
Alice Ho slipped through the darkness like a razor blade cutting 
into a vein. Silence was a virtue in certain walks of life. In 

Alice’s it was the stuff of life and death itself. She pressed herself 
up against the wall, feeling the thrill of cold stone on her back. She 
offered as little of her profile as was physically possible to the sur-
veillance cameras. It was impossible to hide from all of them. The 
cameras covered every inch of the corridor, a miniaturized version 
of the world outside: once upon a time, London had been the most 
spied upon city in the world—there were still eyes everywhere. 
Alice was pragmatic. She wanted to make life as difficult as pos-
sible for the authorities, and yet still taunt them with the hope that 
they might just be able to identify her. It was all about angles and 
light and shadow, and the fact that she just loved to tease. It didn’t 
hurt that she enjoyed being three steps ahead of the people chasing 
her, twice as intelligent as them, and better looking.

Alice barely suppressed a chuckle at that.
Sometimes when she was on the job her thoughts would ram-

ble so she didn’t obsess about what she was doing. Obsessives 
invariably made mistakes and became OCD about stupid supersti-
tions when they were on the job. More often than not in her line 
of work the obsessing needed to come before the heist; during the 
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job itself instincts were far more important.
She edged toward the great, grey metal door at the far end of 

the corridor, and then turned, just for a second, and flashed a killer 
smile at the camera; she could imagine their consternation at that. 
That made her smile all the more.

Two small, circular metal plates on either side of the huge brass 
handle shielded the old-fashioned keyholes. The entire mecha-
nism was an echo of a bygone age. It never ceased to amaze her 
that so many banks were reluctant to let go of that simpler time. 
Instead of replacing the vault’s door with a hi-tech electromagnet-
ic locking mechanism, optical reader, biometric scanner, or other 
foolproof layer of protection, they had simply added an electronic 
alarm. It wasn’t even a sophisticated one. She could disarm it with 
a four-digit code punched into the keypad beside the door. There 
was an arrogance in the fact that they hadn’t taken measures to 
protect the vault adequately; it was as though they didn’t think 
anyone would have the balls to rob them. Some jobs didn’t need 
the proverbial testicles, they just needed a ruthless woman like 
Alice Ho.

She traced her fingers over the metal. The contact sent an in-
voluntary shudder of pleasure through her body. A sudden surge 
of heat through her fingertips distracted her for a moment. Alice 
took a deep breath, and then moved her fingers again, feeling out 
the intricacies of the mechanism that lay sheathed within the lay-
ers of thick steel. Her smile spread with the heat as, on a molecu-
lar level, the steel grew more and more agitated by her touch. The 
heat intensified, almost burning now, as it ran through her fin-
gers, through her hand, and crept up her arm. The metal began to 
weaken at her touch, softening around her fingers until Alice felt 
the levers beneath begin to move. One by one they eased them-
selves into alignment, matching the precise position they would 
have fallen into if she had pushed the right code into the keypad, 
and then they moved again, as though keys had been inserted and 
turned. A sudden sharp burst of static charge coursed through her 
body as the final pieces fell into place.

Alice grasped the great brass handle and with one confident 
twist of downward pressure pulled back the six solid steel bolts 
that held the door closed.
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She was in.
Alice let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding as 

the heavy door swung open. The sheer weight of the thing created 
its own momentum. A light came on inside the vault as though it 
were a giant refrigerator.

For the sliding moment of silence between heartbeats Alice 
was tempted to let the door slowly swing all the way back un-
til it thumped up against the raised rubber stopper that had been 
screwed into the floor. There were chunks of plaster missing from 
where the door had chipped away at the wall for years before 
the stopper had been screwed into place. She didn’t, though; she 
caught it before it could. There was a second metal door—this one 
no more imposing than a metal-mesh gate—that separated row 
upon row of safe deposit boxes from the shelves of files and other 
things that needed to be kept in the safest part of the bank. Alice 
laid her palm flat against the lock plate. It only took the brief-
est surge of heat to pop the lock. The gate slipped open and she 
slid through the gap even as it was still opening. Inside the vault 
proper she played her fingers along the rows of boxes.

Which ones? Which ones? she thought, using her gift to feel out 
the contents of the vaults. It wasn’t that she could “see” what was 
in them, or actually even “feel” the contents, but certain things 
vibrated at different frequencies, so she could sense a difference 
between paper and gemstone, for instance, meaning she could 
methodically work her way along the line feeling out which box 
held jewels and which held cash, but she couldn’t know which 
box held dusty old documents or bearer bonds, because they were 
essentially the same. Likewise, a work of art was indecipherable 
from a last will and testament. Her touch wasn’t that precise, but 
that was all part of the fun. Life would have been oh so dull with-
out a few surprises along the way.

The security was laughably poor, to the extent that it took a 
lot of fun out of the job. There was nothing here to test herself 
against. She could have beaten this system with one hand tied 
behind her back when she was barely into her teens. Now it was 
an insult to her skills.

The individual safety deposit boxes only needed the box hold-
er’s single key; there was no counter-key measure for the bank it-
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self. There wouldn’t be any spares; it wasn’t that kind of bank. This 
was the kind of bank where anonymity was a better protection than 
any key code or combination lock could ever be. It was the kind of 
bank where the police would need a court order and a drill to gain 
entry, and even then the client would be tipped off to remove their 
belongings long before the drill could breach the lock.

But Alice Ho was one of a kind.
She walked slowly along the line, letting her fingertips trail 

across the doors of the boxes one after another, then another, and 
another, each time feeling the satisfying soft snick, snack of the 
locks on each of them open and close again.

There were no cameras within the vault itself. The bank’s cli-
entele were the sort of people who demanded absolute privacy. 
There was no telling what lost treasures were stashed away down 
here, Alice realized. She knew for sure she could make herself 
rich beyond her wildest dreams in less than two minutes flat, such 
was the wealth stashed in the vault, but this job wasn’t about per-
sonal gain. There was a lot more to it than that. On the simplest 
level, she was doing it out of gratitude for one person and to gain 
the favor of another, but even that didn’t come close to scratching 
beneath the surface motivation.

She had memorized the numbers of the boxes she needed to 
open. Writing things down in her line of work wasn’t just a mis-
take, it was a potentially fatal one. The people she did jobs for 
didn’t want their involvement known. Discretion was a priceless 
commodity. If pieces could be put together in such a way as to 
make a trail, measures would always have to be made to be sure it 
was a cold one, meaning a dead end. Literally. Alice had no inten-
tion of ending up as one of those. So she didn’t write things down. 
Ever. Her mind was a steel trap when it came to the intricacies of 
a job. She worked alone. She controlled the variables. All of them. 
Indeed, she thought ahead through so many possible permutations 
that she actually welcomed the discovery of the theft from one of 
the boxes. It was a vital part of the disguise she was building to 
hide what else she had planned.

Alice moved quickly and efficiently, opening the two boxes she 
wanted and leaving the rest alone. She only took two things. From 
one box she removed a necklace and with the blade of a penknife 

sTeven savile10



she pried a single gem from the setting, then tucked it away safely 
before returning the rest of the necklace to the box. From the other 
she took a small velvet pouch, feeling the weight in her hand before 
adding it to the jewel in her zip-pocket at her hip. She replaced one 
of the boxes carefully, making sure that no one would be able to tell 
she had been anywhere near it, and left the other sitting wide open 
on the table in the middle of the room.

It was time to go.
The CCTV cameras were still watching as she left.
Alice flashed one a single smile, knowing that it would never 

be seen by anyone.
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