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There is a world beneath the world, where magic and horrors run free, wonders and miracles are everyday things, and the dark streets are full of very shadowy people. You can spend your whole life in the brightly lit streets and never experience anything from this other world. But all it takes is one step off the kerb, into the really fast lane, and suddenly you’re living in a much larger world.


Once there, you can never go back. But then, why would you want to?


My name is Gideon Sable, these days.


I’m a thief and a con man, a smooth operator and a bit of a rogue, but never the bad guy. I specialize in stealing the kind of things that can’t normally be stolen. Like a ghost’s clothes, a radio that lets you listen in on what the dead are saying, or a photo from a country that never existed.


And the people I steal from always have it coming.


Every crime has a victim. The bigger the crime, the more people get hurt. So the trick is to choose the right crime, to hurt the right people. I’m planning a heist, to steal the only thing that matters from the worst man in the world. To get past his security, I’m going to need a crew who can do the impossible. Fortunately, the people I have in mind are pretty impossible themselves. The Damned, the Ghost, the Wild Card … and my very pissed-off ex-girlfriend, Annie Anybody. The woman who can be anyone.


I have a plan, a secret weapon and a hidden agenda. If everything goes well, we’ll all get what we want. Assuming we don’t get killed, of course.



ACT ONE


Putting Together the Crew







ONE


Old Harry’s Place


Not a Magic Shop


London is the city where dreams can come true. The good and the bad and the highly unlikely. Which is why I was walking through the narrow backstreets of Soho in the early hours of a cold autumn morning. Old-fashioned street lamps shed a flat yellow glow, like sunlight that had gone off, as I sauntered through an area rich in history and legend … and all the other things that lend a misleading lustre to the more unsavoury pastimes.


You don’t just stumble across streets like these; you have to go looking for them.


The air was as cold as a banker’s heart, and the evening was heavy with a sense of anticipation – of great opportunities lurking round corners, and magic waiting in the wings. I was on my way to steal a bad man’s luck and make it my own. Because that’s what I do, these days.


I turned the right corner, into the right street, just in time to see a Rolls-Royce come gliding haughtily towards me. I slowed my pace so I wouldn’t catch up to it too soon. The long vehicle eased to a halt with the air of an aristocrat deigning to visit the less fortunate. Sir Norman Powell was something in the City, an iron-willed tyrant who ran his business empire as though slavery had never gone out of fashion. Normally, he wouldn’t lower himself to admit an area like this even existed, but once a week he turned up here for the same reason as everyone else: because he wanted something you can only find in streets like these. Sir Norman might be a strict taskmaster when it came to running his business, but on his own time he preferred the company of the kind of lady who was always in charge. Sometimes, when he loosened his old school tie, you could catch a glimpse of the leash marks on his throat.


Sir Norman hadn’t got where he was today through hard graft, talent or even family connections; he owed it all to charm. A good luck charm, to be exact: the preserved paw of a pookah. Very powerful magic, and very dangerous, because you could never be sure when the pookah might turn up looking for it. But as long as Sir Norman made use of the paw to further his best interests, Lady Luck was always going to be in his corner, cheering him on.


The car door opened and Sir Norman got out. He wasn’t much to look at: just another middle-aged man whose Savile Row suit had more style than he ever would. He didn’t look round to see if anyone might be watching, because no one he knew would ever lower themselves to frequent an area like this. So he never saw me coming.


I timed it carefully, so I seemed to be just strolling past as he stepped out on to the pavement. I had the ballpoint pen in my hand and hit the button the moment I was in arm’s reach. And just like that, Time slammed to a halt. The light around me darkened as it slid down the scale into infra-red, and the air became as thick as treacle. I had to force my way through it, holding my breath because there was nothing to breathe. I slid one hand inside Sir Norman’s jacket, forcing aside material that had become as hard as iron, grabbed hold of the white rabbit’s paw and pulled it out. The paw seemed almost to nestle into my hand, as though happy to be leaving such an undeserving master. I slipped it into my pocket and hit the button again. Time surged forward and the everyday world returned.


I continued down the street as though nothing had happened, and as far as Sir Norman was concerned, nothing had. Everything I’d done had taken place between one moment and the next, too fast to notice. I smiled as I put my pen away. Just one of the many useful things in my possession that helped to make me such a great thief. How did I get the pen? I stole it, of course.


I knew about Sir Norman’s lucky charm because I made it my business to listen in the kind of places where people like to talk. The quiet side-street bars, where the people who work for the people who matter like to congregate when they’re off duty. So they can drown their sorrows, forget the day they’ve had and share their troubles with people who understand. They always end up talking about things they’re not supposed to discuss, just because they know they’re not supposed to. It’s such small rebellions that make their lives bearable. I listened unobtrusively, put the clues together, studied Sir Norman from the shadows … and weeks of careful planning paid off in a moment’s dexterity and nerve.


I rounded the first corner I came to and hurried down the street. I wanted to be far and far away when Sir Norman discovered his luck was gone. With the paw in my possession, all the bad luck it had been deflecting for so many years would soon come crashing down on Sir Norman – and serve him right. The pookah’s paw was a comfortable weight in my pocket, but I had no intention of hanging on to it. Partly because Sir Norman would undoubtedly move heaven and earth to get it back, but mostly because I had more sense than to annoy a pookah. I was on my way to Old Harry’s Place to exchange the paw for something far more useful.


You’ve no doubt heard about those marvellous magical shops that sell wonders and treasures and all the stuff that dreams of avarice are made of. Strange establishments, hidden away down obscure back alleys, that come and go according to their own inscrutable whims. Old Harry’s Place isn’t like that. It’s a pawnshop that’s always there and always open. You can find anything you want at Old Harry’s Place.


All the other shops on the street were closed, and Harry’s darkened window had nothing to show me but my own reflection. I took a moment to admire my new image. Tall, dark-haired and just handsome enough to run most cons, I was wearing a black goatskin jacket, a brilliant white shirt and grey slacks. I don’t do colours, these days. I’m making a statement. I nodded to my reflection, and it winked back at me. A small flickering neon sign above the door said simply Buyer Beware. The door wasn’t locked, because it never is, so I strolled right in, putting on my most confident face.


I paused just inside the door, next to the stuffed grizzly bear, because the shop’s interior always takes a little getting used to. At first, you think it’s just a crowded display room, packed with all manner of rare and precious things, until you realize how far back it goes. The stacks and shelves fall away into shadowy recesses that look as if they go on for ever. There are stories about people who’ve gone in exploring and never come out again. But then, there are lots of stories about Old Harry’s Place.


A lot of them concern Harry. Some say he’s a demon let out of Hell to tempt people with his matchless merchandise. Others have been known to murmur that he’s immortal, and his shop has always been around in one form or another, tricking us into giving up things that matter in return for things that don’t. And there are those who say he’s the frontman for a weird alien invasion, buying up our culture one crooked deal at a time. Most of us think Harry makes up all these stories so that no one will ever guess who or what he really is.


The only thing you can be sure of with Harry is that no matter how good a deal you think you’ve made, he’s always the one who ends up smiling.


Old Harry’s Place is the kind of shop where you can find things you’ve been searching for your whole life. Where everything you ever lost or cared about or dreamed of is tucked away somewhere, in some dimly lit corner. Harry’s shelves are crammed with impossible delights, like the Aladdin’s caves we stumble through in dreams, searching for the one elusive item we just know will finally make us happy and content. The air is thick with dust and memories, and the faintest of fragrances, like the ghosts of crushed flowers.


The perfect place to browse guitars that used to belong to dead rock stars, glass display stands offering maps of lost lands, and boxes full of medals from wars no one remembers. You can admire moths pinned to a board, their wings still flapping piteously, or a human skeleton with a steel punch hammered through its forehead. Wonder at a long row of china figurines, depicting all the angels named in the Kabala, or an equal number of deformed candles, representing the Fallen.


Lines of fairy lights hang down from the ceiling, with wee-winged creatures plugged into their sockets, glowing like Christmas decorations. Current junkies. They sang me a pretty song as I threaded my way carefully through the maze of shelves and open bins, heading for the counter.


I didn’t see anyone else in the shop, but there could have been any number of people browsing in the far reaches. As always, Harry was perched precariously on his high chair behind the counter, so he could look down on everyone else. A large, square man with a large, square face, Harry was a thoughtful gnomish presence in a suit that looked as if it could use a good dusting. He fixed me with a steady gaze over the granny glasses perched on the end of his nose as I approached the counter.


‘Hello, Harry,’ I said cheerfully. ‘It’s been a while, but … I’m back!’


‘Well, well,’ murmured Harry, in his dry, distant voice that was never surprised by anything. ‘Look what the night dragged in. Trouble in a black leather jacket, with intrigue on its mind. Hello, Gideon.’


I didn’t ask how he already knew my new name; Harry knows everything. I glanced around the shop, doing my best to look unimpressed.


‘All the wonders in the world, piled up high and sold for just that little bit more than anyone ever wants to pay. I have to wonder, Harry: what does the vintner buy, one half so precious as the stuff he sells? What do you get out of running a place like this?’


‘Job satisfaction,’ Harry said calmly. ‘What brings you back to me, Gideon, after such a long absence? Could it be I finally have something you can’t do without, that you couldn’t find anywhere else? Can I tempt you with the teddy bear you loved more than life itself as a child, that your mother threw out? How about the current address of the first girl to break your heart? Or perhaps …’


‘I’m here to meet Annie,’ I said.


‘Alas, dear boy, that lady hasn’t graced my humble establishment with her presence for even longer than you.’


‘She’ll be here,’ I said. ‘But until she arrives, I have a little something you might be interested in.’


‘Of course you do,’ said Harry. ‘No one ever comes in just to chat.’


I reached into my pocket, brought out the pookah’s paw and placed it on the glass countertop. Harry studied it for a long moment, his face giving nothing away, and then he reached under the counter and brought out a heavy steel gauntlet. He slipped it on to his left hand, picked up the paw and put it away under the counter. When he brought his hand back up, the gauntlet was gone. Harry nodded briefly to me, the nearest he could bring himself to appearing pleased.


‘Aren’t you going to ask me where I got it?’ I said.


‘You know I never ask questions,’ said Harry. ‘Because I don’t care. You always bring me the tastiest items, dear boy! I’ve almost got enough parts now to make a whole pookah. You haven’t stated a price, which leads me to suppose you’re here to make a trade. What is it you’re looking for?’


‘You know what I want. I want the compass, Harry. The one you said I’d never be able to afford the last time I was here.’


Harry sighed quietly. ‘You still can’t, but … You are a devil, dear boy, to tempt me so unmercifully.’


‘I learned it all from you, Harry.’


He reached under the counter and brought out an old-fashioned steel-bound compass. No matter what you ask for, Harry can always produce it from somewhere under the counter. He hefted the compass in his hand for a moment, as though trying to decide whether he could bear to be parted from it, and then placed it carefully on the glass counter. I picked it up, and the needle swung wildly until I concentrated, and then it pointed steadily at the door behind me. I smiled and closed my hand around it.


‘This will do nicely.’


‘A compass to point the way to whatever you need,’ said Harry. ‘Do I have to remind you that what you need often turns out to be very different from what you want?’


‘I’ve always been able to tell the difference,’ I said.


‘Not always,’ said Harry. ‘Or you wouldn’t be here looking for Annie Anybody.’


The compass vibrated in my hand, and when I turned, the door was already opening. A glamorous redhead came through first, wearing too much makeup and a silver lamé evening dress that she still somehow managed to make look cheap. She was hanging on the arm of a large brutal figure in an expensive suit that I just knew he didn’t appreciate.


Danny Page … businessman, entrepreneur and thug about town. Very definitely married to someone other than the redhead. I quietly put away the compass and stepped back from the counter.


Danny looked disdainfully around the shop. I was pretty sure that was his default expression. His scowl deepened as he looked at me. Whatever had brought Danny to Old Harry’s Place, he didn’t want any witnesses. I smiled happily back at him, refusing to take the hint, and Danny was lost for a response. He wasn’t used to people he couldn’t intimidate with a look. The redhead tugged insistently at his arm.


‘This is the place I was telling you about, darling! They have the most marvellous things here! And you did promise to buy me something special …’


Her voice was high and breathy, and her eyes were really wide, despite the weight of her false eyelashes. The smile she bestowed on Danny would have fooled anyone else, but I knew a honey trap when I saw one.


Danny nodded reluctantly to the redhead and allowed her to lead him to the counter. I fell back a little more to give them some room. Danny glowered darkly at Harry, who merely nodded politely in return.


‘Mr Page … How may I be of service to such a distinguished gentleman as yourself?’


‘I remember this place from when I was a kid,’ Danny said slowly. ‘We were all too scared to come in here, because of what our parents told us about you. But in the end … it’s just somewhere else I could buy with the small change in my pocket.’


The redhead pouted enticingly. ‘But they have such nice things here, sweetie …’


She broke off as Harry held up a gun and showed it to Danny.


‘You can have this back when you leave, Mr Page.’


Danny looked at him, shocked, and then his hand dived to where the gun should have been and came back empty.


‘How did you …?’


Harry smiled briefly. ‘Do you really want to know?’


Danny thought about it and decided that he didn’t. Harry made the gun disappear under his counter. Danny scowled at the redhead.


‘What do you want? And make it quick.’


‘I want something special, to show how much you love me,’ said the redhead. ‘You promised me a diamond ring!’


I had to smile. I could see the honey trap closing, even if the mark couldn’t. The redhead was working for the wife, looking for hard evidence that her man was cheating on her. A man could lie about the lipstick on his collar, but not about the diamond ring on another woman’s finger. Harry reached under his counter, brought out a cardboard box and dumped it on the glass top. It was packed with gold and silver rings, some set with gems that glowed supernaturally bright, charged with such presence they seemed to fill the whole shop. Danny and the redhead stared into the box, mesmerized.


‘Rings,’ said Harry. ‘Invisibility rings, wishing rings, destiny rings; blessed and cursed. My very own lucky dip.’


Danny raised his eyes to look at him. ‘Maybe some of the old stories are true after all.’


The redhead was already picking rings out of the box and cooing over them. ‘Diamonds are a girl’s best friend, sweetie …’


‘Whereas rubies are the kind of friend who calls you a slut behind your back, so they can steal your boyfriend,’ I said cheerfully.


Danny glowered at me. ‘You. Disappear.’


‘Oh, you just carry on,’ I said. ‘Don’t mind me.’


I moonwalked into the rear of the shop, deep enough into the shadows to conceal me, but still close enough to keep an eye on what was happening. Danny made a move to go after me, but the redhead quickly grabbed his arm.


‘Help me choose, sweetie. They all look so lovely!’


Danny looked into the box, and his hand went straight to one particular ring. He held it up to the light so they could both study the heavy gold encrusted with diamonds.


‘Ooh …’ said the redhead. ‘I want that one, sweetie!’


‘An excellent choice, Mr Page,’ said Harry. ‘A destiny ring – for the man who’s going places. The stones were fashioned from fragments of the Mountain of Light, when Albert had it cut down as a present for Victoria.’


‘How much?’ said Danny.


‘The soul of your firstborn,’ said Harry. ‘Or the last ten years of your life. Special rings have special prices.’


Danny gaped at him for a moment and then threw the ring back into the box. ‘Are you kidding me? This whole shop and everything in it isn’t worth that!’ He turned on the redhead viciously. ‘What kind of scam is this? You’re the one who insisted on coming here; what kind of game are you playing?’


‘I didn’t know!’ the redhead said quickly. ‘I’ll choose another ring, sweetie – something you can afford.’


That was the wrong thing to say. Danny drew back his hand to hit her. And I hit the button on my pen. Time slammed to a halt, and Harry’s shop was suddenly suffused with a harsh crimson light. There was a feeling of dust falling endlessly and the sound you hear between heartbeats. I came forward out of the shadows, moved in behind Danny and pulled his trousers down. It took some effort to wrestle the rigid materials down around his ankles, and by the time I was done, I was getting dangerously short of breath. I looked at Harry, and he winked at me. Which should have been impossible, but that’s Harry for you.


I slogged my way over to the front door and forced it open, and then went back to stand behind Danny. I hit the button on my pen and took a deep breath as Time started up again. Danny yelped with surprise as he saw where his trousers were, and forgot all about hitting the redhead. He bent over to pull up his trousers, and I kicked him solidly in the arse.


Danny cried out and stumbled forward, off balance. He sounded more shocked than hurt. It had been a long time since anyone had dared treat him like that. I kicked his arse again. He staggered on, desperate not to fall flat on his face. One last kick was enough to launch him through the open door and out into the street. I slammed the door shut, turned around and smiled at the redhead.


‘Hello, Annie. It’s been a while.’


‘Not long enough,’ she said sharply, suddenly nothing like the airhead she’d been playing. ‘How did you manage that?’


‘All part of my new role,’ I said proudly. ‘I am now Gideon Sable, master thief!’


Annie shook her head. ‘You always did have more ambition than sense.’


I had to smile. ‘You’re the one who brought your mark to Harry’s. I’m sure the wife would have settled for any old ring.’


She sniffed loudly. ‘Danny made a big thing about only getting me the best.’ She glared at Harry. ‘The prices have gone up since I was last here.’


Harry shrugged. ‘He should have made the deal. A ring like that could have made him king of the world – for a time.’


‘The ring was for me!’ said Annie.


Harry raised an eyebrow. ‘You think he would have let you keep it?’


Annie turned her glare on me. ‘What are you doing back here, screwing up my life again?’


I raised an eyebrow. ‘Ingratitude, thy name is woman. I just saved you from a beating.’


‘I could have handled him!’


‘Yeah, you probably could,’ I said. ‘But my way was funnier. Anyway! I’m here to offer you a real job.’


‘Of course,’ said Annie. ‘I should have known you wouldn’t just happen to be here at the same time as me. How did you find me?’


‘I stole a lucky charm from a scumbag banker, just an hour ago,’ I said. ‘I came here, and the charm arranged things so you’d be here, too.’


Annie frowned. ‘But I talked Danny into bringing me here yesterday … long before you stole the charm!’


‘I know!’ I said cheerfully. ‘Freaky, isn’t it?’


Annie looked at me suspiciously. ‘If you had something that powerful, what are you doing at Harry’s?’


‘I just swapped it for something far more useful,’ I said. ‘We need to talk, Annie. I’m putting a crew together, for the biggest heist ever.’


The front door burst open as Danny Page came charging in. His trousers were back where they belonged, and his hands were clenched into fists. Annie moved quickly to stand behind me. Either so I could protect her or so I could soak up whatever violence was heading our way. I got ready to hit my pen again, but Harry just nodded to the stuffed grizzly bear by the door, and it reached out and grabbed hold of Danny. He cried out angrily as the heavy arms closed remorselessly around him, tried to fight his way free and found he couldn’t. The bear squeezed hard, until all the fight went out of Danny, and then threw him out on to the street again. The door quietly closed itself. The bear nodded to Harry and went back to being stuffed.


‘Thanks, Yogi,’ I said. I turned to Harry. ‘Is your back room available?’


‘Possibly,’ said Harry.


I dropped an envelope full of cash on to the countertop, and Harry made it disappear. There’s only one back room at Old Harry’s Place, but somehow it’s always available for the right price.


‘Hold everything!’ said Annie. ‘I’m not going anywhere with you, Gideon, until I get some questions answered.’


‘If you want answers, we have to use the back room,’ I said reasonably. ‘Where we can be sure no one else might overhear them.’


‘Privacy is guaranteed, my children,’ said Harry, smiling avuncularly at us from his high seat. ‘You can say or do anything you like in my back room, confident that no one in this world or the next will be any the wiser. Just head on back and the room will find you.’


Annie made a short exasperated sound and stalked off into the shadows. I hurried after her and we quickly left the regular shop behind. The stacks and shelves appeared to extend away on both sides until we seemed to be walking through a crowded warehouse. As though space itself had expanded, to make room for all the amazing things Harry had accumulated.


We passed by a row of old-fashioned slot machines, and one after another they flashed their lights and rolled their counters, paying off big time in showers of money. The jangling coins piled up on the floor, but Annie just kept going, refusing to acknowledge anything was happening. The machines kept on trying to pay out even after they were empty.


‘This is why I’ve been reduced to working as a honey trap,’ said Annie, staring straight ahead so she wouldn’t have to look at me. ‘Every time I use my gift, it gets harder to shut it down. And sometimes it works whether I want it to or not. Still think I’m what you need for your crew, Gideon?’


‘I’ll always need you, Annie,’ I said.


‘You haven’t changed a bit. You’re still a damned fool.’


A door appeared before us, blocking a narrow passageway lined with rows of fur coats made from the pelts of extremely rare species. The werewolf came with the head still attached as a hood, the yeti stank to high heaven, and the fur on the chupacabra was still moving. The door swung open as we approached, and Annie strode through without slowing. I gave the coats plenty of room and sauntered in after her.


Harry’s back room was so small that only the table and two chairs kept me from confusing it with a closet. No windows, no nice pictures on the walls, and definitely no Wi-Fi. A single bare bulb supplied the only light. Once the door closed behind us, it felt as though we’d been cut off from the rest of the world. An unsettling feeling, even if it was what I was paying for. Harry made his back room available for secret meetings, plots and intrigues, and the occasional human sacrifice, which was why there was always plastic sheeting on the floor. You could say or do anything in this room, secure in the knowledge no one else would ever know. And many had.


Annie sat down on one side of the table, and I sat down facing her. It seemed safest to keep a table between us, considering how we’d last parted. Annie fixed me with her best cold, unwavering stare.


‘All right,’ she said flatly. ‘Let’s talk. Starting with: how the hell did you become Gideon Sable?’


‘The original master thief is gone,’ I said. ‘I’ve taken over the name.’


‘You really think you can step into his boots?’ said Annie. ‘That man was a legend!’


‘So am I, now,’ I said. ‘And as far as anyone else knows, I always was.’


Annie shook her head, hard enough to make the ringlets of her crimson wig dance. ‘You always did have ideas above your station.’


‘I can remember when you did, too.’


I searched her face for even the smallest sign that she remembered how we used to feel about each other, but it could have been a complete stranger looking back at me. So I met her cold gaze with a calm, businesslike stare of my own. Because I needed Annie to believe I knew what I was doing. And yet … I couldn’t let it go.


‘Are you really still mad at me?’


For a moment, she was actually too angry to speak, and then it all came spilling out.


‘Mad at you? Because you ran out on me after our last job – with all the money? I had to disappear into a hole and drag it in behind me, just to make sure no one could find me! I don’t hear a word from you in almost five years, and now you have the nerve to pop up out of nowhere and ask if I’m still mad at you? What do you think?’


‘I had to disappear,’ I said steadily. ‘People were looking for me. Someone talked; I never did find out who. I had to vanish completely before they found out about you. The real you.’


Annie sat back in her chair and folded her arms tightly. ‘You always did have an answer for everything. But I don’t care any more. You’re wasting your charm on me, Gideon. I stopped believing in you a long time ago.’


I didn’t say anything, letting the silence drag on until she couldn’t help but ask the next question.


‘What could be so important to bring you crawling out of the woodwork? And what makes you think I want to hear anything you have to say?’


‘I’m putting together a very special crew, for a really big heist,’ I said. ‘I have a patron, funding … and the kind of payoff you can retire on.’


She didn’t quite laugh in my face. ‘Who would hire you for a job like that?’


‘Not me,’ I said. ‘Gideon Sable, master thief.’


‘You never learn,’ Annie said tiredly. ‘Every score was always going to be the biggest, every job a guaranteed success – right up to the point when it suddenly wasn’t. Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t just punch you in the face for old time’s sake, and walk out of here?’


I met her gaze unflinchingly. ‘So you can go back to being a honey trap?’


‘A girl has to make a living,’ said Annie. ‘After what you did to me, I had to take what I could get.’


‘Then look on this as my chance to put things right,’ I said. ‘I have a plan, and a victim you’ll approve of. Let me give you your old life back.’


‘First rule of the con,’ said Annie. ‘If something seems too good to be true, the odds are it is. What’s the catch?’


I grinned at her. ‘Are you kidding? We’re going to burgle the secret vault of the worst man in the world! The odds are we’ll all end up dead!’


She smiled for the first time. ‘All right, I’ll bite. Who would we be stealing from?’


‘Fredric Hammer.’


She sat up straight, her smile gone in a moment. ‘Damn you; I’m in. But only as a business partner, nothing more. Is that clear?’


‘Of course,’ I said. ‘Now, what’s going on with your gift?’


‘You remember how I acquired it,’ she said.


I did. Basically, it was a love charm gone wrong. Annie stole the charm because it was so badly guarded it would have been a crime not to, but she didn’t have time to find the instructions on how to make it work. So it ended up making machines fall in love with her and want to do anything to please her.


‘Everything was fine when my gift could make cash machines empty themselves for me,’ said Annie. ‘Or persuade computers to tell me all their dirty little secrets. But down the years it’s become more and more difficult to control. Which is why I’m reduced to working jobs where I don’t have to rely on it.’


‘I did wonder why you never made more of yourself after we parted,’ I said.


‘I thought the same about you.’


I smiled. ‘So you did think about me?’


She didn’t smile back, but she didn’t look away. ‘You’re a hard act to forget, though God knows I’ve tried.’


‘We always were good for each other,’ I said.


‘You were always good for yourself.’


‘Can’t give me an inch, can you?’


She raised a single painted eyebrow. ‘Would you?’


‘Of course,’ I said. ‘You know I always have a comeback up my sleeve.’


‘All right,’ Annie said resignedly. ‘What have you been doing since you abandoned me to the wolves?’


‘You weren’t the only one who lost everything,’ I said steadily. ‘I’ve had to be a whole bunch of people in the last few years, none of whom you’d have heard of, and I wasn’t happy being any of them. Until I lucked into the chance to become Gideon Sable.’


‘Don’t try to make me feel bad for you,’ said Annie. ‘Not after what you put me through.’


I leaned forward across the table. I wanted to reach out and take her hands in mine, but she wasn’t ready for that yet.
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