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As far as Grace Zouch was concerned, it was simply natural, right and just for all assassins to have some kind of moral code. She had never really spoken to other assassins about it because all assassins just seemed to have one, and her one was simple. 

Don’t kill innocent people.

As Grace stared out of the massive, perfectly clean floor-to-ceiling windows of her modern art-of-the-state kitchen high-rise apartment in the heart of London, she found that if she simply lived by that rule then almost everything in life was perfect and things would sort themselves out.

Grace liked watching the crowds of Chinese tourists, busy London commuters and all the other young people walking up and down the snaking streets of London. It was calming to see them all in their different hats, heights and weights just walking about peacefully, being none the wiser about the dangerous games that were being played through London.

The snaking streets below had metal and glass and even a white plastic high rise building lining the street. Grace didn’t like the new modern buildings popping up everywhere but the modern buildings, unlike the old ones, weren’t designed with assassins in mind.

They were always so much easier to break into and kill people in.

There was a particular group of young men and women crossing the wide black road that caught her attention. They were all holding hands, clearly in love and they were enjoying the sites. Grace really wanted that sort of love but being an assassin was a lonely job sadly. She wanted a relationship but she just had to wait a little longer.

As much as it pained her.

Grace forced herself to look away from the wonderful modern world outside because she had a problem and she couldn’t solve it by looking outside.

She had always liked the kitchen. It didn’t matter where she was in the world or the time period, if she had access to a good kitchen then she knew in the end everything would be alright. Grace had always loved cooking, baking and simply creating a beautiful dish out of small dull ingredients.

Even now Grace loved the great aromas of curry powder, egg and a whole range of rich, earthy spices from this morning’s breakfast that made the sensational flavour of chicken curry form on her tongue. She really did love cooking.

Grace ran her hand across the perfectly smooth and slightly cold grey marble kitchen island. Her small laptop was just staring back at her and Grace really needed to solve her problem now.

She had been hired to assassinate an awful man by the name of Ellis Hull, a former religious leader who had ended up creating a cult. Grace normally didn’t care too much about cults because they were just crazies that stayed put most of the time, but Ellis’s cult was extreme.

They had already been connected to over a hundred murders in London over the past decade and whilst the individual cult members got charged and arrested, Ellis always walked away scot-free.

Grace had noticed that the murder victims were always white, young women who were walking home in the evening. The latest murder had been 9 pm and the earliest had been 6 pm, that wasn’t a great amount of room to kill someone but Grace had managed to do it all in less time.

Ellis was clearly pulling the strings here but Grace just had no idea how to get to him. He never left his apartment that was directly below her and he had sealed the apartment up tight.

Grace would have loved to simply drill down into his apartment, kill him and then escape. Or better yet simply blow up her own apartment so Ellis would be caught in the blast. 

But he had sealed and reinforced his apartment and the dead building owner had only confirmed her suspicions about Ellis not being scared to kill people.

Sadly the police hadn’t managed to connect him to that murder either.

Grace looked at her laptop and clicked on the blueprints of the building again. All the vents, air-conditioning units and the windows were reinforced and protected beyond what Grace had ever seen before. Even the really powerful corrupt businesspeople she normally killed didn’t have this level of protection.

So why did Ellis?

Grace folded her arms and paced round the kitchen island for a moment. The wonderful aroma and taste of the curry made her smile and the slight chill of the floor made her shiver slightly.

Ellis couldn’t have built this all for himself because he didn’t have any enemies that would warrant this kind of extreme reaction. So Grace couldn’t help but wonder what if all of this reinforcement was to stop Ellis from escaping?

Grace grinned because that was a hell of a realisation and that changed everything. If that was true then Ellis might have once been the cult leader and the murderer but not any more. What if there was a new cult leader that was hiding behind Ellis to conduct their criminal deeds?

Grace went back over to her laptop and double-checked who had hired her to kill Ellis. She deep dived into the name, the account that paid her and after spending an hour deep diving, she found that the name was fake.

Someone wanted Ellis dead but they weren’t who they said they were. Grace just shook her head because that meant the real cult leader had hired her to kill him and they were wanting to come into the light after Ellis’s death.

Grace wasn’t sure what to do now. She knew she couldn’t just let the new cult leader reveal themselves and come into the light, that would only cause even more people to die, but she couldn’t allow Ellis to live because he deserved punishment for his own murders.

She was going to have to kill them both.

Grace couldn’t believe she was going to have to do this but she went into her massive bedroom, put on a flowery delivery uniform and she picked up a few guns to be on the safe side. 

Then she went out of her apartment.

Grace might have lived in a high-rise but she had never really understood the weird little narrow corridors. The dirty white paint was starting to flake off in places and the blue carpet tiles were just awful as was the minor urine smell that filled the air.

She hooked a right in the too-warm metal staircase with even more dirty white painted walls and she went down to Ellis’s floor.

It was only now she was realising she really should have picked up some flowers given she was a flower delivery girl without any flowers. She wanted to kick herself but she couldn’t change things now, she was committed for a change.

She went out into another weird little narrow corridor and went to the very end of the corridor where a heavy metal door was. It was Ellis’s room and Grace doubted she could get inside without a blowtorch and at least an hour. The door looked that thick, strong and stupid in a place like this.

Grace pounded on the door and a moment later the thick door fell open and a young woman popped out. 

She sort of looked beautiful with her long black hair, her white dress and the blood that covered her hand was an interesting touch that Grace wanted to appreciate later on but she couldn’t right now.

Grace and the woman just looked at each other for a moment. Grace was tempted to kill or attack or punch the woman immediately but there was a gentleness and kindness in the woman’s eyes that she hadn’t seen for ages.

And Grace realised the woman was checking her out, and Grace couldn’t deny the woman was fairly hot in return.

“Did you want to come in before someone sees the blood on my hand?” the woman asked.

“Only if you don’t kill me,” Grace said.

“Why would I ever do that Grace Zouch?” the woman asked.

Grace just laughed as she followed the hot woman inside, of course the damn hottie would know her name and Grace had no idea who the woman was but she was excited as hell to find out.

Ellis’s apartment was hardly that bad considering he was a cult leader and a prisoner. There was only a living room, a bathroom and a bedroom in the entire place with a sort of makeshift kitchen tucked away in one corner.

Grace didn’t like the living room much. She hated how strange satanic, cultic symbols lined two entire walls and with skulls, blood samples and human hair decorating it. 

Even the blood red sofas were about to fall apart and Grace couldn’t understand why Ellis’s cold dead body was covered in shattered glass from the coffee table. It wasn’t a very clean kill, it wasn’t very effective and now people would be asking too many questions.

It was why Grace had always preferred poison when it actually came down to the kill, it was hard to trace and if a target had previous medical conditions then it was simple to get away with the murder.

But it was the refreshing scents of coffee, vanilla and wine that got Grace interested in the murder. The slightly bitter taste of coffee formed on her tongue and she was convinced that this woman had tried to seduce him to kill him.

That was clever and extremely cold.

“He attacked me,” the woman said but Grace could tell she was lying.

“No he didn’t,” Grace said. “The idiot didn’t even know what hit him because you somehow got in here and you kill him before he could react,”

“I didn’t kill him actually, the glass shards that rammed themselves into his lungs killed him,” 

Grace laughed. If that was the way this hottie wanted to play then Grace was going to enjoy this a lot.

“You tried to seduce him I take it,” Grace said.

“Of course he’s a middle-aged man that someone kept locked up. He hadn’t had any action in years so I tried to seduce him, he was all
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