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About the book

THE BEST THINGS IN LIFE ARE NEVER FREE.

Cain Moran wanted Jenny Riley more than he had ever wanted anyone or anything before in his life. But loving Jenny Riley was the easy part; it was telling his wife he wanted a divorce that was going to be the killer . . .

Jenny is not just any girl. She cares nothing for Cain’s hard-man reputation – she just wants to be with him.

But Cain is not a free man. And he’s about to find out that when his wife Caroline said ’til death us do part, she meant it.

When Cain is sentenced to life in prison it seems that Caroline might have got her wish. All Cain and Jenny know is that if their love can survive such separation, then one day they will have a chance at the Good Life together again.

But there are greater trials ahead than either can foresee. They’re about to learn the hardest lesson of all:

LIVE THE GOOD LIFE. PAY THE PRICE.
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For my beautiful granddaughter Natalia Noonie Whiteside,

her nanny’s little Maget!

Thanks to Yvonne and Osman – you were absolute stars.

PS It should have been me.

No cravats please!

For Canim Boo.


Prologue

There is love of course. And then there’s life, its enemy.

Jean Anouilh


Jenny woke up early. She lay in her bed for long moments, savouring the warmth before suddenly remembering why she was so anxious. Today was the day she had been waiting for for a long time. Now it had finally arrived, she wasn’t sure how it was going to go, what to expect and whether, at the end of it, she would regret the choices she had made all those years ago. She felt physically sick, wondering if she had made the right ones. Truth be told, she was terrified − terrified but also excited.

She stroked her body, feeling the softness of her skin, cupping her breasts which were still full even without the firmness of youth. The last time he had held her felt like a dream. She had always been so in love with him she had felt it was like a mania. Cain Moran had been everything she had ever wanted. He still was − but would he feel the same after so many years away from her, away from the real world? Would he still carry the guilt over the brutal death of their boy, his namesake? Would it always be there between them?

She missed her boy every day; it was like a vicious wound that never completely healed. A song, a word, an image, brought the pain back in seconds, each time bigger and more heart-breaking than before. She knew it had to be discussed, finally be put to bed, but it wasn’t a conversation she was looking forward to. In the prison it had been too difficult to talk openly about it, and at the funeral there had not been time to discuss it properly. They were both so full of grief, so full of heartache. Even though they had spent one precious night together, and he had done murder for her that day, part of her had held a grudge for what he had cost her. Would they get past it? Could they really take up their lives again after all this time?

Well, tonight she would know the answers. She got out of her bed and went through to her kitchen. As she put the kettle on she looked out of the window; dawn was breaking and lighting up the sky. How different her view was now from when she was a girl growing up on an East London council estate. In those days, there was no escape from looking into other people’s homes and lives, as they had looked into hers. She had watched so many petty dramas play out: fights, arguments, police raids, lovemaking and, of course, children of all ages playing and living their lives as best they could − as she had herself. A drunken mother and a father she had never once clapped eyes on didn’t make for the greatest of upbringings.

But then she met Cain Moran and everything had started to make sense to her. She had fallen for him in such a big way, and he had been her life ever since, even though he had not been an actual part of it for many years.

She had lost so much − her only child, her youth − but while she had Cain – or the promise of him − she had been able to cope. Now, faced with the reality that he was finally being released, the fear had set in. Would he find her old? Would he feel the need for a woman with less baggage and tighter skin, who still had the freshness of youth on her side? Because he could easily find one. Men like Cain Moran were magnets to certain women − she knew that better than anyone. Twenty-five years was a long time to be apart, but it had passed. That was the thing − eventually the time did pass and, now it had, Jenny prayed that Cain would still want her as she wanted him. Because, God, how she wanted him.

Caroline Moran was tall, heavy breasted and dangerously fat. She loved her food and she wasn’t ashamed to admit it − she was always eating something. People seeing her now for the first time in years would be amazed at the change. As a young woman she had been magnificent − long dark hair, hazel eyes and a slender body with curves in all the right places. She had been a head turner in every way.

Now, as she sat in her transport café, eating a huge fried breakfast, shovelling the food into her mouth, her son Michael watched her with distaste. She was colossal but no one had the guts to mention it any more; it was pointless anyway − she just lost her rag. Food was Caroline’s only pleasure, and she wouldn’t listen to any kind of criticism or warning about her health. As far as she was concerned she was fine; Michael had learned long ago not to rock that particular boat. The strange thing was, she still looked after her skin and her hair. Her make-up was always perfect, her nails manicured, and painted her signature red. If she dropped the weight, no doubt she would still be the beautiful woman she once was.

Caroline finished chewing her food before saying aggressively, ‘So, God Almighty is coming home today, is he?’

Michael nodded. Taller than average, with thick dark hair and deep blue eyes, he had the handsome, Irish look about him just like his father. He couldn’t disguise their similarity in looks which he knew must be hard for his mother. She loathed his father, a man who had dumped them without a backward glance when he had found something better.

‘Are you going to be OK, Mum?’

Caroline snorted. ‘Fuck him! He means nothing to me, the two-faced filthy rat. He made his choice − for all the luck she brought him! I told him that God pays back debts without money, and look what happened. It all went wrong for him when he met her.’

The venom in her voice wasn’t lost on her son; he knew that no matter what she said, deep down, she still loved the man. It was the weakness of women. There had never been another man for her and at first it had not been for want of suitors. They had come thick and fast. She had had a lot to offer − not just in looks, but because she was also very well set up. A good businesswoman, she had revamped this café, turning it into an American-themed diner, even down to the red leather booths and iconic Wurlitzer. The place was always packed − not just with the usual lorry drivers, but also with families who came there to drink in the atmosphere and enjoy the excellent food. And the food was top notch − Caroline made sure of that.

Caroline buttered more toast and spread it thickly with jam. Taking a large bite, she chewed it thoughtfully for a few seconds, before saying seriously, ‘I bet you he comes to see me. I bet you he can’t help himself and, when he does, I am going to tell him a few home truths.’ She sounded almost pleased at the prospect, and Michael Moran simply sighed, resigned to her delusions.

David Hannan had been up since the dawn, and he sat nursing a pot of coffee until it was time for him to leave. He was thrilled to be the one chosen to pick up Cain Moran − the man was a legend! He had been banged up for years, but before that he had been one of the hardest men in the Smoke, amassing a fortune that no one seemed able to find. He was David’s idol growing up, and his father had told him many a story of the man’s heroic exploits.

In honour of the occasion his suit was freshly cleaned, and his shirt and tie were brand new. He knew he looked good − a keen body builder, he took care of himself in every way. The birth of his first child – a little girl called Mae − had given him an added impetus to do well for himself. Today he’d be in receipt of a big wedge for a few hours’ work. Even so, he was nervous. After all, a man changed after years behind the door. It was only natural, David supposed. Away from family and friends, living in a vacuum, it must have been hard. Even in the poke, Cain Moran’s legend had still grown. The man had thwarted two attempts on his life, and each time he had come out on top. Not an easy thing in such a controlled environment, especially one ruled, more often than not, by the people incarcerated there in the first place.

David hoped Moran was up for a few words; it would be fabulous to get his advice on life and how to best present yourself. But either way, he was just glad he’d be able to tell his grandkids that he had spent some time alone with the great man − that in itself was worth a fortune to him. He knew it would raise his profile, make people take notice. He was determined to make sure he did a good job, and prove himself worthy of the trust placed in him.

Joe Biggs was annoyed. Even though he had always known this day would come, he wasn’t happy about it. If ever a man should be dead it was Cain Moran – God knew it wasn’t for want of trying. He was like a fucking cat – lives coming out of his arsehole. Joe had to sit back and see how Cain was going to react to his new-found freedom, and if he was going to try and re-establish himself as a Face to be reckoned with. There were still plenty of people willing to stand behind him – his rep made sure of that. He had sat out a big lump and that alone demanded respect. Even Joe had to give him credit for that.

He had arranged Cain’s pick-up; he had a good young lad called David Hannan on the case – he wasn’t going to send some old lag to pick him up – and he had arranged a drink in a local hostelry. Joe had to do this – it was expected from him as the main Face about town. But having to kowtow to that fucking old has-been rankled. The man had taken everything from his family once; he had never forgotten that, and he never would. Fucking piece of dirt, he was. He had his own personal beef with Cain ‘High and Mighty’ Moran. The man was a fucking piece of shite, but he was also a very charming and enigmatic piece of shite. Men and women loved him – he was both macho and good-looking – but he was still a piece of work when he wanted to be and people had forgotten that. But not Joe. He would never forget just what he was dealing with in Cain Moran.

He was not about to let everything he had strived for be taken away – he had worked too long and too hard to let that happen. He would play it by ear for the time being, see what the man’s intentions were, and then decide the best way to proceed. After all, Moran was a wily, strong old bastard, and not someone to be dismissed in any way, shape or form.

Joe Biggs might be a lot of things, including vicious, vindictive and violent, but he was also capable of great patience when the time called for that. It was now time to sit back and see what occurred, keep his ear to the ground, and wait his opportunity. He could wait – after all, he had already waited long enough. So what was another few months?

Cain Moran had packed − not that he had much to take with him. Most of his stuff had already been distributed around his fellow cons. All he had left were a few books and a small amount of clothing. He couldn’t admit it, of course, but he felt a trickle of fear at being allowed home. After so long he knew this was natural. But fear was an alien concept to him, and he felt it acutely.

He wanted to get out, that was a no-brainer, but it was how the world would be now that bothered him. He had been away a long time and he had not had access to the outside world except through visitors and going to his boy’s funeral.

It was a completely different world he was going back to. He had read the papers, educated himself, absorbed every piece of information that he could lay his hands on, but the bottom line was he had no real idea of how the world had changed. How could he? It was a never-ending sameness in prison, each day merging into the next. TV wasn’t enough to prepare him, and the probation service had not allowed him any weekend leave. A few days ago he was just told to pack because he was on the out − simple as that.

There was such a lot to look forward to, most of all his Jenny, his beautiful Jenny. He couldn’t wait to hold her in his arms again; it had been what he missed the most, just holding her close. It wasn’t even the sex − just being near her, the smell of her, the softness of her skin. He closed his eyes in anticipation; that at least he could look forward to − a night together at last. No sounds of men groaning in their sleep, no clattering of POs as they made their rounds, no more lying awake looking at nothing, willing the dawn to break so he could get out of his cell, dreaming of decent food and a drink in a real pub, wondering what the rest of the world was doing, wishing he were still a part of it.

Now it was here − what he had wanted for those long years − and he felt ambivalent. Part of him was raring to get out, while the thought of what he might find was holding him back. Still, he had no choice now; he was on the out. He just had a few debts to pay − both good ones and bad ones. He had to see Joe Biggs and sort out what they were going to do about the situation they found themselves in.

That was the first thing on his agenda − make the bastard pay if he didn’t toe the party line. The thought instantly made him feel better, made him feel powerful.

He was whistling as he went to the day room to make himself a final cup of coffee.


Book One

Oh, the good life, full of fun 
Seems to be the ideal 
Mm, the good life lets you hide 
All the sadness you feel

‘The Good Life’

Music by Sacha Distel and lyrics by Jack Reardon


Chapter One

1979

Cain Moran was fit to be tied. His anger was legendary even in a world where a legendary temper was a requisite. He turned now and faced his antagonist.

‘He fucking blinded him?’

Johnny MacNamara, affectionately known as Johnny Mac, sighed. He saw exactly where all this was going. ‘Only in one eye, Cain . . .’

Cain Moran laughed at that, a deep, sarcastic laugh. ‘Oh, why didn’t you say that before! He’s only half blind, then? What a cunt I am, eh? There was me thinking that my mate’s boy was blinded completely, but it was only in one fucking eye.’

Johnny Mac instinctively stood in front of Sean Bowers, attempting to defuse the situation, but Sean, a nice enough lad prone to talking before he had fully engaged his brain, said plaintively, ‘You told me to teach him a lesson, Cain. That lesson was well and truly administered. End of.’

Cain Moran was shaking his head in utter disbelief. Johnny Mac stepped deftly out of the way of Cain’s fist, and it landed heavily in the centre of Sean’s eyes, sending him careering across the office, landing heavily against the iron filing cabinets. Johnny Mac could only look on helplessly as Cain administered a well-earned beating, culminating in Cain picking up a heavy cut-glass decanter filled with brandy and crashing it on to the unfortunate man’s head.

‘You fucking idiot! Do you know the fucking aggravation you have caused me? Do you? His dad is my fucking mate.’

Johnny Mac went to the door and motioned for two young men, both looking severely uncomfortable, to remove the offending object. Sean was covered in blood now, and was having difficulty breathing. It was a definite hospital job.

When the man had been removed, Johnny Mac poured two large whiskies and gave one to his friend. ‘He meant well, Cain, he was just trying to impress you.’

Cain laughed. His shirt was splattered with blood and his knuckles were grazed, but Johnny could see that his temper was subsiding.

‘Oh, he did that. Fucking moron. He blinded Vic Malone’s lad. I know he took the piss, owed a couple of quid, but that wasn’t any reason to fucking remove the poor little fucker’s eye. Now I have to placate fucking Vic, one of me oldest mates!’

Johnny sighed. ‘Fuck Vic, he shouldn’t have let it get this far.’

Cain laughed. ‘Oh, Johnny, it was fucking Vic who requested the lesson in the first place. He wanted his lad to realise the seriousness of getting in over his head.’

They both started laughing at the irony.

‘Well, look on the bright side, Cain − lesson well learned there, I’d say.’

They both dissolved into loud laughter again.

‘Let me change this fucking shirt, I hate the smell of blood. I’m going to have a quick shower. Get someone to clean this place up, will you?’

Cain left the offices and made his way up a rickety flight of stairs to his makeshift bedroom and bathroom. He had made sure he had these facilities for just these kinds of encounters − encounters that were becoming more and more prevalent, if he was honest.


Chapter Two

‘Ooh, look at you all done up like a dog’s dinner! On a promise, are we?’

Jennifer Riley looked good and she knew it, but the way her mother spoke it was not a compliment she was offering her daughter but an accusation.

‘Don’t be so silly, Mum. I’m going out with Bella.’

Eileen Riley snorted in derision. She had been drinking steadily all day, and the effects were not pretty. Her flushed face still held traces of her former beauty, but her hands were shaking and her eyes were bloodshot. Even her hair looked drunk, in its mass of knots and dark roots.

‘You’re a fool, Jen, giving it away to fucking schoolboys. You could make a fucking fortune I tell you, girl.’

Jenny could hear the disgust in her mother’s voice but she deliberately ignored it − she wasn’t getting into a slanging match this late in the day.

‘Have you eaten anything, Mum?’

‘“Have you eaten anything, Mum?” Can you hear yourself, Jen? Fuck off out if you’re going, and keep your fucking questions to yourself.’

Jenny shrugged. ‘I’ll take that as a no, then, shall I? Well, there’s bread and milk − at least have a slice of toast.’

Eileen Riley pointedly refilled her glass with cheap wine and said emphatically, ‘Fuck off.’

Jennifer Riley didn’t need to be told twice.


Chapter Three

Jenny and Bella Davis were sitting in a pub in Dean Street, both dressed to the nines, and sipping vodka and tonics as if they did it every day of their lives. In truth it was their first real foray into Soho and, at sixteen, they were both completely unaware that they were basically sitting targets. If there was one thing a predator in Soho liked, it was a good-looking girl with no real understanding of the world. Young girls craved excitement, and there were men willing to do everything in their power to see that they got it.

Bella Davis was tiny, with long dark hair and hazel eyes; she had good legs and she knew how to make the best of herself. Jenny Riley, however, was a completely different kettle of fish. Tall for her age, she had the body of an old-time film star, long thick blond hair, and deep blue eyes. She was a real head turner, and men had been looking at her all her life. It was something she accepted now, even though it made her very uncomfortable.

The girls had been smiled at by some good-looking young men, but mainly by not very good-looking older men, who had propositioned them into the bargain. While finding this wildly amusing, both were also becoming a bit scared as the night wore on. They had slipped into this pub in the hope of looking glamorous and sophisticated. The barmaid, a strange-looking woman in her forties with non-existent breasts and a suspicious-looking five o’clock shadow, had been watching them like a hawk since they had come in.

The place was livening up, and a tall man wearing a crumpled suit and a practised smile came and sat beside them. He was balding, had tobacco-stained fingers, and smelled like a week-old ashtray. He also sported a gold tooth and a scar that ran from his right eye down to his lip.

‘Hello, ladies, can I get you a drink?’

They both shook their heads in unison.

‘Don’t be shy, girls −’ he placed his hand on Jenny’s knee now − ‘I won’t bite you. Well, not unless you ask me nicely anyway.’ He laughed at his own humour.

‘Leave them alone, Doug, they’re only kids.’ The barmaid was motioning with her head for the girls to leave as she spoke.

Doug gripped Jenny’s thigh harder as he shouted angrily, ‘Keep out of it, you fucking freak, and bring another round of drinks.’

Jenny tried to remove his hand but it was like a claw. ‘We don’t want another drink, thank you. In fact we were just going.’ She tried to sound in control, but she was frightened now, and Bella was pale with fear.

‘You stay there, madam. If you come in here like a couple of fucking tarts, then you should expect to be treated as such. This is Soho, darling, and it’s a different world. Now, if you were thinking of joining the tart brigade I am the very man you need. It’s what I do, see. I recruit.’

Jenny swallowed noisily, unsure how to answer. The barmaid brought the drinks over and sighed at the two girls as if to say ‘I tried’. ‘Drink up, girls, next stop Club Louise, eh? DJ Rudy’s in tonight.’

Doug pushed the barmaid away roughly. ‘Why don’t you go and find someone to give a blow job to, and leave us alone, you fucking bender.’

‘Doug, for the last time, they are just kids, leave them alone.’

Doug stood up menacingly, and the barmaid made a hasty retreat. ‘Fucking animals! Men dressed as women, against the laws of nature. Fucking freak.’ The last two words were said loudly, and with as much disgust as he could power into his voice.

Jenny and Bella were truly frightened; their little foray into Soho had turned into a nightmare. Why didn’t they just go to a club? Why did they have to go walking around looking for excitement? No one else in the pub seemed bothered by their obvious distress; in fact, most of the men were trying to act as if they didn’t exist. They sat mutely, neither of them knowing how to extricate themselves from the situation they’d found themselves in.

‘Well, drink up then, girls, the night is young!’


Chapter Four

Johnny Mac listened intently as Cain Moran explained the complicated terms he expected for putting up the money needed for a new business venture by Jack Barton.

Jack’s eyes, Johnny noticed, were glazing over with boredom. Not that it would stop Cain − he insisted that people knew beforehand exactly what he expected from them so that way there were no surprised faces anywhere along the line.

‘My percentage of your profits is guaranteed up to three years from the term of the loan. If you’re agreeable, Jack, then the money’s yours.’

Jack Barton was nodding away; he had no idea what the fuck he was agreeing to but, as long as the money was handed over, he didn’t really give a shit.

‘Thirty grand is a lot, Jack. But I know you will pay me back with interest.’

There was an underlying threat there and even the thick-headed Jack Barton couldn’t help but notice it. He was all attention suddenly, as the enormity of what he was asking was finally hitting him.

‘Every penny, Cain, I swear.’

‘Come on then, let’s hit the boozer and have a couple of drinks to seal the deal.’ The telephone on his desk rang and Cain picked it up quickly. ‘Hello, Caroline, how’s the house? Did the new beds arrive?’

He listened intently for a few moments, rolling his eyes at his audience before saying, ‘Look, darling, I’ve got a lot on here. I’ll ring you before I make me way home, OK?’ He ended the call quickly. ‘Her and that fucking house! Five bedrooms for three people. Take my advice, Jack, never agree to anything the wife says while you’re pissed!’

They all laughed.


Chapter Five

Doug was enjoying himself; these two little girls were prime meat as far as he was concerned. The young ones thought they were something special with their cheap bags and heavy make-up. But he had been in the Tom game for many years and he knew that they had maybe eight good years before the Life would begin to take its toll on them. Youth dried up − it was the law of nature. He had forced two drinks down them and now they were on their third. When they were pissed enough he would make a quick call and get them picked up. Once they were out of here they were his.

As Cain Moran and Johnny Mac walked in the pub with Jack Barton in tow, the barmaid, Jasmine, as she liked to be called, breathed a sigh of relief. When Cain got to the bar, she said breathlessly, ‘Just the man! Mr Moran, that Doug Havers has earmarked two lovely little girls, and they ain’t Tom material, only kids. Could you . . .’ She left the sentence open.

Cain sighed. ‘Do I look like a fucking social worker to you, Jas?’

Jasmine fluttered her eyelashes at him. ‘Pretty please! They are good girls, I can tell, and they are fucking terrified. He’s forced three drinks on them already, large ones and all. Be on their backs in some sleazy hotel before they know what’s happened to them. He’s fucking scum.’

Johnny and Cain looked over to where the girls were sitting and, as he saw the really good-looking one trying to extricate Doug’s hand from near her crotch, Cain sighed heavily and went over with Johnny close behind him.

‘Leave the girl alone, Doug. Take your fucking hands off her.’

Doug looked up in surprise at Cain’s words. ‘Look, Mr Moran, I work for Kenny Barker, and Kenny don’t like his business being interfered with, if you get my drift.’

Cain started to laugh. He could sense the two girls’ fear as if it was tangible. ‘Kenny Barker, that fucking fop. Ooh, I’m fucking shitting it.’ He picked up Doug by the scruff of his neck and marched him out of the pub, throwing him into the gutter. ‘You tell Kenny my offices are just up the road and my fucking door is always open. If I don’t see him by tomorrow with an apology for making threats, I will be coming to visit him. You got that, you fucking imbecile?’

He went back into the pub where Johnny was already sitting beside the little dark-haired girl with the big eyes, holding a steady arm around her shoulder as she cried with relief. The other one, the blonde, was staring at him with a white face that looked so terrified he thought she might faint. Sighing heavily, he sat beside her and, smiling a little, he said lightly, ‘Don’t worry, you won’t be hearing from him again, love.’

Jasmine brought over large whiskies for Cain and Johnny. ‘On the house, boys, for saving our little damsels in distress.’ Looking at the girls she said seriously, ‘Stick to the clubs in future. Much safer, OK?’

The two girls nodded and tried to smile. Johnny put a finger under Bella’s chin and pulled her face towards his, saying, ‘What these two need, Cain, is a bit of food inside them to soak up all that alcohol.’

Cain sighed. Johnny was his best mate and he loved him, but he was always on the lookout for strange. Caroline would kill him if he was late home tonight of all nights. But he was peckish so, swallowing down the whisky, he said resignedly, ‘We can take Jack with us. Let’s go to the Italian around the corner.’

He had to help the blonde to stand up, annoyed that he had been put in this position in the first place. In all fairness she was a lovely looking girl − young, but still a stunner. Even half pissed and with her make-up smudged, she was a definite nine on anyone’s scale. He thought of Caroline and sighed. He hadn’t wanted this new house. She was the one who thought they needed a great big fuck-off place, so he let her deal with it all. The last thing he needed today was her mother Jane and her aunt Dolly scurrying about like worker ants.

He half carried Jennifer Riley out into Dean Street and manoeuvred her to the restaurant with the help of Jack. He was being a good Samaritan and, as his old mum always said, you have to help people when they are vulnerable and in need.

Despite his protestations, he knew what he would like to help this one with, young as she was.


Chapter Six

Caroline Moran looked around her new home with satisfaction. It was big and beautiful, befitting the Moran Clan, as she liked to call them. Trouble with Cain was he didn’t understand that an up-and-coming businessman like himself needed to let people see his status. In many ways, he was a child where the real world was concerned. That was why he had married her, or one of the reasons anyway − being pregnant with young Michael being the main one, of course.

She smiled suddenly and it lit up her beautiful face. She loved that man, as irritating as he could be at times. He would be happy living in a flat, if truth be told. But she knew how to get what she wanted from him − that was the main thing.

Oh, she was well aware he took the occasional flier with another woman. That was OK; you couldn’t have a man like Cain Moran and not expect some kind of competition. When Cain was out and about with another woman he usually snuck into her bed, half pissed and smelling of shampoo and expensive soap. And, as long as he didn’t flaunt them in her face, she was happy to turn a blind eye. They were always very pretty − and very short-lived. Cain loved her – she was his wife, after all, and that was what really mattered.

She walked into her brand-new kitchen and sighed with happiness. This house was just another investment in their futures, and one day he would thank her for insisting they buy it, even if he was a bit peeved with her about it at the moment.

She plugged in the electric kettle and set about making another pot of tea, humming to herself as she relished the sights and sounds of her new home.


Chapter Seven

Jenny Riley woke up and didn’t know where she was for a few moments. Her mouth was dry and she had a deep ache behind her eyes. Sitting up, she was glad to see that she was fully clothed and in her own bedroom. She had no memory of how she got there. She had to take deep breaths to stop the feeling of nausea washing over her. This was her first hangover, and all she could think was, how could her mother wake up feeling like this every day of her life?

The evening before was a blur. She sat on the edge of the bed, vaguely remembering trying to eat a bowl of pasta. She closed her eyes tightly until the room stopped moving around her, and finally she made her way to the bathroom. Stripping off her soiled clothes she stood underneath the cold shower until she felt relatively normal. All the while flashes of the night before were moving before her eyes, but she couldn’t make head or tail of any of it.

The bathroom door banged open and her mother’s voice sliced through her skull. ‘Up then, are we?’

Jenny closed her eyes in distress. This was going to be a long day.


Chapter Eight

‘If I never see that ponce’s face again it will be too soon!’

Cain Moran laughed at Johnny’s words. ‘You sound like your mother!’

Johnny grinned, because it was true. One of his lads, big Paulie Jameson, opened the office door and said quickly, ‘Kenny the Pimp’s downstairs and said he needed to see you.’

Cain and Johnny exchanged startled looks, then both started to smile remembering the excitement of the night before.

Johnny turned back to Paulie. ‘Send him up, Paul.’

Cain sighed. ‘That’s all I need, Johnny, but I suppose it has to be done!’

‘Lovely little pair though, weren’t they?’

‘What the girl or her tits?’

Johnny grinned. ‘Both.’

Kenny the Pimp walked into the room like Uriah Heep on Valium, the fear on his face was visible and, as he looked at Cain Moran, he attempted a smile. Cain Moran knew how to play the game and he just stood there towering over the other man and looking seriously menacing.

‘You wanted to see me?’

Kenny nodded. ‘I heard about last night, and I can assure you that I have spoken sternly to Doug. He realises he was out of order. Blames the booze − you know how it is.’ He was warming to his theme now, and carried on in the same vein. ‘I’ve told him to be careful, make sure he don’t step on anyone’s toes, but what can I say, Cain? He’s a cunt.’

Cain laughed. ‘Lot of them about, Kenny.’

The insult was taken on board, but there wasn’t going to be any retaliation, they all knew that. This was an exercise in diplomacy, nothing more.

Cain went and sat behind his desk and, lighting a cigarette, he blew the smoke out in a long stream before saying, ‘The thing is, Kenny, Doug had earmarked a pair of nice young lasses. They were pissed and scared but he wasn’t fucking bothered. If I hadn’t intervened they would have woken up in a hotel somewhere stinking of sweaty blokes and that would have been just the start of their destruction. If I ever fucking see that cunt within a five-mile radius of this street, I will kill him. Hand on heart. Then I will pop in my car and I will drive to Brixton and kill you. Because it’s cunts like you that’s causing the huge police presence in Soho and the surrounding areas. You’ve got to take your business off the streets and start using your loaf. It’s nearly the eighties, and it’s a different world here now. It’s my fucking world. Don’t fuck it up.’

Kenny the Pimp swallowed deeply; one thing that could be said for Cain Moran was that he never made idle threats. Kenny cleared his throat noisily, his nerves in shreds. ‘Fair enough, if that’s what you think is for the best.’

Cain Moran stood up quickly and saw the man flinch. ‘I do think it is for the best. So fuck off.’

Kenny the Pimp scarpered, the laughter of the two men following him down the rickety stairs.

‘I hate ponces, Johnny. Living off women like that. They are scum.’

Johnny nodded in agreement. Like Cain, his mother had been a Tom, and that was why their friendship had blossomed all those years ago. It was a terrible stigma to live down, but it was the truth and there was nothing anyone could do about that. Johnny remembered how hard it had been for them, and so did Cain, although it wasn’t something they discussed very often. It was normally late at night, when well in their cups, that they broached the subject and discussed the finer points of their upbringings. But both worshipped their mothers − that was the main thing. They understood the times and the pressures and the lack of money for single women left with kids.

Cain had always been the bigger of the two. At junior school he had towered over the other lads. Johnny, on the other hand, was small for his age and black, which didn’t exactly help his situation in those days. But between them they had conquered their particular world and their friendship was true and lasting. Johnny loved Cain Moran and he knew the feeling was reciprocated; they were closer than most brothers. There wasn’t anything he wouldn’t do for the man.

‘I felt so sorry for those girls last night, but what I said was true − the new laws are going to clamp down on prostitution − well, for the younger girls anyway. The shrewd Toms rent a room and advertise as a model, or offer French lessons. The thing is, people like Doug and Kenny are a dying breed if they only knew it. They have to change with the times. I mean, if he invested in a house, he’d basically be legal. You can do what the fuck you like in a property you own. That’s how the letter of the law works. But that thick cunt can’t see it.’

Johnny put his jacket on. ‘Come on, Cain, we’re due in East London in an hour. Richie Jakobs is bringing his mate to offer us this marvellous business deal.’

Cain sighed. ‘I suppose we have to go, show a bit of willing, but I don’t trust that fucker.’

Johnny grinned. ‘No one trusts that fucker, but he can earn, and that’s all anyone really cares about.’

Cain nodded in agreement but he was still wary. Jakobs was a slippery bastard and, as such, needed to be watched closely. Cain Moran knew he wasn’t a man who could put that much effort into another person, especially not one like Jakobs. But he’d agreed to the meet, and so he had to go and at least hear what the man had to say.


Chapter Nine

Jenny Riley picked up the phone quickly, the ringing torture to her pounding head. She was still feeling the effects of the night before and every now and then she would remember the man who had saved her and her face would burn with humiliation. All the way back to her house he had lectured her on the perils of being a young good-looking girl, and the trouble that could get her in if she wasn’t a bit more savvy. The whole evening had since come back to her in stunning clarity and now she wished she could just forget it for ever.

‘Hello.’ Even her voice sounded fragile.

But instead of Bella as she hoped, it was the local publican Paddy Cartwright shouting that she had better come and get her mum or he was calling the Old Bill. Slamming down the phone, she grabbed her jacket and hurried out of the front door.

It was early evening and the weather was cold, but it cleared her head and, as she made her way to The Highwayman public house, she cursed her mother under her breath. She hoped Paddy didn’t phone the police; her mum was only inches away from a custodial sentence for brawling, drunk and disorderliness and shoplifting. The judge was sick of seeing her − this time he would bang her up no trouble. Paddy was a good bloke though − he tried to look out for her mother, Jenny knew that.

But as she approached the pub she sighed in distress. She could hear her mother’s big gob even from a distance, and she was in full fighting mode. Jenny ran as quickly as she could to try and defuse the situation; she was good at it because she had been doing it for as long as she could remember.

‘Mum! What the hell is going on?’

As Eileen turned to face her daughter, she still had hold of a dark-haired woman’s throat; she had been shaking her like a terrier and the woman was terrified.

‘Put the lady down, Mum.’

‘Will I fuck! She nicked me fucking drink.’

A small crowd had gathered to watch the debacle and Jenny turned to them shouting, ‘Had your fucking look? Grown men watching a drunken woman fight and you didn’t even step in to help?’

One of the men shouted back, ‘Eileen Riley don’t need no help, love, she fights like a man!’ Everyone laughed at that.

Jenny extricated her mother’s hands from the weeping woman’s hair, and tried to pull her away. But Eileen was having none of it. Knocking her daughter back, she set about the woman again, this time dragging her by the hair and raining punches down on her head.

‘I’ll fucking teach you a lesson, you thieving cunt.’

Jenny pulled herself off the floor just as the police arrived. It was chaos. Getting out of the car was PC Magnus Billings, a big man, running to fat to the extent that he looked like he was going to burst out of his uniform. He was much disliked, not only by the locals but also by the police force in general.

Jenny’s heart sank when she realised it was Billings who had come to break up the fight; he hated her mother with a vengeance bordering on mania. Eileen had once emptied a bucket of piss over him and he had never forgotten it. Neither had anyone else. It had gone down in the local folklore as those kinds of incidents generally do. Even his police colleagues referred to him as Pissy Bill, not a name he relished.

When he grabbed her mother in a chokehold, Jenny could see that he was really hurting her and, without thinking, she rushed to her defence.

‘All right, hold up a minute, you’re harming her.’

He laughed nastily. ‘Piss off. She’s fucking nicked.’

The other PC was a tall lanky young lad with dirty blond hair and bulbous blue eyes. He was attempting to help her mother’s victim who, it turned out, was even drunker than Eileen.

Jenny stood her ground. ‘You’re hurting her! She can’t even talk your hold’s so tight.’

Eileen Riley did look distressed. Billings was holding her at an awkward angle and it must have been agony.

‘If I’ve managed to shut this fucker up then that can only be good.’ He looked at the crowd for confirmation but they weren’t laughing now. The Filth were their natural enemy and, as bad as Eileen was, there was a strange affection for her. She brightened up many a dull day with her antics. Plus, if she was flush, she was always open-handed and willing to share her good fortune, even if it was earned on her back.

But now the police were involved, Eileen Riley was seen as the victim not the aggressor. A tall man with a bald head and a drinker’s belly shouted angrily, ‘Let her go!’

Billings retaliated by dragging her forcefully towards the patrol car, shouting over his shoulder loudly, ‘You want to fucking join her, mate? Because that can be arranged.’

Jenny launched herself at the man who was trying to force a kicking and fighting Eileen into the patrol car. Without thinking she jumped on to his back and, using all her strength, she dragged him away from her mother. Letting go of Eileen, Billings turned around and pushed her forcefully to the ground. Eileen, seeing this, launched herself once more at the officer, knocking his hat off and grabbing at his hair, cheered on by the crowd of onlookers who wanted to see Pissy Bill get his just deserts. Which he did, with honours.


Chapter Ten

Cain Moran had driven to Stratford for his meet and, as he parked outside The Highwayman, he saw a sight he didn’t think he would ever see. The lovely − quiet − girl of the night before was having a fight with a policeman.

Johnny Mac laughed. ‘That’s that little bird, ain’t it?’

Cain sighed. ‘So it would fucking seem. Not such a wilting violet after all.’

Cain and Johnny got out of their car and made their way over to the foray. Cain grabbed PC Billings and pushed him away from the fighting women. The man actually looked relieved.

Then he realised who had dragged him away and wished he had never answered the call.

‘What the fuck are you doing? Fighting with women? Get in your fucking plod car and leave.’

The crowd were thrilled. This was added excitement. A local Face turning up was the icing on the cake as far as they were concerned.

The two policemen did as they were bid and left the scene quick sharp.

Jenny was mortified that the man who had been her saviour the night before had once more come to her aid. She could feel the burn of humiliation on her face. She must look like a complete headcase. One minute she was being groomed as a prostitute, and the next minute she was brawling in the street.

‘Hello, young Jenny. You do have a flair for the dramatic, don’t you, darling?’

Jenny Riley was so mortified she burst into tears. Eileen, who was sobering up by the second, was amazed that her daughter, her lovely looking Jenny, could know someone like Cain Moran. Especially on a first-name basis.

Cain put his arm around Jenny’s shoulders and, motioning to Johnny, he walked her back to his car. Johnny Mac grabbed Eileen and they all left the scene together. Eileen Riley had once more provided the general populace with not just excitement, but also gossip. She was a girl all right.


Chapter Eleven

Cain looked around Jenny’s home and his heart sank. It was a typical Tom’s house − empty bottles everywhere, the residue of half-eaten food and overflowing ashtrays. He should know; he had grown up in a place just like it. He could see there was an underlying cleanliness that he guessed, rightly, was from young Jenny trying to bring some normality to her surroundings. He felt heart-sorry for the girl. What chance did she have with loony Eileen, as she was affectionately known, as her mother?
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