
	[image: Exposed]


    
      
        
          

        

      

      Through her marriage to Reggie Kray, Roberta Kray has a unique and authentic insight into London’s East End. Roberta met Reggie in early 1996 and they married the following year; they were together until Reggie’s death in 2000. Roberta is the author of many previous bestsellers including Bad Girl, Streetwise, No Mercy and Dangerous Promises.

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              Also by Roberta Kray
            

          

        

      

      The Debt

      The Pact

      The Lost

      Strong Women

      The Villain’s Daughter

      Broken Home

      Nothing But Trouble

      Bad Girl

      Streetwise

      No Mercy

      Dangerous Promises

       

      Ebook Only

      The Honeytrap

       

      Non-fiction

      Reg Kray: A Man Apart

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              COPYRIGHT

            

          

           

          Published by Sphere

           

          
            978-0-7515-6103-6

          

          
            
              
               

              All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              Copyright © Roberta Kray 2016

            

          

          
            
              
               

              The moral right of the author has been asserted.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.

            

          

          
            
              
               

              The publisher is not responsible for websites (or their content) that are not owned by the publisher.

            

          

           

          
            SPHERE
          

          Little, Brown Book Group 

          Carmelite House

          50 Victoria Embankment 

          London, EC4Y 0DZ

           

          
            
              www.littlebrown.co.uk
            
          

          
            
              www.hachette.co.uk
            
          

        

      

    

  
    Exposed

    
      
        Table of Contents
      

      
        	
          
            
            About the Author
          
        

        	
          
            
            Also by Roberta Kray
          
        

        	
          
            COPYRIGHT
          
        

        	
          
            
            Dedication
          
        

        	
          
            
            Prologue
          
        

        	
          
            
            1
          
        

        	
          
            
            2
          
        

        	
          
            
            3
          
        

        	
          
            
            4
          
        

        	
          
            
            5
          
        

        	
          
            
            6
          
        

        	
          
            
            7
          
        

        	
          
            
            8
          
        

        	
          
            
            9
          
        

        	
          
            
            10
          
        

        	
          
            
            11
          
        

        	
          
            
            12
          
        

        	
          
            
            13
          
        

        	
          
            
            14
          
        

        	
          
            
            15
          
        

        	
          
            
            16
          
        

        	
          
            
            17
          
        

        	
          
            
            18
          
        

        	
          
            
            19
          
        

        	
          
            
            20
          
        

        	
          
            
            21
          
        

        	
          
            
            22
          
        

        	
          
            
            23
          
        

        	
          
            
            24
          
        

        	
          
            
            25
          
        

        	
          
            
            26
          
        

        	
          
            
            27
          
        

        	
          
            
            28
          
        

        	
          
            
            29
          
        

        	
          
            
            30
          
        

        	
          
            
            31
          
        

        	
          
            
            32
          
        

        	
          
            
            33
          
        

        	
          
            
            34
          
        

        	
          
            
            35
          
        

        	
          
            
            36
          
        

        	
          
            
            37
          
        

        	
          
            
            38
          
        

        	
          
            
            39
          
        

        	
          
            
            40
          
        

        	
          
            
            41
          
        

        	
          
            
            42
          
        

        	
          
            
            43
          
        

        	
          
            
            44
          
        

        	
          
            
            45
          
        

        	
          
            
            46
          
        

        	
          
            
            47
          
        

        	
          
            
            48
          
        

        	
          
            
            49
          
        

        	
          
            
            50
          
        

        	
          
            
            51
          
        

        	
          
            
            Epilogue
          
        

      

    

  
    
      
        
          

        

      

      In memory of Vernon Wells

    

  
    
      
        
          
            
              
              Prologue
            

          

        

      

      1966

      Paddy Lynch lay dying in the back of the van. He clutched at his guts, trying to stop the life from leaking out of him. His eyes, frantic with fear, darted to the left and the right, looking at everything but focusing on nothing. A thin stream of blood trickled from the corner of his mouth.

      ‘You’ll be all right, mate. Hang on in there.’

      ‘Yeah, we’ll get you to the hospital. No worries, Pads. They’ll sort you out.’

      The two men who were crouched down beside him exchanged quick knowing glances. Unless Paddy got help soon, he was for it. You didn’t need to be a doctor to see that. They tried to keep their voices reassuring as they watched his face turn grey.

      A third man, Jack Minter, scowled and looked away. He was struggling to contain his rage. He had no sympathy for Paddy. The stupid bastard had ignored everything he’d been told, gone in like some gun-toting cowboy, managed to get himself shot with his own sawn-off and almost blown the whole job in the process. And now – the icing on the cake – someone would have to take him to the hospital. And for what? The bloke was going to croak no matter where he was.

      Jack glared at the row of heavy brown sacks. It was a decent haul, mainly consisting of gold, gems and jewellery, but it would have been even better if Paddy hadn’t gone off half-cocked. The thought of what they’d had to leave behind made his blood boil. It had taken over a year of meticulous planning, his planning, hours and hours of painstaking work to get everything in place. He’d been sure that he’d covered every contingency – except for this one.

      ‘You’ll be okay, Pads. You will. Tell him, Jack.’

      Jack forced a thin smile. ‘Sure,’ he said. ‘No worries. We’ll be there soon.’ But he didn’t look straight at Paddy – he didn’t want to see those fading eyes – and focused instead on a spot to the side of his head. Jesus, he should have known better than to bring him along. The guy had been a last-minute replacement after Charlie Treen had broken his leg. A bad omen if ever there’d been one. He should have listened to the gods, postponed it and waited until Charlie was back on his feet, but it was too late for regrets now.

      The van was moving rapidly along the uneven road, every bump and jolt adding to Paddy’s misery. A low moan escaped from between his lips. Jack glanced at his watch, knowing they must be approaching the changeover spot. It was a quiet place where two cars were parked, where the team would separate and the haul would be split before they met up again at the house in Kellston.

      ‘Right, we’re almost there. I’ll take the van and drop Paddy off at the hospital.’

      ‘What about the gear?’ Rossi asked, his expression tight and suspicious as if Jack might be trying to pull a fast one.

      ‘Same as we planned. You divide it between you and I’ll see you later.’

      Rossi glanced down at Paddy, looked up again and gave a cautious nod. ‘You sure?’

      ‘It’s the only way. I’ll dump the van at A&E and get the Tube back.’

      The van came to a halt. They heard Ned run round to open the doors. ‘How is he?’ he asked, staring wide-eyed at Paddy.

      ‘Hanging on,’ Jack said. ‘Come on, let’s get this gear shifted.’

      The men unloaded the sacks in thirty seconds flat and shoved them into the boots of the waiting vehicles. The three said a few quick reassuring words to Paddy before jumping inside the cars. Jack could see they felt guilty about leaving the guy, but not guilty enough to jeopardise their own freedom. Not one of them suggested coming along.

      Jack gave a snort. So much for loyalty, for standing by your buddies. When the shit hit the fan it was every man for himself. He put his foot down and went first, the others following on at the rear. At the crossroads they took three different directions, with only the van going straight ahead. The law might not be far behind and if he got stopped then at least the haul was safe. He thought about Paddy lying in the back and his lip curled. Problem was, the filth would know the idiot had been shot and they’d be watching the hospitals. That was going to make it tricky.

      And there was something else to stress about too. What if by some freak chance Paddy didn’t die? What if he came through the op, opened his big mouth and sang like a canary? Jack wouldn’t put it past him. He didn’t trust the guy, not an inch. What did he really know about Paddy Lynch? Sod all, other than the fact he couldn’t follow orders. The fool might sell them all down the river.

      ‘Stuff that!’ he muttered.

      Jack reached into his shirt pocket, pulled out a pack of fags, took a cigarette and lit it. He breathed in deeply, trying to figure out what to do next. He expelled the smoke in a long thoughtful stream. A spatter of rain fell against the windscreen and he switched on the wipers, his gaze flicking between the road ahead and the rear-view mirror. What now? An inner voice was whispering in his ear. The answer was clear. The answer was simple. All he had to do was nothing.

      Jack didn’t think of himself as a cruel man, simply a pragmatic one. This was supposed to be his first and last job and by ten o’clock tonight – if nothing got in the way – he could be on a plane heading out of the country for good. He had no intention of ever coming back. A new life, a fresh start was what he had planned and he didn’t see why he should change those plans.

      It was time to get out of London, and especially the East End. Things were getting too hot. Ever since Ronnie Kray had shot Cornell back in March, there’d been tension in the area. There were going to be repercussions; there was no doubt about it. The filth would only take so much. A line had been crossed and there’d be a price to pay. Well, he didn’t intend to be standing in the firing line when it all kicked off.

      Jack took another long drag on his cigarette and hissed out the smoke between his teeth. ‘Damn it!’ 

      If Paddy survived and named names, they’d all be looking at a long stretch. And what if he grassed them up before he even got into the operating theatre? Not that it was likely judging by the state of him, but stranger things had happened when men were on their way to meet their maker.

      Jack gave an impatient shake of his head. Sometimes important decisions had to be made, decisions for the greater good, and this was one of those occasions. After all, when push came to shove, Paddy had brought it on himself. If he hadn’t been so reckless, he wouldn’t be lying in the back of the van with a bullet in his guts. Why should everyone else pay the price for what he’d done? It wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair. It was way out of order.

      He opened the window and chucked out the fag end. The cold November air snapped at his face, reminding him of why he wanted to be somewhere else, somewhere warmer, somewhere that offered better opportunities for an ambitious man with hopes and dreams. One chance, that’s all you got sometimes, and he wasn’t about to throw his away.

      As Jack approached the junction he saw the signs for Epping town centre and the hospital. Straight on. He didn’t need to think about it twice. ‘Sorry, mate,’ he murmured, flicking on the indicator and turning left. ‘Some you win, some you lose.’ He didn’t view what he was doing as murder; he was simply letting nature take its course.
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      Eden Chase screwed up her eyes against the bright winter sun as she stepped out of the Tube station and began to walk down James Street towards the centre of Covent Garden. It was one of those sharp, sunny afternoons that break the monotony of winter and automatically lift the spirits. Not that her spirits needed any lifting; she had never been happier in her life.

      As she crossed the busy piazza, she looked towards the first-floor window of the studio on Henrietta Street, almost expecting to see the tall, fair-haired figure of her husband. He frequently stood there looking down on the hustle and bustle of the square, his hands on his hips, his expression one of deep concentration. What was he thinking? She often wondered but she never asked.

      Eden liked the fact that Tom wasn’t an easy person to fathom. He was the sort of man who didn’t give much away. You had to peel the information from him, one layer at a time, and even then you felt like you’d barely scratched the surface. But she didn’t mind that; they had years ahead of them, plenty of time to get to know each other better. Her husband was worth the effort.

      She smiled as the word slid into her head. Husband. Even though they’d been married for a year, the word still felt new on her lips. Back when she’d first made the announcement, some of her more feminist friends had knotted their brows in disapproval. There had been a lively debate over her future nuptials. Everybody liked Tom – he was witty and clever, generous and kind – but what did she want to get hitched for? Why didn’t she just live with him? In this day and age women didn’t need to get married to feel fulfilled.

      But Eden had discovered that she liked being married. Tom might have swept her off her feet but in many ways he grounded her too. For the first time she felt like she had direction and that she wasn’t just drifting through life. Every morning and every night she counted her blessings. Meeting him was the best thing that had ever happened to her.

      Her father, however, had not shared this point of view and had been vociferous in his objections to the marriage. Tom was too old for her (forty to her twenty-five) and what kind of a career was photography? There was no security in it, no solid future. And why did they have to get married right now?

      ‘It won’t last,’ he’d said with his customary churlishness. ‘Marry in haste, repent at leisure.’

      ‘Can’t you just be happy for me?’

      ‘Happy about what? You’ve barely known him two minutes.’

      ‘Six months,’ she’d said, although it was actually closer to five.

      ‘Six months! Exactly! It’s hardly the foundation for a successful marriage. I don’t see why you’re rushing into things. You’re young. You’ve got all the time in the world. Why can’t you just —’ He had stopped abruptly, his face paling as an obvious reason for the haste occurred to him. His eyes narrowed with worry and disgust. ‘Please don’t tell me that you’re —’

      ‘For God’s sake,’ she’d snapped back. ‘Of course not.’ And then she’d quickly added, ‘Anyhow, it’s the eighties, Dad. Nobody cares about that sort of thing any more. Why would it matter if I was?’ She’d known very well why it would matter – her father was staunchly conservative, rigidly middle-class and completely stuck in his ways. He regarded babies conceived out of wedlock as shameful. She had known too that it was his own reputation he was as bothered about as much as hers.

      Eden sighed and lowered her gaze from the window. She loved her father but found him hard to like. Their relationship was strained and fraught with difficulty. It was fortunate that they lived so far apart. At a distance they were able to maintain some semblance of civility, avoiding the sparks that always started flying whenever they came face to face. The trouble was… Well, where to start? They both had a stubborn streak and that was never going to change.

      Anyway, despite the general lack of support, Eden had gone ahead with the wedding. Her mother would have understood. Although she had no firm evidence for this assertion – Diana Shore had died when Eden was only six – she had created a picture in her head of a woman who had possessed the finest of maternal qualities, a parent who was wise and witty, sensitive and kind. Her actual memories were so vague and shadowy that she was no longer sure what was real and what wasn’t.

      Eden stopped as she drew alongside St Paul’s church and peered around the heads of the crowd. A fire eater was in the middle of his act, plunging a torch into his mouth and spewing long hissing flames into the air. The performance held her attention for a minute or two until her thoughts drifted off again.

      It was here, almost on this very spot, that she had first met Tom. She hadn’t taken much notice of him – he was just some tall blond guy, probably a tourist, with a camera in front of his face – until she realised that the Leica was pointing straight at her. She had seen his finger press down on the button and heard the smooth rapid click of the shutter opening and closing.

      ‘Did you just take a picture of me?’

      ‘Yes.’

      For some reason, she’d expected him to deny it and his honesty had caught her off guard. Despite this she’d still glared hard at him. ‘Well, you can’t. You can’t do that.’

      He’d inclined his head as if to study her more closely. ‘Sorry. It was the hair, you see, your red hair. I thought it looked kind of… autumnal. Captures the mood, if you know what I mean.’

      Eden had continued to glower. ‘I don’t care what mood it captures. You can’t just go around… I don’t like complete strangers taking photos of me.’

      ‘Why not?’

      ‘Why do you think? Because it’s rude. Because it’s… it’s weird. It’s creepy.’

      He’d laughed when she said that, his mouth opening to reveal a row of straight white teeth. ‘It’s only creepy if I’m creepy. Do you think I’m creepy?’

      ‘How would I know? You could be.’ The fact that he was so clearly amused by the exchange had only added to her irritation. ‘All the evidence seems to point in that direction.’

      ‘My self-esteem is shrinking by the second.’

      ‘And whose fault is that?’

      He’d raised his hands as if to admit defeat. ‘Okay, what if I promise to destroy the negative? I won’t even develop the picture.’

      ‘And why should I believe you?’

      ‘Because I’m a decent, honest, upstanding guy. If I say I’ll do something, I’ll do it. You can come and watch if you like.’ He had gestured towards Henrietta Street. ‘Over there, with the black door. First floor. That’s my studio, the one with the blinds.’

      ‘No, thanks,’ she’d said sharply.

      He had raked his fingers through his hair and grinned. ‘Ah, right, no, I mean we wouldn’t be alone or anything. I didn’t mean that. My receptionist will be there. You don’t have to worry.’

      ‘I’m not worried.’

      ‘Good.’

      ‘I’m not worried because I’m not going anywhere with you. Now if you don’t mind, I really have to go. I’m supposed to be —’

      ‘So how about I buy you a coffee instead? By way of an apology. Please say yes. I feel really bad about taking that picture now. Let me make it up to you.’

      Eden had intended to say no, she was in a hurry, but then she hesitated. It was that hesitation that changed her life for ever.

      ‘Tom Chase,’ he’d said, putting out his hand. ‘Nice to meet you.’

      Eden smiled at the memory, feeling again the touch of his long cool fingers. She remembered gazing into a pair of compelling blue eyes, of being momentarily transfixed, of feeling a sudden unexpected flicker of attraction. She wasn’t sure if she believed in fate or coincidence or any of that stuff, but from that moment on there had been no going back. He had charmed his way into her life and before long they were an item. And yes, maybe they had rushed into marriage, but she didn’t regret it. What was there to regret? When you knew it was right there was no point in waiting.

      She moved away from the crowd and carried on walking until she reached Henrietta Street. With no lectures in the afternoon she’d decided to surprise Tom and take him out for lunch. She was supposed to be writing an essay on Caravaggio but the lure of Covent Garden had been too much for her. Although she enjoyed her art course – and was determined not to drop out again like she had when she was nineteen – she still felt an illicit thrill from bunking off for a few hours.

      ‘London calling,’ she murmured, the words from The Clash jumping into her head. It was too nice a day to be stuck in the college library, to be confined by four magnolia walls and the dry, stuffy atmosphere. Anyway, she was sure that the wild Caravaggio wouldn’t have thought twice about grabbing an opportunity when it came his way.

      Eden took out her key, let herself into the building and stepped into the warm hallway.

      The ground floor was occupied by a theatrical agency and as she started up the stairs she glanced to her left through the open door.

      ‘Hi,’ she called out to Clara. ‘Only me.’

      Clara lifted her gaze from the typewriter and shot her an odd, flustered sort of look, trying for a smile but not quite achieving it. Eden didn’t dwell on the response; these theatrical types could be temperamental and she didn’t take it as a snub. Maybe there had been a row before she’d got there, some actor sounding off about a part they hadn’t got. There was often a good deal of drama on the ground floor.

      At the top of the stairs Eden turned left on the landing and walked into Tom’s studio. Instantly she stopped in her tracks, her mouth falling open. What she saw there took her breath away. The waiting area, usually so smart and glamorous, looked like a hurricane had blown through it. There were photographs strewn all over the place, file drawers pulled open and furniture shifted from its usual position. The two black leather couches had been pulled out and left stranded in the centre of the room. The framed photographs had all been removed from the walls.

      ‘Tom?’ she yelled, alarm running through her.

      Annabelle Keep, his assistant, came through from the studio at the back carrying a heap of glossy prints. ‘Oh, it’s you,’ she said, dumping the photos on the desk.

      ‘Where’s Tom? Is he all right? What’s happened? What’s going on?’ Eden continued to look wildly around the room. ‘Was it a burglary?’

      Annabelle’s dark eyebrows arched while her face assumed its familiar supercilious expression. Unless Tom was present, she never bothered to try and disguise her dislike of his wife. ‘No, it was the police.’

      Eden’s eyes widened. ‘What?’

      ‘They searched the place, turned it upside down. Look at the state of it. It’s going to take me all day to clear up.’

      ‘What do you mean, the police? Why? Why would they… I don’t understand.’

      Annabelle gave a long sigh, as if she was doing Eden a favour just by telling her the facts. ‘About an hour ago,’ she said in her cut-glass accent. ‘They came with a search warrant. Six of them, for God’s sake, tramping all over the carpet with their size-nine boots. Don’t ask me what they were looking for because I don’t have a clue. All I do know is that they made one hell of a mess.’ She put a hand on her skinny hip and tossed back her long dark hair. ‘You’ll have to talk to Tom about it.’

      ‘So where is he?’

      ‘He went to the station with them.’

      Eden was struggling to get her head round it all. What could the cops possibly want with Tom? He ran a perfectly legitimate business, a successful business. ‘What for? He’s a photographer, for Christ’s sake. He’s not some… Why did he have to go down to the station?’

      Annabelle gave an elegant but unilluminating shrug. ‘They wanted to ask him more questions. Tom asked me to stay in here while he took two of the officers through to the back. I tried to stop the others from trashing the place but…’

      Eden hurried into the studio, to the large airy room where Tom’s clients sat for their portraits. There was less mess in here, but everything had been moved about. She could see through the open door that led to a small kitchen that the cupboards had been emptied; there were tea bags, sugar and coffee granules scattered over the counter.

      ‘This is crazy. It doesn’t make any sense. Why would they do this?’

      Annabelle came in behind her. ‘They made him open the safe too.’

      Eden glanced over her shoulder. ‘Did they?’

      ‘I think they found something.’

      ‘Found what?’

      Annabelle gave a shake of her head. ‘I couldn’t see. I was next door, wasn’t I? But they took Tom away shortly after that.’

      ‘Took him away?’ Eden said, her heart missing a beat. ‘But I thought… Do you mean they arrested him?’

      ‘No, I don’t think so. At least… well, they didn’t put cuffs on him or anything.’

      ‘So what did he say to you? He must have said something.’

      ‘Only that he’d see me later – and to cancel this afternoon’s clients.’

      ‘And how did he seem?’

      ‘Seem?’

      Eden growled, her exasperation growing by the minute. She suspected the girl of being deliberately obtuse; Annabelle liked to take advantage whenever she had the upper hand and this was one of those occasions. ‘Was he worried, angry, what? He must have had some kind of reaction.’

      ‘Oh, well, not overjoyed, obviously. But he was fine. You know what Tom’s like: he takes everything in his stride. There’s just been a stupid mix-up. He’ll be back soon, I’m sure he will.’

      Eden hoped that Annabelle was right. She understood now why Clara had given her such an odd look on her way in. Having the police turn up on the doorstep with a search warrant was neither a common occurrence nor a welcome one.

      ‘What the hell were they looking for?’ Eden murmured.

      Her first thought, naturally, was photographs. Maybe it was the Vice Squad who’d paid a visit, thinking Tom was peddling pornography. But then she glanced back towards the kitchen and its mess. No, if they were searching in coffee jars they must have been after something small. Drugs were the next thing that sprang into her head. But Tom had never had anything to do with drugs. The odd drag on a joint maybe, but that was all.

      ‘Do you know which station they’ve taken him to?’

      Annabelle pulled a face. ‘I’ve no idea. What are you going to do?’

      ‘Try to find him, of course. I want to know what’s going on.’

      ‘They won’t tell you anything. You’re better off waiting here until he comes back.’

      What she meant, Eden thought, was that she didn’t fancy doing all the clearing up on her own. Annabelle wasn’t the sort of girl who liked getting her hands dirty. ‘And what if he doesn’t come back?’

      ‘Why shouldn’t he?’

      ‘Because it won’t be the first time the police have made a mistake. What if they… I don’t know, maybe they think he’s done something he hasn’t.’

      ‘You’d be better off calling his solicitor then.’

      Eden chewed on her lower lip. She had no idea who his solicitor was, although she wasn’t about to admit this to Annabelle. ‘I don’t have the number with me. Is it in his address book?’

      ‘Yes,’ Annabelle said, although she didn’t make any attempt to go and get it.

      Eden stood and stared at her for a moment. ‘I don’t suppose you could do me a favour and look it up?’

      Annabelle rolled her eyes as if to imply that she had enough on her plate without performing menial tasks for the likes of Eden. ‘I suppose,’ she said peevishly before withdrawing to the reception area.

      Eden stayed in the studio for a while, gazing around. She had a sick anxious feeling in the pit of her stomach. Her legs felt unsteady too, as if she was standing on quicksand, the ground shifting beneath her. Everything would be all right. That’s what she needed to keep telling herself. This was all just a terrible mistake.
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      Eden sat rigidly in the chair, staring across the desk at the solicitor. She was at Lincoln’s Inn Fields in the plush offices of Wainwright, Castor & Rush. Five hours earlier, had anyone asked, she would have said that she had it all: a loving husband, a comfortable home and everything to look forward to. And now? Now she felt like a hurricane had ripped through her life, tearing up its roots and scattering all her hopes and dreams. She ran her tongue over her dry lips and said, ‘I don’t understand.’

      Michael Castor glanced down and shuffled some papers before looking up again. ‘Tom has been charged with manslaughter and armed robbery.’

      Eden could feel her heart thumping in her chest. She shook her head, emitting a high-pitched almost hysterical laugh. ‘But that’s ridiculous. It’s crazy. Tom wouldn’t hurt a fly. Why would they do that? Why would they? What’s wrong with them?’ She took a quick breath and carried on. ‘I mean, what kind of evidence have they got? Nothing! They can’t have anything because he didn’t do it.’

      Castor’s face twisted a little. ‘But that’s the problem, Mrs Chase. They do have evidence.’

      Eden flinched, the reply like a kick to her guts. ‘What?’

      ‘I’m afraid so.’

      ‘But they can’t,’ she said stubbornly, clenching her hands into two tight fists. It was all a nightmare, some dreadful dream she couldn’t wake up from. ‘What are you talking about?’

      The solicitor hesitated for a moment as if trying to form the right words before speaking them out loud. ‘It appears that Tom has been named by another member of the gang. And there was, unfortunately, a man who was shot during the robbery and who subsequently died.’

      ‘What?’

      ‘His name was Paddy Lynch.’

      Eden shook her head with such vehemence that her long red hair swayed from side to side. ‘But don’t you see? Either they’ve got the wrong Tom Chase – he can’t be the only one with that name – or someone’s got it in for him. I mean, who is this bloke who’s accusing him anyway? And why the hell should the police believe him? It isn’t right. It isn’t fair.’

      ‘I don’t have a name yet but…’

      ‘But?’

      Castor sighed. ‘It seems he’s turning Queen’s evidence – or doing a Bertie as it’s known in the trade.’ Observing Eden’s blank expression he added, ‘Bertie Smalls was the first supergrass back in the early seventies. In exchange for immunity from prosecution, he gave up the names of numerous other criminals, all the jobs they’d done together, all the details. This guy – the one who’s pointing the finger at Tom – will still serve some time, but nothing like as much as he would have done.’

      Eden couldn’t see the fairness or the morality in this. ‘But I still don’t get why the police believe him. You could draw any name out of the hat. Maybe he doesn’t like Tom for some reason. Or it’s just a mistake. It has to be!’

      Castor leaned forward and placed his elbows on the desk. ‘Except that’s not the only reason he’s been charged. When the police did a search of his studio something was found in the safe: an item of jewellery that came from the robbery.’

      Eden drew back, startled by this fresh piece of information. ‘What… how… What do you mean?’

      ‘It’s a snake-shaped bracelet, very distinctive – gold with rubies, sapphires and diamonds. Only a few of them were made, half a dozen, and all of these were stolen from the Epping warehouse. Does it sound familiar to you? Have you ever seen it?’

      ‘No, I don’t think so. But there has to be an explanation. What does Tom say?’

      ‘He claims he took the bracelet in lieu of a debt.’

      ‘What sort of debt?’

      Castor paused, placed his hands together and steepled his fingers. As he spoke, he stared at her closely as if gauging her reaction. ‘He says a man called Jack Minter gave him the bracelet in exchange for some money he owed him. He says it was a while ago, the late sixties, when he was living in Budapest.’

      Eden nodded eagerly, her head bobbing up and down. ‘He was in Hungary! That must be it!’

      ‘Have you ever heard Tom mention this man before?’

      Eden hesitated, tempted to lie in order to back up her husband. But that might not be a smart move. She dug deep into her memory – Jack Minter, Jack Minter – willing it to strike a chord. But nothing came back to her. In the end she gave a simple shrug. ‘I’m not sure. It’s a common name, isn’t it? Jack, I mean. He might have done. I can’t be sure.’

      The solicitor said nothing. He continued to stare at her.

      Eden leaned forward. ‘When was this robbery exactly?’

      Castor glanced down at his notes. ‘Fourth of November, 1966. Do you know what Tom was doing then?’

      ‘Of course not!’ she snapped. ‘Do you know what you were doing? Jesus, I hadn’t even met him. It was sixteen years ago!’ Her eyes flew wildly around the office before coming to settle on Castor again. He was a debonair, smartly suited man with wily eyes and steel-grey hair slicked back from his forehead. She stared at him while she tried to control the panic that was rising inside her. ‘Manslaughter? They’re saying he killed this Paddy Lynch?’

      ‘He was shot in the chest.’

      Eden swallowed hard. Her lips felt dry, her tongue too large for her mouth. ‘Who… who was he – a security guard?’

      ‘No,’ Castor said. ‘He was one of the gang. Apparently he got in a tussle with the guard and was shot with his own gun.’

      ‘So why are they accusing Tom?’

      Castor glanced down at the file that was sitting on his desk. He waited a few seconds before looking up again. ‘After Paddy Lynch was shot, the gang made their getaway, taking him with them. Tom, allegedly, offered to drive him to the hospital but the van was found the next day dumped in a car park – with Lynch’s body in the back. The man had bled to death.’

      Eden bared her teeth. ‘And you think Tom could have done something like that? Jesus, he wouldn’t. You know he wouldn’t.’ She shook her head again. ‘And he wasn’t even part of this gang. He didn’t commit any robbery. You do believe that, don’t you?’

      Castor gave a thin smile. ‘If my client says he’s innocent, then of course I believe him.’

      Eden hissed out a breath. ‘He is innocent,’ she insisted. ‘This is all so wrong. What about the security guard? Surely he can verify that Tom wasn’t there.’

      ‘He can’t say one way or the other. All the men were wearing balaclavas.’

      ‘So what about the guy who gave him the bracelet? What about Jack Minter? Can’t he be traced?’

      Castor pulled a face. ‘We’ll try, but… Well, we’re talking Hungary, not London. Not to mention the fact that it was years ago. It will all take time and even then there’s no guarantee we’ll actually find him.’

      A wave of frustration flowed over Eden. ‘And in the meantime, Tom’s stuck behind bars.’

      ‘I’m afraid so.’

      ‘I’ve got to see him. How can I see him?’

      ‘He’ll be up in Bow Magistrates’ Court tomorrow morning, but you won’t be able to talk. He’ll put in his plea and that will be that. It won’t take long, ten minutes at the most. Then he’ll be put on remand, probably at the Scrubs or Wandsworth.’

      ‘What about bail?’

      ‘We’ll ask, but I’m not hopeful. He’ll be viewed as a flight risk. It was a big robbery, Mrs Chase. The goods taken were worth about two million. And with the manslaughter charge as well…’

      Eden put her elbows on the desk and covered her face with her hands. She thought of Tom languishing in a police cell and the despair he must be feeling. It was all wrong, a travesty of justice. How could it happen? She felt angry, horrified. She felt sick to her stomach.

      Seeing her distress, Castor stretched out his hand and patted her on the arm. ‘Try not to worry too much. I know it all seems a bit overwhelming at the moment but —’

      ‘But what?’ Eden snapped, recoiling from his touch. She didn’t need empty words or bland reassurances. ‘My husband has been locked up for something he hasn’t done. He’s innocent. I know he is.’ Tom Chase was guilty of nothing more than being a decent, loving, hard-working man – and no matter what it took, she was going to prove it.
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      Eden moved around the Islington flat in a daze. Usually this was her sanctuary, the place she could relax, but all that had changed. The police had been here too, searching every cupboard, every nook and cranny, pulling out drawers and rooting through their belongings. Now everything felt dirty and contaminated. If she could have put the whole flat through the washing machine she would have but had to be content with the clothes she knew they had touched.

      In the bedroom they had gone through her jewellery, examined it piece by piece and compared every item to a list they had. They’d found nothing of interest and the disappointment had shown on their faces. In the end the only thing they’d taken away with them was a pile of bank statements.

      While Eden cleaned and tidied, putting things back where they belonged, she tried to push down the panic that was rising inside her. She wanted to believe that this would all be over in a few days, that the police would realise their mistake and release him. But that wasn’t going to happen now, was it? It was too late. He was being charged in the morning. The wheels of so-called justice had already started to turn.

      She thought about the bracelet that had been found in the safe. Why hadn’t Tom ever told her about it? Shown it to her? She gave a quick shake of her head. God, he had probably just forgotten it was there. The safe was always full of stuff, old cameras and photos, lenses and film. And he’d had the bracelet for years. It had probably got shoved to the back and buried under all the other things.

      Eden went to the window of the living room, folded her arms across her chest and gazed down on the street. It was evening now and a thin drizzle had started to fall. She could see the drops of rain sparkling in the orange glow of the street lamps. This morning the sun had been shining, the day bright and clear and full of promise. And now? Now a cold shroud of darkness had wrapped itself around her world. Despite the warmth of the flat, she shivered with fear and apprehension.

      Eden yanked the curtains across, hiding her view of the outside. She couldn’t bear the sight of other people passing by, people who had nothing more to worry about than what they’d be eating for their dinners or watching on TV. She started to pace back and forth, still struggling to come to terms with it all. It felt unreal, like something that was happening to somebody else.

      She wondered how Tom was coping, locked up in a cell with only his thoughts for company. What was going through his head? He was a strong person, not the type to buckle under pressure, but even he must be feeling the strain. Tomorrow he’d be up in court and then… Manslaughter. The very word made her catch her breath. She had to find out who was accusing him. And she had to find Jack Minter.

      The phone rang, making her jump. She darted across the room and snatched it up, hoping it was Tom although she knew it wasn’t likely. ‘Hello?’

      A cool voice travelled down the line. ‘It’s Annabelle. Any news on Tom?’

      ‘No,’ Eden said. ‘The police are still talking to him.’ She didn’t want to admit that he’d already been charged. She couldn’t say the words out loud and anyway the truth would come out soon enough.

      ‘So what’s going on? What’s it all about?’

      ‘It’s just a mix-up,’ Eden said. ‘It’ll all be sorted. It’s just… er… it’s taking a bit longer than we expected.’

      There was a short pause before Annabelle spoke again. ‘So will he be in work tomorrow?’

      ‘I don’t know. Maybe. Has he got any appointments?’

      ‘He’s got a shoot in the afternoon. Carolyn Bridges. He can’t miss that, Eden. He has to be there.’

      Eden frowned. Carolyn Bridges was a young actress, the next ‘big thing’ and Tom had been hired to do a spread for Chic magazine. It was a big job, lucrative, the kind of assignment that would help establish his reputation as a fashionable London photographer. ‘You’ll have to postpone it. There’s nothing else we can do. Ring them up first thing in the morning.’

      ‘I can’t do that. They’ll go mad. It’s all organised; it’s been booked for weeks.’

      Eden slid the toe of her shoe across the smooth surface of the floorboards. ‘You’ll have to.’

      ‘And tell them what?’

      ‘I don’t know. Anything. Say he’s sick. Say he’s got the flu.’

      ‘So do I reschedule or what?’

      Eden hesitated. As things stood there was slim chance of Tom being available in the near future, but what if something miraculous happened? Perhaps another Tom Chase would turn up. Perhaps the gold bracelet wouldn’t be quite as rare as the police thought it was. Tom could walk out of jail in a day or two and she didn’t want to have to tell him that she’d thrown away a great opportunity. ‘Er…’

      ‘Eden?’

      ‘Yes, sorry, I’m just thinking about it.’

      Annabelle breathed out one of her long contemptuous sighs. ‘Well, can you make a decision, please? I need to know what I’m doing. This isn’t going to look good. They’ll probably go somewhere else.’

      ‘I’m aware of that.’ Lifting her gaze, Eden stared at the framed pictures on the wall, two evocative black and white photographs of the streets of Budapest taken at dusk. Gradually, the full impact of the day’s events was starting to hit her. When word got around that Tom was in prison – and what he was in prison for – his career would be in ruins. ‘I’ll let you know, okay? I’ll call you tomorrow.’

      ‘But —’

      Eden didn’t wait to hear her protestations. She said a hasty goodbye and hung up. All she could do was play for time and hope the situation changed. For a while she stood there, her eyes locked on the photographs. If Tom had never gone to Hungary he’d never have had the bracelet. If Tom had… But what ifs were a waste of time. They didn’t change a goddamn thing. It was all so unfair, so wrong. He had worked day and night to get where he was and now… Jesus, everything was falling apart.

      She raised a hand to her mouth and bit down on her knuckles. Tomorrow was Friday and then there was the weekend. Tomorrow was the day when Tom would be in court. Would anyone get to hear about it? There would probably be journalists hanging around, hoping for some tasty gossip, but Tom was hardly famous. With luck, nothing would be reported in the papers.

      But people would get to hear about it eventually. And of all those people, it was her father’s reaction she dreaded most. She could imagine the smugness, the I-told-you-so tone to his voice. He had disapproved of Tom on principle; his daughter always made bad choices, ergo Tom Chase must be a waste of space. It wouldn’t even cross his mind that her husband might be innocent.

      ‘No, you’ll presume the worst like you always do,’ she muttered.

      The two men had only met once and that had been a strained awkward affair that she preferred to forget about. Edinburgh. Over a year ago, just before they’d married. Even the memory of it made her wince. Tom had brushed off her father’s disapproval with his usual dry wit, but Eden was not so quick to forgive. A small effort was all she’d asked for and he couldn’t even manage that. She’d been glad when he hadn’t come to the wedding – pleading ill health but making a miraculous recovery a few days later – because his sour face would have ruined it for her.

      Eden sat down, stood up again and resumed her pacing. She was unable to be still. Adrenalin was streaming through her body, urging her to act, to do something – but what? A vein throbbed in her temple. The flat felt empty without Tom and she tried not to think about how long it might be before he was back here again. She walked from one side of the living room to the other. No, the silence was too much for her. She had to talk to someone. She’d go mad if she had to spend the evening on her own. Unable to bear it, she picked up the phone and dialled.

      ‘Hi, it’s me. Can you come over? Something awful has happened.’
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      It was an hour before Caitlin Styles arrived at the flat, bringing with her a Chinese takeaway, a bottle of wine and an air of brisk efficiency. She placed the carrier bag on the floor and hugged Eden. Her old duffel coat smelled of damp. Her white-blonde hair, cropped short, was wet and sleek from the rain. 

      ‘Poor you! How are you, love?’

      ‘I’m okay,’ Eden said, although it wasn’t strictly true. ‘Thanks for coming. I didn’t… It’s all so weird, so awful. I don’t know what to do.’

      ‘It’s the shock,’ Caitlin said, stepping back and patting Eden on the arm. ‘It’ll take a while for it to sink in.’ She bent, picked up the bag and headed for the kitchen. ‘Come on, let’s sort out this food before it goes cold. And while we’re doing that, you can tell me all about it.’

      Eden watched as Caitlin busied herself, searching out bowls and cutlery and glasses. It was a relief to have her there, a comfort, a friendly face after all the hours of hell. The two of them went way back, their friendship having begun just after Eden first arrived in London. They’d met at a women’s group and instantly hit it off.

      Eden explained about Tom’s arrest, a faltering account as she stopped and started, still trying to get it straight in her own head. ‘There’s been a mistake,’ she said for what felt like the fiftieth time that day. ‘He could never have done anything like that.’

      ‘Of course he couldn’t.’

      They went through to the living room and sat down. Caitlin perched on the edge of the sofa forking noodles into her mouth. ‘I can’t imagine Tom as an armed robber.’

      ‘He isn’t an armed robber.’ Eden moved the food around her bowl, knowing that she ought to eat but not having the stomach for it. ‘That’s the point. It’s a travesty, the whole damn thing. And how could anyone just leave a man to die like that? It’s inhuman. They’d have to be a monster.’

      ‘Or someone without a conscience.’

      Eden took a gulp of wine to steady her nerves. ‘And the police think it’s him,’ she said. ‘They think it was Tom.’

      ‘Only because they’re thick. They’ve got a name and a stolen bracelet, so as far as they’re concerned it’s job done. Someone’s put him in the frame. You’re going to have to prove that the witness is deliberately lying… or that they’ve got it wrong.’

      ‘But what if I can’t?’ Eden put the bowl down on the coffee table and pushed it away. ‘It’s one man’s word against another’s. And I don’t even know what Tom was doing sixteen years ago.’

      ‘Surely he can remember.’

      Eden gave a shrug. She’d got the impression from Castor that her husband had been vague about it. ‘His brief wants me to get in touch with family and friends, anyone who knew Tom back then. But I don’t know where to start. So far as I’m aware he hasn’t got any family, at least none he keeps in touch with. Tom’s mum died when he was young and he didn’t get on with his dad.’

      ‘What about old friends?’

      Eden shook her head. ‘Not that I can think of, not really. I mean, not any that go back that far.’ The truth was that Tom rarely spoke about the past. While she had been more than happy to talk at length on the trials and tribulations of her early years, he’d been relatively taciturn on the subject. Why had she never pushed it, tried to draw him out? Perhaps it was because she hadn’t wanted to come across as one of those women who demand to know everything about their spouses, who dig and probe until every last detail has been brought to light. ‘I don’t think they were happy times for him. He always said that there was no point dwelling on what couldn’t be changed.’

      ‘He must have told you something. Mind, it was the sixties; half the people who were there don’t remember what they did.’

      ‘I know he travelled a lot: Paris, Berlin, Budapest.’

      ‘So maybe he wasn’t even in the country when this robbery took place. Has he still got his old passport?’

      Eden shook her head again. ‘I can’t remember seeing it.’

      ‘You’ll have to try and dig out everything you can – letters, cards, old bills, photographs, anything that might give you a clue. Search here and at the studio. What about his birth certificate? You might be able to track his family through that.’

      But Eden couldn’t recall having seen that official slip of paper either. She would have to go through all the drawers, do a thorough sweep of the flat and see what she could find. 

      Picking up her glass, she took another gulp of wine. ‘How long do you think it will be before I’m able to see him? See him properly, I mean, on a visit?’

      ‘I’m not sure. A few days, a week perhaps. You can ring the prison once he’s got there. You won’t need a VO.’

      Eden looked blankly at her. ‘A VO?’

      ‘A visiting order. But you won’t need one of those the first time you go. It depends on the jail, but you’ll probably get a visit a week until… unless he’s convicted. Which he won’t be, of course.’

      The word convicted hit Eden like a blow to the stomach, bringing everything home to her. Her head swam with terrible thoughts: jail, a tiny cell with bars on the window, a man’s life in tatters. What if Tom’s innocence couldn’t be proved? Her face twisted with fear.

      Caitlin looked at her. ‘You’ve got to stay positive, Eden. You’re no good to him if you fall apart.’

      Eden took a couple of deep breaths, trying to stop herself from spinning down into that deep abyss of panic. For hours she had been holding on to the slim hope that the truth would come out, the charges would be dropped and Tom would be a free man again. ‘It doesn’t feel real. None of it. I keep thinking I’m going to wake up and it was all some dreadful dream.’

      ‘It is a dreadful dream, a bloody nightmare, but you have to try and hold it together. Once you can see him, face to face, you can start to get to the bottom of this mess. Be careful when you speak to the cops – they’re bound to interview you at some point – and think twice before you tell them anything.’

      ‘Tell them what? I don’t know a damn thing about any of this.’

      ‘That won’t stop them, hon. They’ll try and trick you into saying something incriminating, like Tom being secretive about his family or evasive about his past. And they’ll ask all kinds of personal questions about money and your relationship, what you do together, where you go, who you meet. But all they’ll be doing is looking for ways to blacken his character. So don’t let them put words into your mouth. Stop and think before you speak.’

      ‘Okay,’ Eden murmured. It didn’t surprise her that Caitlin knew so much about the police. She had trained as a solicitor and was now working with various women’s groups trying to convince the cops that it wasn’t okay for men to batter their wives and girlfriends. She’d had plenty of experience of the criminal system.

      ‘From now on, they’re the enemy. You have to remember that.’

      For Eden, who’d been raised in the kind of middle-class home where the police were seen as a body of people who could be relied on to help, this new notion was alarming. She’d heard stories, of course, tales of bent coppers and planted evidence, but had always viewed them with scepticism – or as an example of a few bad apples. Her heart sank as it occurred to her that she was walking into a world where the law was no longer on her side and where she could no longer expect to be protected by it.

      ‘You’ll be all right,’ Caitlin said. ‘You’re not on your own.’

      Eden pushed back her shoulders and forced a smile. If she could try and look as though she was holding it together, then maybe it would actually happen. ‘I know. And thanks.’

      ‘It could all be over in a few weeks. If some new evidence comes to light and —’

      The phone rang and Eden jumped at the sound. A number of possibilities ran through her head – the police, her father, Annabelle – none of which made her feel inclined to answer. The last thing she needed was even more questions.

      ‘Do you want me to get it?’ Caitlin asked.

      Eden shook her head and rose to her feet. What if it was Tom? What if he’d been released? The thought sent her hurrying across the room before the machine could kick in. ‘Hello?’

      ‘Hello, Mrs Chase. It’s Michael Castor. I’ve got a message from Tom to pass on to you.’

      Eden’s heart skipped a beat and she drew in a breath. ‘Tell me.’ As she listened, her hand gripped the phone tightly and her face dropped. ‘But why? I don’t get it. I don’t understand.’ She listened to his reply before thanking him for the call and hanging up.

      ‘What is it?’ Caitlin asked as Eden slumped back down on the sofa.

      ‘That was Tom’s solicitor. He says Tom doesn’t want me in court tomorrow.’

      ‘Huh?’

      ‘That it would make it worse for him, my being there. Too hard. That he’d prefer that I stayed away.’ Eden rubbed her face with her hands. She reached for the glass of wine, downed what remained in one and topped up the glass from the bottle. ‘Jesus, what do I do now?’
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      Archie Rudd stared across the table at his solicitor. It was two weeks since he’d been nabbed, two weeks in which he’d had plenty of time to dwell on it all. The bugger was that he’d known it was going to be a disaster right from the moment he’d woken up on the day of the job. He’d had a queasy feeling in his guts, an itch on the back of his neck. Always trust your instincts – that’s what his old man had taught him – but he’d gone right ahead and done it anyway.

      ‘So what’s the option?’ Archie asked morosely.

      Ben Curran raised his eyebrows. ‘You’re not thinking of changing your mind, are you? If you do then… well, you know the score, Arch: twelve to fifteen depending what mood the judge is in. You’ll just have to hope he doesn’t have a row with his missus in the morning.’

      Archie, who had never been especially good at numbers, could still do the maths on this one. Even if he kept his head down and stayed out of trouble, even with a third taken off, he’d still be knocking on for sixty-five by the time he got out. ‘Christ,’ he groaned. ‘I’ll be drawing my bleedin’ pension. And Rose can’t handle me being inside again.’ The truth was he didn’t much care for the idea of it either; he’d done plenty of bird in the past, but he was getting too old for another long stretch. ‘No, I ain’t changed my mind. There’s no other way, is there? Unless you can conjure up some of that Curran magic.’

      ‘It’s not magic you need, it’s a miracle. You went in there all guns blazing and got caught red-handed. Not much I can do about that, Arch.’

      Archie gave a long sigh. ‘That’s what they don’t get. It’s safer, see, with shooters. One blast in the ceiling and it’s all over. There’s no one going to have a go, no one trying to play the hero. When you think about it, we’re doing everyone a favour.’

      ‘Well, it’s a point of view, if not one widely held within the ranks of the English judicial system.’

      Archie puffed on his fag, making the most of the free pack Curran had brought with him. The Shepperton bank job had been a big mistake. Why had he agreed to it? He wished he could turn back time four weeks and just say no. He hadn’t even known three of the blokes. Billy Drake had said they were sound, said he could vouch for them, but one of the bastards must have been mouthing off, saying something he shouldn’t. How else could Old Bill have known they’d be there?

      Curran leaned forward, placing his hands on the table. ‘One of them is talking, Arch. I’ve already told you. If you’re going to pull out of the deal then it leaves you exposed. The police will try and do you for the Epping robbery too.’

      Archie narrowed his eyes. Making a deal with the law went against the grain – he wasn’t a grass – but what choice did he have? He was shafted if he didn’t. Going down for the two jobs would mean he’d probably never see daylight again. ‘I’ve said, haven’t I? Said I’d do it. I ain’t gonna change my mind.’

      ‘Good,’ Curran said with a look of relief on his face.

      ‘Do you know which one of ’em opened his gob?’ Not Billy, he thought. Billy was old school, the sort who knew how to keep his mouth shut. ‘Was it that Lee Barker?’

      ‘I don’t have a name, not yet.’

      ‘I bet it was. Snivelling little toerag.’

      ‘But all the police have at the moment is hearsay – about the Epping robbery, I mean. You were the one who was there. Give them the information they want and you’ll be looking at a couple of years max. And not in some high-security dump either. A police station probably. Somewhere in London, somewhere Rose can visit without having to travel halfway across the country.’

      Archie sighed. The thing that really pissed him off was that he’d banged the nails into his own bloody coffin. He thought back to the night, a month ago, when he’d first met the gang at Billy Drake’s house. The three other blokes were young, in their mid-twenties, and he’d seen the look on their faces as Billy had introduced him: a combination of disappointment, scorn and derision. To them he was just some old geezer, a man past his prime, a possible liability on a big job like the one they had planned in Shepperton.

      Archie took a slurp of lukewarm tea while he went over the meeting in his mind, step by step. He examined the surface of the table, the old wood battered and scored. He ran a finger along one of the deeper indentations, wondering how many men had done the same before him. The truth was that he’d let his mouth run away with him that night, trying to impress, trying to prove that he wasn’t a has-been. The truth was he’d wanted to wipe the smirk off their faces. And now he was paying the price for his pride.

      It had been a gratifying moment when he’d told them about his part in the Epping raid sixteen years ago. Yeah, their ears had pricked up then. Over two million quid’s worth of jewellery and gems. And they’d got clean away – or at least most of them had. ‘Audacious’ was how the papers had described it, although it had been described in other ways too: ‘brutal’, ‘callous’ and ‘unforgivable’. Paddy Lynch’s lingering death had left a bad taste in everybody’s mouth.

      So he’d sat there in the armchair, swigging a can of beer and giving it the big I am. Pretending that he’d been the brains behind it all. Not thinking, not even for a second, that it was going to come back to haunt him. Stupid. And now one of the boys – yeah, he was sure it was that grinning Lee Barker – had grassed him up. He could have denied it, of course – what could the cops prove after all these years? – simply claimed that he’d made it up to impress them, but he was still looking at a long stretch. Years and years, eating away at what remained of his life.

      ‘Archie?’

      ‘Huh?’

      ‘They’re waiting outside. Are you ready?’

      Archie wondered how it had come to this. Ten years ago, even five, he wouldn’t have thought twice, but times had changed. The old ways were disappearing. Now villains were turning Queen’s evidence right, left and centre. Loyalty had gone right out of the window. It went against the grain, made him feel sick to his stomach, but that’s the way it was. And when push came to shove what did he owe Jack Minter anyway? The bastard had left Paddy to die, not even given the poor bugger a chance. Someone had to pay for that and he didn’t see why it should be him.
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      DI Vic Banner had been in the Flying Squad for six years, waiting for the break, for a result that would give him the promotion he deserved. At forty-seven he was running out of time. So when the phone call had come through from Ben Curran’s clerk, a call offering a deal on the Epping heist, he had seen his chance: a high-profile controversial case that had remained unsolved… until now. When it came to trial, it would be front-page news, the story on everyone’s lips – and he’d be right there, standing in the limelight with a bloody big smile on his face.

      ‘Hello, Archie,’ he said as he entered the room with the constable, pulled out a chair and sat down. ‘You know who I am and this is DC Steve Leigh. Good to see you again.’

      ‘It’s Mr Rudd to you.’

      Banner raised an eyebrow and gave a nod. ‘As you like.’ He knew he had to tread carefully, that Archie was on edge, still jumpy about what he was intending to do. It didn’t sit well with him and it was written all over his face. ‘This is just a casual chat, yeah, another chance for us to talk things over, see where we stand.’

      Archie’s lip curled. ‘I ain’t happy about this, just so you understand.’

      ‘Loud and clear. But you know how it works, Mr Rudd: you help us and we’ll help you. Simple, really, when you think about it.’ Banner flipped open the file he had brought with him and pretended to examine the contents. He left a short silence before looking up again. ‘So what more can you tell us about Jack Minter?’

      Archie hesitated, glancing at Curran before looking at Banner again. ‘I’ve told you enough already. I ain’t saying no more until I get it in writing. I know what you lot are like. I want it down in black and white, a proper agreement.’

      ‘My client needs some guarantees,’ Curran said.

      Banner gave a patient smile. ‘Sure, we understand that. And you’ll get them, but not until we’ve covered the basics. There are just a few things we need to get clear first.’ He took out a photograph and pushed it across the desk. ‘Are you absolutely certain that this is the man who called himself Jack Minter?’

      Archie glared at him and then down at the photograph, at the picture of the tall blond man emerging from a doorway. ‘How many times? I’ve already told you.’

      ‘It was sixteen years ago. People change.’

      ‘He don’t look that different. A bit older, that’s all.’

      ‘And you’re positive that his real name was Tom Chase?’

      ‘Yeah, we checked him out, didn’t we? Me and Don. You don’t go into a job like that without taking some care over who you’re working with.’

      Banner gave a nod as if to acknowledge respect for
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