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  The first thing you ought to know about Joseph Creed is that he’s a sleaze of the First Order – maybe even of the Grand Order, considering his trade. The

  second is that he’s our hero.




  (Not by choice, incidentally, is he the latter – not by his choice, anyway. Let’s just say circumstances and his own inglorious nature conspired to make him so.)




  His trade? Taking candid snaps of the rich, the famous, or those who fall into that loose category of celeb. Ideally these snaps are of the kind the subject – or victim –

  would prefer not to be published (of course, the less preferred the higher their value on the media market). Creed, then, is a paparazzo (a scavenger lensman, some might say). Paparazzi is the

  plural, or ‘reptiles’ as their prey might refer to them. There are other descriptions: parasites, leeches, vultures. Scumbags is very popular. But lest we be too hard on them as a

  breed, it should be said at the outset that there are some exceedingly nice members of the paparazzi, some who even behave like gentlemen on occasion and yes, even those who are trustworthy.

  Unfortunately, Creed isn’t one of these.




  Sometimes – no, often – his own kind, fellow photographers, snappers, smudgers, monkeys, shunned him (although it should be said that envy played some part here, for Creed had

  an upsetting knack of capturing on film the almost impossible, of snapping the unsnappable). They thought his methods were despicable.




  Something else that rankled with a few of the others in his male-dominated profession was his success with women (as a rule you have to be disliked in the first place for this to annoy others).

  His romances, to use an unfashionable term, seldom lasted long, but they were frequent and, three times out of five, his partners were definite lookers. He himself, you see, looked a little

  like Mickey Rourke, the actor (Mickey Rourke at his sleaziest, if you can imagine that) and when he smiled his knowing, almost mocking, smile, women knew, they just knew, he was

  trouble. And God help them, that was his allure, that was what intrigued the ladies. They sensed he was a shit and, it’s true to say, he rarely let them down in that respect. Still they went

  for him, still they dipped in a toe and were upset, although not surprised, when they got scalded. Women aren’t easy to understand.




  He had other bad points. Joe Creed could be mean, selfish, disreputable. He was a moral cheat, both amoral and immoral – although, in his favour, not all the time. He could be tetchy,

  obstinate, cynical and, if he thought he could get away with it, belligerent. He had friends, but no good friends. And yet he was tolerated by establishments which would never entertain

  others of his professional ilk (another point of envy among his colleagues): he was allowed to drink in the bars of several ‘in-place’ restaurants and clubs when on duty, provided his

  cameras were kept out of sight, and doormen and bouncers of the trendiest and most élite London nightclubs would always tip him the wink if there was a worthy celeb inside. This was mainly

  because Creed himself was a ‘known’ face, having haunted these places for so many years now; his name, because it had appeared so often beneath photographs of the rich and glamorous,

  was also ‘known’. He had, himself, become an integral part of the celeb circuit (or circus, if you prefer). As well as that, he knew how to grovel when the occasion demanded, and into

  whose hands to drop readies when required.




  So that’s our boy. A rough idea only, but you get the picture. He’s sleazy, but good at his job; dislikable, yet interesting to certain women; accepted, although perhaps not

  respectable. You might like him, you might loathe him; maybe there’ll be a balance between the two.




  Unfortunately, the circumstances in which we first meet him aren’t too endearing.




  He’s . . .
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  . . . pissing into the corner of a tomb, inside one of those big old mausoleum affairs. A tomb, in fact, with a view, for it stands on a small knoll in the grounds of an

  expansive and impressive cemetery, surrounded by and slightly above others of its kind. As well as these extravagant sepulchres, there are acres of headstones – crosses, angels, obelisks and

  marble slabs, many of these crumbly and rotted (but not as crumbly and rotted as what rests beneath them). Creed zips up, shivering with the cold, damp, mouldy atmosphere, and leans back against a

  tier on which a chipped stone coffin lies. He continues to wait . . .




  Creed sucked smoke from the thin brown roll-up dangling between his lips, warming his lungs and neutralizing the tomb’s earthy smell. He scratched his chin, fingernails

  loud against stubble within the confines of the echoey granite chamber (Creed, incidentally, sported stubble before and after it was designer, just as he wore clothes that fitted badly before that,

  too, became fashionable). He looked at his wrist-watch, angling its face towards the barred doorway through which cheerless light drooped. Not for the first time that morning he told himself there

  had to be better ways of making a living.




  He stooped only slightly to check the Nikon’s viewfinder, for the camera, with its 400mm lens, was mounted on a tall tripod. That lens was pointed down the hill towards an open grave, the

  mound of earth beside the excavation moist and dark. He imagined the long lens was a bazooka and mentally blasted the narrow foxhole to hell, whispering the missile’s whooshing roar for sound

  effects. The earth explodes, bone shrapnel erupts from the pit, a thousand maggots feeding on the last of the flesh find the ability to fly . . . Creed closed his eyes.




  Unhealthy, he told himself. Hanging around graveyards was definitely unhealthy. Skulking inside tombs was a degenerate pastime. And all for lousy shots of lousy people mourning a louse. Shit,

  Creed, Mother wanted better things for you.




  He straightened, puffing smoke without removing the cigarette. Quit griping. You do it because you love it. The hours might be crazy, the conditions often lacklustre – he surveyed the

  stony décor – but you still get a buzz when the moment comes, when the shot’s in the viewfinder, when your finger hits the shutter release at precisely the

  right time, and you know beyond doubt you’ve got the one, the perfect picture. Nothing quite like it, is there? Even the pay-cheque isn’t as good as getting the shot. No,

  the moment is the thing, the moment rules. The ducking, the diving, the waiting, the scheming, they’re all part of it – every bit of foreplay counts – but the

  moment is sheer ejaculation. And if you knew you’d got it, that supreme moment captured on film, the high lingered until it was in print. By then, with luck, you were already on to the next,

  and maybe planning the one after that, even though planning didn’t come into it much because usually it all happened by chance (you just had to be ready for it). Gimme three big ones, Lord,

  was Creed’s constant prayer. Prince Charles weeping for his lost friend on the Klosters ski-slope, John Lennon signing an autograph for his assassin-to-be, a burning Buddhist or two.

  Something significant, Lord, something for worldwide syndication, five-figure bids no less, front-page ratings. Gimme a classic like Jack Ruby gunning down Lee Harvey Oswald. Or something

  like those Vietnamese kids fleeing naked from a napalm attack. Or even Joan Collins sans wig would do. Be good to me, God, time’s running short.




  He stubbed out the thin cigarette on the nearest coffin. They should be arriving soon, the bereaved and the vultures and those who really knew the deceased and wanted to make sure the old

  hag was properly nailed down.




  Creed had never heard, never read, a single kind word about Lily Neverless, the actress (actress? She’d played the same part for nigh on sixty years, and that playing was easy because she

  had always played herself) who was about to be buried today in this rich man’s boneyard. Neurotic, harpy bitch; that had been Lily in life and on stage and screen. Yet the public adored her

  because she was bad, real bad, larger-than-life bad. That was her trademark. Whereas Joan Crawford had battered her kids with coathangers, old Lil had bludgeoned her husbands (four in

  all) with public and eagerly greeted pronouncements on their individual shortcomings. They were mean-hearted and tight-fisted, they were miserably inadequate lovers, they were cheats, they were

  drunkards, they were pathetic, they were pigs. One of them, she proclaimed to help divorce proceedings along, was QUEE-AR – that’s the way Lily enunciated

  the condition in her curious European-Americanized accent: QUEE-AR! This particular poor devil’s lawsuit against her following the divorce never even scratched

  court: a cardiac arrest finished him on the day his brief was briefed. To add irony, it was he who had sired Lily’s only child, although even this had now been called into doubt because of

  Lily’s revelation. Another shared a similar fate healthwise, only this one’s heart attack left him vegetabalized rather than finalized. In its way, this was even more cruel, for he was

  comparatively young, twenty years junior to old Lil, in fact (and this before toy-boys were commonplace).




  It took less than three months for Lily to unload the veg, and legend had it that mental cruelty on his part was cited in her petition for divorce. Maybe the slurpy sounds he made when he

  tried to communicate (apparently the best he could do with a tongue as flaccid as a spent penis) had a cutting edge of sarcasm to them that offended her sensitive nature; or perhaps the fact that

  he had to be spoon-fed by a full-time nurse at the frequent and lavish dinner parties that Lily threw, an embarrassing and conversation-stilting business no doubt, put too much of a strain on her

  endeavours to be the gay hostess. Whatever, she got her divorce.




  Interestingly, her first husband had disappeared into the rainforests of Brazil never to be heard of again after only ten months of marriage. At the time he was a minor-league Hollywood star

  (who’d featured in more than one jungle movie, as it happens, although all had been shot on the Warner Bros’ back lot) and Lily was fresh over from Europe where she’d been a minor

  queen bitch of the theatre. Only God, the actor, himself, and Lily knew what had prompted her husband to stomp off into the green like that, but the first two were incommunicado and the last one

  wasn’t saying.




  However, the real kicker was the way in which her fourth husband shed his shackles.




  This poor old boy – he was older, much older, than Lil – decided to euthanize himself on his eighty-seventh birthday. Euthanize is the wrong word, actually, because the method he

  chose was far from painless; he was also, for his years, in a splendid state of health, and his mind was in reasonable order apart from an occasional meandering through all his yesterdays. So

  nobody understood why he had pulverized his favourite St Louis brandy glass in a food blender to make himself a butter and granule sandwich. Surely, they reasoned, there had to be easier ways to

  exit, particularly at that frail age. By all means use a brandy glass, but for God’s sake, fill it to the brim with the finest brandy, use it to wash down as many sleeping pills or

  pain-killers as you can lay your hands on, and toast yourself to peace everlasting before pulling on a clingfilm balaclava. The note he had left explained nothing. ‘Had enough,’ it said

  in scrawly handwriting. Still, by then Lily had learned to wear black with considerable style, and her wakes (the invalid husband had been long dead and buried, and the jungle rover’s

  undoubted death had been celebrated in his absence) were joyous affairs.




  Now this was her own funeral and there must have been those present who, if not allowed to dance in the aisles, would surely have jiggled their buttocks to the requiem, for she’d made an

  awful lot of enemies in the business and just as many out of it. However, as mentioned, the public had adored her because, when all was said and done, Lily Neverless was a great actress when

  playing the Woman-You-Love-to-Hate. It’s believed that even Bette Davis had envied her splenetic image.




  Creed stamped his feet, the big toe on either one numb with the cold. Bad circulation, he told himself, and smoking doesn’t help. He reached into a top pocket of his combat jacket –

  the kind of loose, many pocketed thigh-length coat worn by the US infantry during the Second World War – and drew out a cigarette. He stuck it between his lips and squeezed by the tripod to

  press his face between the rusted struts of the barred door. His eyes swivelled left and right as his hand delved into another pocket for a lighter.




  Action! Shiny black shapes gliding solemnly through the gravestone estate, the long hearse carrying Lily’s dead body leading the way. About bloody time. What the hell they’d found to

  eulogize over beat him, but then, he supposed, showbiz was all to do with pretence and nothing to do with reality.




  He moved back into the shadows as the cortège drew nearer, his cigarette remaining unlit. He checked the view-finder once more, then stood poised, waiting.




  Mourners appeared from the cars and trailed respectfully after the coffin-bearers; here and there handkerchiefs dabbed at cheeks. Maybe some of them loved you after all, Lil, mused Creed as he

  focused, searching the gathering for ‘faces’. Ah, some reasonable ones. Gielgud was there, and Dame What-sername – what was her name? Let the picture editor identify her

  from the contacts, that’s what he was paid for. Attenborough? Looked like him. And Johnny Mills, yeah, that was certainly him. And that one – Christ, was he still alive? He

  hadn’t made a movie in fifteen years, at least. Looking at him it was no wonder – senility had obviously set in.




  A gaggle of old stars was in attendance, all of them no doubt wondering who was next to go. Now who was that one over there? From a different generation to Lily’s. Maggie Smith? Looked

  like her, but then off-stage she looked like anybody. There was Judi Dench, looking nothing like a Dame. A sprinkling of well-known directors, an impresario or two.




  Creed began pressing the shutter release, aiming, focusing, clicking, moving on. Okay, Sir John, is that a hint of a smile I see? Come on, don’t be so bloody enigmatic, you’re not on

  stage now. A little discreet grin is all I want. Gotcha. Thank you. Next.




  That one. Yeah, I know that face. Character parts of distinction was this one’s speciality. Something Elliot. Dennis, or – no, Denholm, that was it. Is that a smirk I see? Well,

  well. Click.




  Creed continued snapping, perfectly happy in his work and no longer feeling the cold. He changed film and allowed the camera lens to roam here and there, the tripod holding it steady for each

  long shot, seeking out personalities among the general mill, mentally summoning up a story behind each cameo shot: the Minister for the Arts in deep conversation with a screen seductress of

  ‘sixties’ British comedies, whose penchant was for the ladies rather than the men; a huge-nosed chairman of the country’s leading chain-stores, whose reputation had been

  considerably enhanced by the ‘kiss and tell’ revelations of his last bimbo but two; the television newscaster, whose recent payrise had elevated him way beyond his station (or any other

  station, his disgruntled rival newscasters pointed out). Creed’s greatest hope was that an over-distraught person would leap on to the coffin as it was lowered into the ground, but common

  sense told him it just wouldn’t happen, because no one would be that upset over Lily’s departure (not even the accountants at Twentieth Century Fox, for she hadn’t made a

  box-office hit for many a year now).




  He swapped over to his other Nikon, this one fitted with a zoom lens, and took general crowd stuff, only occasionally homing in on individuals.




  He shook his head in disappointment when the party finally began to break up. There had been a small chance that Lily Neverless’ daughter, her only surviving kin as far as it was known,

  might have been allowed to attend. That could have brought some poignancy to the proceedings, especially with two white-coated orderlies by her side (all right, maybe they were more discreet

  nowadays, but that didn’t stop Creed’s imagination dramatizing or picturizing the scenario), but he guessed that whoever was in charge of her welfare nowadays had decided against

  letting her loose for the occasion. Pity.




  When most of the crowd had drifted away, Creed moved further back into the tomb and lit the cigarette that had dangled cold from his lips throughout the session. The event was covered,

  he’d done his job; but where was the shot, where was the one that would make the other snappers, the rest of the pack that had been held at bay outside the cemetery gates along with

  the ghouls, sightseers and devoted fans, sick with envy?




  He allowed himself a weary grin. That was the trouble with the young Turks nowadays – no balls. There were relatively few paparazzi left who took genuine risks or even tried to buck

  the system; they wanted it handed to them on a plate. True enough they’d kick, elbow and shove each other to get a clear shot, but cunning and chutzpah seemed to be in short supply.

  Creed, himself, had arrived at the upmarket boneyard just after six that morning – there’s dedication for you – and had driven around the high walls until he’d found a quiet

  spot in a country lane far away from the main gates. He had parked opposite, beneath some trees, then crossed over and used a small aluminium stepladder (often essential equipment) to reach the top

  of the wall. His camera bag and tripod had been lowered to the other side by a length of nylon string with a hook at one end; the same had drawn up the ladder after him. Creed had dropped into the

  cemetery and waited, crouched against the wall, until it was light enough to search for an open grave; if it hadn’t been dug the night before then he would have waited for the diggers to

  arrive and followed them to the spot. It was easier to find than he thought it would be, for there were virgin areas in the cemetery obviously reserved in advance for those who could afford the

  deposit (no pun intended). ‘PLOT 1290 NEVERLESS’ had been marked on a rough piece of board and planted atop the mound of damp earth beside the oblong pit.




  Creed had almost yelped with delight when he scanned the locale and spied the grey mausoleum set on a low hillock not two hundred yards away. A perfect vantage point, provided some thoughtless

  bugger hadn’t locked its barred door.




  Again he was in luck for, although rust made the handle difficult to turn, the door wasn’t locked. Why should it be? No one inside was going anywhere.




  The horror-movie groan from the rarely used hinges was a little unsettling, and the unwholesome dank smell of the chamber itself hardly warmed the spirit, but Creed felt pleased with himself. He

  set up camp and began his vigil.




  Four hours later it was all over, with nothing special to show. Decent enough crowd shots, a few close-ups of the faded and jaded, but nothing to set the juices flowing. Well, you couldn’t

  win ’em all; in fact, the aces were rare. Always another day, though, another dollar. New opportunities were always around the next corner. Be ready, be there.




  Had Creed been as philosophical as this about his work he wouldn’t have screamed an expletive and kicked the coffin on the lowest tier. Stone and mould scraped off, leaving a scar as white

  as bone. Rather than apologize for the offence, Creed kicked the coffin again.




  He turned back to the camera and tripod, one big toe no longer numbed by the cold but throbbing from the blow. Taking a last puff from the cigarette, he tossed it into a corner. His hand went to

  the small screw holding the Nikon to the tripod platform . . . and there it froze.




  Not all the mourners had left yet, although even the diggers had finished their shovelling and wandered off. Someone was standing in the shadow of a tree.




  Creed’s eyes narrowed for better definition before he remembered he had the means of magnification at hand. He bent to the viewfinder and carefully altered the camera’s angle.




  Black shoes, dark trousers, grey raincoat – that’s all our photographer could see through the lens. He tilted the Nikon further, but the lurker’s head and shoulders were partly

  obscured by low foliage.




  Now why was he hanging around after everyone else had left? And why was he hiding? – at least he seemed to be hiding. Was he a gatecrasher? Security would have been tight that morning and

  funeral liggers unwelcome. But then he himself had got in easily enough. Maybe he was just a hack covering the story.




  Movement. The man was coming forward, ducking beneath the low branch. Grey gaberdine coat, scarf up around his face. Now he was pulling the scarf away. Christ, what a face! He was either very

  old, or had had a lot of worry. Certainly he was well past his sell-by date. He was looking around, making sure the coast was clear, strands of hair lying rigidly flat over his scalp as if welded

  there.




  Creed exposed a single frame, then immediately wondered why. This guy was never going to be the shot: he was either an interloper, a journo, an acquaintance, or possibly an old flame of

  the deceased. Whatever, no way did he look or act like a celeb.




  Creed straightened and watched the man stop before the freshly sealed grave. A pause for three or four seconds, then the man slowly walked around until he was facing the mausoleum once more.

  After which he repeated the circuit, this time going the other way, and all the time staring down solemnly at the swelling of earth as if expecting it to move.




  He started the return trip, clockwise this time, but came to a halt with his back towards the hidden photographer. His shoulders began to shake, gently at first, a mild quivering; that quivering

  became a juddering, then a spasmodic twitching of his whole upper body.




  The old boy’s really upset, mused Creed, reaching for another loose cigarette. He fished one out – he’d had plenty of time that morning to build a batch of them – and

  stuck it between his lips. He lit up and the lighter lingered near his face when cracked laughter drifted up the incline into the tomb.




  Creed stared down at the grey-coated figure in surprise. He wasn’t bawling at all – the crazy was laughing! Creed capped the lighter: he was frowning, but his mouth curled its own

  smile. He shook his head slowly, wondering what old Lil had done to this one for her demise to cause such glee. Could be he was a relative or friend of one of her exes. Or maybe just someone

  she’d done wrong. Shame he wasn’t familiar; a known face chortling over Lily Neverless’ dead body would fetch a decent price.




  No matter, it was something to finish up the roll with. Creed dragged smoke before stooping to the camera. Too close – head and shoulders only; he revolved the lens, pulling back as much

  as possible. Better. Right, you bugger, turn a little so we can see your mug.




  The happy mourner ignored the request.




  Creed shot film anyway. The shutter release refused on the third squeeze and he clicked his tongue in annoyance. He flicked ash on to the dusty floor and casually reached for the other camera

  resting on a coffin lid, his eyes never leaving the mystery figure outside. Before his hand touched the spare Nikon, something happened that startled him.




  The man sank to his knees and began scraping at the hump of soft earth.




  ‘Bloody hell,’ Creed whispered as the man bent to his task. Unbelievable! The photographer’s hand instinctively grasped the camera and he moved around the tripod for a clearer

  view. He quickly raised the Nikon and zoomed in; this time, because of the less powerful lens, the whole of the burrower was in the frame. First shot: good. Second shot: more of the same. Third

  shot: also. Fourth shot – the subject had stopped digging.




  It was difficult to tell from that angle, but Creed thought the man was unbuttoning his raincoat. He was. He opened it out. He was taking something from an inside pocket. Hunching over again, he

  was—




  Creed’s eyes gleamed, and he muttered an oath. If only the crazy had been facing him . . .




  What was he up to? Fumbling at his clothes again. He – oh no, he wouldn’t. Creed raised the camera again. Shit, what a great shot it would have been if only the man had been facing

  the other way. Unusable, of course, no newspaper would use it. No British newspaper anyway. But certain European journals might love to have a picture of someone pissing on the great Lily

  Neverless’ grave.




  Wait a minute, that wasn’t it . . . Oh no, not that. No one would do that in broad daylight, let alone in a graveyard! That was obscene! Creed almost grinned. That was bloody

  disgusting!




  He raised the camera to eye-level again.




  The man’s head was bowed as though he were keen to witness his own self-abuse, and both shoulders were moving rhythmically. A two-hander. Creed allowed himself the grin. ‘Who’s

  a big boy then?’ he whispered. He took a picture, then another. But not another.




  Pretty boring, he told himself. Even a full-frontal would have been. Sick, but ultimately boring. Now if the man had had a female partner down there, and they were copulating on the grave, well

  that would be both interesting and saleable (although even the more salacious of the tabloids would have to do some heavy obscuring on the chosen print). Shame the pervert was a loner . . .




  The man was becoming more agitated. And oddly (well, more oddly) he appeared to be talking as he beat. Wait, not talking: praying. Or maybe chanting. The words wafting up the rise seemed to have

  some cadence to them, like a monotone litany, a meaningless bunch of words that could be heard in churches on any Sunday. If this was some obscure religious sect’s idea of a funeral ceremony,

  Creed wondered what a baptism would be like. Or a marriage. Could be the guy just liked music while he worked.




  Creed began to hum ‘Happy Days Are Here Again’, his voice a low tuneless rumble rather than an aria to the other man’s oratorio. But he quickly stopped – Creed, not the

  man down at the grave-side.




  This time the photographer’s frown was intense, his eyes almost squared in concentration. Something else was happening by Lily Neverless’ final resting place. The grass was

  waving.




  The grass was waving? Creed grimaced. Stupid! There’s a breeze out there, that’s all. The grass was blowing in the wind. The sicko was still enjoying himself – wait, the

  breeze couldn’t disturb the earth!




  Creed blinked. The ground couldn’t move like that, it couldn’t ripple . . . unless someone underneath didn’t want to be there.




  He squeezed his eyes tight, then opened them again.




  At least the fresh mound of earth was still once more. Lily was obviously oblivious to the crazyman’s incantations, invocations, whatever his bloody dirging was meant to be. It was the

  earth around the grave that was moving, the grass beside the mound that was dancing.




  Yet the earth’s movement was subtle, almost indiscernible, hardly a movement at all if you stared hard, really hard, the motion caught only in soft focus, in the periphery; but the grass

  was swaying, no illusion there, although a slight wind could be causing that, except the blades were shifting in different directions, one patch leaning into its neighbour, that neighbour fighting

  back, tangling with its bedfellow. None of it was logical.




  The man’s exertions were becoming wooden in their intensity, as if reaching their peak. His voice was still not loud, but somehow its resonance had increased.




  Creed levelled the camera. The rippling ground could never be captured on a still and even if the definition was ultra-sharp, the grass would only reproduce as a confused mess; yet he felt

  compelled to get some record of this weird event, if only to prove to himself later that he hadn’t been hallucinating (what a straight photograph would establish he wasn’t quite sure,

  but it might be better than nothing at all).




  He first focused on the area before the kneeling man, the ground that appeared to be agitated; then he aimed for the back of the man’s head, using the thin tramlines of hair as a focusing

  point. That wasn’t as easy, for the head refused to rest. The man was fast reaching gratification.




  Creed’s index finger tightened on the shutter release. He had to steady both hands, for they had suddenly trembled – not from any sexual excitement in himself, rather because unease

  had gripped him, a sensation that was not quite fear but closely akin to it. Incomprehension was the largest part of that unease.




  The top of the man’s skull offered itself to the camera as his neck arched backwards. Creed’s finger began to press firmly. He held his breath. He kept his elbows tight against his

  ribs. He pressed down all the way and the shutter clicked . . .




  . . . as the man looked over his shoulder directly at him . . . Creed’s own head jerked away from the camera as though a wasp had flown into the lens. He stared back at the man . . .




  . . . whose mouth gaped, whose etched face darkened to red, whose whole body seemed to solidify.




  For one brief but infinite second, photographer and crazy watched each other.




  And in that brief but infinite second, Creed felt that the inside of his skull had been scoured, that whatever layers of consciousness protected the mind’s inner core had been scraped away

  to leave it raw and bleeding.




  He staggered away in shock, tripping over the camera stand behind him, falling to the floor with it, one elbow cracking hard against stone, the tripod clattering loudly in the hollowness of the

  tomb.




  Creed grunted at the pain from his arm and rolled protectively against one of the tiers. He quickly turned and searched the shadows for the camera that had fallen with the tripod, the one he had

  been using instinctively clutched to his chest. He rose to his knees, bewildered by what had occurred, and drew the thin metal legs of the tripod towards him. The second Nikon, the one fitted with

  the telephoto lens, looked okay, but it would require closer inspection to see if it had been damaged; it had gone down with a smack, or had that been his elbow?




  Creed hadn’t forgotten the man outside; he just hadn’t been the highest on his list of priorities. Now the photographer remembered those piercing, those scraping, eyes.




  He hauled himself up, his right arm numbed from wrist to shoulder, and tottered towards the light, determined to brazen it out. After all, it was the sicko who had been caught in a compromising

  situation.




  Nevertheless, Creed looked through the bars of the old door with some trepidation. But there was no one outside. The crazyman had gone. There was nothing out there now but the ornate, stone

  billboards of the dead.
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  So, that’s for starters.




  The burial of a famous but ancient actress, a madman (we think, so far) committing an act of gross indecency at her graveside, and our hero, Joe Creed, doing what he does best: thieving;

  stealing moments of other people’s lives.




  A mild enough beginning.




  Creed trudged through the cemetery hugging stepladder, tripod and camera bag, constantly glancing over his shoulder, this way and that, half expecting to discover the sicko

  peeping at him from behind a tree or headstone.




  There was a peculiar coldness at the back of his neck, the kind you get when you hear a truly creepy story based on truth, or when that odd noise downstairs wakes you in the hush of night. Being

  a natural pragmatist, Creed endeavoured to shrug off the sensation; that didn’t work, though, for his disquiet had a lot to do with a feeling of being observed.




  The dead love to tease, he told himself. You’ll be fine when you’re back among the living and the half-living. Anyway, it’s not every day you see a loony jerking off over a

  corpse. Maybe the degenerate was a life-long admirer and this was the closest he could get to screwing the old bag. Better than a signed photo, at least.




  But all that activity around the grave. Distraught grass, heaving earth. Maybe old Lil was getting her rocks off, too.




  He shuddered, his dark humour not really working. Creed was certain he had seen the disturbances; however, the rational side of his nature, weighed down by the already mentioned

  pragmatism, not to mention his natural cynicism, convinced him otherwise. Everyone has these moments, fuck-wit, he argued, times when things get unreal, when chemicals in the brain slosh around and

  create their own reality. Déjà vu was one of the effects, wasn’t it? Or some people might just faint away, while others might see pink elephants coming out of the walls

  (how much had he drunk over the past few weeks? he asked himself).




  Yeah, sure, he’d suffered a mental aberration – if that was the correct term for it – for a moment or two back there. Hell, he’d had an early start to the day, not like him at all.

  The old system hadn’t coped too well, that was it. Nothing serious, nothing weighty. A good breakfast-cum-lunch, a couple of stiffeners, and the universe would be right again.




  He continued to glance over his shoulder.




  Reaching the perimeter wall at last – and with some relief – Creed used the stepladder to scale its moderate heights. He sat astride the uneven brickwork and pulled the equipment up after him.

  With the ladder still dangling halfway, he paused and looked back across the gentle-sloping acres. That moment of eye-contact between himself and the crazy was still vivid in his mind: the scouring

  – no, the sandblasting – sensation, followed by the raw, aching emptiness was still present, although now mellowed. And there had been no cleansing, no catharsis, following the invasion, only

  the dullness of afterpain. Creed shivered before his own scepticism galloped to the rescue like the Fighting 7th; it was the man’s sheer grotesqueness which had turned him over, nothing more

  than that. So many lines and wrinkles, squalling around his sallow flesh like maelstroms charted on a weather map, the sunken cheeks, the staring, over-bright (the lustre of lust?) eyes, the thin

  black hair that seemed embedded in the scalp rather than growing upon it – Lily’s visitor was enough to give anyone a bad turn.




  Creed wondered if he were still out there, watching. Or had he been as shocked, albeit in a different way, as had Creed himself, and fled the scene? The dirty devil deserved to be embarrassed.

  Shit, he deserved to be shot!




  Creed hauled up the ladder the rest of the way, cheered a little by his own indignation, then clambered down the other side of the wall, glad to be out of the cemetery.




  He packed away his gear in the back of his poor man’s Land-Rover, climbed into the driving seat, lit another cigarette, and headed back to the city.




  First stop was Blackfriars where he dropped off three rolls of film at one of the few remaining daily newspapers close to the once (in)famous street of shame, Fleet Street. To

  protect the not-so-innocent we’ll call the tabloid The Daily Dispatch (although The Daily Rumour, Gup, or Gospel might be as appropriate). Creed wasn’t a

  staff photographer, but he was on a loose kind of retainer, which meant his choicest snaps were exclusive to this particular journal and its Sunday sister (not forgetting colour supp.). Two of the

  rolls he handed in covered last night’s work, the third part of that morning’s. He chatted briefly with the picture editor and picked up two assignments for the day, the first at the

  Old Vic where yet another biography on the late Olivier was being launched, and the other that evening at Hamiltons, Mayfair, where Benson & Hedges were presenting their annual Gold Awards to

  the advertising industry. Boring stuff, but you never knew: someone might disgrace him– or herself.




  Next he went along to see the resident gossip page columnist, Antony Blythe, a dapper, bald-headed prat (in Creed’s considered opinion) who treated his team of four researchers with equal

  amounts of scathing contempt and gushing endearments. Today appeared to be a ‘contempt’ day – the youngest team member, her name Prunella, had apparently mislaid recent clippings

  of a well-known rock singer’s divorce celebrations – so Creed felt little inclination to linger. He didn’t feel up to bad-hearted banter with Blythe that morning; you see, the

  paparazzi were generally considered the lowest of the low by this particular scribe (‘hypocrisy’ is a Pickwickian word to some journalists – imaginary, therefore meaningless).

  Joseph Creed was considered to be lower than the lowest of the low by Blythe.




  He listened to Blythe berating Prunella for a while, interrupted to say film of Lily Neverless’ funeral was at that moment being devved up (developed), asked if there was anything special

  to be covered later on, was curtly told to sniff out his own muck, picked up a Celebrity Bulletin (which announced which particular international celebs would be in town that week, with flight

  arrival times and, if possible, where they would be staying), and beat a retreat.




  He had his hearty breakfast/lunch – he hated the word ‘brunch’ – in a café nearby, then returned to the Suzuki which was parked half on the pavement in the

  narrow lane that ran alongside the newspaper offices. Peeling the parking ticket from the windscreen and tossing it into the rear of the Japanese jumped-up jeep, he went to Fix Features, a

  photo-agency in Hatton Garden with which he was also on a retainer. It was from here that his photographs were syndicated worldwide. He delivered three rolls of used film, helped a production

  editor mark transparencies of a movie mogul’s weekend-long party he had covered, collected new film, black-and-white and colour (for which he had to pay, although only at cost), then drove

  across the river to the Old Vic.




  A dreary hour there, abetted by dreary canapés and wine, and not helped by actors and reviewers and publishing people all enthusing about the book which they were well aware would just

  about recoup the cost of the dreary canapés and wine and the dreary author’s advance in hardback sales. Creed took the odd snap of a Dame, a Knight, a couple of MBEs, old Thespians and

  theatre people (funny how none were keen to discuss Lily Neverless’ funeral, as if it would be unlucky to do so) but got nothing to excite a picture editor. Creed neglected to shoot the

  author, whom he’d never heard of anyway.




  From there a trip across town to San Lorenzo’s where he sat in the bar nursing a whisky sour, cameras stashed away in the cloakroom. The Royal Di, everybody’s favourite princess (but

  never call her Di to her face), often lunched or dined there; but not today. Disappointingly, there were no VIPs present, no minor celebs, nor even any long-legged models or pampered pussies

  (rich men’s mistresses) to spend a little time with. Dismal, a goddamn dismal day. Maybe the night would bring more. (Oh Creed, if you only knew.)




  He went home.




  Home was in Hesper Mews, just off the Earl’s Court Road, a small, cobblestone street that looked like a cul-de-sac but which, in fact, wasn’t: it turned a corner at the far end,

  although you’d never know viewing it from the top. The mews branched off midway into what really was a cul-de-sac, and it was on the corner here that Creed’s house stood. It was a

  modest enough pit, but on the current market its value would have been astronomical. He’d bought the property eight years before when London prices were merely ridiculous and not insanely

  ridiculous. The ground floor was mainly garage, with a small office to the side. A short staircase led to the first floor – there was no basement – which provided living room,

  kitchen/diner, bedroom and bathroom, all small but, as any eager estate agent would enthuse, ‘compact and practical’. Rising from the kitchen was an iron spiral staircase painted an

  impractical white and giving access to a loft which Creed had boarded, decorated, and turned into a tiny drawing room. A sofa-bed and coffee table was the only furniture apart from two low

  bookshelves.




  Next door to this was his darkroom where, time and inclination permitting, he developed his own film.




  He parked the soft-top jeep in the garage, closed the up-and-over door from inside, and went through to the office. There were no messages on the answerphone and only junk mail on the hall

  carpet. Grin was waiting for him at the top of the stairs.




  ‘Caught any today?’ Creed asked the cat as he climbed.




  The cat stared.




  ‘I told you – no mice, no meals.’




  Grin refused to give way and its master was forced to step over her. He had no idea how old Grin was or where she had come from; the animal had sauntered into the garage one winter’s

  morning three years before and had decided to stay. She was a dirty grey-black, one of her ears was chewed away, and parts of her tail were fur-less. She wasn’t at all pleasing to look at,

  but she did appear to grin a lot, so life couldn’t have been all bad.




  ‘You gotta work for a living, same as the rest of us,’ Creed called over his shoulder as he dumped the camera bag and switched on the kettle. ‘I know they’re here, you

  know they’re here.’ He opened the larder cupboard. ‘I’ll even show you what one looks like.’ He crouched to pick up the trap. He waved the mouse, skull crushed by the

  trap’s spring-bar, tiny limbs akimbo in frozen surprise, at the cat who sauntered forward with haughty interest. She sniffed at the little corpse, and looked up at Creed.




  ‘You think it’s funny?’ Creed prodded the cat’s nose with the dead mouse. ‘How about I chop it up and put it in your dinner bowl? Think you can go back to

  basics?’ He lifted the bar and shook the mouse into the pedal bin. ‘Maybe it’s time I invested in a dog.’




  Grin jumped up on the table and sat on her haunches, watching Creed as he ran water over a mug in the sink, then shovelled in two large spoonfuls of instant. As he poured boiling water, the

  photographer told the cat, ‘One last chance. Tonight, when those little bastards come out to play, you go to work on ’em. You get a bounty on every stiff I find in the morning,

  okay?’




  Grin grinned.




  ‘It’s your career, pal,’ Creed warned as he hoisted the camera bag and, with the coffee mug in the other hand, wound his way up the spiral staircase. Taking the still-loaded

  camera with him, he went through to the darkroom, switching on the light and closing the door. He checked the temperatures of the processing chemicals before turning off the light again. In total

  darkness, he opened the camera and lifted out the cassette of film.




  Although there were still several unexposed frames left, Creed was curious about what he had shot that morning. Normally he would hand over all used film to either the newspaper or the agency,

  having extra prints made or taking spare colour transparencies for himself later, but now and again he devved up personally, usually when there was no rush or there was something in particular he

  wanted to keep for his own files. Besides, nobody would be using those last shots of the funeral, particularly if he explained exactly what the kneeling man had been up to at the graveside.




  He forced off the cassette’s top and tipped out the roll of film; it felt slippery in his hand.




  In the darkness he remembered those pale but piercing eyes staring back at him from the grave. Had they been pale? He hadn’t noticed at the time. Nor had he noticed the myriad tiny red

  veins that made the whites of his eyeballs look like bloodshot porcelain. How could he have seen that? The distance between them had been too great, even with the Nikon’s zoom lens. He was

  imagining, his mind had gone into overdrive. The bloody pervert had spooked him!




  The film began to uncurl in his hand.




  ‘Shit,’ he muttered, fumbling in the dark to contain the roll. It slipped from his grasp like an oiled eel and he managed to control its escape only by cupping the whole film in both

  hands.




  ‘That shouldn’t have happened,’ he told himself unnecessarily. Films don’t unroll themselves. Wait, wait – it didn’t. It slipped over the edge, and its own

  weight did the rest.




  He felt on the bench for scissors, clutching the untidy roll to his chest with one hand and hoping the emulsion hadn’t become too grimy. Feeling for, then clipping, the thinner feed end of

  the film, he coaxed it into a spiral with no further problem (even though its edges did feel peculiarly waxy), then placed it in a round tank. He capped the tank and poured in the chemical mix

  through a hole in the top. Only then did he turn on the light.




  When he had inserted the agitator rod and given the spiral a couple of twirls, he set the timer-clock and sipped his coffee. His hand was shaking.




  Loosen up, Creed, he silently admonished. Graveyards don’t usually have this effect on you.




  Coffee slurped over the side of the mug when the darkroom’s wall-phone rang. He wiped a hand on his jeans before grabbing the receiver.




  ‘Bastard,’ a woman’s voice said at the other end.




  ‘This is he,’ Creed replied.




  ‘You know what you’ve done, don’t you?’ said the voice. ‘Or what you didn’t do, I should say.’




  He sighed. ‘Tell me, Evelyn.’




  ‘You didn’t pick him up again. And you promised him faithfully this time, you shit.’




  ‘Oh, n . . . Evelyn, I’m sorry. Honest. It slipped my mind.’




  ‘You tell that to Samuel. He was looking forward to the car race – not that I wanted him to go. Cars smashing each other up is just the juvenile sort of thing you would encourage him

  to enjoy.’




  ‘Stock cars. They’re meant to smash each other up. Listen, is Sammy there – ’




  ‘He’s at school, where he’s supposed to be, you fool. And it’s Samuel.’




  ‘For fuck’s sake, he’s only ten years old. Look, I had an assignment yesterday; I couldn’t cancel it.’




  ‘That’s your story. There was a time when I’d’ve believed it. More likely your son was the last thing on your mind. How is your sex life these days, Joe – still

  bedding dogs?’




  Not like the one I used to, Creed thought. ‘Will you tell him I’m sorry, Evelyn?’ he asked his ex-wife. ‘I’ll make it up to him next weekend.’




  ‘You don’t get him next weekend. Every fortnight, that’s it. And that’s too much. My God, I could have told the court some things about you . . .’




  ‘You did, Evelyn. Get Sam to ring me when he gets home, will you?’




  ‘No.’




  ‘You’re still a princess.’ A Jewish princess who should never have married a goy.




  ‘Fuck you, too.’




  ‘Rather than you,’ he muttered.




  ‘What?’




  ‘I said okay, I’ll phone him.’




  ‘He’s not talking to you.’




  ‘An apology could be tricky, then.’




  ‘That’s your problem.’




  ‘Always a delight to talk, Evelyn.’




  The phone went dead.




  Creed agitated the developer a little more briskly than necessary, cursing himself for having forgotten the day of access to his son – it would give the little shit more excuse for sulks.

  The truth was that he had covered an all-day Sunday party at the mansion home of a computer tycoon, a deadly drab businessman who bought (as opposed to brought) some semblance of glamour into his

  otherwise uninteresting life with lavish parties to which he invited the A division of the glitzies. Paparazzi and gossip columnists were natural appendages to such celebrations, for the computer

  genius wanted the world to know he was a fun-loving guy as well as being mega-brained. The beautiful people, who thrived on freebies, disguised the fact that they thought him a boring, supercilious

  drip without difficulty, and the rest of the world really wasn’t that interested. Nevertheless, his jollies filled a few column inches and the photographs used up a bit more space, so the

  mutual parasitism more or less evened out. Not much of a reason for missing a day out with your son, Creed reflected, but better than reluctance alone.




  When the timer belled, he emptied the tank and poured in the stop, repeating the process with the fix. He made a couple of phone calls from the darkroom, then washed and squeegeed the negative

  strip, leaving it in the drying cabinet while he went through his engagement book on the sofa in the next room.




  He yawned more than once, not just because of the list of events ahead of him that week, but because of that morning’s early rise. Creed liked to think of himself as a night creature.




  Within minutes the night creature had dozed off.




  Someone was leaning on him. Someone was pinning him to the sofa.




  He could smell their horribly foul breath. He could feel their warmth.




  In his sleep he was afraid; in his rising consciousness he was terrified. But that something, that huge weight on his chest, didn’t want him to open his eyes, wanted him blind and

  defenceless.




  Creed struggled, not with the weight, but with his own will. He had to open his eyes. He had to confront whatever held him there. His eyelids felt like lead slabs.




  Breathing was not easy. The rise of his chest was inhibited by the weight. The weight wanted to crush him.




  Had to fight it. Had to leave the sleep. Had to wake. Had to open his eyes, had to . . .




  His eyes stuttered open.




  ‘Get outa here!’




  Creed twisted and heaved at the same time and Grin skidded across the room, her claws digging into the single rug which travelled along with it over the polished boards.




  Creed sat up and threw a cushion after the cat. Grin yowled and headed for the staircase.




  ‘Judas Christ!’ the photographer yelled after her. ‘You coulda given me a heart attack!’




  He massaged his chest, encouraging the beating to continue, loud though it was. It took a full two minutes for his nerves to settle.




  ‘Oh . . .’ He looked at his wristwatch, remembering the negs in the drier. He’d been out for twenty minutes at least.




  Creed tottered to the darkroom and whisked the glossy strip from the cabinet. ‘Dry as a grasshopper’s tit,’ he mumbled to himself, yawning at the same time. No harm done

  though.




  After cutting the negs into six strips and marking them with a rapidograph, he closed the door and switched on the amber light. Yawning again, he laid them on bromide paper, pressing them flat

  with a glass plate. He exposed them for five seconds without bothering to do a test strip (he rarely did), then put the bromide through the developer dishes.




  With the full light on, he examined the resulting contact sheet. There was the kneeling figure, its back to the camera. And a white blob that was the man’s turned head – nothing

  clearer than that. Why the fascination? Why such interest in this loony? Instinct, he answered himself. Years of sniffing and catching the scent. There was something more to this and he was curious

  to find out what.




  He placed the neg in the enlarger’s frame carrier, laying down another sheet of bromide under the masking frame below. Normally after focusing he would have used a card to shield parts of

  the film paper from the light, progressively moving it across the surface in a striped pattern of varying exposures; this time, however, he went for a straight twenty-second exposure.




  Something was wrong with the negative image, but he couldn’t figure out what.




  Killing the enlarger light, he lifted the frame and slid the photographic paper into the developer tray. Within a few seconds shapes began to form.




  Gently rocking the tray to create a smooth back-and-forth current, he waited for the emerging greys and blacks to make sense.




  The crazy appeared as if gliding from a mist – the soles of his shoes aimed at the camera, his raincoat, with creases in the material picked out in fine detail, the slight twist of his

  torso. Around him the grass, static and hued orange by the darkroom’s light, headstones and trees in the distance. The man’s shoulders, arms stretched forward out of sight. His head,

  turned, a three-quarter profile, peering towards the hidden lens, the lines, the swirls, ingrained in his features, appearing as though meticulously drawn with a fine nib.




  Creed’s mouth slowly opened as he stared down at the face.




  He remembered the eyes. So clear, so penetrating. So . . . fucking scary.




  But not present here.




  He bent forward, distrusting his own sight. Where the man’s eyes should have been, there was only blackness.




  Just two black smudges. That quickly spread and joined together. Rushing now to obscure the whole ravaged face.
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  Well weren’t they the trendiest of trendies, the yuppiest of yuppies? The men in unstructured suits, hair gleamed back, some with tiny tight pigtails, shirt collars

  buttoned, not many with ties. The women, mainly in black, skirts generally as short and thigh-hugging as the legs would bear, or wearing floppy trousers that a hippo would be comfortable in. The

  conversation buzz was low-key, cool, and ego-bristling.




  Creed descended the steps into the frothy pool of advertising piranhas, scanning the faces for anyone snap-worthy, a Saatchi or two, a Tim Bell, any personality who transcended the junk-sell

  world to the real one, someone whose status or troubled personal life might be of interest to the punters. A tall, pale-faced teenager with gel-spiked hair gawked at Creed’s camera and went

  stiff, his eyes wide and expectant behind small round glasses. The photographer pushed by without acknowledging the youth’s jerky nod. The kid, whose clothes were as ill-fitting but not as

  expensive as those worn by the pros he rubbed shoulders with, was no doubt a student up for one of the Gold Awards that Benson & Hedges doled out every year to the advertising industry to show

  it was into commercial aestheticism as much as lung cancer. Creed almost felt the boy’s hopes take a dive as the camera passed him by.




  The photographer lifted a white wine from a travelling tray and continued through the scrum until he reached an empty corner (corners aren’t the place for advertising folk) where he dumped

  his bag on the floor. Sipping the wine, Nikon standing proud over his navel like a stubby and misplaced phallus, Creed examined the crowd in more detail. He spotted George Melly in his usual

  chalk-striped double-breasted and Fedora and prayed the old jazzman was there to hand out prizes and not to sing – the day had been too long for such a climax. There were a few other familiar

  faces, but not one that merited a single frame of black-and-white, let alone colour. Across the gallery two raised television screens ran a looped tape of nominated commercials, illustrations and

  photographic stills. They all looked pretty classy to Creed; pretty expensive, too, apart from the student stuff. But how many would really sell the goods they advertised? And who gave a shit

  anyway? Big budgets and grand locations seemed to be the order of the day; the copywriter or art director’s next agency was the important thing, not the product. Even the clients who

  paid for it all didn’t seem to mind helping the creative teams’ career moves (but then, it was all tax-deductible, wasn’t it?).




  ‘Wonderful work, isn’t it?’




  The voice was soft and friendly.




  Creed turned to the girl and smiled his Mickey Rourke smile. ‘Wonderful,’ he said.




  She was as tall as he, and close to being beautiful; an ideal mate for any hero. Maybe a little too good for Creed, though.




  ‘You’re Joe Creed, aren’t you?’




  He nodded. ‘We’ve never met before.’




  ‘No. But I’ve seen you around.’




  ‘And you’ve been dying to introduce yourself.’




  She hadn’t smiled yet, nor did she then. ‘I couldn’t hold back any longer. Goodbye.’




  He straightened from the wall he’d been leaning against as she turned away. ‘Hey, wait. Can we start again?’




  The girl paused. ‘Will it be an improvement?’




  ‘Could it be any worse?’




  At last a smidgen of a smile appeared. ‘I came over because you looked thoroughly bored.’




  ‘That obvious?’




  The smidgen bloomed to a full smile. ‘You’re not part of this scene. But don’t be put off by what you see around you. Most of these people have incredible talent, and they work

  fast and hard in a business that’s as cut-throat as you can get.’




  ‘It couldn’t be that you’re also in the business?’




  She laughed, a small cough of a sound. ‘Guilty. But I needn’t defend myself or them.’ She flicked her head towards those behind her.




  ‘How did you know my name?’




  ‘I asked one of the gallery’s girls before I came over. You have a reputation, you know, and a dubious one at that.’




  Creed looked genuinely aggrieved.




  ‘Am I stopping you from working?’ she asked then, quickly stepping aside as if apologizing for blocking his view.




  ‘Are you kidding? Unless old George throws a wobbly there’s nothing here to brighten the breakfast table. You want a drink, you want to tell me your name?’




  ‘No to the drink and my name’s Cally.’




  ‘As in . . .?’




  ‘As in Cally.’




  ‘Oh.’




  Creed pretended to survey the white-walled, picture-hung room again, but when she too looked around as if to help him find someone interesting to shoot, he quickly and surreptitiously eyed her

  up and down.




  The girl caught his sneaky appraisal, but pretended she hadn’t. ‘I wonder if I could ask you a favour,’ she said.




  It was disappointing to realise it hadn’t been his charisma nor that she had really wanted to relieve his boredom that had brought her over. ‘My body’s sacred,’ he said

  lest she see his disappointment.




  ‘It’s quite safe, too. The favour isn’t really for me – it’s for a friend of mine. Well, my boss, actually.’




  Creed had already lost interest. He drained the rest of his wine and waggled the empty glass at a nearby waiter. The young man, whose uniform was loose black trousers and equally loose white

  shirt (buttoned at the throat, of course, with no tie), quickly came over and offered his tray of drinks. Creed took a claret without returning a thank-you.




  The girl, Cally, waited patiently for his attention.




  ‘I work for a production company,’ she said, realizing after a while he wouldn’t prompt her. ‘Page Lidtrap. We make TV and cinema commercials, prestige shorts for

  big-name companies, management films – all kinds of things really.’ She was aware she hadn’t caught his attention. ‘We’re just putting together our first feature

  movie. It’s a major step for us.’




  ‘Parker and the Scott brothers are way ahead of you.’




  ‘We’d like to catch them up.’ She didn’t like the mocking in his eyes, but she persisted. ‘The thing is, we need some media attention. We’ve got a certain

  amount of financial backing, but we need more, and you know how a recognisable name helps on that score.’




  ‘Nope, I don’t know. It’s not my field.’




  ‘Take my word for it then. It definitely opens a few doors even if you’re soon kicked out again.’




  If she hadn’t been such a looker, Creed would have told her to get lost there and then; but her body was appetizing and the more you studied her face, the more beautiful it became. He

  liked her hair too – darkish blonde, medium length, swept back. ‘You think I can make you famous?’




  ‘Not me. Our director, Daniel Lidtrap. And it hasn’t got anything to do with making him famous – I know that isn’t possible. But if his face started showing up in the

  gossip columns and the glossies, well, that might just help the process.’




  The request wasn’t unusual. It wasn’t unusual at all. Most celebs and pseudo-celebs went out of their way, even begged, to get their names and pics in print; it was only when they

  reached superstar status that they pretended otherwise. Creed scarcely knew of any big name who didn’t secretly – or overtly – love, even crave, the attention, for publicity was

  like a drug and there was nothing that the famous loathed more than cold turkey. On the scandal side, too, many so-called ‘clandestine’ affairs had been carried on at the most popular

  restaurants and nightclubs for the paparazzi and gossip columnists to suffer guilt over the exposure. What this girl obviously failed to understand, though, was that he, Creed, had no influence at

  all as to what appeared on the page. He merely supplied the shots and the picture editor and writer decided what should be used. The fact that this guy – what was his name? Traplid? –

  was a total unknown as far as the rest of the world was concerned meant he hadn’t a chance in hell of making an item.
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