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Chapter 1
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Hello again, My Love, I’m going to presume you’re  ready  for  more,  are you completely  mad? So where  were  we?  Oh  yes, our exceptionally confused protagonist, Vicky Sterling was oblivious to where she was  being  taken  when  she gazed solemnly out of the window of  the Mexican cop car as the day was pictur- esquely  turning  into  night.  She  observed the dulling sun  as  it  swiftly  disappeared behind the horizon, and reluctantly accepted that it would  undoubtedly be alm- ost  a  lifetime  until she would have the opportunity to witness  such  an  incredible vision again, if ever again. Vicky  then  realised  that  they were taking her back to the cold, lonely Mexican piss-heads B&B, that she had been so pleased to  be  escorted out of  just a few hours previously,  and now, knowing  there  was fuck  all she could do, slumped back in her seat and  awaited her in- evitable fate.

The vehicle screeched to a halt outside the front entr- ance of  the  cop shop, and  again she had the privilege of unwarranted humiliation as they intentionally parad- ed   her  before  the  people queuing up at the reception desk, those meanies. Vicky avoided looking up, just  in case  someone  in  the  long  line of  people recognized her, she had already been degraded more  than enough, and couldn’t stomach anymore of it. Then, much to her delight! two heavy set Mexican coppers lead her force- fully back to the same complimentary  accommodation that  she  had already spent five days and nights in, and that  irritated  her no end, My Love, I mean, our fed-up Freda,  had  already read all the writing on those walls, knew it all off by heart, for fuck’s sake, and now, wou- ld just really appreciate an upgrade if it wasn’t too mu- ch to ask.

‘Surely you have another room to choose from, don- ’t much care for the view in here?’      

‘No!’  The  heavily  armed  duo answered in unison, prodding her in with their batons.                  

‘Well,  don’t  expect  a  tip or recommendation from me.’ She advised, not knowing how much English they actually  understood,  or  were  prepared  to listen to as they  slammed  the  bars  shut  loudly for effect,  again! Vicky took her usual position on the cold, hard, concr- ete  floor,  and wondered if she would be taken back to the court the following day or if that was the end of the line  for  Vicky Sterling.  All  she  wanted to know was what  they had in store for her, and that her son, Simon was alright, that’s all.

‘Victoria, Aqui Ahora.’ An enormous truncheon be- aring baboon shouted at her through the bars, and alth- ough she honestly did try her best not to, a roar of lau- ghter escaped her, he was a fucking joke, that  fat bast- ard  had  more chance of becoming another member of the  Chippendales than catching a criminal, where  did  they find them? 

‘Give it a rest mate; you’re gonna give ya-self a car-diac-arrest.’  Vicky  snorted,  shaking  her  head at him before he cracked his baton with force across her shou- lder. Now, if that was supposed to bother her, it didn’t, and we know why it didn’t, don’t we, My Love? 

So, she was dragged by the cuffs up the stairs, and into an office  where  an  exceptionally well-dressed man, a right  handsome  cunt if truth be told, was waiting, and was beckoning for her to take a seat in front of him. He didn’t  smile, but  on  the plus side, nor did he have the same belligerent demeanour she had got so accustome- d  to  since  she’d  been banged up. The man was in his mid-forties, and his suit hung well on him, Vicky deci- ded  as  she  sized  him up. He had spiky hair which he had waxed and was fairly fit for a man of his years, de- spite it  being evident that he was refusing to accept his exceeding age.

‘Please take a seat, Miss. Sterling,  I’m Mister Hern- andez,  and  I represent the British consulate.’ He look- ed  up at  her in anticipation of a response, she nodded. She was going to see where the conversation was goin- g  first, for fucks sake, no one had told her anything, so she  wasn’t  about to confess to the ‘little  indiscretion’ some  might  refer  to  as  cold-blooded  murder, which had  occurred  a  few  years previous. Vicky was pretty pleased  though,  the  man  was apparently Mexican by the name, but finally, someone who spoke fluent Engl- ish. 

‘Okay  then,  do  you know why you have been held here?’          

‘Nope, why don’t ya give me a clue?’               

‘You are to be extradited to the United Kingdom an- d arrested on suspicion of murder.’       

‘Are you having a bubble? I’ve not murdered anyon- e, so please do level with me, what’s  this  really abou- t?’ 

‘You are to be taken back to the United Kingdom  to be arrested on suspicion of murder, you must  sign the- se papers or you will be transferred to a Mexican peni- tentiary, and from there I won’t be able to assist you.’ 

‘Look,  I’ve not murdered anyone, so why don’t you tell me exactly what’s happening here.’     

‘You  are  going  to be to be extradited to the United Kingdom  and arrested on suspicion of murder.’ He re- peated irritatingly.                       

‘Okay, okay, so  firstly  what  will happen to my son if I go along with this charade?’ She posed. Vicky  was no dumb blonde; he obviously wasn’t going to  divulge any  more  than that,  and so she considered that it  was probably  the  best  option for her sixteen-year-old son. Those bastards had finally caught up with her, and  she had no choice but to take it like a man, so to speak! 

‘Miss Sterling, this really is the best thing for you ... ...sign  the papers so that I can get you on that plane in the morning, the British prisons are far less brutal  than the  ones here in Mexico. We can deport you first thing in  the  morning; you will be extradited to your country by  myself, and arrested as you land  in London. Simon will also be on that plane as he is under eighteen, how- ever, you will not be permitted any contact with him... .....’ Of course,  Mister  Hernandez was in the know of the diminutive mishap, and all she could do at that poi- nt  was  trust  that  he was offering her  the best option, what other choice did she have? She was well and trul- ly  fucked,  and now she had to accept it. Although she had  believed that Simon and she would be safe in Me- xico, she apparently didn’t comprehend that the autho- rities  would be that  slippery, but how the hell did they find  her? Vicky leaned back in her chair; holding onto her chin, her eyebrows screwed up over her eyes as she contemplated  her options, even  though  she hadn’t  in reality, been given any options to contemplate, but mo- re  importantly, she had to decide if  Mister Hernandez could  be  trusted,  after all,  Vicky  Sterling  trusted no one.             

‘You  must  take  this option,  Miss Sterling, do it for your  son. You will be tried there and your son will  be able to visit you under  the humanitarian  rights British soil offers.’ Vicky eventually and reluctantly tilted  her head forward, she accepted the score.     

‘Will I be allowed a phone call to tell  my son what’s happening?’ 

‘I  have  been  to see Simon this morning at his place of work, very nice boy.  Everything has been explained and  he  has  said that  he hopes you take this option. If you  agree, Simon will  be transported in a separate car in  the morning and taken to the airport;  I will call him when I leave here. So your answer is yes, is it?’

‘You saw my boy?’  Her  hand  instantly  found  her neck  as  she fought with the suffocating lump that had swiftly found its way up and lodged deep into the back of her throat. ‘Is he okay?’        

‘He’s fine.’     

‘Please  tell  him I  love him very much, and will see him soon.’       

‘I  will,  Miss Sterling;  he  had  asked me to tell you the  same.’  His face began to mellow for the first time. ‘I  will  see you  in  the  morning. I will arrange for the officers  to  allow  you  to  take a shower and  be given clean clothes, please take advantage of this.’

‘I will.’  She  watched him  leave, and no sooner had he exited the office two female sows collected  her and escorted  her  back downstairs to a curtain-less shower, pushing a  rancid  towel, a bar of pubic hair, and a grey tracksuit into her hands. Vicky began to undress as one openly stared at her naked body. 

‘Do I have different body parts to you?’ Vicky dem- anded,  frowning heavily and twiddling her  finger in a circular motion for her to turn around, and give her so- me fucking privacy. The bitch refused to move and co- ntinued  to  look up and down Vicky’s naked body in a truly pitiable attempt to intimidate her,  for  fucks sake, she  would  have  to  do a lot better than that, wouldn’t she! The tepid water felt exhilarating as she made extra quick  time cleaning off  the  bar of soap and rubbing it into  her long blond, now matted hair and over her ran- cid body. Who knew how long she would be allowed to stay there? Vicky could never have imagined somethi- ng so ordinary could feel so good, but the water  rushi- ing over her aching muscles was making her feel ever-so-slightly human again. 

‘Enough!’  One ordered.  Vicky  stepped  out,  pated herself down with the soiled towel, and put on fresh cl- ean clothes, they also felt wonderful. She was led back to her cell and lay down to sleep.

When you chose hope, anything’s possible!
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Chapter 2
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Vicky imagined Simon, his beautiful smile, his dark  almost  black eyes, and his strong frame as he sat in  the  courtroom  where  she would  be tried. She was made  up,  knowing it  wouldn’t be long before she got just a glimpse of him, she was well aware that  she wo- uld not be able to hold him, or kiss him, but just  to see his face again would be enough for now.       

‘Sterling,  out  now!’  Vicky  bolted  upright, rubbed her eyes, massaged her sore muscles, and got to her fe- et  using  the  wall  for assistance.  It was still dark out; the cleaners hadn’t passed on their rounds so she knew it  was  early.  She  pursued  the officer to the desk and collected  her  belongings.  Vicky  was  handed her bra back which she hastily put on under her sweat  top, she was given back her heart pendant which Charles her ex had given her, her gold twist earrings which Simon ha- d  bought  for  her one birthday,  and the gold diamond ring  which  Nick,  Simons father  had given to her as a pitiable  attempt  of  an apology for the murder of their unborn  child.  They offered  her belt back, but she told them  to  keep it, she was wearing a tracksuit, honestly, for Christ’s sake!

Hand-cuffed  behind her back, Vicky was led by her wrists out  to  the front of  the building and bolted  into an unmarked car.

‘Good  Morning  Miss Sterling, are  you ready?’ She looked around at  Mister Hernandez  sitting in the front passenger  seat.  He  was smiling at her, but she was in no mood for pleasantries. 

‘Has Simon been picked up?’ She asked without bo- thering  to  answer his  fucking  ridiculous question, of course she wasn’t  bloody ready, would anyone be rea- dy if they were on their way back to the U.K to be ban- ged up for God knows how long?      

‘Yes, your  son is being dropped at  the airport as we speak.

‘And where will he be taken to?’       

‘Simon, I  believe has arranged for his Grandparents to meet him at the Gatwick airport.’             

‘Oh, okay, thanks.’  Vicky  settled  back  in  the seat and  stared  out of  the window as they  headed  for the Cancun airport. She was not looking  forward to where her  life  was going  to take  her this time, not one little bit,  but  felt  a strong sense of  relief  that she had seen her  gorgeous  boy that  far,  got  him to the age that he would  not  end up a foster care victim. Doing a runner for the past two years had been the best thing she could have  done  for  her boy, no bastard  could put him into the  screwed  up  system where some sick nonce would undoubtedly  take advantage of him, ask yourself, how far would you travel to protect someone you love? They  had  enough  family  back in London who would make  sure  that  he was alright; Vicky had no doubt in her mind about that one. Although they referred to the- m  as  family,  none of  them  were  biologically blood-related,  but  they  had  bonded together in the year that they all spent in the woman’s refuge, sixteen years pre- vious, her friends, their children,  and their new partne- rs.  They  were the only family Simon and she had, and they loved them all dearly.

Arriving at the airport; Mister Hernandez escorted her from  the car; fortunately, she was not paraded through crowds of  ogling nosey bastards, but  was  taken up to the  airplane  via a back entrance. They predictably  sat next  to  each other  in  the  back row, and now she had been cuffed to the seat.       

‘Here you are.’ He smiled kindly, as he laid  his jac- ket over the cuffs to avoid any humiliation, but  she di- dn’t really notice, nor particularly care, she was far too busy  stretching her  neck  as  the  passengers  boarded, hoping  that  she could get a  glimpse of  her baby. Her throat felt as though she had walked for days through a desert storm as she watched each  person wander down the aisle and take a seat.

‘I’m sorry,  Miss Sterling,  Simon  is  being seated in the  front of  the  plane,  and you will not be able to see him.’ Hernandez informed her compassionately.  

‘Call me, Vicky; we’re going to be stuck here togeth- er for hours, and Sterling grates on my very last nerve’     ‘Okay.’                                                               

‘Do you know what this is really about? I mean, why you are really taking me back to England.’ 

‘Yes I do, Vicky.’             

‘Hmm, do you have children, Mister Hernandez?’

‘You can call me, David, and yes I do, I have  a  son about Simon’s age.’ 

‘What will happen to me, David?’     

‘When  we  touch down at  Gatwick,  I will pass you over  to  the authorities, they will take you to a holding cell until your court date, I believe that has been sched- uled  for  about a week’s time. You’ll  not be put on re- mand  as  this case  has been open for a long time. You will be in front of a crown court and jury for a decision to be made, and I really don’t know after that.’ He smi- led again.      

‘I didn’t mean to do it. You see, the day my boy was born I vowed I would protect him with my life, and th- at’s  just what I did, you would protect your son, woul- dn’t you, David?’        

‘I don’t  think any of  us really  know how far we can be pushed to protect  our children, Vicky, but my advi- ce to you is, don’t sit back and leave it up to the jury to make  a decision,  you need to get a good attorney, any evidence that you can gather for your defence, and wit- nesses, get as many witnesses as you can, your son can help  gather  this, and work  alongside your solicitor as you  won’t  be  able  to  do much from the holding cell. Look,  Vicky,  you need to think really carefully, think of  anything and  everything that will  help you in your case.  I am  not  supposed to be saying this to you but I can tell you’re not all that bad.’

‘Thanks, David, now I’ll have the red wine when the stewardess comes past.’       

‘Very funny.’ He laughed, all smiles again. ’Try and get your head down, we have a long flight ahead.’

‘Could you do one last thing for me so that I can sle- ep?’      

‘It depends.’ He looked anxiously at her. 

‘Could  you  find out if  my boy’s  definitely  on this plane?’                 

‘I  shouldn’t, but  I  have the feeling you won’t settle until you know.

‘Cheers.’ She smiled. A short while  later, as a stew- ardess  passed  Mister  Hernandez did as promised, and asked her to check the boarding list, she confirmed that Simon  was on  the plane, and with that in mind, Vicky settled down and fell into a deep and peaceful sleep.

––––––––
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The longest journey you can take, is towards your destiny!
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Waking, she presumed that she had been out of it for  a  long time when she finally opened her eyes. She had dreamt about the time when Simon and all of  their friends  had a pool party, drinking wine and prating ab- out. It was an amusing dream, and she realized that she had  woken  up  still  smiling, well, that was before she felt  the  cold cuff  on  her wrist and reality slapped her unforgivingly in the face. She looked next to her at Da- vid; who was grinning widely.

‘Good sleep?’           

‘Yes,  I  had  an  awesome dream.’ She stated before he did, and hoped that he hadn’t presumed that she had some sort of naughty one.      

‘I didn’t think anyone could sleep that well on a pla- ne, you’ve been asleep for nearly six hours.’ He smirk- ed.

‘Yeah, well, when you’ve been sleeping like a poun- d  dog on a cold concrete floor, in a six by eight for the past five days and nights, this is luxury. What have yo-u  been doing  to  pass time, it  must be a right bummer for you being stuck on a plane for this long?’ 

‘I’ve  been  reading a l ittle, and watched a couple of films.’ He told her still grinning. She liked his smile, it was kind of  turning her on, but  then again,  she hadn’t had a shag for over two years!

‘What did you watch, Con-air?’         

‘No, Homeward Bound.’  David  laughed loudly. He had an infectious laugh, and Vicky  laughed along with him.

‘This  really  is  surreal,  here I’m cuffed and on my way to  the  slammer, and  I  can’t  say that  I’m having the worst time.’ 

‘If you don’t mind me saying, you are one intriguing girl, Vicky, in all the eighteen years that I’ve transport- ed people, I can honestly say that I have never had suc- h a relaxed flight.’

‘This  is your captain speaking, please remain in yo- ur  seats and  fasten your seat belts, we will  be landing in  Gatwick  London in approximately ten minutes, the weather is five degrees and raining, but then this is En- gland!  We  hope that you have enjoyed flying with us, and we look forward to you flying with us again soon.’

They remained on the plane until all of  the other pass- engers had departed; Vicky was then escorted, and ha- nded over to three uniformed cops.     

‘Take  care,  Vicky,  and  just  remember what I told you.’ David advised.

‘Thanks,  David.’  She  returned  the smile. The filth loaded her into the back of another meat wagon, which she  was getting  more than accustomed to, hooked her cuffs  to  the seat in  front, and sped off down the road, with sirens screaming as if it was some fucking emerg-ency!

Following a ninety-minute drive; they arrived at a met- ropolitan station where she endured two gruelling hou- rs  of  questioning,  regarding the homicide of someone she had once lived next door to.           

‘I don’t  know  what you’re  talking about, I’ve been in Mexico, having a long holiday with my son, I  thou- ght  that  I’ve  been brought back here because of some discrepancy  in  my  visa, which I’ve been waiting on.’ She lied.  Of  course  she  lied, she  had no intension of making  their  job  easy  for them.  The two C.I.D guys who couldn’t have been more similar to the Laurel and Hardy  duo,  one  fat  and one thin, you get the picture, they  were  the  spitting  image but without the bow tie. Anyway,  those  two  were getting  tired, and she could sense  irritated,  but  she was not going to openly admit to some fucking murder, it was their job to prove it!         

‘Right, come with us.’  Laurel  ordered. Vicky follo- wed them through a long passageway to a room which looked  like  a laboratory, was told  to undress down to her  bra and  knickers,  dear  God,  she’d  been made to undress so many times in the  past week that at  her old profession  she  would  be  worth a nifty  £600 already. She was then told to disclose any scars and tattoos wh- ich she might have, look into an optical machine which she assumed was to take a scan of her retinas, they we- ighed and measured her petit five foot two frame, swa-bbed the inside of her mouth, and lastly took a piece of her long blonde hair from her  head. When they had fi- nally  finished  treating  her like a lab rat, they took her back  to  the  interview  room for  more, incessant,  and exhausting questioning.

‘Look,  Victoria,  we  have  your D.N.A  now, you’ll not  get  away with this. The night after the murder you and your son absconded for Mexico, a little too coinci- dental wouldn’t you say?’     

‘No, I would call it unfortunate timing.’ She grinned frustratingly,  looking  at  both of them in the eye, they didn’t bother her, and they needed to know it. ‘So what you’re  saying is that all you have to go on is circumst- antial evidence, you have brought my son and I, all the way back to this shit hole of a country on no more than circumstantial  evidence!’ She quizzed smugly leaning forward  to  get a closer look into their faces, they think they can detect a liar, well detect away! 

‘For  now  yes, but  it  won’t be long before we have you bang to rights, and if you continue to  refuse to co- operate  with  us, we  will make sure that your sentence is considerably harsher.

‘Okay, well  I’m  getting  a  little tired now, can you show me the way to my cell, please?’  She held a strai- ght face as she studied the  bemused expressions on th- eirs,  waiting  for  Laurel to scratch his head and Hardy to play with his tie. Vicky was under no misapprehens- ions  that  there would be any chance of being released anytime  soon, not only was she under arrest for murd- er, she had also absconded; so was now categorized  as a  major  flight  risk. Being the smart arse that she was, knew  she  would  have  to  just  see it through, but she would  have a little  fun  along  the  way, what else did they expect? She wasn’t about to help them, those pes- ky boys.   

‘We have not finished with you yet.’         

‘Well  I  think  we  have  covered all that needs to be said  for  one  day, why  don’t  we all get an early night and  chat  again  tomorrow, oh and I’m going to need a brief  before we go on any further with this investigati- on,  here, this  is  my  son Simon’s number, if you give him a  ring, he will get it organized, thank you so muc- h.’  Vicky  scribbled  Simon’s Mexican mobile number down  on  the  top of  a  piece of paper Laurel had been taking notes on, she was certain Simon  would have his mobile on,  he  was a teenager after all.  She folded her arms  high onto her chest just so that there was no mis- understanding  that  they  may have with regards to her wanting  to  answer  any  further questions.  Laurel and Hardy nodded reluctantly at each other and  terminated the  tape  recording.  She  was shoved into a cell with a large,  blue, metal  hatched door, a concrete bench with a  plastic-covered  mattress.  Yes, My Darling, this was England, she actually had a soft mattress, it even  had a toilet  and  small  sink!  Luxury,  she thought to herself, she could  have  a  crap in peace with no one watching, wash her  hands, face and neck and get comfortable on the  makeshift  bed.  She  did  just that, closed her eyes and fell asleep almost instantly.

Assuming it was approximately seven in the morning when she was rudely awoken, estimated by the time of year, and  the  light  that  she essentially had seeping in through the small,  barred window above her head. The hatch  opened and she was ordered to approach the do- or. Hardy held it open for her. If he had to swear an oa- th,  he  liked  the  girl, found her quite amusing without being  an arse-hole  like  most of the villains he had the pleasure of  interrogating. Despite his forty-three years on the force, found himself  believing that this one was no  more of  a  cold-blooded murderer than he was, but at  the  same  time,  there was no doubt that she had in-fact  killed  the  neighbour.  He would bet on his wife’s life though that the tart had asked for it, he had worked on  that  case for  the past two years, read the extensive inventory of  nuisance that surrounded that Alison girl, and  it  was endless.  He had met sorts like her on more occasions than he would like to remember, the scraggy tramps on  the  witness  protection  act who abused  the system for their own ill-gotten gains, and  that one  had abused  the  power to get away with more criminal acts than  the  scum bags  she had snitched on, and had sent down.  Laurel on  the  other  hand  was only capable of comprehending  that if someone committed a crime th- ey  should  be  punished,  there  were  no boundaries or variations of  the law,  no matter how far someone was pushed, and  he  for  one  was  going  to make sure that this  murderer  was  going down,  besides, he was after more  brownie  points with  the chief, and was going to get them. 

‘Victoria Sterling, follow us.’ Laurel demanded.

‘And good morning, to you too.’ She smiled, intentionally frustrating the hell out of  him, she would get absolutely no enjoyment making it easy for the two badges, and at the end of the day, what  did she have to lose? They had no influence on the trial, and if  pissing these two dick’s off along the way gave her the slight- est  bit  of  entertainment, that’s exactly what she’d do. Vicky led the two men back to the interview room wh- ere  they  had already spent over five hours in and took her  seat.  On  the  desk in  front of  her sat a welcomed cup of tea and a slice of English toast.

‘Is that for me?’ She motioned  her eyes towards the items.          

‘Yes.’ Hardy opened his hand out for her to eat.

‘Resuming the  interview  at  seven-thirty-seven A.- M.’ Laurel voiced into the recorder on the desk  before she had had a chance to finish her toast. 

‘Is  there  any chance of  a  cigarette?’ Hardy pushed his box and lighter across the table at  her without sayi- ing a word, as Vicky ignored the running tape.

‘Miss Victoria Sterling, can you tell us again clearly and  for  the  benefit  of the tape why you and your son made a  new life  in Mexico leaving behind your home and belongings?’                              

‘Yes, like I said yesterday, I took my son on holiday and we loved  the country so much  that we decided  to stay.’                  

‘Leaving everything you own?’                        

‘Well you see, that’s just it, I own the house outrigh- t, and I knew that  it would still be there when we deci- ded to come back.’                         

‘And  it  just  happened  that you decided to leave on the  following  night of  the  murder of  your next-door neighbour?

‘I know, what a coincidence, oh well, that  bitch wa- sn’t exactly people's favourite cup of tea; it was inevit- able  that  someone  would  fuck  her up at some point. The  confusion I  have  is  why you would  think it was me, you  have my measurements and  presumably hers, how could I have possibly murdered that fat prick?’ 

‘It is always possible, Miss Sterling.’                    

‘Look if you want this interview to continue,  then  I strongly suggest  that  you call me by my name and not my parents, I told you this yesterday.’   

‘Okay, Victoria.’ Laurel nodded.                          

‘It’s  Vicky;  do  I  resemble  a  pissing queen in any way?  She  stared  hard at  him as he sighed loudly and looked  down at  his folded  hands.  ‘Now,  as  I said to you  both  yesterday,  I  would  like you to get in touch with  my  son to arrange for a brief, have you done that yet?’

‘Yes,  I  spoke with  him last night; he’s arranging it today for you.’

‘You spoke to him, how did he sound, is he alright?’ All Vicky needed to know was that her boy was Okay, and appreciating that, Hardy’s tone altered immediate- ly.        

‘He sounded fine, Vicky; he seems like a very sensi- ble young man.’                                            

‘He is.’ She told them conceitedly. ‘When will I  be able to see him, it’s been a whole week now?’  

‘You cannot see him, but you are  still  allowed your one phone call, would you like to call him today?’

‘What do you think?’                                            

‘I will  arrange that for you in a few hours if you co- operate.’ 

Another two hours, three cups of tea, five of  the copp- er's  cigarettes  later, she was finally allowed her phone call.  Vicky  dialled  Simon’s  Mexican mobile number and  listened  as  it  rang, oh please answer sweetheart, pleaaase. Her entire body had tensed up, her palm was sliding on the hand-piece with the perspiration, and her heart  was  beating  loud  enough  to burst an ear-drum.

‘Hello.’ Simon answered and she struggled to respo- nd.           

‘Oh, my baby.’                                                    

‘Ma, is that you?’                                                  

‘Yes, Gorgeous, it’s me, how are you, are you okay- ?’

‘Yeah,  Ma,  I’m  fine,  I’ve just got off the phone to the brief, he’ll be going to the cop shop  this afternoon.

‘I don’t care about that; I just wanna know that you- ’re okay.’         

‘Ma, I’m okay, I went to see  Aunty Amanda yester- day, she gave me dinner and said I could stay the nigh- t, but I wanted to go ‘ome, so she give me a lift.’

‘So  are  you  able to stay in our home,  Gorgeous, is everything alright with it?’                          

‘It’s  all  good,  very  dusty,  the gardens overgrown, and the pool needs refilling but nothing major.’

‘Look,  Sweetie,  I  don’t  know  how long I have on this  phone  so  you’ll  have  to  keep in  touch with the brief to know what’s going on. I  love you so very mu- ch,  Gorgeous, you  take  extra special care of yourself, and  remember all  of  our friends will be there for you, they’re our family.’                       

‘I know, Ma, don’t  worry ‘bout me, take care of ya-self, I love ya too.’

‘Of course, I’m gonna worry about ya, it’s  the  only thing that  keeps me going.’ She sighed into the phone, and he knew it was true. 

‘You’ll be okay, Ma, I’ll make sure of it.’             

‘I know, Gorgeous. I love you.’                            

‘I love you too, bye, Ma.’                          

‘Bye, Son.’  She  replied with an unmistakable rattle in  her  voice.  She  listened  to his mobile click off and stood numbly, clutching the receiver to her heart.

‘Come on,  Vicky, time’s up.’  Laurel  told her as he wrestled  with  the  phone from her clenched fist. ’You need to go back to your cell now; you’ll be called whe- n  your  brief  gets  here.’  Vicky nodded, and followed him  to  her  ‘room.’  She laid back down on her plastic mattress,  hands  behind  her neck, she was filled to the brim  with a  sensation of  contentment, she had finally heard  her  boy’s  voice,  and  yes, he did sound alright, she should have known that  he was more than capable of  dealing  with  it. Simon was  surrounded  by a huge family  who all  loved  him,  and it was unquestionable that they would look out for him.  She  played over and over in her mind, their far too brief conversation, conv- incing herself that he sounded alright. Vicky rolled ov- er  in her mind her son telling her that he loved her and that was all she needed to keep her from seriously losi- ng  the  plot.  She made herself comfortable once more and  began  to  read some of the amusing quotes which people  had considerately  written on  the  walls for the next unfortunate bastard to get banged up, and awaited her brief’s arrival.

––––––––
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Aware that this was the calm before the storm, but that bitch was ready to take on a hurricane!
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Chapter 4
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Vicky Sterling’s cell was opened, waking her up. She  looked  over to see  Laurel and Hardy  again, they were  beckoning  for her to follow them. Clumsily  she rose to her feet in a state of between asleep and oh wh- at the fuck now! And trailed them back out into a diff- erent room where her brief was sat waiting. She recog- nized him instantly from one of  Simon’s father’s court cases and recalled Nick telling her that he was a barris- ter.  ‘Oh shit Simon, you’re the fucking best!’ She mu- mbled  under  her  breath,  before taking his hand as he introduced himself.

‘Hello,  Miss  Sterling,  I  am your defence-barrister, Mister  Chaplain.’  He was an exceptionally large man, she’d  estimate  six-two,  vast,  but  his  frame  was not over-weight,  he had greying hair at the sides of his he- ad,  large  features  yet a  calm,  refined manner, which didn’t  coincide  at  all  with  his structure. He was let’s say  the  crème  de  la  crème of the defence world, and Vicky admired him for that. 

‘It’s very nice to meet you, but please call me, Vick- y; The Sterling’s are my parents.’                 

‘Yes, I  have  had  the pleasure of being in court with Judge  Sterling  on  many  occasions.’  He smiled in an attempt  to  impress her in some way or another, it did- n’t. She nodded, despite just discovering that her father had  finally  made  judge,  she hadn’t  spoken to him in years.

‘Now could  I  have time alone with my client pleas- e?’ Mister  Chaplain stretched his large hand out in the direction of the door, as they both watched  the two old Bill disperse. Chaplain studied  the girl for a while, she looked nothing like her parents but she was unmistaka- bly  well-bred,  that  was without a doubt. The way she held  her  head, walked  with  a  high straight back, and possessed natural manners most of his clients were vo- id  of,  but  how  on  earth could she be a murderer, she just didn’t fit the bill?

‘Now, Vicky, as  you  are aware, you are going to be charged with premeditated murder, I am here to facile- tate  but  you  have  to be entirely honest with me at all times. Nothing you say to me will leave this room, you will  however  be  recorded on my Dictaphone, but that is  just  so  that  I will be able to begin to put together a case  when I get back to my office, is that satisfactory? Now the first question I will ask you is;  did you murd- er your neighbour, a Miss Alison Sonia Pierce?’ Vicky began  to wriggle her arse in the chair for a while, atte- mpting  to  get  comfortable  with  the extremely direct question, she was not prepared for that.

‘Vicky, you must be honest with  me,  pre-meditated murder carries up to twenty-five years imprisonment, I am sure that you must be familiar with how things wo- rk  with  your  father being a judge, but I will of course be  fighting  for  a shorter sentence if you are willing to plead guilty. I am here to help you and get you the lea- st  amount  of  years  possible,  but it is imperative that you work with me and trust me.’  

‘Yes, I believe I did kill her.’   

‘Would you say in your opinion, it was  pre-meditat- ed murder, manslaughter, or self-defence?’

‘Hmmm,  well  I  suppose  you could say it was self-defence as she attacked my son, but it wasn’t deliberat- e, I mean, I didn’t mean to kill her, that wasn’t my init- ial intention.’                       

‘Okay, Vicky, let’s go through each account of what happened that afternoon, is that alright with you?’ 

‘Yes.’ What other fucking option did she have, hon- estly?  She  just hoped he was half as good as Nick had boasted.                               

Three and a half hours later, but which seemed more like  eight,  they  had  covered  every diminutive detail, every thought, every sight, smell, sound, things the sla- g  had  done  in the past, and presumably almost every- thing  Mister  Chaplain could possibly need to make an excellent case.

‘Now, Vicky, I  understand  that you are going to be moved  tonight  as  your  first  hearing is scheduled for next  week,  Wednesday  the  eighteenth,  they   cannot hold you here for more than seventy hours, and it wou- ld  be  a waste of time for me to request bail because as you  are  aware you are a  flight  risk. I will not see you again  before the trial  but will be at the Old Bailey one hour  before  the case to go over anything else that you may have remembered before the hearing. The primary hearing will be to listen to the plea and for the prosecu- tors  and  myself  to  make  our  opening cases.’ Mister Chaplain explained as he put away his papers and Dic- taphone into his case and zipped it up.     

‘Okay,  Thanks,  eerm,  Mister  Chaplain, how long do you think I’m looking at?’                    

‘You are facing anything between fifteen and twen- ty-five years of imprisonment, Vicky because you abs-conded  as  well,  and because of this the judge will not be lenient on you, however, I will do my absolute best, let’s hope for the former rather than the latter.’

‘Will  you  keep  in touch with my son, you know so that he’s up to date with what’s going on?

‘Absolutely,  and  I  am  sure  that  he will be able to assist with  any  further  information that  I might need, very bright boy you have there.’ 

‘Yes,  he is, thanks.’  Vicky  took his large, warm hand and watched as he exited.

So, shortly after being shown back into her six by eight, two uniformed Bobby’s took her out through the back of  the  station,  pushed  her into the back of a car, and drove a fifteen-minute drive to a large brick build- ing  with  no  markings on  the  outside.  On arrival she found herself being excessively manhandled out of  the car  with  what  Vicky  decided was unnecessary force, instantly  flicking  a switch on her fuse box, you know, that  moment  where  you  just  can’t  take the rudeness anymore.

‘Oy, you  fucking  cock-sucker,  who the hell do you think  you’re  manhandling like that?’ She snarled, tre- mbling with the barely contained  rage  bubbling inside her."

‘A murdering little bitch, that’s who.’             

‘I’d sooner be a murderer than a fucking piece of sc- um like you, now get your fucking hands off me!’

‘Shut up, you little bitch.’       

‘You’re the only bitch here.’ She gave him a wither- ing  once-over  as  she  shook her  wrists free  from his grip.  The filthy bastard tried to grab her again, but she deftly swung her cuffed hands out of reach and carried on  walking  beside  him, her glare sharp enough to cut steel.   

’Where the fuck do you think I’m gonna go, the gat- es are locked, knob head?’

Once inside, he slid her paperwork through the slot to a  very  round woman stationed behind a fortified glass counter  and  promptly disappeared  from sight.  Vicky was  handed  another  fetching  tracksuit, three pairs of unnecessarily  massive paper knickers, a stack of scrat- chy  bedding, some flimsy slip-on pumps, and escorted to  a  single  room.  The 'room', if you could call it that, was  furnished  with nothing but a metal bed topped by a  wafer-thin,  stained  mattress, a  battered desk, and a high,  barred  window  positioned  for anyone standing eight feet tall. This bleak little box would be her  home for  the  next  six  days  until her hearing. With nothing better to do, she resolved to recall every scrap of useful information for her case, jotting down notes in  furious determination."

––––––––
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And, here we go again!
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Chapter 5 
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Look, My Darling, I’m not going to fanny about too much with  the  court case at hand because otherwise it would take up the entire book, after all, it is a case reg- arding a murder, and we all know they can  drag on, so let’s just get to, it shall we? 

Okay, so it had been a gruelling six days; Vicky’s barrister  had  been  to see her despite advising her that he wouldn’t  be  able to. There were details that he had needed to go over, things that Simon was unsure about. Vicky  had  absolutely  succumbed  to  the fact that she was facing time inside but what was really burning her arse  more  than  a four-foot flame, was that she had no idea  how  long  she  was  looking  at. Vicky had asked Mister  Chaplain  again on  his last visit but the answer had been the same. Anything  between  fifteen  and life. 

That  was  a fucking vast spectrum in Vicky’s opinion; it’s not fifteen to twenty-five minutes, days, or months. It’s  fifteen to  twenty-five  years of  her life. She knew that  fifteen  years of  being  mercilessly caged  like  an animal  was  something she  would have  to accept, but twenty-five, who in their right fucking mind could face the rest of their lives incarcerated, even if you were the full ticket when you went in, you sure as  hell wouldn’t be  when  you  came out?  It’s just not natural to cage a human for that long. It’s not natural to cage a human at all.  Most  people  who  have at  least half a heart don’t get any kind of enjoyment out of seeing animal’s conf- ined  in  zoos or  made  to perform in circuses, or taken from their natural environment, so why is it acceptable for some pissing dick in a wig with absolutely no com- prehension for real life, to cage a person?      

The past six days; hadn’t been completely unbearable, same shit, different pissing day, mixed with  arse-holes that  were  itching  to start trouble simply because they were  bored  and needed to fulfil their day, nothing she couldn’t handle, and today was the first day of the hea- ring. All she could think about was seeing Simon,  Shit she  missed  him so much. Someone had dropped some clothes in  for her to wear for the hearing, but she was- n’t told by whom. They had picked out her knee-lengt- h,  black  skirt which she had never worn, her favourite peach blouse with a beautiful pearl pattern running thr- ough  it,  her matching peach knickers and bra, a peach bobble for her hair, and her best black, patent shoes, oh yes, that  had Simon written all over it, he was the only one  who knew she couldn’t leave the house if her und- erwear didn’t match her clothes.

‘Are you all ready?’ Maureen, a tall, thin, dark  hair- ed screw in her mid-thirties enquired as she entered her cell.  Maureen  had  been  alright with her from the day she had arrived; Vicky had realised it was because Ma- ureen  appreciated her ability to talk to her as a person, not  a  screw,  even  though, there was no getting away from  it,  she was in  fact, a screw. Vicky had a habit of giving  everyone she met a fair shot, respect was theirs to lose, not hers to withhold, and it had served her well over the years. With Maureen, she'd  been uncharacter- istically candid, sharing bits of her story. To her surpri- se, Maureen didn’t just listen, but seemed to  genuinely get  it,  which,  in that place, was rarer than a visit from the King.  

‘Well it’s now or never, I suppose.’ Maureen smiled.

‘Will I be coming back here, after the primary heari- ng?’          

‘Yes  you will.  You can tell me all about it if I’m still on my shift.’    

‘I’d like that, Cheers, Maureen.’     
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