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Of all the small, tiny cafes filled with strong tobacco smoke, garlic bread and bitter coffee Mae Evans had ever visited or been summoned to. The “Dog’s Breakfast” had to be one of the most interesting she had ever been in. 

She sat at a tiny brown wooden table that she didn’t dare touch because of the strange rough texture that made her fingers sticky with something she seriously didn’t want to think about. It could have been alcohol, sweat or spit from the night before but Mae seriously didn’t want to touch the table. Especially in case the sticky substance was a lot worse than spit.

Mae was just annoyed that the metal chair wasn’t much better. It was perfectly warm considering the awful coldness outside, but she hated the sharp metal screw sticking in her back. She had tried to move a few times but it was useless, the screw wasn’t moving and it was going to keep digging in her back until she had met with her friends.

The loud ring of the bell above the wooden door echoed around the entire café, and Mae didn’t dare look straight up in case that drew attention to her. If it was one of her friends then they would find her, it was simply the way things worked as a thief and a small group of con people. 

Mae subtly looked around at the other tiny tables. The café was rather empty but with the state of the sticky table that shouldn’t have been that much of a surprise. She definitely wasn’t coming back and she was tempted to give their leader, Awen, an earful about this awful place.

There were a few older men in long black trench coats covered in cigar burn holes sitting about. They were smiling, laughing and smoking their life away and Mae was so glad she had left that life behind. Now she was free to con people, go to school and help innocent people like she had always wanted to.

“Morning darling,” Andrew said wearing his normal jeans, white shirt and black shoes as he pulled out a sticky chair next to her and sat down.

Mae wasn’t sure if she was thrilled or not to see Andrew of all people arrive here first. She wasn’t that fussed by him but he was a good computer person and he was kind enough, even if he did keep staring at her breasts when he thought she wasn’t looking.

She hated that about him.

“Sorry I’m late peeps,” Awen said as she joined them in her typical long sweeping white dress.

Mae didn’t have a clue why Awen would wear such a thing to this café of all places. As soon as Awen went to leave the dress would be black, Mae just shook her head. She was glad she was wearing her typical black tracksuit and her blond bowl-cut so she looked like a boy to most people.

“We have a problem my most wonderful friends,” Awen said grinning.

“Why are you so happy for a change?” Mae asked knowing there was a job coming. “It certainly isn’t because of the coffee or food this place serves,”

“Oh I don’t know darling, I mean it seems friendly enough here,” Andrew said.

Mae waved him silent and looked at Awen.

“We have a very exciting job today,” Awen said. “You remember a few weeks ago I said my grand-uncle Scott had thankfully been murdered by my father,”

“Yes,” Mae said smiling. She had no idea how someone could be so damn happy about a murder.

“Are you sure that’s a good thing darling?” Andrew said knowing he wouldn’t be happy with a murder. “I mean he was your family and you did love him a lot,”

“I mean Scott was a wonderful man,” Awen said sort of understanding why they thought she didn’t love him, “but Scott’s death means we have a lot of opportunity,”

“Why?” Mae asked. 

“The problem with my father being the killer is that it means several shipments of highly valuable gold and Laser weaponry have to be moved from his factories,”

Mae nodded. She had always loved stories from Awen about her and her family being rich and having a ton of government contracts that meant the family got to protect the UK’s gold supplies, and transport any individual components of the UK’s new laser weaponry programme.

Clearly those contracts had now been revoked, for good reason. 

“In a few hours,” Awen said, “the UK government is moving some of the gold in massive hover truck that is going to drive through our path. It isn’t armed, it isn’t escorted and it isn’t hard to steal from,”

Mae shook her head. “This doesn’t make sense. We know that the government always escorts gold because it is the only thing supporting the UK economy. If the UK loses its gold then the pound devalues even more,”

“It already costs me a hundred pounds for a loaf of bread darling,” 

Mae caught Andrew staring at her breasts and it took her everything she had not to slap him.

“So what’s the plan then?” Mae asked. 

Awen leant forward. “I am the leader and charmer, Andrew is the computer person and you are the thief. This all comes down to you and your skills after Andrew has hacked into the truck and I have charmed the driver into submission,”

Mae smiled because she loved jobs like this. There wasn’t a good plan, there wasn’t a chance of escape and there was a lot of gold at stake. She could help a hell of a lot of people with all that wonderful gold.

“Let’s get planning,” Mae said.
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A few hours later, Mae leant on the icy cold wooden wall of a bright red shop as she watched an endless stream of people in all their different dresses, suits and casual clothes go up and down the cobblestone high street. She had no idea why a group of young women were wearing short skirts in this weather, it wasn’t normal and it certainly wasn’t right.

It was probably why she liked her tracksuit so much. It was comfortable, warm and because she didn’t look like a girl no one really noticed her, exactly how she wanted it.

She wasn’t a fan of how all the little and large market stalls and shops in their varying shades of blues, reds and greens made the high street seem ancient and unloved. There was a lot of paint falling off the side and window trims.

But she supposed that just reminded her a lot about the UK at the moment, there was no money for anyone and each day thousands, if not tens of thousands, were getting poorer and were struggling to put food on the table. Yet it was also those people that gave her the strength to keep going and committing these cons.

A loud bang in the distance and a minor surge in heat made Mae smile as she watched a massive grey ugly hover truck zoom forward in the distance.

The truck wasn’t much to look at but it was reinforced, heavy as steel and Mae knew there was no way to break into it. It was impossible to force your way into a hover truck unless you knew exactly what you were doing.

Mae looked across the high street and saw Awen in her sweeping white dress and Andrew was probably somewhere too staring at her breasts. Mae really wanted to teach him a lesson but now wasn’t the time.

The hover truck banged and hummed and vibrated a few times and Awen went over to it. Mae made sure to hang back for now so she slowly went through the crowd and watched as Awen did her thing. Awen went straight over to the two male drivers as the hover truck smashed onto the ground.

She tried to be helpful and Mae read her lips so she knew Awen was talking about being a mechanic and being able to help them.

Mae had no idea if that was true but Awen was extremely clever, confident and she was sure Awen could sell thousands of mice to an elephant if the situation called for it. She really was that good.

Mae pulled up her black hoody on her tracksuit and went through the crowd now the drivers were distracted.

A lot of people had gathered to see what was happening but Mae didn’t doubt they would be silent if they saw her.

She went over to the immense back of the truck where there were no door handles, only a seam where the back split open and a small electronic keypad.

Mae typed in the standard government codes and none of them worked. It shouldn’t have been that hard considering all the hover trucks used the exact same security system. It was almost annoying she didn’t have Andrew in her ear so she could talk to him, but she had already done that once. She had hated his heavy seductive breathing in her ear even more.

And he actually did it without realising.

Mae tried typing in various standard passwords that Awen had mentioned her father’s company used.

Nothing worked.

Mae went towards the driver’s compartment and listened to what Awen was saying to them. Mae just knew when Awen realised there was a problem she would be able to do anything.

Mae really wanted to get inside in the driver’s compartment so she could manually open the back of it. Then she could grab the bags of gold without anyone knowing.

“You idiot!” Awen shouted. 

Mae smiled as everyone was moving around so they could see Awen and the two drivers, who were now getting out of the driver’s compartment.

“You two are the biggest idiots I have ever seen. No wonder the hover truck crashed when you two don’t even know how it works,” Awen shouted. “Do you not realise these machines need to be cared for?”

“Go away lady. We’ll simply call for support. We don’t need you or your skills or your attitude,”

“Really! Attitude! Oh you have no fucking idea
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