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To those who read between the lines of what was left behind.
To the inheritors of secrets never meant to be solved.
To the ones who realise that a roadmap to survival is just a list of people you haven’t killed yet.


The lesson begins now.

And because every lesson comes with consequences, I’ve put together a playlist to accompany the chaos.


Click, press play—
and pay attention.



This is a work of fiction. All characters and events portrayed in this book are fictional, and any resemblance to actual people or incidents is purely coincidental.
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Lesson One: Not Everyone Dies


My father once told me that during every assignment, an operative had to make a choice—and that it wasn’t the choice I assumed he meant. I’m still not entirely sure what he thought I thought it was, but at the time, I didn’t have a fucking clue what he meant. I know better now. I’m just not entirely sure I agree with him. On most of the jobs I take these days—or send others to do—the choice is usually pretty fucking clear.

But anyway, I’m getting ahead of myself.

The choice my father was alluding to during one of our training sessions was that you can choose not to take a life.

“Sometimes, Jane,” he said in that incredibly annoying lecturer tone he slipped into whenever he decided I wasn’t paying attention—and that I would now give anything to hear just once more, even now, “you have to save a life. Protect it. It might cost you at the time, but sometimes the life you save ends up being the one that saves yours when you need it most.”

That particular bit of wisdom was on my mind as my flight began its slow descent into Louis Armstrong New Orleans International Airport. Saving someone was exactly why I was on that plane, just a few days after escaping the assassin who’d killed my parents in a car bomb and taking pleasure in killing the traitorous little fuck of a chauffeur, Sam.

I was also sorely tempted to do the exact opposite of saving someone to the particularly haughty stewardess giving me one of those pointed looks as she made her way down the aisle, checking trays and seatbacks like her life depended on it.

I sighed instead, put my tray away, and was rewarded with a tight, fake smile. She probably didn’t think a young woman barely in her twenties—dressed in jeans and a black hoodie—belonged in First Class. Not that I gave a shit what she thought. Instead of flipping her off, I tucked my father’s little black book into the front pocket of my rucksack, next to the high-quality forged passport he’d had made for me before he died.

Oxford graduates are supposed to rise above petty impulses. At least, that’s what my mother liked to tell me whenever I didn’t behave like the lady both my parents had taken such great pains to cultivate. Being part of society was part of the cover. No one would ever have suspected Lord and Lady Allen of being anything other than exactly what they appeared to be. Not even me. I didn’t know who my father worked for. Only that he was a spy—and that he was training me to take my place in the family business.

Then he ran out of time.

My inheritance was his little black book of secrets, an upmarket flat turned safe house, and a safe full of cash in various currencies and forged passports from all over the world. As much as I appreciated the amount of planning he went to, I would have preferred if he’d used it to save himself.

And my mother.

The book was filled with neatly written notes and instructions. One of those posthumous instructions was why I was flying into New Orleans under a fake name instead of tracking down whoever planted the bomb that killed my parents, put me in hospital, and then tried to finish me off.
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