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He had two lives; one open, seen and known by all who cared to know, full of relative truth and of relative falsehood, exactly like the lives of his friends and acquaintances; and another life running its course in secret.  And through some strange, perhaps accidental, conjunction of circumstances, everything that was essential, of interest and of value to him, everything in which he was sincere and did not deceive himself, everything that made the kernel of his life, was hidden from other people.

Anton Chekhov  1896 - 1904
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MI5 Headquarters

(Two months earlier)

The telephone in Silvia Gladman's office rang in the middle of her afternoon nap, and she wasn't pleased at being disturbed.  Due to working late the previous evening, which was common practice for her most days, she had taken to power napping every day after lunch.  Sighing heavily, she picked up the receiver.

"Yes!"

When she heard the voice on the other end, she quickly changed her tone and sat bolt upright.

"Yes, Sir, right away, Sir."

Being summoned to her boss's office was always a big deal, and even though she was second in command, she rarely got to see the man, as the majority of contact was usually carried out by email or telephone.  Wracking her brains, she couldn't think of anything she'd done wrong, and there were no terrorist threats on the horizon or none that she was aware of.  Now, Silvia was very intrigued.  Walking into her private bathroom, she splashed her face with water and combed her hair.  Happy with her appearance, she smoothed down her skirt and made her way up to the top floor.  The Director General's office was situated at the far end of a long hallway.  Knocking on the double oak doors, she waited to be invited in.  Unlike conventional offices, there was no reception area, as anyone who was on the top floor was there by invitation only.  When she heard the word enter, Silvia Gladman made sure she was standing straight and then went inside.

"Don't bother to sit, Silvia, this won't take long.  We have reason to believe that confidential information is being leaked from within the building.  It may not be from this department, but wherever it's from, I'm determined to root it out, and God help those responsible.  Pick the best from your team and instruct them to follow these men.  If they frequent any places out of the ordinary or meet any person that appears to be dubious, then I want to know about it."

The Director General slid a piece of paper across his desk and motioned with his head for Silvia to pick it up.

"As you are only too aware, these people are very high profile and anything concerning them is strictly classified."

Her boss then picked up his phone and began to dial; it was an indication to Silvia that the meeting was at an end.  Just as she was about to turn the door handle, he spoke again.

"I don't need to remind you that everything must be carried out strictly by the book.  We can't afford for any slip-ups to occur."

"Yes, Sir, of course, Sir."
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2012

Lucy Urquhart stretched out her arms, opened her mouth wide to yawn and then snuggled back down under the duvet.  The Egyptian cotton sheets that covered her bed were the best that money could buy and so very soft to the touch.  For her entire life, Lucy had lived in total luxury and wanted for nothing.  Even her time spent at university was cushioned when her father purchased a townhouse on one of Edinburgh's finest streets.  The stone-built three-storey Victorian property boasted four bedrooms and three bathrooms.  It was decorated with antique furniture and had a state-of-the-art kitchen.  Any ordinary person would have been over the moon to have such a beautiful place to stay in while they studied, but not Lucy Urquhart.  Lucy craved normality and had dreamed of spending her time in the halls of residence having fun with the other students.  After several arguments, George Urquhart finally relented when his daughter told him that the only way she would move into the property was if she was allowed to rent out the other three bedrooms to fellow students.  George had been involved in politics since his early thirties, and, coupled with inheriting a vast fortune from his father, he wanted his daughter to mix in the right circles and marry into a family befitting his own.  Lucy's mother had passed away when Lucy was just ten years old, and being his only child, George was fiercely protective of her.  He worried that her housemates wouldn't be as refined and could lead her down the wrong path, but Lucy was adamant that she needed the company.  Promising that she would thoroughly vet any applicants, he finally gave in to her demands.  Unbeknownst to George, the vetting never happened, and Lucy had allowed anyone to stay, whenever they wanted.  It wasn't a lie when Lucy said she needed company, but she also wanted to party, and the straight-laced girls from her social circle were not the types she wished to share a house with.  After sixth form and before going to university, Lucy Urquhart had spent two years in Switzerland.  The finishing school was supposed to make a lady of her, but Lucy rebelled at every opportunity.  Leaving the grounds a couple of times each week, she would venture down to the village to buy alcohol and mix with the local girls.  They often asked her to sneak them all into the school, but they were so noisy, and Lucy knew they would be found out in an instant.  She always seemed able to come up with an excuse for them to stay in the village, a village where there were several places to sit and get legless.  Many times, Lucy would only just make it home in time for breakfast and would have to climb through a window so she wasn't seen by the Matron.  On the day she finally completed her course of improvement, Lucy saw the Head smile and clap as George's car left the estate grounds.  At twenty years old, she went on to win a place at Edinburgh University, on a four-year course in politics.  As with most students, partying became a regular occurrence, but she did manage to knuckle down in her final year.  Lucy Urquhart gained her master's degree and much, to her father's pleasure, achieved a good grade.  One thing George hadn't been privy to was the fact that a year into her placement, his daughter had added another subject to her curriculum, one that interested her far more.  Psychology was now her passion, though Lucy hadn't yet plucked up the courage to tell her father.  After Finishing University and taking a six-month break to travel around Europe with her friend Olly, a friend George assumed was female and called Olivia, but who was in fact very much male, Lucy was now living back at the family home.  Manor Lodge on Abbotsbury Road was a magnificent three-story Georgian villa, and Holland Park was a fantastic area to live in.  Neighbouring properties were also home to stars of stage and screen, not to mention the numerous premiership footballers.  Young girls could often be seen walking the streets in the hope of catching a glimpse of their idol, but to Lucy Urquhart, it was nothing special, just the place she'd called home for as long as she could remember.  The expensive antique furniture that filled every room didn't impress her, or the fact that they had a chauffeur and housekeeper, as they had always been in her life, and she never gave them a thought.  Occasionally, when any of her University friends called to visit, Lucy would become embarrassed by the grandeur of their lives.  Her friends were always overly impressed with the splendour and would ask lots of questions, but she would cringe and try to play things down.  Lucy Urquhart was not only physically beautiful, but she also had an inner beauty and kindness that couldn't help but endear her to anyone she met, and her list of friends was vast.  At Manor Lodge, her room, which took over the entire third floor and consisted of a lounge, a small kitchenette, an en suite and of course her sleeping area.  The total square footage was larger than most suburban semi's but Lucy thought little of it.  It wasn't a case of taking what she had for granted or that she was spoilt, which she undoubtedly was, but purely down to the fact that she really didn't care about it all.  Lucy could have lived in a tent, and it wouldn't have bothered her; what mattered to her was people, real people and the lives that they chose to live.

Pulling on her dressing gown and after brushing her teeth, Lucy descended the fine Georgian staircase with a spring in her step.  Her head was filled to bursting point with all that she wanted to do, and she wasn't concentrating.  When she reached the bottom step, she almost bumped into Mrs Sanderson, who had just walked through the door from the basement and was carrying a large armful of flowers.  Norma Sanderson was now in her early sixties and had been born and raised in the East End of London.  Most would never have known it by her polished accent, as she had tried desperately hard to lose her cockney slang over the years and had almost managed to achieve it, except when the odd word would escape from her mouth in a way that only a true cockney would pronounce it.  A plump woman with the soft, warm face of a grandmother, she was the only person Lucy ever turned to when she had a problem.  Never having married, Norma had been employed as the Urquhart's housekeeper since before Lucy was born, and she loved the family dearly.  The day that Sonia Urquhart carried her baby into the house, Norma instantly fell in love with the child.  That feeling had only grown stronger over the years, and she now loved the girl as if she were her own.  Norma had been witness to all the pain and heartbreak that Lucy had gone through when her mother passed away.  Many times in the early days, she had been the only person able to calm the girl when she woke sobbing in the middle of the night.  She had been witness to Mr Urquhart's struggle with his grief while trying to console his child, and it had broken her heart.  It had taken several years for them both to get back on track, but Norma had never doubted that they would.  Now that Lucy had returned home, the house was again filled with laughter and energy, not to mention many, many arguments.

"Morning, Norma!  Is he in the dining room?"

"And a good morning to you, too, Miss Lucy!  Yes, your father has just sat down to breakfast.  Now what would you like to eat, my darling?"

Lucy scratched at her unruly mop of blond hair as if she'd been asked to explain what the meaning of life was.  Several moments later, when Norma, through frustration, was about to walk away.  Lucy at last decided what she wanted.

"Oh, just toast, please, I'm not that hungry.  Norma, did you manage to get what I asked for?"

Norma Sanderson smiled as she handed over a copy of the Daily Mail.  The girl's head was permanently in the clouds, and Norma wondered how she'd ever managed to do so well in her studies.  Lucy slowly walked towards the dining room, and at the same time, she opened up the newspaper and began to scan the classified adverts section.  When her eyes settled on the advertisement, she smiled from ear to ear.  Folding up the paper, she placed it under her arm as she entered the formal dining room.  A vast mahogany table stretched out, and her father was seated at one end.  As with most rich or titled families, a place would have been set for Lucy at the opposite end, but she wouldn't hear of it.  She always made Norma set hers to the right-hand side of her father so that she was close enough to touch him if she wanted to.  Placing a kiss on the top of George's head, she wrapped her arms around him and squeezed.

"Morning, Daddy.  Sleep well?"

George Urquhart lowered his copy of the Times and, with his glasses still perched on the tip of his nose, looked up into his daughter's face.  She was the image of her mother, and his heart would melt whenever he looked at her.  Lucy was his entire world, and without a doubt, he loved her unconditionally.

"Yes, I did, my darling, thank you."

Taking a seat at the table, she poured herself a cup of fresh coffee from the cafeteria.  Not being able or wanting to hide her excitement didn't go unnoticed by her father, and instead of returning to his paper, he studied his daughter's face, trying to work out what she was thinking.  The corners of her mouth were ever so slightly turned up, and he could see she wanted to grin about something.

"You seem in a very good mood this morning, darling?"

"I am.  Daddy, can we have a little chat while we're eating?"

George sighed; he knew that Lucy was after something.  Oh, she always liked to chat, but when she asked to speak to him, he knew trouble could be on the horizon.  Folding up his paper, he placed it onto the table and looked in his daughter's direction.

"Of course we can.  Actually, I did want to talk to you regarding your future.  Now, as you achieved such fantastic results in your master's, well, I was hoping that you would consider going into politics.  A minor post in the house will soon be available, and I wondered if you would like me to put your name forward.  It's only a formality, after all, it's who you know, not what you know."

This wasn't what Lucy wanted to talk about, and the idea of spending her days working in The Houses of Parliament filled her with utter dread.  The day had gotten off to a good start, but she sensed that it was all about to change.

"Look, Daddy, I may as well get this off my chest once and for all."

George didn’t like her tone and had a feeling he definitely wouldn’t like what was coming next.

"I don't and never have wanted to work for the government, and if I'm honest, I only chose politics to keep you happy.  I love you dearly, Daddy, but the thought of spending my days in that dreary old building with all those dull pompous old men, well, I think I'd rather become a nun!"

George Urquhart couldn't help but laugh at his daughter.  He wouldn't deny he was disappointed, but her happiness was more important to him than anything.

"So what do you want to do then?"

"Write a book."

Lucy often had scatter-brained ideas, and this was probably another one.  His daughter was bright, but she also got bored easily, and he didn't think for one minute that she had the dedication to sit and write for hour upon hour.  George desperately tried to stifle a laugh.  He knew his daughter well, and if she thought he was ridiculing her, she would storm out of the room in a temper.

"And what genre might this so-called book come under?"

Lucy knew that with her next sentence, the sparks would start to fly.  Her father had just taken a mouthful of coffee when she began to speak.

"It's about the sex industry, well not exactly the.........."

Suddenly, a fine mist of coffee showered the table.  George began to splutter and cough, which made his face turn red and his eyes water.  Lucy wanted to giggle, but knew that it wouldn't be wise, as it would only inflame the situation.  Waiting for him to launch into one of his lectures, she sat back in the chair and crossed her arms.  As usual, she would allow her father to rant on for a while, and then, when he'd calmed down, she would begin to work on him.

"The sex industry!  Now you listen to me, young lady.  I have not put you through some of the finest schools that money could buy just for you to write a smutty book, and then there's my reputation!  Good lord, the men I work with would have a field day if they got wind of this, let alone the tabloids.  No, I'm sorry, Lucy, but I absolutely forbid it."

George Urquhart was a respectable, upright man who adored his child, but he also cared very deeply about how others saw him.  He had raised his daughter well and had always known that her mother would have been proud of her, but this latest idea of Lucy's was just shocking and unacceptable.  On the other side of the door, Norma Sanderson had her ear pressed tightly against the woodwork.  She smiled to herself when she heard George's authoritarian tone.  Nothing ever changed in this household, and arguments like this had taken place ever since Miss Lucy was able to talk.  As yet, Norma couldn't recall a single occasion when Mr Urquhart had won.

"Daddy, in case you hadn't noticed, I'm all grown up now, and I'm not asking for your permission, but if you would just hear me out, I think you might see it a little differently when you know the whole story."

George's face was now set like stone, and Lucy thought to herself that at times he must put the fear of God into his fellow members of the government.  It was never the case with her, though; she knew that deep down he was just a pussy cat at heart.

"Take your best shot, but I must warn you, Lucy, I won't give in on this one."

Again, she wanted to laugh at how absurd her father sounded, but she didn't.  Standing up from the table and uncrossing her arms, Lucy slowly walked around the room in a relaxed way.  From the corner of her eye, she glanced in her father's direction to make sure she still had his undivided attention, and then she began to talk.

"While I was at university, I saw a lot of things."

"Like what, may I ask?"

"Please, Daddy, don't interrupt.  There will be time for questions when I've finished talking, but until then, will you for once just listen and not keep butting in?  Now, as I was saying, when I was at University, I saw a lot of things.  I always spent the weekends out and about on the streets of Edinburgh.  The nightlife was, well, a real eye opener, I can tell you, and I observed so many of the sex workers plying their trade."

"Good Lord!"

"Daddy, please!  What I witnessed, well, it intrigued me so much that I decided to add another subject to my course work, and a year into my Master's, I enrolled in psychology.  I find it fascinating, and I just want to know why these people choose to do what they do.  Oh, I know some of them have no choice, not if they're mixed up with drugs or crime, but those are not the ones I'm interested in.  The people I want to look into are those who have chosen it as a profession, in particular high-class prostitutes and women who do dominatrix work.  Now I've placed an advert in the Mail and asked for people to come forward and tell me their stories, for a fee, of course."

She could see that her father had gone red in the face for a second time and was about to speak again, but she raised her hand and instantly he was silenced.  Lucy continued to walk around the room, but she now added a slight swagger to her steps.

"I haven't and won't mention my name, and I've also purchased a pay-as-you-go mobile phone, so no one will ever be able to trace me.  If this works out, Daddy, it could be fantastic.  If not, then I wouldn't dream of trying to get it published.  I know this is probably not what you hoped I would choose as a career, and it's not the norm, but haven't you always been the one to say that I'm far from normal?"

Lucy wanted to giggle at her own words, but she held back, even when she saw the glimmer of a smile cross her father's lips.

"Now, do I have your blessing or not?"

Deep down, she had already made her mind up and, seeking her father's permission, was in all honesty just being asked for out of politeness.  At the same time, she hated disappointing him and really wanted his approval, but she also knew the task she was about to undertake wouldn't be an easy one.  With her father on board to provide moral support, it would help her if things became difficult.  George Urquhart sighed heavily and, at the same time, shook his head.

"Lucy, you never cease to amaze me, but then I can remember seeing the same spirit in your mother when I first met her.  No one could ever talk Sonia out of anything, not when she'd made her mind up, and I can see so much of her in you."

For a moment, they were both silent, as they thought about the woman who had been so special and instrumental in their lives and who was so terribly missed.  Even after all these years, just the mention of her name could still reduce George to tears.  Finally, and after a rather large sigh, George Urquhart nodded his head.

"Alright, Lucy, I will give you my blessing, but you have to make me a few promises first."

This little ritual was always part of her getting her own way, and Lucy would promise her father the moon if it would get her what she wanted.  It was another matter when it came down to keeping the promises, and they both knew that.

"Firstly, you will not take any chances.  You will meet these people, if any bother to reply to your strange advertisement, out in the open, where you can be amongst others.  Finally, you will not mention me or anything about our lives, and this is non-negotiable, Lucy."

Lucy flung her arms lovingly around her father's neck.  When she began to shower him with kisses, he started to laugh and playfully acted as if he were fighting her off.

"Thank you, Daddy, and I promise I won't let you down."

"You had better not, my girl!  Now off with you, I have to finish getting ready before my car arrives."

Out in the hall, Norma Sanderson smiled to herself before disappearing back down to the kitchen.  Once more, the little minx had gotten her way, but then she had never doubted Lucy's ability to win over her father for a single moment.  Norma knew that the girl would now set about her task with gusto, and for the next few weeks at least, the house and everyone in it would be in a state of chaos.
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CHAPTER TWO
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By ten am, and when she thought that the house was empty, Norma Sanderson made her way back upstairs to clear the breakfast things away.  Picking up the plates, she saw the Daily Mail lying open on the table, but never one to pry, she closed it and placed it onto the sideboard.  Due to her ongoing bronchitis, she coughed, and the sound seemed to echo around the vast room.  Even after all these years, the house still seemed far too big for just the three of them, and she had often wished Mr Urquhart would find himself a new wife.  Norma had loved Sophie dearly, but even she knew there had to come a point when it was time to move on.  When Lucy had reached her teens, Norma had begun to occasionally drop subtle hints to her employer, but he either hadn't picked up on what she was saying or he just didn't want to hear.  Either way, she now accepted that George Urquhart would spend the rest of his life alone, and it saddened her.  After her father left for the office, Lucy went straight up to her room.  Removing the mobile from her bedside cabinet, she switched it on and sat for the next hour, willing it to ring, but the screen remained blank.  Starting to doubt that anyone would even bother to phone her, she decided to give up waiting around.  Placing the phone into her shoulder bag, Lucy pulled on her coat and made her way downstairs.  Carrying a large tray of crockery, Norma had just walked out of the dining room as Lucy crossed the hall.

"Hello, love!  I thought you'd already gone out."

"I was just about to."

Almost at the door, Lucy Urquhart stopped and turned to face the woman.

"She wouldn't mind about all this, would she, Norma?"

"Who, darling?"

"My Mum."

The question took Norma Sanderson by surprise, and she could feel a lump instantly form in her throat.  Putting the tray down onto a chair, Norma walked over to Lucy and placed her hands on the girl's shoulders.

"Of course she wouldn’t."

Lucy Urquhart smiled, and the housekeeper could see the pool of tears that had begun to form in Lucy's eyes.

"You know something?  Sometimes I can hardly remember what she looked like, and it hurts me so much.  I feel like I'm betraying her, but I'm not, honestly, I'm not."

"Darling, we all struggle with things like that.  If I want to remember my parents, I have to get all my old photos out, as it was so long ago, and memories fade fast, sweetheart.  Remember one thing, you have her love in your heart and that you will never forget.  I only have to look at you and I see her, I suppose it's the same for your father too.  She would have been so proud of you, Lucy and don't you ever forget that.  Whether she would have agreed with this latest little escapade of yours, I'm not so sure, but I do know that she would have been glad that you were doing what you wanted, no matter what anyone else says."

"Thanks, Norma, I needed to hear that."

Norma Sanderson resumed her usual brisk manner to stop herself from crying.

"Right then, young lady, now where are you off to?"

"To the shops.  A spot of retail therapy always cheers me up and I need cheering up at the minute."

"Then best you get yourself off, and if you're planning to stay out all day, don't be late back for dinner, you know how your father worries.  Goodness me, look at the time, I can't be standing here nattering all day with you, young lady."

With that, Norma turned and walked towards the basement door and the sanctuary of her warm kitchen.  Smiling, Lucy stepped out into the fresh morning air.  It took her fifteen minutes to reach Kensington High Street, and just as she was about to enter Musa boutique, her phone finally started to ring.  Desperately, she delved into her bag to retrieve it, but it had already switched over to answer the phone, and just as Lucy suspected, there was no message left.  Now even more depressed, she decided to grab a coffee and think things over.  Making her way to Pret A Manger, Lucy took a seat at one of the outside tables.  When the waitress approached, she ordered a latte and the whole time, even as she placed her order, her eyes never once left the screen of her phone.  Five minutes later, and as if by magic, it suddenly began to ring, and almost knocking over her coffee, Lucy grinned widely as she snatched it up from the table.

"Hello?"

To begin with, there was only the sound of heavy breathing, and she thought there must be a bad connection.  Nervously, she repeated herself.

"Hello?"

"I'm phoning about your advert and I want some information."

Lucy was instantly excited and smiled as she spoke.

"Of course, Sir and thank you so much for calling.  Now what would you like to know?"

"Tell me what you're wearing?"

The smile disappeared from Lucy Urquhart's face, and her brow furrowed with confusion.

"I beg your pardon?  I'm sorry, but I don't quite understand what you mean. Can you......"

"I said, What are you wearing?  Do you have crotch-less knickers on, you dirty bitch?"

Lucy instantly thought back to the conversation she'd had with her father over breakfast and knew that if she was to succeed in this, then she had to be strong, but at the same time, she could feel her face begin to flush.

"Why don't you just fuck off, you disgusting pervert?"

Suddenly, the conversation was no longer private, and passers-by and other customers stopped in their tracks to hear more.  It wasn't usual to hear such language on Kensington High Street, but Lucy didn't indulge the nosy parkers any further.  With her cheeks now glowing a deep shade of red, she pressed the cancel button and threw the mobile into her bag.  The rest of the morning and into the early afternoon dragged by slowly, but there were no more calls.  She browsed the shops for a few hours and every once in a while would check her phone, but still, there was nothing.  Lucy was now wondering if it might have been a bad idea to place the advertisement if she was only going to attract weirdoes.  Finally deciding that it had all been a useless exercise, she decided to give up and make her way home to Abbotsbury Road.  There was only one person she could talk to, though how that person would feel about discussing such matters was another thing.  Norma had always been her rock, and Lucy knew she would try her hardest to help, even though the subject might turn out to be a bit embarrassing for them both.  Climbing the front steps and after closing the imposing front door, Lucy went downstairs into the kitchen.  The old stone steps were noisy, but she didn't bother to call out and let Norma know who was about to enter.  Norma Sanderson was standing over the Aga and stirring one of her famous stews, and swiftly turned when she heard Lucy's footsteps clack across the stone floor.

"Goodness me, you gave me a fright."

"Sorry, Norma."

"You're forgiven, now shall we start again?  Hello, love and how did it all go today?"

Lucy removed her coat and scarf, and Norma could see that the young woman was deflated.

"Not so good, I'm afraid.  It seems that no one's interested in the two hundred and fifty pounds a time that I'm offering."

Laying down her wooden spoon and wiping her hands down the front of her apron, Norma walked over to where Lucy now stood.

"Let me have a look at the ad you've placed."

Norma studied the advertisement for a few seconds and then smiled.  Turning to Lucy, she handed back her copy of The Mail and made her way over to the Aga.

"Love, you've put your ad in the wrong paper, if you don’t mind me saying."

Lucy looked quizzically in Norma's direction, but the woman had her back to Lucy so she couldn't see her face.  Still, the look said, 'Whatever would you know about such things?'.

"How do you mean?"

Still facing in the opposite direction, Norma smiled to herself and once more set down the spoon as she turned to look at Lucy.  Together, the women took a seat at the table, and Norma poured them both a cup of Earl Grey tea.

"Well, for what it’s worth, and it's only my opinion, not that I know anything about such things, you're targeting the wrong market.  The type of people you are after wouldn't read The Mail, The Times or any other upmarket tabloid.  They may entertain high-flying clients and dine in fancy restaurants now and again, but most, I would imagine, would come from a more working-class background."

"Why do you say that?"

"Miss Lucy, sometimes you do come across as a bit naive. I think you need to get more streetwise if you're to succeed with this.  Sweetheart, have you ever heard of a lady or anyone from a wealthy family come to that, choosing to go into the sex industry by choice?  The kind of women who opt to do that for a living do it solely for the money, and if you don't mind me saying, your class of people definitely don't need any extra cash."

"So?"

"Well, I imagine The Evening Standard would attract the sort of women you would be looking for.  It is women you're interested in, I take it?"

Lucy began to laugh. Norma could be so comical at times, and the best part was that she didn't even know it.

"Of course, it's women, Norma, but thanks for your input, and I think you might be right.  I'm starting to realise you really can be a wise old bird sometimes."

"Don't be so bloody cheeky, young lady!"

Lucy giggled as she scooped up her coat and placed a kiss lovingly on Norma's cheek.

"I'm going to place a fresh Ad right now."

"Then, best you go and do it and get out of my kitchen, I do have a dinner to prepare, you know.  I don't know what this world is coming to when I have to spend all my time talking about such things as adverts for the sex industry?  My word, whatever next?"

Lucy Urquhart laughed again and almost skipped out of the kitchen with excitement, but at the same time chastised herself for being so stupid in the first place.  In the quiet of her bedroom, she dialled the telephone number of the Evening Standard and waited with bated breath.  Placing the advert was easier than it had been with The Mail.  The Standard didn't ask any personal questions, whereas The Mail had treated her as if she were a prostitute.  It had taken several minutes of explaining, and not before she'd been put through to the editor, before they had accepted she was genuinely doing research.  When the telephone was picked up by the Standard, it was a different matter altogether.

"Hello, Evening Standard classifieds."

"Oh, yes, hello, I'd like to place a wanted advertisement, please."

"It's fifty pence a word, but that's only a line above and below.  If you want a box, that's another seven fifty."

Lucy was a little taken aback.  She hadn't been asked what the advert was concerning; in fact, the young man on the other end of the telephone didn't seem that interested in anything.  Choosing a box for the most impact, she began to nervously repeat word for word the same advert that she'd placed in the Mail.  When she finished, the young man simply read back her wording, asked for a card payment and then thanked her for her custom.  Lying back on her bed, Lucy stared at the ceiling and could once more feel the excitement begin to build.  Good old Norma always seemed to come to the rescue.  Thinking about it all now, it seemed ridiculous not to have known what was staring her straight in the face.  Problems always had a way of turning out to be far simpler than you first thought they were, if you only took the time to think about them.  Still, she did feel like a bit of a fool for imagining that a sex worker would be so upmarket, but then Lucy Urquhart hadn't bargained on the woman she was soon to meet.
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CHAPTER THREE
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1966

Liam Flanagan arrived in England on March the seventeenth nineteen sixty-six.  The troubles in Northern Ireland were getting worse by the day, and Liam could see that it would soon escalate out of control.  Even though he'd been raised in the catholic faith, he wasn't particularly religious; that said, he had great respect for his brothers in arms and would do anything asked of him if ever called on by the Provisional IRA.  Reluctantly, he knew it was time to leave his homeland if he was to stop himself from getting in too deep regarding the politics of his country.  The morning he set foot on English soil just happened to be St Patrick's day, and just eight days after the Kray's had shot dead George Cornell in the Blind Beggar public house.  The whole of London seemed to be talking about the murder, and Liam was intrigued.  Making his way over to Whitechapel, he stood on the opposite side of the road and looked across at the building.  Flowers were lying on the pavement outside, and Liam wondered what it would feel like to have such a reputation that just the mention of your name instilled fear into people.  He was desperate to go inside The Blind Beggar, but at fifteen years old, he knew he would be told to sling his hook as soon as he walked through the door.  For now, he would have to make do with reading about this particular crime and others just like it in the local paper.  The sixties were a growing time of gangster culture in the East End, and everyone knew someone who was related to, was friends with or even worked for one of the firms.  After weeks of lifting and carrying on market stalls and doing the odd delivery job, Liam finally managed to gain regular work on a building site.  At The Britannic Tower, which is now known as City Point, he was taken on as a labourer.  His Irish accent led him to be called Murphy, Paddy, Mick, Michael and any other derogatory name that referred to the Irish, but Liam ignored them all.  He was there to learn all that he could, and none of it concerned the building trade.  He saw how the heavies would come onto the site every Friday for their payoffs, and he noted everything from the protection rackets to the building materials that disappeared from the site at an alarming rate.  By the time the structure was completed a year later, Liam Flanagan was ready to move up a step.  He was confident and cocky to boot, and seeking out the Richardson gang, he blagged his way into a job as a gofer.  It wasn't what he had hoped for, but at just seventeen, he wasn't in a position to complain.  Charlie Richardson had just been sent down on a twenty-five stretch, and the Kray's would be indefinitely caged two years later for the murder of George Cornell and Frank the Hat McVitie.  Freddie Butcher had taken over the reins since Charlie's departure, but in Liam's eyes, he was weak, and it was just a matter of time before someone bigger muscled in.  That wasn't any of Liam Flanagan's concern as he was only interested in learning the ropes, ropes that would include extortion, long hauling, running the brasses, pornography and setting up businesses with the gaming machines.  By nineteen seventy-six and with his twenty-fifth birthday fast approaching, Liam knew he was at last ready to go it alone.  For the past couple of months, he'd been procuring a few loyal men he worked closely with, and they were all now happy to jump ship.  Things had changed since Charlie's incarceration, and they saw Freddie as nothing more than a prize prat.  A prat, who had, in the last few years, let things slip to such a degree that there wasn't much of a firm left to take over.  What the men wanted and needed was a new leader, someone who was strong and could take them forward into the future and all that it had to offer.  Liam had the sense not to go overboard when it came to stepping on another firm's toes.  Charlie still had contacts on the outside, and Liam didn't want any unnecessary conflict at such an early stage in his career.  Walking away from the failing Richardson Empire meant Liam had to start from scratch, but with all of his contacts, the Flanagan firm was profitable within the first couple of weeks.  Unlike the Krays, who had run their operation from the front room of their family home, business for Liam was carried out at The Nags Head over in Holloway.  Over the years, he had purposely lost his Irish accent and now spoke with a real cockney twang.  He quickly realised that he wouldn't be taken seriously and would even be ridiculed if he sounded like a paddy, not to mention the fact that he could also be branded as a terrorist.  His reinvention allowed Liam to rule the area with an iron rod, and no one dared to cross him.  He lived and breathed business, and there was never any time for women.  In truth, they did little for him and the girls who hung around the firm, to Liam at least, were whores pure and simple.  He was particular about where he dipped his wick, or that was the excuse he used to his men.  In reality, he never wanted a woman, especially one who would try to control him.  Back in Belfast, he had spent his childhood in one care home after another and had also been subjected to abuse by the local priests.  Luckily for Liam, the abuse he suffered hadn't been anywhere near as severe as it could have been.  Other boys in the homes had been raped and beaten to within an inch of their lives, and it wasn't much of a shock when details emerged of several boys committing suicide.  As much as Liam had hated the men pawing him, it wasn't anything that troubled him now, and it certainly hadn't turned him gay.  At school, the girls had always been ready for a kiss and a cuddle around the backyard alleys, but Liam just hadn't been interested.  Now years later, and as his porn empire grew, he had started to take more than a casual interest in the magazines that he was shipping over from Holland and America.  Some were hard-core, and it certainly made for interesting reading.  Finding a like-minded woman to feed his sexual desires was a different matter, but over the ensuing years, Liam did manage to fulfil his needs a few times.  He could have gotten his kicks daily with any of the Brass's that worked for him, but he saw them as slags.  What Liam Flanagan wanted was a good, clean but dirty girl, and even he realised it was a contradiction in terms.  As time passed, he had to admit that the chance of finding such a woman was almost impossible.  He didn't dwell on it too much and instead concentrated his efforts on business.  By the time he reached thirty, he was known as the enforcer, a name he inherited from the original hitman of the time, Jimmy Moody.  Moody had worked freelance for all the major firms in the smoke, but when he was jailed in seventy-nine, the position immediately became vacant.  Too mean to pay another body to carry out his unsavoury work, Liam decided to do it himself, but whereas others were in it solely for the money, Liam Flanagan was sadistic and enjoyed every minute of inflicting pain.  Beatings occurred regularly, and on one such occasion, which occurred by chance, had resulted in a man being tortured so badly that he ended up a crippled vegetable who was unable to even feed himself.  It happened in the backyard shed of the Nags Head.  It wasn't anything to do with another gang member but a small-time thief who had been helping himself to cash from one of Liam's gaming arcades.  Desmond McKeon had found a way of opening up the backs of the slot machines.  A pickpocket by trade, he was quick and left no trace that the machines had been tampered with, but one day his luck just ran out.  Bobby Henson, the arcade manager, had returned early from his tea break and caught Desmond red-handed.  Bobby was a large man and easily able to frogmarch Des around to the Nags Head.  Desmond McKeon had always been a chancer, and even though he knew who owned the arcade, he had decided to take that risk.  Sadly, this would turn out to be the worst day of his life, and when he felt a hand roughly grasp his shoulder, he knew well enough where he was being taken to.  Desmond McKeon began to sweat profusely, and his words were pleading.

"Aye ye caught me red-handed, Pal, but come on, giz a break.  What say we split the cash?"

Desmond's Scottish accent was so strong that Bobby had difficulty understanding the man, but it wouldn't have made any difference either way.  Someone had to pay for the money that had gone missing over the last couple of weeks, and Bobby Henson was damn sure it wasn't going to be him.  Liam Flanagan had taken up his usual morning residence and was holding court with three of his men when the door flew open and Bobby almost threw Desmond inside.

"Found out why the machines have been light, Guv.  This tosser has only been getting his hand in round the back!"

For a moment, Liam studied the man, but he didn't speak.  You always had to be careful that you weren't being set up by the Old Bill.  Desmond's clothes were dirty, and his hands and fingernails were stained from heavy smoking.  When Liam was happy that everything was as it should be, he stood up.

"You little cunt!  So you're the fucking problem, are you?  I've been wracking my fucking brains as to why those machines weren't producing much, and now I find out that some cunt's dared to rob me.  Bobby, take him out the back to my workshop."

Liam's workshop was the old brick beer store that was no longer used.  The firm had taken over the whole of the rear yard, much to the disgust of the landlord, but he knew better than to voice an opinion.  Brian Mason, who ran most of the girls in Soho and who had been in the middle of talking to Liam, suddenly piped up.

"You want me to sort him out, Boss?"

"Nah, you're alright, son, I like to keep my hand in from time to time.  You boys get off now, me and Bobby can handle things from here."

Bobby Henson grabbed Desmond by the scruff of the neck and frogmarched him outside.  The little Scotchman was so frightened that his resistance was only verbal as he pleaded with his captors.

"Please, Mr Flanagan, I'll pay you back.  I promise I will, please don't hurt me."

"Pay me back?  Indeed you will, my son, indeed you fucking will and as for hurting you?  What I'm going to do goes way beyond hurt sunshine."

Desmond again started to plead, and now, through fear, he began to cry.  The pathetic sound instantly grated on Liam Flannigan's nerves.

"What the fuck's he on about, Bobby? I can't understand a word of that scotch fucking lingo?"

As the rest of Liam's men disappeared through the rear gate, Bobby Henson started to laugh at the absurdity of his Boss's words, but he couldn't resist having a joke.

"I think he said something about a kilt, Boss."

Now it was Liam's turn to laugh at Bobby's remark, and for a moment Desmond had a raised hope that he would be let go, but it turned out to be futile.

As Desmond McKeon was hauled into the workshop, he could see by the equipment that it was or had been used to carry out some kind of engineering work.  There were all types of machines, from drills to lathes and even welding paraphernalia.

"Right then, where were we?  Bobby, lift his leg."

When Desmond McKeon started to struggle, Bobby and Liam roughly grabbed him and wrestled his right leg up onto the bench.  Liam forced Desmond's ankle into a large open vice, and without being asked, Bobby quickly spun the handle and closed it up tight.  Desmond was desperate not to get hurt and hopped on one leg in the hope of avoiding it.  It didn't work, and within seconds, a searing pain shot through his body.  As his free foot made contact with the concrete for a third time, it slipped and went under him, and his body fell to the floor.  His foot, which was securely clamped in the vice, was now twisted, and all in the room could hear the sound as his ankle snapped.

"Arrrgh, arrrrrgh!!

"Listen to him cry, Bobby, it's like music to my ears."

Walking over to the oxy-acetylene bottles, Liam turned on the gas and, flipping open his lighter, proceeded to ignite the torch.  The flame burned yellow until he switched on the accompanying oxygen.  As it turned to a bright blue, Liam adjusted the heat setting, and the fierce roar of the power could be heard.  With some effort, he dragged the equipment nearer to Desmond, and the poor little Scotchman began to scream out.

"Please, Mr Flanagan, noooo!!!.  Oh please God no pleaseeeeeeee!!!!"

Liam was oblivious to the begging and pleading.  Placing the torch on the sole of Desmond's shoe, he grinned as he set about the task.  In seconds, the oxyacetylene had cut through the plastic sole of the trainer and made contact with the man's skin.  Now the screams were blood-curdling, but Liam Flanagan didn't even flinch.  He wasn't worried about anyone hearing the screams; people in this neck of the woods kept themselves to themselves, and they were all well aware of who ran the manor and what would happen if they ever crossed the Irishman.

"I can't watch any more of this, boss."

"Don't be a fucking wimp, Bobby, and for fuck's sake shut him up will you, he's doing me fucking head in."

"Please, Mr Flanagan, no, oh no pleaseeeeee noooooooooooo."

With his Boss's order and desperate not to hear the man begging again, Bobby picked up a hammer from the bench and swiftly cracked it against Desmond's temple.  The Scotchman went out like a light, and in all honesty, it was probably a good thing.  Bobby Henson threw the hammer to the floor and started to wretch uncontrollably.  The look of disgust on Liam's face made Bobby walk out of the workshop and into the yard.  As he held onto the wall, the contents of his stomach splashed onto the cement floor.  He didn't know if it was due to the scene he'd just been witness to, or the horrific smell of burning flesh, which mixed with the toxic rubber from Desmond's shoes and now filled both of his nostrils.  Maybe it was a combination of the two, but either way, he had no stomach for it.  Back inside, Liam Flanagan released the vice, and Desmond's twisted, crippled leg fell to the floor.  It had been a while since Liam had flexed his muscles, and to be honest, he was starting to enjoy it.  Thankfully, Desmond was still out cold, but it didn't stop his assailant from continuing his assault.  Liam Flanagan was still angry and set about causing the same damage to the man's other foot.  It couldn't have come at a worse time, as Desmond was just beginning to come around.  Unbeknownst to anyone, the blow to the head had caused damage beyond repair and probably should have killed him.  Unluckily for Desmond, it hadn't, and he would now have to endure even more torture.  Once again, he began to scream out in pain, but the sound was muffled and incoherent due to the brain damage he had just received.
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