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      Darkness took a long time to arrive, but it was worth the wait. And besides, time was not a problem for him. Time, he had come
        to realize, was one of the things you have plenty of in life when you have little else. He was time-rich. Near on a time billionaire.

      Shortly before midnight, the woman he was following turned off the dual carriageway and drove into the lonely glow of a BP filling-station
        forecourt. He halted his stolen van in the unlit slip road, fixating on her brake lights. They seemed to be getting brighter as he watched them. Glowing red for danger, red for luck, red for sex! Seventy one percent of
        murder victims were killed by someone they knew. The statistic was whizzing round and round inside his head, like a pinball looking for a slot. He collected statistics, squirrelled them carefully away, like nuts, to sustain him through that long
        hibernation of the mind that he knew, one day, would come to him.

      The question was, How many of those 71 percent knew they were about to be murdered?

      Do you, lady?

      Headlights of vehicles flashed past, the slipstream of a lorry rocking the little blue Renault, making some of the plumbing implements behind
        him rattle. There were just two other cars standing by the pumps, a Toyota people-carrier that was about to drive off and a large Jaguar. Its owner, a plump man in an ill-fitting tuxedo, was heading back from the pay window, cramming his wallet into his
        jacket. A BP tanker was parked up, the driver in a boiler suit uncoiling a long hose, getting ready to refuel the filling-station tanks.

      So far as he could ascertain in a careful sweep, there was just one CCTV camera scanning the forecourt. A problem, but he could deal with
        it.

      She really could not have picked a better place to stop!

      He blew her a silent kiss.

     
      
  
      2
 
      In the warm summer-night air, Katie Bishop tossed her untidy flame-red hair away from her face and yawned, feeling tired.
        Actually, beyond tired. Exhausted – but very, very nicely exhausted, thank you! She studied the petrol pump as if it was some extraterrestrial creature put on Planet Earth to intimidate her, which was how she felt about most petrol pumps. Her
        husband always had problems figuring out the instructions on the dishwasher and the washing machine, claiming they were written in some alien language called ‘Woman’. Well, so far as she was concerned, petrol pumps came with an equally alien
        language, the instructions on them were written in ‘Bloke’.

      She struggled, as usual, to get the filler cap off her BMW, then stared at the words Premium and
        Super, trying to remember which one the car took, although it seemed to her she could never get it right. If she put in premium, Brian criticized her for putting in petrol that was too low-grade; if she filled up
        with super, he got annoyed with her for wasting money. But at this moment, nothing was going in at all. She held the nozzle in one hand, squeezing the trigger hard, and waved with the other, trying to attract the attention of the dozy night attendant
        behind the counter.

      Brian irritated her increasingly. She was tired of the way he fussed about all kinds of stupid little things – like the position of his
        toothpaste on the bathroom shelf, and making sure all the chairs around the kitchen table were exactly the same distance apart. Talking inches, not feet. And he was becoming increasingly kinky, regularly bringing home carrier bags from sex shops filled
        with weird stuff that he insisted they try out. And that was really causing her problems.

      She was so wrapped up in her thoughts, she didn’t even notice the pump jigging away until it stopped with an abrupt
        kerlunk. Breathing in the smell of petrol fumes, which she had always quite liked, she hung the nozzle of the pump back up, clicked the key fob to lock the car – Brian had
        warned her cars often got stolen on petrol station forecourts – and went to the booth to pay.

      As she came out, she carefully folded her credit card receipt and tucked it into her purse. She unlocked the car, climbed in, then locked it
        from the inside, pulled on her seat belt and started the engine. The Il Divo CD started playing again. She thought for a moment about lowering the BMW’s roof, then decided against. It was past midnight; she
        would be vulnerable driving into Brighton at this hour with an open top. Better to stay enclosed and secure.

      It was not until she had driven off the forecourt and was a good hundred yards down the dark slip road that she noticed something smelled
        different in the car. A scent that she knew well. Comme des Garçons. Then she saw something move in her mirror.

      And she realized someone was inside her car.

      Fear caught the inside of her throat like a fish hook; her hands froze on the wheel. She jammed her foot down hard on the brake pedal,
        screeching the car to a halt, scrabbling with her hand on the gear lever to find reverse, to back up to the safety of the forecourt. Then she felt the cold, sharp metal digging into her neck.

      ‘Just keep driving, Katie,’ he said. ‘You really haven’t been a very good girl, have you?’

      Straining to see him in her rear-view mirror, she saw a sliver of light shear off the blade of the knife, like a spark.

      And in that rear-view mirror he saw, reflected, the terror in her eyes.

    


End of sample
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