
[image: cover]


Contents

Title Page

Introducing Martina Cole

Copyright Page

Praise for Martina Cole

Also by Martina Cole

About the Book

Martina Cole – The Road to Success

Dangerous Lady

The Ladykiller

Goodnight Lady

Martina Cole – The Facts

The Jump

The Runaway

Two Women

‘Enough was Enough’ (a short story)

Broken

Faceless

‘What Makes Me Angry’

Maura’s Game

The Know

The Graft

‘Tammy’s Story’ (a short story)

The Take

Close

Faces

An Interview with Martina Cole

The Business

Hard Girls

The Family

The Faithless

The Life

‘Tania’s Life’ (a short story)

Revenge

The Good Life

Get Even

Read on for an exclusive preview of Betrayal

Have you read all of Martina Cole’s phenomenal bestsellers?

About the Author


By Martina Cole:

Dangerous Lady

The Ladykiller

Goodnight Lady

The Jump

The Runaway

Two Women

Broken

Faceless

Maura’s Game

The Know

The Graft

The Take

Close

Faces

The Business

Hard Girls

The Family

The Faithless

The Life

Revenge

The Good Life

Get Even

Betrayal


About the Book

[image: Logo Missing]

A digital compendium introducing you to the world of Martina Cole.

What makes Martina Cole tick? What are her passions? What are the essential facts behind the phenomenal bestselling author? THE KNOWLEDGE is a snapshot of Martina Cole herself as well as a showcase of her short stories, and samples of all her novels, culminating in a special preview of BETRAYAL, her new novel, out autumn 2016.

THE KNOWLEDGE: ENTER THE UNIQUE WORLD OF MARTINA COLE IF YOU DARE.
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One by one, children are being abandoned. Thankfully, they’re rescued from harm. Then one victim is not so lucky, and DI Kate Burrows knows she’s in a race against time to save lives …


Prologue

1992

Melanie Harvey walked sedately along Bayler Street in Grantley.

She had been born in the small Essex town, and she was now at college there. She felt this gave her an air of sophistication, being educated, and she was enjoying it, something her teachers would never have believed. But she loved the place, it was her home and it was where she wanted to work and raise her children. Especially since the new order had arrived. Grantley was growing, going up in the world and she wanted desperately to be a small part of it. Gradually the green belt was becoming flats and housing estates – private, of course. The older properties were being knocked down or renovated to make way for the commuters who liked being forty minutes from Fenchurch Street in a place that still felt countrified enough to justify bringing up children there; they would pay through the nose for a small three-bedroomed house. She jogged the same route every morning and was amazed at how fast the places were being built. Obviously they were not meant to last any reasonable amount of time.

Workmen were whistling at her, but she ignored them. At seventeen years old with a DD-cup she was used to dirty old men as she thought of the workers who catcalled from afar. She ignored them as she ignored everyone. Melanie was quite arrogant in her own youthful way.

Dressed in a small top, shorts and Reebok bumpers, with her dark hair swept back and encased in a ponytail, she allowed her eyes to scan the old buildings nearby that were being knocked down.

As she glanced over, she saw a bulldozer begin trundling towards the last of the units to remain intact. The bright sunlight was blocked by cloud for a few seconds and so it was easier for her to see her surroundings.

That was when she saw the movement on the roof of the building. It was only a small movement but it caught her eye. She stared up. The sun was blinding her again and her eyes were watering. But she had seen something moving, she was sure of it.

Then, as she once more heard the dull drone of the bulldozer, the sun disappeared behind cloud again and she saw a small blond head. It was just a glimpse, but it was enough for her. She registered the fact that it could only be a child. An adult would have been easy to make out, whereas the low parapet at the top of the building would hide a child, more or less.

Then she saw it again.

Realising that the man in the bulldozer was about to start demolishing the unit, she ran on to the site. The men laughed at her as she tore across the uneven ground, her white bumpers kicking up dirt and brick-dust, heavy breasts hammering against her ribcage with each heartbeat. She was trying to attract the attention of the man in the bulldozer. She certainly had that. He was watching her with a mixture of appreciation and fear.

She was nearly in his path now. He began to brake. As he halted in front of her she was still trying to draw his attention to something above his head.

The site manager, Desmond Rawlings, ran over to her, his face angry and his language even angrier.

‘What the fuck you think you’re doing?’

Melanie was out of breath, still pointing up at the roof of the building. ‘There’s someone or something up there.’

He automatically looked up and saw nothing. ‘Is this some kind of game, love?’

Melanie shook her head. ‘There is definitely someone up on that roof, mate. Go and look for yourself.’

The driver of the bulldozer was climbing out of his cab now. ‘What’s going on, Des?’

He shrugged, heavy body sweating under the jumper he had put on because it was cold that morning and the donkey jacket he wore with ‘Site Manager’ written on the back.

‘Fuck knows. This bird reckons there’s someone up there.’ He pointed once more to the roof of the building. Now all the men were looking up.

‘I can’t see nothing.’

‘Well there is something there. I saw it myself.’

But Melanie’s voice was not so assured now as she realised that she couldn’t see anything either from this vantage point.

‘I was on the street when I saw a little blond head up there. You’d better check, just to be on the safe side.’

Des sighed heavily. He had everyone on his back. The contractors were useless; everything was going wrong, he was weeks behind his schedule. None of the drawings matched and the steel was late as usual. Now, on top of everything else, he had some silly bird telling him there was a kid in the building he was about to knock down.

They were surrounded by men and Des knew they were all enjoying the light relief. Melanie was growing confused. Suppose it had just been a trick of the light?

‘I’m sure I saw something …’

A small man with green eyes in a dark-tanned face volunteered: ‘I’ll go up and look, Des. Keep the young lady happy, eh?’

He nodded and sighed. What he wouldn’t give for a few hours in the bookie’s, a wad of cash in one hand and a bottle of beer in the other. The green-eyed man disappeared into the skeleton of the building. Des had a quick shufti at the girl’s breasts before meeting her cynical eyes.

‘Had your look, you old perve?’

The other men laughed and tried not to do the same thing.

The noise died down then as they all turned to stare at the roof of the building. Melanie was nervous, wondering if she had actually seen anything and hoping she had because otherwise this lot were not going to be very happy.

She consoled herself with the fact that, whatever happened, she had done the right thing.

Regina Carlton pulled herself out of bed with difficulty. She pushed the sleeping man beside her. He grunted and turned over, emitting a loud fart in the process.

Regina pursed her lips and sighed. ‘Where the fuck did I find him?’

The words went unanswered as she glanced wearily around the chaotic room. Clothes were strewn everywhere; the place was ripe with the smell of dirty laundry and unwashed crockery. She lit a B&H and pulled the smoke deep into her lungs. The nicotine rushed straight to her brain and she sighed happily.

Scratching her sagging stomach, she wandered from the room and down the hallway to the kitchen. After putting on the kettle, she searched through the debris on the table until she found a bottle of pills. She opened the canister and popped two blue ones with a sip of water then lit herself another cigarette from the butt of the previous one. The kettle boiled and she made herself coffee, sniffing the milk suspiciously before abandoning it and settling for black.

Walking back into the hall, she opened her kids’ bedroom door.

Michaela, aged five, was still asleep, her golden hair spread over the dirty pillowcase. Hannah, ten months, was lying awake in her cot, a soaking nappy filling the room with the smell of ammonia and making her mother’s eyes water.

She looked towards the bed that should have held Jamie, two, and frowned. Walking back into the lounge area, she scanned the small room then went back into the kitchen, even looking under the table.

‘I’ll slaughter that little fucker!’ Her voice held anger rather than fear.

She walked back into the lounge and, pulling back a smoke-stained net curtain, scanned the area in front of her block of flats.

No Jamie.

Coffee finished and feeling the first buzz from the Driminal she had taken earlier, Regina went back into her bedroom and pulled on a pair of jeans and a Bart Simpson sweatshirt. Dragging her hair back into a ponytail, she surveyed herself in the mirror of her dressing table.

Her eyes were dark hollows, her cheekbones lost in a face that was puffy from too much of everything, from booze to drugs to sex. Meanwhile her body was thin but sagging, from her breasts to the skin at the top of her arms.

She was twenty-five years old.

Regina went to the bed and shook the man awake.

‘Fuck off, will ya? I’m trying to sleep.’

She looked down at him and felt nothing. Not even annoyance. Lighting up another cigarette, she went in to the girls and woke Michaela up by slapping her behind through the quilt cover.

‘Sort Hannah out and make a cuppa, love.’

Michaela sat up immediately.

‘You seen Jamie?’

The child shook her head.

Regina went out of the flat and down the four flights of stairs to the street. An old lady on the second floor ignored her as she stamped past, a thunderous look of annoyance on her face.

‘You seen my Jamie?’ she asked the old bitch in a rasping voice. After fifteen minutes even Regina was getting worried. Her little boy was missing. With everything else she had on her plate, that was the last thing she needed: the police looking too closely into the chaos of her everyday life.

‘Fuck him, the little bugger! Like his father, always causing aggravation.’

She went back into the flat to begin clearing it of anything dodgy before she felt comfortable enough to phone the Old Bill.

But before that she phoned her social worker. Regina knew she was going to need all the help she could get.

PC Black and WPC Hart arrived within fifteen minutes of the call. As they entered the flat they both grimaced as the smell of urine and stale sweat hit the back of their throats.

Regina smiled sourly at them, ready for a fight.

They looked around the shabby abode and decided to stand rather than take a seat.

‘Hello, love, I’m WPC Joanna Hart and this is my colleague, Richard Black. Now, we understand your little boy is missing?’ the female constable began.

‘I rang you, didn’t I?’ Regina’s voice held contempt but also an underlying fear that Hart was quick to pick up on.

‘Look, love, we’re not the enemy, OK? If your boy’s missing then the sooner we get the preliminaries over with the better, eh?’

Regina relaxed visibly. ‘He’s a wanderer. As young as he is, he’s streetwise. Let’s face it, he’d need to be with me as his mother, wouldn’t he? I’ve been everywhere he might be and I can’t locate him. He is definitely gone.’

WPC Hart felt a surge of compassion for the woman before her, one she had dealt with on several other occasions, seeing her drunk, drugged and aggressive.

‘I might not be mother of the year but they’re my kids, right? I care about them,’ Regina continued.

PC Richard Black snorted and shook his head sadly. ‘Yeah, it looks like it.’

Regina was across the room in a split second and WPC Hart put herself smartly between the two antagonists.

‘Look, Richard, you have a nose round the neighbours. I’ll deal with Miss Carlton, OK?’ Her firm tone of voice was a command and, turning slowly, her colleague left the room.

‘Fucking wanker! Judge me, will he? Who the fuck does he think he is?’ Regina took quick puffs on her cigarette, barely inhaling. The WPC smiled.

‘You want to try working with him.’ Her voice was low, conspiratorial. Desperate to establish some kind of rapport.

‘Oh, fuck off, lady. You ain’t playing your mind games with me. I know you and your sort. I know what you think and how you think. So cut the fucking crap and find my boy.’ Regina was scared, and it showed.

Hart was saved from having to answer by a loud voice coming into the room from the cluttered hallway.

‘Hello, love. It’s me – Bobby.’

The voice was high-pitched and effeminate. A tall man walked into the room. He had dyed brown hair, worn rather long and with two-inch roots showing, and blue eyes in a friendly open face. He held his arms wide and Regina walked straight into them and broke down. WPC Hart watched them for a while, glad to see someone who could maybe help the situation.

‘Are you a relative?’

Regina faced her and sniffed. ‘He’s better than a relative, love. He’s me social worker.’

The man held out a limp hand. ‘Robert Bateman, darlin’. Social worker to the stars.’

WPC Hart sighed heavily. This was all she needed.

PC Black came back into the flat and said loudly, ‘A little boy, answering to the name Jamie, has been found on a building site on the other side of town. Blond, blue-eyed, fit and well.’

Regina visibly relaxed. ‘That sounds like him. That sounds like my boy.’ Her voice held relief though her face betrayed nothing.

‘How did he get there?’ WPC Hart’s voice was suspicious.

Black shrugged. ‘How should I know? They’re taking him to the hospital for a once-over.’

‘Oh, Bobby, run me over there, will you?’ Regina asked.

The social worker smiled widely. ‘Of course I will, dear. What about the other two?’

Michaela was standing in the doorway with a changed and sweeter-smelling Hannah in her arms.

‘They’ll be all right. Me bloke’s asleep in the bedroom, he’ll watch them.’

Robert rolled his expressive blue eyes at the ceiling.

‘Do the kids actually know him, dear, or is he a transient?’

Regina closed her own eyes a moment. ‘They know him well enough. Now can we go, please?’ Her tone of voice brooked no argument.

Five minutes later they were gone.

Michaela was spooning Weetabix into Hannah’s mouth when the man walked out of the bedroom, naked and with a half-erection from the need to urinate.

He looked at the two children in the untidy kitchen and said acidly, ‘What the fuck you staring at?’

Michaela tossed back her thick golden hair and answered him in the same fashion. ‘I could ask you the same bloody thing, mate.’

PC Black walked into Grantley Hospital with an air of righteous authority. He made his way through the A&E department and up five flights of stairs to the children’s ward. WPC Hart was sitting outside an office there, drinking coffee. She smiled as he approached.

‘What’s happening then?’

‘I have two witnesses who put Miss Regina Carlton and her son at the site at six-thirty this morning. One is a woman, a cleaner for Kortone Separates. She parks there and gets a lift to work with a friend. Another is a man who walks that route every morning for his paper. It seems she dumped the kid there.’

Joanna Hart frowned. ‘Why would she bother getting in touch, then?’

Black shrugged. ‘Perhaps she thought he’d be dead by then. They were about to demolish the building where he was found.’

‘Oh my God! We’d better get in touch with plainclothes.’

‘Already done it. They’ll be here shortly. Let’s see the slag get out of this one.’

He sounded pleased and Joanna was reminded of why she didn’t always like him very much. He saw the look and shrugged.

‘Attempted murder, ain’t it?’

‘Depends on whether she did it in her right mind. You can’t convict her without all the facts.’

PC Black shook his head pityingly.

‘You just don’t see it, do you? She is so chemically enhanced she’s in danger of being named as the first genetically modified human being in history. Yet you still try and defend her. All the times we’ve been to her drum for fighting, drinking and general arseholiness, and you can still find it in your bleeding heart to give her the benefit of the doubt?’ His incredulous laughter was loud in the confines of the corridor.

‘She has three kids, for Christ’s sake, and this morning one of them was nearly buried under rubble and killed. How can you defend that? She needs locking up, mate. If it was left to me I’d throw away the fucking key.’

‘I am sure you would, dear.’ Robert Bateman appeared in the corridor behind them, his voice surprisingly firm. ‘She also comes from a much worse background than her children’s, believe me, and is trying to get herself together. Whatever Regina may be, she loves her kids in her own way.’

PC Black shook his head once more.

‘Preach to the converted. As far as I’m concerned, she’s a piece of scum. Those kids would be better off out of it. She’s on the bash, she’s an habitual drug user and she leaves them in situations that are downright dangerous. Her flat stinks …’

‘You can’t lock people up just for having a dirty flat.’ Joanna’s voice was high-pitched with annoyance.

‘… her flat stinks and her kids walk around like rag bags. Every time we go there they’re either in bed or just got out of it. Their lives are a nightmare, poor little sods.’

Robert Bateman sighed heavily. ‘You’re on your soapbox early this morning. Get out the wrong side of the bed, did we?’

Heels clicked down the corridor and they all turned towards Detective Inspector Kate Burrows who smiled lazily at them.

‘So what’s the score?’

She closed her eyes tightly as the three of them all began to talk at once. Holding up her arms for them to pipe down, she insisted, ‘For Christ’s sake, one at a bloody time, eh?’

As they all stared at her in annoyance, Kate sighed. What had started out as a bad day was slowly but surely getting worse.


So Many Things …

So many things make me angry. So many things touch me on a daily basis, make me sad, make me despair of ever seeing justice done in this country for the people who really need and deserve it. The old, the sick, the disabled, the vulnerable, the lonely, and the forgotten.

I feel angry about a society that is obsessed with celebrity, and who will happily read about Britney Spears and Posh and Becks while skipping over the news of the war in Iraq.

I feel angry about a world where predators, who once had to scour the streets for victims, can now quietly enter our homes through what was probably the greatest invention of our times, the internet.

I feel angry about how easy it is to access our private and personal lives, how easy it is to steal someone’s identity and thereby benefit from their hard work and industrious nature by remortgaging their house, or clearing their bank accounts.

I feel angry about the elderly, about people who lived through wars so we could have a better life and are now treated as if they are nothing by a government which, it seems to me, has no care for these people at all. People who have so much to offer with their wisdom, and their strength, but who are now referred to as dinosaurs.

These are people who believed in a health service, who paid into it willingly, and who now find that it is letting them down badly. Who are expected to live for a week on what most people drop on a night out with friends. Who also have too much pride to let on how difficult their day-to-day existence is.

I feel strongly about so many things and I didn’t even realise it. And I think modern life is breeding an anger inside many people that seems to permeate most of our lives even though most of us don’t act on it.

I get angry every day, but, like most people, the anger dissipates almost immediately. It’s as if anger has become a standard reaction. Something that erupts quickly then dissolves even faster. Perhaps not holding on to anger is just self-preservation for the twenty-first century. Nature’s way of helping us compensate for living in a very fast, very loud, very enervating society. Stopping us becoming violent, tempering anger, so we don’t become the subject of a column in a newspaper.

Road rage, trolley rage, any kind of rage. These modern-day epithets do not so much explain anger as trivialise it. They make allowances for it, as if modern life gives us the excuse to do what we like when we like. Hey, someone thinks, a doctor recognises my excessive anger so it must be all right. I have a right to feel so aggressive.

When I research my novels I find out so much about the modern day that it frightens even me at times and, believe me, I am not easily frightened.

I am a patron of Chelmsford Women’s Aid, and the way abused women are treated by society, even after being violated and terrorised in their own homes, leaves a lot to be desired. I cringe at the people, the women especially, who screech out loudly, in their uninformed and biased, opinionated way, that they would not put up with that kind of treatment. The women who make sweeping statements about how these women must like it, otherwise they would not countenance it; because, after all, they wouldn’t let it happen to them so that must mean no one else should allow it either.

I marvel at these so-called intelligent women, who don’t have the empathy to put themselves in a position where they don’t have the financial resources, the education, the family networks or the sheer force of character to fight against the bully who fathered their children. Women who have never had to count their pennies, and I mean that in a literal way, to ensure their children have a decent meal; who can’t ever imagine an existence where their opinions were of no consequence and their whole life was lived in fear and terror. Whose only hope in life is that their children don’t have to bear the brunt of someone else’s hate and disgust.

So after much thought I decided that the issue I would focus on, something that I could write about first-hand, would be the subject of one-parent families. A matter I feel so passionately about that in 2007 I was delighted to accept an invitation to become an Ambassador for Gingerbread, which, and I know this surprises many people, has been around for over 90 years.

I have been a one-parent family twice now, and it has been a rewarding and difficult journey each time. I was an eighteen-year-old punk rocker the first time, and a bestselling author the second. What amazed me was that, despite being twenty years apart, society still had the same old prejudices. Even in these so-called enlightened times, an unmarried mother is seen as a second-class citizen. A one-parent family is viewed as outside of the norm.

Like battered women, they are deemed a class apart.

The inference being that they didn’t quite make the grade; that is, of course, if the man left them high and dry. It amazes me that in this day and age there are still women who think if they haven’t got a man they have failed somehow. Or there are those who fell pregnant and kept the child regardless of the father’s displeasure and society’s condemnation. A bit like myself. I was shocked when I had my first big-selling book, and someone close to me said smugly and, I might add with just a touch of jealousy, ‘I wonder what your readers would say if they knew you were an unmarried mother?’ To which I replied, ‘Big news in the 1990s that, especially since Madonna has made it practically mandatory.’

They believed they were putting me in my place, and actually I realise now they were putting me in my place. But it hurt to know that no matter how hard I worked, and no matter how much I achieved, the birth of my son – something that had given me more joy and love than I could have ever imagined – was being used against me. And this, mind, from someone who had aborted two babies to my knowledge, who had been around the turf, in my father’s words, more times than Red Rum, and who, because of an inflated ego, felt that the only thing I had ever felt proud of was fair game to use against me.

Now I have no problem with abortions, I believe it is a personal choice. But I also believe that women who choose to have their babies should have them without any stigma attached. Just as the women and the men whose partners bail out should not be looked on as a one-parent family, and therefore as second-class citizens. But as The one-parent family through no fault of their own.

There but for the grace of God, as my old mum used to say.

Less than two per cent of one-parent families are teen mothers, most are over thirty-six and are valued members of society. Working hard, trying to do the best they can in a harsh world that automatically looks down on them because they are lone parents. Lone parents, I might add, consist of divorced and widowed members of our society. People who never envisaged being the sole carer, or breadwinner. A quarter of all families in the UK are headed by a lone parent; fifty per cent of children in lone-parent families are poor; twenty-seven per cent of lone-parent families include at least one child with a disability or long-standing illness and only one in three one-parent families receive any support from the non-resident parent. It’s the ignorance of their plight that hurts more than anything. Especially in a world where tax changes are increasingly making marriage obsolete, and the divorce rate is rising faster than a billionaire on Viagra. Even with the statistics surrounding us on a daily basis, a lone parent is still seen as someone to look down on, when we should admire them for their fortitude.

I was a teen mother the first time round and, believe me, thirty years ago being pregnant and not married was seen as a terrible thing. I was lucky in that I have never given a toss about what people think of me, not outwardly anyway; I have always had too much pride. I remember my dad saying to me that a child was a cause for celebration, and I believe that to this day. I was seen as strange back then because I didn’t act as if I had done anything wrong, I chose then to be a lone parent and, twenty years later, I made that choice once more. My children are everything to me, and I can’t see the difference in one born without wedlock, and one the result of a divorce. Either way, they are still children, still important and still loved. A woman discarded before marriage or after marriage is a mother, and worthy of our respect. In my opinion, even more so if she is left holding the proverbial baby. Which, let’s face it, is generally the case. And for me, a woman who decides to go it alone generally has her reasons, and there is no law that says she has to broadcast them to all and sundry. A mother should be accepted as just that, a mother. Her circumstances should not be the issue, ever. Something as wonderful and precious as childbirth and motherhood should never be seen by some people as something to be ashamed of.

So next time you watch Jeremy Kyle, remember that those girls asking for paternity tests are a small percentage of the population and that teen mothers are a tiny percentage of lone parents. Remember too that those poor girls are nothing more than a product of their environment, who are children themselves really, learning the ways of the world the hard way. The stigma is still there, and it rankles with me.

Despite talking about what makes me angry, my mantra now really is out with anger, and in with love. However, I will defend my corner – like most lone parents I am a hard worker and productive member of society.

And lastly.

I really have a problem with the way young mums are portrayed in the media. Vicky Pollard swapping her baby for a Westlife CD, I laughed at that. It was funny, but not real life. A lot of teen mums, myself included, saw the birth of our children not just as the end of our childhoods, but as the start of our journey into adulthood and something momentous.

So now you know what makes me angry, and why.
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For Lenny Scott, family always comes first. He’s on the rise, and he’s doing it all for his wife and kids. But Lenny has a secret. One that gets him tortured and killed. Only his wife Sharon knows there’s a truth out there, waiting to be found …


If you enjoyed this snapshot of No. 1 bestselling author and queen of crime drama MARTINA COLE, read on for an exclusive preview of her new novel, BETRAYAL, coming soon.


Book One
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Behold my mother and my brethren!

Matthew 12:49

When lovely woman stoops to folly

And finds too late that men betray,

What charm can soothe her melancholy,

What art can wash her guilt away?

The Vicar of Wakefield,
Oliver Goldsmith (1728–74)


Chapter One
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1981

Reeva O’Hara’s voice was loud and harsh as it always was when she had what she considered to be an audience. Even at 8.15 a.m. in her local Co-op, Reeva never failed to entertain. Her saving grace was she could be very funny when the fancy took her.

‘So I said, “Go and find your fucking fathers and get some sweet money off them!”’ She screeched with laughter at her own wit and a few of the other mothers in the busy shop joined in.

Reeva’s ever-present cigarette was dangling from her red-stained lips and her distended belly told anyone who cared to look that she was nearly on her time.

Jack Walters, the manager of the Co-op, liked Reeva. She wasn’t a bad girl really – she had just been badly used in her time by the many men she seemed to attract. She attracted him. She was a good-looking young woman with a warm and generous personality and clearly a healthy attitude towards sex – unlike his wife, Doris, who thought it should take place in the pitch dark and as fast as humanly possible. Jack kept that gem of wisdom to himself though; Doris was as narrow-minded as she was skinny. It was like shagging a skeleton.

Doris Walters was looking at Reeva with barely disguised contempt. Reeva was everything she thought was wrong with the modern world.

‘Can I help you, Reeva?’ Doris’s voice said it all and no one was in any doubt that Reeva understood the tone completely.

Reeva smiled a big encompassing smile that completely transformed her face and said loudly, ‘Whatever happened to service with a smile? You’ve got a boatrace on you that could stop a fucking clock!’ Reeva leaned forwards as if they were alone before she bellowed, ‘Caught him with his cock out again, have you?’

Jack Walters closed his eyes in distress as the shop erupted into gales of good-natured laughter.

‘Don’t worry, Doris, it happens to the best of us, mate!’ someone shouted from the queue behind.

Doris looked at the young woman who she loathed with all her being. Hearing the laughter around her, she turned and walked into the back of the shop, as Reeva screamed out once more, ‘I’ll take that as a yes, then, shall I!’

She turned to Jack Walters and said kindly, mimicking his wife’s voice, ‘One will have ten No. 10, my good man!’

The laughter started up again. Jack served her silently, but everyone could see that he was trying hard not to laugh with her.

That was Reeva O’Hara; she was like Marmite – you either loved or hated her.


Chapter Two
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Doris Walters felt sick with humiliation. Trust the whore to bring that up in front of the other customers.

Her eyes were burning with unshed tears. She had to swallow the urge to go back out front, pick up a piece of wood and fell that painted trollop to the floor. That’s exactly what she was with all those bloody kids! All different colours, all with different fathers! Yet Reeva O’Hara walked around like she was someone. Hair done, make-up on, attracting attention – Doris saw her own husband looking at her – even though she was ready to drop another bastard on the Welfare State.

But that was it these days: have kids and let everyone else pay for them – honest, hard-working people like herself. They got a council house and furniture provided. It was disgraceful the way these young girls carried on. Whereas people like Doris, who had finished her education, worked, and done it right, were left childless, having to watch as the Reevas of the world dropped chavvies like it was nothing. Which it was to her, obviously. What was this one? Doris screwed up her eyes in concentration for a few seconds. It would be Reeva’s fifth child in twelve years. She had had the first one when she was fourteen years old! Brazen as you like, she’d been – belly on display like she had done something good. She had given birth to four handsome sons, one after the other – and even Doris had to admit in her more charitable moments they were always clean and well turned out. They were polite too which was amazing considering what they had to listen to on a daily basis; that girl had a mouth like a city docker.

Doris Walters’s jealousy knew no bounds when it came to Reeva O’Hara. She was everything Doris loathed, and Reeva O’Hara had everything Doris wanted: good looks, an open personality, and the ability to produce children even after a one-night stand.


Chapter Three
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Aiden O’Hara was watching his mother as she doled out sweets to her boys. She was as mad as a box of frogs but she did her best for them – he knew that better than anyone, and he loved her. She embarrassed him at times with the way she carried on, although he knew that it was her way of coping with the world – with her life, in fact. She was a very loving, caring person and, as Aiden saw it, people took advantage of her because of that. He swore that once he was older he would take proper care of her, and look out for her – especially where men were concerned. As young as he was, he saw a lot more than he let on, but he could only do so much until such time as he grew up. For now, he helped her out in any way he could and he looked out for his brothers too.

He was aware they made a strange-looking family – a mixture of different colours and heritages – but they were still that: a family. His mum made sure of it. Father Hagen had once described her as ‘a kind and generous soul’ and, even at twelve, Aiden knew exactly what that meant in street parlance!

She seemed to attract wrong ’uns, as his nan would put it, but she had a spark about her that made people want to be near her. Her kids adored her, and a lot of the women on their street admired her – as much for her stance in keeping her numerous children as because she was clean as anything

He rounded up his brothers and they kissed Reeva before he shepherded them towards school and another day of drudgery.

Reeva watched her three eldest go. Then, taking her youngest son by the hand, she said with a big smile, ‘Shall we have a cup of tea and a bun in the café? Be a lovely treat, won’t it?’

Porrick grinned happily; he loved being the youngest because he had his mum to himself all day and that was paradise to him.


Chapter Four
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Eugene O’Hara, at seven, was already big for his age. His skin was deep black, his eyes were blue and he wore his hair long. He was a quiet lad, but not shy as such.

His teacher, a tall, heavily built woman from Trinidad called Mrs Bonasara, loved him − and she knew that he would have his own crosses to bear as he grew older.

Eugene always sat with Caroline Alba, a tiny, elf-like child with wide, blue eyes and long, blond hair. They were rarely apart but they made for strange bedfellows – not least because Caroline’s father was a dyed-in-the-wool skinhead and racist.

Mrs Bonasara could see the two of them talking to Peter Jones, a tall lad who was already overweight, with the makings of a fine bully. From his prominent eyes to his small, mean mouth he looked exactly like what he was – and his teacher had a feeling he would fulfil this early promise by becoming a vicious and uncompromising man if he wasn’t curbed soon. None of the other children liked him, and that appeared to suit him down to the ground. Peter was a born loner.

Mrs Bonasara sighed with sadness. If only parents really took an interest in their children now and again, how much hurt and sadness could be avoided. She could see Peter saying things to little Caroline and she quietly made her way round the classroom so she could hear what was being said – whatever it was was obviously distressing the poor child. She sighed heavily once more when she heard a whispered, ‘Nigger lover’. No doubt one of Peter’s family’s favourite expressions, seeing as he used it at every available opportunity, but before she could open her mouth to reprimand the lad, Eugene O’Hara, who had also heard the quip, was already launching himself at the much bigger boy.

The noise was loud and frightening to the majority of the children in the classroom. Mrs Bonasara had to use all her considerable strength to part the two boys and it did not surprise her that the one she really had to keep hold of was Eugene O’Hara. She could see the shock and fear on Peter Jones’s face and, against her principles, she felt a small feeling of satisfaction at seeing the bully for once the frightened party.

Mrs Bonasara was holding Eugene against her with great difficulty, so she was relieved beyond measure when Father Hagen burst into the room and took over from her.

Father Hagen was a huge Irishman with a penchant for Irish whiskey and the Bible – in that order. The fact that he was a dedicated teacher saved him from being outed on a regular basis – that and because the children liked him. Without his black clothes and his white collar, he could have passed for a boxer – or a tramp, depending on who was looking at him. But he had a natural affinity with children and he could often get the best out of them.

Mrs Bonasara explained the problem and Peter Jones looked up fearfully at the huge priest who, with a well-timed scowl, could put the fear of Christ up even the older boys.

Father Hagen looked at young Eugene O’Hara and felt a deep sadness. This child had more than his share of burdens and he was a good kid, intelligent and nice natured – it would have taken a lot to make him lose his temper. Although, as with all the O’Hara boys, it was a sight to see when he erupted.

He marched the two offenders from the classroom, aware that it was deathly quiet now. He could feel both boys trembling as he pulled them unceremoniously along to the headmistress’s room. One was shaking from anger and the other from fear. And, just like Mrs Bonasara, he thought it would do Peter Jones good to get a taste of his own medicine.


Chapter Five
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Peter Jones had experienced one of the worst days of his life. Not only had he been beaten in a fight, but also his mother and father had been called from work and home respectively and told that he was on his last warning. Racist language and violence would not be tolerated and, on top of that, his mother and father had been subjected to a ten-minute screaming match from Reeva O’Hara that had been heard all over the neighbourhood. Reeva, as usual, was the victor – she could whisper and you would hear her in Silvertown.

He was feeling depressed and frightened of what awaited him at home. His dad was a dope dealer who sat in their council flat all day with his cronies, drinking beer and selling drugs. His mum, in contrast, worked in a factory in Romford and, from her daily complaints, it seemed she worked fucking hard. It was a difficult household to relax in, and he hated both his parents for different reasons. That was why he was in no rush to get home.

The pillowcase filled with baked bean tins hit him full in the face and he dropped to the ground. When he looked up and saw Aiden O’Hara, his heart sank right down to his scruffy, unpolished shoes, but it was when he felt the liquid being poured on him that he really began to get frightened. He couldn’t move, he was paralysed with fear. And when Aiden lit a match and threw it at him, he felt panic and tears erupt amidst Aiden’s laughter.

‘It’s water, you fucking plank! But next time it will be petrol.’

He was punched hard in the head, and Aiden’s voice was serious as he threatened quietly, ‘You ever touch my brother again and I will fucking harm you, do you hear me?’

Aiden left the big fat lump crying bitter tears and he made his way home happy as a sandboy.


Chapter Six
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Reeva was over her upset about Eugene; she was a realist and thought it was best to leave it – it would sort itself out naturally.

She was cooking them a big tea – she liked to cook and her children were always given a decent meal in the evening. Tonight she had made them a family favourite: shepherd’s pie with cheesy mash on top and fresh cabbage. The smell was appetising, and she had no doubt they would all want second helpings.

After they had washed their hands and faces, she surveyed her sons as they sat quietly at the table waiting for her to serve them their meal. She felt a sudden rush of love for them – they were so alike yet so different.

The baby kicked and she absent-mindedly rubbed at her belly for a few seconds before she dished up. She watched her Eugene, who was really a sensitive soul, eating his food slowly and quietly. He broke her heart sometimes. Unlike her Patsy – who’d inherited his handsome Jamaican father’s looks – her Eugene, bless his heart, looked more African than the Nigerian bastard who had left one morning with her purse and her heart. She had really loved him for some reason, but then she had loved each of their respective fathers in her own way. She had a great capacity for love or – perhaps more to the point – sex.

But she feared that out of all her kids, Eugene would be the one to
















‘She felt that all her Christmases
and Birthdays had come at once …’
(Get Even)
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[image: Image Missing]/OfficialMartinaCole to be the first to

hear more about BETRAYAL.

 

And if you don’t want to wait, treat

yourself to a nice bit of vintage Cole.

Here’s a reminder of those blinding bestsellers

that have made Martina Cole the undisputed

matriarch of crime drama – and some quotes

from the lady herself to help you choose

which one you fancy reading …
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‘I think anyone who comes from a big council estate like I did understands my books, the background.’

‘When I did Dangerous Lady, they told me it was too violent and I said – she’s hardly going to hit them with her handbag!’

The book that first made Martina Cole’s

name – and its sequel

DANGEROUS LADY

MAURA’S GAME (Dangerous Lady 2)
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The only time Martina’s written from the The Filth’s

perspective: her deadly DI Kate Burrows trilogy

THE LADYKILLER (DI Kate Burrows 1)

BROKEN (DI Kate Burrows 2)

HARD GIRLS (DI Kate Burrows 3)
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You might have seen these on TV – but that doesn’t

mean you know what happens in the books!

THE TAKE

THE RUNAWAY
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‘I love the fact that my books are the most requested books in prison and the most stolen books in bookshops, I love the whole concept of that!’

Martina writes brilliantly about what it’s

like on The Inside. For gripping novels

that tell the truth about prison, try

THE JUMP

FACELESS

TWO WOMEN

THE GOOD LIFE
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‘Your family is either the best thing that ever happened to you or it’s the worst thing that ever happened to you.’

Family life is always at the heart of Martina’s

storytelling: loyalty, protection and how the ties

that bind us can also sometimes choke the

very thing we want to protect …

FACES

THE FAMILY

THE FAITHLESS

And coming soon … BETRAYAL
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‘I deal with the mums, the wives, the girlfriends, the sisters, the grandmothers whose children or family are caught up in this life.’

Anyone who’s ever read Martina Cole knows

her women are the best: strong, resilient, vengeful –

nothing will get in the way of these ladies when

they know what they want

GOODNIGHT LADY

THE KNOW

CLOSE

GET EVEN
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‘My books are very anti-violence. I say this is what happens to you if you get caught up in the violent life.’

With her unflinching talent, Martina’s stories

reveal a world that many would rather ignore

THE GRAFT

THE BUSINESS

THE LIFE

REVENGE

‘I wrote what I’d like to read and as luck would have it other people liked to read them too – they either love them or they can’t read them, they find them too shocking to read.’


‘They thought I’d be a one-hit wonder …’

MARTINA COLE was just 18 when she got pregnant with her son. Living in a council flat with no TV and no money to go out, she started writing to entertain herself.

It would be ten years before she did anything with what she wrote.

She chose her agent for his name – Darley Anderson – and sent him the manuscript, thinking he was a woman. That was on a Friday. Monday night, she was doing the vacuuming when she took the call: a man’s voice said ‘Martina Cole, you are going to be a big star’.

The rest is history: Dangerous Lady caused a sensation when it was published, and launched one of the best selling fiction writers of her generation. Martina has gone on to have more No. 1 original fiction bestsellers than any other author.

She won the British Book Award for Crime Thriller of the Year with The Take, which then went on to be a hit TV series for Sky 1. Four of her novels have made it to the screen, with more in production, and three have been adapted as stage plays.

She is proud to be an Ambassador for charities including Reading Ahead and Gingerbread, the council for one-parent families. In 2013, she was inducted to the Crime Writer’s Association Hall of Fame, and in 2014 received a Variety Legends of Industry Award.

Her son is a grown man now, and she lives in Kent with her daughter – except when she chases the sun to Cyprus, where she has two bookshops.

Her unique, powerful storytelling is acclaimed for its hard-hitting, true-to-life style – there is no one else who writes like Martina Cole.
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