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In memory of my very own Bond family,
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Love and miss you all xxx



Contents

Cover

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication
 
Part One

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Part Two

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Part Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Epilogue

Acknowledgements

Keep Reading …

About the Author

Also by Kimberley Chambers

About the Publisher



PART ONE

‘In family life, love is the oil that eases friction, the cement the binds closer together, and the music that brings harmony.’

Friedrich Nietzsche





PROLOGUE

I was born in 1943, in Stratford, East London. A war baby, I was my mother’s first child and would turn out to be her only.

I never had a dad, but I had lots of different uncles who’d visit. Some were nicer to me than others.

Then Uncle Pete turned up on the scene and, unlike all the others, he didn’t disappear. Quite the opposite, he moved in with us.

Even though I was only six, I could tell Uncle Pete couldn’t stand the sight of me. I tried to be a good boy, keep out of his way so I didn’t antagonize him. That didn’t stop the beatings though, especially if he’d been down the boozer. He’d just stroll into my bedroom and start on me for no valid reason.

One day, after being whipped on my bare arse with Uncle Pete’s leather belt, I caught two buses and managed to find my grandparents’ home in Canning Town. I was in agony, had to stand up throughout the journey as it was too bloody painful to sit down.

Me granddad went ballistic, shot straight out the house. My nan comforted me, bathed my sores and made me numerous cups of sweet tea.

I never lived with my mum again after that. I moved in with me nan and granddad. I was much happier there.

Life was good for a while. Nan and Granddad never seemed to be poor like a lot of people. Granddad didn’t have a normal job, but sometimes he’d come home with lots of money and give me some. I recall asking him how he earned his money once. I was about nine at the time and I’ll never forget his words to me. He looked me in the eyes and said, ‘Kenny, one day when you’re old enough, I’ll teach you all about my world. I promise.’ After that I was always intrigued about Granddad’s world. Sometimes he’d go missing for almost a week, but Nan never seemed too concerned when I asked if Granddad was OK. ‘Your Granddad’s fine, boy. He’s on a bit of work,’ she’d chuckle.

Tragedy struck first just after my tenth birthday. Nan went off to Rathbone Street market one day, came home complaining of terrible stomach pains, spent the night on the sofa, and me and Granddad woke up to find her dead the following morning.

Granddad was never the same after Nan’s death. He lost his sparkle, seemed to give up on life and earning money. He rarely ate and started hitting the whisky. Would sit in his favourite armchair and drink a whole bottle before lunchtime. So I was packed off to live with me mum’s sister, Aunt Nelly.

Aunt Nelly was nice, lived in Bow. She’d never married, had no kids, but she felt warmer to me than my real mum ever had. She would praise me, show me love by hugging me. Affection, I wasn’t used to that. Only my nan had ever hugged me in the past. Not once do I remember my own mother doing so. She never even stepped in when Uncle Pete smashed the living daylights out of me.

I was still worried about my granddad, would regularly visit him, urging him to teach me about his world, like he’d once promised to. Unfortunately, by that time he was unable to piece together a coherent sentence. I was gutted. Even as an eleven-year-old, I sensed Granddad’s world was destined to be a mystery to me, and that would always haunt me.

Then fate struck. Me grandfather got rushed into the London Hospital one day. It was Aunt Nelly who sat me down and wiped away my tears as she told me he was dying. His liver had packed up on him.

I begged Aunt Nelly to let me see Granddad one last time. She was reluctant, but even she could see I wasn’t exactly your average twelve-year-old boy by that point. Not after what I’d been through in life. I was a proper little man.

Granddad had the same colour eyes as me: a bright, piercing blue. As I greeted him, I saw his eyes light up like they used to for the first time in years. He grabbed my arm and clung to it. ‘Kenny,’ he croaked. ‘Nell, leave me and the boy alone for a minute,’ he added, even though he was struggling to breathe.

Aunt Nelly left the ward, then Granddad smiled. That cheeky smile that I remembered and hadn’t seen for ages. ‘I never told you how I stole a living, did I, boy?’

‘No. Please tell me. I’m old enough now,’ I pleaded.

Granddad held my hand, clasped it like he never wanted to let it go. ‘You are my prodigy, Kenny. I want you to carry on the Bond name.’

‘Go on, Granddad. I will, I swear. I owe you and Nan everything.’

‘Never be a dogsbody. Only work for yourself.’ Granddad paused to catch his breath. ‘You earn money any way you can. That’s what I did. Banks, security vans – I’ve held up lorries carrying quality loads. You never thieve off your average man on the street, though. House burglars are vermin. Ya never rob your own, either.’

‘Yeah. But how? I wouldn’t know where to start.’

‘You’ll find ways. You plan. Always be cautious. That’s why me and Nan were never poor like every other bastard. I walked the walk and talked the talk. You can be the next me, Kenny. I can see it in you. The right road is boring. The wrong road is much more fun.’

‘OK,’ I replied. Granddad was taking ages to get a sentence out now, but I got the gist of what he was saying, and I was desperate to make him proud and carry on the Bond name.

‘Marry a good woman like I did. But stay away from the booze. It’s the devil’s work, that. And never forget what I taught ya. The stories, the sayings, they’ve all got meanings, boy,’ Granddad panted. I could see he was finding it harder to breathe, his grip on my hand was loosening.

‘I will, Granddad. I promise I’ll do all you say.’

Seconds later, me grandfather shut his eyes and died right in front of me. He had a half-smile on his face that I’ll never forget.

Later that evening, I picked up a pen and pad and wrote down every single quote and saying I remembered Granddad telling me. It was only then I began to understand the meaning of life and what carrying on the Bond name truly meant …




CHAPTER ONE

Spring 1975

Kenny Bond lay on his bunk, hands behind his head, savouring the peace. Five whole days now he’d had the cell to himself and it was absolute bliss. It felt more like Butlins than Wormwood bloody Scrubs.

Glancing at the photo on the wall of his beloved wife and their kids, Kenny allowed himself a wry smile. Today was visiting day and not once had his Sharon ever let him down. She was his soulmate, and today he had something important to ask her.

Kenny’s daydreaming about what his wife’s reply would be was cut short by a jangling of keys, his cell being unlocked, then Perky’s fat face appearing.

‘Good morning, Bond,’ Perky said, a supercilious smile on his piggy chops. ‘Meet your new cellmate, Tamplin. Okey doke, I’ll leave you two to get acquainted,’ he chuckled, before slamming the metal door and locking it.

Kenny eyed his new cellmate with suspicion. He always got lumped up with a wrong un, knew the governor ordered that purposely. Usually, it stood out like a sore thumb at first glance what was wrong with each and every one of them. He’d had a lovely combination of druggies, alkies, notrights and nonces. Not this geezer though. For once, he had a cellmate who looked half normal.

Tamplin grinned. ‘All right, Mush? What you in ’ere for then?’

Kenny sighed deeply. There was no mistaking that accent. A gypsy one.

Sharon Bond shuddered as she listened to the news. That serial rapist had struck in Cambridgeshire again. A twenty-two-year-old this time, the rapist’s sixth victim in six months. How she missed having Kenny at home with her. He’d always made her feel safe and secure since the night she’d first met him.

Sixteen, Sharon had been when she’d met Kenny. He was seventeen, but already a man in comparison to other lads who’d asked her on dates. Kenny was mature, good-looking, oozed confidence, and within a few dates, Sharon had fallen head over heels for him. Luckily for her, Kenny felt the same and the following year they got married.

Sharon turned the volume up on the radio. She adored Minnie Ripperton’s voice and the song ‘Lovin’ You’ was currently storming up the charts. The words were beautiful, could have been written for her and Kenny. As soon as the song finished, Sharon turned the radio off. She usually looked forward to her prison visits, but not today. She had something to tell her husband and it wasn’t good news. It was really bad.

Kenny Bond grinned as his blonde bombshell of a wife walked towards him. Shal was only five foot one, but whenever she visited him, she looked taller because she always wore high heels. She knew he got off on a pair of stilettos, had worn them in the bedroom while stark-bollock naked before he’d had the misfortune of getting a long stretch.

Kenny wrapped his arms around Sharon and kissed her. He could sense Percy was glaring at him, so gave him a cheeky wink as he pulled away. With her pretty face, cheeky smile, infectious laugh and personality, there wasn’t a single man in this joint that wouldn’t fancy his Shal, and no way did Percy have a woman indoors. The miserable bastard looked like he’d fallen out of the ugly tree and hit every branch on the way down.

‘Tea and a Marathon?’ asked Sharon.

‘Yeah. Go on then. Don’t take those shoes off though. I wanna watch you walk in ’em.’

‘Three times I’ve nearly stacked it since I got out the car, Ken. Stilettos and flares seriously don’t work. No way am I falling arse over tit in front of your fellow inmates and the screws. I’ll be a bleedin’ laughing stock.’

Kenny chuckled. ‘Hurry up then. I got something important to ask ya, like I told you on the blower.’ He focused on her backside as she walked away. It looked almost edible in those jeans. Then again, she’d always had a great arse. Plump, with a bit of meat around it.

Sharon was filled with dread as she stood in the short queue. She wasn’t prepared to ruin the whole visit, knew Kenny would lose the plot, so she’d tell him the bad news towards the end.

Kenny stared at this wife’s breasts as she returned. Big and bouncy, especially in that skin-tight white T-shirt. They’d had such a good sex life on the outside, even when she was pregnant. That’s what kept him going at times. Reliving every moment they’d shared. The passion, the love, the togetherness.

‘What you grinning at?’ Sharon asked as she plonked the coffees on the table.

‘Your tits. What else?’ Kenny winked.

Sharon squeezed Kenny’s hand. ‘So, what’s this important thing you want to ask me?’

‘You remember that first night we met at that party in Canning Town? And your mate Sheila said, “You can’t date him. He’s got ginger hair and you don’t want ginger kids!”’ Kenny had planned this speech carefully, had too much time on his hands not to.

Sharon smiled. ‘Yeah. You told Sheila your hair weren’t bleedin’ ginger, it was a coppery bronze, and you weren’t hitting on me ’cause you preferred blondes.’ Sharon’s hair had been her natural colour at the time, a dullish brown.

‘Well, I was right, weren’t I, girl? We had a brown-haired son and a coppery bronze-haired daughter.’

‘Yeah. And?’

‘I want us to bang out another kid, Shal, when I get released. Aside from the fact I’ve missed watching Donny and Sherry grow up, I wanna see if the next one pops out ginger,’ chuckled Kenny. ‘We’re still gonna be young enough, ain’t we? Whaddya reckon?’

‘Erm, yeah. I don’t see why not.’ By the time Kenny was released, Sharon would be too old to want any more kids. But she didn’t want to rain on his parade.

‘Good girl,’ grinned Kenny. ‘That’ll be all I need to get through the rest of me sentence, that. I’m gonna need something to take me mind off things, ’cause I’ve been lumbered with a new cellmate today and he’s grating on me already. A fucking pikey they’ve forced on me this time! They know how much I hate ’em, and that accent is doing me nut in already. He keeps singing an’ all, the irritating prick. He’ll get a clump before long if he keeps it up, I’m telling ya.’

‘Don’t go to town on him, Ken. You don’t wanna get yourself put in solitary again. I couldn’t visit you the last time.’

‘I won’t. I’ll just give him a gentle dig. It’s the Old Bill telling Pinky to make my life a misery. Pinky’s right in with the filth.’ Kenny had nicknamed the governor Pinky and his least favourite screw Perky. The gov had a pinky-red complexion, probably because he was an alkie. You could smell it on his rancid breath. As for Perky, he had a little turned-up snout and looked ready to be chopped up in rashers.

‘Just try not to rile anyone up too much. I know what you’re bleedin’ well like.’

Kenny winked. ‘It’s me mum’s birthday on Thursday. She wrote to me the other day, probably just to remind me. Full of the joys of spring, as always.’ Kenny rolled his eyes. His mum still lived in Stratford and their relationship was a difficult one. The anger she obviously felt towards his dad, she tended to take out on him. She never had a good word to say about her only son. Or his father. She’d never disclosed his old man’s name, but bitched about him all the time, saying what a wrong un he was and how he’d left her in the lurch.

‘I always remember your mum’s birthday. I got her a nice present from us. I’ll give her a bell and arrange to take the kids over to visit her sometime this week.’

‘Thanks, Shal. Leave her some dosh an’ all, to waste on the bingo and the slot machines. Give her fifty quid – and while you’re at it, pop in and see Aunt Nelly. Give her the same and take her some flowers from me. I wrote to her yesterday and I’ll pen a letter to me muvver later today.’

The rest of the visit was mainly spent nattering about the kids and family. Kenny could sense Sharon was on edge though. Nobody knew her better than he did. ‘Come on, spit it out, Shal. You got something on your mind? What’s a matter?’

Sharon took a deep breath. After being hounded out of two previous addresses over the years, she’d finally felt settled at her latest. Until now, that was.

‘There’s no easy way to say this, Kenny, but it’s started again. I had crap posted through the letterbox, then the usual graffiti appeared.’

Kenny’s jaw began to twitch, a trait of his when worried, angry or both. ‘You need to get out, Shal, and I mean tonight. This time it won’t be just the car they set fire to, it might be the fucking house with you and the kids in it.’

‘But where will we go? I can’t leave tonight, Ken. The kids’ll be hungry and tired when I get home and—’

Sharon’s words were cut short by Kenny banging his fist down on the table. ‘I want yous out that fucking house, immediately. Go to your parents if you have to!’

‘But we need to pack our belongings.’

Eyes blazing, Kenny stood up. Furious he was stuck inside here while his family were at risk, he picked up his chair and threw it against the wall in frustration. ‘For fuck’s sake Shal, just do as I say—’

Seconds later, half a dozen screws came piling in and he was pinned to the floor.

‘Ooh, Kenny! “Fancy Pants”,’ squealed twelve-year-old Sherry Bond. She had loads of posters of her pop idol, who shared the same name as her father, on her bedroom wall. She’d been besotted with him since ‘The Bump’ was released last year.

‘Sit down, will ya? I can’t see,’ complained fourteen-year-old Donny Bond. Top of the Pops was the highlight of a Thursday evening, yet every week his selfish sister would spoil his viewing by chucking herself about in front of the TV, her unruly mop of curly copper-coloured hair obscuring his view. ‘I mean it, Shel. Move. Now.’

Sherry turned around. ‘Make me,’ she taunted, before turning her attention back to Kenny.

Donny leapt off the sofa and tried, as gently as he could, to physically move her.

‘Mum. Mum! Donny’s hurting my arm,’ lied Sherry.

Sharon Bond slung the chopped-up potatoes in the frying pan and wiped her hands on the tea towel. ‘If you two don’t stop arguing, you’ll be going to bed with no sodding dinner. I’ve had a stressful enough day as it is.’

‘How long ’til dinner?’ asked Donny. ‘I’m starving.’

Sharon poured the baked beans into a saucepan. ‘Ten minutes, if that.’ The journey back from the prison today had been a cowson. Roads were gridlocked thanks to a bad accident, hence the late meal. That was the least of Sharon’s problems, mind. Today wasn’t the first time Kenny had lost his rag during a visit and she doubted it would be the last. She would have to move sooner rather than later. She knew how Kenny worried about her and the kids, would hate him to take that out on another inmate and get an extension on his sentence.

‘Oh, not again! Mum, tell her to sit her arse down,’ bellowed Donny.

Singing along with the Bay City Rollers’ ‘Bye Bye Baby’, Sherry let out a deafening scream as the front room window shattered and an object hit her bang on the shoulder.

Donny leapt off the sofa. His sister’s hair was on fire. He grabbed the round rug and clumped the bottom of it against the right side of his sister’s head.

Usually calm in a crisis, Sharon Bond screamed before kneeling next to her daughter. The stench of burnt hair and skin filled the front room, but thanks to her son’s quick thinking, Sherry no longer seemed to be on fire.

Donny yanked open the front door. There wasn’t a soul in sight.

‘Ring an ambulance, boy. Tell ’em to come quickly,’ shrieked Sharon. Thankfully, her daughter’s face had been spared, but her neck and shoulder were burned. To see her in so much pain was heartbreaking. Sharon had never felt so helpless in her lifetime.

‘I looked outside but I couldn’t see nobody. The ambulance is on its way.’ Donny kneeled next to his mother. His sister was writhing and screaming in agony. He squeezed her hand. ‘It’s all right, Shel. You’re gonna be fine, ain’t she, Mum?’

Unable to bear the pain one second longer, Sherry Bond passed out.

‘Slow down, Charlie, for Christ’s sake,’ ordered forty-nine-year-old Maggie Saunders. She’d very nearly taken a tumble while trying to keep up with her husband in her high-heeled wedges.

‘When I find out who’s responsible for this, I’ll give ’em fucking fire,’ ranted Charlie. ‘I’ll personally cremate ’em, and that is a promise.’ At five foot eight, Charlie Saunders wasn’t the tallest of men, but what he lacked in height he made up for in brains and brawn. A keen weightlifter in his spare time, Charlie had converted a room in his house into a gym, and was as sturdy as a bull.

Maggie had no doubt that her husband would carry out his threat. He wasn’t one to be messed with, her Charlie. He’d been far too clever for the police over the years, had earned their fortune from high-profile robberies before retiring from a life of crime and going straight. ‘Go easy on Shal, love. She’s bound to be in a right old state. Don’t be ranting on with “I told you so” like you have all the way ’ere. That’s not gonna help no one, especially poor little Sherry.’

‘But I did bleedin’ well tell her so. After she had that agg last time, I told her to move right away, near to us. Why didn’t she listen to me, eh?’

‘Because she’s as obstinate as you bloody well are,’ sighed Maggie. She’d been at a Tupperware party round her mate Pauline’s when Charlie had dashed in and broken the awful news. They’d only been blessed with one child and Sharon and their two grandkids were their world. ‘I mean it, Chas. Don’t you dare start pointing the finger.’

Knowing his wife only ever referred to him as Chas when she was about to lose her temper with him, Charlie pushed open the door of St Helier hospital and turned to face his wife. They’d met when he was sixteen and Maggie fifteen. Two years later they were married with a child. ‘OK. I’ll go easy on her. But believe me, love, she ain’t going back to that house and neither are those kids. They’re coming home with us. End of conversation.’

Sharon Bond thanked the doctor, then stared at her sleeping beauty. Sherry was going to hate it when she looked in the mirror and realized half of her hair had been shaved off. She was at that age where she was into fashion and conscious about her appearance. She’d been bullied as a youngster for being ginger, even though she wasn’t. That was until she’d bitten two of the bullies, punched another and got herself suspended at the tender age of eight. Sherry not only had the same hair colour as her father, she’d also inherited his fiery temperament. The bullying stopped on her return to school. Kenny had loved that story, described his daughter as a ‘chip off the old block’.

Sharon sighed. Dr Matthews said Sherry had a second-degree burn to the side of the neck and deeper second-degree burns to the arm and shoulder. He was very upbeat about her recovery, but couldn’t rule out long-term scarring. Obviously, a petrol bomb being slung through the window wasn’t her fault, but Sharon couldn’t help feeling partly to blame. If only she’d taken Kenny’s advice, put the kids in her car and driven straight to her parents’.

It had been just over a week ago when Sharon had been woken in the early hours of the morning by a noise. She’d always been a light sleeper, especially since she and the kids had been hounded out of two of their previous homes. On investigation, Sharon found dog muck had been posted through the letterbox. It must have been a big dog as there was quite a lot of shit, but when she looked outside she couldn’t see anybody. Not wanting to unsettle herself or her children, she decided to clear up the mess and tell nobody. Sharon knew what worriers her parents were when it came to her and their grandchildren, and Kenny had enough on his plate doing a long sentence. She would hate to think of him lying awake in his cell thinking she and the kids were being hounded again.

Over the next couple of days she was constantly on the lookout for graffiti nearby, like there’d been the other times. When none appeared, Sharon convinced herself the shit through the letterbox must have been teenagers messing around. Hardly the work of the heavy mob. But then things took a turn for the worse. First, she spotted graffiti spray-painted on a wall nearby, exactly the same wording as they’d used the last time:

JUSTICE FOR HARRY HARRISON

The following day, the dreaded letter arrived. Same as before, they’d cut out letters from a newspaper and glued them in a skew-whiff fashion on plain white paper:

MOVE OR FUCKING DIE!

Sharon put her weary head in her hands. They’d been living in Croydon when the last threatening letter arrived. A week later her car had been set alight in the middle of the night.

She’d thought her whole world had fallen apart back in 1971 when Kenny had been sentenced to a fifteen-year stretch. Eleven years for manslaughter and four years for possession of a Section One firearm. Though having already served four years, Kenny could apply for parole as early as 1979, providing he kept his nose clean. So far he had, but Sharon knew this latest incident was liable to tip him over the edge. He had the temper of all tempers when riled. Kenny adored Sherry, he’d so upset over what had happened that it would send him off his rocker.

Donny’s return snapped Sharon out of her anxious thoughts. Her son’s pale blue denim flares were soaked down the front. ‘What you done? Wet yourself?’

‘Don’t be so daft. I bought you, Nan and Granddad cups of tea, but I couldn’t carry ’em properly and ended up dropping the lot. I burnt me balls, Mum. Didn’t ’arf hurt.’

‘Not you an’ all. Come sit next to me, boy. We need to talk.’

‘What’s up? Shel’s gonna be all right, ain’t she? Where’s Nan and Granddad gone?’

Sharon rubbed her son’s unbrushed hair; his cheeky smile and big brown eyes were the spit of her. ‘I spoke to the doctor and he assured me Sherry will make a full recovery. She might have to stay in hospital for a while because they don’t want to risk her burns becoming infected. But other than a bit of scarring, which should fade in time, she’ll be as right as ninepence.’

‘That’s good news, Mum.’

‘Because of what’s happened, there has to be some changes made. Nan and Granddad have gone to our house to collect some of our belongings. We’re going to move in with them.’

‘What, for a couple of weeks? Until we find another house to move to like the last time?’

‘No, love. It’s not safe for us to live in South London after this. Nan and Granddad have plenty of room for us at their place. We’ll move in with them until your dad comes out of prison.’

Donny’s eyes widened in alarm. ‘But what about school and all me mates?’

Sharon stroked his cheek. He was a good boy, her Donny; kind, funny and helpful, and it looked as though he was growing up to be a handsome man. ‘We’ll find you a new school and you’ll soon meet new friends.’

‘But I like the ones I got.’

‘I’m sorry, son. But when I visited your dad he told me we must move – and that was before what happened to your sister. You two are me and your dad’s world. It’s our duty as parents to make sure you’re safe. Nobody will get past Bonnie and Clyde, will they?’ Sharon forced a smile. Bonnie and Clyde were her father’s guard dogs, two slobbery Rottweilers who scared the life out of her, if she were honest.

‘Why was the petrol bomb thrown, Mum? Was it ’cause of what Dad did?’

Sharon had never tried to wrap her children in cotton wool, but she’d played things down. Donny was now fourteen, the same age she’d been when her parents had sat her down and explained about her father’s past after she’d heard disturbing rumours about him at school. ‘You’re not a little boy anymore, Donny, so I’m gonna be straight with you from now on. Don’t be saying anything to your sister, though. At twelve, she’s still a baby. Well, my baby, anyway.’ She laid her hand on his. ‘Yes, that petrol bomb can only be to do with Dad’s mistake. We don’t have any other enemies. That’s why we have to move out the area. For good, this time.’ Sharon sighed. She was a South London girl through and through. All her friends lived there. But Kenny had made the ultimate sacrifice after they’d wed by moving out of his beloved East End. Now the time had come for her to make a sacrifice too.

Digesting this information, Donny squeezed his mother’s hand. ‘I understand. It’s nice where Nan and Granddad live anyway. Don’t worry about me. I’ll be fine.’

As soon as his mother excused herself to use the toilet, Donny’s false smile faded. The mistake his father had made wasn’t just any old mistake. He’d fired eight times at a big hedge in their driveway believing an intruder was on their old property in Purley and all their lives were in danger.

Turned out it wasn’t any old intruder his dad had killed stone dead. It was DS Harry Harrison. A popular, married police officer with three young children.

Kenny paced up and down his cell, mind working overtime. Sharon hadn’t answered the blower when he’d rung her this evening. He’d then phoned her parents and there was no answer there either. Had Charlie and Maggie driven over to Shal and helped her pack some belongings? Because if anything had happened to his wife and kids, Kenny knew he would lose the plot completely. He was a family man. Shal and the kids were his everything.

Kenny got down on the floor, began doing press-ups and thought back to that fateful night. They’d been living in a drum on a posh estate in Purley at the time. Kenny had been a successful armed robber for a good few years, which was how he’d bought the gaff outright in the first place.

The driveway was massive, surrounded by big bushes, trees and shrubs. Kenny had been on a paranoid one for a couple of months beforehand. He’d had a bad tear-up in a boozer with a geezer called Micky Walsh. Walsh was out of Millwall and unbeknown to Kenny on the night of the fight, Walsh was an out-an-out lunatic who dealt with grudges in an extremely violent manner. He had previous for GBH, attempted murder and had got away with a lot as his victims were too scared to snitch on him.

Walsh had spent weeks in hospital with his broken jaw wired up, drinking through a straw. The rumours had circulated soon after that Walsh was planning some form of retribution when Kenny least expected it.

On the evening in question, Kenny was looking out of the front room window for signs of intruders. Instinct told him that Walsh had no morals and wouldn’t bat an eyelid about involving Shal and the kids in his quest for revenge.

It was the light in between two bushes that made the hairs on the back of his neck stand up. He ordered Shal and the kids to hide upstairs, then ripped up the loose floorboard and grabbed hold of his gun.

‘I know you’re ’ere, Walshy. No fucker comes onto my property to threaten me,’ he bellowed, storming towards the bushes in question. Having taken so many beatings as a child off Uncle Pete, Kenny was fearful of no man.

As he neared the bush, Kenny smelled cigarette smoke. ‘Get out those bushes and face me like a man,’ he’d ordered, his jaw twitching with anger. No villain he knew would turn up on another’s property to try to do him in while his wife and kids were present. Immoral, that was. The underworld had certain rules.

Hearing a rustle, Kenny lost the plot. He fired numerous bullets at both bushes and was amazed when a geezer fell out of one, towards him, dressed in camouflage – and it wasn’t Micky Walsh.

Kenny’s reminiscing was ended by his cell being unlocked and the return of the singing gypsy.

‘All right?’ grinned Freddie Tamplin. ‘I had to see a doctor. Had a terrible pain in the head. Thought I was a goner.’

‘It weren’t verbal diarrhoea then,’ mocked Kenny.

‘You’re a miserable fucker, you are,’ retaliated Tamplin.

Kenny grabbed hold of Tamplin by the throat and smashed his back against the wall. ‘Sick of your endless rabbiting. Shut your bastard cakehole, else me and you shall fall out big time.’ Kenny grabbed hold of Tamplin’s nuts, twisted them, released the grip on his neck, then smirked as he sank to the floor in agony.

Holding onto his private parts for dear life, Tamplin glared at Kenny. ‘You’re gonna regret you did that. My brother Bobby is king of the gypsies. He’s a prize-fighting champ, yer mug.’

Kenny looked down at the tosser. ‘I couldn’t give a flying fuck if your brother is Henry Cooper. Just ignore me and I’ll ignore you. Oh, and no more singing country and western songs. Not unless you want your tongue cut out.’




CHAPTER TWO

‘Right, we’d better make a move, go and visit your nan, Donny.’ Sharon glanced at her watch. When she’d rung Kenny’s mum to tell her she and the kids would be visiting on her actual birthday, Vera had told her in no uncertain terms that she had a very busy day planned. First she was going shopping down Roman Road market and having lunch with friends. Then she was going bingo early evening. ‘Don’t get to mine before three, Sharon, and I want you gone by five,’ Vera replied curtly, as though she was doing Sharon and her grandchildren a massive favour by allowing them to visit her at all.

‘Thanks so much for the bread pudding and tea, Aunt Nell.’ Sharon hugged the woman who’d helped raise her Kenny and shown him love like his mother never had. ‘We’ll visit you again soon, I promise.’

Aunt Nell stuffed the money Sharon had given her back into her handbag. ‘I can’t take that. You and the kids need it more than me, darlin’. The flowers are enough. Beautiful, they are.’

Unlike Kenny’s mum, who dressed a bit too young for her age, was thin and dyed her hair blonde, Aunt Nell was the opposite. So much so, it was hard to believe they were sisters. A large woman with short curly grey hair, a huge smile and heart, Nelly could not be more different to Vera. Nell was always happy, Vera always miserable. Sharon took the notes out of her pocket and shoved them back into Nelly’s hand. ‘Kenny will be so insulted if you don’t take it,’ she insisted. ‘You know what he’s like. Me and the kids are fine. We aren’t short of readies.’ That was actually true. Their house in Purley had been worth a lot of money. Kenny had told her to sell it and rent and spend sensibly until his release. Sharon had done as asked. She had always been the brain behind Kenny’s brawn, especially when it came to over-spending. Not only did she still have plenty of dosh in the bank, but her parents were wealthy too. If the money ever ran out, her dad would see to it that she and the kids went without nothing. He was that kind of man.

Nelly reluctantly took the money back. Fifty quid was a fortune to her, would enable her to treat herself to something nice. She worked full-time in a local cafe. There was little left over from her wages once she’d paid her rent, bills and a bit of shopping. ‘I’ll write to Kenny and thank him later. So kind to me, you and him are. ’Ere, Donny. Take this. Buy yourself some sweets,’ Nelly said, giving him a pound note. ‘Give your sister fifty pence, eh?’

‘Thanks, Aunt Nell.’ Donny hugged the woman. ‘I’ll split it with Sherry.’

‘Have a nice time with madam. Hopefully ’cause it’s her birthday she’ll be in a more cheerful mood,’ chuckled Nelly.

‘We should be so lucky.’ Sharon grinned. It used to really rile her the way Vera put Kenny down all the time, but now she just took it with a pinch of salt. Too long in the tooth to change now was Vera.

The journey from Canning Town to Bow was only a short one. Sharon thought about her daughter. She hadn’t wanted to worry Aunt Nell, so told her Sherry couldn’t visit as she had chickenpox. She’d tell Vera the same story too. Vera would only blame Kenny if she told her the truth. If there was a bad thunderstorm, Vera would find a way to blame Kenny for it.

Sherry was still in hospital but would hopefully be discharged soon. Sharon had spent most of the week at her daughter’s bedside, trying to lift her spirits, but Sherry couldn’t stop crying. She was more distraught about her lack of hair than her actual burns. It was a long journey to St Helier hospital and back, now that she was living at her parent’s house in Ongar, but either her mum would accompany her or Donny.

‘I wonder if Nan’ll give me ten p and a Jamboree bag?’

Sharon laughed. It was a standing joke between herself and the kids that whenever they visited Vera, that’s what she’d give them. Even Sherry was too bloody old now for Jamboree bags. As for Donny, he was fifteen this coming weekend. ‘Bound to. Don’t say nothing to upset her, for Christ’s sake. Just thank her. Don’t put your foot in it about Sherry either. She’ll go on one of her rants about your father if you do.’

Donny chuckled. ‘I know Nan’s an old cow, but she is a funny one.’

Vera greeted her daughter-in-law and grandson with a hug and a smile. ‘Cor blimey. You seem to grow a foot every time I see you, boy. Look, he towers over me now, Sharon. What you been feeding him – bowls full of growing seeds?’

Sharon chuckled. ‘He certainly bleedin’ towers over me, I know that much. Takes after his father height wise.’

Vera pursed her lips. ‘Hmmm. Let’s hope he don’t take after his father in any other way. Fancy a cuppa?’

‘Please, Nan. Happy birthday.’

As Vera busied herself making a brew, Sharon nudged Donny and gestured to him to clock the length of his nan’s tight-fitting skirt. It was a good couple of inches above the knee. Vera was fifty-two today, no spring chicken. Although she seemed to think she was. Her sandals had to be four inches high.

Donny nudged his mother back. ‘Any men friends on the scene, Nan?’

‘No there bleedin’ well ain’t!’

‘What happened to Hackney Harry?’ enquired Sharon.

‘Oh, I dumped that tight bleeder. Took him up the bingo, he paid for his own books and not mine. Sod that! Better off with me mates. Had a lovely time with them today and an ’andsome bit of pie and mash in Kelly’s. Who needs poxy men? Arseholes, the lot of ’em.’

‘Until the next one comes along,’ Sharon whispered in her son’s ear.

Donny giggled. 

His nan loved music, always had her cassette player on in the kitchen. ‘They don’t make songs like this anymore,’ Vera said wistfully as she carried the tea tray into her front room.

‘Who is it?’ enquired Donny.

‘Brenda Lee. Great singer.’

‘Your hair looks nice. You had it set?’ asked Sharon. Vera’s bouffant was also a standing joke between herself and the kids. Ever since Sharon had met the woman, she’d sported a bouffant, but every year it seemed to get another inch or two higher.

‘Yes. I have it set every week, you know I do. Right – enough about me. How’s that rogue of a son of mine? Wrote to him last week. Heard sod all back, but that doesn’t surprise me. Not even as much as a birthday card. Me mates couldn’t believe it when I told ’em he never even bothered to send me one. Appalled, they were.’

‘Kenny’s fine and you know full well I always bring your card and present. ’Ere you go.’ Sharon handed Vera a carrier bag.

Vera unwrapped the first present. ‘Oh, another bottle of Rive Gauche.’

‘I thought that was your favourite perfume?’

‘Well, it’s all right. But I got three unopened bottles upstairs, including the ones you bought me at Christmas and me last birthday.’

Donny gently nudged his mother. ‘Oh well, at least you’re well stocked up on it, Nan.’

Vera opened her second present. A satin-looking puffy-sleeved blouse. She instantly turned her nose up. ‘You got the receipt? Where’d you get it from?’

‘Marks and Sparks. Receipt’s in the pocket,’ Sharon replied, rolling her eyes. Like Kenny, she could do no right where Vera was concerned. Back when she and Kenny had first got married, Sharon referred to Vera as ‘Mum’ – it was a mark of respect where she came from. But Vera had told her, ‘No disrespect, Sharon, but could you please refer to me as Vera in future? I never had two children. One was enough and look how he turned out!’

Struggling to stifle a fit of giggles, Donny coughed, then said, ‘That one’s from me and Sherry, Nan.’

Vera ripped the present open. ‘Ahh, Black Magic. My favourites. You always get it right you do, Donny. Where is Sherry, by the way? I thought you would’ve let her take the afternoon off school to visit her gran on her birthday, Sharon. Not like I have any other grandchildren.’

Sharon trotted out the story about Sherry having chickenpox.

‘Ahh, me poor girl. Give her a kiss from her nan, Donny. Oh and give her this.’ Vera delved into her shopping bag and handed Donny two Jamboree bags. She then took two ten-pence pieces out of her purse. ‘Treat yourself to some sweets too.’

‘Cheers, Nan.’ Donny couldn’t look at his mum; he knew if he did he would burst out laughing.

Vera pinched her grandson’s cheek. ‘So handsome now, you are. Then again, you’ve always been a looker. Thank gawd you never inherited your father’s ginger nut and ugly mug. Bet you got all the girls after you. You got a girlfriend yet, have ya?’

Apart from fingering one girl at a party and titting two up behind the bike sheds at school, Donny’s sex life hadn’t quite taken off yet. Debbie Ellis had given him a wank once inside a garage, but she was nineteen and minging. She also looked like a bloke. ‘I did like this girl at school, Melanie Drake, but then we moved away.’

‘Moved! Moved where?’ Vera pursed her lips.

Sharon gave Donny a sharp kick on his ankle, before smiling at her nightmare of a mother-in-law.

‘Essex, Vera. Me mum and dad are rattling about in that big ole property on their own. It’s a lovely area, Ongar. Ya know, lots of countryside. Better schools for the kids an’ all.’

‘So, you’ve run out of readies, have ya? Told you not to marry him, didn’t I? He was always gonna leave you and any kids you had destitute. Like father like son.’

‘I can assure you Kenny has not left us destitute. Open your card now,’ ordered Sharon.

Vera’s eyes lit up as she did so and the two twenty-pound notes, plus a tenner, fell out of the card and onto her lap. ‘Ooh, this’ll come in handy. Gonna get meself some bits and bobs for indoors and I’ll save whatever’s left and treat meself to a decent winter coat this year.’

Sharon pinched her son on the knee. There would be no bits and bobs bought for indoors. Neither would Vera be buying any winter coat. The whole fifty quid would be frittered away on the bingo, slot machines, horse racing and football pools in less than a fortnight, unless she had a decent windfall in return.

‘I know it’s not your birthday yet, boy. But I’ll give you your present now, in case I don’t see yer beforehand.’ Vera dashed out the room, returned with a gift and handed it to her grandson. ‘Open it now. It’s not a toy. I know you’re too old for toys now.’

Donny tore off the wrapping paper and was dismayed to hold up a West Ham scarf. He looked at his nan in bemusement. ‘I don’t support West Ham. I support Spurs.’

‘Yer can’t support bloody Spurs. Your father’s West Ham. So am I. We’re East Enders, Donny, not North bleedin’ Londoners. I thought all boys took after their father in supporting their football teams?’

‘But you hate me dad. You always told me never to be like him in any way. That’s why I chose to support Spurs.’

Vera pursed her lips. ‘Your father might be a terrible son, a cop killer and whatever else he is, lad. But you still could’ve supported his football team.’

Unable to suppress her laughter anymore, Sharon spat the last of her tea back inside the cup.

Kenny was walking around the yard, enjoying the brisk air and stretching his legs when another lag tapped him on the shoulder. ‘I hear you’re sharing a cell with Freddie Tamplin, Ken?’

‘Yeah. Unfortunately.’

‘Be careful. He’s a proper wrong un. I was banged up with him a few years ago back in the Ville. He was in there for robbing old people. Ya know, pensioners. He got a few digs when some of the lads heard what he’d done.’

Kenny’s jaw twitched. He had no time for anybody who robbed or conned the elderly. Pure scum in his eyes. ‘Cheers for the heads-up, Dazza.’

As Kenny continued with his stroll, he was already planning Tamplin’s comeuppance.

‘You going to the hospital later, Mum?’

‘No. Not today. Nan and Granddad were staying up there all afternoon. I’ll go again in the morning.’

‘Weren’t it funny round Nan’s?’ They were now in the car, on the journey back home.

‘Hysterical.’

‘I ain’t wearing that poxy West Ham scarf.’

‘When you start your new school, you can give it to a classmate. Help you make new friends.’

‘Erm, I wanted to talk to you about that. When me and Granddad were playing pool last night, he suggested I start work up the nursery. He said it’s pointless me starting a new school at fifteen, and I really don’t want to. I wanna bring home a wage to help out. Please say yes.’

‘But what about your exams? No point going to school all these years and not taking any exams, is there?’

‘Dad never took no exams. He left school well young and went out to work. I got a job to go to. Granddad’ll see me OK, wages wise. I ain’t even that clever at school. But I will be at work. I know I will.’

Sharon sighed. ‘I’ll have to speak to your father. See what he says.’

Donny grinned. His dad would be all for him starting work. He knew that for a fact.

Since their little altercation, Tamplin had kept his trap shut, stopped the singing and been as quiet as a mouse. But for once, Kenny fancied a little chat. ‘So, what you in ’ere for, Tamplin?’

Tamplin was wary of Kenny, had done a bit of digging and found out off a couple of Travellers who were also in the Scrubs that Bond had blown a gavver to smithereens. ‘Erm, robberies.’

‘What kind of robberies?’

‘Just normal robberies, ya know.’

‘No. I don’t know. Bank robberies? Post offices? What did you rob? And who?’

As Kenny’s piercing blue eyes bore into him, Tamplin felt edgy. ‘Grunting’ they called it in his world. He would prey on the elderly, become their friend, do odd jobs for them. The more senile they were and the less close family they had the better. Then, he would get them to sign their property over to him. If they refused, he would quote ridiculous prices, pretend their whole roof needed replacing, stuff like that, then rob them blind anyway.

‘Well?’ prompted Kenny.

Freddie Tamplin was twenty-nine, skinny and had always lived off the reputation of his eldest brother, Bobby. He nervously ran his hand through his thick blond hair. All his other siblings had dark hair. He was the black sheep of the family in more ways than one. Even Bobby had washed his hands with him after this latest turnout, so no way a gorger like Kenny Bond would understand his way of life. ‘Jewellers, mainly. Always go for the gold,’ lied Freddie. ‘Can sell gold all day long where I come from.’

Kenny smirked at the skinny, lying piece of shit. He’d already had a word with Scrapper Hughes. Scrapper was a scouser, a bank robber with morals like himself. Scrapper was the man to go to if you needed a decent tool or a bit of info.

‘We gonna be pals now, are we?’ grinned Tamplin, showing off his uneven set of teeth with one missing left-side of the front two. ‘Only it gets a bit lonely sharing a cell with a mush and we don’t rabbit at all.’

‘Yeah. I suppose. But no more bunnying tonight. I’m shattered, gonna crash.’

The following morning, Kenny was awake with the larks. He already had the tool in his possession. Scrapper had slipped it to him yesterday evening in the queue for the phone. A razor blade, moulded into the head of a toothbrush.

‘Morning, Ken. Sleep well, mush?’ asked Freddie Tamplin.

Having lain awake the past hour thinking how terrified those pensioners must have been when they realized they’d been conned by Tamplin, Kenny could already feel the adrenaline running through his veins. Any scumbag ever conned his mum or Aunt Nelly, he’d kill them with his bare hands – and they were youngsters compared to the poor old sods Tamplin had targeted. ‘Yeah. I was soundo the moment me head hit the pillow.’

When Tamplin began talking gibberish in that annoying bastard accent of his, Kenny wanted to smash his lights out there and then, just to shut him up. He wasn’t that daft though, knew he had to lull him into a false sense of security. ‘Don’t talk, eh. Sing instead. Ya got a good singing voice.’

Tamplin grinned, then belted out Johnny Cash’s ‘Ring of Fire’.

Kenny grinned back at the no-good, pensioner-torturing bastard. Tamplin would be walking into more than a ring of fire when he got in that shower this morning.

Kenny was respected in the Scrubs. He was also feared, even though he was no bully. A fair man, who would stand up for some of the less fortunate if they were being targeted, especially if they weren’t the full ticket.

Killing a copper gave Kenny the kudos to sail through prison life. The inmates wanted to be his friend rather than his enemy. So he knew nobody on his wing would grass on him. Grasses were worse than sewer rats.

‘You keep watch,’ Kenny whispered to his pal Stevie Brown. ‘Just shout “bundle” when Big Dave clumps someone and starts the ruckus. That’s when I’ll strike. It’ll be over in seconds, and I’ll be out the showers along with everyone else.’

‘Gotcha, Ken. Good luck,’ replied Stevie. The screws lurked outside the showers, would only ever step inside if a fight broke out. They were called every nonce name under the sun if they stepped inside otherwise.

Tamplin caught up with Kenny. ‘Now we’re muckers, all right to sit with you and your mushes at breakfast?’

‘Yeah,’ Kenny replied, aware of Perky’s stare fixed on him as they sauntered past the pillock.

Tamplin was undressed and inside the shower within a minute. Kenny quickly undressed too and barged a geezer out the way to nab the shower next to Tamplin. He couldn’t risk blood spurting over his clothes.

The water was never hot, lukewarm if you were lucky. Kenny had barely begun soaping himself down when he heard Stevie bellow, ‘Bundle!’

All the inmates, bar the odd pussy, loved a ruck. Kenny’s tool was hidden inside a sock. He grabbed it before even putting a towel around his waist and, as the showers started to empty, he grabbed hold of Tamplin and sent him sprawling.

Tamplin was shocked, his eyes like organ stops. ‘What the fuck, Ken. What ya doing, mate?’

Without further ado, Kenny plunged the razor blade deep into Tamplin’s right eye. As he screamed, Kenny put his left hand over Tamplin’s mouth. ‘I ain’t your mate and never will be,’ he hissed. ‘Call this payback for all those pensioners you’ve ripped off. Grass, or rob any more old people, and believe me I will hunt you down, take your other eye out and chop your fucking hands off. Comprende?’

Within seconds, Kenny had stuffed one of Tamplin’s own socks into his gob to drown his screams, handed the tool to young Glenn to dispose of, cleaned the gunk and blood off himself and strolled outside the shower with the four men who’d hung around for the deed to be done.

The mayhem that greeted Kenny’s eyes was a joy to behold. Big Dave had somehow managed to start a riot. The screws were rolling around on the floor trying to restrain those fighting.

Stevie Brown walked over to his pal. ‘You’ll deffo get away with this one.’

Kenny winked. ‘Too right I fucking will.’




CHAPTER THREE

The summer of 1975 turned out to be the most joyous of Donny Bond’s young life. He loved working at his grandparents’ nursery up at Stapleford Abbotts and having dosh in his pocket. On a Sunday, he and his nan would pitch up in a lay-by along the A127 and sell bunches of overpriced flowers to passing motorists. A brilliant little earner that was.

His mum and Sherry worked at the nursery too, but not full-time like he did. Sherry refused to return to school until her hair grew back, so Granddad Charlie organized a private tutor to teach her at home. Sherry’s scars weren’t too bad, but she was very conscious of her burns and hated wearing anything sleeveless.

Chipping Ongar was where they all lived, in a four-bedroom gaff down a quiet little lane. It was spacious, had a couple of acres around it. Donny loved having a man around the house again. While the women were cooking, cleaning, or watching some crap on TV, he and his granddad would lift weights in the gym or play darts, snooker, pool or table tennis in the enormous games room.

Unlike other grandparents, the Saunders didn’t look or act old. They were trendy, cool and such fun to be around. Granddad wore Levi jeans, Adidas tracksuits and trainers. Nan was very pretty, had her dyed-blonde hair cut in a modern feathered style. She dressed hip, wore halter-neck tops, flared jeans and high wedge sandals like the girls in the audience of Top of the Pops. Donny didn’t know any other nan who could drive, let alone drive a sports car and a big van.

Donny’s biggest dread about moving to Essex had been that he’d have no mates to hang out with. As luck would have it, it turned out he hadn’t needed any. Granddad Charlie had a mate, Wally Wicks, who had a grandson Sam. They lived nearby, so Donny and Sam started to knock around together. Sam was seventeen and a bit of a handful. The type to get you into trouble if you weren’t careful. But that didn’t matter anymore, not since Donny had met Tansey Turner.

Love had been the last thing Donny had expected to find shortly after moving to Essex. Knocking about with the lads was much more fun. Or so he’d thought.

Donny had only just turned fifteen when he’d first spotted her. She was riding past the nursery on a big grey horse. She had such a pretty face; Donny could not take his eyes off her. She clocked him too, he sensed that. Then she started trotting her horse past the nursery more often.

It only took him a couple of days to pluck up the courage to talk to her. She was even more gorgeous up close. Slim, long chestnut hair, blue eyes, perfect cheekbones, big lips and a pert pair of knockers. Her horse was called Trigger and while stroking its nose and asking if it wanted some water, Donny made the mistake of telling his first lie. He’d asked her how old she was and when she’d replied ‘nearly seventeen’, he’d blurted out he was the same age.

His second lie came on their first actual date, at the pictures in Romford. He’d nearly died when she’d told him her father was a copper, so when she’d asked immediately afterwards what his did, he didn’t have time to think properly. ‘Me dad’s erm, away a lot. He’s in the army.’

From that first date, true love sprang like a shoot blossoming in the garden. They were so compatible. Tansey had never had a proper relationship before either, so it was a first for the both of them. Donny looked and acted far older than his age and, now he was working, was able to treat Tansey like a princess. She lived in Havering-atte-Bower, which wasn’t that far from the nursery. They’d spend hours down at the stables, planning their future and making love on the hay.

Tansey was really funny too. She wouldn’t allow him to touch her in front of Trigger, reckoned it was morally wrong and her horse would be jealous. And when he discarded his johnnies, Tansey would shriek, ‘Put that straight outside in the bin – Trigger might choke on it!’ They were lover, boyfriend/girlfriend and best mates all rolled into one. The perfect combination.

Deep down though, Donny could never shake the worry off. The worry of her dad finding out who his dad was. Little did he know his happy bubble would burst sooner rather than later.

‘Tansey! Tans. Get your arse in ’ere. I’ve got a bone to pick with you, girl,’ bellowed Terry Turner. Terry rubbed his thumb and forefinger over his moustache, a habit of his when peeved.

‘Don’t go all heavy on her. She’s not a kid anymore,’ warned Penny, Terry’s wife. He was ever so protective over their two daughters, he would’ve kept them in ankle socks and hair in bunches until they were twenty-one if he could.

Thirteen-year-old Charlee followed her elder sister down the stairs. She knew by her father’s tone that Tansey was in some kind of trouble and she bet she knew what it was.

‘What’s the matter?’ asked Tansey innocently.

‘I want to know who this lad is you’re knocking around with.’

‘What lad?’

‘Don’t start with that old flannel, Tans. The lad who you’ve been spotted with numerous times and was on the back of your fucking horse with you yesterday. You don’t let anyone on that horse, not even your sister. So who is he? Gotta be special to you, if he’s allowed to ride Trigger.’

‘Oh him. That’s Donny. He’s not allowed to ride Trigger. I was just giving him a ride to where he works. He’s new to the area, doesn’t know many people. We’re just friends,’ lied Tansey, her cheeks beetroot red.

Penny squeezed her husband’s arm. ‘There you go. I said it would just be a friend. Interrogation over. You’re not at work now, love.’

‘Hang on a minute. We know all of the girls’ friends, so why haven’t we been introduced to Donny yet? There must be a reason.’

‘’Cause he’s her boyfriend,’ giggled Charlee. She couldn’t help but feel a bit jealous. Donny Bond was drop-dead gorgeous.

Tansey glared at her trappy sister. ‘He is not my boyfriend!’

‘Why don’t you just bring him round, love. It’ll put your dad’s mind at rest if he meets him,’ advised Penny.

Tansey shrugged. ‘All right. I’ll ask him. But if he doesn’t want to come, I can’t force him, can I?’

Terry Turner smirked. ‘If he refuses to come, there must be a reason he’s hiding from us, so you won’t be allowed to see him again.’

‘How’s it going with the girlfriend?’ grinned Kenny Bond.He liked the fact his son had bagged himself his first proper bird. One of his pals in the Scrubs had a son who’d turned out to be gay. Kenny would go ballistic if that were to happen to him. He wouldn’t be able to deal with it.

Sharon nudged Donny. ‘Tell him. Go on.’ She’d noticed Donny had been quiet on the journey, had questioned him and found out why.

‘I’ve got meself into a bit of a pickle, Dad, and I dunno what do about it,’ admitted Donny.

‘You ain’t got her up the spout, surely?’

‘No,’ Donny tutted. ‘Nothing like that. It turns out Tansey’s dad is Old Bill. He knows we’ve been seeing one another and he’s demanded to meet me. Trouble is, I’ve lied. I panicked when Tans first told me and blurted out you were in the army.’

Sharon had expected her husband to be angry, so was rather taken aback when Kenny burst out laughing. ‘I know he’s Old Bill. Get yer arse round there and tell him your father’s SAS,’ chuckled Kenny. ‘You getting your nuts in? If so, make sure you put a rubber on. You can’t be getting her in the family way.’

Seeing Donny blush, Sharon hissed, ‘Kenny! Stop it! You’re embarrassing the boy! How did you know? About the dad?’

‘Got eyes and ears everywhere, me. Put it this way, Shal, you’d never get away with having an affair,’ laughed Kenny.

‘I wanna marry Tansey one day, Dad.’

‘You’re fifteen years old, boy. Don’t talk such bollocks.’

‘But you and Mum weren’t much older than me and Tansey when you two met. You’re still together,’ argued Donny.

‘Yeah, but Granddad Charlie weren’t Old Bill. No copper is gonna allow his daughter to be with my son, Donny. As soon as he finds out, he’ll cull it. Which is why I say just have fun and enjoy it while it lasts.’

‘But you don’t get it. I love Tansey. I will always love her.’

Aware his son’s eyes had welled up, Kenny glared at him. ‘Stop acting like a pansy. Man up, for Christ’s sake.’

Sharon sent her teary-looking son to the snack bar. As soon as he’d gone, she urged Kenny to take it easy on Donny before changing the subject: ‘Any more news on that gypsy bloke you had a to-do with?’

Kenny grinned. ‘Yeah. He lost an eye and got moved to Standford Hill on the Isle of Sheppey. That’ll teach him to rip off old people. As for Donny, ya need to toughen him up a bit, Shal. No son of mine is gonna be acting like a pansy. Not on your nelly!’

Terry Turner looked and acted like a typical copper. He had an overpowering personality, a loud voice, chain-smoked, and a moustache he kept fiddling about with. Tansey’s mum seemed nice, but it was the old man firing all the questions his way.

‘Tansey says you’re new to the area. Where’d you live before, lad?’ asked Terry.

‘London. We moved here end of April,’ Donny replied. With his father’s warning still on his mind, he was crapping himself. No way
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