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To get the best out of the books, we suggest that you read them in the correct order...

Book 1; Cute Little Hand Grenade

Book 2; Beautiful Ticking Time Bomb

Book 3; Adorable Retributive Missile

Book 4; Vicky’s Lovely Aftermat

Book 5; Dangerous Deligh

Book 6; Wonderful Consequences

So far...
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Warning; this book contains strong language and violence. 
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Chapter 1

––––––––
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Hello, My Craziness,  are  you  back for more, or are you a new comer in the wonderful world of  Vicky Sterling and her Mob? Either way,  I’m so glad you’re here, and let’s see  what  these  fucking head-cases are up to this time!  

‘How ya holding up, Pa?’ George asked. 

‘Ah, Son,  even  though this is the eighteenth year, it still rips my fucking ticker out.’ Simon Sterling looked  up  wearily at  his son from his one preferred seat in ‘The Refuge’ pub, and an ambitious tear made its way down his cheek. Simon was only forty six but  he  had the appearance of a man a damn site older; he was still a fit man, but the signs of  early aging had just appeared on the night of his mother’s murder, his mother was  known  to everyone as Vicky Sterling. He had never got over the tragic loss of his mother, and sadly, George, his son, feared that he never would.

‘I know, Pa, Memaw was one exceptional lady.’ George, AKA, Monkey, on account of being a complete and utter cheeky monkey, gripped tightly onto  his old man’s shoulder; he also missed her like an absent right arm. 

Let me fill you in, My Craziness, or  remind you. Actually, fuck it, it might just be easier if you go back and read  the  first  three  books to this story and then we’ll all  be  on  the same page, so to speak! Anyway Vicky Sterling had been sadistically torched to death eighteen  years  to  the day, but I’ll tell you a little more about that in a while, and over a  hundred people had gathered as they’d always done to pay respect to  the woman who had thoughtlessly stuck  her lengthy neck out  for almost all of them at some point or another.       

‘She  was  the  best, Son, the  best woman who ever lived,  but don’t tell ya Ma I said that,’ Simon winked, attempting to avoid the yearly meltdown at all costs.

‘I  heard  that  Simon, but yes she was the best,  I’m sure she is looking down on us all today and s miling.’ Lizzy wandered over and sat next to her  husband. She was looking particularly striking that day, styling a long flowing, lemon summer outfit, her long blonde hair was  swept  up into a tidy up-do, and she had bought a new  pair of   lemon  heels  that  made her  slim  figure appear even more desirable than usual.

‘Smiling, and  raising  a glass of her favourite white wine and soda with us all.’ Simon added.      

‘I don’t think she’ll be drinking up there, Pa,’ George said.               

‘Don’t  be so daft,  Son,  this  is your Memaw we’re talking about, that woman could score a  drink just about wherever she is,’ Simon laughed loudly.      

‘What ya laughing about, Bro?’  William  had made his  way  over.  What the fuck could be funny on a day like  this?  Vicky  was  the  second mother he had lost, not to mention his father as well, and today, the  nineteenth of June made those gigantic chips on his shoulders  sharper  than  ever.  William’s  biological  mother, Mia and his father, William had both died of an incurable illnesses due to Grenadian poverty, and Vicky Sterling had rescued him, brought him home to a luxurious  house, and  gave him a chance in life, one  which he  would  never  have  had in Grenada. He too would sur ly not be there today if it wasn’t for that  magnificent woman.  

‘Ah, Billy, we were  just saying that Ma could score a drink even up there, she’ll be looking down on all of us  today  and  smiling.’  Lizzy  filled  him  in with her natural comforting quality. Billy could  be  a  live fuse on a day like this, Christmases, her birthday, but especially today and Lizzy for one really couldn’t be arsed with it, again! I mean, anyone would think  he was the only  one affected by her death. The corners of William’s mouth began to rise, resentfully.

‘Yeah, I bet  she’s  having a party up  there with the whole new bunch of mates that she’s made,’ he said.

Paul and  Julie climbed  up onto  a couple of  centrally positioned  chairs  in  front of  their  bar. ‘The Refuge’ was a large, always busy, drinking hole with  polished teak  wooden  floors, the  large  round bar stood in the centre which held at least thirty tall chairs all  the  way around, white walls which were decorated with original  London  memorabilia; there was also a mixture of tables  with chairs and booths, and in  the corner  sat  a functional,  red  telephone  box.  It  was a modern-day, London  pub which had always been full to  the rafters since  the  first opening  night. Paul took a deep breath and gulped down hard.                  

‘Quiet please, everyone, it’s now time we stand and raise  our  glasses  to  our best friend, mother, memaw, and daughter.  Vicky Sterling was  truly one  hell of  a special  fucking woman and she will always remain in each and every one of  our hearts, sorry for  the choice language,  Judge  Sterling,’ Paul winked over at Vicky’s father, the retired judge, who slanted his head slightly in acceptance. ‘There’s not a day that goes by that we don’t miss her and always will. Sooo, before I look like  a  great  big  fucking pussy and those yearly tears show me up for the eighteenth time... to our Vicky.’ 

‘TO OUR VICKY!’ Everyone agreed as they turned  to  face  the  very large painting of Vicky which had hung on ‘The Refuge’ wall for all  those years, and they raised their glasses. 

Funerals are like family reunions, minus one!

Chapter 2

Simon strolled  over  next to Paul and Julie, and cleared his throat. 

‘Cheers,  Uncle Paul, Aunty Julie, and thanks  to all of  you  for  being here today. My mother was one in a million,  the one  and  only woman in history who had topped  off  her neighbour, managed to get out of  nick in  just  three  years and  become a defence barrister so that  she  could  protect  each  and every one of us. Ma detested  the  British justice system more than anyone.  Sorry Grandpa, but you must be aware of  this by now. And  she became a  defence  barrister to, in her words, ‘’Balance  those  fucking  scales of  justice.’’ To  keep the likes of us out of the slammer, and although we’ve had  to stay one step ahead of the filth for the past eighteen years, now amongst us, one of our very own, and  at  just  twenty-three  years  old,  has passed the bar, and is now walking in our mother's  footsteps, here  to once  again make sure those severely unjust scales  tip the way we want. Everyone raise your glasses again to our little brother, our very own barrister, Billy Sterling. To Billy,  well done, Bro, we all knew you could do it.’ 

Billy, AKA  Brains, stood tall, full of self-importance,  his Black, Armani suit hung immaculately on  his six-foot-one  muscular frame.  He was fashioning a  thirty grand   Rolex  watch, sparkling  diamond-studded-cuff links, and his Caribbean hair, as he had worn for many years, was pulled back into tidy cornrows. Billy would always  wear  suits and flashy  jewellery, that  was just who  he was, and  it  worked  well, especially with the women.           

‘Thanks,  Si, I’ll  not  ever  be the legend of our Ma, but I’ll do my best to keep ya all this side of  the fucking bars, Sorry for  the language Grandpa! And  we do have  one more celebration to announce, so over to my nephew, George.’                 

‘Cheers, Sweet-cheeks. Yes  you are now looking at the  new owner of  a nightclub  just off of the Camden high  street,  I  got  the  keys today and  I’ve called her Sterling Steel, I’ll let you all know when it’s open.’ 

Although  young  George had only just turned twenty- one,  he  had inherited his Memaw’s ability to produce a  truly offensive  amount of  money by doing what no one  ever  needed  to  know about, but the club; he had actually  bought  that  legitimately  with  the very tasty wedge  his  Memaw  had  left  him for when he turned twenty-one. 

George  was  a  spit of  his father and grandfather even though the privilege of meeting his biological Grandfather  had  not  been at all possible. Alcohol had taken his life when Simon was just fourteen. He, like his father  and Memaw, were lacking in height, and although he was only five-foot-seven he was stocky, and  boasted  muscles from head to toe which he had earned spending  many  hours  a week pumping the iron, boxing, and  kickboxing.  G  always  dressed in  designer gear, normally  jeans,  T-shirts,  and  trainers,  but only ever the best. He had a shaven head similar to his father, he wore  a  big  gold  hoop in  his left ear, and never went anywhere  without his  blue  pit bull,  M.D, which was short for ‘My Dog.’ She was a beautiful light ash grey with a large head and wide jaw.

‘To Sterling Steel, well-done, George.’  Vicky’s old friends shook the hands of the boys for their impressive achievements and the messy day ahead continued.

‘How ya doing, Charles?’  Lizzy  took  hold of both of Charles’s hands and smiled compassionately. Charles  had  married  Vicky  the  day before she was taken from  them, and  although once a  placid man, the rage still firmly remained from the night that cunt had murdered the love of his life. Charles had always remained an excessively sexy man, who stood tall, with a body that women went crazy for, but he had only had eyes for Vicky, and that’s how it would always be. 

‘I  hate  this  day, Lizzy Love,  you know that, I still can’t  accept  that  that  cunt’s still walking the streets. Guys,  surely  it’s  time we took him out, Vicky would have  wanted that.’ Charles looked around at the Mob.

‘Mate, Mate, Mate, ya  know we don’t mention that dead  man  walking  on  this  day,  but  I have to agree with  ya  though, it  ‘as  been  far too long, so we’ll all meet up next week at Sterling Steel and discuss it then.’     

‘Fair do’s,  Monkey, we’ll do that,’ Charles agreed.

Now  then,  for  those of  you, who don’t know, let me fill  you  in. Lewis, was an ex-screw from the time our Vicky  had  spent  in  the  pussy prison, he had merely gotten revenge on Vicky, fucked her right up the same way as she had him, set her alight, but he had done the job properly. That stupid slag really should have finished  him  off  when  she  had the chance. Nine fucking years  he  had  spent  counting  the  bricks in his six by eight because she had set him up with  child pornography pictures on his mobile, and that was also on top of being set on  fire with his own Zippo lighter, the fucking  audacity!  Lewis’s  face and  a good percentage of his body would always look like a dried-up turd; it unnerved even him sometimes when he caught an  accidental look in the mirror. Alright, maybe Vicky Sterling  had set fire to him and stitched him up, but that was because  years  before  he  had tied her friend, Jane, to her  bed,  and set  alight  to her on that night the prison riot had broken out, but that slag, Sterling should have kept  her big nose out of it, what fucking business was it of hers anyway? Lewis was now particularly content in the blissful knowledge that he had gotten away with knocking off that bitch. One of her posies would  have done something by now if not,  but he knew that  none of  those  dicks  had  the  balls without their ruler, high and bloody mighty, Miss Victoria fucking Sterling!

‘Hi, Uncle Daren, Aunty Manda, Uncle Steve, Aunty Sue,  how ya all doing?’  Simon  shook the hands of his two uncles and kissed the cheeks of his Aunts. None were related by blood but Simon had adopted many uncles  and  aunts  from when he was just a baby back when he and his ma had spent just over a year in a woman’s  refuge,  they  couldn’t  all  have  been  closer if they were connected by blood.

‘I  really  fucking  hate  this day, Si, it just don’t get any  easier,’  Daren told him.  He would have literally done anything for Vicky when she  was alive, she really  was  always very special to him, to all of them, but Daren  had  always  had  an  extra  special  place in his heart for her, probably because  he always fancied  the arse off of her, but that was his little secret and Manda never needed to know.                  

‘She  was  like  a  sister to us all, but you know that, don’t ya, Sweetie?’ Julie rubbed Simon’s shoulder; he was like a son to her.                    

‘I know, Aunty Julie,’ Simon forced a smile.    

‘I’ll never forget how she helped when Paul had got stabbed, I’ll never know what happened to all of those guy’s, and  I  never  want  to know but she was always there for us.’ Julie offered as she looked around at  the group for their stories as they told them every year.  

‘I’ll  never  know  how  she  managed it, but she got me off that tax evasion charge, she was truly awesome in court that day, I know I should have been facing the minimum of a fifteen stretch,’ Adrian the exceptionally dodgy computer genius added.      

‘She got me off of  that murder charge, even though those pigs had my signed statement that I  had stabbed my old man, she was pure brilliance,’ Tara added.

‘She got me and dell off that drugs charge  and even managed to get the two arresting filth a bit  of  bird on top of  that, it was fucking classic!’ Tony laughed loudly.      

‘It’s like when she not only stopped Craig’s  parents from  taking  our Victor, she also got his mum arrested,’ Cheryl giggled into her hand. ‘Vicky never did anything by halves, did she?’      

‘She  put  a  roof over my head for over three years, fuck me I miss her,’ Lou confessed, sniffing  a  stream of snot back up into her nostril. ‘And don’t forget  that she helped Carol and Claire to escape from  Nick, God she  had some fucking beautiful large balls that woma- n.’   

‘Sure did,’ Sasha and Pete agreed in unison.

‘When  we were  all  out of work all those years ago she had us build  her the inside pool, really  looked out for  us  all,’  Steve  shared  as he rested his arm around Sue’s shoulder.                     

‘Thanks, you  guys, and  it  was  because  she  knew that all of you lot were looking out for me that it made her time inside go so much smoother. I  know she was always  so  very  grateful  to every one of you,’ Simon smiled again at  them all. ‘And the support you all ga- ve, none of ya missed a weekly visit to the nick for all those  years,  it  really  kept her going, cheers to  all of ya.’ Simon raised his glass and again they toasted the- ir absent friend.

‘Come on, Guys,  it’s  time  we  get off of our faces, she would want that, no strike that, she would demand it!’ Billy ordered, and they all willingly concurred.          

‘So, Georgie Boy, well done on getting the club, but  a little dickey birdie told  me that those dirty  Russians will  more  than  likely try and fuck it up for ya, take it for themselves. Its word on the street that the dirty cockroaches are invading London for all the best spots, I presume  you’re  aware of that?’  Daren mumbled into George’s  ear.  Daren  was better known as Dagger, on account that knives were his preferred choice of weapon.  He was now in  his sixties but refused to grow up. He was old school and would always protect  his manor. He stood at almost six foot tall, his hair had thinned to the point of bald, and he boasted a thick scar which ran from his eyebrow all the way down his cheek to just above his lip. 

‘Don’t ya worry about that, Cupcake, I’ve been given the heads up on that one, got something up  my sleeve, in it; he who dares and all that,’ He winked.

‘So  I  presume you’ll  be doing it Sterling style then?’

‘Of course, me old mucker, those cheeky  Russian’s must  have  safes  as big as me  ‘ouse in that casino  of theirs.’ 

‘They do,  Mate,  and  I can get the floor plans from the  station  if  you wanna know how to get in through the sewers,’ Ash answered. Now he was better  known as Prodigy or Prodge for short, on account that he was a fire-fighter slash arsonist, and was soon up  for retirement so he had fuck all to lose. He knew of  the layouts for most of the pubs and clubs in  that area and  his knowledge had come in useful on more than one occasion.

‘Cheers, Prodge that could come in  very handy. I’ll discuss  that with you another time.’ George, the same as  his  Memaw,  held  a  seriously retributive side, his chromosome’s  made  it  almost  impossible for him to ignore people attempting to get  one over on him,  and those  fucking Russian’s were going to get their comeuppance one way or another for  having the sheer impertinence for merely considering it. It was crucial  that he put a stop to it before it began!
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They’re not criminals; they’re just opportunists with style!
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Chapter 3

Charles  stood  in the doorway of Sterling Steel.

'Very nice, Mate, very nice indeed, I’m  very impressed.' He approved of George's  new  nightclub. Sterling Steel was one of the classiest looking  establishments that Charles had ever walked into, and he had been in  some of  the  best.  It  boasted  a  mixture of blacks, whites,  and  gold’s  which  had  always  been  Vicky's preferred choice of colours when she was alive, and  it worked very well with the theme of the place. It was a classy  joint  but  not  so much  that the average punter would feel out of place, but just enough that the scummy scum scum bags would.

'Thank  you  very  much;  Charlie  Farley,  not a bad job ay? And I’ll get the go-ahead on  Thursday to open. So don't make any plans  Friday week, opening nig- ht.’

'Wouldn't miss it for the world, Monkey.'

'Phwww!'  Ash  let out a long whistle as he emerged from the top of the entrance stairs and strolled into the dry bar, darting his eyes around his new to be drinking hole. 'Fuck me, Mate, this is top-notch,  I'm well impressed.’

‘Thanks, Prodge. Me pa, and his men ‘ave done  me proud. Well, Gents, I can offer you all a coffee but the bar’s  not stocked yet.'  Charles  and Ash nodded  their heads  as George strutted off, his back so tall his spine was almost above him.

'So, Prodge, did  ya manage to get your paws on the old blueprints ya mentioned?’

'I did, Monkey, I did. Although it's a piece of piss to get in and out, we're still gonna 'ave to keep an  eye on  the crew he's got working for him, check out their movements etcetera, after all, they are all sneaky Russian cunts, and it is imperative that this doesn’t  come back on us.'

'Noted.'

'Now then, Monkey, the other matter also needs discussing,  that  cunt,  Lewis.'  Charles  was there about that  particular matter which had been over looked  for far too long.’

'Fuck me,  Charles,  I thought  that was all under the rug  by  now  on  account of  the  amount of time that's passed,  besides,  I've always felt fucking rotten  about that, if  I'd  finished  him off  back  then,  Vicky would still be with us,’ Ash mumbled into his chest in regret.

'What  the  fuck  you  chatting  about,  Prodge? You played  it exactly how me Memaw wanted you to,' George said.  

'So what ya thinking, Monkey. Charles?' Ash darted his eyes between the two, he was more than up for finishing that tosser off, once and for all, it was well over due,  it was a vendetta that needed a nice thick line drawn under it.

'He's been seen drinking in that ol’ red fox recently, but just leave it to me,' George ordered.

'We've got your back, G,' Charles added.

'Yeah, but this is one score I need to settle me-self.’

'Fair enough, George, but  don't  fanny about on this one, that cunt has breathed more than his fair share  of air quota already,'  Charles reminded George.  He  had spoken those same words so many times, and he knew the guys were sick to the back teeth of hearing it. George  scowled across the table;  there  was nothing more that needed to be said on that matter.

They  sat  in  silence  for  the  best part of ten minutes; George  was  contemplating  how  he'd  effectively get the job done on Lewis. Charles so wanted to  get in on the action but decided  he'd be better off leaving George  to have that one, and Ash was somewhere in between  the  best  way  into the Russians pad, and the very delicious shag he had the night before.

'Well, Gent's, I'm gonna get on me toes now, got  to see a man ‘bout a dog,' Ash clicked his teeth and left.

'Yeah me too, think I'm gonna go and check out this red  fox,  I  gotta  get  that cunt out of the way before I get  this  place open,  it wouldn't take a genius to work out who I am, what with our name plastered across the front.  He  don't  know me yet, and I don't want him to put two and two together,' George  told  Charles as  he got to his feet, and grabbed his keys off of the table. 

'Alright,  Mate,  but  let me know if there's anything ya want me t’ do.’

'Will do, Charlie Farley Foo,  that  you  can  be sure of.'  George  shook  the  man's hand; he’d always been like a Granddad to him even if he had only been married to his Memaw for a day.

George wasn’t planning a homicide, he was just  

being a creative problem-solver!

Chapter 4   

Picture  this  if  you  will, My Craziness.  Lewis appeared a lot older than his picture but he couldn't  be mistaken for anyone else, because amusingly and  due to  George’s  sick  sense of  humour his face reminded him of a week-old dog shit, and it satisfied him immensely.  Lewis  was  scuffling  into  the  fox and George could wait, it  would  be  getting dark in an hour or  so which  of  course  was exactly how it needed to be. He just  sat  and waited comfortably in his new Mercedes, he  had  the  music  turned  down low, and was parked just out of sight from the pub. He had already checked for security cameras and there were none.

'Have  you  heard from our son today,  Love?' Lizzy looked over at Simon from her favourite armchair. Although  she  was  proud of  their  boy, lately there  had been something off. He seemed a little  distant  like he was up to something, and normally her motherly instincts were spot on.

'No I haven't, Lizzy Love, but  will  you please  stop worrying about him, you're gonna send ya-self  into an early  grave,  he's  probably  just  had  lots on his mind what with the club,'  Simon lied to his wife for the sixth time that week. He knew his son was up to something; his boy had the same look on his face that his mother used to have when she was scheming.

'You're probably right,' she smiled. 'I'll get ya dinner on,' she told Simon, but instead headed straight into her bag to retrieve her mobile phone.

'Hi, Georgie, what ya up to,  I'm just putting dinner on and wondered if you wanted to pop round?’

'Aww, Ma, I'm a bit tied up at the moment, but how about tomorra?' 

'Okay, Sweetheart,  I’ll  see if  Billy  Boy's free too. Love ya, don't do anything I wouldn't do,' She giggled, but oh did she mean it.

'That don't leave me much then, Ma, what with you being a bloody Saint an’ all.  I love ya too and  I'll see ya  both  about  seven.'  Lizzy could tell he was hiding something, and she closed her eyes for a  short moment  while  inhaling  deeply,  but  there was nothing  she could  do about  it  so just prayed that whatever it was, that he didn't get caught. Those years visiting her mother-in-law in nick were ones she would never want  to relive.  Oh, why  did  her only child have to inherit his Memaw’s bad genetic material? 

It  had been almost three hours but George could wait, this long-overdue score needed to  be settled, and settled  it  would be. That cunt would soon be supping his last taste of those delicious golden bubbles, and George would soon be extracting his last breath, and it  was going to be an easy execution. Unlike his  Memaw, he didn't  feel the need to make it complicated nor for the one  on  the  receiving end to have to beg for their life, an uncomplicated take out was more George's style. 

'Make  one  sound, and you’ll be living worm food.' George dug the tip of his newly acquired  nine millimetre,  deep into Lewis’s  back, and with  his other hand flipped  open  his  boot.  'Now  pop ya self in, my little prune!' Lewis did as he was told and looked up from a foetal  position  at  the young man he didn't recognize. George  looked  into  the boot with the supremacy that came  with  holding  a loaded gun up to another man’s face. His hand as still as the night itself and  his young heart  ticked  harmoniously as if to be appreciating the inevitable.  George  had seen that scene so many times in  his  dreams,  but  this  time it was no rehearsal, this was the real thing and he was more than ready.

'Who the fuck are you, what do ya want with me?' Lewis’s eyes widened, he knew his minutes were  numbered  but  he  didn't  know  why, and that was what understandably bothered him. 

'This has been a long time coming. Please allow me to introduce myself.' George  began to explain. 'I’m G, the Grandson of Vicky Sterling and eighteen years ago  you  took  her  away from us. You naughty, naughty boy you; you thought you had gotten away with it, how  wrong  you  were, so  now  I  will  be  directing you towards the light. This is from me, me Uncle Billy, me Pa, and Ma,  Vicky’s husband Charles, and oh too many  more  to  mention,  we’d  be here all fucking night. Bye bye, my little Christmas pudding.' Bang! The gun buried  a  bullet  directly  into  his forehead.  No sound was noticeable as he had had the foresight to  attach  a nifty  little  silencer  which  had  come complimentary with his new fun toy. George watched for just a moment  as  blood  began  to seep gradually from the man’s head like a winding stream, and made its way onto the tarpaulin  which  George  had  thoughtfully  laid out in the  boot  beforehand.  The  cunts  eyes remained open which  George appreciated no end, that bastard can look  at  the  man who had finally took him the fuck out! 

There was absolutely no denying it, George  was filled to the brim with that magnificent feeling of  retribution,  satisfaction,  and of  knowing  that  he  was the one who had destroyed the cunt who had taken his wonderful  Memaw’s  life.

He drove to  the remote part of the themes without drawing  any attention, wrapped up and securely tied the body up in the plastic sheeting, and without effort  slid the  body  in, rubbing  together  his gloved hands for a job  well  done.  Wow, that really was a lot easier than he  had  imagined.  George  felt nothing, that had been his  first  cold-blooded  homicide  that he knew of, but he  had  thought about that day for as long as  he could remember and it felt good, so fucking good, he  licked his lips tasting the yummy sweetness of it all.
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When karma takes too long, so you handle it yourself!
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Chapter 5

George  found  himself  in ‘The Refuge’ pub; he was there to sort out some business.

‘Yo, Julie,  I’ll  have  the  usual, please.’ Taking his drink, he popped around to the other side of  the bar to his mates, cousins, or whatever they  all were.  George respected  that  his  pa  thought  of  many people as his family so that meant they were also George’s.

‘You alright, Aunty Hanna. Regina. Ronnie?’ George  grinned  at Hanna’s two outrageously tasty twenty-one-year-old identical twins;  and  although  they were so  deliciously  cute,  they  were  most  unquestionably forbidden  fruit. You don’t get your end away with fa- mily,  blood or not,  it’s  just  an unwritten word. Both girls  stood  at five-foot-six,  had  ample, luscious firm breasts,  tight little bums,  flat stomachs, and long strawberry  blonde hair most other girls were openly envious of.

‘Hi ya, Monkey,  how  ya getting on with the club?’ Ronnie  smiled,  flicking  her  long  hair over her right shoulder.  She  had  always fancied the arse off of him but knew nothing could ever come of it.

‘Well, that’s what I want to talk to you two lovely’s about. How would you  like to come and work  behind the  bar, you’ve  ‘ad enough experience pulling pint’s, and me club could do with some  top-shelf  eye  candy for the punters?’

‘How much does it pay then?’  Reggie  straightened up from her slump.

‘Oy, ya cheeky tart,  ya know I’ll look out for ya, so that’s  a  yes  is it?’ George waited as the twins looked at each other for an answer.  ‘Okay, good that’s a yes.’

‘Wait a minute, Monkey, we haven’t agreed to anything yet.’

‘What the fuck are you talking about, ya daft cow’s, you’re  both  out of  work,  and George is offering you some.  Of course, they’ll do it, Love,’  Hanna  assured him.

‘So is that a yes then, my little willy warmers?’

‘What’s the hours?’

‘Six nights, eight till about three, you’ll  be on twelve  quid  an  hour and a share of the nightly tips,’ Both of  the  twins  finally  nodded  in agreement. ‘Great, so come  to  my club tomorra  at let’s say five; and I’ll go over stuff with you and give you ya tops.’

‘Alright,  we’ll see you tomorrow. Hey, who  else’ll be working the bar?’

‘I’m  gonna see if Pierre and Andre want a new job, and Victor and Josh.’ Pierre and Andrew were cousins of  sorts, George’s Memaw had done time in nick with their grandmother Mazzy, and Victor had  been named after his Memaw after she had helped Cheryl give birth to him because the useless fucking screws were  no where  to  be  found  when  needed, or as the story had been told. Josh was Victor’s partner. All the guys were in their twenties and all not at all bad looking, if George absolutely had to be honest.

‘So how many will there behind the bar?’ The twins looked blankly at George.

‘Thank God you’re both pretty,’  he laughed loudly, walking  towards  the  slightly  more  intelligent set of twins.

The  night  was  getting on a bit and George needed to get  to the canal bridge to see a couple of guys who he visited  as  often  as  he  could. Chris and Andy were a couple of  homeless  ex-forces  who  had  been royally screwed  by  the  country of  which he could no longer say he was proud of, in  fact, the whole notion of  how those  heroes  were left  to  defend  for themselves like dogs, no worse than dogs, dogs would have a  home in a shelter if not a home. The thought of it wound George  up  to  such  a  degree of relentless rage, so he tried his best to not think about it.

‘Alright, Guys, what’s new?’

‘Ah, George,  same  shit,  different  fucking  day, ya know how it is. How’s our M.D?’  Chris squeezed  the dog's cheek.

‘Well, I got a business  proposition for  ya both,’ he smiled  passing  them  one of  those large, full bags of Mc Donald’s grub as they sat up straight from the tough concrete floor. Since the day George met them four years  ago,  he  had  made  sure  they were alright for a few notes; he couldn’t do much more under  the circumstances,  but as long as they didn’t go hungry, no human being should ever go hungry in George’s view.

‘Okay, so  I’m  opening the new club this Thursday, the  one  I  told you about, and I could really do with a couple of guys like you two to man the doors, I’ll need ya both looking smart so  I’ll sort  ya out some whistles. The other thing is, and this you might want to have  a  ponder over,  I’m gonna sort out a three-bed pad for  six  people  without  homes to share, it would be a bit  cramped at  first  but it will get you all off of these streets, and when  you’ve saved enough  you could get a place of your own. To start with you’ll be on  fifteen quid  an  hour and  I’ll give ya about forty-odd hours a week, so that will be over six-hundred, and I could hold back say one and a ‘alf off of each of you a week to cover the  rent, what do ya say, Fellas?’

‘Fuck me, Man, why would ya do that for us?’

‘It’s simple, Andy, you’d both be helping  me and I, in  turn, would  be  helping  you,  it  just makes sense.’  George waited in anticipation of a decision.

‘That’s  the best offer we’re likely to get, cheers, G, we  appreciate it,’  Andy stood up tall and held out his hand. He felt taller than he  had since coming home to England, he now had a purpose in life again and it ma- de him feel kind of  like a new man.  Chris also rose to his  feet, that  young man was the true hero. He finally felt  that  the  closed  door  to  his life was finally open again and the light was once more pouring in.

‘Be at  the club for about eleven tomorrow morning and we’ll go get you some whistles, get you signed up for  that  S.I.A course, it takes four days so we need to get  ya on  it  as  soon as, and there’s a place down the road  from  the  club,  come  and have a look, and if ya like it, I’ll get it sorted with the landlord, is that alright with you guys?’

‘Anything, Georgie boy, we’ll be there.’

‘Great, now do ya know of  some others  that  might be up for the job? Others that you would  be able to live  with  maybe,  obviously  no smack-heads, ya know what I mean?’

‘Tell  ya  what,  we  do know a few right good girls, Donna,  Sammy,  Tania,  and Tracey.  What could you use them for?’

‘I  could  use  a  few glass collectors, they’d be on a tenner an hour, and the same would go for them, one -fifty deducted from their wages each week.  I’ll tell ya what,  why  don’t  ya both talk to them in the morning, if  they’re  interested  bring  them with you and I’ll get them contracted up and sort them all out with their uniforms.’

‘Will  do,  George, you’re a top, top man, we couldn’t thank you enough,’ Chris told him.

‘Ya don’t have to thank me, Peanut, as I said; it just makes sense to me,’ he smiled. George  knew that  his club couldn’t be in better hands than those of ex-forces soldiers, and the ladies would more than likely appreciate their job more than the average Dopey Deirdre, and work that bit harder, nope, it was a no brainer. Everyone’s  a  winner,  he  thought arrogantly to himself, smiled at his new door-men, and wandered back to his car.  

He  would  get in touch with a couple of others to man the  floors.  Ben  who he had known for a good fifteen years, the  husband of a daughter of another one of his Pa’s  aunts, and Brook, a twenty-five-year-old Columbian  adopted  by Sammy and Trish, a couple who had also  shared  their years with his Memaw in the prison. 
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