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Episode One: Not quite a hero

Chapter 1
You want fries with that?
I glared at the customer the other side of the counter. What was so hard about
picking from the countless options of chicken fried in crap? But, no, you’d think I’d
asked her if she could give me the definition of theft verbatim.
I could give her the definition. I could give her the definition of burglary and
robbery too along with the aggravated versions.
“You choosing?” I chewed on my gum and leaned onto the counter.
The woman stared at my arms. “Um... what do you recommend?”
Her gaze was locked to my left forearm in particular. I had a broken padlock
inked among a swirled knotted piece of driftwood. My favourite piece.
“You want my artist’s number?” I peered at her under my eyebrows and flicked
my floppy fringe out my face.
“No, thank you.” She shook her head. Now she was staring at my hands and the
huge silver watch on my wrist.
“You want me to pick or something?” I flexed my fingers and drummed the
counter.
“Um... why not?” Now she looked like I’d beat her. “I once knew a lesbian in
college.” She nodded like we were in zoo.
“Nice for you.” I picked the greasiest meal we had. “Does she know what meal
she wants?”
The woman laughed, hysterical. “I don’t know but she once went out with a
woman who fixed cars.”
I chomped my gum and shovelled the artery-clogging “meal” in a unhygienic
cardboard box. Should have stuck grease-proof paper in but we’d run out... a month
ago.

“I stolen plenty of cars, that any good?” I dipped my head and slid her meal across
then flashed her a half-chewing, half-fake smile.
“Oh...” She stared at the cardboard junk. “Is that why you decorated yourself
then?”
I stared up at the “go large” sign over her head. “What the fuck?”
She stepped back.
Oh yeah, swearing wasn’t good customer service. “I mean... I don’t get what you
are saying?”
“Right.” She held out her credit card with a trembling hand. “I mean your...
tattoos and your hair...”
I swiped her card, twice. Once through the till and once through my reader so I
got the exact same amount in my account.
“Stopped me getting sold off.” I nodded with a fake smile. “But don’t tell my boss.
He thinks I’m gay too.”
And she had no idea if I was kidding. She took her cardboard box.
“You’re not gay...?” She looked me up and down. “Men find you attractive?”
I slid a flat, sweetener filled cup of watery syrup at her. “Used to. Especially when
I took off my top and did a pole dance.”
What was this lady on?
She laughed, blurted. Brow furrowed again. I swiped her card three times for
good measure and handed back her card with a false big grin. “I’m joking.”
I’d never needed a pole.
She took the card with shaking hands.
I chewed away and looked her up and down... too tempting... “You want my
phone number or what?”
And she was out the door in seconds.
I chuckled to myself and wiped down the counter as my manager slouched in

from staring at football scores and slobbering all over his filtered cigarette.
“Aggie, why is that woman running to her car?” He glanced back out the door,
checked out her ass and turned back to me: expectant.
“Told her it would be a great idea to get her metabolism working so that the food
is burned off quicker.” I chewed away. I had this deadpan voice bit like my older sister
had. She could keep her face straight in most situations. I wasn’t like that. People knew
I wanted to deck them.
“Oh,” he said like he knew what fitness was and yanked up his tight jeans.
“You’re so good with them.”
“Yeah, it’s a gift.” I thumbed to the door and stuck my gum under the counter. “I
fancy a break.”
“Sure.” He nodded. He’d learned in the first week that I did what I liked, when I
liked.
I strolled out into the car park and flicked my phone out of my pocket. My sterling
customer was the wife of a university professor. She had a degree in business, a masters
in business admin and three kids. She had three points on her licence from speeding—
tut, tut—paid all her bills on time... and yeah... her college roommate was a lesbian. A
big one. In fact she ran an LGBT+ centre in the capital.
I pulled my pack of cigarettes from my back pocket and slid one in my mouth.
Annual household income was well over a hundred grand. I swiped the screen
across to her bank account and lit my cigarette. Husband drove a Porsche Boxster and
she drove a Porsche Cayenne. How nice, his and hers. I moved ten grand over into one
of my accounts and removed the record of it from her bank details.
“Hey... hey it’s you?” someone mumbled to me from my right.
I flicked my phone to the locked screen. Was I due a visit from my probation
officer?
“It is you... um... I’m sorry to bother you...” I knew that voice. I looked up and met

Ellen Chalmers calm green eyes. Considering she was early thirties she dressed like
someone in her fifties. “Um... I don’t know if you remember me... you look so
different.”
“No shitting me.” I flashed her a smile, this time it was genuine. “You look like a
schoolteacher.”
She snorted out a laugh. She had this sweet way of scrunching up her entire face
including her nose until her eyes sparkled with it. She looked twelve again.
“I probably do, yeah.” She tucked her dark hair behind her ears. “Listen, I know
you must be busy... I just... how’ve you been?”
“You got dressed up to come and find me just to girl-talk?” I dragged on my
cigarette and pulled it from my mouth between my thumb and index finger. She
watched the gesture like I was performing some amazing feat.
“No... I just want to be polite.” She smoothed over the back of her pencil line skirt
and perched on the grease-stained empty plastic crate beside me. “I attempted to read
up on building relationships with people.”
I blew smoke into her face. “You grew up with me, Ellen, you don’t need to build
anything.” I smiled when she coughed. She sure knew how to present herself as
respectable.
“I know but you’ll make me feel better if you try.” She turned her legs toward me
so she rode the crate side saddle.
“Sure, why not. I thought Wales would be a neat place to live and decided greasy
chicken was my calling.” I nodded and dragged on my cigarette. She couldn’t take her
eyes off my hands. “You thinking of stealing my rings or what?”
Ellen tucked her dark hair behind both ears. It still fell forward at her shoulders
and she always stuck the tip of her tongue out when she was trying to think. “No... I’m
just trying to figure out if you’re going to spare your hands of ink or if you’re going to
remove your skin colour completely.”

I breathed smoke in her face. “Why you run a laser surgery clinic or somethin’?”
“No... I...” She blew out a breath. “You always intimidated me.”
“Don’t sweat it. I intimidate everyone.” I finished my cigarette and flicked it onto
the concrete. “So...?”
“I need your help.” She sighed and studied her sensible conservative heels. “I got
out... sort of... I’ve got something going for me but... I could lose it and then I won’t
have anything and then what?” She rubbed at her long throat with her fingernails. “I’m
not as adaptable as you.”
“Nothin’ to it. You take the order and serve the chicken.” I rubbed my tongue over
the front of my teeth under my lip. Ellen had always said it was my only tell, my
thinking tell, all other times she said I was so laid back she wanted to hand me mattress.
“How hot is the water you’re in?”
“It boiled ages ago... I have to keep up the payments, you know? If I do, I can keep
what I have... If I don’t, I have to go crawling back.” She stuck her hands in her hair. “I
can’t. I can’t go back.”
“So run.” I shrugged and got to my feet.
“Yeah, because that worked out so well for Suz?” Ellen shook her head and
hugged herself. “Please help me.”
I growled. This was thing: I broke a load of rules I shouldn’t have growing up. I
did things the rough way and I disappeared fair and square. No one should have been
able to find me, that was the point, yet here was Ellen.
“How’d you know where I was?” I scratched at my jaw and rolled out my
shoulders.
“I didn’t. I was headed over to the carwash over there,” she said, motioning to it
like I wouldn’t know what a carwash was. “I mean, I half expected it not to be you but it
is you and you are exactly what I need.”
“You’re telling me that out of all the places you could’ve set up, you picked the

same town I did?” Although I hadn’t picked it. It had been the hometown of the woman
on the plane next to me.
“I’m telling you that my place is ten miles to the west and I swear I never expected
to see you again, ever.” She held up her hands. “I mean it. You’re like a legend. No one
knows where you are... Your sister has feelers out looking for you everywhere.”
“This is where you blackmail me?” I slipped more gum in my mouth and slunk
onto one hip.
“If I have to.” Ellen shrugged. “But I swear, if you help, I can set you up with a
place or whatever you need. It’s a short term issue.”
“Or?”
“I tell your sister?” She smiled up at me so sweetly. “And you know she will go
nuts if she sees you inked yourself up.”
I rolled my eyes. My sister was the upstanding one. She did the right thing and
helped people. I adored her. I mean, growing up with her was a blast but I had my own
thing going and I didn’t need her trying to give me a conscience.
“You know she’ll be mad.” Ellen got up and brushed herself down. “I have
Ferrari?”
“I’ll get my coat.” I strode into the restaurant pulled my jacket from the office and
the manager looked up from watching football on his phone. “I’m taking some time
off.”
“Sure.” He nodded and went back to his phone.
I slid the jacket on and marched out to the car park. Ellen was already in her car
and waiting. “I drive.”
She got out and headed to the passenger seat. “Your sister wears a jacket like
that.”
“Yeah.” I slipped into the drivers’ side and slammed the car into gear. “Hold on, I
drive a lot like her too.”

Chapter 2
We drove for a lot longer than ten miles. Ellen’s place was somewhere in the
middle of a nature reserve with sand dunes all around. Wasn’t the place for a Ferrari
but I wasn’t complaining. It’d been years since I driven a fast car legitimately.
“So, you got my help... what exactly am I doing?” I asked as we headed through
electric gates covered in that green mesh that was supposed to stop people seeing in.
“I have seven clients on the complex. It’s fully exclusive for celebrities and
athletes. They have been here a week.” Ellen wiped over her skirt, again. “I just leave
them to it, you know? But they called me in yesterday with a slight problem.”
I took the corner fast enough she had to cling to her seat. “Uh huh. When I get
bored, I drive faster.”
“They found a dead body, okay.” She held up her hands. “Please slow down,
there is rare wildlife here.”
“A dead body... and why am I helping with a dead body?” I sped up. I was rare
wildlife myself. She could talk faster.
“Because you can manipulate them into giving you the truth... you can break in
and check them out... and if they killed him... maybe you can hide that he ever showed
up here?” She flashed me a puppy smile.
“Don’t you think your fancy clients are going to know?” I could take that bend at
seventy miles an hour, I could.
Ellen stared at the bend. “No, he could have died from natural causes but they’re
all lying through their teeth.” She winced. “And if they get embarrassed publicly, I get
hauled back to him and... I can’t... I can’t go back.”
I slammed the brakes on. “And if they killed him?”
“We bury the body and you cover their tracks... then you can charge them for the
service for all I care but I just need it on the downlow... you know?” Ellen turned to me

and gripped my thigh. “Please... the victim is some celebrity doctor. It’s not someone I
can easily wipe from attending here. I need you.”
She was good at making me feel the best. Always got to me. Every freaking time.
“Ellen—”
“Please... please... you can use my car when you like?” Ellen gazed across at me.
“And how do you think a load of rich celebrities or whatever are going to talk to
me?” I held her gaze and intensified mine. She could never hold it for long.
“Because you’re good at it... you can make anyone talk.” She leaned closer and
grabbed my chin. “It worked when we were teenagers, it won’t work now.”
I intensified my gaze further. “And who am I? You know, they might get a bit
alarmed when I stroll up to them?”
“My girlfriend.” Ellen wasn’t backing down. “You run the estate with me. You can
pull that off, can’t you?”
“You’re not my type.” I leaned closer, eyes still locked on hers. “They’ll never buy
it.”
“Oh, they will.” She gave me a smacker on the lips and pulled back. “See.”
“Yes, completely convincing. I hear wedding bells already.” I chewed my gum
and gave her smug smile. “Who was the doctor anyway?”
Ellen flicked her gaze away and hugged herself. “Doctor Edward Roland. He was
the doctor to the stars... blah, blah, blah, and if my brief hello with him was anything to
go by, he was the biggest quack going.”
Had to admit, I was a bit more interested now. “How so?”
“He specialised in getting athletes to their goals when no one else could... injury
prone people. He helped other celebrities with weight loss, fertility all with the help of
vegetables and herbs.” Ellen crinkled up her face again with a laugh. “They seriously
buy into it.”
“Let me guess, if it didn’t work, he said they weren’t compliant?” I put the car

back into gear and followed the track up to a large complex. Ellen wasn’t kidding. She
had tennis courts in all surfaces, a field big enough for any sport mowed to perfection.
She had a huge bubble like air-hanger of a building in the middle with glass all one
side. “Some nest egg.”
“Cost close to nine hundred million to build. Took every bit of skill I had to raise
the money... you know how it is...” she rubbed her hands over one another. “I have
employees... they are safe here. I wanted to do something to help, you know? Like your
sister.”
“If you do anything as stupid as try and take sharks on, I’m outta here.” I waved
my hand and pulled up next to a stone cottage. “I mean it.”
“She won though.” Ellen tucked her hair behind her ears and beamed at me. “You
get that, right? You don’t actually have to hide anymore.”
“Oh, I do.” I tapped the steering wheel. “So this one yours or what?”
“Ours,” Ellen said tapping my hand. “We’re a loved up dream team, remember?”
“You’ll never pull it off.” I got out of the car and threw her the keys. “You could
barely cope with escorting people to their tables at dinner parties.”
“Things changed.” Ellen’s eyes dulled and she opened the cottage up. “A lot
changed.”
“So why not just run to my amazing sister?” I bumped her shoulder and strode
into the living space. Cute area to the right with a sofa, two chairs, patterned rug
around a wood burner; kitchen through an archway in front, to the right of the archway
was a runner in front of a window looking out onto a small garden. The stairs to the left
looked like something out of our childhood: tiny, narrow, cramped, stone steps curling
up to somewhere.
“It’s actually the only staircase,” Ellen said to me. “Bedrooms are upstairs. There’s
three. I’m in the middle one.” She glanced back at the door. “Unless anyone knocks and
then we’re in the middle one.”

“You’ll never pull it off.” I waved my hand and slipped a cigarette in my mouth.
Ellen took it from my lips. “Not inside. Gas yourself on your own time.”
“After all the shit I’ve had pumped into me,” I said and stole the cigarette back,
“these are nothing.”
“Keep telling yourself that.” She sighed and walked into the kitchen space. It was
simple, modest, not something I’d expect from someone who spent so much money on
a complex.
She turned and shrugged like she knew what I was thinking. “I tried plush and
luxurious... I feel freaked out with a lot of space.”
I leaned against the archway. “So why are you so set on us being a thing?”
Ellen sighed. “Well... here’s the deal...”

Chapter 3
Our childhoods were pretty odd. Mine involved a lot of blood, pain, abuse and
losing people I loved. Ellen’s was close to that so we’d always had this bond.
My older sister was always off trying to fix things so I didn’t see her a massive
amount and she tended to try and fix things for Suz, who I guessed was almost like the
third sister.
I was five years younger with a massive edge and no desire to impress anyone
regardless of who they were. Ellen was shoved into the same school groups as me, same
dorms, but she was kinder, sweeter, less... volatile. Laidback I might have been but I
learned how to knock teeth out young.
That being said, our bond had been tight until I bailed. I’d asked her to come with
me, of course, but Ellen kept on talking about Suz. She never understood I’d seen Suz
gunned down. I’d watched her fall. No one knew. Not much point in telling them
either.
“Whoa!” some guy yelled as I strolled over to the grass tennis courts. Didn’t think
the weather afforded much outside playing time but it was sunny. Cold for May in
Wales and freezing for May in any other climate but it wasn’t raining.
I fed my fingers through the wire fence and nodded to him. Ball machine had
decided to fire like a machine gun. A young woman, maybe around twenty ish, ducked
behind her racket.
“Just a thought but why don’t you try hitting them instead?” I chewed away and
eyed the woman. Tennis player, up and coming or so Ellen had told me. I’d have played
tennis but you weren’t allowed to cheat. I liked cheating.
“Funny,” the tennis player muttered back. “They’re like bullets.”
I rolled my eyes, walked in through the gate and into the stream of balls. They
bounced off me and I reached the machine and turned it off. “Just call me bulletproof

then.”
The tennis player smirked but the gangly guy with her glowered.
“I’ll get you another machine.” I nodded to the guy. He was going to be difficult to
crack. Looked like he wanted to call the police. “You are...?”
He looked me up and down. “Sergio,” he muttered in clipped tones.
“And you...?” I smiled at the tennis player now grinning at me and checking out
my ink.
“Joely,” she said, strolled over and presented her hand. “It’s nice to meet you.”
I gripped her hand and pulled her to me than patted her on the back. “Likewise.
Ellen told me a lot about you.”
She blushed. “She’s very nice.”
Didn’t that make me smirk. “Yeah, wait ‘till you see her car.” I thumbed to the
next court. “I’ll go get you the machine.”
“You didn’t say your name,” Joely said and reached for my hand. She tugged me
around with a playful smile on her face. “You have to give me something to yell when I
need rescuing from the ball machine.”
I cocked my head. “Help usually works.”
“We have a session to get on with,” Sergio snapped at me and motioned to the
tennis balls littering the floor. “Laney is not going to be happy if you’re not warmed
up.”
Joely pulled her mouth to the side. “Yes, Sergio,” said like she wanted to stick the
racket up his ass. “But... what is your name?”
I hadn’t had one for a long time. It still confused me when people asked for one.
“Aggie,” I said with a nod.
“I’ll be sure to tell Ellen that you saved me from bruising... Aggie,” Joely said with
a bright, sweet smile and tucked her blonde hair behind her ears. No wonder the girl
was pulling in sponsors and supporters.

“Don’t tell her too much, she keeps a close eye on me.” I winked and wandered to
the next court as Sergio yelled at Joely. She however was drooling over me. Explained
Ellen wanting to stick a collar on me. She seemed to get this odd idea I could
manipulate a person and steal their money. I don’t know where she got it from.
“Aggie?” Joely called to me as I plugged in the replacement machine. “Do you
fancy hitting with me?”
Sergio glowered.
“Sure.” I glowered right back and picked up a racket. “I don’t play by the rules
though.”
“I get that just by looking at you,” an older woman said with a baseball hat on and
sports’ gear. She pushed the gate open and headed onto the court. “Best we keep our
tennis session honest?”
“Sounds boring.” I nodded to her and handed over the racket. “Try not to break
this machine.”
The woman eyed me. “We’ll do our best...?”
“Aggie,” Joely announced and swished her racket around with practice swings.
“She’s fearless.” She smiled over at me. “Aggie, this is Laney. She’s my coach.”
“Hmm...” Laney looked me up and down like she had made a note to distrust me
and maybe attach her purse to her belt. “I’d say it was a pleasure but I’m not quite sure
if I should ask for ID.”
I rubbed under my bottom lip and slunk onto one hip. “Sure, ask Ellen. She could
give you what tattoos I have on my ass too.”
I had a gift for customer service, what could I say?
Laney smiled like I’d given her the right answer. “Ah.” Her eyes warmed. “In that
case you understand that Joely doesn’t need to be distracted... by anything.”
“Other than a dead body?” I whispered.
Laney’s smile dropped.

“Relax.” I gave her the half-chew, half-smile. “I’m here to fix it for my girl, you
know?” We’d never pull it off. Ellen could manage a cuddle and a peck at best. “But I’ll
need to understand some things first before I can remove the distraction, hmm?”
Laney glanced over her shoulder at Sergio berating Joely for something. “I’ll make
sure everyone is open to talking to you... but if you could... try to leave Joely out of it?”
“I’ll do my best.” I winked and wandered toward the gate.
Joely flashed a cheeky smile at me.
I flashed one back, with a wink, and strolled out. Wonder how long it would take
me to get her credit card details?

Chapter 4
Joely was my in. Manipulation was a pretty simple game: offer someone in the
group something they wanted and then use that platform to get what you wanted out of
them and their group. Usually, with me, it was money or information. My older sister,
as noble as she was, stole things the good old fashioned way. She snuck in, nicked the
priceless jewel and then snuck out.
Me, I snuck into people’s affections. Personally, it was a whole lot harder a lock to
pick. My sister had been called Locks before she got all goody-two-shoes and
apparently I came from a whole line of “Locksmiths.” Think master thieves. I was just a
different kind.
“Hey,” I said, strolling into the garden of Joely’s slick chalet. Had a hot tub. Nice.
“Did you need a helmet or did you manage to hit some balls?”
Joely looked up and fussed over her blonde hair. She had that platinum blonde
just-stick-me-in-a-swimsuit-and-find-a-camera feel about her. I’d been that once and I
was happy to resign it to a bad memory.
“Oh,” she flushed a lovely shade of pink. “I can find something for you to rescue
me from if you like?”
This was going to be easier than I thought. I cocked my head. “Depends how
many years I’d get for carrying you off somewhere.”
She smirked. “None, I’m twenty one, thank you.”
I splayed my hand over my chest. “Well then, be still my thudding pulse, yeah?”
“Joely, who you talking to?” Some guy with a close shaved crop strutted out of the
patio doors. He looked me up and down. “You call maintenance?”
“That’s rude, James,” Joely thumped him on the arm. “This is Aggie. She is Ellen’s
partner.”
James nodded. “Oh.”

What the fuck had Ellen told everyone? “Oh?”
“She said you got out recently.” He looked me up and down again then held out a
hand. “Thanks for serving the country.”
“Anytime.” I gripped his hand and squeezed.
He winced and snapped it back. Some woman who could have been modelling
lingerie called from inside and he bailed.
“Sorry about him... about everyone.” Joely sighed and slid her hands to my bicep.
“They’re all really on edge about Doctor Roland, you know? They all feel really bad.”
I nodded. “Yeah, must be a tough blow as he was with you all.” I slid my free arm
around her. Information pumping time. “I know how it feels to lose people you care
about.”
She guggled—nodding to show how much she understood my words. “You lost
people when you were a fighter pilot?”
“Yeah, it was tough sometimes but I didn’t just fly.” Although I could fly, I’d
never got near a jet. I should pencil that in sometime. I’d flown a biplane, I could work
it. “Sometimes I even rescued people on the ground, you know... facing down the
enemy, charging into the line of tennis balls.”
Joely sniggered and squeezed my arm, then she sighed and looked at her feet. “I
didn’t really like Doctor Roland if I’m honest. He was weird but he did loads for my
brothers. I don’t really know why he was here with us.” She shrugged. “I feel bad for
saying it. I feel like I’m supposed to say how wonderful he was.”
“You’re being honest, it’s a good thing.” For some people. “You didn’t know why
he was here?”
“No,” Joely trailed a finger over my shoulder, watching it intently. Half expected
her to roll up my t-shirt and examine what art I had there. “This is sort of my
preparation. I have the grass court season coming up and I didn’t do so well in
Australia and I’ve been injured since.” She leaned her forehead to my shoulder. “It was

just meant to be my brothers and staff but...” She sighed. “Jez... my younger brother...
he is expected to win Paris and he’s over-hyped about it. I swear he needed Doctor
Roland to do his laces up.”
“So Jez plays too?”
“Oh yeah. He’s won a good few tournaments and beaten a top ten player this
year... all because of Doctor Roland’s help of course,” she said and rolled her eyes.
“Nothing to do with the fact he’s talented.”
“And James?” I’d need to work Jez by the sound of it. Hopefully he was more like
Joely.
“James plays football. He’s okay. He makes a living and all that but he’s out
injured again. Doctor Roland’s plan didn’t work for him.” She shrugged and peered up
at me. “Are you really engaged to Ellen? You feel... open.”
Engaged and a fighter pilot? This was why Ellen escorted people and I
manipulated them.
“What are you looking for me to be open to?” I held her gaze. No one could ever
hold the gaze.
Joely smiled into my shoulder. “I’m not... you know.” She smirked. “At least... I
mean I didn’t think I was...” She laughed and kissed my sleeve. “You feel different...
good different.” She laughed again. “I like your energy and I don’t even know you.”
I was good but wow that was fast. “And you charm people a lot, huh?”
She nodded. “I do.” She pushed back. “But I still meant what I said.”
“Just don’t let Laney or Sergio hear you or I’ll be in big trouble.” I tapped my nose.
“Wouldn’t want to distract you.”
“Having two brothers with eye candy in tow is more likely to distract me.” She
pulled her mouth to the side. “Or the fact Doctor Roland...” She rolled her hand around.
“So, do I need to ask you where you saw him before he was found?” I dipped my
head to catch her eyes. My sister was two inches taller than me but she was thinner. I

would have had an hourglass figure if I let myself but I built up my arms and my
stomach to offset it.
“You can if you like. I don’t mind if you interrogate me.” She winked and
wandered over to the lounger and slumped onto it then she set about fiddling with the
toggles dangling down from the hood of her sweater. “He was with us at dinner. He
went on about the wonder of plant proteins and how I’d be better off cutting out meat
altogether... blah, blah, blah.” She joined the two toggles. “I switched off and Laney told
him we weren’t changing anything before the grass court season.”
“Changing things would...?” I sat adjacent to her on a lounger. Her gaze went
straight to my legs. I sat with them wider open than was ladylike maybe but it was a
habit from childhood. I used place my arms between them and ease into stretches. I
might not have chosen to sneak into places but I could physically if I wanted to.
“It would potentially throw me off... or at least Laney thinks that. I dunno but then
she has been through it and won a whole load so you have to kinda go with her
sometimes.” Joely placed the toggle to her lips. “You know she won twelve grand slams
and no one knows who she is.”
I was drawing a blank but I hadn’t had much time to watch tennis. I was usually
too busy watching my back.
“Doubles,” Joely said smiling around her toggle.
“So I guess Laney and the doctor got heated?” I didn’t know enough about tennis
to know what doubles was. I did with whiskey. A double was all good when it came to
whiskey.
“Why would they get heated?” Joely smiled at me, full flirty twinkle in her eyes.
Blue eyes. Darker than mine. Mine were like chips of ice. Went with the double
whiskey.
“She got heated with me and I only picked up a racket.” I reached over and pulled
the toggle from her mouth. She could evade answering all she liked but it wouldn’t

work. “It would be normal as she’s so into making sure you’re prepared.”
Joely stared at the toggle. “Yeah...” She went to pull it back and I caught her hand
in mine: clammy. “She was mad. She didn’t like him a whole lot.”
I kissed her hand and lingered. “How about you?”
“Oh...” Her lips parted. “Um... no... not really. I didn’t hate him, I just didn’t rate
what he had to say. James and Jez swore by him though.”
“And you didn’t feel... protective?” I kissed her hand again.
She tucked her hair behind her ear with her free hand. Her eyes deepened.
“Yeah... I—”
“Hello again,” Laney muttered from the patio doors.
Joely jumped and snapped her hand back. “I should... um...” She waved, shot a
smile at me, got to her feet and bolted.
“Hi, coach.” I sat back and smiled my best smug smile at her.
“I don’t want her distracted.” Laney shut the patio doors. “And you are a bit loose
for some veteran who is engaged.”
“Ah.” I tapped my fingertip to the armrest. “Well... my fiancé has a dead body on
her hands and it could effect her business goals.” I flicked my tongue over my tooth
under my lip. “You get that need to keep your meal ticket on the right path, yeah?”
Laney narrowed her eyes.
“Are you going to deny that girl isn’t going to make you a whole lot of money?” I
held her gaze, intensified mine.
She dropped hers away. “No. What do you want, Aggie?”
“For a start, I want to know where you were when good old doctor quack snuffed
it.” I leaned onto my fist. “Try not to spare me details.”
Laney slapped her hands to her thighs and paced over to the chair Joely had just
vacated. “Alright.” She looked down at the floor. “We had a discussion at dinner.
Roland headed out somewhere and I went back to my room to re-watch the analysis

tapes on potential rivals.”
“And then?” I nodded and flicked my hand to encourage her. She stared at my
rings instead. Yes, they looked like knuckle dusters because they were meant to. If I
needed to floor someone, I had weapons at the ready.
“I came out around midnight to grab a drink. There was no one around. I grabbed
a drink in the kitchen then went back to my room and went to sleep. At three o’clock,
Sergio started yelling the house down.” Laney clicked out her elbow. “Roland was face
down on the floor so I went over expecting to roll him over and for him to be drunk but
there was no pulse.” She rubbed at her forehead. “I attempted CPR but he was cold to
the touch. So then I called Ellen.”
“And not an ambulance or the police?” Ellen could manage a bandage maybe but
she was no surgeon.
“No.” Laney put her head in her hands. “I asked Ellen not to call it in. He was
dead but I didn’t want our preparation marred by outside people snooping around. He
had no marks on him or anything. He looked like he was sleeping so I figured he’d had
a heart attack.”
“Which is what Ellen is hoping too but if that was the case, there’d be no issue
calling in the police, right?” I was a good liar, this lady was not.
“I wasn’t... sure... of his legitimacy.” Laney chewed her lip and fussed over her
neat trainers. “I suspected his treatments weren’t... legal.”
“So he had your player doping?” Maybe that’s why Joely was so friendly.
“Never.” She held my gaze with a fierceness. “Joely does not need any such
thing.”
I held up my hands.
She sighed and held up hers. “I’m sorry, but this is what I mean. I have no doubt
in my mind that he drugged people. Look at Jeremy when you meet him. No boy of
fifteen beats a ten time grand slam champion over five sets on the first go.”

“Wouldn’t they have picked up on him doping?” I leaned forward hoping it
would put Laney at ease, her shoulders were so hunched she was in danger of losing
her chin in her cleavage.
“No. I don’t know what Roland was using but Joely was not going down that road
and she was completely in agreement about it.” Laney checked her watch. “I need to
run over her recovery plan with Sergio.”
“Before you go... why does him doping players come out if you called in the
police?” I leaned further forward. “I appreciate that it’s difficult for you... take your
time.”
Picked that line up of a police detective once.
Laney sighed. “Because if he was medicating himself like I thought he was... he
would have it in his blood, then the coroner would know and the public and then Joely
would have a storm on her hands before a grand slam.”
“If she’s not doping, what would be the issue?” I smiled and stuck gum in my
mouth. Doubted lighting up next to super-coach was going to go down well.
“There would be the suspicion. It never goes away and she deserves to be cheered
for the supreme champion she is going to be.” Laney held my gaze. “When I was her
age, it was too old to win anything. You were a champion by nineteen or not at all. I had
the drive like she does but never the brain and the calmness. She has the mind of a
champion.”
“Vicarious dream, huh?” I could understand that. I was good because I was
related to my sister. She was a hero. So by association, I must be wonderful too... right?
“You don’t understand. She could be the greatest player, male or female, the game
has ever seen.” She waved her hands around as if to illustrate it. “She has talent to play
an all court attractive game but the strength to run around the ball and hammer it back
at pinpoint accuracy. She moves like an artist, she smiles at the crowd, gets them
involved. She can speak multiple languages, never swears, never gripes. She doesn’t

even challenge the umpires.” She threw up her hands. “And look at her. She’s beautiful,
she’s family orientated, she’s sweet and she’s kind.”
“How Disney.” I waved my hands back at her.
Laney narrowed her eyes. “She’s the real thing. I want to protect her.”
“Don’t blame you, sounds like she’s worth millions.” I smiled knowing I probably
looked like my sister when she wasn’t impressed. “Worth killing for.”
Laney’s throat flexed. “I didn’t kill anyone.”
“Maybe not.” I got up and flicked my cigarette pack out. “But someone else might
have and it’s important I figure that out because if I think he didn’t get killed and call in
the police as if we just found him...”
She glared at the cigarette between my lips. “How are you going to find out?
You’re an ex-fighter pilot.”
I tapped my nose and lit my cigarette. “A girl can have more than one string to her
racket.” I winked and strolled back toward Ellen’s place. Interesting.

Chapter 5
Ellen was cooking dinner as I headed inside. Smelled like... food. What did I know
but it wasn’t chicken in grease so I was good.
“So, your dead doctor might have a dodgy side.” Sometimes I sounded like my
sister too. She’d come out with something deadpan and tactless. I missed her sometimes
but if I called, I’d have to explain why I had several warrants for my arrest in numerous
countries.
“Yes.” Ellen dished out. “Did you get anywhere?”
“I think Joely is ready for an affair but she’s not handing over bank account details
yet.” I flashed her a cheeky smile and slumped down at the table. I still got the urge to
go take it to my room and sit on the floor but people found that unsociable. “We’re
taking it slowly.”
“I don’t care if you fleece her,” she said and handed over my plate. “Just find out
what happened so I can protect myself and get rid of the body.”
“What if he did just die of natural causes?” I shovelled in my food then paused as
Ellen watched me. “What?”
“I’m not taking it away.” She reached out and took my hand. “You don’t have to
stuff it in your pockets either.”
I shrugged. “Habit.”
“I know, you got it worse than any of us.” She gave me a sad smile. “Look, I don’t
think he did die of natural causes. I have the body in the freezer out back. His nose was
smashed in, he had two teeth missing and a black eye. So, someone had an issue with
him before he died.”
That did put a slant on it. “Anything else you’re missing out?”
“His room was bare. As in he had no luggage and no toiletries and no clothes.”
She shoved a forkful into her mouth. “I figured that wasn’t normal.”

“Nope.”
“Who did you talk to?” She was eating at a measured pace like some therapy had
taught her how to slow down.
I just shovelled mine in. I didn’t do eating slowly. “Laney suspected he was
doping Jeremy who I guess is also called Jez?”
Ellen nodded. “He’s Joely’s fifteen year old brother.”
“Laney swears Joely was not doping... but she’s very friendly for someone who
just met me.” I waved my fork and licked my empty plate. “Which means she’s hoping
to keep me onside and keep me from finding out what she’s hiding.”
Ellen went to the kitchen and brought back a double whiskey with ice. “So you’ll
help?”
I took the whiskey and held it up. “Aren’t you going to blackmail me if I don’t?”
“Yes, but still. It’d be nice to know how you feel about something... anything.”
Ellen tucked her dark hair behind both ears. “You’re way too much like Locks
sometimes.”
I grinned and sipped at the whiskey. “In that case, I’d better be a hero then, huh?”
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