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The black tower was a stake driven into the heart of the city. Overbearing and ugly, it loomed over the pale sandstone and red brick of the lower rise buildings cowering under it.

Terry knew the story- a version of it, anyway. The development had been proposed by a pair of footballers, looking to invest in property for lucrative retirements. But post-Brexit decline meant all the floors remained unsold, and the sportsmen wanted out of the project. Mysterious partners and backers- Russians, everyone agreed- stepped in to buy out the famous faces and finish the buildings themselves.

No-one got into the tower. No-one that anyone knew, anyway. It was a mystery. A slab of darkness looking down on the city centre. There were shops at ground level, then two storeys of offices, but, above those, the dark windows swallowed sunlight during the day, and never lit up at night. So it was surprising- and thrilling and frightening- that Glenn said he could get in.

Terry wavered between being wary of Glenn, and being in awe of him. The older man- only a few years, but it seemed to count for so much- gave the impression he had decided to be Terry’s protector. It didn’t feel like the other times men had taken an interest in him, Glenn didn’t look at him the way they had. And he wouldn’t let anyone else. There were plenty of predators around Tent Town, prowling for a piece of fresh meat who looked as young as Terry did. But Glenn wouldn’t allow them the chance. So far, he hadn’t asked anything in return. Perhaps he was truly a good person.

They were in an alley behind the towers, where the goods for the ground floor shops were delivered. In front of them was a heavy door, clad in pale grey metal, and with a large shiny handle and security grade brass lock. To the right were the roller shutters protecting the windows of one of the shops. Left of the door was a galvanised fence, to keep them from falling into the bottom of the ramp that ran down to another large roller shutter. This lower shutter blocked the entrance to the tower’s exclusive underground parking.

Glenn put his hand on the door handle and turned to grin at Terry. “Wait’ll you see inside here! It’s mad.” He pressed down on the handle and pushed at the door.

The door didn’t open. Glenn’s confident smile faltered, until they heard a click, and the door opened.

It was dark on the other side of the threshold. Much darker than under the bright security light outside. Terry waited on the threshold, unsure, until Glenn grasped his cuff and pulled him in. The tug was more violent than Terry had come to expect from his protector. He was too shocked to pull back, though, and quickly found himself inside.

The door closed with an ominous thud. Terry flinched at the sound, then again as a light in the ceiling turned on. The glow was only around them, the rest of the space wasn’t illuminated yet. The darkness was thick, and the detail revealed by lamplight fell off quickly. Terry could see the door, the wall either side of it, and a short way along the narrow corridor. There was no handle on this side of the door, just a vertical pull bar from top to bottom of it, and a brushed steel number pad on the wall.

Glenn was his smiling, reassuring self again, the flashes of impatience and anger gone. He beckoned Terry to follow him. As he strode into the dark, another light came on above him, revealing more of the corridor.

The floor was marble, Terry thought, looking down at the blood red veins marking the shiny off-white surface. A stone stuck in the tread of Glenn’s boots clicked against the floor with each step.

The space wasn’t very large, but it was lavish. The marble of the floor extended halfway up the walls, where a narrow gilt band separated it from the dark wood of the upper half and the ceiling. The lights were set in the cornice at the top of the wall on alternate sides, and activated by movement. The sections behind went dark as they left them. When the fourth set of lights turned on, they were at the far end of the hall, standing before the polished brass of an elevator’s door.

Glenn pressed a button on the wall and, with a ping, the door opened. He stepped in, beckoning Terry after him. “Come on. Come on. He’s expecting us.” Terry worried about what that meant, but stepped in anyway.

The floor and lower wall of the elevator was the same sort of marble as the hallway. There was a wide band of pleated and padded red leather at waist height, and flat brass above that. The metal gave the appearance of having been polished to a gleam, then brushed with a stiffer metal to take the shine off and distort the reflections until they were matt shadows.

Terry stroked, then pressed, the leather, and found it surprisingly soft and supple. He looked to Glenn for some explanation of what came next.

There was a polished panel of buttons set in the brass. As the door closed, Glenn pressed the top one.

The box rose up its shaft rapidly. Terry felt the acceleration in the soles of his feet and the pit of his empty stomach. Glenn had promised him food if he came along, but had said nothing about someone waiting for them. Terry knew, now, that he should have questioned Glenn more. The hunger was stronger than the worry, though, so he leant back against the soft leather and waited to reach the top floor.

Suddenly feeling light, Terry knew the lift had halted. How high up were they, he wondered, as the door opened. He couldn’t remember how many floors the tower had, but he knew they were above anywhere else in the city when he looked across the wide space that had been revealed, and took in the view through the dark tinted windows. “Penthouse suite.” Glenn told him.

Terry walked toward the windows, drawn by the view. The floor was the same marble again, but he couldn’t make out many other details. The room was dark, lit only by small lights in the ceiling. Reaching the window, Terry touched fingertips to the glass, finding it warmer than he expected, and looked down at the Town Hall. A long way down.

The lights that illuminated the Gothic façade of the Town Hall were muted, made a strange grey by whatever coated the floor to ceiling window. This must be the tint that kept the building dark, no matter what time of day it was.

“Life in the sky, mate. Innit brilliant. We can have this view as long as you keep him happy. He does like pretty boys like you, he said.”

Terry didn’t turn round to look at Glenn. He just had to look up to see the reflection in the glass. Glenn was about halfway across the floor, under one of the lights, the lower half of his face shadowed, so Terry couldn’t properly see his grin. The top half of his face, however, showed greed. Terry was going to fight his expression back to passivity before he turned. He wouldn’t show Glenn his disappointment. The older man wasn’t his friend, but his pimp.

“Lap of luxury, am I right? You’ll let him do what he wants, and we’ll be set.” Glenn wasn’t asking. He expected Terry’s compliance.

Focussing on his own reflection in the glass, Terry forced the down turned edges of his mouth flat. This was just another betrayal in a lifetime of betrayals. He was angry at himself for having thought Glenn wouldn’t let him down.

“He should be here soon. I mean, he said he’d....” Glenn’s words were cut short, and he made a sucking sound, then a strange, pained whistling.

Still, Terry couldn’t bring himself to turn. He shifted his gaze to Glenn’s reflection, and fought down a cry. Glenn’s head was tilted to the left, an expression of wide eyed surprise on his face. The skin down the right side of his neck was torn open in a jagged U, from which blood flowed profusely.

The more powerful spurts leapt out into the air, then disappeared. They were going into a red rimmed hole, which might have been in the shape of a mouth, ringed with sharp, even serrations that could be teeth. Two of the teeth, at the top of the circle, were longer than the others.

Glenn managed to move, finally. His right hand reached into a pocket, and drew out a knife. The blade flipped open with an instinctive move of his thumb, then came up and back. Most of the determination drained away, however, before the knife reached the top of its arc. It struck something, slid to the side, then dropped from Glenn’s hand. There may have been the hint of a line of blood, raised by the blade, hanging in the air.

The bloody mouth closed, then opened in a grimace to let out a little sound of disgust. Glenn collapsed, a soft bag of flesh and loosely connected bones.

“Do let me see you, little one. Are you as pretty as he promised?” the floating lips of blood said.

There was something about the voice that could not be ignored. Terry turned slowly. What he saw made him take a frightened step back, until he was pressed against the glass.

Standing over Glenn’s body was a woman. She was tall and slim, with long, jet black hair, wearing a tight sheath dress, split on the left to reveal a shapely thigh, and with wide sleeves that hung down from her arms like limp wings. She reached down, and tore a strip from Glenn’s shirt, using it to wipe the blood from around her mouth. Running it across her forehead, she dabbed up the blood from the wound that Glenn had inflicted. The skin under the thin red line had already closed. Done with the rag, she dropped it so that it draped itself over Glenn’s face.

“You are lovely. Yes, you are. He was a horrible little man, and he tasted foul, but at least he was honest about that.” The woman took a step toward Terry. She was beautiful, even in the unforgiving light directly above her. Terry felt himself relaxing, when he was sure he should be running. His limbs weren’t under his control, it seemed.

Just as Terry felt happy to succumb to this stunning woman, her expression changed. She was hungry, looking at him like a delicious meal. Somehow, without lines appearing on the perfect, pale skin of her face, she appeared ancient. Centuries showed themselves for the briefest of moments.

Terry could do nothing as the woman drew right up to him. His head tilted to the left, exposing his neck to her. “You will taste so much better than your friend. And I will not tear at this perfect skin, no. No. And you can take a taste in return. You shall be so much more than just one meal.”

The teeth entered Terry’s neck so gently he didn’t know his skin had been penetrated. An ecstasy he had never before felt flowed out from the wounds and filled his body.

Then it all went black.
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Any search for a runaway started in Tent Town. Nearly half of them ended there as well, and it provided direction in most others.

The homeless encampment drew in the lost and abandoned. Some, it even saved and sent home. Others found the wrong members of the community, and the rent they paid for canvas over their heads added to the damage that had driven them there in the first place.

Tom Harries knew most of the saints, and some of the demons, of Tent Town. The good guys would help him search for lost boys and girls, and the bad ones would take his money and not always lie to him. But he hadn't been around for a month, and the town had moved, so he had to learn the new layout before he could start asking any questions.

The battered Astra van with a small crowd around it was a good place to start. The couple who ran a soup kitchen out of it visited every day to provide broth made from food past its sell-by date. The van was by the road, at the top of the slope down to the new location. Standing by it, he could look down on the tightly packed field of tents.

“Long time, no see.” said the short, grey haired woman ladling thick liquid from the insulated pot into plastic bowls.

“Would you believe I had to follow someone to Spain?” Tom had the tan to back up his claim. He put a bag of groceries on the van's roof. A donation, not a bribe.

“Did you find them?”

“Not as far as their father knows. Not once they told me their side of the story.”

“So, you didn't collect your fee?” The woman watched the four ragged recipients of the soup wander off. There were no more takers at the moment, so she closed the lid on the urn and turned to face Tom.

“Of course I did. If I suddenly stopped taking his money, he might get suspicious and realise what I'd found out.”

“Cheeky bastard. But at least you're on the right side.” She hugged Tom quickly, then ducked into the back of the van. “Coffee?” She started pouring into a vintage style white and blue enamelled cup before he answered. “You're here for a different client, or the same one?”

“A different one. An interesting one. Looking for her half brother, even though she's never met him.”

“How does that work?”

“Oh, divorce, remarriage, some Jeremy Kyle level bullshit. The usual.” Tom savoured the coffee. “Sue, you really have to tell me who you get this from. Really good.”

“I'll get you a bag of beans for when you're here next. Do you have a picture of this missing boy? I suppose not, if she's never met him.”

“I have.” Tom reached inside his jacket and pulled out a sheaf of photos- printed in a supermarket from scanned images- and separated out one for Sue. “Their father died recently, and his daughter got a box of stuff and legal letters. Turns out, he was really shit at being a husband, and he left wife two some time ago. She died a couple of years ago, and the boy went into care.

“So, now, the daughter from the first marriage is the boy’s only living relative. She’s just found out about her little brother Terry, and she wants to make sure he gets some of the inheritance. Not that it’s much- a house that's half paid for, some savings and debts that more or less balance out, and boxes of stuff.”

“But the boy, Terry was it? Terry has run away.”

“He turned eighteen, and the system had no space for him any more. He stayed with a friend, for a while. Then there was an argument- I didn’t ask- and he disappeared properly.”

Sue considered the photo. “He's very pretty.” It wasn't really a compliment. Her tone was concerned.

“Too pretty?” They both knew what could happen to the innocent and attractive if they were desperate enough.

“You know how it is when Tent Town moves. People get lost, but most of them straggle in over time. Well, this time, some of the younger ones, the fresher meat, haven’t found their way back yet. There are rumours, about a guy with big promises. Richard’s down there now, trying to find out more.” Sue gestured over the tents, pointing at a tall, upright figure, near the centre, talking to a group of the residents.

“Still Police, I see. I’ll head on down and see what they can tell me.” Before he set off, though, Tom theatrically looked down into his cup and swirled the last of the liquid around inside it.

“Top up?”

“Yes please.”

Richard spotted Tom’s approach over the heads of the two men and a woman he was talking to. He gave a barely perceptible nod, telling Tom he could join the conversation. Tom walked round to stand just behind Richard, trying to be unobtrusive and listen in. But he’d managed to arrive just as the talk petered out into nods and hums of thought.

“Hunting for another runaway?” Richard asked, looking across and down. He was broad as well as tall, straight backed and tough looking in a quiet way.

Tom handed over one of the photos, and Richard studied it. He shook his head. “Don’t recognise him, sorry.” He handed the picture to the woman.

Skinny, and with a narrow, drawn face, she wore the effects of her time living rough visibly. Her distant, unconcerned expression was practised, but failed her as she recognised the face in the picture. “Oh, that poor boy.” she said.

“You know him. Babs?” Richard prompted.

“He were here.... No. He were in the old site, don’t think he made it here at all. Took up with Glenn. We tried to warn him.” Babs passed the picture to the man to her right. He tilted his head as he studied it, and nodded confirmation.

“Who’s Glenn?” Tom asked. It wasn’t one of the names he associated with the sharks and bad guys, so he needed to be updated.

“Nasty little fucker.” said the third man, scratching at an itch under his straggly grey beard. Every so often, he had a little twitch of his head that transmitted down his left side. He didn’t offer any more details.

“He talked to some of the younger’ns. Round the time we all had to move. Not all of them got here.” Babs elaborated.

“He said he had a client, the little fucker did.” said the man with the beard. His face twitched, then he cocked his head to the side a little, as he sorted the memories. “Nah, not a client. He said he had a place for’m to stay. We all knew he meant client. Well, those’ve us who’s been around.”

“Did he say he’d take Terry to this place?” Tom asked.

“Likely. Don’t know for sure. But likely. He tried the tale on a bunch of boys before we got up to telling him to fuck off.”

“But you didn’t get to tell him to fuck off, did you?” said the man in the middle. “He fucked off before we could tell him to fuck off.”

“Any clues where this place was?” Tom asked, before an argument started.

The bearded man turned and looked up. Tent town was wedged between the canal and the railway viaduct, just off the end of Deansgate. The viaduct was a tall, red brick wall. But it wasn’t tall enough to block out the top floors of the Beetham Tower, its windows blue-grey and mottled with the reflections of clouds. He nodded at it. “Said it was in the tower. Said it was real luxury, and he could sneak them in and they’d not want to leave.”
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Terry woke into a dream. He was floating on a soft cloud. His fingertips tried to gain purchase on it, but they just sank into the fluff.

He stroked his hands across the cloud, only able to move his wrist through a restricted angle. Somehow, the fact that the rest of his body was frozen didn’t bother him. Sensations were returning from is extremities inwards, he would have control of his whole body again soon.

Until then, he would carry on stroking whatever it was he lay on.

It wasn’t cloud, he decided. It was material of some sort, sheer and smooth. A sheet, maybe? If he was in a bed, the white above him must be the ceiling. His arms had loosened up now, so he traced his hands over his head and found something light and fluffy. A pillow? He still couldn’t sit up, so he lifted the cushion until he could see it.

So, he was in a bed. A luxurious bed, with incredibly soft sheets. He stretched out, but neither hand found the edge of the mattress.

It wasn't just the bed that created the luxurious feeling. He was naked on top of the sheets, and his skin felt wonderful. He was clean for the first time in weeks, free of the horrible oily, grimy feel that had built up in that time. There was more to it, though, a deeper cleansing. He had been bathed, oiled and pampered.

He didn't remember any of that happening. In fact, he wasn’t sure what his last true memory was. Surely the beautiful pale woman had been a figment of his imagination. No-one like that existed in the real world. As she was imaginary, then most, or all, of the build up to meeting her, couldn’t have been real either.

There was a sound, the gentle clip of flat soles on stone floor. Someone was in the room with him.

Pushing against the softness, Terry pushed himself up, and tried to looked around. The strange paralysis that had held him down was dissipating, and he could twist his body to get a better view. There was a man in the room. An older man, very well dressed, standing before a wall of confusing colours and shapes. He was staring at Terry, and his expression wasn't pleasant.

It could have been jealousy, disgust or straightforward hate, Terry didn't get the chance to read the nuances. When it was obvious that Terry had seen him, the man forced his face into a reassuring smile. "You are awake. Good, so good. Mistress will be so pleased to hear that. Can I help you? Can I get you anything?"

Terry couldn't get that flash of negative emotion from his memory. The man was looking down now, carefully studying the floor as he talked to Terry, his shoulders drooping. The body language of subservience.

“Who are you?” Terry still had trouble moving his legs, but he could lever his arse off the bed and haul it up until he was leaning back against the wall. He didn’t look at the man as he asked the question, but studied the room.

The floor was marble, again, with walls and ceiling painted a matching creamy shade of white. The confusion of shapes and colours on the walls were paintings, Terry realised. Across from the foot of the bed was a large stormy seascape, surrounded by abstract pieces that could have depicted bodies, pottery, or just the random way the artist had attacked the canvas. The door frame and skirting board had intricate details carved into them, and, along with the light switch and lamp fittings were gilded like so many of the picture frames.

There were no windows.

“My name is Quantick.” the man at the door said.

“Who are you?” Terry asked again, trying a different emphasis.

“I am here to provide for you. Mistress asked that I see how you are feeling.” Quantick moved closer to the bed. He still looked down, and steepled his fingers before his chest. “Do you feel ready to drink? Has the thirst taken you yet?”

Quantick’s manner of speech was strange, Terry thought. But his meaning seemed obvious. “A vodka and coke. If you’re serious about the drinks.”

“That, I think, would not be appropriate. But I can get you something more.... Suitable.”

“What, is it too early to drink? What time is it? And why isn’t there a window?” Terry was beginning to get the feeling back in his thighs now. He rubbed his hands over them, to see if it would speed the recovery up. His skin was so cold, he was surprised he could feel anything.

Quantick dared to look Terry in the eyes again. “This is Mistress's repose room. The windows are blocked off, to keep it safe from sunlight for her protection. And it is too early in your transformation for you to consume alcohol without serious side effects.”

“Like, I’d get wasted? I drink to get wasted.”

“No, you would not get ‘wasted’. You would be very sick. Your body needs time before it can consume anything but blood again.” The impossibly beautiful woman announced, from beside Quantick.

Somehow, she had entered the room and walked up to stand close to Quantick without he or Terry spotting her. Terry jumped, shifting across the bed with the surprise. Quantick flinched and cowered away from the sound of her voice.

Terry looked at the woman. She was just as pale and beautiful as the night before, but wore sequinned hot pants and a tie dye top. The outfit seemed out of character, but she made it look incredible, nonetheless.

“Where the fuck did you come from?” Terry’s voice was squeaky with shock.

“I was born in a part of the country you now know as Germany. Before Germany was Germany.”

“I.... No. I meant, how did you sneak up on us like that?”

“It is a skill I have.”

Terry’s brain was slotting things into place out of order to how he was told them. “Blood. You said blood. I’d have to eat it.... Drink it, whatever. And he,” Quantick was walking backwards away from the bed, eyes averted again, “said something about a transformation.”

“You drank of my blood, so your transformation has begun. You will properly be one of us soon. But, even then, it is many years before your body can hold down the food and drink you used to enjoy. And then it is only for the sensual pleasure, the taste of it. You need blood now, if you are to stay healthy.”

“Blood.” Terry repeated, the word helping connections form in his memory. “You’re fucking joking. Vampires don’t exist. They ain’t real.”

“If vampires are not real, then you are not real.” The woman’s smile was full of pleasure at her little joke.

“Vampires don’t exist.” Terry said again. But it was so quiet, it was obvious he didn’t believe himself.

“Glenn promised you were a pretty one. You do not disappoint.”

Terry stared at her blankly. The change of subject had derailed the few thoughts that had survived the talk of vampires. “You.... Told Glenn to bring me here?” he managed after a while. He presumed they were still in the tower, if only because the decoration was so familiar.

“I persuaded him. He brought me others, in the past. But none were as lovely as you. They were just food.”

“He said we were meeting a man.”

“A dirty old man who enjoyed boys and young men. I know. A woman seeking such things would still be considered strange. So Glenn saw what he expected to see when we were discussing business. He got paid, and he never said anything when the boys he brought here did not go back to the place he called Tent Town. It was an arrangement that worked. Whilst it worked.” She sat on the bed beside Terry, and stretched her long legs out so that one of her feet brushed against one of his. To his surprise, Terry found he had a strong, and very obvious, physical reaction to her proximity. She looked down, studied it, and smiled.

“You killed him.” Terry’s voice warbled again.

“I did. I had wanted to kill him for some time. A human who preys on other humans in that way? Well, he felt like.... Competition. He tasted terrible, by the way. I do not know much about drugs, but he had several different ones in his blood. The effects were not pleasant. I do not know how anyone could enjoy them.”

“You killed him.” Terry tried to sound angry, or appalled. But then he remembered that Glenn had brought him here to be entertainment for a dirty old man. Used in whatever ways were most stimulating, then never seen again. Glenn hadn’t just sold Terry’s body. He had done it knowing it might cause his death.

“And then I drank your blood, and made you drink mine, so the transformation could begin. You are more than just food. Not like the others. You are to be my lover.”

“What if I don’t want to be your lover.” Terry’s own body had betrayed him on that point, even before the subject had come up.

“Don’t you?” In a fluid move, the hot pants were suddenly on the floor.

“What have you done with him?” Terry didn’t really want to know. She was lifting the tie dye top up, and that was all he really cared about.

Quantick stood by the door and watched. After all, Mistress hadn’t dismissed him. He wished she had, because then he wouldn’t have to watch the disgusting display happening on the bed.

Mistress was beauty itself. Her sinuous body, with its long limbs, formed sensuous sweeping lines no matter what strange shapes she bent it into. How could she waste it on this angular, gangly youth?

They were tangled up on the bed, and the boy was defiling her now. Quantick hated watching it, but wasn’t going to stop.

At least, not until she looked up and spotted him. Anger flashed on her face, the lines etched sharp and dark. Her eyes flicked to the door. Quantick averted his gaze, bowed and shuffled backwards out of the room.

The boy might not know what had happened to his pimp, but Quantick did. He had swabbed down the marble floor, washing away the blood. The stone surface had been chosen because it was so easy to clean. Before getting the mop out, he had dragged the body to the small room beside the lifts and manhandled it into a hatch. Then he had listened, with a sick little giggle, as it rattled down the shaft all the way to the base of the tower.

Even so many floors below, the thud as the body hit the bottom had been audible. It wasn’t as satisfying as the cracking crunch of an empty body bin, though. There must be a few more corpses in it, softening the impact. The occupants of the tower had been busy. It was time for a clean up. Quantick would make the call later.

The cupboard where the cleaning equipment was stored had spy holes in the wall that allowed peeking into Mistress's repose room. He pressed his face close to the wall, looking through them, one after the other, until he found a view he liked. The boy was not worthy, his presence disgusted Quantick. But Mistress was always mesmerising to watch.
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Carl and Karl never joked about how their names were practically the same. They never joked about anything. They had an important job, cleaning up after the ageless ones, and it didn’t leave any time for levity.

As well as similar names, they had practically the same face. Square, pale and blank, with sunken eyes, large nose and thin lips. Far from attractive, but not so strikingly ugly that anyone would remember them. The most obvious difference was that Karl had once broken his nose, and there was a kink in it where it hadn’t set straight.

Carl and Karl arrived at the tower in an unmarked white Transit pickup. In place of the bed, there was an ugly metal box on a pair of rails, and a short reach crane that could unload it. The box was heavy gauge steel, with square section ribs strengthening it, painted a faded blue grey and streaked with rust and the grime of years carrying refuse. The white paint spelling out ‘Thurloe’s Recycling’ had almost disappeared, and the symbolic triangle of arrows beside it seemed to be bleeding rust as parts of it flaked away.

The roller doors to the underground car park rattled and clanked upwards. Rather than waiting until they were all the way up, Carl let his foot off the brake, and rolled under just as they had opened far enough. Karl scowled, but didn’t waste the effort of casting an angry look at him.

A rectangular pillar of concrete took up the centre of the parking space. The elevator doors opened on one side, with an alcove, which ran all the way through, beside it. Sat in the alcove was the twin of the box on the back of the pickup. Karl dropped from the cab, and, as Carl negotiated the Transit into position, uncoupled the box from the waste chute.

The bottom of the chute formed a neat seal with the box, not airtight, but sufficient to keep the contents from splattering out. Karl pulled out the bolts that held the chute in place, then heaved on the handle that lifted the end up and out of the box.

He was used to the rank smell from inside the box- it wasn’t as bad today as it could get in summer- but slid the lid over it quickly anyhow. By now, Carl had the pickup lined up, the rails on its frame almost butting against the ones in the alcove.

Carl left the engine running, to power the crane as he used it to push the box off the pickup and into place under the chute. As it moved, it shunted the other box through the alcove. With Karl’s guidance, he lined the empty box up perfectly under the chute.

As Karl opened the new box and placed the end of the chute in it, Carl took the pickup around to the other side of the alcove, and hooked the crane to the old box. By the time Karl was done, the box was in place, and only needed a couple of large locking pins to hold it.

The whole operation took minutes, even with the clumsy dance of pushing the old box through the alcove. The Transit drove out of the garage and soon joined the night time traffic. They rolled down the hill and across the river into Salford, their only company taxis and night buses.

Salford was Manchester’s older, shabbier neighbour. Where much of Manchester’s industrial heritage had survived long enough to be converted into expensive apartments, Salford’s had mostly been razed in the sixties and seventies, replaced by concrete and asbestos. What post industrial red brick remained was in areas less conducive to redevelopment. Such as the one Carl and Karl were headed to.

Here, the buildings that had previously built goods to send around the world had found new lives recycling the products of other countries’ industry. They stripped, crushed and packaged the city’s waste. The area was pervaded by the smell of composting paper and card, occasionally overlaid by the sharp taint of burning plastics that hinted at toxicity. And, every so often, another smell, like horribly failed barbecue but much darker.

The building that housed Thurloe’s Recycling was just a shell. Four carefully propped walls no longer supported a roof, and paler bricks denoted spaces that had previously been windows. The two storey wall hid the recycling centre from prying eyes. Even in the middle of the night, it was best if you cremated bodies where no-one could see you.

Karl opened the metal double gate that had taken the place of the factory’s main door. When the Transit was inside, he pulled it closed again. The two sections swung on well oiled hinges, and he slowed them so they didn’t clang as they shut. When they were locked up again, he trotted over to the far corner, where they ran the incinerator.

Carl had backed the pickup into the bay beside the incinerator, so that the doors on the box were at a convenient height to reach in and unload. They took a door each, folding it back and hitching it to the side of the box. Then Karl went to boost the burners on the incinerator, ready for their load.

There was a lip at the bottom of the opening, which kept blood in, and stopped the bodies tumbling out as soon as the doors were opened. Carl spotted a foot, in battered training shoe, sticking up over the edge of the lip. He took hold of it, and leant in to find its partner. With an ankle in each hand, he tugged, to see how the pile moved. It was his idea of fun- corpse Jenga.

Both legs came loose, and Carl staggered back. He looked at the bare limbs, each going only as far as the knee, where the skin and muscle was torn


















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
ORTHER 4
GOREHOUSE






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





