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FORCE

THE BRAT IN THE HAT

Chapter One

A Lark in Central Park.
   Real Wilde Childe
March 1995

New York

Spring at last! On vacation in the Big Apple, Id just been to friends’ party. As it was late; 3am - I decided to stay at my New York pad. Kittan was quite impressed when I drove her right in to it, through the steel shutter door. From the outside, the place looks just like an industrial workshop, which it was before I converted it into a des res. The lights, heating and air con came on automatically as I got out of Kittan.

*This is most unusual Danial. I have never been inside a human habitat before. I approve.*

“Thanks. I had this place built about 10 years ago. It was safer for my old cars y’ see. Nite” I yawned, crashing on the sofa bed. “Light out.”  The lights went out, so did I.

*Good night Danial.*

I woke with a sore head the next day.

“Ohh. Morning Kittan.”

Urrr I feel rank

*Good afternoon, 0009. Its 14.10.* she corrected me.

I stripped off, flung my clothes and sneakers into the washer, and had a shower. Sitting up at the dining bar next to Kittan with a drink, I turned on the TV and watched the news. 

Mmm this is good coffee

I poured a bowl of cereal, watching items about what was on locally. I started as I recognised;

“Julia! What’s she up to over here?”

The report said that she was opening a tour of fashion shows, starting in New York, to promote her chain of designer boutiques.  The photo preview was in Central Park that after noon, featuring some young English pop band. As sometimes happens after a late night, I wasn’t thinking straight. So I had this stupid idea.

“I think I’ll go surprise her” I announced, pouring myself another coffee.

*Are you sure that’s a good idea? You know what happened last time. Danial, that’s your fourth coffee! Don’t you know too much caffeine can damage your health?*

*So can a bullet” I said rudely, with a mouthful of cereal.

*Manners. When did you last clean this apartment, its filthy? And you have left a trail of wet foot prints all over the carpet.*

Gimme strength

“I should’ve left you outside” I said, irritated.

She’s right though. Haven’t used this place in months.

“Ok Titkan, I’ll clean up later.”

*There’s no need to be rude. What’s our schedule for today?*

“I need to drop in at my office in Wall Street, to keep tabs on my business. And to reassure my manager, Charlie, that I haven’t done a disappearing act! Hes got no idea what I really do; he thinks I just swan around the world spending all the profits as a typical playboy. Then we’ll go and surprise Julia.”

After I’d been to the office and given everyone a 10% pay rise, we went to Central Park.  

A large section of the park had been cordoned off from the public to accommodate Julia’s circus; three large trailers with dressing rooms and an office. And there was a press tent. I had Kittan print me off a fake press ID card (she didn’t approve of that) and pinned it on my jacket. Slipping into the tent, I ‘borrowed’ a camcorder, and went through to the area where Julia was hard at work, posing the models round a statue. I worked my way closer, hiding behind the camera, and joined the row of journalists who were watching. One of the models was giving Julia a hard time. She didn’t want to do anything unless it was her way. A pretty young girl though; pert nose, short red hair, cute face, very kissable looking lips and a perfect body. In her early teens it looked like.

If I was 18 again...!

But, she had the attitude of a teen as well. Julia was rapidly losing her cool with the kid.

“Please Miri darling” she implored the girl, “show a bit more interest. You look bored. I don’t want people to think my designs are boring.”

“I AM bored” snapped the girl, stamping her foot angrily. The large floppy blue velvet hat she was wearing tipped over her face and she shoved it up again in annoyance. “Why do we have to pose with this stupid statue? Can’t we have some blokes in the shot?”

“Oh very well” Julia sighed irritated, “Francis, Steven, can you get in shot please?”

She called over to a makeup stand where several other models were standing around looking fed up.

“Oh not them again” whined the red head, “can’t we have some REAL men?”

“Ooh aren’t we the bitchy one today love” commented the model called Steven, draping himself over the statue. The girl shoved him away rudely.

“Piss off!” Her eyes roved over to the press line. She pointed towards us. “Look, there’s far more interesting stuff standing there, going to waste; can’t we use one of them for local interest?”

“For heavens sake!” snapped Julia. “Very well. I haven’t got time for this. You choose your backdrop. Hurry up; we’ve only got another hour booked here!”

“Thanks Aunty Juli” the girl smirked, pleased with herself.

Aunty?

As I was laughing over Julia’s frustration, Miri came over to the press group. She made a bee line for ME and grabbed my arm. 

Hey!

“You’ll do mister. Come on.” She said, dragging me over to the statue.

This should be fun

Julia was busy fiddling with her camera and didn’t see me coming. She adjusted the focus. And dropped the clipboard she was holding in her other hand as I came into view.

She looked up, startled. I grinned and winked at her. Then I put my shades on.

“I-I- can we get on now please” she said, flustered.

Her shoot went smoothly after that. When things packed up, I chatted to some of the other models. None of them thought much of Miris’ behaviour it seemed. Then Julia came marching over to me. 

Uh oh she’s going to thump me

But she kissed me instead to the astonishment of the others, and Miri, who hurried over.

“Miriam” she smiled, “this is my friend Danial. He pops up in the strangest places!”

“Pleased to meet you" Miri laughed, shaking my hand, “did I embarrass you Danial, grabbing you for a photo?”

I suddenly had that jolting, disorientating ‘de ja vue’ feeling, a feeling of vague familiarity, that I’d met this girl before. But I knew I hadn’t. So I shrugged it off, and smiled at her.

“Not much.” I smiled

“Shame” she said mockingly, and went off to talk to a group of the public who were waving and whistling at her from behind the barriers. She started signing autograph books.

“Oh Miri, be careful” Julia called to her. Miri ignored her and carried on.

“What’s that lot, a fan club or something?” I asked, as Julia took me into her trailer office.  I sat down, she made coffee.

“Yes that’s Miris little gang. She’s got herself quite a reputation.”

“How come; who is she? I heard her call you Aunty Juli!”

“She’s my cousin twice removed” Julia made a face, “unfortunately. She will insist on calling me Aunti; it’s so embarrassing! Don’t you watch the music business darling?”  

I shook my head

“She’s the lead singer in an up and coming pop band. Having her on tour will be good publicity for my boutiques but I wish shed-“

“Why don’t you like being her cousin?” I interrupted.

Julia sighed, and sat down next to me.

Mmm...She still wears ‘Poison’.

“Miriam – her full name is Miriam Amelia Dannie Charlotte Orlarna Wendolene Barrington-Smyth, by the way –“

“Phew, what a mouthful!”

“”Not really, my full name is;” she stopped and thought better of it, “anyway, Miri is the ward of my great aunt Barrington. Miris behaviour is quite unacceptable for someone of our class.”

“You mean, she aint ‘quate nace’?” I grinned, ribbing her.

Julia gave me a severe look.

Ouch!

“You may find it amusing, Danial, but people of my breeding are supposed to behave in a certain manner; not betray ones breeding, marry into the right families and so on. Any abnormal behaviour will get one excluded from proper society circles, leaving one no choice but to marry beneath oneself.”

“You mean, marry a pheasant; like me?”

Snob

“Yes exactly. Oh sorry Danial” as I glared at her, “I wasn’t being rude, but I’m sure you understand what I meant.”

“Oh sure. Go on?”  

One will get a kick in Ones pants if One don’t watch it!

“Well, Aunty Barry thought that if Miri came on this tour it would calm her down a bit, make her more adult. She’s got the hard job of grooming Miri for her marriage next year.”

“Marriage! How old is the kid?"

“She’s 18 next January.”

“She IS a kid! That’s kinda young to marry aint it?”

“Not in our circles; she’s been engaged to be married since she was 15.

“Was that her own choice?” I asked suspiciously.

“That’s not important” Julia snapped, “I told you, we have to marry into the right kind of families. That means we don’t have the freedom of choice that com- that other people do.”

Commoners, she was going to say. Bloody charming

“You mean it’s an arranged marriage?!

“More or less, I suppose it is” nodded Julia.

“And how does the kid feel about it?” I frowned.

“Oh, I’ll tell you how I feel!” interrupted a voice from the trailer doorway, “bloody pissed off!” 

An angry Miri stood in the door. She overheard the last part of our chat. She glowered at me. “What do YOU care? Your just another of Julia’s rich twit friends. And don’t call me a kid!” she added hotly, pulling off her huge velvet hat and hurling it at my head. I caught the hat with my free hand. Miri stormed off. Julia called after her.

“Miri, come back here and apologise!”

“That’s ok, leave her” I smiled, “I can see why the kid is frustrated. What are you up to now? Need a lift anywhere? I’ve got the rest of the day free.”

“Yes please” Julia smiled, relaxing again, “You can take me back to my hotel. The crew will drive this back.”

“Ok. Sure” I read her mind, “I’ll take you out to dinner!”

“Oh!” she said in suprize.”How did you guess what I was thinking?”

“Instinct. And long experience” I grinned, leading her over to Kittan.

“I don’t know, Danial, sometimes I think you’re a mind reader.” Julia frowned, getting into the passenger seat.

“Well of course I am” I said innocently. I drove off.

“I see your wonder car is still in one piece, despite you driving it under the channel. I’m surprised it hasn’t rusted away after that.”

“Rusted away? Cheeky!”

“Have you been on any more underwater missions in it?”

“If I have, I won’t tell you after that last remark. Where to mam?”

“The Hilton. Alright, sorry. I’m sure your car is perfectly fine.”

I drove to the New York Hilton, where Julia was staying, sharing a suite with Miri. I waited downstairs in the bar while she got changed, then we went out to dinner.

“Listen darling” she said, over our first course, “as you’ve so conveniently shown up, Id like to ask you a favour.”

Uh oh what now?

“Huh. I don’t know if I feel like doing you any favours” I pouted, “after what you did to me last summer at the manor house. Even if I deserved it.”

“Oh dear” she laughed, “you’re not still sulking about that, are you. Yes you DID deserve it.

Um, how long WAS it before you could sit down?” she added, wickedly.

Nearly a week

“Two days” I said wryly. 

“Shame” she said, mockingly.

“So what favour? I’m not promising you anything.”

Over our steak and lobster, Julia explained that Miri had picked up a stalker in the US. She showed me some obscene letters, sent to the fan club address, that shed intercepted before they got to Miri. Some were quite threatening. 

“I’m worried Danial; scared too. They may try to kidnap or even kill Miri.”

I put the letters in my pocket for later analysis.

“Have you gone to the fuzz – er, the police, with this?”

“Yes, they seemed to think it was some kind of publicity stunt, they wouldn’t take it seriously, and so they haven’t done anything.”

“That’s tough, but I get their point of view. People over here are always staging false celebrity alarms to get publicity. It’s made our fuzz very cagey.”

“And Miri is no help at all. She won’t take it seriously either. When I’ve told her it’s dangerous for her to go off alone, she just laughs at me.”

“Hmm. So where is she now?” I swigged down some red wine.

“She ought to have come back to the hotel with me. I asked Harry and George, my security men, to keep an eye on her but she’s given them the slip and gone off to some club with her friends in that crowd you saw earlier.

“That could be dangerous if one of them's the nutcase!”

“Exactly. So you see, I need someone to stay with Miri full time, someone I can trust. Someone who can handle trouble, dangerous situations, and who’s firm enough to handle Miri.”

“You mean a baby sitter cum body guard. Ok, I can easy get you someone to do that.” I nodded.

Julia took a deep breath.

“Actually darling, I was hoping that you would-“

ME?

“No way. OH no, NO way” I shook my head, hands up.

I can smell trouble when I see it. And Miri is trouble city.

“But you’re just perfect for the job, Danial!” Julia pleaded.

“No.”

“Its only for a month while we do our tour, I’m sure you’ll have caught the stalker before that, you’re so brilliant at-“

“No!”

“I’ll pay you well” she tried, smiling engagingly at me.

I set my jaw.

“I’m busy.”

Julia then gave me her lost puppy look. Big soulful eyes.

“Please? Pretty please, darling?”

“NO Julia!” I exploded, losing it. A few of the other diners looked round to see what the row was about. Julia changed her tactics now.

“Alright” she sighed. “Pity. I ‘ll just have to go to your nice CIA people here and ask for an appointment with your lovely boss, Admiral Stevens.”

What?

I got a knot in my stomach.

“I’m sure he will give me some assistance.” Julia continued, “He’ll understand how important it is to protect a visiting member of the British Royal Family.”

“What!?” The hair on the back of my neck stood up. I took a large gulp of wine.

I have this sinking feeling I’ve just lost this argument

“It’s such a shame” she continued, pulling the hook in deeper, “that I’ll have to tell him I asked you for help and you refused. Although, I’m sure your Admiral would agree with you about-“

“Hold it! Whadayoumean, Royal Family?” I demanded.

“Oh did I forget to tell you?” she said; sugar sweetly, “Due to certain historic family events, Miri is officially 15th in line for the throne. Once she’s married to her fiance the Prince,she will be a fully fledged Princess.”

Groan. I’m getting a head ache...

“Really? How nice for her” I muttered, holding my forehead.

Angi told me once that her family had royal connections. I thought she was winding me up.

“How about you and Angi? How far down the line are you two then?” I asked.
“Us? Oh” she gestured unconcerned, “200th or so. Anyway don’t worry, Danial darling, I’m sure your lovely Admiral will understand why you refused to take on this job.”

“Please Julia" I groaned, “don’t do this to me! My boss is absolutely potty about the British royal family. He’d go nuts if he thought Id turned one of them down. Look; I’ll do my best to get you the best body guard from our agency and-"

“No; I want YOU darling” Julia said firmly. And smiled. She knew shed got me.

“But-but-“

It was no good. What Julia wants, Julia gets. One way or another. So there I was, stuck with an assignment on vacation. I gave Julia my NY phone number, dropped her at the Hilton, and then went back to my pad. In a foul mood. I called the Admiral, to make sure I got in first, and explained the situation. I asked if I should take on this case, hoping desperately that he’d say no for once. But of course he agreed to it. He didn’t want to lose face with the CIA if Julia went to them instead, or the brits for that matter. When he told me that the month would still be counted as my vacation, I blew my stack. I only get three months a year.

“But sir, that’s not fair!”

“Sorry 0009, but FORCE is not prepared to fund missions of a personal basis as you know. 

You’ll have to prove that this is not some publicity stunt of Mrs Brakenbry. The police seem to think that’s all it is. Come up with some solid evidence, and I’ll make it an official mission. Until then, let the royals pay for your services; they can afford it. But don’t do anything to embarrass us for gods’ sake. You know how that family are always hounded by the press!”

“Yes sir” I sighed, resigned.

I sat down at my bar, and poured a double measure of dry martini.

*Well Danial, that’s another fine mess you’ve got us into* Kittan teased me, from her parking space. 

I screwed up the empty bagel bag from the morning and threw it at her.

“Can it!”

*Temper.*

“Too dam right I’m angry! If this DOES turn out to be some stupid publicity stunt-“

“Calm down. You will need all the patience you can muster with this 17 year old. I have been studying her history. If she wasn’t part of such an important English family, she would have been in a young offenders institute by now. I’m afraid that’s how bad her past behaviour has been.*

“Thanks for cheering me up” I groaned.

*Fore warned is fore armed, Danial.*

“I guess. Ok, fill me in on this kid.”

As Kittan gave me the details on Miri, I began to feel sorry for the kid. She was like me, a free spirit. Should have been born into a family of nomads or gypsies, free to roam at will. But she’d born with a silver spoon in her mouth, and she was stuck with it. No wonder she rebelled. She’d been close to being expelled from boarding schools several times, for fighting, disrespect, general mischief and immoral behaviour.

Immoral behaviour, huh? I bet Julia was the same at her age...

The phone rang.

“Hello Danial” said Julia.

“Hi. I was just thinking of you.”

“How sweet of you darling”

Not exactly!

“Listen,” she continued, “ I’ve just had an urgent call from the manager of a night club called the Elepink”.

The Elepink? I haven’t been there for years. Not since...
 “Can you get over there right away and fetch Miri back to the hotel please?”

“What, now? Its only 1.30 am” I said, sarcastically.

“Yes, now. She’s run out of cash and forgotten her credit cards. And the manager wants to throw her out anyway for drunken behaviour. Please go now, or there could be a fight. I know Miri.”

“A fight? Really” I grinned. “But, what about the friends she was with, can’t they bring her back?”

“What indeed!” Julia said indignantly, “They left her dancing with some stranger and went off to another club!”

Hmm that’s rough

“Ok, keep your panty hose on. I’ll go fetch the kid; I know where that club is. I’ll bring her straight up to your hotel room. See ya inabit.”

“Thank you darling. Bye.”

“Bye. C’mon Kittan, to work” I sighed, getting in the Ferrari.

*So I’m a taxi service now? Hm!” Kittan complained.

Fifteen minutes later we got to the ‘Elepink’ night club. I used to go there in the 70’s when they had topless dancers. It used to be called The Pink Elephant back then. I parked out side.

“Ok partner, I’ll go get the princes. Watch yourself out here; it’s a great spot for auto theft.”

*I can take care of myself, thank you, 009!*

I know! Pity any car thief who tries it on with her.

I descended down the stairs to the club and in through the door, feeling a wave of poignant nostalgia for the place. A blast of smoky, sweaty air hit me, along with a very loud grunge beat. 

Gee this place has changed its all teenyboppers.

Deeper into the dark pulsating depths, I could hear a shouting match.

That has to be her?

It was. She was having a screaming match with Gizzabuck, the manager. He wanted money for damages, she wanted a refund. 

What the hell has she been up to?

I strode up to the arguing pair, pushing my way past two hot babes on the way. They were kissing.

Yep, this place has really changed.

I wonder what ever happened to Amy?

Time; April 1977

Place; The Pink Elephant Club, New York, USA

It was the worst week of my life. One of my best friends who Id grown up with on the street had been blown away in a gang shooting. While investigating his death, I discovered that my fiancé of 8 months, who I had thought to be the love of my life, turned out to be running a drug smuggling group. It was one of them that had killed my friend. I confronted her with this. She laughed it off, and then tried to use my feelings for her to work with them illegally. I had a tough fight with my heart and my conscience. When she saw that my conscience was going to win, she tried, unsuccessfully, to kill me. That was it for me. 
I followed my conscience and went to Force with everything I knew, and the whole gang was arrested. Id just finished wrapping up the paperwork after the court case, and placing her in prison for 25 years. Feeling ripped up, Id come down to the Elepink to drown my sorrows. It wasn’t working. Watching the topless dancers was just making me feel worse, not helped by the loud disco beat and I can’t remember how many drinks. The club was a hotbed of people cruising for pick-ups, looking to buy or sell drugs, or other dodgy stuff. I was hoping to run into anyone connected with my ex fiancé, so I could beat the shit out of them. But there wasn’t any one. A young woman who’d been watching me surreptitiously from the other end of the bar approached me. She was with a group of other girl friends. She’d probably picked me up as a dare, but I was too far gone to care when she asked me for a dance. As we gyrated recklessly around the floor to ‘Stayin Alive’, I took in her good looks almost on automatic pilot. My mind was elsewhere.

So it didn’t register with me that she wasn’t local. We couldn’t hear each other speak anyway, over the loud music. She had full pouting lips, copper red shoulder length hair and very dark brown eyes. Her short, thin cotton dress was some kind of flower print and she had a mirror bolero on which occasionally flashed the glaring coloured spotlights right in my eyes.

Staying alive, hah, that’s a laugh. What’s the point in it

There was a 5-second break in the blaring beat, then another track came on. It must have been the smooch hour or something because it was ‘Up on the roof’. That got to me. I left the woman and went outside.
 I found the fire escape up the side of the building and worked my way up to the top of the building. It was twenty minutes later when Amy came out onto the rooftop and found me sitting on the edge, literally on the edge. With the street invitingly 20 stories below. I used to jump across from building to building when I was not much younger, daring with other kids from our little street gang who could jump the widest gap between buildings. My dead pal had once managed this gap in front of me. I was contemplating jumping now, only, instead of leaping to the other side, letting myself fall into that deep, scary, exciting canyon. Flying down, into the pavement. Into oblivion and away from the hurt inside me. Very quietly, Amy came and sat down beside me and dangled her legs over the edge. It was a very brave thing for her to do because (as she told me later) she was scared of hights. And also because I was not in a normal state of mind. I could have jumped off and taken her with me. But she began to talk to me casually, about the view, about the night sky, small things, normal things, and then about herself. 

Time; March 1995  02:00
The Elepink Club,NY
“TAXI! For MISS BARRINGTON!” I yelled through the smoke and noise.

“What?”

Miri turned and saw me. So did Gizmo. He looked tired out.

“Ok lady, that’s your que. Get outa here!” he snapped.”Oh. Its you Danny! Long time no see.  D’you know this kid?”

Miri staggered.

She’s pissed.

“Hi Gizmo. Kind of. Her Aunt asked me to fetch her. What’s the problem?”

Mir started to protest.

“He’s bloody well said-“

I clapped a hand over her mouth.

“Not now kid”

She glared at me. Gizmo growled.

“She started a fight on the dance floor, and she’s run up a huge tab at the bar without paying. You’re welcome to her pal; shes trouble!”

I groaned.

This is a good start...

I pulled out five $100 bills, handed them to Gizmo, who looked happier.

“That enough?”

“Yeah, ok. Thanks Danny. Watch y’self with that kid!”

“Sure. C’mon Miri” I said, taking her arm up the stairs. She needed the support. Absolutely legless.

“Stupid place. Let’s go somewhere else.” She peered at me through an alcoholic haze. “You look familiar. 

Ooops.Pardon” she burped, tripping on a step.

“This way, kiddo” I guided her towards Kittan, who opened her doors for us. Miri stared at me harder.

“I know you! You’re my model from the park; ohh” she put a hand up to her mouth.

She looks green

“Are you ok?” I asked, worried. 

She shook her head.

“That place had awful cock tails. I – I think I’m – going to be sick!” she grimaced.

*Not in ME she’s not!* Kittan slammed her doors shut before we could get in. Luckily Miri didn’t notice. She ran off and down an entrance to the subway. I ran after her.

“Hey, Miriam!” I called up the deserted platform.

“Go away –go away!” she groaned. Then she was violently sick into a garbage bin. I turned away fast.

Gross! What have I let myself in for?

I waited at the bottom of the subway stairs for her. Two minutes later, she came up and tugged at my sleeve.

“Feel better kid?” I asked, helping back up to the street.

“Yes. Thank you. What’s your name?”

“Danny” I said, helping her into Kittan, and getting in to drive.

She dam well better not huey again

“Hey Danny, this is a posh taxi!”

Kittan will kill me!

“This is my Ferrari, not a taxi!” I drove off.

“Ooh, are you kidnapping me? How exciting.” She hiccoughed loudly. “Pardon”

“No, Julia sent me to fetch you” I laughed.

“Oh Julia Pooh!” she pouted. "You’ve got plenty of money. Take me to another disco. I love watching the way the natives dance here.”

“Natives?”

What a nerve 

“Yes” she continued, oblivious to the gaff she was making. “I was trying to pick up a bit of the local rough in that stupid club, but he went off with another bloke. Stupid little commoner! Fancy going off with his mate instead of me!”

A bit of rough? Commoners?

“You WHAT?!” I said, annoyed. 

“Oh don’t be so stuffy darling. You know what these native peasants are like.”

PEASANTS!!

Gripping the wheel tightly, I took a deep breath to calm down. Miri seemed to think I was one of Julia’s rich English friends. I could not believe her attitude.

“See here, kid. That club you were in just happens to be the hottest gay night club in town now. That’s why you couldn’t get any - rough!” I grated, uptight. “And you really should be careful about getting into cars with strangers. I could’ve been a kidnapper!”

“I say” she giggled, “that’s a brilliant impression of an American accent, Danny. Do it again.”

“You like it, huh babe. It happens to be my – NATIVE – accent!”

Realization dawned. Miri looked sheepish.

“Oh dear. You ARE American, I didn’t-” she faltered.

“Yep. One hun’ed percent babe!” I grinned. 

“You could have said” she said, peeved as well as embarrassed,” letting me witter on like an idiot!”

Idiot is right

Time: April 1977 04.:30
On the roof of the Pink Elephant club building

Amy was visiting New York. She was at the Pink Elephant as part of her ‘hen night’ celebrations, and was due to fly back to England the next day. She didn’t seem very keen to go back and have to settle down to married life. She was making the most of her last nights of freedom, and had decided that she liked the look of me. Well, if it would make her happy, I didn’t care if I was a one-night stand or if she was; Id had plenty of those before. Having been betrayed and nearly killed by the woman I loved, I felt that a one-night stand was maybe all women were good for after all. So I let Amy talk me down off the roof, and back to her hotel room.   It was just one of those things where two people get thrown together.

 We both used each other that night. She made love to me in defiance of her unwanted marriage. 

I did it in a fierce and angry desperation to forget.

She had one of those instamatix Polaroid cameras, and took a picture of us together as a momentoe; just for her. I didn’t care one way or the other. The next morning, I woke early, before she did, and left quietly. But before I left, I wrote a short note on a ten dollar bill and left it for her:

‘Thanks for saving my life.’ 

We never saw each other again.

 Time: March 1995, New York. The NY Hilton 02:45
When I got Miri to the hotel, there was more trouble.

“No no no! I don’t want to go to bed yet! I want to stay out all night!” Miri protested.

She wouldn’t get out of Kittan when I opened the door and offered her a hand up.

“Come on kid, Julia’s waiting.”

“Shan’t!” She sat motionless, sulking.

The hell with this!

“Kittan, give me a hand please” I muttered, “I’ll catch her.”

*With pleasure.*

Kittan opened her roof, and ejected Miri. Not too high, just enough so I could catch her. She came down with a yell and I caught her.

Ouff! She’s heavy

“Thanks partner” I muttered, putting the dizzy kid down, as Kittan shut her doors and roof.

“What happened?” gasped Miri. Then she saw a yellow cab and tried hailing it. “Hey taxi!”

“Oh NO you don’t!” I grabbed her, flinging her over my shoulder.  "You’re grounded for the night kiddo!”

“Ohh! Put me down” Miri shouted, banging her fists on my back as I took her into the hotel. The doorman grinned and winked at me. “Please put me down” Miri begged as we went up in the lift, “I feel sick.”

“Ok.” I put her down. And dodged a slap.

“Pig! You’ve creased my dress” she pouted sulkily. “I wanted to go dancing again.”

“Sorry. You need some sleep after all that booze, specially if you’ve got an early photo shoot in the morning. Tell you what kid; you get some rest now, and I’ll take you on a tour of the clubs tomorrow night.”

“You will? Promise?” her face lit up.

“Promise.”

Julia was glad to see Miri was ok, and hugged her sulking cousin.

“At last. I thought something dreadful had happened to you. Thank heavens Danial got you back in one piece.”

“Yes” Miri nodded, “he’s taking me clubbing tomorrow night.”

She took off her jacket and bag and dumped them on a chair.

“Are you now?” Julia asked.

“Yeah, thought that’s the best way to keep tabs on her.”

Miri came over to me and kissed me sweetly on the cheek. Too sweetly.

“Well, goodnight Danny. I do hope your foot will be feeling better tomorrow night for dancing.”

Huh?

Then she stamped hard on my foot and kicked my ankle.

“Oww! Ouch!” for fucks sake!

“Goodnight Aunty Julia” Miri said, sweetly, and disappeared into her adjacent bedroom.

I hopped over to Julia’s bed and sat down, rubbing my shin. Julia shook her head.

“That child! Are you alright, darling?” she asked, sitting down next to me.

“Sure. I enjoy grazing my shin on brats!” I grated.

Julia, who was dressed in just a flimsy night gown, leant over and pulled off my shoe.

“Here, let me rub it better darling”

Things sort of progressed from there. I called Kittan from the privacy of the washroom, and told her to park up for the night as I wouldn’t be going back to my pad.

“I’m staying here at the hotel tonight. See ya in the morning, Kittan.”

*I guessed as much. Goodnight 0009.*
In bed with Julia, I explained to her about the Admirals conditions for me taking on the job.

“So right now, I’m still officially on vacation” I said, wryly.

“Don’t worry darling, I’ll pay you well. And now, since you’re on holiday, you may as well enjoy yourself.”

She turned off the light.

It looks like there could be some fringe benefits to this job...
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