
Another furlough in the fleshpots of London. The last few months had been a killer, and we were all 

more than happy to head off to the big city to let off some steam. Unlike the rest of the guys, 

however, I went alone. That’s how I operate. I don’t want any drunken buddies cramping my style. 

Or seeing what I get up to. What I had in mind for a lucky someone would not be pretty, and would 

definitely not be legal.  

I checked in at a small hotel in one of the city’s smaller neighbourhoods, not West End but not East 

End either, dumped the bag and went for a look around. I had a coffee in a small café, nearly 

deserted; no wonder – the coffee was ersatz and the slice of cake would have made a good door 

stop. Next stop, the pics, The Gaumont.  Faded grandeur, bigger than I would have expected. This Is 

The Army, a musical with that schmuck Ronald Reagan in it, was playing. I bought a ticket and sat in 

the smoky darkness with a dozen other lost souls for an hour and a half. It was dreadful. 

I emerged blinking into a dull, rainy afternoon. This part of the city looked so dreary I almost went 

back to the station and the next stop along the line, but that wouldn’t have fitted with the plan. So I 

got myself a newspaper, some cigarettes and a half bottle of scotch and headed back to my room. I 

kicked off my shoes, stretched out on the bed and relaxed with all three of my purchases. The paper 

was as dreary as the weather; after half an hour I was dozing off, so I took a shower and freshened 

myself up for the evening. Party time. I collected my usual accessories – cigarettes, wallet complete 

with false ID, small leather cosh, my special knives, a ball of tough twine, and took off, into the 

night.  

I decided to try my luck at the dining room of a nearby hotel, grander than the flea-pit I’d booked 

into. The place was stuffy and overpriced. I got a table near the door, and positioned myself so I 

could see – and be seen by – any newcomers. I’m not one to brag, but I was the best catch in that 

place by some distance. The average age of my fellow diners must have been about the same as my 

parents’, and the room was nearly silent, with only a murmur of conversation from a couple at the 

next table. The service was slow, but I wasn’t in any hurry. As I smoked a cigarette before the dessert 

course I considered my next move. The social life in places like this would centre around the many 

pubs on or just off the High Street. It was still early, about eight, so I lingered over my coffee, which 

was only slightly better than the greasy spoon’s had been.  

The first pub I tried, The Royal Oak, was an old man’s place. Some of the old men looked as if they’d 

already passed away. The Grapes was a bit better, and I stayed for a drink at the bar, people 

watching. A younger crowd, mostly couples; nothing for me there. Next, the Fox and Hounds; I could 

sense a difference when I walked through the door. I stood just inside the door for a heartbeat or 

two, letting the happy crowd get an eyeful, then made my way, smiling, an excuse me here, a may I 

there, through the throng. A space opened up at the bar and I was there, caught the barman’s eye, 

asked for a scotch, a decent single malt. Glass in hand, I turned, leaned my back against the bar and 

surveyed the room. 

I saw him as soon as he came in. Hard to miss him; he posed by the door for about five minutes, 

making sure he was noticed. Well turned out, good looking in an obvious sort of a way. A Yank by the 

cut of his suit. Just the type of arrogant bastard I liked. Liked taking down a peg or two, that is. I left 

my table in the corner of the bar, and headed over. He was holding what looked like a whisky. I 

squeezed in beside him, without looking at him, and ordered the same.  



A voice to my left, asking the barman for a whisky and lemonade, made me turn, and I was rewarded 

by a vision – dark hair a la Betty Grable, and a figure that would make a bishop kick a hole in a 

stained glass window. “Let me get that” I said, with a winning smile. Gorgeous turned to me. Smoky 

grey-green eyes, and a warm smile, she was a real knockout.  

I made sure he got an eyeful, then turned on the charm, both headlights, full beam. He reacted. Got 

you.“Thanks so much, that’s very kind of you. But I never let anyone buy me a drink until I’ve been 

properly introduced.” I held out a hand. “Gloria, very pleased to meet you. You’re an American, aren’t 

you?” He admitted he was, told me his name was Joe. We shook hands, and as simple as that, we 

were an item. 

I suggested taking our drinks to a table, and we made our way to a secluded corner of the pub. 

Gloria was bright, vivacious and fun. God, how I hated her. I knew her type so well; she deserved 

everything she was shortly going to get. I was my usual charming self as we told each other our life 

stories – although mine, naturally, was not so much heavily edited as a work of fiction.  

We shared stories and cigarettes until closing time. He was boyishly eager when I suggested a 

nightcap, back at my place. This was altogether too easy. 

Gloria had a small terraced house in a dull street, where nobody else appeared to have much of a 

social life. All tucked up in their beds by , like good little citizens. Inside the door, we shucked our 

coats and headed for the living room. Gloria lit the fire and drew the curtains, then headed upstairs 

to ‘change into something more comfortable’. While she was away I mixed us a couple of drinks, a 

whisky with a lot of water for yours truly, and a special cocktail for Gloria; a bit of everything in it, 

until it was strong enough to fell an ox. 

Upstairs, I quickly changed into the silk negligee and made sure I had the powder handy. I tucked the 

sachet somewhere discreet and went back downstairs. Party time. I checked my look in the mirror at 

the top of the stairs. I looked good. Hell, I looked spectacular.  

Gloria sashayed in wearing a diaphanous silk number that showed a bit of leg and a lot of promise. If 

I’d been in the market for what she was offering I would have dropped to my knees and howled to 

the moon right there and then. After the second sip of her cocktail she put it down on a side table, 

but caught the edge, and next thing it was on the floor, a bright green puddle spreading across the 

stained carpet. Gloria brought in a towel and I helped her clean it up, then disposed of the towel in 

the kitchen. 

The drink he’d mixed was lethal, and a bilious green colour. God knows what he’d put in it; no way 

was I drinking that. I managed to tip it on the floor and got Joey boy out of the room for long enough 

to fix his drink. Two can play at that game, old son.   

When I got back she was mixing herself a new drink. It was looking like a longer night than I’d 

anticipated, and I was beginning to develop a real dislike for the gorgeous Gloria. Her dogged 

cheerfulness was grating, and my hands itched to get round that smooth neck. 

Was he getting a bit rattled? He looked a bit discomfited that his grand plan was beginning to 

unravel. I smiled as I settled back on to the couch beside him, lit two cigarettes and passed him one. I 

watched him carefully as we chatted. A thin sheen of sweat gleamed on his forehead, and he 



loosened his tie. “Why don’t you take off that heavy old jacket?” I purred. He looked genuinely 

panicked.  

“I’m fine, Glo, really” I said, although I wasn't; the room had gotten unbearably warm and I was 

starting to sweat. “Unless you want to continue our conversation…upstairs?” She finished her drink, 

smiled and stood up, without swaying even a little bit, I was disappointed to note . “What a good 

idea. Why don’t you knock that back and we’ll do just that.” I downed the contents of my glass and 

stood up. Or at least I tried to; what actually happened was that I half straightened into a kind of 

question mark shape then fell forwards into a small coffee table. My head hit  something hard and 

black nothingness overwhelmed me.  

He went down like a sack of spuds. His head caught the ashtray and he was out cold. I didn’t even 

need to follow through with the rolling pin I keep stashed behind the cushion. I got him out of his 

jacket. Well, blow me if he hadn’t come prepared – there was a little, leather covered cosh, very 

lethal, a couple of posh little knives with ivory handles, and a ball of strong twine. I spread the haul 

out on the table, and considered. Clearly, Joey was a bit more than he seemed. I tried the little cosh 

out for size. It had a nice heft to it. He was starting to stir, so I tapped him on the side of the head 

 

with it and he went limp. I changed out of the silk into something more suitable, dragged sleepy-head 

to the cellar door, opened it, and heaved him through the opening. He hit every step on the way 

down, and landed a bit awkwardly. I hurried down after him and checked his pulse. Still with us. 

Good. I wanted him to realise what was happening. I had one of his nice knives and his twine with 

me; it was short work to get him trussed up good and tight. I rammed the towel we’d used to clean 

up his cocktail into his mouth. That should hold him for a while. I was filthy, and not a little sweaty. 

Time for a nice long bath.    

I came to in some pain, and a lot of discomfort. A cloth that tasted as if it had been soaked in raw 

spirit was jammed hard in my mouth. And it was dark. The darkness was so complete I though I’d 

gone blind. I tried to move, and found my wrists were tied together, and to my ankles. From the feel 

of the bindings, with my own twine. I ached all over, and had a pounding headache.  I lay in the 

darkness, stunned mentally as well as physically. Gloria had sucker-punched me. Played me at my 

own game. I couldn’t believe it. The thought that some dame had outsmarted me was not 

something I wanted to dwell on.  

So I stopped feeling sorry for myself and tried to do something about it. I started twisting and 

turning, which brought a pain in my arms, legs, and wrists so severe I nearly passed out. After a good 

half hour I had moved maybe two feet. My face was now pressed against something softer than the 

ground, but something that smelled pretty bad.  

Then a slit of light appeared near high up above my head. I was disorientated until I realised that I 

was lying in a basement. I heard the click of Gloria’s stilettos as she came down the steps. She flicked 

a switch and the room was flooded with a harsh yellow light. I saw that the thing my face was 

pressed against was a body, and realised that whoever it was had been dead for some time. I 

gagged, and nearly died there and then because of the cloth in my mouth. I twisted away, and 

squinted towards the light.  



He was awake, and had been squirming about. His face was pressed up against Mr Fisher, Joe’s 

immediate predecessor, which can’t have been too pleasant for him. For Joe that is. Mr Fisher didn’t 

mind. He’d been dead for two months. 

“Wakey wakey, rise and shine. No, belay that last command. Don’t get up. How nice of you to 

provide your own bindings. Nice cosh as well, or sap, isn’t that what you Yanks call these things? The 

little knives will come in handy too, next time I need to gut some fish. Let me tell you how this is 

going to play out, Joe, or whatever your real name is. I’ve done to you what you were planning to do 

to me. You’ve made this nice and easy for me; I usually feel a tiny bit sorry for my men. But it’s 

particularly rewarding to get one over on someone as cocky and, well, obnoxious as you. So get used 

to the surroundings, cos here you will stay, for the rest of your natural, or unnatural, life. I’m going to 

sock you now, quite hard, with your own little toy, make sure your bindings are as tight as they 

possibly can be, and leave you to your own devices. When you come to - if you come to - you’ll have 

plenty of time to think about me. Pleasant dreams, matey.”  

He twisted, and looked up at me. His eyes were like saucers. He was terrified; he knew exactly what 

the future had in store for him. I favoured him with my best smile, raised my right arm high and 

brought his leather cosh down with as much force as I could muster. There was a horrible crunching 

noise, and he was still. I stood for a while, admiring my handiwork, pleased that I wasn’t even 

breathing hard. There was a sizeable dent in the side of Joe’s head, and dark, thick blood was pooling 

on the floor. Woops - maybe I had hit him a little hard. The cosh was clearly a weapon that would 

take some getting used to. Practice, that's what I need, practice, I told myself as I turned out the light 

and closed the door on my men. Plenty of time for that. I whistled a happy tune as I climbed the 

wooden hill to bedfordshire. Tomorrow was another day.                                


