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eight

Ryan Jarvis rushed into A&E, his green eyes wild with worry. Foxy’s five-inch heels pinched her toes as she tried to keep up with him.

‘I’m looking for Preston Campbell,’ he asked the male receptionist, breathing hard.

The man calmly turned to his computer screen as Foxy rubbed her hand soothingly against Ryan’s back. ‘It’s gonna be OK babe.’

But Ryan didn’t really hear her. His little brothers meant the world to him. He’d never forget the day they were born, two little wriggling brown bodies that he had held gently with love.

The receptionist looked back at him. ‘He’s in intensive care.’

Ryan reeled back because he knew that was bad. ‘Don’t forget to disinfect your hands,’ the man behind the desk added, pointing to a clear bottle on the wall. Once they’d followed his instructions they took the stairs to the intensive care ward. Ryan saw Schoolboy and his other brother, Darius, as soon as he turned the corner. His dad pulled him into a deep embrace as soon as he reached him. He loved this man as if he was his real father.

‘What happened?’ he asked.

Schoolboy told him quickly, making Ryan’s legs wobble as the full impact of what had happened to his young brother sank in. He pulled Darius to his side, rubbing his hands over his head as he asked, ‘Where’s mum?’

Schoolboy sighed and said nothing. That’s when Ryan noticed his aunts, Ollie, Roxy and Anna standing in the background. No Aunty Misty, which surprised him.

‘Alright everyone,’ Foxy said cheerfully, stepping forward. Ryan couldn’t help but notice the way the other women and his dad ran their gazes over her clothes and heavy duty make-up. He knew that none of them had taken to Foxy, why he just didn’t know. I mean, Foxy was fantastic, showing him a good time and was a total knockout in bed. Once they got to know her a bit better he was sure they would like her as much as he did.

Suddenly the drugs he’d taken earlier made his head swim. He rapidly blinked his eyes trying to steady himself.

‘You alright?’ his dad asked, catching his arm.

He turned to Schoolboy and nodded. Abruptly the other man tipped his chin up and looked into his eyes. Eyeballed him. Ryan tried to look away, but Schoolboy held his chin tight. ‘You on something?’ Schoolboy asked harshly.

Ryan rapidly shook his head, managing to get out of Schoolboy’s grasp. ‘No way dad. I ain’t stupid.’

‘Then why do your pupils look as big as the Blackwall Tunnel?’

‘Just tired that’s all. I’ve been studying hard for my exams. It’s hard work being an art student.’

Schoolboy remained silent for awhile, then said, ‘You just remember that your flat is in mine and your mum’s name until you turn twenty-five. Any funny business and we’ll have you back home before you can blink.’

Ryan nodded with relief. His dad carried on, ‘I want you to take Darius and stay with him at our house.’ He looked over at Foxy. ‘On your own. I’ll give you a bell later with news of Preston.’

A few minutes later Ryan, holding Darius’s hand, stood at the lift, a grinning Foxy by his side. He thought she’d be spitting at the treatment from his family, like she usually was.

‘What you grinning at?’ he asked.

She tugged open her leopard-print shoulder bag. ‘Coz I’m going to take all your troubles away later on with this.’

He peered into the bag and saw a bottle of the hospital’s hand sanitiser fluid. ‘You never nicked that?’

‘’Course I did. Pinched it off the wall. Mix a little bit of this with some vodka and you’re singing “I’m Forever Blowing Bubbles” for the rest of the night, you get me?’

Laughing she stepped into the lift. That’s the only problem he had with Foxy, she just thought about herself too much sometimes. He got in behind her, still clinging to his little brother’s hand, his thoughts on his other brother who lay seriously injured in a hospital bed.



Marcus Lloyd, Marky-Boy to most people, knew he’d had a close escape this afternoon. Being caught shafting one of Bliss’s birds was stupid. He grinned over his pint at the bar of The Diamond Rose boozer in Stepney. But he’d got away with it. And would get away with it if the rumours he was hearing about Bliss were true. Bliss would be too worried about being fingered for topping Stanley Lewis’s kids to be worrying about what he’d been doing in Bliss’s bed that afternoon. Maybe he should pay Stanley Lewis a visit and tell him what he had seen – Bliss turning up at his dolly bird’s looking as white as a line of cocaine. Maybe if he did Stanley would give him a spot in his crew. He could picture himself now, wearing a designer suit with a shooter stuck in his back pocket. Hadn’t he dreamt about being a real gangster since he was a little boy? Since he’d seen those two geezers give his dad the beating of his life for money he owed them. Oh yeah, he could see it all now.

Decision made he quickly finished his pint. Walked outside. Thought about the best route to Stanley’s club on the Hackney Road. As he started walking towards the bus stop someone yelled out his name. He looked around to find two men, real hard-looking nuts, pulling up beside him in a black Jag.

‘Yeah, who wants to know?’ he called back, his tone full of arrogance, as if he was already part of Lewis’s crew. Then he spoilt it with a sniff at the end.

The man in the passenger seat answered, ‘We hear you’re the man to do business with if we want some DVDs.’

They’d got that right. ‘We’re looking to invest a sizeable amount of dosh,’ the man carried on.

Pound signs always got Marky-Boy excited. ‘Yeah I can sort you out.’

The passenger door sprung open. ‘Hop on in.’

His H supply had been running low so he did what they said. ‘How many are you . . . ?’ He started gabbing as soon as the engine ignited.

‘Not here,’ the man in the front cut over him. ‘We’ve got a nice place to do business in.’

Thinking of the high life that was zipping his way Marky-Boy eased back and enjoyed the ride. Fifteen minutes later the car stopped outside a lock-up. He jumped out of the car as the two men in the front got out as well. Only when he saw the size of the blokes did he swallow. A shiver went down his spine but he followed them anyway. The man who’d done all the talking slid the door of the lock-up open with a bang. Marky-Boy peered inside. The place looked dark and didn’t smell too good.

‘You wanna make this deal or what?’ the man said impatiently.

Marky-Boy ran his tongue over his lips as he stepped inside. His track marks on his arms itched. The lights flipped on. Seeing the handcuffs on chains hanging from a beam in the ceiling he realised he’d made a big mistake.



Get Bliss. Get Bliss.

That’s all that kept Jackie going as she finally hit a leafy suburb just outside Hornchurch. The sky above was beginning to change from light to evening. She checked the blue satellite signal on the map on her mobile that tracked her movements. She was getting closer. Finally she stopped at the end of a street filled with big houses, the type that you either worked your fingers to the bone for years to get or the type you got from having your fingers in several dodgy pies. Some of the houses were gated and others weren’t. If Bliss’s was gated she wasn’t sure what she was going to do.

A swift, painful image of Preston lying still in the hospital shot into her mind. She’d bloody climb the fence, that’s what she was going to do. Whatever it took to get justice for her kid . . .

She reached the final house on the street and knew she’d found it. It wasn’t what she was expecting. It looked respectable with its neat hedges and flower beds. Two motors were parked outside. One was a 4x4 and she wondered if it was the one that had run down her boy. She shook as she moved over to it. Her heart thundering, she checked it for damage. She couldn’t see any, but all of sudden all she could see was Molly Lewis’s legs scraping against the road as she was dragged to her death by the car.

She pulled out her phone. Called the hospital, suddenly needing to feel close to her child. Quickly she asked to be put through to the ward Preston was on. As soon as she heard one of the nurses she emotionally let out, ‘How’s my boy?’

No change. She shook her head. She so wanted to cry.

‘What do you think you’re doing?’

The pissed off cockney voice shattered her thoughts. Jackie twisted away from the car and faced the house. In the doorway stood a man. Young, cocky, well he looked cocky to her, wearing black jeans and an open-neck blue shirt. She finally had him. Now she needed to get him by the balls.

‘What am I doing?’ She advanced, shoving her mobile in her pocket without cutting the call, the fury puffing out her chest. ‘I’ll tell you what I’m doing.’ Her hand dived into her pocket. Pulled back out.

‘You’re a dead man.’ She thrust the nozzle of the gun deep into his face.



‘Don’t do anything stupid,’ the man in front of Jackie squeaked.

‘Stupid!’ The pistol trembled in her hand. ‘I think you’re talking about yourself. Coz only a nutter would’ve killed those girls and hurt my kid.’ Her voice ended on a sob.

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about . . .’

She pushed the gun closer. Terrified he leaned back. Her voice croaked as she spat each word with the speed of automatic gunfire. ‘My boy was going to be Confirmed in three weeks’ time and now because of you he might not make it.’ She saw his look of confusion when she mentioned Preston’s Confirmation. Bloody heathen. Her finger tightened around the trigger. Suddenly her voice became calm. ‘Those girls were lovely regardless of who their family were. Innocent. And now they’re dead you’re going to pay the price Bliss.’ Her finger tightened. ‘This one’s for Marina—’

‘Paul Bliss?’ He shouted. ‘I’m not Mr Bliss.’

Her hand wavered. ‘You what?’ Her mouth twisted as her hand became steady again. ‘Don’t think you’re having one over on me.’

‘But he lives at Number 1.’

‘This is Number 1,’ she insisted.

‘No this is Number 2. Mr Bliss’s house is over there.’ She followed the direction of his nod still keeping the gun on him. Spotted a house in the distance in a large expanse of grounds behind a high, black iron security fence.

His voice drew her back to him. ‘Are you the mother of the boy who was hurt in the appalling incident outside the school today?’ Even though his hands were still in the air she saw the pity flashing from his eyes towards her. Without another word she lowered the gun and turned away. Like a deflated balloon she walked aimlessly back out into the street. She shook her head a couple of times because all of a sudden she couldn’t think straight. Jesus, Mother Mary and all the saints, she was losing her friggin’ mind.

Jackie felt disorientated. Lost. The trees and the houses blurred past her as she drifted down the road, gun hanging limply by her side. What the fuck was she doing here? She should be at the ozzie at her son’s bedside. Holding his hand, kissing his forehead, threading her fingers through his springboard locks.

‘Get in.’ Jackie jumped when she heard the voice.

She twisted to the side to find a car beside her. The passenger door was open. In the driver’s seat sat one of the last people she’d expected to see.



The man at Number 2 got on the blower as soon as he got to his plush study on the ground floor.



‘Get in,’ Misty demanded for the second time from the driver’s side of the car.

This time Jackie obeyed. As soon as she hit the seat Misty’s mouth went into fifth gear. ‘What the hell are you doing here? Have you seen yourself, prancing around the street with a shooter in your hand as if you’re holding a Cornetto or something? The Bill could’ve happened along at any moment . . .’

‘How did you find me?’ Jackie asked in a dead beat tone.

‘Mickey who else? My bloody hairpiece nearly flew off when he says you’re off to Bliss’s like Calamity Jane.’ Suddenly Misty grabbed the gun out of her hand. Opened the chamber. ‘See.’ She shoved the gun under Jackie’s nose. ‘No bloody bullets you stupid girl.’ When she saw the amazement on Jackie’s face she added, ‘Mickey took ’em out when you weren’t watching. He was frightened that you might hurt yourself or somebody else.’ As quick as she’d started Misty stopped her ranting and raving. Her face softened. ‘Do you want me to call your mum?’

Her mum, Nikki, was living the life in Switzerland. Respectable, married to a man with more cash than he knew what to do with and just plain flamin’ happy. She needed the comfort of her mum’s arms so much. But what if this all became dangerous? Stan Lewis and Paul Bliss? No, she didn’t want her mum anywhere near any of that. God knew her mum deserved some happiness after all the crap she’d been through. But if anything happened to Preston she’d call her.

Preston. Mummy’s little boy.

Jackie looked at Misty and opened her mouth as if she wanted to speak. But her mouth just flapped open like a fish, no words came out. And that’s when she felt it, this tight wave of pain sweeping through her body. It stuck in her chest. Hurt like the devil. Kept pressing and pressing until she thought she was going to go bonkers. Misty opened her arms. Jackie fell into them. Then she started crying, horrible sobs that made the tears settle in the bottom of Misty’s eyes.

‘It hurts, it really hurts,’ Jackie sobbed.

‘I know,’ Misty soothed. ‘I know.’

Jackie lifted her tear-streaked face and gazed at Misty. ‘What am I going to do if my beautiful boy dies?’





eleven

They didn’t want any warnings they were coming, so there were no blues and twos ripping through the night. Ricky and Sonny reached their destination thirty-two minutes after leaving Unity Road nick. Abruptly Ricky stopped the car.

‘Let’s do it,’ he told Sonny.

They got out of the car. Walked across the road. Stopped outside a respectable looking family home in Loughton, in Essex. Number 9 Mansfield Crescent. Nothing out of the ordinary.

‘Check around the back,’ Ricky ordered.

Sonny hesitated. ‘But shouldn’t we knock on—’ Her words froze when she saw the expression on her superior’s face. She’d seen it too many times to not know that he didn’t need her questioning anything that he said. She did what he asked as he moved closer to the front of the house staring at the gravel in the drive. His face grew grim when he saw the tyre marks. Large and wide.

‘I’ve found it,’ Sonny called out without coming back around. Ricky moved to find Sonny standing beside a black jeep. Tinted windows. She was staring at its front. He knew exactly what she was looking at.

With a triumphant expression she lifted her face and looked at him. ‘The number plates match.’



Jackie flew down the hospital corridor. A few of the nurses looked up at her, but no one tried to stop her. She reached her son’s room. Punched the door open. Rushed inside. Her breath halted in her chest at what she saw.

Schoolboy leaning over Preston’s body. She couldn’t see her son’s face, but what she could see of him was still. Too still. Sweet Jesus, Mother Mary and all the saints how could this have happened? She gulped and staggered backwards, her hand covering her heart. Hearing her, Schoolboy twisted around as he raised his head.

‘Jackie?’ He straightened.

But she squeezed her eyes tight, openly moaning, ‘No, no, no . . .’ She couldn’t look at Preston. Wouldn’t look at him. She knew what he’d look like, the two dead girls she’d already seen earlier today. She rammed her fingers into her hair and slumped against the wall. Suddenly she felt Schoolboy wrap his hand around her raised wrist. ‘Jackie?’ She just carried on shaking her head. ‘Jackie!’ This time his voice was louder. Rougher. Demanding. Slowly she opened her green, tear filled eyes.

‘Look.’

First thing she noticed was his silly grin. Then his finger pointed towards the bed. She followed it. Merciful Lord Jesus and all his wonderful saints. There was Preston with his dark eyes looking straight back at her.



He didn’t look like a child killer. In fact thirty-two-year-old Peter Bell didn’t even look like a drunk driver, Ricky decided. What the man sitting on the sofa inside Number 9 Mansfield Crescent did look like was dead scared.

‘We can sort this out Mr Bell very quickly if you can just answer some questions . . .’

‘Sort what out? I don’t know what you’re talking about.’ Bell tensed in his seat. ‘What are those people doing with my car?’

Ricky looked out of the window. The forensic team, in white suits, were giving Mr Bell’s jeep the once over. They should have towed it away and checked it back at the lab but Ricky was hoping for some quick results that would put Bell on the back foot and get the whole thing wrapped up.

Ricky left the window and walked across the room, past a stony-faced Sonny and popped himself on the edge of the single sofa opposite Bell. ‘We’re investigating a very serious offence Mr Bell. Can you confirm that you’re the owner of the vehicle at the back of this house?’

‘Of course it’s my car. How hard is it for you to check that? If I’d stolen it . . .’ Bell tailed off as he wrapped his arms tightly over each other in his lap and slightly rocked. ‘I want a lawyer. I’m supposed to have a lawyer. You can’t come in my house and accuse me of stealing my own car.’

‘I just need to confirm your ownership, I’m not accusing you of stealing it. Can you tell me where you were this afternoon at approximately 3.30 p.m.?’

Bell had gone very white and seemed to have shrunk by a couple of inches. ‘I was auditing a customer’s account in Southend-on-Sea and any discrepancies in their accounts you should take up with them, not with me.’

There was a quiet knock on the window. Ricky got up and went outside; one of his forensics boys was taking off his gloves and sighed. ‘Given it the once over chief. I’d have to take it back to the lab but I’m pretty sure this isn’t our target. It hasn’t been washed for a week and that’s the least you’d expect if the guy was covering something up. There’s no marks on it to indicate any sort of collision at any time, nothing’s been changed to hide any damage, the tyres haven’t been swapped – well, you know what to expect if it had been in a vehicular homicide. Do you want me to take it in?’

Ricky shook his head. ‘No, I don’t think this is our man.’

As the man from forensics walked away Sonny took her place at Ricky’s side. A few people from the houses opposite stood in the distance observing the proceedings.

‘He’s complaining his human rights are being abused,’ she informed him.

Ricky nodded. ‘Unfortunately, he’s probably right.’

‘Wrong car?’

‘Looks like. That means the plates will have been ghosted and that means we’ve got a different sort of a problem because Joe Criminal doesn’t go to the trouble of spoofing plates, so we must be talking about a serious player.’

‘Bliss?’

Ricky thought for a bit as a few more of Bell’s neighbours came outside. ‘Dunno. But we can’t arrest him because we’ve got no evidence.’ He moved to the jeep and kicked one of the front tyres. Cursed beneath his breath. ‘Somewhere out there is a 4x4 which murdered two kids today.’ He looked troubled to her. ‘If we don’t find it soon Stanley Lewis will and God knows what will happen then.’



His gun tucked in the back of his trousers, Stan stepped out of his motor. The street was bathed in darkness, except for the solitary lamplight in the middle. He checked left. Checked right. Good, no one else in sight. He stared up at the house in front of him. And smiled. He pulled out his semi. Calmly walked up to the door and booted the front door in. Raised his gun and confidently stepped inside. He stopped when he found who he was after.

And there she was, on her feet, looking terrified as she stood distressed by the high-backed leather armchair. He pointed the gun at her. This time he didn’t grin. She shifted back but her gaze didn’t waiver from his. He had to give her credit. She was a cool bitch.

‘What do you want?’ Her voice was as cool as her look.

He stepped further in. Checked out the room. Chic, not over done, just the way Stan knew she would live. Nice and neat, everything in its place. Shame he had to stomp in and mess it all up.

‘Nice gaff you’ve got here.’

She folded her arms across her middle as she quietly said, ‘If you don’t get out of here now I am calling the police.’

He laughed humourlessly. ‘You ain’t going to do that darling and we know why.’

Her look changed to one of fear. Yeah, the bitch didn’t look so cool any more.

His next words turned the screw on her fear. ‘I know what you and Bliss have been up to—’

‘I don’t know anyone called Bliss,’ she sharply cut in.

Taking her by complete surprise he rushed forward and grasped her, one-handed, by the throat. She gasped as he dragged her forward and slammed her down on the sofa on their right side. Her legs dangled over the edge, her upper body pinned to the back. He leaned deep into her. Inhaled her expensive perfume into his nose. One of his hands grabbed the side of her grass green blouse and with a yank ripped it open. Her left breast popped out of her bra.

Her eyes radiated with terror. ‘Please . . .’

His brown gaze lingered on her exposed flesh. His fingers found her nipple and with a grin he twisted it. She groaned. He jammed his legs between her thighs forcing her legs further apart. ‘We could have such fun me and you.’ He dramatically sniffed the side of her neck. Then he looked straight into her eyes. ‘But then you ain’t really my sort.’ He shoved the nozzle of the gun into her face. Directly under her left eye. Her head jerked back as her legs twitched around him. ‘If you and that cunt Bliss had anything to do with my kids—’ His finger curled around the trigger. She panted in accelerated fear.

‘You know I wouldn’t ever harm any children,’ she rushed out. ‘Never.’

‘What I do know is that you and that boyfriend of yours are trying to pull a fast one on me. Take over my turf.’

This time she didn’t even bother denying she knew Bliss.

Suddenly he dipped his head and ran his tongue along her nipple like it was the most delicious lollipop he’d ever tasted. Her breathing jumped in her chest as she twisted her head away from him. Then he eased back. Stood up. ‘You tell Bliss I know where his stash house is.’ And with that he was gone.

She lay like that for a good few minutes, too shocked to do anything. I know where his stash house is. I know where his stash house is. If Stanley Lewis knew . . . She scrambled to her feet. Ran for the phone in the adjoining room. Picked it up. No, she shouldn’t be making this call on her landline, she reasoned. She headed back to the lounge for her mobile. Jammed it to the side of her face as she nervously paced across the polished floorboards. ‘It’s me . . . Yes I know you said not to contact you . . . Lewis has been here. He knows about us . . . Stay calm?’ She yelled. ‘How can I . . . ?’ But she was talking to thin air. She squeezed her eyes closed as her hand tightened painfully around the phone. She was in way over her head and she knew it. But Bliss would help her. Get this all sorted out. He loved her. Didn’t he?



Despite the tubes coming out of him, Preston scrunched his face into a little-boy look of embarrassment as his mum covered his face with tiny baby kisses. Yuck! But Jackie didn’t notice, all she could see was that her little man was back among the living.

‘Mum,’ he croaked softly, with just enough childish whine to let her know how he was feeling.

She gave him one last hug then pulled back, her gaze eating him alive. Then her face lit into a gigantic grin. ‘I know, I know, big guy don’t want his mum showing him up.’

Preston swallowed, then croaked, ‘No one’s got a smile like my mum.’

Jackie’s heart lurched at the unexpected words. All she could do was nod her head because the lump in her throat was way too big to allow her to speak.

‘Ms Jarvis.’ She knew it was the doctor. She found Dr Ruth Brown standing next to Schoolboy in her white coat.

Immediately she got up and walked over. ‘So is he alright now? When can we take him home.’ The hope in her voice rushed out with her words.

The doctor’s look was grave. ‘Little Preston is definitely a fighter, you should be proud of him. We need to keep him in for further observations. The last thing you would want is for anything to happen to him if he went home.’

She nodded. ‘But there’s no lasting damage?’ Her head flicked back to Preston.

Dr Brown smiled. ‘If he continues to make progress within the next forty-eight hours, he should be fine.’

Jackie flung her arms around her and hugged tight. ‘Can’t thank you enough doc. Any time you want a free night out you come down to my club.’ She let the other woman go and by the look of the doctor’s face she knew she was making a right old tit of herself, but who cared when her son was back in her loving arms. The expression on the doctor’s face suddenly changed as she asked, ‘Can I have a . . . um . . . quiet word with you?’ She looked at Schoolboy. ‘On your own?’

‘Sure.’ Jackie moved to the side with the doctor as Schoolboy made his way back to their son.

‘You are Jackie Jarvis?’ And then she rattled out Jackie’s address.

Jackie frowned. ‘Yeah.’

‘I run the clinic.’ The doctor emphasised the word clinic. ‘Upstairs. I think you had an appointment with me this afternoon. At four.’

Jackie blushed. How could this be the same doctor? As if reading her mind the doctor gently explained, ‘I sometimes do the emergency ward in the evenings. Of course with all this happening I understand why you missed the appointment, but I’m just checking that you will make another one. It’s very urgent that you come to see me.’

Jackie’s eyes skidded downwards. This was the last thing she wanted to chat about. This could wait. ‘Yeah, sure.’ But she didn’t meet the doctor’s eyes. And with that the other woman left. Jackie let out a hefty sigh.

‘What did she want?’

Jackie turned at Schoolboy’s question. She ran her fingers threw her red hair, punching up the strands over her forehead. ‘Nothing much. Just wanted to make sure I was OK with everything.’ His dark gaze remained steady on her. Instead of trying to meet his look she rushed to the other side of Preston’s bed. Took the armchair. Pulled it close. She stared lovingly at her son. Gave him one of her special mummy smiles. Smoothed her hand over his hair. Suddenly she felt Schoolboy’s hand cover hers. Her hand stopped moving. Then she laced her fingers through his. He pulled their clasped hands down onto the blanket covering their boy.

‘Do you remember what happened?’ she quietly asked Preston.

He swallowed. Nodded. Then opened his mouth. Tried to speak but nothing came out. Tried again, this time his voice came out in a small whisper. ‘This car came at me.’ He took another breath. ‘I crossed the road proper mum at the lights.’

‘I know son,’ she reassured quietly.

‘But it wouldn’t stop.’

‘Sh,’ his dad soothed. ‘That’s enough for now.’

But Preston kept going, his voice getting stronger. ‘I tried to move but it just kept coming at me. I saw . . .’

Jackie tensed. Leaned forward. ‘What did you see?’

Preston’s chest rose as his eyes blinked rapidly. ‘I saw . . .’ Suddenly Preston’s eyes fluttered. Slammed shut as he slumped back on the bed. The lights on the monitor started to go crazy as a loud beeping noise ripped through the air. Schoolboy jumped up. Leaned over his son. Frantically he grabbed his shoulders and shook him. ‘Preston? Preston?’ But he didn’t move and the noise didn’t stop.

Jackie bolted for the door and yelled down the corridor. ‘Help us. Please someone help us.’ A nurse came running down the corridor and into the room. She took one look at Preston and ran for the door again. Shouted, ‘Respiratory arrest. Call the crash team!’





fifteen

Misty and Roxy stood outside the room where Preston lay fighting for his life. Inside sat Schoolboy. Anna and Ollie were downstairs in the canteen getting everyone some much-needed drinks.

Roxy yawned then looked sideways at Misty making her buttermilk bob move slightly. ‘I’m worried about Jackie.’

Misty looked down at her plump friend, her grey gaze showing her concern. ‘Yeah, so am I. The way she’s behaving she’ll end up doing something really stupid.’

Roxy moved away from the door, pulling out her asthma inhaler. She inhaled two quick hits. Then looked back at Misty who’d followed her. ‘Can we do anything about it?’

Misty thought for a few seconds, her forehead creasing into a frown. ‘I’m not sure. You know what Jackie’s like once she’s made up her mind.’ Her tone changed as she continued, ‘Do you know why she had an ozzie appointment today?’

Roxy shook her head. ‘I think Ollie’s the only one who knows that. Mind you it can’t be anything serious or she would’ve told us.’

‘I suppose so.’

Roxy shook her head back as she clutched her shoulder bag. ‘I’m off to the loo. Be right back.’ Before the other woman could answer she strode quickly down the corridor. As soon as she was inside the Ladies she quickly opened her bag. Pulled out a half bottle of vodka. The others would read her the riot act if they knew she was back on the booze. She unscrewed the lid and gulped. Not too much though, she couldn’t afford to get pissed just yet, no, she’d leave that for later, behind closed doors. She closed her eyes briefly as the alcohol made her heart thump.

As Roxy pumped a breath freshener spray on her tongue, in the corridor Misty pulled out her mobile. Dialled a long-distance number.

‘It’s Misty. You need to get your arse here now . . .’



Sean McCarthy stopped his motor outside Herbert Morrison Tower minutes to midnight. He looked at his boss in the passenger seat. They didn’t speak just nodded at each other. Bliss popped a couple of painkillers and then stepped outside. The men walked around to the back of the car. Sean popped the boot. Grinning they stared inside at their weapon of choice for tonight. Two twelve-inch scaffolding poles with a couple of inches of concrete inside at one end. The damage that both beauties could do to bones was amazing. As Sean leaned down to pick up a pole the screaming sound of cop cars belted around the corner onto the street.

‘Shit,’ Sean swore as he straightened up.

Bliss slammed the lid as two police cars screeched to a halt outside the block a few feet away from them.

‘We need to—’ rushed out of Sean’s mouth but Bliss put a restraining hand onto his arm.

‘Take it easy.’

They froze as five cops jumped out of the cars. They remained where they were, expecting the cops to come up to them. But instead the police ran past them towards the entrance of the building, one of them waving his arm for the concierge to let them in.

Both men let out easy breaths as they walked slowly back to the front of the car. Got in. As Sean twisted the ignition key, Bliss said, ‘No. Let’s wait and see what’s going on.’

And so they waited. Five minutes. Ten. Fifteen. Almost twenty minutes later the cops reappeared, two of them holding the arms of a young man who stood handcuffed between them.

Sean snickered as they watched the scene. ‘That is our toerag dealer. Never thought I’d live to see the day the Bill gave us a helping hand.’

Bliss leaned forward and peered hard through the windscreen trying to catch the dealer’s face. The dealer turned his face around a few seconds before he was thrust into the back of the cop car. Bliss peered closer, the skin on his forehead creasing up. He knew that face . . . Bingo! He had it. He eased back into the seat as the Bill drove off.

Looked at Sean. ‘You never guess who that kid is?’

Sean just stared at him, so he carried on, a small smile on his face. ‘Jackie Jarvis’s boy.’

‘How do you know that?’

‘I’ve just seen a happy family snap of him sitting pretty in her living room.’



Five minutes to one in the morning Jackie got the phone call from the one cop she could do without talking to again.

‘What do you want?’ she whispered, so that she didn’t wake Darius who was sleeping sound in his bed. She’d been sitting by his side for God knows how long since Schoolboy had slammed out of the house. She stood up when she realised that he might have some more information about what had happened outside the school.

‘Jackie I’m sorry to tell you this, but Ryan’s been arrested.’



Jackie went back to Unity Road police station on her own. When she got Ryan she was going to . . . She ground her teeth together. As soon as she entered she saw Foxy Jones sitting anxiously in the reception area. The younger woman shot up as Jackie marched towards her.

Jackie pointed her finger in the taller woman’s face. ‘I want you out of here now.’

Foxy’s manicured fingers fluttered in the air. ‘It weren’t my fault I swear.’

That made Jackie see red. ‘My son would not be in a bit of bother if it weren’t for you. He was a decent boy until he picked up with you.’

That made Foxy start booing very loudly. The desk sergeant and the two men sitting on the chairs in the reception looked over at both women.

‘If I have to take one more friggin’ step closer to you I’m going to wring your bloody neck, you got it?’

‘I love him,’ Foxy wailed. Strangely Jackie believed her, but that didn’t make her like her any more. Foxy fled the station in tears.

‘Jackie.’

On hearing her name Jackie twisted around to find Ricky standing behind her.

‘I want to see my son.’

Ricky moved closer to her. ‘Not before we have a chat.’

He took her to a small room near the reception. Anxiously she stared intently at him. ‘He’s a good boy,’ she said finally.

Ricky nodded. ‘I know he is. But the police raided his flat because one his neighbours reported that she thought he was dealing drugs.’

‘Fuck off!’ she exploded. ‘My lad wouldn’t touch the stuff.’ She shook her head vigorously. ‘He knows what will happen to him if he does.’

Ricky folded his fingers together. ‘They found marijuana at his place.’

Jackie gasped seeing her boy going down for a long time. Ricky carried on in the same calm tone. ‘But the amount found is classed as being for personal use.’

‘Meaning?’

‘He’ll get off with a caution.’ She let out a huge sigh of relief, but Ricky’s next words rocked her again. ‘But I think he’s doing some other heavy shit. They didn’t find anything else in his place, but I think you need to have a long chat with him.’

Slowly she stood up as fury started setting in. ‘Chat? I’m going to bloody well string him up.’



But she didn’t string him up, instead she sat him in her front room opposite her.

She hadn’t allowed him to say a word on the ride back to hers. Now she had him where she wanted him she was ready.

‘I’m really sorry mum.’ Ryan kept his head down.

‘Sorry!’ Jackie shouted. Then she remembered Darius sleeping upstairs and lowered her voice. ‘You look at me when I’m talking to you.’ Her eldest son raised his head. Green eyes stared back at each other. Jackie took a deep breath. ‘I’m going to tell you a story. When me and your aunts were young we got involved in the drugs business through no fault of our own.’ She saw his startled expression but pressed on. ‘Don’t ask me why because I’m not going to tell you. What matters is we soon learned that it was a nasty, dirty business where people killed to get money. That’s why I don’t want you anywhere near it. I don’t want my boy to see some of the things I had to. I ain’t telling you this coz I read it in the Daily Mail. I’ve seen that life and as long as there’s breath in my body you ain’t going anywhere near it, you understand.’

‘Mum, I’m sorry.’ Then he was in her arms. She tightened her arms around him. Bloody hell, what a day. One son in the ozzie, another she’d had to collect from the nick.

Gently she eased him back from her and stared directly into his eyes. ‘Are you acting like this because of what happened years ago at my wedding?’ There, she’d finally said it. The one thing they never talked about.

He shifted his gaze away from her. ‘I don’t think about it much any more.’

Jackie’s tummy seized up with pain. This was all her fault. If only . . .

Then he shocked her by looking directly into her eyes and saying, ‘I’d do it all over again mum if it meant that I saved you like I did that day.’

That brought the tears to her eyes. Ryan gently wiped a tear from her face and gave her a big smacker on the cheek.

‘Go upstairs and get some kip in the spare room.’ She could’ve bitten the words back as soon as she’d said them. If Ryan went into the spare room he’d know that she was using it to sleep in and she didn’t want him to realise that there were problems in her marriage.

But Ryan saved her from any embarrassment when he stood up and said, ‘I’m going back to the hospital. Keep Schoolboy company.’ He’d been like glue at Schoolboy’s side when he was younger, loving the time spent with his new dad.

She nodded at him not able to speak. When he left she rubbed her hand over her right breast. Felt the lump inside.



On the way to the hospital Ryan took a detour to Whitechapel High Street. Banged on the door of someone he’d met the same time he’d moved into his new flat. As he waited for the door to open he thought back, wondering what if the cops had found all that meth he’d offloaded earlier in his place? Bollocks. If his mum ever found out . . . ?

The door opened cutting off his thoughts. He said, ‘I’m looking to score.’





eighteen

Ryan should’ve been down the college at his fashion art course or even down the hospital but instead he did a line of C at his supplier Lurch’s place. He raised his head as he inhaled again, eyes scanning the room. Lurch’s sitting room was surprisingly clean and tidy, the only mess the foil and flecks of white powder on the smoked-glass table.

He caught Lurch’s eye as the supplier sat opposite him on a rocking chair. He looked more like a Sunday school teacher than a dealer. Small round glasses, always decked in a suit and with the scent of lemon floating off his hands as if he cleaned them obsessively. Lurch’s eyes kept glancing nervously at the door.

‘How did you get the name Lurch?’ Ryan asked easing back into the single sofa.

Lurch glanced at the door, back at Ryan. ‘Ain’t got a clue. The other kids just started calling me it at school.’

‘Yeah, but—’ But before Ryan could carry on there was a thump at the front door.

Lurch sprang to his feet. Looked at Ryan. ‘Really sorry man.’ Before Ryan could ask him what he meant Lurch was gone and at the door. Puzzled Ryan pushed himself straight. What did Lurch have to be sorry about? He started to ease out of the seat when a newcomer appeared at the door. Tall, with blue eyes and gelled spiky hair.

‘Who are you?’ Ryan asked, some sixth sense telling him to take a step to the side.

‘I hear that you’ve been dealing gear in my place.’

That’s when Ryan noticed the shortened scaffolding pole in his hand.



Beep. Beep. Beep.

At minutes after three the sound of the machine was the only noise in the room as Jackie sat next to the bed with her son in it. No change. He looked like he was sleeping. She smoothed her hand gently over his cheek.

‘Mummy’s here,’ she whispered. ‘And you’re going to be back in my arms before you know it.’ She felt the tears threatening to fall. But she sniffed them back. It wouldn’t help Preston to hear his mum crying her heart out.

She heard the door open. Looked around. Schoolboy looking rougher than he’d looked years back when two rival gangs were after him. She knew he hadn’t come home last night, most probably opting to spend the night kipping at the restaurant.

‘How’s my little man doing?’ he asked softly as he stood at the foot of the bed.

She looked back at their boy. ‘I just want him to come home.’

‘That’s what I keep telling myself about you,’ he said startling her. She looked across at him. ‘I just want us to be a family again. To get through this together.’

‘What you saying, I ain’t a proper mum? That it’s my fault Ryan did a little bit of blow?’

‘You’re the best mum I know. But up here.’ He touched the side of his head with a finger. ‘You ain’t with us. Darius needs you. Preston needs you. Ryan needs you.’ He hesitated for a second. ‘And I need you.’

Her mouth set into a stubborn line. ‘You’re asking me too much to let this go. Look at him.’ Her head swiftly turned back to the bed. ‘He should be playing with his mates. Or on his computer game. Or watching the footie on the box. Not lying here almost d—’ She clamped her mouth shut. She couldn’t say it, just couldn’t let it out.

Her head dropped with the weight of her tormenting thoughts. She never heard him move but felt him crouch down beside her. His finger touched the point of her chin. Lifted her head up to look at him. For a few seconds they said nothing as the love they felt for their son shone in their eyes.

Finally Schoolboy spoke, his words filled with pain. ‘I wanted to take that shooter last night and tear this town apart until I found the murdering bastard who did this. But then I thought what if something happens to me? I would’ve left Jackie to deal with this on her own.’ He shook his head and let out a shuddering breath. ‘If you do this you might not come back. I can’t lose you Jackie, I can’t.’ He laid his head in her lap.

She picked up her hand and let it hover over his head. Then she let it fall. She caressed his locks as she spoke. ‘I ain’t going nowhere babe, nowhere.’

‘Promise?’

‘You bet.’

Then she remembered the V.O. from Kenny Lewis. Should she tell him? No. She moved her fingers more deeply through his hair. What he didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him.

Jackie eased back from him. ‘I need to get some fresh air.’ He lifted his eyebrows knowing that was her way of saying she needed a ciggie. He didn’t smoke these days, not even a bit of weed, the nicotine on his breath reminding him too much of the taste of the bad life he’d left behind.

‘You should get some sleep girl,’ he answered taking in the deep circles under her green eyes.

‘I’m alright. Just need to clear my head.’

With one last look at her child she left the room. But she didn’t go outside, instead she took the lift to the next floor. Briskly walked into the waiting room in the second corridor on the left. A few women waited on plastic, blue chairs and a flat-screen telly mounted on the wall flashed up sound and images from a 24-hour news channel. Jackie stopped at the reception desk where two women sat in front of computer screens. One of the women looked up.

‘Yes?’

Jackie swallowed. Her voice shook. ‘Name’s Jackie Jarvis. I need to make an appointment for later today if you have one.’



Ryan knew he was in deep shit.

The man with the pole stepped forward. Ryan wanted to step back but he couldn’t or he’d fall right over the sofa.

‘Name’s Bliss. You’ve been selling crap out of my patch? The Five Fingers Club.’

Now Ryan did step back and tumbled straight onto the sofa. He held his arms above his head to ward off a blow as he heard the man rushing towards him. He let out a wild yelp as the pole crashed down beside him on the sofa making the cushion jump. He peeped up at the man looming over him. Bliss braced his arms on either side of Ryan, the tendons straining against his skin, his hand and the pole sinking into the softness of the sofa.

Instead of hitting him, Bliss spoke, ever so softly. ‘I would’ve thought your old man would’ve told you it’s not a good idea to mix work like that with a bloke like me.’

There was a silence before Ryan shakily said, ‘I’ve got a stepdad. I don’t know who my real dad is.’

Bliss felt his chest tighten. He could understand where the kid was coming from, he hadn’t known his dad until recently. He sighed, but leaned his face closer to the kid’s.

‘What’s your mum going to say when she has to ID your body down the morgue?’

He raised the pole and slammed it down once more. Ryan cried out as he covered his head again.

‘I’m talking to you boy,’ Bliss yelled.

‘I don’t know,’ Ryan mumbled back quickly.

‘I’ll tell you what she’d do. She’ll bitch slap you until you don’t have a mouth left to take any drugs, you get me?’

Ryan vigorously nodded. Then Bliss straightened and pulled himself back giving Ryan some space. When he next spoke his voice was calm. ‘I want you to go to that hospital and sit with your mum while she sits holding your little brother’s hand praying for him to get better.’

Startled, Ryan stared gobsmacked at him. ‘How did you know . . . ?’

Bliss pointed the pole at him. ‘You start being the kind of son Jackie deserves. Now get the fuck out of here.’

Ryan didn’t need to be told twice. He scarpered. As Bliss watched him go he whispered, ‘I must be going soft. What’s the matter with me?’



Ricky and Sonny parked up the unmarked police car on a road opposite the Mountjoy Estate in Leyton, East London. Normally the only time the police appeared down that way was by the vanload. The estate had a long tradition of turning out London’s worst. Bliss was elsewhere these days but he’d used it as a base at one time and still had soldiers and runners there. Chatter said that he ran drug-making factories and knocking shops on the top floor of the only tower block on the estate. It proved to be a lucrative business, punters going through one door for their chemical fix and another to practise their sexual tricks. Half of the residents were too scared to blab to the Bill and the other half were new to the country and didn’t want any trouble. But the biggest reason that Ricky hated the estate with a passion was because it reminded him of the days he’d lived on the wrong side of the law.

They waited until the tow truck had caught up and pulled over then Ricky checked the paperwork: ‘Right, our anonymous friend tells us what we’re looking for is in lock-up number 5. Not that it matters, any lock-up we open here will have something inside to interest the law.’ He looked at a plan of the estate. ‘These garages – we drive in at the main entrance, turn left and then down to the end of the slip road. Have you got the bolt cutters?’ She nodded. ‘And your gun?’

She nodded again. Both of them had done their firearms training with authorisation to carry a firearm in what they deemed to be a potentially ‘threatening’ situation. And coming to the Mountjoy was always threatening.

Sonny held up the bolt cutters. Ricky nodded. ‘OK, let’s do it . . .’

‘I still think we need some back-up.’

‘Oh behave, it’s 11 a.m. Gangstas don’t get up till lunchtime – that’s why you never see a probation officer in the morning . . .’

‘You know this estate as well as I do Guv. Tupac Shakur would’ve applied for a transfer.’

Ricky looked up and along the rows of low-rise flats, bit his lip and then gently touched the car horn, the signal for the tow truck to follow. They drove onto the estate. Turned left, past the blood red graffiti that read,



Inform. Get Shot.



Drove down to the concrete block of lock-ups. On the right, the rows of balconies of the nearest block of flats loomed above them. Ricky pulled up outside the battered and buckled iron doors, got out and looked for number 5. It was an easy find; all the other doors had rusted chains and padlocks except one which had a fresh lock on. He checked the door and saw a faded and flaky 5 painted at the top.

Sonny got out and fitted the jaws of the bolt cutters around the lock. As she did so, Ricky noticed two small kids, wearing hoodies that were way too big for them, standing outside the flats. They were watching him closely.

Ricky whispered, ‘Looks like Snow White’s lost two of her dwarves.’

Sonny turned to look. ‘It’s not the dwarves you need to worry about, it’s their older brothers and their big bad wolves. Not to mention Snow White herself, females round here tend to be worse than the boys.’

She turned back to the bolt cutter. Increased the pressure. The padlock clattered to the ground. Ricky slid the door upwards and the daylight revealed the back of a 4x4. Ricky smiled. ‘Bingo!’

He went back to the unmarked car and pulled a torch out of the glove compartment. The boys had gone but on the balconies, just out of bed and in regulation gang clothes, groups of two or three youths had appeared. As he slammed the door shut, he heard someone above yelling, ‘What do you think you’re doing man?’

Ricky ignored the shout, switched on his torch and went into the lock-up. He examined the bumpers and got underneath the 4x4. He heard footsteps and looked up to see Sonny standing over him. Ricky got up to his feet.

‘This is the car alright. They haven’t even bothered to clean it up, there’s still blood on the bodywork.’

Sonny anxiously glanced towards the open door. ‘If you don’t get a move on, there’s going to be a lot more blood on the bodywork.’

Ricky eased up, keeping his movements calm and casual as he made his way to the doorway. Emerged into the daylight to find a load more kids on the balconies and a larger group who’d made their way down to ground level, some with dogs on leads. This group gathered menacingly a short distance around their two vehicles, hoods and caps down, bandanas covering their faces. There were shouts and taunts from around and above. Ricky didn’t feel intimidated. He’d learned long ago that the day you showed crims that you were shitting it you were fucked. He pulled his warrant card and flashed it.

‘Police. We don’t want your drugs and we don’t care about your summons, so can you stand well back please?’

Someone made a pig snorting noise as a large youth stepped forward. Grey tracksuit and hoodie, Union Jack bandana. He sneered, ‘Five-O? You can’t just come on here like this. You have to talk to people first, get permission. Where’s your fucking manners man?’

I’ll give you fucking manners, Ricky thought, but instead he ignored the youth and held up his hand signalling for the tow truck to come forward. It started to move. As it approached, some of the youths banged on its bodywork and its wing mirror was bashed sideways. The shouting grew louder and coarser. Out of nowhere a brick sailed from one of the balconies above and landed a couple of inches from Ricky’s size-eleven feet. Ricky and Sonny stumbled back as more missiles, including eggs and bulging plastic bags, began to rain down around them. One splattered on the ground beside Sonny, bursting on impact, splattering her with a foul smelling liquid.

‘Bollocks Guv, that wasn’t champagne. We need to get back-up. Now.’

Bastards, Ricky thought. If there was one thing he loathed it was attacks on female officers. It might sound chauvinistic but that’s just the way he thought about it. ‘Too late for that now. Not to worry, I’ve brought some back-up of my own. You get that car hitched up while I take care of the audience.’

He reached into his jacket and pulled out a pistol and waved it at the youths. The taunts and missiles immediately stopped.

‘Alright, back off boys, this has got nothing to do with you, just take it easy and no one’s going to get hurt.’

The youths were unimpressed and started laughing.

‘Woah! Tuff guy . . . Call that a gatt? I wouldn’t shoot my dog with it . . . You want gun play? We’ll give you gun play man . . .’

A gunshot ripped through the air. Shit, this was getting way out of hand. Ricky swiftly turned to find Sonny with her pistol out. She let one rip over the heads of the youths scattering the crowd. But the large youth who had given them a load of lip earlier surged forward. ‘Come on then.’ He waved his arms out to the side. ‘Shoot me! Shoot me, you chicken-shit pussy . . .’

Ignoring the taunt, Ricky rushed backwards and shouted at Sonny, ‘Let’s get this hooked up.’

They pulled the chain of the hook on the tow truck and rushed inside the lock-up. Attached the hook to the 4x4. As they ran out of the lock-up a gunshot from the crowd rang out.

Ricky and Sonny ducked as a bullet slammed into the concrete wall of the lock-up above their heads. They dived back into the lock-up. Braced themselves against the wall and looked at each other breathing hard. Everything had gone a bit Wild West.

‘Guv, we should—’ Sonny let out between spurts of air. But her superior never let her finish. ‘Just get to the car.’

She nodded. Popped off the wall. Then took off, her only defence her gun waving in the air. Ricky let out a huge sigh when he saw her reach the car. Now it was his turn to try and get out of Dodge with the jeep. His breathing calmed down as he listened. It sounded strangely quiet. He did a quick three count in his head. Dived out and belted straight to the tow truck’s cab. The driver inside looked like he was having the worst day of his life. ‘Let’s move it,’ he commanded. ‘We’ll cover you.’

The truck lurched forward as Ricky ran back to the car, got in and started the motor. The sound of the engine was echoed by another shot. Ricky careered the car backwards, wheels squealing. The daylight in the car flickered as the sunroof crashed in, showering the two cops with tinted glass. A dustbin tumbled down over the windscreen and off the bonnet while the youths surged forward punching and kicking the bodywork. Ricky reversed up onto the pavement and then accelerated forward after the truck. He swerved around an attempt to push wheelie bins into his path and sideswiped some bollards as they crashed their way off the estate.

‘Jeepers creepers Guv,’ Sonny let out a couple of minutes later. ‘That was a bit much for early in the morning.’

‘That’s alright, we’ve got our evidence. Forensics will have a party with this and then we’ll know who killed those girls.’





fifty

The next morning Anna was up early, which wasn’t her usual style. She loved cuddling up to Bell under the duvet, and then when her girlfriend was gone she loved nothing better than to roll around in bed for an hour or two just soaking up the warmth. A girl who partied as hard as she did needed to get her beauty sleep. But not this morning, she’d hit the street looking for the brothel. Number 50 Claremont Road. And as soon as she stepped onto Claremont Road she knew why it was familiar. It was the same street where the Lewis girls had been killed. Fancy the brothel being on the same street, Anna thought. She wore large, Jackie-O style shades and a Baker Boy cap to keep as much of her face hidden as possible. Her amber gaze scanned the street – a sweetshop on the corner, the school where Jackie’s kids went and large Victorian houses. Houses with huge, jutting bay windows, decorative plaster work, attic rooms tucked up at the top and memories of what this capital city was like a hundred years ago. Most people would kill to get a house like that, but not her. She was a modern girl and needed a modern flat, so the warehouse conversion she shared with Bell overlooking the Regent’s Canal in King’s Cross was right up her street. She did a full sweep of the houses, wondering which one was the brothel Daisy was after.

She checked out the number of the first house. Number 1. Odd numbers. The brothel must be on the same side of the street as the school. She crossed over and started walking and checking door numbers as she went. Number 2. 4. 6. 8. 10. She kept going until the houses became the school. The happy yells and shouts of kids fooling around in the playground sounded in the background as she peered at the number above the closed, iron entrance gate of the school. Number 48. So she was near. It must be one of the next two houses coming up.

She left the school and carried on walking. Hit the next house. Number 52. She froze. Can’t be. Where the heck was number 50? Maybe it was on the other side of the road. No, those were all odd numbers. She stared at the houses opposite. But just in case she’d got it wrong she moved to cross the road. She stepped into the road as a car came tearing down the street. She jackknifed back as the car beeped its horn furiously at her, just missing her.

‘Oi,’ she yelled out. ‘There’s a bloody school here.’ But the car kept on going. She flipped her finger at the back of the car. Then she could’ve kicked herself. She was not meant to be attracting any attention to herself. She scurried across the remainder of the road. Checked the first house she came to. Number 53. Moved back to the next house. Number 51. What the hell was going on? Where was number 50? Baffled, she rubbed her hand over her chin, wondering what she should do next. She might blow her cover but she was going to need to ask someone. She walked towards the green gloss door of number 51 and knocked. Immediately the rough bark of a dog sounded. She stepped back. A dog might be a man’s best friend, but they weren’t no friend of hers. She hadn’t like the mutts since that incident at Schiphol Airport in Holland years ago. As she debated whether to leg-it the door opened. A woman, maybe in her thirties, face red and cross, aggressively asked, ‘What do you want? If you’re a reporter you can piss off. The school’s had enough to deal with without you bastards sniffing around.’

Anna realised that the woman was referring to the Lewis girls’ death. They must’ve had Grub Street parked up here at one stage. She moved closer and settled a tiny smile on her face. ‘I ain’t no journalist—’

‘Journalist?’ The woman’s mouth curled as if she’d just cursed. ‘Bunch of word rats, that’s what they are, the lot of ’em. Sticking their hooters where no one wants them to. I’ll stick my Harvey onto the next one that comes knocking.’

Anna swallowed hard, knowing that Harvey was the name of the dog inside and she didn’t need to see him to know that he’d be some motherfucker with huge canines. ‘Like I said, I ain’t a reporter. Just wanted to know if you knew where number 50 is.’

The woman poked her head further out of the doorway. ‘Number 50 what?’

‘The houses on the street. I can’t find number 50.’

The woman let out a long sigh. ‘All I know is this is number 51. Number 50 I don’t know about. I don’t stick my nose into anyone else’s business.’ And with that she slammed the door making Harvey bark his head off again.

Anna moved back into the street. She was going to find the brothel if it killed her. She pushed her Jackie-O’s further up her nose and with determined strides, went up the street. Down the street. Up again. Down again. No number 50. As the voices of the kids in the school died away, as they left the playground to go back to their lessons to learn, Anna pulled off her cap in frustration, wondering if Kimmie had got the wrong address.


Bliss was suited and booted as he waited nervously for his brief, Daisy Sullivan, to arrive. He sat sandwiched between two screws in a back room of the court building. Both of them had been part of the crew that had done him over yesterday. He didn’t know what he was going to do, but he couldn’t go back to Oldgate. He knew he wasn’t ever going to see the sun
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