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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.
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