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  PROLOGUE




  

    The gun went off, catching Preston Snow by surprise, and he felt as if he’d been punched hard in the stomach. There was no burning sensation, and surprisingly little pain, just a dull ache and a spreading coldness. His eyes widened as he stared at the face of the man who’d shot him. Unfeeling blue eyes stared back at him.

  




  

    Snow clutched a hand to his stomach and staggered backwards, blood pulsing from between his fingers. There seemed to be a lot of blood, but still he was hardly aware of any pain.

  




  

    The man with the gun watched dispassionately, the gun now at his side. His face was totally blank as if he had absolutely no interest in whether Snow lived or died.

  




  

    Snow felt the strength drain from his legs. He stumbled over a coffee table and fell on his side, barely conscious of where he was. The coldness was spreading from his stomach, up across his chest, a coldness that seemed to be drawing all the strength from his limbs. He tried to speak but no words would come and it was an effort to breathe. He managed to get up on his hands and knees and crawled towards the stairs.

  




  

    The man who’d pulled the trigger stood in the middle of the room, watching Snow with a look of bored disinterest.

  




  

    Snow scrambled up the stairs, frantically trying to get away from the man. He had a gun upstairs, somewhere. It was in one of the drawers in the bedroom. If he could get to it, if he could defend himself, then maybe, just maybe, he’d stand a chance.

  




  

    His tracksuit top was drenched in blood and it flopped around as he crawled. He heard footsteps behind him but he didn’t look back. He felt himself drifting in and out of consciousness and shook his head fiercely, trying to clear his thoughts. ‘Stay focused, man,’ he muttered to himself. ‘Stay fucking focused.’

  




  

    He looked down at his stomach as he crawled and saw blood dripping down on to the threadbare stair carpet. He tried to stem the bleeding but as he pressed his hand against his stomach a bolt of pain shot through his midriff. He grunted. It felt as if a hot knife had been twisted inside his stomach.

  




  

    ‘For fuck’s sake, Snow, will you stay still!’ shouted the man with the gun.

  




  

    Snow took a quick look over his shoulder. The man was standing at the bottom of the stairs, gesticulating with his gun.

  




  

    Snow reached the upstairs landing and pushed himself upright. He staggered towards the bedroom, putting his free hand against the wall to maintain his balance, smearing it with blood.

  




  

    The man followed him up the stairs. He took his time, with a lengthy pause between each step. It was the precision that Snow found terrifying. The man was taking it slowly, knowing that he had all the time in the world: no one would come to Snow’s aid. If anyone had heard the gunshot, they wouldn’t want to get involved. It wasn’t the sort of area where people telephoned three nines.

  




  

    Snow collapsed in front of the dressing table and pulled out one of the drawers. No gun. He cursed. Where’d he put it? Where the hell had he put it? He tried to concentrate, tried to remember where he’d last seen the weapon. He pulled open a second drawer and rifled through socks and underwear, cursing his stupidity for not having the gun out in the open. No gun. He tore the drawer out of the cupboard and tipped the contents on to the floor and searched frantically. It wasn’t there.

  




  

    There were footsteps behind him and Snow twisted around. The man stood in the doorway, the gun at his side, a confident smile on his face. Snow’s head swam and he slumped backwards, sliding down against the dressing table, his head banging against one of the open drawers.

  




  

    Snow’s eyes fluttered shut. He could feel consciousness slipping away. The pain was going, replaced by a warm glow. He sighed and his hand slipped away from his stomach, drenched in blood.

  




  

    The man walked over and looked down at Snow. He prodded Snow’s leg with his foot, but Snow didn’t react. Snow’s chin was down on his chest and a bloody froth dribbled from between his lips. Blood pooled on the floor around his waist, a thick treacly redness that seemed to sit on the surface of the carpet, refusing to sink into the pile.

  




  

    ‘You dead, Snow?’ he sneered. ‘Don’t tell me you’re dead already.’

  




  

    He raised his foot and stamped down on Snow’s hand, crushing his bloody fingers. Snow’s eyes opened wide and he screamed in pain. The man grinned triumphantly and levelled the gun at Snow’s face.
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    They filed into the jury box one by one, and Sam Greene could tell by the way they avoided looking at her that the news was bad. Her heart sank.

  




  

    ‘It’ll be okay, Mum,’ said her son Jamie, giving her hand a small squeeze.

  




  

    Sam shook her head. ‘No, Jamie,’ she whispered. ‘It’s not going to be okay.’

  




  

    Sam’s husband looked across at her from the dock. ‘Chin up, love,’ he mouthed. Terry looked tired. There were dark patches under his eyes and when he smiled Sam could see the worry lines etched into his forehead. She was sure there was a touch more grey at his temples but he still looked good for fifty-two though; broad-shouldered and flat-stomached with the confident good looks that turned the heads of women half his age.

  




  

    Sam fingered the small crucifix that was hanging around her neck on a thin gold chain. And hadn’t that always been Terry’s problem, she thought. Too handsome for his own good.

  




  

    Sam tried to smile back at Terry but she could feel tears welling up in her eyes and she blinked them back. It wasn’t fair. Her husband’s fate lay in the hands of twelve men and women who knew nothing about him, and yet they and they alone had the power to put him behind bars for the rest of his life.

  




  

    Sam watched them as they took their seats. Eight women and four men. That was in their favour, Terry’s solicitor had said, because Terry was a good-looking guy and women were less likely to convict a man that they fancied. Three of the jury were black, and even Laurence Patterson had to admit that that wasn’t such good news, because the man Terry had been accused of shooting was black. ‘When all’s said and done they do stick together, Samantha, but let’s look on the bright side, shall we?’ he’d said, and he’d patted her gently on the shoulder the way you’d console someone at a funeral. That’s what it felt like, Sam realised. It felt like a funeral. Everyone dressed in their Sunday best, faces sombre, avoiding eye contact, all gathered together to say a final farewell to Terry Greene.

  




  

    A tear ran down Sam’s cheek and she brushed it away with the back of her hand, determined that no one would see her cry. She knew there’d be photographers outside and they’d like nothing more than a picture of her with tears running down her face. She’d been in court every day, and without fail the tabloids had carried photographs of her arriving or leaving, always mentioning the fact that she was forty-eight years old and that she used to be a singer and dancer. ‘Faded Sixties singer’ one of the Daily Mail’s more acid female feature writers had called her, and Sam had silently seethed at the unfairness of that. Her career had barely started to get off the ground before she’d met and married Terry, and as for ‘faded’, that was just malicious. She was the mother of three grown-up children and under more pressure than she’d ever been in her whole life, how was she supposed to look? Radiant?

  




  

    Considering the pressure she was under, Sam figured that she looked damn good. At least one of the prosecution lawyers kept looking at her with more than a professional interest, smiling each time he caught her eye. Every morning she took take extra care to get her make-up just right, enough to cover up the effects of not-enough sleep, but not so much that she’d look as if she was trying too hard. And she’d been to the hairdresser to get her hair colour topped up just before the case started. Again, nothing too obvious, but she needed a little help to keep its original dark blonde sheen.

  




  

    Patterson twisted around in his seat and gave her a confident smile. She acknowledged him with a nod but couldn’t bring herself to smile back at him.

  




  

    ‘Will your foreman please stand,’ said the clerk of the court.

  




  

    A middle-aged man got to his feet and self-consciously rubbed the bridge of his nose.

  




  

    Sam took a deep breath, steeling herself for the worst. Jamie squeezed her hand again and she squeezed back.

  




  

    ‘Have you reached a verdict upon which you have all agreed?’

  




  

    ‘We have. Yes.’

  




  

    ‘On the charge of murder, do you find the defendant Terrence William Greene guilty or not guilty?’

  




  

    The foreman rubbed his nose again, then cleared his throat. He was a small, nondescript man in a cheap suit and Sam figured that this was his one moment of glory in a life filled with mediocrity, and that he was determined to make the most of it. ‘Guilty,’ he said, stretching the word out as if relishing the sound of it.

  




  

    Sam cursed under her breath.

  




  

    Someone cheered behind her and Sam turned around. Two detectives were grinning and slapping their boss on the back. Detective Chief Inspector Frank Welch, the man responsible for putting her husband in the dock. Welch grinned at Sam and she turned away quickly, not wanting to give him the satisfaction of seeing how upset she was.

  




  

    The judge nodded at Terry’s barrister. ‘Mr Orvice, is there anything you wish to say on behalf of the defendant?’

  




  

    The barrister looked across at Terry, who shook his head. ‘No, your honour.’

  




  

    The judge fixed Terry with a look of contempt. ‘Terrence Greene, stand up.’

  




  

    Terry got to his feet and adjusted his tie, and straightened his shoulders. He was wearing a dark blue suit, one of his many Armanis, a crisp white shirt and a tie that Sam didn’t recognise. He looked the judge in the eye, his chin raised defiantly.

  




  

    ‘Before I pass sentence, I have a few words to say about the conduct of one of the witnesses in this case,’ said the judge. He turned to look at Sam, and she fought the urge to look away. She felt her cheeks redden but she continued to stare at him, concentrating on his thin, humourless lips.

  




  

    ‘Despite the weight of forensic evidence against the defendant, his wife Samantha Greene has insisted that she was with him on the night of the murder. I disbelieve her account of events, as did the jury, and I regard her claims as at best misguided and at worst a deliberate attempt to pervert the course of justice.’

  




  

    ‘You should hang the lying bitch!’ A young black man with shoulder-length dreadlocks had got to his feet and was screaming at the judge. A pretty black girl tried to persuade him to sit down. ‘She knows he killed my brother! She should be in the fucking dock with him!’

  




  

    Two uniformed policemen hustled him out of the court. The black girl followed, imploring them to let him go. Luke Snow and his sister Nancy. Brother and sister of the man Terry was accused of killing. A middle-aged black couple shook their heads tearfully but stayed where they were, not wanting to leave until they’d heard the sentence. Preston Snow’s parents.

  




  

    As the courtroom doors banged shut, the judge once again fixed Sam with his baleful stare. ‘I hope the police will take a close look at the evidence given by Mrs Greene, with a view to considering a charge of perjury. The love of a wife for a husband is no excuse for lying to a court of law.’

  




  

    Sam stared back at the judge, knowing that there was nothing she could say or do. Her mouth had gone dry and it hurt when she swallowed. It seemed like an eternity before the judge turned away from her and looked back at Terry.

  




  

    ‘Terrence William Greene, you have been found guilty of the murder of Preston Snow. A savage, brutal murder for which you have shown no remorse. The sentence of the court is life imprisonment. Take him down.’

  




  

    Two burly custody officers moved either side of Terry. Terry blew a kiss at Sam, winked, then walked down the stairs leading from the dock to the holding cells below the courtroom.

  




  

    ‘Are you going home, Mum?’ asked Jamie.

  




  

    Sam nodded and got to her feet. ‘You coming?’

  




  

    Jamie looked at his watch. ‘I’ve got to get back to Exeter. Exams tomorrow.’

  




  

    ‘How about a coffee first before you go?’

  




  

    Jamie looked suddenly concerned. ‘Are you okay?’

  




  

    Sam screwed up her face. ‘I feel a bit numb, really. I don’t think it’s hit me yet.’

  




  

    Jamie nodded. ‘I know what you mean. I sort of expected the worst, but life? I can’t imagine Dad behind bars for life, can you? Not Dad.’

  




  

    ‘We’ll get through it, Jamie. So will he.’ She gave him a hug. ‘Thanks for coming.’

  




  

    ‘I wasn’t sure if Dad would’ve wanted me here.’

  




  

    ‘Of course he did. Don’t be silly.’

  




  

    Jamie nodded towards the doors. ‘I’ll walk you out.’

  




  

    ‘You will not!’ said Sam quickly. ‘The last thing I want is for you to be photographed with me. You’ve gotten off lightly so far, the last thing we want is for your face to be splashed across the papers with mine. Lawyer-in-the-making in court for drug baron’s murder trial. Just what you need to kick-start your career.’

  




  

    ‘I’m not ashamed of Dad,’ he said.

  




  

    ‘I know you’re not. And neither am I. But let’s not make things more difficult than they already are, shall we? You sneak out, they’ll be too busy looking for me. I’ll see you at the coffee bar we went to last time, yeah?’

  




  

    ‘Okay, Mum.’ Jamie kissed her on the cheek and headed out of the courtroom.

  




  

    Sam stood where she was to give him time to leave the building. She desperately wanted a cigarette but smoking was forbidden inside the court building.

  




  

    Patterson appeared at her elbow holding a stack of files. ‘Samantha, I’m gutted. But it’s not over.’

  




  

    ‘Swings and roundabouts, Laurence.’

  




  

    ‘We’ll appeal, of course,’ said Patterson.

  




  

    ‘Whatever.’

  




  

    Patterson placed a hand on her elbow. ‘Can you call in at Richard’s office this afternoon? It’s at Terry’s request.’ Richard Asher was Terry’s accountant, and Sam didn’t feel ready to start talking money.

  




  

    ‘Can’t it wait?’

  




  

    Behind her she heard raucous laughter, then a Geordie voice. ‘Great job, Frank.’ It was Doug Simpson, a detective inspector, the man who’d come around to Sam’s house with a search warrant and who’d spent the best part of four hours looking in every nook and cranny with half a dozen uniformed policemen. Simpson was patting Welch on the back. ‘The look on his face when the judge said life. Like he expected to be let off with a slap on the wrist.’

  




  

    Welch said nothing, but he grinned triumphantly.

  




  

    The Crown Prosecution Service’s barrister walked by and gave Welch a thumbs-up. ‘Thanks, Frank. Wish all my cases were as open and shut as that.’

  




  

    Welch’s grin widened as he walked past Sam, and Patterson steered her away into a corner. ‘It’s important, Samantha. I wouldn’t ask otherwise.’

  




  

    ‘Okay. Fine. Whatever. I’ll be there.’ She looked around the wood-panelled entrance hall. ‘Is there a back way out, Laurence?’

  




  

    ‘I’m afraid not. Not for members of the public’

  




  

    ‘What about for wives of convicted murderers?’

  




  

    Patterson smiled thinly and shook his head.

  




  

    Sam took a deep breath and walked towards the double doors that led out to the street. She heard the click-click-click of cameras and the buzz of questions before she even pushed the doors open. The Press were huddled around Welch and Simpson, whose faces were white in the glare of television camera lights.

  




  

    Sam kept her head down but it was useless, they were waiting for her, and like hounds on a fresh scent they bore down on her, throwing questions from all sides. How did she feel, what were her plans, how had her husband taken the sentence, had she lied?

  




  

    Sam tried to push through them. ‘Please, I’ve nothing to say,’ she shouted. ‘Nothing.’

  




  

    Two figures barred her way. A man and a woman. Sam raised her head and looked at them. It was Mr and Mrs Snow, the victim’s parents, dressed as if they’d just come from church. They were both in their late fifties, he in a dark tweed suit and highly polished brogues, she in a blue flowery print dress and a dark blue coat, with a matching blue hat with a wide band into which had been tucked three silk daisies.

  




  

    Sam tried to get by them, but Mrs Snow moved to block her way. ‘How could you?’ she hissed at Sam. ‘You gave your word before God and you lied. How could you do that?’

  




  

    Sam shook her head. Mrs Snow raised a gloved hand and Sam stared at her unflinchingly, waiting for the blow. The older woman lowered her hand and burst into tears. Her husband put an arm around her shoulders. His eyes were dull and flat, as if he wasn’t even aware of Sam or the near-constant barrage of flashes as the photographers clicked away.

  




  

    Sam pushed around them.

  




  

    The questions continued. Did she know why her husband had killed Preston Snow, had her husband asked her to lie for him, where was she the night Snow was shot? Sam tried to blot out the shouts, tried to imagine they weren’t there. A television camera appeared at her side and a bleached blonde with too much make-up thrust a bulbous microphone in her face. Sam pushed the microphone away. ‘Don’t you understand – no comment!’ she shouted.

  




  

    She reached her car, a black convertible Saab. It was penned in by two almost-new saloons and Sam knew instinctively that the Press had done it, cutting off her avenue of escape. She whirled around. ‘Can someone please move this car!’ she yelled, but she could barely hear her own voice above the noise of the Press pack.

  




  

    A battered old Land Rover roared up, smoke belching from its exhaust. ‘Mum! Get in!’ It was Jamie. He threw open the door and Sam climbed in gratefully.

  




  

    ‘Jamie, you’re a life-saver,’ she gasped.

  




  

    Jamie grinned and accelerated. As he roared away from the still-shouting journalists, a bottle smacked into the windscreen, cracking it down one side. Through the side window Sam saw Luke Snow screaming and shaking his fist.

  




  

    Jamie slammed on the brakes. ‘Bastard!’

  




  

    ‘Leave it, Jamie,’ said Sam.

  




  

    ‘Look what he’s done.’

  




  

    ‘Forget it.’

  




  

    Jamie looked as if he was going to argue, but Sam patted him on the leg. ‘Come on, I’ll buy you a coffee. And a new windscreen.’

  




  

    Jamie accelerated away, still cursing.

  




  

    She rubbed the back of his neck as he drove. ‘You should go and see him, soon as you can.’

  




  

    ‘I will. Laura wasn’t there.’

  




  

    ‘Yeah. Probably too upsetting for her. You know what your sister’s like. It’s Trish I feel really sorry for. They’re bound to give her a hard time at school.’

  




  

    Jamie drove them to a coffee bar and they sat in the window sipping cappuccinos in silence.

  




  

    ‘Why did you lie for him, Mum?’ Jamie asked eventually. ‘After everything he did to you.’

  




  

    ‘We’re neither of us kids, Jamie. Anyway, who says I lied?’

  




  

    ‘The judge for one. Come on, the forensic alone was enough to convict him. Plus they had an eye witness. I don’t know why you bothered.’

  




  

    Jamie had a smear of frothy milk across his upper lip. Sam reached over and wiped it away with her thumb.

  




  

    ‘What are you going to do, Mum?’

  




  

    ‘Been asking myself the very same question.’

  




  

    ∗      ∗      ∗

  




  

    A cheer went up as Frank Welch walked into the CID office flanked by Detective Inspector Doug Simpson and Detective Sergeant Fred Clarke. Welch raised a hand in acknowledgment. There were two cases of lager on a side table, along with half a dozen bottles of red wine, stacks of paper cups and a few packets of crisps. Clarke headed straight for the lager.

  




  

    ‘Drink, Frank?’ asked Simpson.

  




  

    ‘Get me an orange juice and lemonade, Doug. I’m going to have a word with the governor.’

  




  

    Welch went down the corridor and was waved through to Superintendent Simon Edwards’ office by his secretary. ‘He’s been waiting for you, Chief Inspector,’ she said.

  




  

    Edwards was buried in paperwork, but he stood up and shook Welch’s hand as soon as he walked in. ‘Great work, Frank. First class. Pass on my congratulations to the team. I took the liberty of arranging a small libation.’

  




  

    ‘Much appreciated, sir.’

  




  

    ‘Not every day we see a villain like Terry Greene sent down.’

  




  

    ‘No, sir.’

  




  

    Edwards sat down and picked up his fountain pen. When Welch didn’t move towards the door, Edwards put his pen down again. ‘Something on your mind, Frank?’

  




  

    ‘Greene’s wife. Samantha. She lied through her teeth. The judge gave her a tongue lashing, but I’d like to send the file on to the DPP.’

  




  

    Edwards winced. ‘I’m not convinced that’s in anyone’s best interests, Frank. You’re not married, are you?’

  




  

    It was a rhetorical question. Edwards was well aware that Welch had never been married. Welch answered anyway. ‘No, sir.’

  




  

    ‘Wives stand by their husbands. That’s what they do, bless ‘em. For better or worse.’

  




  

    Welch put his hands on the superintendent’s desk and leaned towards him, but he could see from the look on his boss’s face that he resented the territorial encroachment, so he stood up again and folded his arms. ‘The judge said he thought there was a case of perjury to answer, that’s all I’m saying. She lied in court.’

  




  

    ‘But it didn’t do any good, did it, Frank? Greene still went down. Let sleeping dogs lie. Okay?’

  




  

    Welch said nothing. He wanted to argue the point, but he had worked with Edwards long enough to know that there was no point. Once the superintendent had made his mind up, it was like a steel trap. Nothing would budge him, and he’d regard even reasoned argument as a challenge to his authority. Welch nodded slowly. ‘Okay, sir.’

  




  

    ‘Good man,’ said Edwards, and returned to his paperwork.

  




  

    Back in the main CID room, Simpson held out a paper cup to Welch. ‘There you go, boss.’

  




  

    Welch took it but didn’t drink.

  




  

    ‘What’s up?’ asked Simpson.

  




  

    ‘Difference of opinion with the governor,’ said Welch. ‘He thinks Sam Greene’s a sleeping dog. I think she’s a lying bitch.’

  




  

    ∗      ∗      ∗

  




  

    Terry Greene took off his jacket and handed it to the bored prison officer. ‘Don’t suppose you’ve got a hanger,’ he said.

  




  

    The prison officer looked at the label and sneered. ‘Jacket. Dark blue. Armani.’ He had a nasal Birmingham accent. He was a big man with a pot belly that hung in front of him like a late pregnancy. He screwed up the jacket and thrust it into a polythene bag.

  




  

    Terry undid his belt and slipped off his trousers. A second prison officer wrote the details down on a clipboard. ‘Trousers. Dark blue,’ said the prison officer, another large man, but well muscled as if he worked out. Like his colleague he had short-cropped hair and a neatly trimmed moustache.

  




  

    A third officer walked over. A small man with a tight, pinched mouth and small eyes. He picked up the clipboard and looked at the form. ‘The famous Terrence Greene,’ he said. ‘We are honoured.’ He grinned. ‘Armani, huh? Pity it’s going to be out of fashion by the time you get out, Greene.’ He handed the clipboard back to the admitting officer. ‘I’m Chief Prison Officer Riggs. This is my wing.’

  




  

    ‘You must be very proud,’ said Terry. He took off his wristwatch and held it out to the first prison officer.

  




  

    Riggs reached over and took it. He weighed it in his hand. ‘Rolex Oyster. Gold.’

  




  

    Terry took a pile of prison-issue clothes off the table. ‘Perhaps you’d be good enough to show me to my room.’

  




  

    Riggs smiled at Terry. ‘You’re a very funny man, Greene.’ He dropped the watch on to the tiled floor and stamped on it. He kept his eyes on Terry as he bent down and picked it up. ‘Rolex Oyster. Gold. Broken.’ He tossed the watch into the polythene bag. ‘Sign for your things and then these nice gentlemen can take you to your cell. You’ve missed lunch, and I’m sorry but room service isn’t working today.’ He paused for effect, holding his hand up as if silencing a child. ‘No, wait a minute … I’m not sorry. In fact, I couldn’t give a shit if you didn’t eat for a week.’

  




  

    Riggs laughed softly to himself as he walked away, his prison boots squeaking on the tiled floor.

  




  

    ∗      ∗      ∗

  




  

    Richard Asher’s office was a little like the man, thought Sam: brash with hard edges and questionable taste. The furniture was all chrome and glass, the paintings on the wall merely squares of canvas with what looked like sprays of blood across them. As she walked in, Asher was wearing a telephone headset and pacing up and down in front of a floor-to-ceiling window that looked out over the City. He flashed her a quick smile and carried on muttering into his headset mike, something about moving money between the Cayman Islands and Gibraltar and how the taxman wouldn’t get a sniff of it.

  




  

    Laurence Patterson was sitting on the edge of Asher’s white maple desk. He motioned towards a long black leather sofa on sweeping chrome legs. Sam sat down, crossed her legs and lit a cigarette.

  




  

    The two men were both in their late twenties, tall and thin with the build of squash players, and they both virtually crackled with nervous energy. She’d only met Asher once, shortly after Terry had been arrested. He was half-Indian with a dark olive complexion and jet-black hair that was forever falling across his eyes. He smiled a lot and Sam never really trusted him. Patterson wasn’t as good looking, with a long, narrow face and a rash of old acne scars across his forehead, but he seemed to Sam to be the more trustworthy of the two. Patterson always looked her in the eye, even when he was giving her bad news, but Asher seemed to avoid eye contact whenever he could, as if he were hiding a guilty secret. She tapped her cigarette on a crystal ashtray and smiled at the thought that appearances could be deceptive. A year ago and she’d never have believed that her husband would be behind bars, serving a life sentence for murder.

  




  

    ‘Funny old world,’ she said to herself.

  




  

    ‘Sorry, Samantha?’ said Patterson.

  




  

    ‘Just thinking out loud, Laurence,’ said Sam with a smile.

  




  

    Asher took off his headset and strode over to Sam, his long legs moving as gracefully as a giraffe’s. ‘Samantha, thanks for coming.’

  




  

    ‘Didn’t sound to me like I had much of a choice, Richard.’

  




  

    Asher air-kissed her, studiously avoiding any physical contact. Sam could smell his cologne, heady and sweet with a hint of sandalwood. ‘I am so sorry about today,’ he said, not looking at her, but concentrating on a spot on the wall behind her.

  




  

    ‘You and me both,’ said Sam.

  




  

    ‘You’ll be appealing, yeah?’

  




  

    ‘Soon as we can. Is that what this is about?’

  




  

    ‘Partly,’ said Asher.

  




  

    Asher and Patterson exchanged a quick look and something unspoken passed between them. Sam frowned and waited. Asher loped over to his desk and sprawled in his chair.

  




  

    Patterson went to stand by the window. ‘However the appeal goes, it’s going to be expensive, you realise that?’

  




  

    ‘I didn’t think for one minute that you’d be doing it pro bono, Laurence.’

  




  

    Asher sighed. ‘Snag is, Terry’s a bit stretched.’

  




  

    Patterson nodded. ‘He tucked away enough to pay for his defence up to today’s case, but we’re gonna need more if we’re to appeal.’

  




  

    Sam leaned forward. ‘If? Now it’s if?’

  




  

    Patterson looked pained. ‘When. If. It all comes down to the readies, Samantha. And the way things stand at the moment, Terry couldn’t appeal a parking ticket.’

  




  

    Sam sat stunned, not knowing what to say.

  




  

    ‘It’s what you might call a cashflow problem,’ said Asher smoothly. ‘Hopefully temporary, but you’d better hear it from the horse’s whatsit.’

  




  

    ‘What?’ said Sam.

  




  

    Asher didn’t reply. Instead he picked up a remote control and pointed it at a large flat-screen television mounted on one wall. It flickered into life and he pointed the remote at a video recorder.

  




  

    Terry appeared on the screen, smoking a small cigar. He was wearing the same suit he’d had on in court, but no tie. He smiled at the camera and waved the cigar. ‘Hiya, love. Sorry about the cloak and dagger, but you’ll only be seeing this if things have taken a turn for the worse.’

  




  

    Sam looked at Asher and Patterson. Both men were watching the screen. She took a long pull on her cigarette.

  




  

    Terry was smiling apologetically. ‘What can I say? It’s going to be rough for you, but at least you’re not sitting in a cell stinking of stale piss and cabbage. Look, love, I’m going to need your help, big time. I’m sorry to drop this on you, but there’s no one else who can do what needs to be done. I can’t say too much in case this gets into the wrong hands, but Richard and Laurence will fill you in. You can trust them, okay? Oh yeah, look up Andy McKinley. He was my driver, he’ll be useful. He’s working for George Kay. And give my love to the kids. Tell them a visit would be nice.’

  




  

    Asher pressed the remote and the screen went blank.

  




  

    ‘That’s it?’ said Sam. Terry’s short speech had posed more questions than it had answered.

  




  

    ‘It’s by way of a reference,’ said Asher.

  




  

    ‘So that you’ll know that what we’re telling you has Terry’s blessing,’ added Patterson.

  




  

    ‘And what are you telling me?’ asked Sam.

  




  

    Asher took a deep breath as if steeling himself to break bad news. ‘Terry’s been a bit busy recently. Since you and he separated eighteen months ago …’

  




  

    ‘Fifteen,’ interrupted Sam. ‘We separated fifteen months ago.’

  




  

    ‘Fifteen. Okay.’ He took another deep breath. ‘Anyway, a lot’s happened over the past fifteen months.’

  




  

    ‘You’re telling me.’ She blew smoke at the ceiling. ‘How bad is it, Richard?’

  




  

    ‘Snapshot, it’s not too bad. Pretty much balances out. But without injections of outside capital …’ He left the sentence unfinished. He looked across at Patterson and nodded.

  




  

    Patterson walked over to Sam and gave her a cardboard file. ‘It’s like a juggler keeping four balls in the air,’ said Patterson. ‘As soon he stops moving …’ He shrugged and looked at her glumly.

  




  

    Sam stared at the two men in turn. They had the guilty looks of schoolboys called up in front of the headmistress, expecting a caning. ‘So you’re telling me that if Terry drops his balls, I’m out on the street?’

  




  

    ‘Not exactly out on the street,’ said Asher, picking up a glass paperweight and toying with it, ‘but I think it’s only fair to warn you that the mortgage on your house is actually paid from an account linked to one of Terry’s property companies. And if that were to go into receivership …’

  




  

    Sam opened the file. It contained several sheets of papers and computer print-outs. There were statements from a number of bank accounts, only two of which she recognised. And there were profit and loss statements from Terry’s business enterprises. His nightclubs. His model agency. His courier service. His stake in the local football club. The timeshare development in Spain. And there was a list of the family’s outgoings. The mortgage on the house. Car payments. Jamie’s university fees. The payments to Terry’s mother’s nursing home. Sam shook her head. There were too many numbers to cope with. ‘So we’re broke, is that it?’

  




  

    Asher looked pained. ‘Of course not, Samantha. But you realise that without Terry earning, there’s not going to be any cash coming in.’

  




  

    ‘I don’t understand this. Terry’s always been a big spender, but he’s been putting money away, too. Stocks. Shares. He’s even got Tessas and Isas and all that stuff.’

  




  

    Asher shook his head. ‘Terry’s borrowed against virtually all his assets. Effectively, they belong to the banks.’

  




  

    ‘Why would he do that?’

  




  

    ‘The property whatsit in Spain. Terry told you about it?’

  




  

    ‘He mentioned it. It’s with Micky Fox, yeah?’

  




  

    Asher nodded. ‘Micky Fox and a few other like-minded individuals. It’s been a big drain, cashflow wise. They had to buy the land, grease a few Spanish palms, pay the architects and the builders …’

  




  

    ‘I get the picture, Richard.’

  




  

    ‘Money’s been poured into the development. Millions. And I have to say, Samantha, it was against my best advice. I did tell Terry that this was a long-term investment and that he should only use money he didn’t have tied up elsewhere. It was his idea to leverage against his portfolio.’

  




  

    Sam tossed the file on to a chrome and glass coffee table. ‘Can’t we sell out now? Pay back the banks. Then sell the shares.’

  




  

    ‘They’re timeshares, Samantha. No one’s going to pay for them until the building work’s finished. The days of punters buying off-plan in Spain are long gone. Too many horror stories.’

  




  

    ‘Okay, so we sell off some of the other businesses. The model agency’s got to be making money, right? And there’s his stake in the football club. That’s got to be worth something.’

  




  

    ‘Neither is showing much in the way of profits, and, realistically, they’re not going to, not in the near future.’ He pulled another pained face. ‘Frankly, Samantha, the model agency and the football club weren’t much more than hobbies for Terry. He wasn’t over-concerned whether they made money or not.’

  




  

    Sam flicked ash and crossed her legs. ‘Terrific,’ she said. ‘What about the courier company? That’s got to be a real business, right? And he told me he’d invested in a couple of West London taxi firms.’

  




  

    Asher and Patterson exchanged a quick look. Sam was becoming fed up with their little looks, as if they were working to a script, telling her only what they wanted her to know. They were manipulating her, and Sam hated being manipulated. ‘What?’ she said sharply. ‘What’s going on?’

  




  

    ‘Terry does have extensive business interests, Samantha,’ said Asher, ‘but many were acquired for their cashflows rather than profits.’

  




  

    Sam frowned. ‘You’re not making sense, Richard. Just spit it out, why don’t you?’

  




  

    Asher took a deep breath. ‘In a word, Samantha. Money laundering.’

  




  

    Patterson walked over to the window as if trying to distance himself from the conversation.

  




  

    Sam smiled tightly. ‘That’s two words, Richard.’ She took a long pull on her cigarette and blew smoke up at the ceiling.

  




  

    Asher smiled back but his eyes were ice cold. It was the smile of a predator, and Sam realised for the first time that Asher didn’t really like her. ‘Terry uses the cash-rich companies to clean his profits from his less than legal operations,’ said Asher. ‘On their own, profits are minimal.’

  




  

    ‘This is getting better and better,’ said Sam bitterly.

  




  

    Asher rubbed the paperweight between the palms of his hands. ‘Terry does have a solution,’ he said. ‘He put together two … business deals … shortly before he was arrested.’

  




  

    Sam raised an eyebrow. ‘Business deals?’

  




  

    ‘Terry has arranged for a consignment of cannabis resin to be imported from Spain. He’s already paid for it, there’s just the delivery to be organised.’

  




  

    For a moment Sam thought that she’d misheard. She put up a hand as if warding him off and shook her head in disbelief. ‘What? What are you saying?’

  




  

    ‘Terry has paid for four tons of cannabis resin. It’s arriving in three days.’

  




  

    ‘Cannabis? Drugs? A drugs deal?’

  




  

    ‘Terry has also invested in a currency deal in Spain. The notes are going to have to be brought back to the UK in the very near future.’

  




  

    ‘Currency? You mean counterfeit notes? A drugs deal and counterfeit money?’

  




  

    Asher stared up at the ceiling. Patterson was looking out of the window, his hands clasped behind his back.

  




  

    ‘Terry expects me to do his dirty work?’

  




  

    ‘He’s handed over all aspects of his business to you, legitimate and otherwise,’ said Asher. ‘You will have control over all of his companies, signing rights for his bank accounts. All we need you to do is to sign a few forms.’

  




  

    Sam twisted her cigarette into the crystal ashtray. ‘You’re taking the piss.’ She stood up. She could feel her whole body trembling and she fought to stay calm. ‘You’re as bad as he is. Both of you.’

  




  

    She stormed out and slammed the door behind her.

  




  

    Patterson turned away from the window and gave Asher a pained smile. ‘Told you she wouldn’t like it.’

  




  

    ‘Like it or lump it, she’ll come around. She doesn’t have a choice.’

  




  

    ∗      ∗      ∗

  




  

    Laura Nichols sat on the sofa, her legs drawn up underneath her. The television was on, the sound muted. She had just watched the third news report of the day covering her father’s sentence. Little had been added since the story was first broadcast that afternoon. West London businessman Terry Greene, sentenced to life for the murder of small-time drug dealer Preston Snow. A major Customs investigation naming him as a suspected drugs importer. Pictures of Sam being pursued from the court by the Press pack, escaping into Jamie’s Land Rover, and a screaming Luke Snow throwing a bottle at the vehicle as it drove away. A photograph of her father, smiling and looking younger than his fifty-two years, his black hair swept slightly back, his eyes sparkling as if he’d just seen something amusing. Then a photograph of her mother, taken more than twenty-five years earlier, a publicity shot from a Christmas variety show, singing on a stage flanked by long-legged dancers.

  




  

    The front door opened and then slammed shut and Laura winced. Jonathon Nichols walked into the sitting room and threw his briefcase on to a winged chair. ‘Have you any idea what sort of day I’ve had?’ he hissed. He went over to a table laden with bottles and poured himself a whisky. He drained the glass in one gulp, and refilled it before turning to glare at her. ‘There I am, trying to put together one of the biggest fucking deals of my career, and what happens? The fucking Evening Standard has me in its City gossip page.’ He took a rolled-up copy of the paper from the pocket of his suit and hurled it across the room at her. It flew apart in the air in a shower of pages.

  




  

    Laura curled herself up into a tighter ball, keeping herself as small as possible, not wanting to provoke him.

  




  

    ‘Son-in-law of a convicted murderer, making a killing from dot com deal,’ he said. Whisky spilled out of the glass and on to the carpet. ‘How do you think that makes me look, huh? They’re laughing at me behind my back. Taking the piss. Because of your fucking father.’

  




  

    ‘I’m sorry,’ whispered Laura, hugging a cushion to her chest.

  




  

    ‘Sorry. You’re sorry? How does you being sorry help me, huh?’

  




  

    Laura turned her face away. She knew there was nothing that she could say that would placate him. She’d just have to wait until his anger had run its course.

  




  

    ‘Don’t fucking ignore me,’ said Nichols, striding across the room towards her.

  




  

    ‘I’m not ignoring you,’ she said, her voice trembling.

  




  

    ‘So look at me.’

  




  

    Laura looked up at him tearfully.

  




  

    ‘And stop fucking crying. What have you got to cry about, huh? Your job’s not on the line. No one’s taking the piss out of you.’

  




  

    ‘My father’s in prison!’ shouted Laura.

  




  

    ‘And whose fucking fault is that!’ Nichols yelled back.

  




  

    ‘It’s not mine!’

  




  

    Nichols threw his drink over her. The whisky stung her eyes but she refused to wipe it away. She let it run down her face and over her shirt. Her lower lip trembled and she bit down on it, hard enough to taste blood.

  




  

    ‘Are you happy now?’ yelled her husband. ‘See what you made me do? See what you’ve reduced me to?’

  




  

    Laura got up and tried to get past him, but he grabbed her by the hair and twisted it savagely.

  




  

    ‘You always do this, you always push me too damn far. It’s not enough that I have to go through hell in the office, you have to make my life a misery at home as well.’

  




  

    Laura couldn’t contain the tears any longer and her body was wracked with deep, mournful sobs. Nichols pushed her to the ground and drew back his foot to kick her. Laura gasped in anticipation of the blow, and Nichols grinned at her, cruelly. ‘Now you’re sorry, aren’t you? Now you’re fucking sorry.’

  




  

    He turned on his heel and walked out of the room, leaving Laura curled up on the floor in a foetal ball, the taste of whisky and blood in her mouth.

  




  

    ∗      ∗      ∗

  




  

    Sam tapped on Trisha’s bedroom door. ‘Trisha?’ There was no answer. Her daughter had gone straight up to her room as soon as she’d got back from school and had stayed there. Sam had heard her television go on and off a couple of times, and then she’d played CDs for a couple of hours. ‘Trish, do you want any supper?’

  




  

    ‘No, thanks.’

  




  

    Trisha’s voice was flat and emotionless, as if it had been generated by computer. Sam knew it was her daughter’s own special way of punishing her. And she also knew that the only way of dealing with it was to ride it out, to pretend that it didn’t worry her. ‘Are you sure? I’m going to do pasta.’

  




  

    ‘I had something after school.’

  




  

    ‘Okay. Good night, then.’

  




  

    ‘Good night.’

  




  

    Sam hesitated. Part of her wanted to push open the door and to confront her daughter, to try to talk through whatever it was that was upsetting her, but Sam knew there was no point, Trisha would simply retreat further into her shell. Besides, Sam already knew what the matter was – her father was serving a life sentence for murder, and there wasn’t anything she could say that was going to change that.

  




  

    She went downstairs and lit a cigarette. She’d lied about making pasta. She wasn’t in the least bit hungry, and the way she felt, she’d probably never eat again. It was starting to go dark outside, and swallows were making their final swoops of the evening, wheeling and diving for insects and calling to each other.

  




  

    Sam inhaled smoke deep into her lungs as she wondered how Terry was feeling. He’d been on remand for two months, but remand was one thing, the first night of a life sentence was something else. How would he be able to cope with that, with the days and nights stretching out ahead of him? He’d be an old man by the time he got out. Ten years older than Sam’s own father when he’d passed away, and he’d pretty much died of old age, a combination of liver failure, kidney trouble and several strokes. He hadn’t smoked, barely drank, and lived a relatively stress-free life. It was just old age that killed him. Sam shivered at the thought of what lay ahead of her. Of everyone. But at least she was free to make choices, to live her life as she wanted, and not kept behind bars being told what to do every minute of every day.

  




  

    The telephone rang and she jumped at the unexpected noise. She picked up the receiver from its holder by the fridge. ‘Hello?’ She wasn’t expecting anyone, and it was well past the time when prisoners were allowed to use the communal phones.

  




  

    ‘I know where you live, you fucking bitch!’

  




  

    Sam’s jaw dropped. ‘What?’

  




  

    ‘I said I know where you fucking live, you bitch, and you’re dead meat. You’re a lying whore and you’re gonna get what’s coming to you.’ Sam put the phone down and took another long pull on the cigarette.

  




  

    ‘Sticks and stones,’ she muttered to herself.

  




  

    Upstairs, Trisha opened her bedroom door. ‘Was that for me?’ she called down.

  




  

    Sam went into the hall. ‘No, love, it was for me.’ Trisha’s door slammed shut. ‘It was definitely for me,’ Sam said to herself as she went back into the kitchen.

  




  

    ∗      ∗      ∗

  




  

    Terry lay on his back staring up at the bunk above his head. It was occupied by a twenty-two-stone Liverpudlian called Charlie Hoyle who was doing seven years for GBH. Hoyle had got into an argument with two Everton fans in a pub car park. He’d won the fight by giving one of the men a bear hug that had broken three ribs, and fallen down on top of the other one, bursting the man’s spleen. The judge who’d sent Hoyle down had what passed for a sense of humour and had referred to Hoyle’s body as ‘an offensive weapon, in more than one way’. Even Hoyle had been chuckling as he was led away from the dock. He was a nice enough guy, but Terry was already finding it a nuisance to flatten himself against the wall every time Hoyle wanted to move around the cell.

  




  

    The springs above him groaned and Hoyle’s face appeared over the side of the bunk. ‘You all right, Tel?’

  




  

    ‘I’m fine, Charlie. Cheers.’

  




  

    ‘You want any wacky backy?’

  




  

    ‘Not right now, thanks.’

  




  

    ‘Anything else you want, you just ask.’

  




  

    ‘Thanks, Charlie. I will.’

  




  

    Hoyle heaved himself back on to his bunk and was soon snoring loudly. Terry grinned. His hands were interlinked behind his head on top of the wafer-thin pillow he’d been given, and both blankets were threadbare and stained. He figured Riggs was doing as much as he could to make him as uncomfortable as possible, but Terry could take whatever was thrown at him. If everything went to plan, he wouldn’t be behind bars for long.

  




  

    ∗      ∗      ∗

  




  

    Frank Welch dropped a stack of newspapers on his desk and sat down. He unwrapped his croissant and broke off a piece and chewed as he read through the Daily Mail. He’d given the chief reporter an exclusive off-the-record briefing on the Greene case, and the journalist had done him proud.

  




  

    There was a photograph of Sam on one of the inside pages, looking directly at the camera, her chin slightly up. There was an air of defiance about her, as if she knew that she’d be staring out of the pages of a newspaper and didn’t care. She was wearing a pale green suit with a thin gold chain and a crucifix around her neck. Welch smiled at the crucifix. It had been a nice touch, that. She’d worn it every day in court, even though she’d never worn the same outfit twice. Whatever she wore, she always made sure that the collar was open so that the jury could see the crucifix and just a hint of cleavage. The skirts were always cut just above the knee, showing off her shapely legs. Her heels were high enough to keep the male members of the jury interested, but not high enough to offend the women. It had been a delicate balancing act, but Sam Greene had pulled it off.

  




  

    She’d been a professional singer in her early twenties, and flirted with acting, and Welch had seen her give the performance of her life in court. Supportive glances across to her husband in the dock. The occasional dab of a handkerchief. Steely glares at the main prosecution witness. Slightly flirtatious smiles at the male jury members if the judge wasn’t looking. And every day the walk to and from the court, head up, shoulders back, looking defiantly at the clicking cameras. It had been an outstanding performance, but Terry Greene had still gone down for life and that was all that mattered to Welch.

  




  

    The Mail had also used a picture of Greene’s family home, a modern five-bedroom detached house on the outskirts of Chiswick, complete with heated swimming pool and three-car garage. It was the sort of house that Welch could never hope of coming close to owning. The most Welch could afford was a two-bedroom flat in Maida Vale and the way that London property prices were surging there was little chance of him ever climbing higher up the property ladder. There was no swimming pool in Welch’s immediate future. Or three-car garage. Welch smiled to himself. But at least he wouldn’t be spending the rest of his life in prison so maybe there was some justice in the world after all.

  




  

    Doug Simpson pulled the Telegraph from the pile and flicked through the pages. ‘Page four, boss,’ he said.

  




  

    ‘Uh-oh,’ said Detective Constable Colin Duggan, scratching his fleshy neck. ‘You’re not going to like this, boss.’

  




  

    Welch looked up from the front page of the Mail.

  




  

    Duggan threw over a copy of the Mirror. ‘They spelt your name wrong.’

  




  

    ‘They did what?’ Welch grabbed the paper and read through the story.

  




  

    ‘Welsh, like the sheep-shaggers.’

  




  

    ‘For God’s sake, how could they fuck up my name?’

  




  

    Simpson laughed but stopped abruptly when he saw that Welch was serious.

  




  

    ‘I don’t know what you’re laughing at, Simpson. You’re not even mentioned.’ Welch tossed the newspaper on to his desk, but it knocked over his coffee and the hot brown liquid went everywhere. Welch cursed and mopped it up with the Mail. ‘Fuck you, Terry Greene,’ he muttered.

  




  

    He dropped the wet newspapers into his wastebin, then stood up and bellowed at the dozen or so detectives in the CID room. ‘Right, everyone listen to this, please. Just because we’ve put Terry Greene away doesn’t mean we’ve put a stop to his organisation. Someone’s going to take over from him, so let’s find out who, shall we? You know who his associates are, so let’s put them under the microscope, rattle a few cages, call in a few favours. Let’s keep up the pressure.’

  




  

    Heads nodded, but Welch sensed a distinct lack of enthusiasm. ‘Unless you’ve got anything better to do with your time? And maybe you should all remember that I’ll be signing expense sheets today.’

  




  

    Detectives started picking up phones and pecking away on computer keyboards, trying to give the semblance of productivity. Welch grinned and went back to his papers. At least the Mail had spelled his name right.

  




  

    ∗      ∗      ∗

  




  

    Sam found David Jackson on the touchline, shouting at twenty tracksuited footballers who were running around the pitch, breath feathering from their mouths in the cold morning air.

  




  

    ‘Can see you’ve had your Weetabix, Jacko,’ said Sam as she came up behind him. ‘I thought it was the manager’s job to do the shouting, and the chairman just pocketed the readies.’

  




  

    Jacko was genuinely surprised to see her and kissed her warmly on both cheeks. ‘Samantha, love. Great to see you.’ His smile vanished and his face was suddenly serious. ‘I’m so sorry about Terry, love. Damn shame.’

  




  

    ‘Thanks, Jacko.’

  




  

    ‘Anything I can do, Samantha. Anything. Just ask.’

  




  

    ‘That’s sort of why I’m here,’ said Sam. ‘Can you spare me a few minutes?’

  




  

    ‘Sure. Just let me get the boys started.’ Jacko cupped his hands around his mouth and yelled across the pitch to the footballers. ‘Three more laps, and if your arsehole of a coach hasn’t turned up by then, get a warm-up game started.’

  




  

    Jacko thrust his hands into his overcoat and walked with Sam towards the tunnel that led into the belly of the stadium.

  




  

    ‘The thing is, Jacko, Terry’s got financial problems.’

  




  

    ‘Who hasn’t?’

  




  

    ‘No, real problems. I’ve spent this morning wading through bills, and the bank manager’s been on the phone already asking about the mortgage payments. Like sharks smelling blood.’

  




  

    ‘I thought Terry was well set up.’

  




  

    ‘Yeah,’ said Sam ruefully. ‘You and me both. His stake in the club’s got to be worth something, hasn’t it?’

  




  

    Jacko sucked air through his teeth. ‘We’re not up there with the big boys, Samantha. The money stays with them, there’s no bloody trickle-down economics here.’

  




  

    ‘You’re pulling in the crowds though, Jacko.’ She could hear the desperation in her voice and hated herself for it.

  




  

    ‘It’s not about bums on seats any more. It’s about TV. And who’s going to pay to tune in to see us when they can watch Man U? Look, you’re not the only one with a bank manager on her back – we owe our banks well over a million and a half He shrugged his broad shoulders inside the overcoat. ‘I’m sorry, love, that’s not what you wanted to hear, is it?’

  




  

    Sam sighed. ‘Not really. Terry’s accountant already warned me that Terry’s assets weren’t up to much, but I guess I needed to hear it for myself.’

  




  

    ‘You’ll probably have more luck offloading his nightclubs, that’s what I’d be trying. Or his modelling business. What’s the geezer’s name that Terry was pally with? Locke?’

  




  

    ‘Yeah. Warwick Locke. I’m seeing him this afternoon, after I’ve visited Terry, but he didn’t sound too hopeful on the phone.’

  




  

    Jacko stopped and put his shovel-like hands on her shoulders. He looked at her sympathetically. ‘I’ll ask around, Samantha, see if I can find someone to take the stake off your hands. But don’t hold your breath, girl.’ He cuffed her gently under the chin. ‘You’ll be okay. Terry and you, you’re fighters.’

  




  

    Sam forced a smile and wished that she felt half as confident as Jacko sounded.

  




  

    ∗      ∗      ∗

  




  

    Sam’s high heels clicked purposefully on the tiled floor as she walked across the visiting room. Terry was sitting at a corner table, a red vest over his prison-issue denims, his hands clasped in front of him on the Formica table.

  




  

    Sam didn’t give him a chance to get to his feet. ‘You selfish, self-centred, arrogant bastard. You screwed up your own life, what the fuck makes you think you’ve got the right to screw up mine?’

  




  

    Terry smiled up at her. ‘Fine, thanks. The food’s a bit ropey, but what can you do?’

  




  

    Sam shook her head. ‘This isn’t funny, Terry. You fucked me over big time. Do you want me inside with you, is that it?’

  




  

    Terry couldn’t help chuckling at the thought of sharing a cell with his wife, but he stopped when he saw how upset she was. He stood up and put a hand on her arm. ‘I’m sorry, love. Honest.’

  




  

    A burly prison officer walked by. ‘Sit down, Greene,’ he barked. Terry did as he was told, and Sam sat down opposite him.

  




  

    ‘You walked out of my life, Terry,’ she said, keeping her voice low. The tables in the visiting room were so close to each other that it was hard not to hear neighbouring conversations. A young woman with a toddler was crying and her husband was trying to console her; another prisoner was accusing his wife of always being out of the house when he phoned; an elderly prisoner was asking about his racing pigeons. ‘You’ve no right to do this to me. You should have told me first. Talked to me.’

  




  

    Terry sat back in his orange plastic chair and fixed her with his pale blue eyes. He started counting on his fingers. ‘First of all, I didn’t walk out. You threw me out. Second of all, I didn’t think it’d go this far. Jury should never have convicted me. No motive, no weapon, and a slag for a witness. Case shouldn’t have even gone to court. Wouldn’t have either if it hadn’t been for Raquel. That bastard Welch has had it in for me for years.’ Terry put his hands back on the table and leaned forward. ‘Sam, love, if I’d thought for one minute that I was going to go down, I’d have got this better sorted.’

  




  

    Sam’s eyes narrowed. ‘Fallback position, is that what I am? Fuck you, Terry Greene. Fuck you and the horse you rode in on.’

  




  

    Terry smiled and raised his eyebrows archly. ‘Do you kiss our kids with that mouth?’

  




  

    Sam stood up quickly and heads jerked in her direction but she was too angry to care. ‘You can’t joke your way out of this one,’ she shouted, pointing an accusing finger at his face. ‘I’m not doing it. I’m not doing any of it. You can rot in here for all I care.’

  




  

    Sam gave him one final glare, then turned her back on him and walked out.

  




  

    Terry watched her go, nodding slowly to himself. He heard a soft chuckling sound to his right and he turned to see Chief Prison Officer Riggs revelling in his discomfort.

  




  

    ‘Bit of marital discord, Greene?’ said Riggs. ‘Never mind, you’ll be able to sort it out when you get home – in thirty years or so.’

  




  

    ∗      ∗      ∗

  




  

    ‘How’s the fish, Sam?’ Warwick Locke looked across the table and smiled like a BMW salesman.

  




  

    ‘It’s fine, Warwick. I guess I’m just not hungry.’ She sipped her white wine. The restaurant had been Locke’s idea, an expensive seafood restaurant in Kensington, not far away from his office. It was full of television executives and wannabe celebrities and the waiting staff all had Australian or South African accents and introduced themselves by name before reeling off the specials. Sam had sole and it was overcooked. The vegetables were almost raw and the wine wasn’t as well chilled as it should have been.

  




  

    Locke ordered oysters followed by lobster, and he ate everything with his fingers, occasionally licking them with relish. His big red napkin was tucked into his shirt, his jacket on the back of his chair. He kept turning to look at a blonde waitress with large breasts every time she came close to their table.

  




  

    ‘So what do you think, Warwick?’ asked Sam, lighting a cigarette.

  




  

    Locke raised a greasy lobster claw. ‘Delicious. Want some?’

  




  

    Sam narrowed her eyes. She was sure Locke knew what she meant, and if he was trying to be funny he was failing miserably. ‘About Terry’s stake in the business?’

  




  

    ‘His fifty per cent is worth about five grand. Top whack.’ He sucked noisily at the broken end of the claw.

  




  

    ‘Five grand?’ said Sam incredulously. ‘How many girls have you got on the books?

  




  

    Locke waved the lobster claw in the air like a conductor warming up an orchestra. ‘Just because they’re on the books doesn’t mean that they’re working, Samantha. And fifteen per cent of a catalogue shoot doesn’t amount to much.’

  




  

    The big-breasted blonde waitress came over to their table and leaned towards Sam. ‘I’m sorry, madam, but this is a no-smoking restaurant.’

  




  

    Sam smiled thinly, took a last drag on the cigarette, and then stubbed it out on her barely touched fish. The waitress leaned over to take the plate away, giving Locke an opportunity to look down the front of her chest. She caught him looking and he grinned at her, unabashed, wiping grease off his chin with the back of his hand.
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