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When my father started becoming a professional assassin that was an expert in all ways to kill, dismember and hide corpses, he didn’t have even half the tricks that I do today. He used to have to dissolve bodies in acid, use archaic knives and guns and he even had to use his “charm” to help kill his targets.

Thankfully he’s long, long dead and because of modern technology, I’ve been alive for a good hundred or two years and that means I get to enjoy all the new wonders and delights of this modern world as I too take contracts and get paid for killing people.

As I sat at a bright white kitchen island in my London penthouse apartment with immense floor-to-ceiling windows that gave me a 360-degree view of all of central London, and it was so beautiful, I just smiled to myself as I sipped my specialty coffee that I had pinched from a dead guy’s kitchen.

I loved how my kitchen smelt so warming and welcoming today with fresh, bitter hints of coffee, crispy bacon and freshly toasted sourdough leaving the best taste of a full-English breakfast on my tongue. 

I was sure the delightful smell would pull my girlfriend from my bed in a moment. 

In fact most of the things from my apartment came from dead people. My long polished concrete flooring, that idea came from a job involving a lot of acid, some holograms and a holo-rifle where I killed a woman because she was stealing from a charity.

My crystal coffee mugs actually did come from a millionaire’s kitchen when I had to kill him for abusing his wife, her friends and his own sex slaves. I seriously enjoyed killing him.

And my favourite thing of all, my little brown hamster called Toby, I rescued from the mouth of a snake of a gangster that I had to kill after he burned down two shops.

So as you can tell I really do like killing people, but I only ever kill people that deserve it and they are criminals themselves. I never kill innocent people, because that is simply monstrous and I am no monster.

You see my name is Grace Bennett, a top-level professional killer that takes brand-new contracts every day from a range of innocent people needing my help to save them. Most of the contracts are weird and just criminals pretending to be innocent but sometimes innocent people need my help.

Like the request I currently had open on my blue holographic laptop. 

It turned out that Jennet ShadowLord (clearly a fake name) wanted me to kill her business partner because she was diverting funds towards the middle east and using the business as a front for smuggling things in and out of Iran. Now personally I don’t have a problem with money going into the middle east as long as it isn’t funding terrorism and anything going into Iran is helping the innocent Iranian people and not the government.

So I checked out what Jennet’s business partner was doing with the money and she was very right to be concerned. The advantage of modern technology is that I could easily hack into wherever I wanted to without being traced.

Mrs Zoe King was a great woman on paper. She was kind, helpful, donated ten hours a week to a homeless charity and she did everything a mother was meant to do for her children. 

But that was all a lie.

In reality, Mrs Zoe King was a monster. She sent her employees threatening emails ordering them to repay their £20 an hour wages until they only had minimum wage or she would hurt them. Ten employees in the past three months had gone to hospital for “falling downstairs” and another two had died because of “muggings gone wrong”. And Mrs Zoe did not have any children, the social media posts used child actors that were paid handsomely and thankfully never touched by her.

Zoe King was a killer. That much was clear and now I had to stop her.

“Good morning babe,” 

I grinned as my hot sexy girlfriend, Bella, came into the kitchen wearing an extremely hot, sexy and downright seductive business suit with her amazing blond hair tied up in a bun and she looked ready to work.

“We need to kill Zoe King,” I said.

Bella frowned. “I had a hit on her two months ago and I only managed to shoot her in the leg,” 

I nodded. I knew Bella wasn’t as good as me but no one else actually was. I also knew that Bella wasn’t stupid though, if Zoe was still alive then there had to be a very good reason for it.

“She always wears a holographic shield generator that stops everything going through it going faster than a... I don’t know,” Bella said.

I had to smile at that. I had heard of holographic shield generators becoming more popular and they had only been invented six months ago, but I hated that this was going to become a more and more common problem.

I didn’t know how to kill people using them but I had to find out. Not only so I could get paid by Jennet but also so I could tell my fellow assassins.

Sure I could make a hell of a lot more money by being the only assassin able to kill people using shield generators but I was too good of a person to hoard knowledge that powerful.

“I think we need to kill Zoe at home,” I said.

Bella nodded. “Okay, I’ve been to her home before so they know what I look like but you would be perfect,”

I double-tapped my holographic computer a few times and bought up the small little house that Zoe lived in just outside London. It wasn’t exactly the house of a millionaire but that was what made it perfect. 

The biggest weakness of posh, rich, evil people was that they always overcomplicated the designs of their big mansions so it was weak. A smaller house meant less entrance points, less gaps and fewer problems for security.

It meant more problems for me.

“There are three guards on the gate. Ten guards in the front and back garden. Another thirty guards inside the house,” Bella said. 

I just couldn’t believe that. Fifty guards for a small house that couldn’t possibly fit them all inside. Zoe had to be extremely rich to pay them all but somehow I had to kill them all.

Or not.

“Do you remember how Zoe gets into the house?” I asked.

Bella shook her head so I hacked into local traffic cameras and of course they didn’t cover the house. Damn modern technology and how the speed limiters in all cars had meant traffic cameras were useless.

I scanned the internet to see if anyone had ever taken a picture, video or posted about cars or Zoe somewhere getting into her house.

And thankfully it only took me three minutes to find a pro-democracy demonstrator filming Zoe’s house and he was shouting at her as she exited her car and went into her house.

The man was shouting about how Zoe was allowing Iran and other corrupt countries to burn instead of letting the people to choose what they wanted. 

He died two days later in a “mugging gone wrong”.

That got me thinking so I looked at the beautiful love of my life. “Have you ever mugged someone?” 

Bella gave me a wicked grin. “Of course I haven’t. I would never do such an awful thing and that’s a crime. I don’t commit crimes,”

I playfully hit over her head and grinned. “We need to get Zoe to a place of our choosing, mug her and kill her so she can’t hurt anyone again,”

“What about her criminal empire?”

I gasped. Of course just because we killed Zoe didn’t mean that the smuggling would stop, the stealing from Jennet would stop and neither would they abuse the employees were getting. As it was clear that Zoe didn’t get her hands dirty.

I double-tapped the holographic computer some more and I started searching for proof about who else was behind it.

Bella grabbed her own red holographic computer and we both started searching.

Within ten minutes we discovered the twenty people under Zoe’s command and that was everyone who was involved with her foul conspiracy and as me and my beautiful Bella got to work collecting the evidence and secretly sending it to the police, my mind turned to how we were going to kill Zoe in a very, very fun way.
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The next day at three o’clock in the morning, I started off my day in the best possible way as I slit the throat of Zoe’s
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