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        "Come on Carla," wheedled Alex. "You know all the trading networks in the city. You must have some idea who is smuggling arms."
      


      
        

      


      
        Harry let him do the talking. Carla was his contact not hers. While he did so she let her fingers drift over the trinkets in Carla's shop. Tiny clockwork toys that you could wind up and set walking around the floor. Clocks and orreries and minature dramatic scenes that you could set going and which would whirr and twirl.
      


      
        

      


      
        She alighted on a small box. The outside was made of thin strips of silver and gold that fitted together in a strange blocky pattern. She tried to open it and failed.
      


      
        

      


      
        "It's a puzzle box," said Carla suddenly.
      


      
        

      


      
        "A puzzle box?"
      


      
        

      


      
        "Yes, from the undercity."
      


      
        

      


      
        Harry laughed. "There's no such place."
      


      
        

      


      
        Carla shrugged. "They don't come to the surface very often. Legend has it that they are made for one particular person who the underkin have chosen to help them. If you can open it, then you are chosen."
      


      
        

      


      
        Harry scoffed but pushed at one of the metal strips and watched it slide to one side. She could see the striped pattern of yet more strips cross underneath and what looked like a small cog or gear. She squeezed her little finger into the gap and pushed at it experimentally.
      


      
        

      


      
        "If you are the chosen one then it can help you in time of need," Carla's voice had taken on a calculating tone.
      


      
        

      


      
        "How much?" asked Alex.
      


      
        

      


      
        "It's only a toy," began Harry.
      


      
        

      


      
        "Ten arryns and no more questions about arms dealers."
      


      
        

      


      
        "You weren't going to answer them anyway," pointed out Alex as he handed over the money.
      


      
        

      


      
        "Alex I can't," protested Harry.
      


      
        

      


      
        "Ten arryns is hardly going to break the bank and you've probably spent more feeding me all those times I've crashed at your place. Take it as a thank you present. I have a feeling we're going to need some good luck."
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              In the darkness, Harry was uncomfortably aware of the lid of the box only a couple of inches in front of her face. Every time she moved, her elbows banged against wooden planks. She fought to control the instinct to scrabble at the surface in front of her, to pound on it and shout out to be released. She was uncomfortably aware of Alex's body, crammed into the box, next to her own. He hadn't come round. She hoped that he was drugged, not concussed, but she hadn't been able to see enough before they'd shoved her in the box with him and closed the lid. An inadequate examination with confined fingers in the darkness hadn't located any blood. He was still breathing, though, still alive.

              

              She had given up trying to work out where they were. The box had been lifted up onto something, a vehicle she thought, and then they had been driven around. But now it was swaying once again as if they were being carried and she could hear the sounds of people talking and shouting instructions.

              

              "Help!" she called. "Help! Can anyone hear me?"

              

              There was a harsh laugh and a voice she didn't recognise said, "Did anyone hear a mouse squeak?"

              

              Harry bit her lip but said no more. She wasn't going to give them the satisfaction.

              

              Then they were banged down and she heard the sound of more boxes being piled on top of them. There was a gentle motion that bobbed up and down and she realised they must be on a boat, they were going to be taken out into the bay and beyond that, who knew.
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              Harry was struggling with the puzzle box. She was finding her way around it by feel in the dark with little anticipation she would get it open, after all she'd completely failed to open it on several long evenings spent pouring over it, with the internet to hand for consultation. However there was nothing else she could do, shut up in a box in the dark, being carried out onto the sea. She was also uncomfortably aware of the rumour of weapons' caches sunk in the water of the bay. Weapons packaged up, no doubt, in big long wooden boxes, dropped quietly overboard in the night and the coastguard long trained to turn a blind eye.

              

              Carla had said she would find help and answers if she opened the box, so she fiddled with it in the dark, sliding the edges back and forth, probing the mechanism inside. Next to her Alex stirred. At the same moment she heard one of the boxes on top of them being shifted and the ominous sound of a splash.

              

              "Where?" asked Alex.

              

              "In a box, in the bay, about to be tossed overboard." Harry said curtly, her fingers scrabbled at the levers in the puzzle box.

              

              She heard Alex groan. "Do we have a plan?"

              

              "No."

              

              "Oh."

              

              There was a short pause and she felt Alex turn towards her, his breath on her cheek.

              

              "Are we about to die?" he asked.

              

              Damn Alex and his insistence on asking questions she was working to keep bottled up. Her panicked fingers worked at the box. "Yes," she said shortly.

              

              "You sound cross."

              

              "I'm concentrating." She felt something give in the box. She wished she could see what she was doing.

              

              She felt Alex's hand on her arm. "I'm frightened too," he whispered. "We had some good times though didn't we?"

              

              Harry nodded in the darkness and then realised he couldn't see. "Yes," she said. "Don't want to talk about it though, otherwise I'll start screaming."

              

              The box jolted and swung as someone picked it up. Harry felt the scream rising in her throat anyway. Alex's arm slipped around her waist pulling her close. In her hands the puzzle box clicked, she felt pieces falling away.

              

              They tipped. There was a drop and a splash, water was pouring in around her feet. Light sparked and the box spun in her hands. Alex gasped. Harry grasped the box as the light washed out over them. Tiny sparks spun through the water and air, surrounding her, then the front of the box bowed outwards and they were free. Alex still clung to her as they were buoyed upwards towards the surface of the bay, surround by myriads of tiny mechanical creatures that continued to pour forth from the box clutched in her hand.
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              Alex's flat was closer so they headed that way, shivvering as the cold water of the bay seeped through to their bones and the adrenaline wore off. By the time they reached Alex's front door, Harry's teeth were clattering uncontrollably and she had to watch in agony as Alex fumbled with the key, frozen fingers hardly able to hold it.

              

              "Are we safe?" she wondered.

              

              "They think we're dead right? Safe enough for tonight I imagine."

              

              The key finally turned in the lock and they stumbled into his narrow hallway. Alex switched on lights while Harry tried to remove her squelching shoes.

              

              "Bathroom's this way, you need a warm shower," remarked Alex. She heard him clattering around and the sound of running water. She was still struggling with the laces on her shoes. She couldn't feel her fingers or control them properly.

              

              "Leave them, they're ruined anyway and you need to warm up."

              

              She felt Alex grab her and pull her into the bathroom. Suddenly she was thrust into the warm jet of water from a shower. She blinked and stared at Alex.

              

              "I'll go change," he said. He was shivvering too.

              

              "No you don't! You need to warm up as well." She grabbed him and pulled him into the shower with her, feeling the way he shook beneath her hands. She wrapped her arms around him and dropped her head to his shoulder in exhaustion, continuing to feel the shakes rattling through her body. He hung onto her waist and they remained like that for some time, it apparently taking an age for their shaking to stop, even as their fingers warmed up and burned in the heat.

              

              Eventually Harry felt a delicious warmth creep over her and she realised she'd stopped shaking, as had Alex. She raised her head to look at him.

              

              "We're still alive!" she said and realised she was grinning helplessly.

              

              He grinned back. "So we are."

              

              Then she kissed him.

              

              After a minute or two of exploration he broke away. "You know," he said thoughtfully, "that felt distinctly like an invitation not just a hooray we're still alive."

              

              Harry was too tired to play games. "It was an invitation."

              

              "Just checking. I'd hate you to think the whole nearly getting us killed thing was a desperate attempt at seduction."

              

              Harry giggled. "I don't think you're doing the seducing here."

              

              He grinned back and started undoing the buttons on her soaked blouse. "Well I'd like to propose that we get each other clean and then retire to the bedroom."

              

              Harry pouted. "What no shower sex?"

              

              "I can hardly stand. I want to lie down."

              

              "I hope you're not going to fall asleep on me."

              

              Alex pushed her blouse off her shoulders and dropped it onto the floor of the shower. "Not much risk of that," he murmured and nuzzled into her neck with a kiss, even as she began undoing his shirt and looked around for the soap.
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              Alex woke to the sound of singing and realised vaguely that everything ached.

              

              "Harry?" he asked.

              

              "Making tea!" floated a voice.

              

              "Oh god! no!" Alex tumbled out of bed in a panic.

              

              "Oh calm down! I can't possibly mess up tea."

              

              Harry appeared in the doorway, a mug in each hand. Alex peered dolefully up at her from where he sat on the floor.

              

              "My shirt suits you," he managed.

              

              "My clothes are ruined remember. Come on! tea!" She thrust one of the steaming mugs at him.

              

              "Are you always this perky in the morning?" Alex asked and sipped cautiously at the tea which, he had to admit, could have been a lot worse.

              

              "Only after great sex and when I've narrowly escaped being killed." Harry sat down cross-legged on the bed, which did rather distracting things to Alex's shirt.

              

              Alex scrambled slowly up onto the bed next to her. "Everything hurts," he complained.

              

              Harry looked serious for a moment. "Yeah, my everything hurts too, but, `Zipper-di-ay, My, oh my it's a wonderful day'" she finished with a trill.

              

              Alex groaned. "Seriously Harry, your taste in music is worse than your cooking."

              

              Harry grinned, leaned over and kissed him. "You're such a romantic Alex."
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