the corner. The embers were enough to keep the entire room warm, and
Stefan was only wearing a thin linen shirt and brown canvas pants. He had his dagger belt
loosely thrown about his waist, and two small flintlocks resting on his desk. He always had them,
but never needed them.

The door was the sturdiest part of the room. Always locked, and plain in appearance. The
guests never even knew there was a room there, let alone that someone actually stayed inside.
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Two years back, someone had tried to enter, believing the unmarked door to be their own room.
They had to give up eventually, when the door refused to budge.

In the corner next to the desk was a tiny bed made of fine materials. The room might look
like a prison cell, but it was among the more comfortable arrangements Stefan knew. The pay
was good, of course - killing people had always been a luxurious trade - but the room and the
cold mountain air was the reason Stefan always said yes.

Sogen Valley . .. the ass end of nowhere. But Stefan rather thought the ass end was the absolute
best end. If this is the ass end of the world, the world is a fine woman. Perfect shape, and aged to
perfection. He closed his eyes. Damn, but he could go for an actual ass end, he realized. Maybe
he would try his luck on one of the partygoers after the ‘vanishing’ had taken place.

Stefan
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