                                   Samurai Source

The faucet squeaked as the water was set to a comfortable setting and switched into a shower.  A young, white, male fox stepped into the shower and closed the curtain. As he began to bathe his big, fluffy, white tail, all his troubles seemed to drain away with the water as he scrubbed and pampered. Moving down to his legs and feet, making sure to wash every sensual inch of his slim and feminine body to the very last detail, he sighed as to how relaxing it felt to be there in that moment alone. Suddenly, he heard a loud knocking at his front door, though he wasn’t expecting anyone today. The door burst open and seven assassins barged in.


They moved quickly through the house slicing open doors with their katanas and leaving nothing unturned. As two of them entered the hallway, they could hear the faint sound of the shower coming from the bathroom. They found that the door was unlocked and silently slipped into the steamy room. They could see a silhouette in the curtain and moved into position towards the shadowed figure. The first assassin lifted his katana and sliced down, deep through the curtain.







Clank.


 As the curtain falls down, they see a sight that no one has seen before, and lived long enough to spread the image into the minds of others. Before them was the naked, white fox boy, with his tail held down under the weight of the running water, with a katana lain across his back, keeping the assassin’s blade at bay.  As they stared on, the fox slowly turned his head to the left and flashed a grin at them, sending primal fear through their souls. In a swift and wet motion the fox spun around: lifting his katana up, knocking the katana out of the first assassin’s hands, throws a dagger he had hidden in his left paw sticking itself in the second assassin’s skull, and sliced his katana across the midsection of the first assassin, spraying the assassin’s blood all over his white fur and steps out of the shower.

“Really, guys?” He grumbled as he padded towards the bathroom door covered in blood all along his front. He stepped into the hallway and looked around to his left, the other five assassins were there standing and waiting for him. He squatted down and reached into the bathroom, pulling free the dagger and shaking it clean. He stood up and walked into the living room, where the other five awaited him. The third assassin took a step forward and said, “The boss is not very pleased with you, Cryton. She sent us to take from you, the one thing that could make her happy, your life!” As they began to laugh, his expression didn’t change from the plain, emotionless state it was in. “Five of you against one of me, doesn’t seem fair for you guys. So, I guess I won’t need this anymore.” He stated as he looked at his dagger and threw it towards a far wall.


The dagger spun towards the wall and hit it hard with its handle, bouncing off and flying off and deep into the side of the third assassin’s head. As he fell, he flailed his katana wildly and pierced though the sixth assassin, two dead in one swift and slick action. “There, I feel better.” laughed the swordsfox. At that moment, the remaining assassins rushed Cryton and struck at him with their full rage. With a skillful flick of the wrist, he parried them all, knocking them back a step, and fluidly moved into another ready stance. As the assassins moved to attack once more, he carefully knocked the katana out of the seventh assassin’s hands and grabbed him, pulling him in close.


The other two maintained their momentum and stabbed forward, and into the seventh’s body. Cryton then threw him to the side, as their katanas went with the corpse, and he slashed the fifth assassin’s throat, bringing instant death. He quickly grabbed the third one by the throat. “Three seems to be your lucky number. Now, tell your mistress that if she wants something from me, anything really, she can come and take it herself. I’m not cheap; she’ll have to work for it.” He then kicks him to the floor and the assassin, scared and wet, leaves screaming out the front door, closing it behind him. Cryton looked around at the mess in the room and sighed. “The water’s probably cold by now…fuck.”









To be continued…
