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Private Investigator and Former MI6 Operative Olivia Olderman normally loved mornings. They were always so positive, delightful and they always made Olivia so happy to be alive, but the moment she woke up today she just instantly knew that today was going to be bad to say the very least.

Olivia went into her very large modern kitchen in her London townhouse with its dark blue marble walls that were ever so carefully offset with the bright white polished marble that formed the worktops of the cabinets that lined the kitchen, and made up the top of the immense kitchen island in the middle made from very thin wood containing a go-bag and a small collection of guns in case enemies of her old life ever attacked her again. But on top of the kitchen marble on the cold white marble worktop that was home to Olivia’s very ranging collection of books on history, crimes and assassinations.

Olivia had been up late last night reading and talking about the top and best assassinations in the UK throughout history with her boyfriend, he had protested against her favourite assassination attempt of Edward Oxford, the “brave” man who had been the first to try and assassinate Queen Victoria.

He completely disagreed and she had to admit that it was actually a very fun night, and considering the two of them had only been dating for two months, she had learnt a lot of great things about him.

Sadly he had gone to go to work early this morning, and as Olivia looked out of the perfectly polished floor-to-ceiling windows with her little wooden breakfast table in front of them, and saw the lashing rain outside, she was really glad she didn’t have an active case at the moment.

Today was actually her ideal day of sitting in her nighty looking and investigating and completing the mountain of background checks that a bunch of software companies had wanted her to do. And the most amazing thing about software and technology companies was they were rich, and very eager to spend it before the taxman (or women) took it from them.

And Olivia was only all too interested in accepting their easy money, she did have a business to run, a townhouse to pay for and hopefully a little family in the future.

Olivia was just about to start cleaning up the kitchen island from the piles and mess of the books when she heard the front door go, and because she had a doorbell camera she wasn’t going to open it in her nighty without a good reason.

Olivia took out her black smartphone and looked at who was at her front door, and her stomach instantly tightened into a painful knot when she saw it was her old boss from MI6.

Of all the people who she would have happily let in, make them a freshly brewed mug of coffee and maybe even offered one of the Danish pastries her boyfriend always bought with him when he came round, her old boss was not one of these people in the slightest.

Lord Darren Longer was, or had been, a few years ago when Olivia worked for the secret service, the head of the Counterterrorism division focusing on Asia and Olivia had to admit the assignments were a lot of fun. She had spied on Russia, China and some of the West’s closest allies for good measure but she never liked seeing Darren.

Olivia hated how Darren was always like a stuck-up Lord who always hid behind his title and had never earned a single thing in his life, the only reason why he was a Lord in the first place was because he had paid the government £3 million, and a week later he was suddenly a Lord, and another week later he was mysteriously in charge of her MI6 division.

She hated him, his wealth and everything his political elite represented. 

“Dear Miss Olivia please let me in,” Darren said.

Olivia just rolled her eyes. She hated how he spoke but she never locked the door properly when she was home alone anyway. Something she was going to start changing. 

“Come in,” Olivia said.

A few moments later Darren in his awfully expensive (to her) black three-piece suit made from the purest silk, a wooden cane with a solid gold handle and a stupid black top hat walked into the kitchen only to give her a mocking bow.

Olivia wanted to punch him there and then.

“Dearest Olivia, it gives me the bestest of feelings to see you once more,” 

Olivia wanted to vomit at the sound of his voice. “Why are you here? You don’t like me as a poor person or pleb and I certainly, don’t like you,”

Darren gave her a gentle smile that Olivia just knew had no warmth to it. “We are friends my dear and His Majesty requires your service once again,”

Olivia just folded her arms. There was no way that the Monarch was ever allowed to request the help of MI6 or 5 or any other intelligence service unless it was extremely needed, so Olivia really knew that Darren was putting on a show.

A show she was getting tired of.

“You have one minute to tell me in common-tongue what you are doing here or I will assault you. And if you bring charges then I will claim you broke into my house and they will definitely believe a former MI6 officer over a pompous Lord,” Olivia said.

Darren frowned. “MI6 learnt of chatter against the Prime Minister. A single terrorist is planning to kill her and MI6 cannot operate on British soil and MI5, I do not believe will be useful in this matter,”

Olivia shrugged. It wasn’t that she had a problem protecting the Prime Minister, outside of the fact the short little brown-haired woman was a nutter, horrible person and a sexist pig that believed just because she was in a position of power, she believed that sexism was a myth and women just needed to “man up” and crack on.

Clearly the Prime Minister had never worked a day in her life in MI6. 

But Olivia did have a massive problem with Darren lying to her because MI6 was always unofficially running ops on UK soil against MI5, and MI6 always wanted to get rid of MI5 because apparently they were useless, Olivia always liked to imagine it how the CIA hated the FBI and vice versa in the USA.

“Why me?” Olivia asked.

Darren looked to the ground. “Because I was fired by the Prime Minister last night for implying I would be a better leader than her even though I wasn’t elected,”

Olivia actually wanted to point out the Prime Minister wasn’t actually elected by the UK public, she was only in the position because the last one had retired earlier, but that little detail didn’t seem important.

“And I guessed before your mouthiness got the better of you you wanted to tell her about the intelligence and threat from an Asian country,” Olivia said.

Darren nodded. “Correct dearest Olivia. I am without MI6 resources, the new head of my department has turned the case over to MI5 and I doubt anyone will get caught up to speed before it’s too late,”

Olivia unfolded her arms. “Why me and actually answer my question?”

Darren rolled his eyes and looked in the direction of the front door then shook his head. “You were the best and I need someone outside the agency and you’re smart for a little girl,”

Olivia just smiled. It was so typical of Darren to charge her because of her sex and-

Bullets screamed through the air.

Blood shot out of Darren’s chest.

His blood painted the kitchen.

Olivia dived for the kitchen island.

Olivia smashed her fists into the thin wood. It shattered. Olivia grabbed a pistol.

The pistol was loaded. Olivia carefully raised her head over the top of the island.

She watched as three men in black body armour stalked into her kitchen. She hated their automatic rifles and the black gas masks over their face.

Olivia dropped back down and got a flare out of her go-bag.

She jumped up. Firing the flare.

Bright orange light exploded in the kitchen.

The flare shot out. Smashing into a man.

He screamed in agony. His clothes were engulfed in flames.

Olivia shot up. 

Emptying her gun into another man. His gas mask shattered. Sending deadly shards into his face.

Olivia rushed over to him.

Jumping into the air.

Kicking him in the head. Snapping his neck.

The last man shot at her.

Olivia slid across the floor.

Grabbing the rifle.

Leaping upwards.

The man fired into the ceiling.

Police sirens were close now.

Olivia kicked him in-between the legs. It did nothing. Too much body armour.

The man slammed his fists into Olivia’s head.

She fell to the ground.

The man picked her up. Raising her over his head.

Olivia threw her weight forward. Throwing the man off balance.

He fell to the ground.

Olivia slammed her feet against the edge of the kitchen island. Backflipping upward.

The man landed with a thud on the ground.

Olivia snapped his neck.

Police officers stormed into the kitchen. Olivia saw three very short women stormed into her house with small guns so they clearly from armed response and those people didn’t ask questions before shooting.

Olivia rushed over to Darren’s corpse, took out his MI6 ID (something he shouldn’t had have now) and she showed it to the police officers covering Darren’s photograph.

“You aren’t Lord Darren. That’s him on the ground,” one of the police officers said.

It was worth a try. 

The three women fixed their guns on Olivia.

“Who are you and why were you here?” the thinnest of the women asked.

“Private Investigator and Former MI6 agent Olivia Olderman, Darren was my former boss and he wanted my help on a matter,”

The three officers laughed. 

“Yeah right,” the shortest of the women said. “He’s obsessed with this Asian assassin idea from China saying whatever’s Chinese for Darkness is hunting down the Prime Minister and going to kill her before lunchtime,”

Olivia felt her blood run cold because she knew exactly who Darren was trying to tell her about now and that was the real reason why he had come to her. Damn him for not telling her sooner.

Olivia had spent about six months in deep China trying to find evidence of the Chinese torturing British tourists that had disappeared and she had found tens of British bodies, but because of the weakness of the UK and their desperation for a trade deal, any trade deal with China she had been ordered to bury her report.

But Olivia had always made sure to keep an eye on the Chinese Agent known as Darkness in English or Hēi àn in Chinese. One of the Chinese Government’s most deadly assets.

Olivia hadn’t managed to find too much on him in MI6’s databases and even the CIA and Interpol hadn’t managed to get too much more but her CIA friends had promised Olivia to keep her informed if they learnt anything. 

And over the years Olivia was rather surprised that the CIA had kept its word.

“Sorry Miss Olderman,” the shortest officer said. “We need you to come with us so we can get this investigated,”

Olivia stood up perfectly straight. “You do not understand what is going on if Darkness is intending to kill the Prime Minister then you must get her location shut down,”

The three officers laughed. 

“You don’t understand-” Olivia said.

“No Miss you do not understand. We are the law. We are the women who are arresting you for murder
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