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       PROLOGUE 

      
      
      The hand around his throat tightened. Paulie wrenched at the powerful arm but the grip was rigid. It was difficult for him
         to breathe and all his power seemed to be draining away. Then the boy shoved his thumb into Paulie’s eye. This sudden further
         pain gave him the strength to buck and he slithered through the boy’s grip, but then the boy’s palm connected with Paulie’s
         chin. He registered the salty taste of fresh blood and knew he’d bitten through his tongue. Blood dripped from Paulie’s mouth
         and his knees buckled.
      

      
      He was falling …

      
      The man named Heinz yelled above the jeering crowd, ‘Git up, you little bastard, I got a lot of money ridin’ on you!’

      
      Paulie, naked, slippery with his own blood and sweat, squatted on the floor. Standing in the corner of the room was the well
         kitted-out Jamie Lane who was often at the fights but who rarely spoke. Suddenly a mighty kick bounced Paulie back against
         the bars of the cage surrounding them and the other boy, red-haired and muscular, aimed a further kick that connected with
         Paulie’s shoulder. When Paulie tried to raise his neck the boy took a few fighter’s dancing steps, then with a light leap
         in the air landed both his feet on Paulie’s skull.
      

      
      Too late to fend off the kicking attack, Paulie lay there, a rushing sound in his head. He put up his hand and cupped his ear then saw the blood that had trickled on to his fingers.
      

      
      The noise from the crowd seemed muffled. He curled himself into a foetal position and lay there, unmoving. He felt confused
         and broken, like a doll that’s been stamped on. Then he saw Heinz pushing through the people and the cage door was unlocked.
      

      
      Despite the noise and pain, Paulie’s spirits rose.

      
      ‘Bout over,’ the blond man yelled, his tone decisive. More booing erupted from the crowd crammed in the stinking basement.
         Stamping feet caused the smell of sweat and filth to swirl like fog. Despite the egg cartons pinned to the ceiling and walls
         to absorb the sound, the noise was tumultuous.
      

      
      Through blurry eyes, Paulie saw Jamie Lane turn away, pulling up the collar of his leather jacket as he did so. Heinz raised
         the redhead’s arm, pronouncing him the winner. Still dancing about, the boy looked triumphant. His freckled body was pale
         except where Paulie’s teeth and fists had left bloodied marks.
      

      
      Paulie roused himself and shook his head to restore his failing eyesight and scrambled brain. After a while the buzzing in
         his skull stopped. Bare feet on his head had hurt, but not as much as an opponent wearing boots would have done.
      

      
      ‘Pay the fuckers!’ Heinz yelled into the fifty-odd crowd who were still calling out and protesting about the shortness of
         the fight. Paulie’s eyes alighted on the beefy man guarding the door. Heinz yelled again, ‘Then get all the bastards out!’
      

      
      Heinz snarled at the redhead, ‘Get fuckin’ dressed then push off. You’ll get your money later.’ His face peered into Paulie’s.
         Paulie could smell his tangy aftershave and it made his stomach heave. ‘You’ll be as right as rain tomorrow.’
      

      
      The red-haired boy disappeared and Paulie sat, still in the cage, getting his wind back. He watched the last punter collect his winnings from the beefy bloke then exit through the paint-peeled front door – and then there were only the four of them:
         Jamie Lane, Heinz, Beefy, and himself.
      

      
      Paulie felt a little better now and wiped away the blood on his arms, making the skin smeary with the red grime. He noted
         with satisfaction that there was dirty blood belonging to the redhead beneath his nails.
      

      
      ‘What’s it to be this time for their wages?’ Beefy nodded towards Paulie. ‘Second-hand BMX bikes or Atari consoles? Or money?
         We done all right tonight.’ He locked and bolted the door.
      

      
      ‘We’d have done better if that little shit had won.’ Jamie Lane gestured towards Paulie while still keeping his eyes on the
         money Beefy was counting.
      

      
      ‘He’s tired.’ Heinz was smiling.

      
      ‘He’s a fuckin’ kid. They don’t get tired, wanker!’ Jamie snapped. He tucked the roll of notes handed to him by Beefy in
         his inside pocket and approached Paulie.
      

      
      ‘Get up,’ he said.

      
      Paulie crawled out of the cage to freedom. Every bone in his body was aflame. ‘Me ’ead hurts,’ he mumbled.

      
      ‘And my fuckin’ ’eart ’urts where it pains me most, an’ that’s in me bleedin’ wallet.’

      
      Paulie knew he’d disappointed Jamie Lane. He tried to excuse himself.

      
      ‘I don’t feel well.’ The vision of the man swam, melting into two people then back again to a single figure.

      
      ‘You looks like you’ve gone ten rounds with fuckin’ Muhammad Ali, not a kid your own age,’ said Beefy.

      
      Paulie felt a rush of something sliding and put a hand to his ear. It came away covered in bright red, wet blood. He looked
         at it as though it didn’t belong to him.
      

      
      
      ‘Don’t you worry about that, mate, it ’appens sometimes. You’ll get used to it,’ Heinz said dismissively. Perhaps it didn’t
         matter, thought Paulie. Perhaps the man was for once telling the truth. After all, he supposed the man saw far more blood
         at the dog fights that he organised.
      

      
      Jamie Lane stared at him for a few moments before walking to the front door and announcing, ‘I’m off.’

      
      When the door closed, Paulie looked expectantly at Heinz.

      
      ‘Can I be paid now, before I goes home?’

      
      ‘You expect to be paid for losing me money, do you? You’ll get something, lad. An’ I knows I can trust you not to squeal about
         these fights. You’ll be dead meat if it comes back to me that you been shoutin’ your mouth off. Keep your trap shut an’ you’ll
         get a bit extra. But you gotta give to get, you know? Stand up and follow me.’
      

      
      Paulie knew what was coming next and his heart fell. He badly wanted to cry but knew he daren’t show this man his true feelings.
         Of course he’d keep his mouth shut. Not just about the fighting but about the other stuff. If anyone at school found out about
         it they’d make his life a misery by calling him names. The fact he could fight his way out of trouble meant nothing. He’d
         never be able to shake off the label they’d stick on him. Heinz had him by the short and curlies.
      

      
      Somewhere, close by, a transistor was playing ‘Chariots of Fire’ by Vangelis. Paulie liked that music.

      
      Gloom descended over him again. He couldn’t see a way to rid himself of Heinz, or how to stop doing the other stuff he hated,
         and he needed the money.
      

      
      He was just glad that, unlike some of the other boys who fought in Chestnut House, his mother and his nan hadn’t been there
         to see him lose. It must be a terrible thing to hear your family shout and stamp and yell at you to finish off your opponent.
      

      
      Heinz sat down on a stool and once more Paulie obediently fell to his knees. The blond man unzipped his fly and eleven-year-old
         Paulie’s head, as usual, bent forward.
      

      




      
       CHAPTER 1 

      
      
      ‘Be careful what you wish for, you might just get it.’

      
      Daisy Lane looked into the slate-grey eyes of her lover, eyes that had been replicated in their three-year-old daughter. She
         creased her forehead with disbelief at his words then tentatively asked, ‘You’d really take my Jamie back to London for a
         while, Roy?’
      

      
      The radio was playing ‘Apache’. The music gave the hallway a welcoming feel. Daisy automatically pulled the cashmere scarf
         from Roy’s neck and looped it over the stair rail. He slid out of his black wool overcoat and slung it after the neckpiece.
      

      
      The gangster put his big hand on her shoulder. His eyes scoured her face.

      
      ‘He’s a fuckin’ head case, Dais, so you’ve got to let me ’ave full rein.’

      
      ‘I needs you to keep an eye on him, not beat him to death if he upsets you.’

      
      She shrugged off his hand, but still he looked intently at her.

      
      ‘He upsets you right enough. ’Ave you looked in the mirror lately, girl?’

      
      Daisy knew she’d lost weight, lost her sparkle; knew her hair wasn’t the shiny blonde she’d once been proud of. Worry and
         hard work were taking their toll and there were times when she felt she was losing control of situations she had sailed through in the past. She needed to gather together her
         thoughts, her life and her health before the disintegration of her family finally spiralled out of control.
      

      
      Even if it meant Roy Kemp taking her beloved eighteen-year-old son away with him.

      
      ‘I’m just tired.’ She put her arms around Roy and nuzzled her face into the hollow of his neck. The fresh scent of Imperial
         Leather soap comforted her. She said carefully, ‘Jamie has money an’ I don’t know where he gets it from. When I ask he just
         shrugs his shoulders. I’m not bleedin’ stupid, Roy. Jamie’s up to something.’
      

      
      ‘Dais, do you always think the worst?’

      
      ‘With my Jamie I do. If he’s out from under me feet, I’ll ’ave more time to spend with Gypsy.’ She looked at Roy, the villain
         it seemed she’d been tied to for most of her life. She knew him and loved him, and he would always be a part of her.
      

      
      Years ago he’d told her he’d look after her boys. He’d been like a father to Eddie, but Jamie had been aloof and ignored Roy’s
         offer of friendship. Perhaps it was now time for Jamie to leave the nest and find out what life was like outside the family
         unit.
      

      
      ‘He’ll jump at the idea of being in the Smoke, always says Gosport’s a dead an’ alive hole.’ Daisy stepped back then ran her
         fingers through her limp hair. ‘Besides, I need to work. And between you and me, I enjoy bein’ behind the bar down at the
         White Swan, sometimes I even forget me troubles …’
      

      
      ‘You sure it ain’t the attention of the blokes makes you forget?’

      
      She thought how funny it was that after all these years his nearness could still make her go weak at the knees, even when
         he was upset, as now. Grabbing hold of her arm, he said, ‘You don’t need to work at all, especially not in a poxy pub in Gosport. Why won’t you let me take care of you?’
      

      
      The same old argument, thought Daisy. Why wouldn’t he realise once and for all that she needed her independence?

      
      ‘The White Swan’s not poxy.’ She could feel the heat of his hand on her skin. ‘And neither is Gosport. It’s my home! An’ I
         earn my living here.’
      

      
      Roy gave a huge sigh that seemed to deflate his big frame. He stepped back, letting go of her and shaking his head with just
         a hint of a smile turning up the corners of his generous lips, and Daisy was reminded of why he only had to snap his fingers
         and half the tarts in London flocked to his side. Whatever had he seen in her, only five foot three in her bare feet, and
         with eyes some said were like those of the film star Joan Collins but which she thought were too large for her thin face.
         She marvelled that all those years ago Roy had wanted her, and that he still hankered after her.
      

      
      ‘Anyway, I don’t need you to give me money. I can work to keep me own family, thank you very much!’

      
      She knew he wouldn’t continue with this argument so she gave it her parting shot. ‘I been working all me life and I’ll continue
         until the bleedin’ daisies flower above me grave!’
      

      
      A great rumble of laughter filled the hall and followed Roy as he ambled down to the kitchen.

      
      He pulled out the bench from beneath the table and sat down heavily. ‘But I can buy Gyp and you a few presents from time to
         time?’
      

      
      ‘Yes. And you’ll find Jamie will take everything you offer.’

      
      Daisy went to the kettle and plugged it in. Then she set about taking mugs from the cupboard.

      
      Roy said, ‘I’m glad at last you’ve stopped seein’ that boy through rose-coloured spectacles …’

      
      
      Tears filled her eyes. ‘I don’t want him to end up in prison. He wants someone to need him, Roy.’

      
      ‘He’s got plenty of people to care about him, or he did ’ave before he did the dirty on ’em all. Even his own brother don’t
         want to know ’im … And how’s it going to work out with both of them working for me?’
      

      
      ‘Which is the point I’m making, Roy. You treats my Eddie like he’s your own son. It’d be nice if you could do the same for Jamie.’ Daisy slapped a plate
         of Bourbon biscuits down on the scrubbed wooden table so hard two fell off the edge of the plate. Roy put out a hand to stop
         them sliding to the floor.
      

      
      ‘Eddie’s a good boy,’ he said. ‘So ’e’s in prison for killin’ a bloke, but he didn’t do that for his own gain, remember, he
         did it to save your life, Daisy.’
      

      
      ‘I know that! And Eddie’s not a boy any longer, he’s twenty-one.’ Daisy stood in front of Roy with her hands on her hips.
         She thought about that night when notorious murderer Gaetano Maxi had tried to kill her and Eddie had knifed him to save her.
         Five years in prison was his punishment. Even to think about her Eddie inside made Daisy’s heart ache, but she knew life had
         to go on. ‘Enough about Eddie, he’ll be out soon,’ she said. ‘And I’m glad you’re willing to give Jamie a chance to make something
         of his life. Just make sure he doesn’t get shot on the streets of London like that bloke Stephen Waldorf.’
      

      
      Roy’s face was impassive as he said, ‘The coppers thought Waldorf was that escaped prisoner, David Martin.’

      
      ‘Yes, and a good way to start nineteen eighty-three. His family will always remember this as the year the coppers made a bleedin’
         mistake. Just you look after my boy!’
      

      
      Roy’s long legs were stretched out in front of him. He was dressed as usual in a suit and a silk shirt. His Italian leather shoes looked soft and comfortable. While the tea stewed she pulled out a chair opposite him, sat down and gave him a smile.
      

      
      He picked up one of her hands and said, ‘I’m a gangster and Jamie’s father’s a police DCI and yet it’s me you want to look
         after him?’ His face was suddenly grey, and she saw he was tired, too.
      

      
      ‘His father’s not interested in him, you know that. Not now Vinnie’s set up home again with his ex-wife.’ Daisy felt suddenly
         ashamed at the sadness in her voice. ‘Besides, I know you won’t have him doin’ anythin’ you won’t want Eddie to be involved
         in. He’ll be safe with you.’
      

      
      The radio was now playing ‘Tainted Love’. The music was so low, Daisy could hear the clock ticking.

      
      ‘When Eddie gets out of prison he’ll turn to me, Daisy. Him and Jamie hate the sight of each other. What’ll Eddie think?’

      
      ‘You’ll soon ’ave Jamie eatin’ out of your hand, and – who knows – my two sons might even make up their differences. Besides,
         who’s the boss of your fuckin’ empire? Not you by the sound of it!’
      

      
      A shadow crossed Roy’s face. His grip on her hand tightened and she could see his thoughts were taking a different direction.

      
      ‘Jamie’s not been hurting my Gyp? He might seem to care for her but he’s a heavy ’anded bastard where females is concerned.
         Is that why you need a break from him? Tell me the truth, Dais.’
      

      
      Daisy jumped up from the chair, freeing her hand from his and reeling away from him. ‘How could you even think such a thing?
         Jamie loves Gypsy. He wouldn’t hurt or let anyone else hurt a hair on that little girl’s head. Take back those ’orrible words, Roy Kemp! Jamie idolises your child. He loves her as much as he loves me and sometimes I think we’re the only two
         people he really cares about!’
      

      
      ‘Come ’ere.’ Roy had risen and he pulled her into his arms. She slid close, feeling the contours of his body. It was as natural
         as sliding her feet into her comfortable slippers. ‘I’m sorry, Dais.’ His voice wavered. ‘It’s just that Jamie ’asn’t got
         a very good track record with young girls, has ’e?’
      

      
      ‘I’ve sorted that.’ Another of Jamie’s messes left for her to clear up. A tragedy that had produced her first grandchild.

      
      For a moment, there was silence, only the fast beating of her heart.

      
      It was then and only then that she allowed herself to cry, her face buried in his shirt. She felt his arms tighten about her.
         His lips brushed her hair.
      

      
      ‘I’ve got a nasty feelin’ I’m goin’ to get a lot more than I bargained for,’ Roy said, his lips lowered to her ear. She lifted
         her face and her eyes met his.
      

      
      ‘Let’s go to bed,’ she said.

      
      He pulled away from her. ‘You don’t have to thank me that way.’

      
      ‘Ever considered I might want to go to bed with you, Roy Kemp?’
      

      
      He smiled down at her and she felt as though a large dark cloud had suddenly lifted.

      
      ‘You can twist me round your fuckin’ little finger,’ he said. He kissed her lightly on her nose then, yanking out his shirt
         front, squinted at it. Daisy saw his eyes held laughter as he said, ‘An’ look what you done to me new clobber.’
      

      
      ‘Just as well you keeps a spare in me wardrobe then, ain’t it?’

      
      Daisy took his hand and pulled him from the kitchen towards
         the hallway. At the bottom of the stairs, he paused.
      

      
      
      ‘We’re letting a pot of your good tea go to waste,’ he said.

      
      Daisy put out her hand and touched the bulge in his trousers.

      
      ‘Bugger the tea. T his mustn’t go to waste,’ she said.

      
      He laughed. ‘What you goin’ to do to me, Daisy Lane?’

      
      ‘Whatever I bleedin’ wants, I ’ope,’ she said, leading him upstairs.

      




      
       CHAPTER 2 

      
      
      Eddie touched his sore face. The scar would run through his left eyebrow to his hairline.

      
      He turned the page of the book he was trying to read then gave up. He couldn’t follow the simple storyline with so much on
         his mind. The clanking of Winchester Prison’s steel doors and the rattling of keys, mixed with the shouting of the other cons,
         was getting on his nerves. Even the disinfectant in the mopped-down cells seemed to be choking him.
      

      
      ‘You were lucky that fucker didn’t get your eye.’

      
      Eddie rose and chucked his novel on the bed, clapping his hand on his mate’s shoulder. ‘Too fuckin’ right, Ginge,’ he replied,
         a little too brightly.
      

      
      ‘At least it won’t spoil your chances with the birds, Eddie Lane,’ Ginge said. Eddie turned away.

      
      There was only one woman for him even though he hadn’t allowed his cousin, Summer, a visit during the time he’d been inside.
         He wanted to see her, longed to see her, to touch her red-gold hair and smell the womanly scent of her. But not like this.
         Not with him shut up like a bleedin’ animal. She was in his thoughts from the moment he opened his eyes to the time the lights
         went out.
      

      
      Eddie looked at Ginge. His bright red hair stood up like a cock’s comb and his teeth, though brilliantly white, were like tombstones in his wide mouth. He also had a body so thin that with his bright hair he looked like a Swan Vesta.
      

      
      ‘You only got a few more weeks to go. Even with the move to the open, that’ll soon pass.’ Ginge was rolling cigarettes, the
         skinniest fags that Eddie had ever seen. Ginge said they made the tobacco last longer.
      

      
      ‘What about you, mate? You’re out soon after me,’ said Eddie, smiling at his friend. Ginge was a forger and he specialised
         in passports – or had, until a mush fleeing to Spain and picked up at Gatwick had spilled the beans on him. Ginge was always
         cheerful. Eddie liked that about him. He could have ended up sharing a cell with a thug, Dogface for example. He shuddered.
         ‘What you doin’ when you get out?’ he asked.
      

      
      ‘Same old, same old,’ said Ginge. ‘Ain’t you pleased to be ’aving a change of scenery soon? I’ve ’eard Ford is a doddle.’

      
      Eddie had a flashback to the governor’s office. Him standing there like a six-year-old at school. Oak bookcases surrounding
         the dreary room and the furniture like someone’s granny had left it on the tip. He remembered the radio softly playing ‘I
         Love Rock and Roll’ and smiled at the odd choice of music the governor preferred. Eddie had thought he’d be an opera lover.
      

      
      ‘You’re being transferred to an open prison not far from Arundel in Sussex. You’ve not served a long sentence but this is
         to allow you to become acclimatised to a life without bars. We don’t want you leaving our care institutionalised.’ The governor
         had started pacing the room over the threadbare carpet. He stopped suddenly and stared hard at Eddie. ‘It’s come to my attention
         that you’ve been taking advantage of the career opportunities we run here. I don’t ever want to see a clever bloke like you
         back in this nick again, or indeed any other prison.’
      

      
      
      What the governor didn’t realise was that Eddie’s draughts-manship would enable him to make accurate layouts for jobs. He
         needed to be sure at the planning stages that no errors would be found in the premise’s measurements.
      

      
      There was no answer Eddie could give to the governor except, ‘Thank you, sir.’ He knew once the big boys had made a decision
         to remove him to Ford there was no going back. Nor did he want there to be. The sooner he got away from Dogface the better.
      

      
      Eddie’s hand strayed to his face once more. Yes, he was lucky. Dogface had been aiming for his throat.

      
      Previously Eddie had kept himself to himself and had had very little trouble with the other prisoners. Then Dogface had recently
         rolled in from The Verne in Dorset.
      

      
      Eddie had been in the canteen, sat at a table eating the slop they served for dinner and minding his own business when Dogface
         slipped up behind him and thrust forward a sharpened knife. Eddie had seen the glint of the steel and ducked. He’d saved his
         throat but the bastard had cut into his forehead.
      

      
      ‘What the—?’ Eddie had shouted, twisting to Dogface and his two henchmen. The table, screwed to the floor, didn’t move but
         most of the food containers overturned when Dogface’s fist hit the surface. Within seconds the ancient parquet flooring was
         awash with greasy food and drink.
      

      
      Eddie knew he mustn’t lose his temper.

      
      The other cons were getting agitated and the smell of anger and revenge was in the air.

      
      Even as the blood dripped down his face, Eddie stayed calm.

      
      When the screws came running, he stood out of Dogface’s reach while his henchmen held him back.

      
      The officer discovered no fight.

      
      Eddie was composed enough to say, ‘I slipped and banged me forehead on the table. T his kind man was trying to help me up.’ He waved his hand to Dogface, who was scowling but silent.
      

      
      ‘So this knife belongs to you?’ The screw held out the normally blunt kitchen knife sharpened to a fine point by being honed
         on the cell wall. Eddie could see blood on it. His blood.
      

      
      ‘No, sir, that’s not my knife. I reckon that one got into the cutlery drawer by mistake.’ He turned to the hapless Dogface
         then looked at the crowd of cons. ‘That’s not one of our dinner knives, is it?’ The prisoners shook their heads and murmured,
         ‘No, we ain’t never seen that knife before.’
      

      
      Ginge said, ‘I ain’t ’alf glad I didn’t get that knife. Could ’ave cut me mouth on that.’

      
      Eddie had wiped blood that was dripping down his face from his wound and said to Dogface, ‘T hank you for your help. If I
         can return the favour …’
      

      
      ‘Get that fuckin’ mess cleared up,’ broke in the screw and turned away.

      
      Dogface stepped towards him and bent forward. Eddie could smell his foetid breath as the man said, ‘I runs this place now.
         You might be Roy Kemp’s little blue-eyed boy but it don’t mean shit in ’ere. I’m gonna get you. You’ll be scared of every
         corner in case I’m waitin’ there.’
      

      
      Eddie knew then that Roy’s favours to him, the radio, the extra meals, decent trainers, all paid for by bribing the screws,
         had been noticed by Dogface. Eddie had never really thought that his gifts from Roy Kemp would instil jealousy in the other
         cons.
      

      
      Back in the cell, with his face cleaned up, Ginge had said to him, ‘I don’t know ’ow you kept your ’ands off him.’

      
      Eddie sighed. ‘T hat was his intention. And if I had hit ’im, I’d have lost me remission. I couldn’t play Dogface’s game, could I?’
      

      
      Dogface had inferred he was being kept by Kemp. There wasn’t any use reminding the cons that Roy was like a father to him,
         but it did rankle him that he was on Roy’s payroll and not pulling his weight.
      

      
      ‘Do many of the cons reckon I ponce off London’s biggest gangster?’

      
      Ginge turned his head away.

      
      ‘Tell me the truth, you owe me that.’

      
      Ginge nodded. ‘Take no notice. Any one of ’em would shit themselves to be in your shoes. It ain’t as though you couldn’t teach
         ’em all a bleedin’ lesson if you wanted.’
      

      
      ‘Too right. But it’s more important to me to get out of this place,’ Eddie replied.

      
      ‘’Course it is,’ said Ginge.

      
      ‘Remember when Dogface first arrived, I never expected him to come at me in the kitchen with the tin opener after he’d sliced
         open a big tin of peas,’ said Eddie. ‘I tried for ages to find out how I pissed him off without doing a bleedin’ thing.’
      

      
      Ginge started laughing and lit one of his smokes. The end of the cigarette flared until the empty paper burned. The smell
         of the match was acrid.
      

      
      ‘I never seen no one move as quick as you. T hat can lid was in your hands quick as a wink, and there was Dogface losing the
         tip of ’is ear when you swung out with it.’
      

      
      ‘Bastard deserved that,’ Eddie said softly. ‘I’ll give him his due, he never squealed on me.’

      
      ‘I reckon that bloke always ’as to be top dog,’ said Ginge. Eddie began to laugh and after a few moments Ginge realised what
         he’d said. ‘Top dog – that’s funny, ain’t it?’
      

      
      
      Eddie nodded. ‘I guess I’ll have to be on me guard the rest of me time ’ere. I can’t wait to get to Sussex.’

      
      He sank down on his bottom bunk and thought how nice it would be not to hear so many clanking doors. Shortly after he’d be
         settled into life at Ford he’d be free to leave. Free to go home to Gosport and his mum and Summer. One thing he was certain
         of was he had no intention of accepting the pay-out from the trust fund his mother had set up so many years ago. He knew it
         would mature soon.
      

      
      His mother needed the money more than he did. He couldn’t bear the thought of her being out in all weathers at markets and
         car boots, selling the gold or whatever she’d picked up from the auctions. She had Gypsy now and it wasn’t a life for either
         of them. All the same, he was proud of her for working so hard to put a roof over the family’s heads and food on the table.
         But Eddie was determined to pay her back for the sacrifices she’d made for him.
      

      
      He’d been busy during his sentence, spending most of his time reading or in the library making notes for the future.

      
      He knew some of the cons, including Dogface, thought he was above himself because he spent his leisure time studying. He didn’t
         care. He supposed he got his independence from his mother.
      

      
      He studied and planned because he was after big money.
      

      
      He’d spent enough time working hard with his mate Tyrone at back-breaking jobs that barely earned them money for a good night
         out. The snooker hall had been a birthday gift to him from Roy, so Eddie hadn’t earned it for himself. But it wouldn’t be
         long before he was able to provide for himself. Maybe even pay back Roy monies owed …
      

      
      He wondered how he’d fare working for Roy with Jamie along for the ride. Just thinking about his half-brother made his gut turn.
      

      
      While he’d been inside he had been mulling an idea over and over in his mind. If it worked, he’d leave the country for a while.
         He’d launder the proceeds and hopefully live a good life with Summer. T hat’s if she’d ever have him, he thought.
      

      
      Africa. T hat’s where he wanted to start a business of his own. Years ago Roy had taken the whole family on holiday to the
         beach near Mombasa and Eddie had fallen in love with the place and the people.
      

      
      One successful job and it would enable him to become a businessman without ever resorting to crime again. And no way was he
         going to step on Roy’s toes. Eddie’s father had creamed off some of Roy’s enterprises and Roy had disposed of him, the gangland
         way.
      

      
      Eddie’s dream didn’t include drugs, Roy had the monopoly there; so too with prostitution and business insurance. He was happy
         to leave that hard graft to Roy.
      

      
      But there was one scam that Roy didn’t bother with. And that one scam would net Eddie a fortune. He could then take care of
         his mother, Gypsy, Vera and, with a bit of luck, Summer as well, for as long as they lived.
      

      
      Eddie began whistling along with an old song playing on his radio.

      
      ‘That’s ‘‘Wheel of Fortune’’ by the Beverly Sisters, ain’t it?’ Ginge said.

      
      Eddie nodded. ‘Used to be my dad’s favourite song.’

      




      
       CHAPTER 3 

      
      
      ‘If ’er kid’s getting ’urt, why don’t she keep ’im indoors?’

      
      Daisy handed the wet plate to Vera, who began drying it with a striped tea towel, and said, ‘Daisy, what you thinkin’ of,
         girl? You knows you can’t keep an eleven-year-old boy indoors. An’ his mother wants to find out where he got that bleedin’
         games console. He didn’t get the money for it from ’er an’ them things don’t come cheap. He won’t tell ’er nothin’, says it’s
         a secret.’
      

      
      Guilt crept inside Vera’s head like the unwanted guest it was. Wasn’t she keeping a secret too? Usually she and Daisy were
         honest with each other but this time Vera couldn’t bring herself to share her problem.
      

      
      Vera caught sight of herself in the wall mirror. Her cheeks were sunk in and her eyes had lost their sparkle. Even the addition
         of her new extra-long false eyelashes didn’t disguise her worry.
      

      
      Daisy pulled the plug from the sink and the water gurgled down the drain. Vera saw her gazing at the swirling water as though
         mesmerised.
      

      
      ‘So when did this mate of yours from Old Road tell you all this?’ Daisy asked.

      
      ‘This morning. She came in specially to see me in Heavenly Bodies. One of me girls was just getting stuff out for a whipping an’ in Mandy walks like she owns the place. I know she turned a few tricks for me but—’
      

      
      Daisy interrupted her. ‘An’ it’s her son what’s covered in bruises and cuts?’

      
      Vera sighed and plugged in the electric kettle. ‘Why don’t you listen to me? It’s her grandson. Mandy’s my age. Sandra’s Paulie’s
         mum.’
      

      
      The talk about children made Vera think about Gypsy and how before she was born Daisy was unsure whether the child might have
         belonged to Alec. Vera had liked the talented but depressed painter who worked in Daisychains, the club she and Daisy had
         once owned. The union between Alec and Daisy was a one-night stand: Daisy had needed comfort and Alec was lonely. So lonely,
         he’d later taken his own life.
      

      
      Roy knew nothing of this and there was no reason to tell him now, Vera thought. Not when he often had some little scrubber
         hanging on his arm. When Daisy had realised she was pregnant she was over the moon and so was Roy. As soon as Gyp was born
         anyone could see the child was the spit of Roy.
      

      
      Gyp called him Daddy Roy, but her birth certificate proclaimed her name as Gypsy Lane, not Kemp, as Roy had envisaged. Secrets,
         it was all about secrets and the keeping of them, Vera thought. Her heartbeat was loud and her mouth was dry. She couldn’t
         tell Daisy her own secret. No. Daisy had enough worries on her plate at present.
      

      
      Vera watched Daisy reach up, putting the last of the saucepans on the top shelf. The remnants of the smell from the chops
         Daisy had cooked for lunch was still in the air. Vera took a deep breath. She hadn’t been able to eat much but she’d done
         her best with the pudding of vanilla cake.
      

      
      ‘So! T his woman who was on the game with you an’ now lives in Old Road ’as a daughter who ’as a son who’s covered in cuts and bruises and won’t talk about it an’ now he’s come
         ’ome with a games console?’
      

      
      Vera smiled. So Daisy was listening to her after all.

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      Now Daisy was spooning tea into the brown earthenware teapot. ‘Why’re you gettin’ bleedin’ involved?’

      
      ‘Do you need to ask? T his kid is eleven years old,’ Vera said. ‘Besides, Mandy ’as ’er mum living with her as well an’ she’s
         at death’s door. Little Paulie loves his nan to bits, always fussin’ over her.’
      

      
      ‘I got me own boys to worry about,’ Daisy said, ‘though – and I know I shouldn’t say this, Vera – but with Jamie under Roy’s
         wing for a while I do feel a different person.’
      

      
      ‘An’ your heart ain’t big enough to worry about another little boy as well?’

      
      Daisy sighed. ‘So you wants me to come with you?’ The boiling water gurgled into the teapot.

      
      ‘Yes. An’ I wants you to come an’ help me manage Heavenly Bodies, Dais. I don’t like to think of you still out in this freezin’
         cold weather working the markets to make up your money. The pub’s different, but you ain’t full time there. Besides, I’m gettin’
         old. I may not last much longer.’
      

      
      Daisy looked at her with mock horror. ‘Old be buggered,’ she said.

      
      Vera, who had ignored her age until now, said, ‘It’s catching up with me, Dais.’

      
      Daisy snorted and then the corners of her mouth crinkled to a laugh. ‘The time for you to worry about bein’ old is when you
         can’t sprinkle gallons of Californian Poppy on yourself.’ Vera felt uncomfortable under Daisy’s laughter. ‘If you was old
         you’d be wearing zip up booties not ’igh ’eels, an’ you’d stuff yourself into bras with bones in, and them corsets with strings on. You ain’t ’alf a daft cow, our Vera.’
      

      
      This was one of the reasons she was scared to talk to Daisy about the changes happening to her. Daisy was apt to fly off the
         handle or sometimes, as now, laugh her fears away.
      

      
      A splattering of rain hit the window. Daisy should have been at Fareham Market, but after the Christmas rush people didn’t
         have the cash to spend on her jewellery. Daisy sighed and Vera knew she was thinking of the pitch fee she’d still have to
         cough up whether she was there or not. Anyway, Gyp was at home, where she belonged, playing with her toys in front of the
         guarded fire in the sitting room.
      

      
      ‘All right for tonight, Daisy?’ Vera sipped at her tea as Daisy nodded. ‘Don’t you get peeved when you take orders from the
         owners in the White Swan, especially after bein’ your own boss in Daisychains?’
      

      
      ‘No. It’s honest work, ain’t it? And the place might be a bit run down but the folks are just like you an’ me an’ I’d rather
         be among people who don’t ’ave plums in their mouth and put on airs an’ graces.’
      

      
      ‘If you worked for me as a manageress, I’d pay you more money. Sex don’t really go out of fashion, does it?’

      
      ‘Maybe not. But it sticks in me craw that you insists I takes rent off you to live ’ere in Western Way. I don’t want to be
         beholden to you or anyone, not when you worked mostly on your back for what you got. Besides, you already got a manageress.
         What you gonna do with her, sack her when she don’t deserve it? I ain’t stupid. You can’t afford to take people on just because
         you feels sorry for them.’
      

      
      Vera felt her face crumpling like a screwed-up paper bag. Daisy put her arms around her, but Vera pushed her away, saying,
         ‘I’m only tryin’ to ’elp.’
      

      
      
      Daisy sniffed. ‘I’ve always managed to find the money to keep this place going, ’aven’t I? If it hadn’t been for Eddie Lane
         I wouldn’t even have a house in Alverstoke.’
      

      
      She went quiet and Vera knew she was thinking of the handsome bastard who had been young Eddie’s father and Daisy’s one true
         love. Vera saw Daisy purse her lips and close her eyes. There were times, even after all these years, when Daisy missed Eddie
         so bad she wanted to die; Vera understood this.
      

      
      ‘I ain’t so green as I’m cabbage-looking, girly. I overheard you asking Roy to buy your little house in Greece. An’ he said
         no, didn’The? An’ I knows why.’
      

      
      ‘You are such a nosy bugger, our Vera. Okay, tell me why?’

      
      ‘Because Eddie Lane bequeathed it to you along with this place an’ that piddly little MG, and that’s all you got left of the
         man you truly loved. Even a fuckin’ ’ard bastard like Roy Kemp knows what it all means to you. He also knows somewhere in
         that equation you got feelings for ’im. It’s about time you made your mind up …’
      

      
      This time, Vera saw, Daisy couldn’t help herself. A tear trickled down her face, and she turned her head away. Vera passed
         her a clean tea towel.
      

      
      ‘Wipe your eyes, girl, you done good, bringin’ up the boys single-’anded and keeping ’ouse an’ ’ome together.’

      
      Daisy gave a long sigh that wracked her body, then she wiped her face. ‘Vera, it’s such a struggle an’ … an’ … there’s
         times I want Roy to look after me just so I won’t need to keep up the effort any more. Then I realise just how well off I
         really am. A house, a job, kids I love, and you – the best friend any one could wish for.’
      

      
      Vera was stroking her hair. She wondered what she would do if she didn’t have Daisy to look after. This was another reason
         why her own secret had to stay hidden.
      

      
      
      ‘You only got to say the word an’ Roy’ll come running, Dais. Now he’s free you could wed ’im.’

      
      ‘I know. But he ain’t my Eddie and I don’t even want to think about the soddin’ drug deals an’ all the other shit he’s involved
         in.’
      

      
      ‘True, Dais, but you got memories of your Eddie an’ no one can take them away from you. Some women ain’t ever been truly loved
         in all their lives.’
      

      
      Daisy breathed out slowly. ‘I’m my own person; why should I marry Roy?’

      
      ‘I think love comes into it.’

      
      ‘If he asks, I’ll give him the same answer as always. He’s got to give up his way of life. Drugs comin’ in from abroad to
         be bought by kids, and people wrecking their lives an’ breaking the ’earts of the families what loves them. All that business
         of gang warfare an’ bloodshed. You know I’ve seen enough poverty and unhappiness in me life, Vera, and as long as I can earn
         me living I will. Mind you,’ she said softly, ‘if he was to live in Gosport an’ leave his business for someone else to take
         over I might just jump at the chance … But he won’t leave London and I won’t leave my home in Gosport.’
      

      
      ‘If your Eddie takes over Roy’s business how will you feel about that?’

      
      ‘Just because Roy’s been grooming him all his life to step into his shoes don’t mean to say my Eddie will.’

      
      ‘But how will you feel if he does?’

      
      ‘Eddie will do as he wants to do. He won’t ask my permission, and for that I’m thankful. I’ll back him to the hilt because
         I know he won’t be like Roy, Eddie is his own man. But what I’d like more than anything is for my two boys to settle their
         differences.’
      

      
      ‘Silly cow.’ Vera pursed her lips as she applied her poppy-red lipstick. ‘They’ll never fall into each other’s arms.’ She stepped back and stared at her reflection in the small mirror.
         ‘I reckon another thing you need to think about is telling Vinnie that you’re about to ship his son off to that gangster.
         That detective might ’ave something to say about that.’
      

      
      Daisy’s face was a picture.

      
      ‘I don’t want to speak to ’im,’ she said.

      
      ‘Your own conscience won’t let you not talk to him,’ Vera said, thinking about the good-looking detective who had been Daisy’s
         lover and was Jamie’s father. She went to the bread bin. She lifted up the lid and took out a roll of notes with a piece of
         paper beneath the rubber band.
      

      
      ‘What you got there?’ Daisy was close on her heels.

      
      ‘I found this earlier. I reckon Roy left it for you.’

      
      Daisy took the money. ‘I didn’t ask him for no bleedin’ ’andouts,’ she said.

      
      ‘It ain’t for you,’ Vera said. ‘So I reckon you got to take it.’

      
      ‘For Gyp’ the note said.

      
      ‘See,’ said Vera, ‘just when you think it’s never gonna stop rainin’ a bit of sunshine appears.’ The wind blew a fresh barrage
         of sleet against the windows.
      

      
      ‘You ain’t ’alf a daft tart, you know that, Vera?’

      
      Vera grinned at her.

      
      ‘You still ain’t said if you’re goin’ to come round to Old Road with me to find out about young Paulie?’

      
      ‘And you’re like a bleedin’ drippin’ tap, keepin’ on.’

      
      Vera smiled. ‘I’ll take that as a yes then, shall I?’

      




      
       CHAPTER 4 

      
      
      Daisy’s eyes strayed from the road towards Alver Bridge.

      
      Vera, as though reading her mind, said, ‘Used to be a poorhouse there a long time ago.’ Almost obscuring Daisy’s view of
         the road, she waved towards Blake’s Engineering Works. ‘I bet Alver Creek over the years ’as ’ad a few unwanted babies dumped
         in it.’
      

      
      ‘Jesus Christ, you ain’t ’alf in a good mood this morning. Can’t you think about somethin’ nice?’

      
      ‘Well, it ain’t nice when we’re goin’ to visit an old mate of mine whose grandchild is getting ten bales of shit kicked out
         of him.’
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