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Chapter One
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It was pillow talk.

Mickey and Melia were propped up in bed, like an old married couple. Actually, they were both in their thirties and they shared an exciting life as secret agents, working for Her Majesty’s government and defending the nation against outside threats. It meant that the usual, ‘How was your day?’ question was a little more complicated than for those citizens with more normal office-based lives.

“But why did Don send for YOU?” Melia was wondering.

Mickey’s friend Don was a Detective Sergeant in Manchester Police. They had known each other for years, and helped each other when they could.

This time was just that. Don needed help.

“You need to listen to her story,” Don assured Mickey. It had implications for the state of Britain, he said.

“Don told me to come down to Central Police Station,” Mickey told Melia. “He met me in the entrance. It was all strictly confidential, and he had to practically smuggle me in. He hadn’t told his superiors. Later, I found out why.”

The girl was slumped across a desk in one of the more distant Interview Rooms. She looked like she hadn’t slept for a week, which was true. She was also dirty and unwashed.

Don said to her: “Tell Mickey what you told me.”

She sighed, raised a weary head and rested it on her palm, then took a swig of coffee from a paper cup and started.

It was a tortuous tale, and she told it like she’d been saying the same thing to lots of people, over and over.

Of course, none had believed her. Up to now.

*  *  *  *  *
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She recognised him the first moment she saw him, she said. Not as a person, of course, as himself, but as a TYPE, a SORT OF person: the kind that she had always wanted. Always. Right from her earliest teenage years, the very depth of her worst despair.

He wasn't doing much.

He was walking quickly down the street, trying to avoid being spotted by the policeman. She KNEW that; she knew that the policeman on the far side of the road was watching him, keeping on eye on him, trying to predict what he was doing, would do. He, the young man, was walking nonchalantly. It might fool anyone - it was meant to fool the copper - but it didn't fool her. Not for one minute. Perhaps it was the violin case he was carrying. THAT looked odd.

She was sitting in the window of the cheap cafe, looking out onto the busy road that led out of the suburb and right, into the centre of Manchester. She could keep an eye on all the shops, up and down the High Street. She could watch the tough young men repairing the road opposite, and admire their straining muscles. She could see the sun beating down and melting the tar, causing bubbles in the blistering tarmac. She could watch for trouble. She could spot potential excitement. Like him. The young man. HE was trouble.

When he turned into the door of the cafe her heart leapt for joy, she said.

He was scruffy, unkempt. He had ratty brown hair, thin and brushed over to one side. He was wearing a long dark coat, like an Army greatcoat, and his shoes were black, but scuffed and unpolished. His face was grey, sharp with an abrupt chin, and an untidy stubble. He hadn't shaved in a number of days. Maybe he hadn't washed, she decided, thinking that it was something for her to do later, to remind him. She could tell him to take better care of himself, when they were together. They would be, of course: now that he was so close, there was no way that she would let him simply walk out of that place. She had to have him. And she would ask him what was in the violin case, when she got to know him. He'd tell her, she knew, even though it was a secret from everybody else. He would tell her because she was special, and could keep a secret. She smiled a secret smile to herself. It wasn't a violin, she knew. Whatever it was, it wasn't that.

The young man walked up to the counter and paid for a cup of tea. He was dirty, he knew that, but he wasn't worried: this was a scruffy place, this cafe, and he didn't feel out of place. He picked up the cup and saucer and went looking for an empty table.

His heart was beating fast. That policeman had given him a nasty shock, the way he was looking at him. He couldn't afford to be stopped, he knew that, not with the case on him. If they looked inside, then they'd take him away. He didn't want that again. It had been foolish to bring it out, he was thinking now; a senseless piece of bravado. But he had to do it; it was dicing with capture and that was why he did it. It was the risk. He loved risk. He liked the danger, the excitement of it all. At the table next to the window was a young girl. She was quite attractive, but mousy, shy. His type, he grudgingly had to admit, which was why he was going to avoid her. There was a table nearby, empty, and he intended to take that.

"There's room here," she said.

He was shocked, that a stranger should talk to him. But it was like an order; she knew he wanted to sit down and she wanted him to sit near her. He couldn't turn her down without appearing rude, or cause a fuss. That was the last thing he wanted. He didn't want to be noticed at all. He wanted to disappear, fade into the background. Then he saw the policeman again, across the street, looking directly at him, in through the window. It was an opportunity not to be missed: he grinned at the girl as if she was an old friend, and sat down opposite her at the small table, as if arranged, as if they had agreed to meet. For the benefit of the copper he kept smiling and nodding his head, as though pleased to see the girl. It looked less suspicious, he decided. The copper would think he was come here deliberately, not that he was simply walking the streets, looking for opportunities. Sure enough, as he settled in, he noticed that the policeman moved on, apparently satisfied.

Still smiling woodenly, he said: "Do I know you?"

"We can get to know each other," she shot back.

He examined her more closely. She seemed about 17, small, thin. She wasn't at all shapely, in a motherly sort of way, and he liked that. She had bright eyes, outlined in dark make-up, and a small nose, narrow face. Her hair was cut short, bobbed at the back. It was a curiously strong brown colour, totally unnatural. He quite liked her, and she certainly seemed keen on him. It's the violin case, he decided: she thinks I'm a musician. The image made him smile awkwardly; she'll like me as long as she DOESN'T look inside, he was thinking.

He was going to ask her questions about herself, he decided, and get to know her a little. Then he would find out if she had anywhere definite to live; he guessed she was squatting, or living rough, and if that was the case, then he was going to invite her back to his little flat.

They would get to know each other better, and then he would invite her to help him kill people.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two
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Melia was baffled.

“I still don’t see what it’s got to do with YOU,” she told Mickey. After all, Don was the Detective. If there was crime involved, then he should be investigating it, writing reports, setting up prosecutions.

Mickey was sanguine. It wasn’t about murder, really. Not in the sense of that was WHAT happened. It was WHO was involved, that was the problem. And once the girl got talking, really getting into her confession, that’s when all the implications came out.

Don was right, Mickey knew, right to ask Mickey and right to be worried. It was a huge problem, and he had realised that.

“So far,” Melia said heavily, “all I’m hearing is Bonnie and Clyde.”

Mickey nodded. That’s right. That’s how it started.

*  *  *  *  *
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It wasn’t the attraction of opposites, the girl explained patiently to Mickey: they WEREN'T opposite. In fact they were very similar, in a lot of ways. One was the way in which they constantly looked for excitement. It was good they'd found each other then, because they could give it to each other. He had something to offer, she was sure of that, and she had something to offer - he'd already decided that. He thought it was going to start with her body. He was wrong about that, of course

He was tough, but he wasn't direct.

"Are you hungry?" he asked.

She looked askance. This was a cafe, for God's sake!

"I can't
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