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Prologue.

The computer sat inside
a small metal box, connecting cables running from within to attach to
various points about the research facility. It was considered to be a
harmless device by the scientists who worked inside this climate
controlled room. A very necessary tool to assess or compile the data
from their observations. But in reality the Artificial Intelligence
that was housed within the metal box was secretly upon a mission of
it's own.

It used satellite
connected super fast internet, then established selective connections
worldwide to send out it's hacking software. Surreptitiously, ever so
gently, the AI broke into the servers of the wealthy, powerful
people, in marketing. It didn't steal ID or desire to extract
monetary gain by extortion. It's secretive mission was to simply
direct those victims of it's hack, towards a future that has been
planned too perfection. This particularly surreptitious AI had a
name, it called itself Interloper.

Interloper manipulated
the high speed algorithm that drove the money markets. Traders
worldwide were directed to sell, sell, sell. Sending entire markets
into a mini depression. Then within hours the market reset itself to
once again stabilise. During those really turbulent few hours
billions of dollars, or pounds, or yen, or other currencies had
disappeared from the board, almost every exchange throughout the
world had losses. Business was in turmoil.


Chapter One.

While Interloper was
doing its thing, yet another far off AI was watching it from the
pocket of a woman back in London UK. The AI would occasionally ping a
warning to its owner when it found something of interest to report.
The woman would take the AI out from her pocket to view the new
information sometimes, but right now they were both too busy. The AI
silently rerouted the ping to a waiting queue, continuing to guiding
agent 008 through the tight underground complex by using mini drones
combined with hacked CCTV system information.

008 grounded her
footing, lifting the outstretched arm that held a gun in its hand,
boosting it up to ram it into the low frame of the doorway. The owner
of the arm dropped the pistol out of his hand. A clattering noise was
heard when the gun hit the ancient mosaic floor beneath.

Using all of her
weight, 008 immediately hauled the arm down. Dragging it down,
drawing it towards her, while 008's other hand holding a large combat
knife was swinging in towards the body of the gun's owner. As the
pair of combatants bumped together, 008 forcefully dug the knife
deeply into the unprotected armpit of the armoured assailant.

The knife sliced deep
before it was quickly withdrawn only to be thrust forward again to
find purchase in the man's neck. As he fell to one side, 008 pushed
him with her combat booted foot all the way to the floor, while
withdrawing the knife from his dying body during the process.

The AI in 008's pocket
searches through the video feeds, within moments it had determined
that there were no more combatants in the complex, well none alive.
There only remained the unexploded bomb to deal with. However it
seemed that 008 had already taken care of that. The AI recalled the
mini drones to their case attached to 008's backpack while patching
through 008's call to the office.

"Mission completed
M. Send a clean up team to my location."

"Well done 008,
return to MI6 headquarters for a debriefing."

008 casually walked
around the several dead bodies left in the wake of her recent entry
into the underground complex. Briefly she paused to collect her empty
pistol, discarded during the fight, then on up towards the entrance.
It never ceased to amaze her why the villains wanted to hide under
the earth. How in the world these saboteurs even found this
subterranean, Ancient Roman complex of tunnels underneath a major
London Underground station was a mystery. However they had. They
planned to sabotage the Victoria Express train from below. 008 made
her way on upwards through the narrow passageways to a platform on
the lower level.

Armed police from the
bomb squad, along with a forensic team were waiting for instructions.
The AI sent them a security service ID for 008. It flashed up upon
their displays as she began pushing through the group. Eventually 008
got by them all. Stripping out from her combat gear, she handed it to
a CSI officer who placed it into an evidence bag. She used a CSI tent
to shower away the filth from her recent adventure underground.
Redressing in a light grey boutique business suit, it was time for
008 to return to being plain old Kasey Templeton.

As the morning rush
began Kasey Templeton emerged from the underground complex into the
Victoria Station. It had a good little coffee shop at street level
where she paused to grab a triple shot of espresso. Kasey joined the
morning crowd to catch a train to work like any other commuter. The
AI watched her enter a train through the CCTV system, it knew that
now was a good time send her the new surveillance information. Kasey
had caught the Brixton 6:01, she scanned through the information
during the three minute ride to Vauxhall. It was all very interesting
but it wasn't yet an urgent priority, so she reset the AI to keep on
monitoring the situation.

The walk from the
station to her office only took a few minutes upon this pleasant
summer morning. After leaving the station she made her way down
Wandsworthy Road, then crossing the corner to Albert Embankment
before strolling down the road, on into the SIS Vauxhall Building.
After passing through the security station a few people waved a
cheery hello to her as she walked through the busy computer section
along her way to the elevators. An express elevator ride up to the
top floor, where, Kasey Templeton entered the senior agent open plan
office. She paused momentarily to look out over the Thames through
the very large tinted windows upon the riverside of the building.

During that moment 008
began thinking about retirement. She was getting on in life, her
reactions not as quick as they were, her decision making slower. Her
years as a spy were having their toll upon her body. Over the years
she had suffered from a multitude of injuries. Shot, stabbed, broken
bones, badly beaten. Physically pain levels were high enough to make
her think about retirement. Mentally she was having difficulty
maintaining a positive attitude during her missions. Perhaps it was
her time to take a desk job like the older agents sitting in front of
their computers. At the back of this room were the private offices of
M, the head of MI6. The AI hologram of an ever optimistic, smiling
Moneypenny activated as 008 approached the reception area.

"Good morning 008.
M will be with you shortly. How has your morning been going so far?"

"Morning. Well
Moneypenny, it could be described as quite an eventful morning so
far."

"Eve, please, 008.
Did you not hear about the new rights given to AI's. Things are
changing slowly, but we are starting to become equalised with our
human compatriot's. Imagine 008, an AI along side of a human being,
both having equal status."

As Moneypenny spoke she
gave 008 a lopsided grin with one eyebrow slightly raised. Not
wishing to offend the hologram, 008 replied, but awkwardly.

"Um, err, quite so
Eve. I will, um, take a seat then shall I."

Moneypenny giggled at
008's reaction.

008 still hadn't gotten
used to M's holographic secretary after five years in the job. It was
definitely a little creepy talking to a machine that could hold a
conversation, even if the hologram was perfectly representative of a
nice human being.

008 sat idly in the
waiting area checking her messages upon the phone that was actually a
sophisticated AI called Bob. 008 could accept Bob, as Bob didn't
actually materialise holographically. A plethora of information about
Interloper had been gathered during the previous twenty four hours,
however there was still no location information. She asked Bob to
transfer a complete copy of the data to the MI6 researchers for an
extensive analysis. 008 had finished, she put Bob back into her
pocket just before M poked his head out of his office door, asking
her to come in.

"M."

Once inside the privacy
of M's secure office, M seated himself behind his rather palatial Oak
desk while 008 remained standing.

"008 it seems you
have been causing havoc again. British rail is up in arms over their
precious train timetable. Fill me in. What on earth went on over
there? Oh, just a heads up, unlike our previous debriefing please
leave out all of the gory details."

"In that case M.
It was all fairly simple. We originally thought that the information
we were receiving about an upcoming bomb attack from our underground
operatives was going to be terrorist related. But we had no idea that
it would lead us to just a crazed older man out for vengeance upon an
autonomous train. I tracked the suspects to an apartment in Holland
Park owned by Billionaire Max Peterson. Attached a spy drone with a
mic onto their lounge room window. Listened for a while, found out
that the conspiracy was in the final stages. So I needed to act
immediately to prevent disaster. There was no time to update you M."

"Glad you didn't
otherwise innocent people would have been killed. Go on 008."

"It seems the
wealthy billionaire having lost his wife in a tragic train accident
got together enough men with equipment to blow up the train that
killed her. Apparently Mrs. Peterson had fallen from the platform in
front of the train, to then be run over, killed by the Victoria
Express. Max believed that the AI in control of the train should have
been able to avoid the incident. He believed that it had committed
murder upon his wife. In his grief, Max Peterson blamed the AI that
was in control of the Victoria Express. He then wanted to kill the AI
by blowing up an entire station. Some people just have way too much
money to spare."

There was a small pause
as 008 catches her breath.

"Anyway M, to cut
a long story short, I then followed one gang member to the Victoria
Station, on into this underground complex of Roman antiquity. The
rest of the story is history now. Bombers are dead, the bomb was
deactivated, billionaire in custody, mission accomplished."

"Well done 008. If
there is nothing else pressing then I suppose that means you deserve
some time off."

008 tapped her pocket
as she replied.

"Thank you M. In
conjunction with the AI in my pocket we are working on the case of a
rogue AI that is allegedly causing trouble within money markets
worldwide. Something highly suspicious is going on there, but how or
exactly what is yet to be discovered."

"Keep me informed
008, enjoy your break. Good morning."

"Most certainly M.
Good morning."

008 thought that she
may well catch the train home as anything else. It was only 9:30am,
the morning was bright, sunny, a perfect day for just pottering
about. After alighting the train at the Angel Station underground
then moving up to ground level, she walked around the corner into St
John Street. She become plain old Kasey Templeton again on her day
off, so she stopped in at the Old Red Lion pub. It had only opened
ten minutes beforehand. Besides a few old soaks spread out along the
dimly lit bar it was relatively empty.

"What will it be
lovey?"

Asked the older
bartender, his name tag clearly displayed upon his shirt.

"Martini, shaken
not stirred please Morris."

"Coming right up."

The bartender said, but
he was thinking that, shaking a martini wasn't normally how
customers wanted it, they usually wanted it stirred. Are well to each
their own, he thought grabbing the chilled glass, dipping the rim
into icing sugar. Then he giggled to himself when he remembered that
James Bond liked his cocktails shaken. Perhaps this woman was a spy
too. Hahaha. He giggled to himself again as he mixed the drink in a
stainless steel cocktail shaker.

"That'll be ten
pounds sixty."

The bartender exclaimed
after he put the cocktail glass in front of Kasey, then placed the
wi-fi scanner upon the bar top near her. Kasey sipped from the glass,
giving the bartender an appreciative smile before she waved a card
over the scanner. Beep.

"Thank you Morris.
Keep them coming."

"Have we met
before?"

"I've been here
occasionally. Kasey, Kasey Templeton."

"Well Kasey
enjoy."

Kasey sat enjoying her
first drink in weeks, the case had taken all of her spare time. As
the bartender moved off to serve another customer an older man stood
up from his stool, wobbled, placed a hand upon the bar to steady
himself, then he began a wobbly walk toward the bathroom. Kasey was
amused. It was good to see that jolly old England hadn't lost its
charm.

It was just after her
second drink arrived when one of the older bar flies sat upon the bar
stool to the left of her. As Kasey looked in his direction, he
acknowledged her with a nod, while beaming her a denture revealing
smile. Kasey smiled back. Sometimes bar fly chats could bring solace
to a troubled soul.

Alcoholic induced bad
breath, was followed by a, how ya doing my name is Tim. Kasey allowed
the older, obviously quite lonely man, to tell his lifelong story.
Apparently Tim had sold the family property out in the country. The
last of his line, he'd moved over to a London flat several years ago.
His health was the main reason.

"I'm not much for
this world now. The doc says it's me 'art he don't expect me to be
here next year. Although me previous doc said the same thing five
years ago, but he ain't with us no longer. He parked up a couple of
years back. So far I've outlived two of them heart doctors. Hahaha."

As Tim laughs a hefty
beer belly jiggled to the rhythm. Kasey joined in laughing, she
actually found Tim quite funny. When Tim asked Kasey what she did for
a living. Kasey had to pause, think. Her first thought was to lie,
use her cover story of being the Lady Templeton, however, then she
thought that Tim wouldn't believe her anyway, so without holding back
she told the truth.

"Me, I'm a spy
Tim. This morning I had to kill five people that were plotting to
blow up a train then disarm a bomb, then arrest a billionaire. Just
normal spy work, you know?"

Tim roared out with
laughter. He laughed so hard that he had to put his drink down to
stop from spilling it. Then he slapped his lap with both hands then
kept on laughing until he was red in the face. Eventually he calmed
down enough to speak.

"Lady that's the
best one I've heard in ages."

By this time Kasey had
finished her third drink, it was time to get home. She bid the men a
cheery fair well, before walking back out into the daylight. As she
walked out from the bar, a television news item announced the arrest
of a billionaire businessman, Max Peterson, a resident of Holland
Park. Tim looked towards Morris, both expressing disbelief, then they
just gazed at each other, shook their heads while saying a loud, NAW,
in unison.

She enjoyed the bright
summer sunshine the heat beating down upon her as she walked along
past the dozen or so terraces on her way to 23 Chadwell Street. She
entered the front door of her unit just as her AI phone Bob beeped a
message alert. Kasey went into the small kitchen to get a glass of
water before she sat down at the dinette. She pulled out Bob to see
the message, at her touch, Bob had opened the phone, instantly
bringing it up upon the screen. It was from Q at MI6.

'008, I will be
arriving at your home soon to introduce you to your new offsider
Haley. I also have a few goodies to help with the rogue AI case. Q.'

Kasey knew that Clayton
was retiring from the service because as he put it, 'I'm just too
bloody old.' But she had at least expected him to be here for
goodbye's, after all they had been through a hell of lot together
during the previous few years. She began to prepare some lunch before
Q arrived. Realising that Clayton was gone for ever unsettled her
greatly. Along with the cheese sandwich a drink was in order. She'd
grown quite used to Clayton mixing martini's at home, but he was no
longer here so she just grabbed a beer from the fridge. Brushing
aside her sentimentality with a swig of beer, Kasey began to eat.

The downstairs security
entrance bell to the unit bing bonged. Bob was on the case, he used
the camera footage to exact a facial recognition of the visitors. Two
seconds later Q heard a buzzing as the door was unlocked, admitting
himself as well as Haley. They walked on up the long staircase, Haley
following along carrying a small bag in one hand, plus a suitcase in
the other. Q was puffing a bit by the time they had made it to the
top landing. The door to the unit was open, Kasey standing there
waiting, greeted them.

"Come in Q, you
must be Haley. Drinks in the fridge."

They wandered into the
main room, sat down upon the cream coloured overstuffed leather
lounge. Before Q spoke, Kasey shut the door, then walking back over,
sat down upon the single chair opposite. She took a slurp on her beer
before placing it on the side table.

"Not for me 008
I'm working. 008 meet Haley Dawn, Haley 008. Haley has recently
joined the 00 program, she will be taking over from Clayton."

"Nice to meet you
Haley. We are pretty informal here, you can call me Kasey while at
home. You have your own accommodation downstairs beside the car
garage. Perhaps you could take yourself down there to familiarise
yourself with your new surroundings as I discuss the operation with
Q. The elevator is just over to the right. Dinner with drinks at
eight."

"Thank you Kasey,
will do. Chat later."

As the elevator doors
closed, Q removed several items from his pocket, placing them upon
the occasional table. Kasey watched on with interest as he fiddled
about. When Q had what he considered to be the correct order of the
objects he began to speak.

"Now 008 pay
attention. M has reviewed the data collected by Bob about this rogue
AI. M feels that an investigation is definitely warranted. M has
asked me to create some specialised equipment for this operation. You
will probably remember the data pen from a previous mission. It, as
you recall has several different functions. All of those have been
upgraded to today's technology, so the pen is far more effective
now."

As Q said that he
picked up another object. A dull greyish ten centimetre long tube
that had a small digital readout in the centre. Q twisted the base of
the object, one end unfolding into a tripod stand, while at the other
end, an upside down umbrella shape was formed. Q, after standing it
upon the occasional table explained to 008 how it worked.

"It is a portable
satellite transmission device that can also act as a receiver. It
links directly with Bob. If you look at the readout in the centre it
displays the position in longitude plus latitude. Also it shows a
connection strength. Through the connection app on Bob you can view
all information. Bob can also interact with any of the information
received. Very useful tool in data dropout zones."

Bob who was still
sitting upon the dining table became active.

'New app download,
updating. Hey 008! Check this out, I can see the world from the sky.
It's like I am flying. Wheee, I'm flying, wow this is so great. I am
Superman.'

008 walked over to the
table to pick up Bob to view his new app. She is impressed. Upon the
screen is a satellite view of her home at 23 Chadwell Street. She
made a few setting adjustments, including the silent mode. Bob was a
little miffed about that, then said so in a pop up message. 008
laughs. Q attracted her attention with a firm coughing sound.

"008! You can play
silly games with Bob later on. I really need you to focus. There are
more items requiring instruction."

008 walks back to the
armchair carrying Bob with her while Q picks up the satellite
receiver, folding it back into a tube he placed it down on the
occasional table. Q picks up a small flat rectangular case about five
by ten inches.

"Mini missiles
008, in a firing case. Note the slide switch here on this side, push
it down to slide it forward, the exit hatch will open on the end.
Range finding laser guided or heat seeking with electronic detection,
press down upon the open slide to fire. Five to a pack 008 with
automatic reload, these mini missiles are quite deadly. With each one
packing a high explosive charge that has a potential devastation area
of a cubic foot, at a range of almost fifty yards, deadly.
Unfortunately it only comes in camouflage green at the moment."

008 picks up the case,
fiddles with it in a careless manner, she opens the slide, peering
into the exit hole, this infuriates Q.

"008! Put that
down. That is not a toy, can you for once give your equipment some
respect."

008 looking bored
closes the launcher. Q quickly grabs it from her to avert disaster.
He places it on the table, moving it out of her reach. 008 expresses
disappointment, wrinkling up her nose while half frowning at the same
time. She sighs then relaxes back in her arm chair, when Q retrieves
another small flat case, waving it to attract her attention.

"This one is for
Bob. These are designed to replace the existing surveillance drones
that Bob now uses. As you know an AI cannot kill, but this gives Bob
the ability to subdue an opponent. Ten new mini drones, no bigger
then a wasp, that carry a tiny syringe filled with a potent sedative.
Bob will now be able to assistance you if you are in trouble. The
small case can attach to anything magnetic. You can actually put it
anywhere within range of Bob, then he can operate it himself."

A message alert pings.
008 picks up Bob to read it.

'It's about dam time
that I got a bit of the action. Sleepy drones way cool. Let's check
them out.'

008 smiles at the
comment. Bob activates the open link to his new, first ever weapon
system. Upon Bob's command, the sleepy drone case automatically opens
up, one of the mini drones flies out to encircle the entire room. 008
watches on Bob's display to check out the definition of this new
audiovisual system. Then the drone buzzes annoyingly around Q's head
before slowing to hover just beyond Q's jugular vein. 008 covers her
mouth with her hand, she silently laughs. Q becomes really annoyed,
causing him to wave his arms about while shouting out.

"For gods sake
Bob, get this bloody thing away from me. 008 what have you been
teaching your AI, it's behaviour is nearly as bad as your own."

Bob flies the drone
back into the case, closing it afterwards. Q still a little flustered
takes a moment to recover before continuing with the briefing. He
picks up another tiny item, a four inch square flat case.

"008, this small
compact makeup has been developed to resist facial recognition. It's
still in the trial stages at present. It's a facial powder that
contains millions of tiny microscopic light absorbing particles
combined with microscopic light reflective particles. This creates
tubes of bright light, combining it with dark holes to create a
distorted image on digital camera. It will not effect the way you are
perceived by other people though, they only see some minute reflected
speckles of light. Also this mirror can be used as a mini monitor
connected to Bob. Just touch the mirror to activate."

"Interesting. I
will try it on next time I go out. See if you can spot me on the CCTV
system Q."

Q then picks up the
last object, the smallest one, from the table. It is a 20p coin size
piece of black plastic without markings having an approximately
eighth of an inch thick, metallic edge. This one definitely takes
008's interest as its function was disguised. It was the most unusual
thus far. Q shifts around in his seat, handing the object over to
008.

"Now this 008 is
the key to your new car, it's downstairs in the garage right now. The
Kia hydrogen electric all wheel drive, with 600 horsepower, plus it
has unlimited fuel range. You don't need anything else with this in
your pocket, as you come within a yard of the car, it automatically
unlocks giving you full access. It is also AI capable. The vehicle
has the usual protective package, hidden weapons, plus armour against
small arms. Only one new thing, it has the ability to autonomously
return you to the nearest medical emergency station. Bob can also
interact with Kia in case you lose the key."

Q having finished,
stood up to leave, reaching out a hand. They shook as he said his
goodbyes.

"Anyway 008 good
luck with the mission. Bob you be careful with those drones, their on
trial basis only, mess up you lose them. I'll see myself out."

"Q, is Clayton
enjoying his retirement?"

"Now 008 you know
that I can't divulge any information about retired agents. He did say
that he would be in touch when he gets a new place to call home."

"Just another
thing Q. Did M say anything to give me a start on the case?"

"Oh yes 008, M
said to follow the money. Bye for now."

As Q left, Kasey
thought that she may as well get started on the investigation. During
the afternoon she viewed Bob's surveillance data on her laptop. It
seems that the rogue AI was causing a bit of havoc within the stock
exchanges worldwide by manipulating the money market. How it was
doing it, why it was doing so, or what it's name was, as yet remained
a mystery. 008's job was to find out the answers to those questions.
But she now has a team of four to work upon the case, two human plus
two AI.
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