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Chapter Eight









Across town the screams echoed around the room as Tommy played Gershwin’s ‘Rhapsody In Blue’ at the piano in his office at his main club in Mile End. The area of Mile End was, some said, divided into two. The posh lot that lived in the grand houses and Georgian squares across from the tube station; and those who dwelt in the housing estates that sprawled on the other side of the Mile End road. Tommy’s club, The Pussy Hound, was on the other side of the road. 

As the screams continued Tommy shut his eyes and soaked up the drama of the music. He’d been playing the piano since he was eleven years old. It was the only thing that made him calm down, feel human again. The only thing that had made him stop wetting the bed. One of his mum’s ladies, a Russian immigrant who needed to top up her music tuition, had taught him between punters. Once Stella realised he had talent for the ol’ Joanna she’d paid the prostitute proper money to teach him. The pro had given up lying on her back and Stella, Tommy was sure, hoped that his mood swings would go. She’d been wrong. 

Tommy snapped open his eyes and kept playing. ‘Bring her here,’ he said. 

The screaming stopped. A young woman, about Tommy’s age, was dragged by two heavyset men towards the piano. The men doubled up as bouncers in the night and Tommy’s gorillas in the day. He stopped playing. Rested his fingers lovingly against the keys. Then turned around. He stared at the bleeding mess that had once been a very beautiful woman. One of the men grabbed her long hair and yanked her head back.

‘No one comes in here and sells dodgy gear in my place.’

The woman had been employed as one of Tommy’s pole dancers. Everyone knew, including her, that he didn’t tolerate anyone coming into his yard and selling drugs. That honour fell to him alone. 

‘The only thing you were employed to do was sell yourself.’ He looked at one of the men. ‘Do it.’ The men pushed the woman to the floor. Spread her face down. One of them grabbed her arm and stretched it out until it lay under the piano near Tommy’s feet. He trapped her hand by the wrist so that her hand lay flat. Tommy didn’t get up. Instead he began to hit the room with some more ‘Rhapsody In Blue’. He swayed with the music. And then with no warning, at the same time the clash of cymbals would come in, he raised his right foot and stamped on the terrified woman’s pinkie. The scream she let out stopped all the human activity in the adjoining rooms. He leant back into the piano, heard the imaginary cymbals and raised his foot again and did the next finger. This time the crunch of bone was audible in the room. Piano, cymbals, he did another. And another. As he raised his foot one final time his mobile rang. He eased his foot back down. Took the call.

He smiled when he heard who it was. ‘Paul. How’s life in Her Majesty’s dope palace?’

They chit chatted on while the woman on the floor moaned and grunted. Then Paul got down to business. ‘I’ve got a mate in here who’s been looking out for me. I just wanted to know if you can take care of him when he gets out on Monday?’

‘What’s he been doing?’

Paul told him. Tommy was impressed. 

‘Can you do it?’ Paul asked. 

Tommy thought for a while. Then looked down at the woman on the floor. He moved the phone away from his mouth. Twisted his mouth as he gazed down at the shattered woman. ‘You better tell the Digbys that I’m on to them.’ He stamped on her last finger, with no music this time. Stamped again shattering her bone. His victim passed out.

He moved the phone back to his face and finally answer, ‘Yeah. Why not? That’s the trouble with this country, no one will give an ex-con another chance.’



Daisy tightened her hand around the key and shoved her fist into her lap as the Deputy Chief Commissioner of the Met police stood gazing at her from the doorway. Barbara Benton stepped inside, minus her jacket and with her sleeves rolled up in a no-nonsense fashion. 

‘I was just wondering how you were getting on.’

Daisy pushed herself to her feet, her fist falling tight by her side. Flustered, she picked up the sock that had fallen. ‘Fine. I’m just finishing up.’ She turned her back and walked quickly to the wardrobe. She leant over to put the sock in its place. She took a deep breath, praying that the woman behind her wouldn’t see what she was about to do next. She pushed the fist that held the key deep into her front trouser pocket. She sighed with relief as she turned back around. 

She found Barbara looking with murder in her eyes at the slashed mattress. ‘I’m going to make it my business to find out who did this and when I do . . .’ She left the words hanging in the air. Daisy understood why her nickname was Basher Babs. ‘I think we should go now and let them have some privacy,’ 

‘Do you think whoever did this will come back?’

Barbara shook her head. ‘Most break-ins are opportunistic crimes. Whoever did this probably saw the hearse outside the house, waited for everyone to go and took their chance.’

‘That’s horrible.’

‘No, that’s the world we live in today.’ She gave Daisy a slight smile. ‘Is your car outside?’ Daisy quickly explained that she would get a cab. ‘I’ll give you a lift back.’

Daisy nodded and followed the other woman out of the room. 

‘I just need to use the bathroom and get my jacket.’ Daisy nodded absently at Barbara’s words. She turned one last time to look at Charlie’s room. Then her thumb pressed against the outline of the key in her pocket. The key she hoped would unlock Charlie’s medicine cabinet. 



Daisy had never felt comfortable in the company of coppers, a leftover from her days as Frankie Sullivan’s daughter. And now she sat in the passenger seat next to the second in command of the country’s strongest police force. They sat in silence for the first leg of the ride. Daisy was the first to speak. 

‘I hear that you’re going to be wearing the chief’s cap soon,’ Daisy said. 

Barbara’s face split into a crooked smile. ‘I hope so, but you can never tell what’s been plotted behind closed doors. It’s all politics. But hopefully I will be presented to the world as the new commissioner at a gala dinner at city hall next Thursday.’

Daisy sank deeper in her seat beginning to feel more comfortable in the other woman’s presence by the minute. Suddenly she felt in awe of this woman’s immense achievements. Barbara was the type of woman she could look up to. A woman that all women could look up to. ‘Is that how you got to know Charlie, through your work?’

‘Charlie was the brief on the first arrest I made as a green WPC. He did quite a number on me, spinning this law in my face until I was so confused I almost let the suspect go. Over the years we worked well together. It was a bit cat and dog sometimes but he was a friend and I will miss him.’ 

They both sank into memories of the man who linked their lives. Then Barbara flipped the radio on. Chrissie Hynde’s husky, mellow voice, midway through singing ‘Brass In Pocket’, eased effortlessly into the car. 

‘I hear that you’re helping out on a high-profile class-action case we’ve taken,’ Daisy said a few minutes later.

Barbara’s hands tightened on the wheel as she took a sharp turn that bought them into the heart of London. ‘Yes. I got my stripes leading one of the Met’s first units on child protection. It was a hard slog getting people to take child abuse seriously and if we had we wouldn’t be in the position of having this class-action case now.’ She peeped a quick look at Daisy. ‘Are you working on the case?’

‘Not really, but my boyfriend . . .’ She blushed. ‘I mean, my partner Jerome McMillan is the lead barrister.’

Barbara’s instant grin softened her features. ‘Young love.’ Daisy’s blush deepened, but her lips tugged into a tiny smile. 

Daisy was starting to like this woman. ‘You married? Got kids?’

Barbara took the car into a deep turn, not answering for a few seconds. She shook her head. ‘This is where I’m meant to say I never got around to it, but the truth is I never saw domestic bliss as being part of my life. All I ever wanted to do was be the best copper in town. I hear that Charlie was your mentor.’

Daisy straightened slightly in her seat. ‘How did you know?’

‘His wife was telling me about you when you were upstairs. She’s really pleased that you’re the person going through his things at work. You remind me of someone I mentored years ago. Someone who grew up on the streets.’ Daisy tensed at her words. ‘Don’t worry, I think I’m the only person who can suss out which end of town you’re really from. You know why? It takes one to know one. I came up the tough route as well. I grew up on a real rough estate in London. The Caxton, which I’m pleased to say has now been pulled down. I worked hard and kept going. So will you, Daisy.’

They drove the remainder of the way in silence until Barbara stopped the car outside Curtis and Hopkirk’s in Holborn. 

‘It was great meeting you.’ Barbara gazed at Daisy smiling. ‘What’s your last name?’

Barbara may have figured out where she came from, but Daisy knew if she supplied her surname the other woman might put two and two together and come up with Frankie Sullivan. Daisy hustled to open the door as she quickly said, ‘I’ve got to run. See you again sometime.’

‘Wait,’ Barbara said. Reluctantly Daisy turned back around. The older woman pushed her hand into her jacket pocket and held out a white business card. ‘If you ever need me . . .’ 

Daisy nodded as she reached for the card. As she took it the other woman’s hand caught her own. Held on to it. 

‘Take care of yourself,’ Barbara whispered simply. 

 She let go of Daisy’s hand. Daisy tightened her grip on the card and got out of the car. Without another word Barbara roared off into the distance. Daisy quickly fished in her pocket for Charlie’s key. Stared at it for a few seconds as it lay in the palm of her hand. She curled her fingers around it as she decided to go straight to the office to see if it would unlock Charlie’s medicine cabinet. As she stepped forward her phone pinged. She took it out and read the text.



Need u pronto



Of all the times for her adoptive mum Jackie to call her it had to be now. Jackie most probably wanted a blow-by-blow account of the funeral. Her hand tightened on Charlie’s key. She should go to the office, but she knew if she didn’t go and see Jackie now she was in for a mouthful the next the time she saw her. When Jackie called you bloody well better move your arse sharpish. She pushed the key back in her pocket. Whatever secrets Charlie was keeping in his medicine cabinet would have to wait until tomorrow. 



‘We found fuck all.’ Johnson rammed his words down his mobile. 

He sat opposite Clarke at a round, scratched table in The Merry Swan boozer in Bethnal Green. The pub had once been their favourite haunt when they both worked at the now closed Bethnal Green police station back in the eighties. The pub was already filling up, even though it was only minutes to three. Thin Lizzy’s ‘The Boys Are Back In Town’ threw a wild, hectic beat over the place. 

But neither Clarke or Johnson got in the groove. They were too anxious about not finding any information about the safe-deposit box in Charlie Hopkirk’s home. 

Johnson carried on talking into the phone. ‘We tore the place apart and didn’t come across a dickie bird.’ 

‘I think I know who’s clearing away Charlie’s stuff at his office.’ The voice on the other end of the line said.

‘Who?’ Johnson replied eagerly. When he heard the name he started with surprise. ‘You’re pulling my dick . . .’ He stopped abruptly remembering who he was talking to. ‘I mean joking.’

‘I wish I was. Ain’t life a bitch sometimes. You know what this means? We’ve got no alternative but to involve Stella—’

‘No way,’ Johnson kicked in, half lifting out of his chair. ‘I ain’t going down that route again.’ Clarke looked up in surprise.

‘Believe me, if there’s an alternative to getting involved with that woman again I’d be taking it. She was involved in this as well. If I’ve got the person going through Charlie Hopkirk’s belongings right, then she is the only person who can get to her.’

Johnson fell back into his seat. ‘What do you want us to do?’

‘You need to get the ball rolling tonight.’ Then the line went dead. 

Johnson cupped his hand over his mouth, letting out a shaky breath as he caught Clarke’s worried, bloodshot eyes. ‘What’s going on?’

Johnson stood up, pushing his mobile into his suit pocket. ‘I’ll tell you about it in the car. And you ain’t going to like it any more than me.’

As Clarke eased to his feet the barman’s voice bit out like a human Rottweiller, his words now commanding the attention of everyone in the room. ‘I’ve told you already that I ain’t serving you. Why don’t you go home and remind your neighbours why they’re trying to get a house transfer.’

Johnson was too unsettled by the latest twist to events to pay much attention to the disturbance, but Clarke looked over and saw who the barman was yelling at. A woman. Small and as dainty as a child. Her size reminded him of his little girl when she was twelve, the last time he’d seen her before his two-timing bint of an ex-wife had taken her to live in Portugal with the guy she’d been fooling around with behind his back. Said she couldn’t live with him anymore, couldn’t stomach the drinking. Clarke moved towards the bar.

‘What are you doing?’ Johnson asked angrily.

Clarke turned back to Johnson and the pain he saw in Clarke’s eyes made him swallow. ‘I was a good cop once, you know.’ Johnson said nothing because he knew the other man was right. ‘I’ll meet you at the car,’ Johnson said and then made his way outside. 

Clarke reached the bar, his eyes switching between the stocky barman and the woman. ‘There a problem?’

At the sound of his voice the small woman wobbled to face him. She was a pretty little thing, Clarke thought. Short, black layered hair, with purple streaks at the front, a silver nose stud and a delicate bone structure that put him in mind of a ballerina. Big caramel-coloured eyes shimmered back at him in her pale, white face. Compassion washed over him as he stared at the haunting hurt look that lurked in her eyes. 

‘You alright, love?’

She tottered towards him and peered up at him. He could smell the drink on her. ‘Love?’ she threw back in a thick cockney voice. The twisting shape of her mouth removed the image of the ballerina instantly from his mind and instead he saw the seen-too-much-of-life mouths of every tough woman he’d ever arrested. ‘You saying me and you are in love?’

The barman sniggered at that. Clarke ignored him. ‘Look—’ he started to say, but she cut him off. 

‘I can’t imagine being in love with a tub of lard.’ 

That bought more laughter and not just from the barman this time. Clarke took no offence at her words. He’d been called much worse in his years patrolling the streets of London. Without responding Clarke grabbed her arm and marched her towards the door. 

‘Oi,’ she shot out as she tried to wriggle out of his grasp. ‘Get off me, you gorilla.’

But he just tightened his grip muttering, ‘Let’s find you a cab.’

They stepped out into the drizzle. Realising that she was not going to escape she quietened down as they made their way to the bright lights of Bethnal Green High Street. Clarke checked the street. 

‘Does your mum know you’re out?’

The word mum seemed to set her off because she began to laugh in a raucous wild fashion. Crazy girl, Clarke thought. As her laughter rang in the air he spotted a black cab. Hailed it. He opened the cab door and threw her into the back. 

‘Where do you live?’

She mumbled an address somewhere in Bow. Clarke slammed the door shut and made his way to the cabbie up front. He told him the address and pressed some money into his hand.

‘There’s an extra fiver there to make sure she gets to her door alright.’

Clarke watched as the cab drove off into the distance. Little girls always caused trouble. If it weren’t for little girls he wouldn’t be trying to erase fresh footprints that led to a crime he’d helped commit twenty years ago. 



Nineteen-year-old Jo-Jo slumped drunkenly against the back seat of the cab. She twisted around and watched the tub of lard disappear in the distance. She couldn’t remember the last time some bloke had been kind to her. Men were usually after one thing. No, she corrected herself. Usually after two, the second of which was to impress her mum. She stared out of the window at London, as it whizzed by in a blur of hellish colours before her eyes. Streets she’d once known like the back of her hand. She’d been away for two years now. Hadn’t wanted to go but her mum had put her on the first train out of here and told her not to come back until she sorted her shit out. 

She lurched as the cab hit a bump in the road. She pulled out a half bottle of vodka from her bag. She knew she’d already had a skin-full but what the fuck. She tipped the bottle to her lips. Her face twisted as the neat alcohol burned a path down her throat. She gulped more as she thought about her mum. A woman, she knew who would most probably do one thing when she clamped eyes on her – throttle her to death.







Chapter Eleven









Daisy arrived at Curtis and Hopkirk just minutes before one in the morning. The lights shone throughout the building, making it stand out bright and beautiful in the dark night. The street was quiet and deserted, except for a couple rushing towards a cab on High Holborn. There was always a security guard in place twenty-four hours a day to accommodate the lawyers who sometimes had to work late at night, including Daisy. She’d been doing it so often lately that she knew the night guard well. 

She pressed her face against the glass door and smiled when she saw Sean, the security guard, sitting at the desk. He smiled, not surprised to see her, and made his way to the main door. His keys rattled as he unlocked the door. 

‘Another late night, Miss Sullivan?’ Sean said as he widened the door for her to step inside. Sean was a big-hearted Irish man with a shock of white hair and a growing stomach that had a love affair with his wife’s home cooking. 

Daisy smiled back at him. ‘Is there anyone else around?’

‘I don’t know. I’ve just got on my shift.’

Daisy hoped that there was no one else here. She didn’t need any distractions, just wanted to see if the key fit the cabinet. And if it did? And if what was inside could destroy Charlie’s reputation? 

She left Sean, took the lift and was soon on the second floor. She yawned as she made her way to Charlie’s office. Trust her to start feeling tired now. She tried to shake the sleep from her eyes as she opened the office door. Switched on the light. It was exactly as she’d left it, neat and tidy but with evidence of Charlie’s life here making way for the new partner. A wave of emotion settled in her gut. It finally hit her that she was never going to see her mentor again. Another male figure who’d come and gone in her life. Well, at least she still had Jerome. She shut the door, shook off her grim thoughts and quickly made her way to the bathroom. Just as she reached for the handle she heard it.

Bang.

A door inside the bathroom slammed shut. 

She froze, her hand hovering over the handle. She heard another bang. Without another thought Daisy wrenched the door open. 



‘Angel,’ Daisy uttered, completely shocked.

What shocked her was not just the fact that Angel was inside Charlie’s bathroom, but that her friend looked a total mess. Her hair flew in all directions as if she’d shoved her hand into it one too many times and her mascara streaked her face as if she’d been crying. 

As Daisy took a step inside Angel moved back, her hand rubbing frantically below her throat. 

‘What are you doing here?’ Daisy asked gently. 

Angel pushed a trembling hand through her hair. ‘Um . . . Um . . .’ she stammered, breaking eye contact with Daisy. ‘I was looking for some papers that Charlie has. Without them I’m going to lose my case.’ And then she burst into tears. 

Daisy shot forward and enveloped her friend into a tight embrace. Daisy was shocked by the tremors that rippled through Angel’s body. 

‘I don’t know what to do. I don’t know what to do. I don’t know what to do,’ Angel chanted over and over until her voice sank once again into gut-wrenching sobs. 

This was so unlike Angel that Daisy wondered if she’d been doing gear. She’d lost documents about a case a couple of times before and never reacted like this. Strange how popular Charlie had become all of a sudden now he was dead, Daisy mused. First Randal Curtis told her to let him know if she found anything interesting; then Jerome said that Charlie might have something that would help his class-action case; and now Angel looked like it was the end of her life because Charlie had her documents. 

Suddenly Angel wrenched herself out of Daisy’s arms. She shook her hair back. ‘I’m fine. Completely OK.’ But her voice sounded as tight as a violin string. She twisted around and grabbed her bag near the sink. 

‘Angel.’ Daisy moved towards her, concerned about the state of her friend. But before she could reach her Angel swung around. ‘I’ll see you tomorrow.’ And with that, head down, she pushed past Daisy and was gone. 

Dazed, Daisy watched the empty space for a few seconds. What the hell had just happened in here? Earlier that day at the funeral Angel had whispered that she had a hot date with the new guy in her life. Daisy rubbed her hand over her face. She was too tired to figure it out. She’d see Angel tomorrow and help her find her documents. She pulled the key out of her pocket and moved towards the cabinet. 



The key didn’t fit. She rattled it anxiously and it became stuck. By turning it very slowly, she managed to get it back out again. She held the key up to the light. It had seen better days, it was marked and chipped but she knew it was the one. It had to be the one. She took some hand cream out of her bag and rubbed some over the key. Then, very carefully, she put it back into the lock, turning it gently one way and then the other until finally it caught the latch and the door creaked open.

Inside were two shelves. None of the usual bottles and boxes found in a typical medicine cabinet. Certainly not the illicit drugs she thought Charlie might have locked away. Instead, sitting pretty, on its own, on the top shelf was a large, beige A4 envelope. 

Puzzlement rippled over her face as her hand felt what was inside. Flat, long, rectangular. She put her hand in the envelope and drew out three sheets of A4 paper. 

Daisy plonked herself down in Charlie’s swing chair. Switched on the desk lamp. She held the stapled sheets of A4 paper in her hand. Scanned the information on the top sheet. Relaxed back in the chair when she realised that what she was reading were the details of a safe-deposit box in Charlie’s name. Her gaze flipped back up to the top of the paper. To the address of the bank where the box was held: 



K&I International Bank

Canary Wharf Square

Isle of Dogs



So Charlie had a deposit box, nothing strange about that. But why would he keep the papers locked away and hidden in a medicine cabinet? She flicked to the next page. Details of ownership. Charlie’s name and signature. She looked lower down the page. That’s when her world rocked. At the bottom a single name was scrawled in black pen.

Frankie Sullivan. 



Angel watched, hidden in a corner of the second floor, as Daisy bolted out of Charlie’s office. The distressed look on her friend’s face told her something was wrong. Daisy hustled into the lift. Angel eased from behind her hiding place and gave it five minutes, enough time for Daisy to be well away from the building.

She pulled out her mobile. ‘Sean,’ she addressed the reception downstairs. ‘I wonder if you can come up here for a minute. I seem to have locked myself in the Ladies.’

She punched off and ran for the stairs. When she reached the reception it was empty, as she knew it would be because she’d just sent Sean upstairs. She ran into a room directly behind the reception desk. She stared at the surveillance equipment, which included a divided screen so that the security guard could observe each floor. She rushed forward when she saw the machine tape-recording all the images. She pressed eject. Shoved the tape under her jacket and raced to the exit. 



Angel waited nervously near her silver Porsche on the roof of the four-storey car park. She’d called Tommy after belting out of Curtis and Hopkirk and he had asked her to meet him there. She shivered in the cool night air; this wasn’t an end of town she usually came to. All she wanted to do was hand over the tape and then pretend she’d never met him. Daisy had always said that her love of men would get her into trouble one of these . . . 

She whirled around when she heard a footstep next to her. Her hand tightened on the tape as her petrified gaze found Tommy inches away from her. He wore a thigh-length leather jacket and stood tall and mean in the night shadows. Her breath tightened in her throat. 

‘So what you got for me?’

She thrust the tape at him as if it were a disease. ‘Daisy was in Charlie’s office—’

‘Doing what?’ His question was hard as he took the tape.

‘I don’t know. But whatever she was doing is on that tape. It’s the security tape.’

Tommy smiled as he shoved the tape into his pocket. He looked up at her. ‘You done good, girl.’

Angel took one, then two steps away from him. A crooked smile flashed onto his mouth. ‘Where you going in such a hurry babe?’ He spread his arms wide. ‘I think my girl deserves a treat.’

Angel swallowed as she hesitated. The she cautiously moved forward, one slow step at a time. His arms engulfed her. Pulled her tight. He dropped his mouth close to her ear. ‘There’s no need for my girl to feel frightened of Tommy.’



Frankie Sullivan. Frankie Sullivan. Frankie bloody Sullivan. 

Daisy paced up and down inside her lounge as she saw her dad’s name over and over again on Charlie’s safe-deposit box papers, which she held in her hand. She had always thought her dad’s lawyer had been Bell Dream, Anna’s girlfriend. How the heck was her dad, a gangster, connected to Charlie, a lawyer and family man? She knew whatever Charlie’s deposit box held about Frankie wouldn’t be good. Frankie might have been the best father in the world to her, but to most of the world he was a psychotic bastard who let nothing and no one stand in his way. Her dad hadn’t broadcast his work in the house, but as she’d got older she’d heard the stories about him. Like that time she was in the loo at school and heard a group of girls on the other side of the door, who weren’t aware she was in there, whisper scandalously about how Frankie Sullivan had put one of the other dads in hospital with both legs broken and smashed ribs because he hadn’t paid back money he’d owed to him on time. 

Daisy stopped pacing as a horrifying thought slammed into her. What if something inside that box linked Frankie to her? Made Randal Curtis realise that she was Frankie Sullivan’s daughter? The sweat deepened on her skin as she saw all her plans for her career and Jerome blowing in the wind. All her dreams about having her own family disappearing in the dust. Another thought slammed into her. What if it connected Charlie to something unsavoury and ruined his reputation? She couldn’t let that happen to Charlie. Happen to the man who had become like a second father to her in the last two years. 

Deflated she finally stopped pacing. Her head thumped like crazy and she felt as stressed as she’d done the first night she’d come to live with Jackie. She couldn’t go on like this. She needed to figure a way out of this mess for Charlie. 

She hurried to her bedroom, hand still tight on the safe-deposit box papers. She stopped in front of her dressing table. Placed the papers down. Pulled out the drawer. Drew out her happy pills. Just one, that’s all she needed. Just to see her straight. Just to get her to think. She dropped a single, small white pill into her palm and hesitated, remembering how messed up her mind sometimes got after taking one. Not to mention all that stuff in the papers and on the Internet about the dangers this drug was supposed to pose to a user’s mental health. Those stories about breakdowns, hallucinations and suicides. Websites for ‘victims’ of the drug, questions in parliament, petitions to get it banned. But she was only going to do it this once. Wasn’t she? Besides the tabs didn’t always make her go gaga. Sometimes they made her come over all calm, really relaxed, back in control of her life. And that’s why she kept a bottle close at hand. It made her feel better knowing that they were there.

She popped the pill. Swallowed. Held on tight to the dressing table. Then she thought, ‘what the fuck, I need this’ and took one more. Closed her eyes. Stayed like that for God knows how many minutes. Her breathing eventually evened out. Slowed down. Her heart returned to its normal pace. She sighed. That was it, they were doing their magic. Untwisting her tangled nerves, setting her heartbeat back to its regular pace. The images in her mind were still running a bit too fast, but she knew that would sort itself out. She stayed like that for some time, knowing she needed to give the medication the time to work. Finally she re-opened her eyes. And froze at what was reflected back at her in the mirror, swimming in her mind, like a mist in human form. There on her bed, with a half-smoked fag hanging from his lips, sat the last person she’d ever expected to see again. Her dad. Frankie Sullivan. 







Chapter Fifteen









Two days later, on Monday morning, Ricky Smart ducked his large frame slightly as he stepped out of the gates of Belmarsh Prison. His smooth, brown face breathed in his first shot of free air. He whistled Billy Joel’s ‘Movin’ Out’ as he rummaged in the blue carrier bag that held his belongings until he found his gold stud earring. He fixed it into the lobe of his left ear. Took out a fag and puffed, wishing it was a spliff instead. He slung the bag over his shoulder and started moving casually away from Her Majesty’s pleasure. He hadn’t reached the end of the road when he heard the purring of a car moving towards him from behind. He twisted around, smoke still in his mouth. A huge monster set of wheels, a sleek black SUV with smoky tinted windows. The car stopped beside him. The driver’s window didn’t ease down, instead one of the back doors sprang open. His body tensed the same way he’d learnt to do growing up on East London’s streets. When a strange car glides beside you and opens its doors you better be ready that the greeting you get doesn’t come courtesy of the barrel of a gun. 

He relaxed when he saw no shooter and pushed the smoke from his lips at what he did see inside. A woman. Stark bollocks naked. Slim, bleached blond top and below, seductively swaying to the old-style piano music tinkling inside and reclining against the puffed-up leather seats. He caught her eyes. Everyday blue, her pupils wide, riding high on either coke or crystal. She gave him a come-hither smile as she parted her legs slightly. He nodded but didn’t smile back.

His head swung to the front of the car as the driver’s window finally eased down. He walked over and peered inside. A white guy kitted out in a black designer suit wearing shades. He didn’t need to be told who it was: Tommy King.

‘What you waiting for, Ricky?’ Tommy said, grinning revealing a set of crooked, but gleaming white teeth. ‘Jump in the back and get stuck in.’

Ricky drew the last puff from his ciggie. Flicked the butt into the air. He reminded himself that this was Tommy King and he should keep a respectful tone to his voice. But on the other hand, he didn’t want Tommy to think he was talking to a wuss. ‘My mum always told me never to speak to strangers.’

The other man grinned. ‘Tommy King’s the name. I hear you’re looking for work.’

‘What man in my situation ain’t? But I like to be self-employed, it’s less trouble.’

‘It’s all about connections these days, Ricky Boy. The high street can’t compete with the superstore – know what I mean? Small time means no time these days, so do yourself a favour.’

Ricky stared hard at Tommy and then got down to business. ‘So what’s on offer?’

Tommy’s smile grew stronger. ‘Plenty of time to chat later. Why don’t you slip into the back and enjoy one of the perks of the Tommy King organisation?’

Ricky walked casually towards the back of the car. Jumped in. The woman’s cheap perfume swam over him, pushing him back into memories of another woman who’d worn a similar scent. Remembered the last time she’d kissed him on the cheek when he was thirteen years old, before she went to entertain her clients. His thoughts hardened as he remembered the photo in his pocket. He ignored the woman beside him as he closed the door. Tommy juiced the engine and soon Ricky was moving from one chapter in his life towards another. 

Without speaking to him the woman next to Ricky flipped out a compartment in the armrest between them. Ricky’s eyebrows rose when he saw a mini Aladdin’s cave of hardcore drugs – coke, smack, crystal, crack and two joints rolled up and ready to go. The woman’s slim hand settled onto his crotch. He gazed at it as she started caressing him. He laid his hand over hers. He didn’t look up to see her smile. The smile was soon wiped from her face as he eased her hand away. 

Ricky sat back as his hand dipped inside his jacket pocket. His hand smoothed over the photo. Over the face of his sister, Jenna. Tommy King didn’t know it yet but he was taking Ricky to the one woman who could answer questions about Jenna’s disappearance twenty years ago.



An hour later, a blonde woman entered the K&I International Bank in the business district of Canary Wharf. It was twenty minutes after midday. She was dressed in an all black ensemble of a formal skirt suit and low level heels, and wore just a touch of gloss on her lips. She clutched her shoulder bag close to her side and hid her eyes behind Jackie O-style shades as she walked briskly past the security guard inside the entrance. The foyer was large, decorated in soft red and white and was surprisingly quiet. A young woman, wearing a navy, conservative suit, cream blouse and a jackpot-winning smile eagerly came towards the newcomer. 

‘Hi, my name’s Teresa,’ she stated in her I’m-your-new-best-friend voice. ‘Can I help you?’

The woman didn’t smile back. Instead she said, ‘I’ve come about a safe-deposit box. It belongs to Charlie Hopkirk.’ She extended her hand. ‘My name’s Jennifer. I’m his daughter.’







Chapter Eighteen

















‘She got away,’ Clarke panted into the mobile.

He clutched his side as he leant heavily back in the seat of his motor a few minutes run away from the underground car park. Pain radiated from the four corners of his body. He was well out of shape for this type of run around. He’d been trailing Daisy Sullivan every step of the way. When she went to the club in Wapping; when she went to work; when she left tarted up in a blond wig; when she’d entered the bank. 

‘How did that happen?’ Johnson’s tone was disgusted.

‘She was a bit tasty with her fists plus she had help.’

‘Help from who?’

Clarke shook his head. ‘Dunno. Boyfriend maybe? Big black guy with a pair of feet on him. Funny thing is I know I’ve seen him somewhere before.’

‘Yeah? Look him up in our rogue’s gallery sometime. Did she get anything from the bank?’

‘She came out with exactly what she went in with. Mind you, I never saw what was in her bag, so she might have got the stuff from Hopkirk’s box. What do we do next?’

‘Nothing. We leave the rest up to Stella King.’



Ten minutes later Ricky was back outside the tower block he’d dropped Tommy at in Bow. His new boss was already waiting for him.

‘I thought I told you to kit yourself up?’ Tommy said as he eased into the back seat, happy to let Ricky drive.

Ricky checked him out in the rear-view mirror. Watched as Tommy dropped some white powder onto the back of his hand. Sniffed. Leant his head back against the leather seat as he closed his eyes. 

‘I had to see my grandmother on the Island,’ he lied, using the local nickname for the Isle of Dogs. It wouldn’t do for Tommy to know what he’d been really up to.

Tommy’s eyes snapped open as he let out a loud laugh. ‘My mum’s gonna love you. She loves anyone who takes care of their dear ma and granny.’

‘Where to, boss?’

The fun slipped from Tommy’s face. ‘We need to go to my lock-up to pick up a van.’ He caught Ricky’s gaze in the rear-view mirror. Caught the unasked question in his eyes. ‘My mum needs us to do a job.’



Something must have gone wrong. 

The thought beat urgently inside Daisy’s brain as she walked briskly towards Charlie’s PA’s desk. She had changed quickly in a lightning visit back at her home, dropping her bag there and picking up a different one, and was now back to being Daisy Sullivan, highflying lawyer. Why would Jackie be back when she was meant to be on holiday? Why wouldn’t she have called her? Daisy prayed that no one had been hurt. That something terrible hadn’t happened to one of Jackie’s kids.

‘Is she in my office?’ Daisy asked in a rush. 

‘No.’ The other woman twisted her lips. ‘I couldn’t put her in there because . . . you know.’

Yes, Daisy knew. Her office was most probably still being treated as a crime scene after Angel’s death.

‘I put her in Charlie’s office.’ The other woman gave her a smile. ‘She looks a lot like you. Tall and that beauty spot just above her lip.’

That stopped Daisy in her tracks. Tall? Beauty spot? Jackie was as small as a five-pence piece and the only thing she had directly above her lip was a nose. Daisy stared at the PA with a dazed expression as her finger self-consciously touched her own beauty spot.

‘Are you sure she said she was my mother?’ Daisy got a confident nod in return. 

As she strode towards Charlie’s office a strange, trembling feeling washed over her.

‘She says she’s your mother.’

Charlie’s PA’s words hit her again and again and again with every step that she took. 

Her mother?

She shook her head slowly. The terrible feeling turned to dread. 

No it couldn’t be. No way . . . 



The PA was right. The woman inside the office was tall. She stood with her back to Daisy, silhouetted by the light coming in from the window. She wore maroon stilettos and a leopard-skin fur coat that reached midway down her thighs. Her hair was pale and fluffed out and back.

‘Can I help you?’ Something held Daisy in the doorway. Dread? Panic? Fear? She wasn’t sure, but she was not taking another step until this woman turned around. 

She didn’t have to wait long. Almost in slo-mo, the woman turned herself to face Daisy. Her breath caught in her throat as she stared at just one thing on the woman’s face. Not her heavy make-up, not her expertly plucked eyebrows, not her expression, which was half friendly, half closed. But at the beauty spot that was a replica of her own. Daisy’s hand gripped the doorframe. Suddenly the woman’s face slashed into a blinding smile. She held out her arms wide. And in a throaty, husky, cockney voice she said, ‘Ain’t you gonna give your ol’ mum a hug?’



Daisy had always imagined the day she would meet her mum. She’d find her living in some pretty suburban house just outside of London. She’d go up to the door. Press the bell. Anxiously wait on the doorstep. When the door opened it would reveal a woman, with a lovely smile. And when Daisy said the magic words, ‘I’m your daughter,’ her mother would fling her arms around her and start crying. Start telling her how she’d never wanted to give her up and had longed for the day she would see her again. And in return Daisy would sob back, ‘Mum, Mum, oh, how I’ve missed you.’ They’d cling and cry softly together. Speak aloud the plans they had to make up for lost time and dream up a future together. 

Then the words that her dad always said to her when she asked about her mum came crashing back to her: ‘Believe me Daisy baby. You’ll never be old enough to know about your old girl.’

Instead of a hug Daisy calmly closed the door behind her. The woman claiming to be her mum dropped her hands back to her side. Daisy kept her distance as her fingers stroked her left bracelet. ‘What do you want?’ Her voice tight, filled with so much cold resentment that the words almost froze in her throat. How could this woman, who looked like a stolen million dollars, have the nerve to come looking for her now? Have the nerve to have turned her back on her daughter so easily?

‘You’ve still got Frankie’s eyes.’ Now the woman moved. Took one step closer, smiling at her all the way. ‘My little girl has grown up to be a real stunner.’

Daisy folded her arms tight across her middle. ‘I don’t remember your name.’

‘Stella. Stella King.’ She took another step. ‘Course me and Frankie never tied the knot so you’re a King as well.’

Daisy repeated her earlier question. ‘What do you want?’

‘Look.’ Stella waved a gold-ringed hand in the air. ‘I know how you’re feeling, babe. Pissed off. Angry—’

‘You don’t have a clue how I’m feeling.’ Daisy’s words were hard. ‘How would you know what it feels like to have your mother turn her back on you when you’re only five years old?’

Stella’s deep voice dropped even lower. ‘You don’t understand Daze . . .’

Daze. Daisy flinched at the shortening of her name. ‘You’re right. I don’t.’ For the first time Daisy stepped forward. ‘And maybe too many years have passed for me to give a flying f—’ She sucked the word back, remembering this woman claimed she was her mum, ‘toss about wanting to.’

With a snap of her head Stella threw her hair off her shoulders. She drew the strap of her bag securely over her shoulder. ‘This was a mistake, alright.’ Her features were tight. ‘I should never have come here.’ And with that she rushed past Daisy towards the door. 

Daisy's heart rate jumped as she watched Stella’s hand reach for the door handle. That was her mum and she was getting ready to once again bolt out of her life. Daisy could feel her heartache starting all over again.

‘Please don’t go,’ rushed out of her mouth before she could take the words back. 

Stella froze. ‘Please,’ Daisy pleaded. 

Stella’s hand fell away and she turned. She sent Daisy a soft smile. ‘You won’t regret this, Daze.’



‘I’ve missed you like hell, baby.’

Daisy winced at the words. They sat in a small café around the corner from the law office on Chancery Lane. The place was bustling with city workers looking for a quiet spot to take a breather from the daily grind of life. A latte and a mug of tea lay on the round white table between them. They’d already been here for a good ten minutes, with Stella firing eager questions at her.

How did you end up as a lawyer?

Have you got a boyfriend?

Where do you live? 

Daisy looked at Stella; she so wanted to believe her words. But there were so many questions in the way. ‘I went to live with Dad when I was five and I’m now twenty-six. That’s just over twenty years, why leave it so long?’ 

Stella eased back in her chair and flicked her hair back with both her hands. ‘I’ll be straight up with you, Daisy. Neither Frankie nor me lived on the right side of the law. He went down for a four stretch, so I had to look after you the best way that I could. It ain’t easy for a woman on her own. Then when he came out he said that he didn’t want you living with me no more.’

Daisy tilted her head looking puzzled. ‘But why would he say that?’

Stella leant across the table, her expression grim. ‘You lived with me in a brothel.’

Daisy reared back in shock. ‘We lived where?’

‘Like I said.’ Stella waved her hands in a carefree gesture. ‘Times were hard for a woman like me. I had to put bread in our mouths and that meant finding work—’

‘You mean,’ Daisy stammered, butting in. ‘You were a . . .’ She swallowed. ‘Sex worker?’

Stella threw her head back and laughed. ‘Sex worker, eh? At least Frankie bought you up to have some manners.’ Her laughter stopped abruptly. ‘You want the truth, so here it is. I was a ­prostitute, a tom, on the game, call me what you like, but I was also a mum who was gonna make sure her kid was never kitted out in gear from the charity shop. I grew up in the gutter and there was no way I was gonna make you cut your teeth there as well.’

‘But surely—’

‘You wanted the truth, my girl. I could sit here and spin you a line about being a poor, innocent girl selling flowers in Covent Garden, but that ain’t how it was.’ She placed her manicured fingers over Daisy’s cold hand. ‘I love you and it don’t matter what I’ve done in this life, I always will.’

But the life the other woman was placing before Daisy did matter. She snatched her hand back. Folded both her hands nervously in her lap. ‘If you felt so strongly about me why did you turn your back?’

Stella eased back. ‘I wanted to see you, but Frankie wasn’t having none of it. Said as long as I was on the game the door was shut squarely in my face.’

Daisy’s urgent words pushed her forward. ‘Why didn’t you come and get me once he died?’

‘I had problems of my own going on and it didn’t seem right to drag you into them. Plus I was a married woman, with two more kids to feed. So I waited and waited. Then the other day someone is telling me about how this solicitor called Charlie Hopkirk had gone to join the majority and that he had this really smart girl called Daisy Sullivan working for him. So I put two and two together and here we are now.’

Daisy ran two of her fingers across her bottom lip, her mind still in a daze. Was she really sitting across from her mum? ‘This has all been such a shock. I’m going to need time . . .’

‘Ah, but that’s the problem Daisy, we don’t have time.’ For the first time Daisy saw a flare of solid steel enter the other woman’s eyes. 

‘What are you talking about?’

‘Like I just said, you worked for Charlie Hopkirk, didn’t you?’

‘You know I did,’ Daisy answered, confused. 

‘Me and good ol’ Charlie go back years. He was my first ever brief.’ She leant forward. Her voice lowered as if she were telling a secret. ‘Charlie was a favourite among my girls.’

Daisy let out a shuddering gasp as she realised what Stella was implying. That Charlie visited a . . . Daisy shook her head. No way. Not Charlie. Not her mentor. He was a family man. The man she’d placed way up high on a pedestal. 

‘I can see that you’re shocked at the idea that Charlie liked a bit of illicit tickle. His sort are my best customers, you need to have a fair bit of poke to afford my prices.’

‘I don’t believe you . . .’

‘Everyone’s got secrets dear. And Charlie’s got hold of one of mine. See, he’s got something that belongs to me and you’re the only one who can help me get it.’

Daisy’s face sank. ‘Is that what this is about?’ Her voice was loud. People at the other tables turned to look at her. ‘You never came here to see me . . .’

‘Keep your voice down and don’t get your M&S drawers in a twist,’ Stella’s voice was totally controlled. ‘Let’s just say I’m killing two birds with one stone.’

Killing. That’s exactly what Daisy felt this woman doing – killing her.

Daisy half rose out of her seat.

‘Sit back down.’

But Daisy just straightened to her full height.

‘Sit down, Daze – or do you want to explain away your family history to all those nobs you knock about with these days? Your old mum, a “sex worker”?’ Stella said softly. ‘And I bet they don’t know about good ol’ Frankie. That’s not a good career move is it? A big-time criminal on your birth certificate? Surely there’s rules against gangsters’ kids being lawyers, ain’t there?’

‘I am not ashamed of who my dad was,’ Daisy hissed.

‘Maybe not. But how are you going to feel if I waltz back into your office and start telling your la-di-da friends my life story?’

Daisy wavered at the harsh realities thrown at her. She’d worked too long to let anyone spoil her future. She eased back down. 

‘See? That wasn’t hard was it? Now, the thing is Charlie’s got a safe-deposit box,’ Stella swiftly started. ‘And I know you know where it is. Because a little bird saw you take something from Charlie’s office late last night.’ Her voice hardened. ‘I need that box.’

It took Daisy two seconds to remember she was also Frankie Sullivan’s daughter. She lied like she’d never lied before. ‘I don’t know what you’re talking about.’ Daisy stared Stella straight back in the face.

Stella shoved her angry face across the table. ‘Please, Daisy. Let’s not spoil things – you know what happens to kids who tell fibs don’t you? They get a smack. A big smack.’

‘I don’t know what you’re talking about, but I tell you what I do know, I don’t ever want to clap eyes on you ever again.’ She grabbed her handbag off the back of the chair. 

‘All you’ve gotta do is give me the details,’ Stella ground out as Daisy stood up. 

Daisy flung the strap of her handbag defiantly on to her shoulder. She stared at the woman she’d waited years to meet. 

‘You might be my mum, God help me, but you can sod off.’

She twisted around and marched towards the door and was soon disappearing into grey, moody, afternoon light.



Daisy walked quickly as tears streamed down her face. Her gut tightened with tearful rage as she thought about the woman she’d just left behind. That was her mum? That evil witch? The woman she’d waited practically her whole life to meet? The sick shot up from her tummy. She covered her mouth. Quickly ran into a side street. Bent over and threw up. This couldn’t be happening. This was a total nightmare. What was she going to do? She needed help. Now. 

She straightened up and wiped her mouth with the back of her trembling hand. She pulled out her phone. Scrolled through the contacts list. Found Jackie’s number. Made the call. Pressed the phone to her ear. It rang. And rang. And rang. Where the hell was Jackie? In her shock she had forgotten that her adoptive mum was on holiday. 

‘Bollocks,’ she let out as she cut the call and slammed the phone against her chest. Her mind whirled as she thought about who else she could call. Jerome? That thought made her feel even more sick. What would she say to him? ‘Oh, by the way, my dad was a gangster and my mum was a tart.’ Jerome was a definite no-goer. 

Who else? Who else? Who else? 

She leant on the wall and breathed easier as a name suddenly pinged on in her mind like a light bulb 

Misty. Of course.

Misty would know what to do. Her finger ran down her contact list as she quickly moved back into the main street. The rush of a speeding engine sounded somewhere behind her. She took no notice as she found Misty’s number. Just as she was about to press it two arms like steel bands grabbed her around the waist. A hand clamped over her mouth pushing back her scream. The arms around her pressed painfully against her ribcage and lifted her off the ground. Legs kicking in front of her she was shoved face down inside a van. The door slammed as she scrambled on to her front. Terrified she watched as a young man crouched in front of her. He had a piano tattooed on the side of his neck. He smiled like he was about to coo to a baby in a pram.

‘Hello there, sweetheart. I’m your kid brother, Tommy.’

Then his fist shot out and landed on her jaw.







Chapter Fifty





Dazed and in pain Daisy slowly woke up. She sucked in a harsh breath as a sharp pain stabbed her in the leg. The position of her body told her that she was lying down. Where she was she didn’t know because her eyes were covered with a film of bleariness that obscured her vision. 

‘Easy,’ a soothing voice above said. She rapidly blinked, flicking the bleariness away. Her vision cleared. The first thing she saw was a high, white ceiling with a huge chandelier decorated with what looked like crystal tear drops and with a light that made her blink some more. Where the hell was she? Then she remembered the car and the impact. Desperately, she used her hands to try to sit up. But someone else’s hands got there first and gently pushed her back down. She twisted her head to the side and let out a sigh of pure relief when she saw who it was. Ricky. 

He gave her a small smile, but the rest of him didn’t look so good. His brown skin was unnaturally pale and his expressive black eyes were so filled with concern she thought someone had died. 

He took her hand in his. ‘Hey, how’s my little kick-boxer feeling?’

‘Like she’s been run over by a herd of elephants.’ Her voice was weak from both tiredness and pain. 

They both smiled at each other as he squeezed her hand. ‘Did someone try to kill us?’ she asked.

‘It’s either that or you’ve got more than one jealous boyfriend who ain’t too pleased about you running around town with me.’

Before they could say anymore Daisy heard the sound of a door opening. Someone else came into the room. Daisy lifted her head to look and when she saw who it was she froze. 

Barbara Benton, kitted out in top brass police regalia, moved towards them. Daisy turned questioning eyes to Ricky and said, ‘I don’t understand?’

‘Welcome to my home, Daisy,’ the commissioner-elect replied as she perched at the other end of the couch.

Daisy rustled upright, wincing with pain. She looked from Ricky to Barbara. And back again. 

‘I never did tell you how I became a cop,’ Ricky started. ‘Some nosey woman helped me out of the gutter, saw my potential and mentored me.’ He gazed at Barbara with a huge glint of respect and affection in his dark eyes. 

The other woman picked up the story as she sent him a fond smile. ‘I busted him on a marijuana charge, nothing major, just personal use, but the way he tried to dodge my questions made me realise that he had a savvy brain. And he knew the streets of London like the back of his hand. I told him if he started working for us he could do some good and make something of himself and he did. Eventually, he proved to be so good we made his membership of the service formal and overlooked all his very unfortunate and very long list of offences. You have to bend the rules sometimes, as I’m sure you know. Although whether we were meant to bend them that far I’m not so sure.’ 

Ricky’s smile broadened. ‘And on those long nights on my bunk in E-Wing, I sometimes thought I was better off smashed.’

Barbara pinned Daisy with her keen gaze. ‘What matters Daisy is that Ricky trusts me enough to bring you here . . .’

‘But it must have been you who took the gun,’ Daisy slammed back despite the pain. ‘You were the only other person who knew about it.’

‘I hold my hands up. Of course it was me.’ Her voice became stern. ‘Tonight I’m going to be given the job of looking after the welfare of this city. As soon as you said the word gun and I suspected that it was in police custody there was no way I was going to let it back onto the street.’ She raised her eyebrow at Daisy. ‘I don’t know if you realise but we have a firearms problem in this city.’ She swiftly shifted her gaze to Ricky. ‘Don’t we, Detective Smart?’

‘Barbara, you know I can’t let this go. You of all people know how much my sister meant to me.’

‘Ricky, you went undercover to do a job and you’ve done it. The Kings are out of action for good. Someone out there is trying to put you out of action for good as well. So why don’t you now hand in all the other evidence that you’ve got? That.’ She pointed to the video box on the floor between Ricky and Daisy. ‘I take it has the contents of Charlie Hopkirk’s safe-deposit box. Let the police deal with it.’

‘I can’t do that.’

‘I’m your commanding officer and I’m commanding you to follow a direct order, Detective Ricardo Smart.’

They glared at each other, the younger cop’s passion and defiance openly clashing with the powerhouse superiority of the Met’s highest-ranking female officer. Barbara was the first to back down. ‘I haven’t got much time because I need to be at City Hall. This isn’t finished, Ricky.’ She stomped towards the door and left the room. 

As soon as the door closed, Ricky pressed his finger to his lips, warning Daisy to be quiet. Silently he crept towards the door. Moved along the wide hallway towards the kitchen with the knowledge of someone who knew the house like his own name was on the mortgage papers. He found the kitchen at the far end tucked away in the right hand corner. As he leant against the wall outside he heard her voice. He didn’t register what she was saying because he was too stunned that she was on the phone. The call might be innocent, but then again it might not. He wasn’t taking any chances that she was on the blower to his superior. 


Without saying a word Ricky carefully, but firmly, pulled Daisy up from the sofa, grasping both her hands with his and rocking backwards. She let out a yelp of pain as she stood on her injured leg. She almost collapsed on the floor. Ricky moved his hands to her waist, supporting her.

‘You need to keep moving,’ Ricky commanded as his gaze swung towards the window. 

‘What’s going on?’ Daisy leant on her good side, taking the pressure off her right leg. 

‘We need to get out of here now.’ The expression on his face told her that it wasn’t time for explanations. 

He dropped her arm as he reached the long, draped curtains. Tore them back. Stared at the twin high windows. Reached for one of the handles but it wouldn’t budge.

‘I don’t have time to pick the lock.’ A swaying Daisy watched as he bolted for the couch she had recently vacated. Picked up an ornately patterned, mauve cushion and headed past a confused Daisy straight towards the windows. He pushed the cushion against the right window and raised his free arm. Fisted his hand as he swung his arm back and landed an almighty punch against the cushion. The window cracked, shooting shards of glass onto the immaculately maintained lawn outside. He moved the cushion back revealing a jagged, gaping hole. He pushed the cushion against the remaining glass making big chunks of glass fall outside. 

Suddenly Daisy swung towards the door. ‘I think she’s coming.’

Without saying a word Ricky rushed to the left side of the room and grabbed a turquoise-and-white striped high-backed chair and ran with it towards the broken window. Positioned it underneath. Daisy didn’t need to be told what to do. She leapt up, sucking her breath in as hot pain knifed her left side. Then she remembered the video box on the floor, with the contents of the deposit box. 

She twisted her head at Ricky and said, ‘Calamity Jane.’ 

He swore and dashed across the room. She turned back around and gritted her teeth against the pain as she gripped the window frame and pushed herself through. Still hanging on she dropped to the ground. Her right leg gave way and she landed in a heap on the damp, cold grass. 

‘Ricky,’ she heard Barbara roar inside as she started to pick herself up. 

Daisy ducked and rocked when Ricky’s body came spring boarding outside. He landed in a crouch position a few feet ahead of Daisy, video box clutched tight against his chest. 

‘We need to run,’ he called to her.

‘I can’t.’ She wobbled. ‘My leg.’

He shot towards her. Gathered his arms around her. For the second time that day he lifted her, pain blasting through his arms and bolted down the dark street. 


‘I’m going to have to cut you loose, partner.’

Daisy stared with astonishment at Ricky as he inspected her hip and leg in the car. She lay prone in the backseat, the video box hidden under her tracksuit top as his gaze swept the bruise on her side. It was large, leaving her skin a remarkable marbled shade of purple entwined with black. Nothing was broken, but it still hurt like her first day in the fires of hell. 

‘What do you mean?’ Her blue eyes blazed. She knew exactly what he meant, but he was going to have to explain it to her, straight to her face. 

‘This is the end of the road for you.’

She was furious. ‘Now you’ve seen the contents of the deposit box you don’t need me anymore. We had a deal. Someone tried to kill us less than an hour ago. Plus you’re in no state to defend yourself.’

Before he could respond Daisy’s mobile went off. Angrily she whipped it out.

‘What?’ she yelled with impatience.

‘It’s Jo-Jo.’ Daisy’s eyes swung to Ricky. She mouthed Jo-Jo’s name to him.

‘I’m really scared,’ the younger woman said. ‘I’ve got some information about some stuff that happened twenty years ago.’

‘What? Tell me what you know.’ 

Ricky mouthed ‘What?’ to her, but she ignored him.

‘Meet me at a lock-up that belonged to my dad. It’s in Bethnal Green.’ Jo-Jo gave Daisy the address and cut the
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