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  ONE




  Costain entered the service station and stopped when he saw Quill standing there, not even pretending to look at the chocolate bars displayed in front of him. Costain headed

  for the toilets, and Quill immediately followed, as if he didn’t care who noticed. Costain made astonished eye contact with him just before the door, turning to take in the SUVs he’d

  left on the forecourt outside, with Mick and Lazlo currently filling up the first two vehicles with diesel. No, nobody was watching. He closed the toilet door behind them.




  They stood in the cubicle, with the door bolted: the seat gone, the toilet bowl blocked, everything smelling of shit, a single bulb making it all ghostly white. The cold made their breath bloom

  around them.




  ‘What the fuck is Toshack doing?’ asked Quill. He was speaking too loudly.




  ‘I don’t know.’




  ‘“I don’t know, sir!”’




  ‘I don’t know, sir. Do you want me to recite my rank, nick and surname, too, in case Lazlo pops in for some fags?’




  Quill looked affronted, as if a detective sergeant had never talked back to him in his entire life. He seemed to choose his next words carefully and, thankfully, they were closer to a whisper.

  ‘You know how long it’s been for us lot on Operation Goodfellow? Four years now, from you first getting in with Pa Toil’s gang. And maybe you ought to have stayed in the Toil,

  because now you’re in Toshack’s sodding Chelsea tractor, leading this convoy or whatever it is, and him looking as if he might run for an airport any second.’




  ‘He’s not going to do that.’




  ‘How do you know, if you don’t even know what he’s doing?’




  ‘’Cos he’s looking for somebody. He said we’ll be going house to house.’




  ‘So you do know what he’s doing. But earlier you said you didn’t.’




  ‘I meant that I don’t know what he’s doing in the wider sense, Detective Inspector. I don’t know who he’s looking for – or why. He went off on his

  own, and couldn’t find them, came back to the Bermondsey house, decided to take us lot with him. He’s off his head tonight, playing with his guns. He’s been at the

  supply.’




  ‘What?’




  ‘Chisel. Crack.’




  ‘What, now – as a little treat on New Year’s Eve?’




  ‘His first time. Ask the second undercover, if you want.’




  ‘I don’t want anything unpredictable tonight.’




  ‘Well, what you want—’




  Quill put a finger to Costain’s lips. ‘The top brass are pushing Superintendent Lofthouse to end this right now, understand? Right now, you are the lead UC in the

  least successful operation SCD 10 has ever mounted in the capital, and that, my son, is a fucking highly contested honour. The boom is going to come down tonight, or tomorrow or the day

  after. We have run out of money and good will, so the bastards are going to settle just for the small fry. Toshack will laugh his arse off at us again, get off any charges brought against him

  again, and just a few of his soldiers and toms and lads down the chop shop will get put away, but none of the fucking terrifying ones. The risks you and Sefton have taken for the last four years,

  and all the working hours of your comrades back at the nick, will have been basically about nothing. And if that happens, I will make sure that you burn. Now, what do you have to

  say to me?’




  Costain licked his lips. Oh, piss off: that’s what he wanted to say. Don’t you think I can see it coming? You’re setting me up to take the fall for this.

  You’re going to burn me anyway. This fucking insane meeting, with no real excuse for being here, could have been achieved by a brush contact or a dead letter box. And never before had

  Costain dealt with a DI in charge of an operation who’d even known what he looked like. He’d been sold the lack of a handler this time on the basis that Lofthouse had her own way of

  doing things, and she had been given the freedom to pursue it this way because of all that Toshack had previously got away with. But now Quill was raising the stakes on him, deliberately pushing

  him. He made himself take a deep breath, then realized that was a mistake. The coke was roaring through him, putting him in charge, but he knew it made him paranoid too. He had no way any more of

  telling what was true, but, looking into Quill’s eyes, he knew he couldn’t trust him. ‘He’s not making a run for the airport. I know it. So tell Lofthouse

  that’s the opinion of the lead UC.’




  ‘Sefton’s in there with you, does he share that opinion?’




  Why do you want to know? ‘’Course he does. We’ve got a window. In this present state of his, Toshack might start talking about his supply and his connections at any

  moment, but while I could be listening, you’ve got me in here—’




  ‘’Cos you’ve done everything so well already, haven’t you? You’re in his car and you’ve established access like that, but, over four years, the quality of the

  information—’




  ‘You think I’ve gone native?’




  ‘Oh, you don’t catch me out like that, sunshine. I wouldn’t dream of using such ill-considered language to a gentleman of West Indian extraction . . . who’d be on to

  Professional Standards like a shot.’




  If I had a gun I’d put it on his forehead, see him sweat! ‘I’ve tried to tell you. He doesn’t talk about the bodies he’s dropped, his supply, how he

  absorbed the other gangs. When it needs to be done, he goes off on his own and nobody goes with him. He must hire freelancers, but we’ve never had a sniff of them. There’s been

  nothing heard over the lines, and obviously nothing from probably a dozen approaches you haven’t told me about, or you wouldn’t even be here.’




  ‘Oh yeah.’




  ‘So why do you think I am at fault, sir?’ He let a little of the Guyanese accent creep in, the way a lot of soldiers did when they wanted to act hard. Blam! Quill flew back!

  Blam!




  ‘Because you’re a wrong ’un.’




  ‘Sefton will have corroborated all of this.’




  But, of course, Quill didn’t have a word to say about Sefton. ‘Wrong ’un, I said, and Lofthouse shouldn’t have picked you.’ Quill reached into the pocket of the

  enormous old overcoat that smelt of mints, and took out a Nagra tape recorder. A bloody Nagra – last century’s recording device of choice. ‘If I were you, I’d be highly

  motivated to grab one last chance.’




  Costain considered the device for a long moment. ‘I don’t know when I’d get a chance to switch it on.’




  ‘Do it now, then.’




  Blam. Or else bow your head. Fuck it. Fuck him. Costain dropped his jacket onto the hook on the back of the door, pulled his shirt out of his trousers and reached around to attach the

  Nagra to his belt, at his back. He hadn’t used one of these devices in years, but he remembered the awkwardness of them. He found the little hook on top of the recorder, and flicked it to the

  On position. Then he tucked his shirt back in and put his jacket back on over it, careful not to touch the hook again. Judges took a dim view of interrupted recordings.




  ‘I am a serving police officer,’ he said, making eye contact with Quill, who seemed to be wondering if the UC would remember the necessary words, ‘who for the purpose of this

  operation will be known as Anthony Blake. I can, should a court require, produce my warrant card. The date is 31 December. The time is twenty-two-oh-four hours, and I have just switched on the

  tape.’




  Quill nodded to him. ‘Two hours of tape,’ he said. ‘Last chance – for all of us.’ He unbolted the cubicle door. ‘If the suspect heads for the airport . .

  .’ And then, mindful of the recorder, he gestured to Costain and then pointed upwards with a grim little smile.




  Then you make sure you go with him.




  Costain allowed himself another minute after Quill had left. He splashed freezing water on his face. It made him start panting. Quill had set him up to fail. He needed a

  sacrifice, letting Costain burn. No, no, keep going. Get through it. Work it out.




  He walked out on to the freezing forecourt, the warm breath billowing out of his mouth, to the sound of the convoy of SUVs revving their engines. UK Grime beats were pumping out through their

  open doors. A sample of the Clash looped in and out: ‘London Calling’. The Asian blokes at the tills were staring worriedly out at them.




  Rob Toshack stepped out of the lead car, holding a pistol in his hand. He was beyond caring who saw it.




  The Asian blokes dived for cover.




  Toshack was red-faced and sweating. He was shivering like an old horse. For a second, Costain wondered if he would find Quill’s corpse lying somewhere out here.




  No fear, now. Fear will kill you. Costain made himself become not the hiding, shameful traitor but the star of this picture. With a dirty great supportive soundtrack blasting from those

  cars, and now this guy with a gun, eyeing him worriedly, not betrayed – nowhere near it – just impatient, and a bit lost, high for the first time in his hard protective old life . . .

  This guy hadn’t just shot anyone.




  ‘I was getting worried, Tony,’ Rob Toshack explained. ‘We’re running out of time.’




  ‘What?’ Costain went over to the door of the lead vehicle and grinned at his boss. The star of this picture, yes, but never appearing melodramatic. Always the class joker, always

  relieving the tension that might one day kill him. ‘I was only having a shit.’




  They raced through the London night, heading for somewhere on the North Circular, up near Neasden. Mick had to swing the car back and forth, every now and then, to avoid the

  potholes. Not much traffic this late on New Year’s Eve. Rob was keeping the SUV so hot inside that everyone was now in shirt-sleeves. Sefton had somehow managed to move himself up into the

  lead car, and was now sitting beside Costain. Which was just fucking perfect. The second UC was looking pretend-concerned for Rob, with that round, frigging black children’s

  television-presenter face of his. Chill out everybody; let’s all be friends and play a rap music game!




  Costain made grudging eye contact with him. He held on to it a moment too long, taking some small pleasure in making Sefton start to react. What? Costain turned back to glance at Rob,

  at that worried drinker’s face, with something weak and unused about the muscles with which normal folk smiled. That lack of tension connected his loose jowls to those lost eyes. The king of

  London, the first ever. Even gangsters of old, like the Krays and the Richardsons, had had to deal with rivals. Toshack had made his money on drugs and brass, miraculous warehouse and container

  robbery and high-performance car theft. He was the man for whom it had fallen off the back of that lorry. Or, rather, just vanished from it. It was usually Toshack kit that got auctioned out of

  cardboard boxes in empty storefronts in the dead-eyed towns of the south coast.




  In the last ten years or so, he’d seen off all his rivals or, more often than not, absorbed them. He held actual territory in the thirty-three boroughs, in an age when most Organized

  Criminal Networks found that much too stressful. He regularly had soldiers coming to him, ratting out their bosses, saying where the money bunched in market folds would be counted tonight. Because

  everyone knew that in the Toshack OCN you got to do all the posing and none of the getting shot at. It was at that point that Rob would make their bosses a peaceable offer, backed up by some sort

  of threat, the details but not the results of which were kept from his own inner circle of soldiers. The smaller boss then took the offer and vanished. Always.




  Those incredibly efficient freelancers of his.




  It made it doubly strange that tonight Rob was out on the warpath with his own people right beside him.




  Absorbing soldiers from so many different gangs was how the Toshack set had come to be different from most OCNs, composed of people who’d known each other in the schoolyard, but diverse,

  like on TV where the producers could imply that these guys dealt heroin but not that they might be a tiny bit racist with it. Costain and Sefton had come aboard when Toshack had taken over the Toil

  to join Shiv and Mick and Lazlo, the League of Nations. Rob had looked after them, with so many loans and smoothings of the way, and also the taking asides for a little chat that started out with

  terror, then became about whisky and good advice from this man who looked at you with eyes that said he’d been there.




  Costain liked to feel free. ‘I’m this guy who’s got no karma,’ he’d once said to Rob during one of those whisky conversations. ‘Half of what people think

  there are laws about, there really aren’t. You can do what you like, but people are just afraid.’




  ‘Amen to that, Blakey,’ Rob had said, clinking glasses with him.




  He loved the freedom Rob gave him. The freedom of someone who could still afford the diesel for a fleet of SUVs. The freedom of someone who was not a victim. Only now he was carrying a burden in

  the middle of his back that could bring them both down. One way or the other, this free lunch looked likely to end tonight. Costain glanced at his watch. His tape was going to last up to, what . .

  . midnight? What was he going to do? He’d put a certain something aside for when he got out of this, and he hoped to God that neither side had discovered that. Was now the time for

  him to cash in and run?




  ‘What goes around comes around,’ declared Rob. Then he turned to look at Costain and Sefton. ‘Well, that’s not always true, is it? Not necessarily.’




  Costain pursed his lips. A sudden memory had been set off by those words, but Quill had planted it in him. Why he always thought he was going to get burned. Because he was the bad guy.

  The memory went like this: he was leaning closer to one Sammy Cliff, taking him into his confidence after the informer had again ranted on about how he felt about himself, describing himself in the

  most derogatory terms. ‘But it’s not about what you are, is it?’ Costain had said, making his tone sound like the sort of kindly teacher he’d seen in old movies.

  ‘It’s about what you could be. One of the good guys – one of us – fighting the good fight against gang culture. I think it’s time I assigned you a

  code name, mate. I have been given five randomly generated subject names to pick from, so do you want to choose?’




  Sammy had shaken his head, unable to stop himself from looking eager, he’d so wanted to be named.




  ‘I think,’ Costain had said, ‘I’m going to call you Tiger Feet.’




  And then he remembered what had happened soon after that: Sammy Cliff hanging there, the burned remains of his feet, of his face.




  Costain shoved that memory down again. ‘Nah,’ he said, ‘you’re right there, Rob.’




  ‘Depends,’ said Sefton. ‘Depends on what he means. What exactly do you mean, chief?’ Costain wondered if Sefton knew about the Nagra, if his fucking brilliant strategy

  now was going to be to ask loads of bloody questions. Like UCs never normally did.




  ‘I mean that, for the last ten years, what goes around hasn’t come around for me. And it won’t come around now, Blakey, Kev, Mick. I’m going to get out

  of it this time too, like every other time.’




  ‘Sure you are, Rob.’




  ‘I got all of this ’cos of my brother. All down to him, oh yes.’ He laughed gently, as if at some irony that Costain himself wasn’t aware of. ‘I’m not going

  to let it go.’ He hit the button to lower the window, inviting a freezing blast of air in, and shoved the gun out. He fired it in the air and kept firing, with an absurdly precise gap between

  each shot, as if he was waving a flag that fired bullets. Maybe he expected similar from the convoy behind him, but Costain heard nothing. He imagined bullets falling into the streets of semis

  standing below the underpass. That demonstrated real freedom, but he could sense Sefton having the temerity to worry and fear and bridle at it.




  Rob closed the window and turned back to them again, laughing. ‘I’m sorry, boys, I’ve had some of the other, so I feel a bit free and easy tonight. I used to do that down the

  shopping centres in Peckham, you know, walking along with a pump-action. Window of a business that’s giving us gyp, bang! The glaziers used to love me back then. I’d take down the

  Neighbourhood Watch stickers, saying they no longer applied, and they never got put up again, because everyone was afraid of me. That was before your time, Blakey. It was just me . . . it

  is just me in this city, invulnerable.’




  Sefton spoke up again. ‘Yeah, boss? We sort of took that as read. So why are you going on about it finishing?’




  Costain felt his teeth grind at yet another question. Questions broke the flow of the other bloke telling you something. They weren’t part of a normal chat. They just raised more

  questions. Sefton was Quill’s favourite, but the little shit was acting like a bloody amateur.




  But Rob had suddenly started yelling at Mick, the driver. ‘Right here, quick, down here!’ And they were off down a slip road, the rest of the convoy blaring their horns and making

  other cars swerve out of their way as the convoy was forced to follow.




  Costain glimpsed a gasometer and rows of neat little houses, some of them still with their Christmas lights up. They were somewhere in the Wembley area, he decided. He used to take his bike up

  here as a kid: these rows of homes all with their own little gardens, everything in the shadow of the stadium and the dirty great warehouse stores. Little people living here in the shadows of

  stuff. Rob was meanwhile giving directions to Mick, looking at a map on his phone, but keeping one hand cupped round it. Even now he didn’t want anyone seeing their destination.




  They roared round a corner, past a square-built pub with a crowd of smokers outside who cheered without knowing what they were cheering. It was the first pub in three streets that hadn’t

  been boarded up. They took a left down a side street.




  ‘That one,’ Rob pointed. ‘Park up nice like. Don’t disturb the garden.’




  The suburban street was fully lined with cars, so ‘nice’ meant double parking. A home owner came out, calling that he’d need to get his car out later, but Rob vaguely waved the

  gun at him and he went running back inside. That was how they were rolling tonight, then. Costain felt the others were up for it, into it, experiencing some action with the boss at last – not

  just serving as his drinking buddies now. Rob led his soldiers to the door of a house, and they formed up outside, ready to rock.




  Rob rang the bell. And then twice more. He turned to them. ‘Could someone—?’




  The soldiers came forward to help, the big Russian trying to do it with one kick. The door went down in three, and then they were rushing inside. Costain hung back, Sefton alongside him, ready

  to let any shooting start ahead of them.




  But, inside, the gang were wheeling about through a bare and freezing lounge and heading into a kitchen with no fittings and with broken windows looking out to the rear. There was thin carpet

  and a front parlour space with paintwork yellowed from cigarette smoke. ‘Doesn’t look as if anyone lives here,’ said Mick. ‘Not even as a squat.’




  ‘I know what it looks like, Michael,’ said Rob. ‘Just search the place.’




  So they turned out empty drawers lined with newspaper, and peered under what little furniture there was, the soldiers kicking about inside what looked like their nan’s house. Rob himself

  went upstairs, and Costain and Sefton – always at his shoulder – followed. Empty bedrooms. Nothing. ‘What are we looking for, then, boss?’ asked Sefton. Always the

  questions.




  ‘We’re making a noise,’ said Rob, raising his voice as if to address the ceiling. ‘Making it clear we’re here. Loads of us to choose from.’ He grabbed a

  shotgun and slammed the butt up into a trapdoor of what must be a loft, and the big lads helped him up inside it. But a few moments later he was back down again. ‘Get in there,’ he

  said, pointing, ‘and root around a bit.’ Costain studied Rob’s face as he marched past. He seemed to have come here with hope and then lost it.




  Costain managed to investigate the back room downstairs on his own. Then he turned round to see that Sefton had entered. But nobody else. They could hear the sounds of the search continuing in

  every other room around them, carried out swiftly and offhand as every soldier wondered when he’d hear sirens approach to cut off their limited exit. Sefton closed the door behind him.

  ‘How do you want us to proceed, skip?’




  ‘As the tribunal will hear from the tape, I then asked the lead officer in the field to inform me of his plans . . .’




  Costain looked at Quill’s boy for a moment, then silently blew him a kiss. Sefton stared back at him – apparently astonished that Costain had somehow worked out that Sefton was just

  waiting for him to fail somehow, that he’d probably been already sending in carefully neutral reports that damned the lead UC only in the details. Quill hadn’t actually said that

  he’d backed up his version of events, had he? Costain was pleased to have finally got under Sefton’s skin. ‘I wouldn’t worry. You’ll be fine.’




  ‘So you don’t have any . . . particular thing you’d like me to try on Toshack . . . Sarge?’




  There came a shout from Rob himself in another part of the house. ‘Right! Next address!’




  Quill sat in the back of an unmarked BMW, heading back to Gipsy Hill at speed, with his detective sergeant, Harry Dobson, in the seat beside him, talking into his Airwave

  radio. ‘The helicopter used the opportunity of Toshack’s stop-off at that address in Wembley to refuel,’ he told Quill. ‘He’s now moving to resume surveillance by

  tracking the bug concealed on Sefton.’




  ‘Tell him, if he loses them, he’ll be flying Fisher Price.’




  Harry raised an eyebrow. ‘He’s about to, anyway, Jimmy. This is the last op, the service is getting cut and the crew are taking early retirement. Like with that Nagra you managed to

  get hold of when there was nothing else; we’re riding third-class here. So I’ll call him back with your message, shall I?’




  ‘Oh, piss off,’ said Quill. Harry had been with him since they’d been in uniform together. Quill liked having someone he could yell at but not have it matter.




  ‘You really giving Costain another chance?’




  ‘Nah, I was just trying to motivate the fucker. When this is over, he’s done. I’ll have him up on a charge, if I can. I do a bit of the necessary paperwork every lunchtime

  – gives me something to look forward to. If we’d had a better lead in there, or if Sefton had gone in first—’




  ‘Sefton’s a DC, Costain’s a DS, and Sefton has backed up every single thing that shifty bugger’s said about the Toshack firm. You just don’t like him ’cos

  you’ve got your own lines drawn in the sand—’




  ‘Laws, I like to call them. And where would we be without them? Where we are now, but a bit worse. He had eyes like frigging dinner plates, Harry. He knew I could see that, and all. When

  this lot falls apart, we’ll find there was info going the other way, knowingly or not, stuff that he’s been contributing to Toshack’s bloody twilight zone that we can’t get

  into. Bet you a fiver.’




  ‘Blimey, you are serious.’




  ‘Operation Goodfellow’s falling apart, and we’ve got this last shindig on triple time. It’s the last night of the Proms. When this goes under, Lofthouse won’t be

  able to fend them off no more. The axe’ll then come down, and undercover ops in London will end up being about some old dear telling a DCI what she heard down the bingo. It’s like

  Toshack threw us a few coins. There you go, lads, tip for being sodding useless. Now sling your hook.’




  ‘Bet Sarah’s enjoying it.’




  ‘Oh, yeah, Harry, she’s ecstatic. I think she’s visiting some distant cousin tonight. Maybe she’ll stay there.’




  Harry laughed. ‘You’re never that lucky.’




  Quill looked at him a bit sharply, then realized that he had done so and cuffed the DS across the shoulder before he could apologize. Do as I say, not as I do; they should have that

  written over the door at Hendon. He banged on the back of the driver’s seat, and saw her raising an eyebrow at him in the rear-view mirror. ‘Faster, love. We want to be back at the Ops

  Room for “Auld Lang Syne”, don’t we?’




  Shit, shit, shit!




  Kev Sefton was his actual name, and right now he was carefully making himself look out of the window of the SUV because he couldn’t look at that bastard sitting beside him. The

  convoy had gone to two more houses, both within ten minutes’ distance of the first. They’d been empty, too. Both times Toshack had headed up into the loft while he got the soldiers to

  ‘bang about’. Sefton had tried to keep his mind on the job, but . . .




  The bastard knew. He’d been on his back since he’d joined Goodfellow, and that was the reason Sefton didn’t know how Costain came to know about his ‘protected

  characteristic’, as the blunt jargon put it. He’d always stayed away from the Gay Police Association, the Black Police Association . . . He hadn’t thought much about why he should

  have joined them, or why he shouldn’t. He’d been out, sort of, at his last nick. A few of the lads had asked, so he’d told them. And then his DI, Pete Grieves, had, too, over a

  pint – deliberately nothing official. ‘I should think you qualify us for some sort of grant, lad, representing two minorities for the price of one,’ he’d said. Sefton had

  laughed along, only realizing later how the conversation had left him feeling . . . he still didn’t know how he felt about it.




  But there was meant to be a firewall between his present UC life and the nick where he’d first worked.




  And, however he knew, Costain had decided that now, on the night the op was going to crash and burn, was the time to really have a go. He’d been at Sefton ever since he was

  brought in. That superior look in his eye, ’cos he was the real thing and Sefton was the fraud, the posh boy with the put-on accent. There were so many things Costain had stopped him from

  mentioning in his reports: so many little infringements that added up to a damning picture. ‘Let’s not mention how long I was alone in there, mate. I might have been a bit rough with

  him there, mate. Not worth mentioning the toms, is it, mate?’ He was always so friendly during that thirty seconds, and Sefton always kept silent, and then the smile dropped away and the mask

  was back. He had rank on him, but that was no excuse. He’s put a gag on you, and you let him! You keep letting him!




  It was obvious the man was using. Sefton suppressed his fury yet again. You did undercover one of two ways: you either stayed yourself, playing a part all the way; or you became something else,

  something that suited your undercover situation. I’m still me. But you’ve lost yourself. Undercover was a big deal for black coppers, because so many of the OCNs were of

  African ethnicity. Maybe you didn’t get to do all the management courses, maybe your experience became too narrow to attract promotion, maybe you were just a tool like a phone tap or a

  surveillance team, but it felt like the most meaningful contribution you could make. And that in a culture where, no matter what anyone said, your opportunities felt narrow anyway. But, when Sefton

  saw that glazed-eye coldness in Costain’s face tonight, he knew: This bastard’s going to bring me down with him.




  Sefton’s mum had taught him something, from his earliest days of getting kicked about. ‘Wish good things at them,’ she’d said. ‘Wish good things at them

  hard.’ Then she’d make a serious, ridiculous face. He had kept that as a habit of mind, like not walking under ladders. He glanced at Costain now and wished paydays and

  promotion for the sod, contorting his face with the effort of wishing it.




  ‘You all right, Kev?’ asked Toshack. Which made Costain look round quickly, and satisfyingly. There, Mum, wherever you are now, it worked – sort of.




  He instantly dropped the expression. ‘Come on, boss,’ he said, in that West London accent he’d sold to Quill as a black kid trying too hard. The voice he hated, if he was being

  completely honest, because it reminded him of all the kids around him when he was growing up, but not of himself. It was a voice he’d learned to adopt. ‘We’ll move heaven and

  Earth for you, you know that?’ Yes, sir, master – Toshack liked that, so Costain gave it to him. ‘But tell us who we’re after. We all want a drink at midnight,

  don’t we?’




  There, the look on Costain’s face! Fabulous, darlings. ’Cos second UC Sefton kept daring to show initiative, and that was recorded on that bloody tape of his. Assuming Quill had

  actually passed it to him. And assuming he’d switched it on.




  ‘You’ll get to toast the New Year at midnight,’ Toshack reassured him. ‘Back at the house. If we don’t find it this time . . . it’s last orders for me,

  ’cos I’ll be gone soon after.’




  Sefton looked just a bit worried and puzzled, but inside now he was yelling.




  As the soldiers strode up the path of their last suburban semi, Sefton finally made eye contact with Costain. They hung back until everyone else had gone inside.




  ‘Your call, skip,’ he said to Costain, as the familiar crashing noises began inside.




  Costain looked splendidly uncertain. His lovely criminal lifestyle was coming to an end, and he was going to have to either call it now or add to the pile of disciplinary charges. ‘Go on,

  then,’ he said.




  Sefton looked towards the house, then carefully took his mobile, with the tracer in it, from out of his other pocket. He texted one word to a number which, if called, would connect to a bloke

  who called himself Ricky, who would ask, ‘What’s up, Kev?’




  The single word: Midnight.




  Costain had placed himself between Sefton and the window, and now he pointed to himself. ‘I’m going to get him,’ he said, ‘before it goes down.’




  Sefton watched the lead UC, as he marched towards the house, and once again he sent all his bloody good wishes after him.




  







  TWO




  Gipsy Hill was indeed a hill, and the nick was situated near the top of it; at the highest point above sea level that any police station in London occupied. Quill had just

  stepped out of his vehicle in the Hill’s car park which was, as usual, lit up like a stadium. Well, a stadium where a few of the lights were broken. It was just past 11 p.m., at the very end

  of the old year.




  ‘Midnight!’ he was saying into his Airwave radio, while Harry marched beside him, talking equally urgently into his phone. ‘So we’re assembling at a quarter to, round the

  corner from the house in Bermondsey, which means we have to be out of here—’ He paused when he heard the sound of engines behind him, and turned to see a line of unmarked cars rolling

  in, followed by an Armed Response Vehicle out of Old Street. ‘—right now!’ He then exclaimed, ‘You beauty!’ before correcting himself, ‘Sorry,

  ma’am.’




  Harry waited until his superior had switched off the radio. ‘You still reckon Toshack’s going to run for it?’




  ‘Not so much now. I’ve been talking to the uniforms who’re moving in on every place he’s been to, and he’s been making a fuckload of noise at every one of them.

  That’s hardly sneaking out of the country. That’s more like desperation. He’s looking for someone important to him: an old flame, or a kid he lost track of. If he’s

  cashing in, it’ll be with a shotgun to his own forehead on the stroke of midnight. Only, instead, we’ll be there to hear his confession.’




  Harry coughed a laugh. ‘At least then we’ll get him for possession of a firearm.’




  They got into one of the waiting cars. As police officers in Metvests came running out of Gipsy Hill police station to start filling up the other vehicles, Quill waved for his driver to join the

  convoy.




  Costain watched as Rob Toshack stepped slowly down from the cab of the SUV. His last hope had gone with that final house. ‘What would you do if you were me, son?’

  the boss asked.




  The question you could never answer. You started making suggestions, saying hit them here and here, and a jury would start to wonder if these fine gentlemen would have done any of that without

  you egging them on. Run for the airport, Rob. Take me with you. The fuckers who’re after you, you’re worth ten of them. ‘I don’t know what the problem is,

  boss.’




  ‘I’m just going upstairs for a minute.’




  Rob went inside, and Costain walked quickly after him, aware of Sefton catching up, but he didn’t look back to check on him. Upstairs meant Rob was going to lock himself into his den.

  They’d searched that room in the past, and Rob only kept it locked when he himself was inside. He’d spend hours up there, and come down looking elated, telling some new story of how a

  certain someone either wouldn’t be getting in their way much longer, or had been persuaded over to their point of view. Or that would be the moment he’d choose for sorting and then

  sending out the supply. As if having the supply in his own home wasn’t a risk at all; it had proved not to be. Costain followed him upstairs, and heard the other boys switching the telly on

  down below, their laughter rising; crisis over, they thought. Sefton had stayed down there, too, thank Christ.




  ‘Rob,’ Costain said, ‘what’s wrong?’




  But Rob just shook his head and went on into his den. He locked the door behind him.




  Costain waited a few moments, then put his ear to the door.




  He didn’t hear Rob talking to anyone. Instead he was fumbling with something. The den was actually quite a big space, obviously a spare bedroom from the days when that meant showing off

  some square feet. Rob had lined it with shelves stacked with cardboard boxes, most of which – as the two UCs had discovered on that day of blissful hope when they’d made a search in

  there – were empty. Nor, Costain was sure, having had a look at the plans and done some tapping on walls, was there enough room in the house for a hidden den or passage.




  There was a sudden noise, and for a moment Costain thought something must have fallen. But then there was silence again. Very aware of time rushing past, Costain kept listening. It was twenty to

  midnight when he heard another sound from inside, and he had to stand up quickly and get away as Rob’s footsteps approached the door. What had the man been doing in there? What did he

  ever do in there?




  Rob emerged from the den looking as if he’d had the last tiny bit of hope shaken out of him, but his dignity seemed to have returned as a result. ‘Having earlier sampled a bit of

  what we sell, Blakey,’ he said, ‘I find I don’t like it very much. So, in the next ten minutes, I’d like to get as pissed as humanly possible.’




  The pair of them sat in an empty bedroom, London cloud glowing dull-orange through the window. From downstairs Costain could hear the sounds of the party getting raucous.

  Sefton would be sweating now, aware that, just for once, he had to let his colleague make the play.




  ‘When Dad died,’ said Rob, ‘my brother Alf was left in charge. He was older than me, and he was shagging the proverbial deer with no eyes – literally had no fucking idea.

  All these vicious kids, with their crack and their guns, were sprouting up around us. We had no resources to match that. We had community, yes, but community don’t mean a thing when it gets

  in the way of money. Nothing to stop a jeep mowing down the gnomes in the front garden and then some twat from Jamaica chucking a grenade through your window. Here’s the secret, Tony:

  London’s always about what’s moving underneath, about what’s pushing what. It was understanding that which let me get past what Alf left me with.’ He raised his can of

  lager, managing a smile as if at some private joke. ‘To Alf.’




  Costain joined in. ‘You never did talk much about him dying.’




  ‘You’re right there, Tone. There’s a lot of memories you don’t want to dwell on.’




  ‘I know you. You’re not going off after midnight. You’ll be staying put.’




  ‘Nah, I’m off. To somewhere abroad. Oh, get that look off your face. I don’t mean right now. It’s just that things are going to change now, maybe very quickly, starting

  at midnight, and I haven’t got . . . I haven’t got the protection no more. When everyone realizes that . . . well, all I’ll have then to protect me is loyalty and

  tradition.’




  ‘Maybe sometimes loyalty and tradition actually count. They do between me and you, anyway. You know I’ve always watched your back.’ Just go out front, get in the car, and

  go. I’ll say you tricked me. I’m going down, anyway.




  ‘You have indeed, Tone, and I’ll see you lot right. I’ll distribute a shitload of working cash to the soldiers, and use the rest to leg it.’




  Maybe give me something I can give them. Just tell me about the freelancers. About the supply.




  ‘Anyway, it’ll all go to hell.’ He threw aside the empty can of lager and grabbed another. ‘I caused chaos in this town on my way up, but that’s nothing compared to

  when they’ll start fighting over what I’ve left behind. And they don’t have the advantages I had. It’ll be back to the old days, to shootings on the doorsteps. It’s

  meant to be the end of the world soon, innit?’




  ‘Always is.’




  ‘I thought tonight I might manage to keep my edge, that I might get someone I know to extend a deal, but . . .’




  Costain inclined his head, waiting.




  ‘Now I might be on the wrong end of it. Someone might make a better offer. And then—’




  Costain looked up just then and saw Sefton in the doorway, making out that he was heading for the bog. He held his hand up: five minutes until they arrive.




  Okay.




  He actually found he was smiling now that they’d got to it. He was the star of this picture – inside, at least – and he’d either pull this off or it’d kill him.

  ‘Rob . . . you know what you mean to me. And that’s real, that’s solid, but this comes from the same place, okay? No reason for me to even say it, otherwise. You see . . . Blake

  isn’t my real name.’




  ‘What?’




  ‘Rob, mate, I’m an undercover copper.’




  Sefton was out of the doorway like a shot, a horrified expression on his face, away and down the stairs without a sound. Yeah, you just scuttle off. Costain’s gaze flicked quickly

  back to Rob.




  The king of London, his expression now a mask of horror, was getting slowly to his feet. ‘I could have known,’ he said. ‘I could have asked.’




  Oh, Christ, where did that come from?! Why did he have to go and say that?!




  ‘I didn’t, though,’ Rob continued, ‘’cos it didn’t seem like there was anything you lot could do.’




  Costain stayed sitting. ‘None of what you’ve built up can protect you from the other gangs. Or from your freelancers if they’ve been turned. All it would cost you is those

  fuckers. The dark side of your network. The ones who let you down.’ The ones you could have ‘asked’ about UCs!




  Toshack held his gaze for a moment. Then he went for his gun.




  Sefton went into the front room, where he ignored the soldiers drinking in front of the telly. He looked at his watch. Three minutes.




  No, Costain, the stupid bloody sod, didn’t even have that much time.




  So, which window? That one. He went over to a lamp, and checked nobody was looking at him. He quickly moved the table the lamp was sitting on by couple of feet, and switched it on. He stood

  between it and the window, but was smiling and watching the telly again when Mick looked round at him. Then, when Mick turned away, Sefton raised one arm in a loop right up against the window, and

  touched the top of his head.




  Costain was staring at the tiny O-shaped cavity of the end of the gun. Toshack’s hands were shaking, but he was aiming at Costain’s stomach: the certain shot, the

  lingering death. ‘You bastard,’ he said. ‘Did you take it away from me? Can coppers do that?’




  ‘I don’t know anything about that.’ Costain tried to make his expression convey to the other man that he hadn’t wanted it to go this way, that they were now being

  overheard, and that he had no choice. At any second, the Nagra tape would run out with a loud click, the stuff of UC nightmares, perhaps be the cause of his death now, if Toshack was startled by

  it. The wall clock said he had three minutes.




  ‘You say you want to help me?’




  ‘I want to. I so bloody want to. You’ve given me a home here, Rob – first proper home I ever had. I haven’t told them nothing, so far. I was planted here, and then I saw

  what sort of house you kept. So they was waiting for tonight. But if I can save you with what we talk about here, if I can use the resources these coppers have got, and get you into

  hiding—’




  ‘Grass, you mean?’




  Costain got to his feet. ‘You’re the only boss left who cares about that honour shit! You see how London’s going, how the world’s going! The rest of them use grasses as

  just another weapon against each other. What’s the point of being noble, when nobody else is?’




  ‘“Noble!” The trouble is, you shite, that your mates would never believe me!’




  ‘They would if it came from me.’




  ‘What, they trust you, do they? Do they know about some of the stuff you’ve done while you were on my books?’




  No, and you don’t know all of it either. But there was something in Rob’s look that said he was desperate enough to listen, that if Costain could find a way through in the

  next two minutes . . . ‘Listen—!’




  Just then, from downstairs, there came the slam of a door bursting open under the impact of a battering ram.




  Rob stood there stock-still, horrified. The sounds of shouting and scuffling rose from downstairs. But no gunshots, which meant that the soldiers, who had never had to fight, were folding.




  ‘Give me something!’ shouted Costain. ‘Something that shows them you were willing to talk before you got nicked. For Martha’s sake!’




  But now there were boots running up the stairs. All hope dropped instantly from Rob’s face. Costain leaped for him. Rob’s shot went wild. Costain hit the big man, and they both went

  down. As they fell he could hear ‘Gun, gun!’ from the Armed Response coppers thundering upwards through the house. When they got there, could he trust them? And who at Gipsy Hill was he

  going to be able to trust with that tape? It said that the nick had been breached; that there was someone who could give out info on UCs.




  Rob fought to keep the gun. He slammed Costain to one side and then the other, but Costain managed to keep a grip on the hand holding the weapon. As they burst in through the doorway, Costain

  realized that Rob wasn’t trying to twist it round to aim at him, but was keeping his arm straight as if hoping to get a shot off at—




  Costain rolled him aside and that shot went through the window. ‘Don’t you fucking shoot him!’ he bellowed.




  Many hands grabbed for the pair’s wrists and suddenly the gun was gone, and they were being hauled to their feet, and Costain struggled, spat and swore at them as they heaved first him and

  then Rob towards the door. There were sounds, cries from the next floor, as more officers pounded up into the house. He could hear Martha starting to scream insults.




  On the landing, they smashed his face against the wall. His wrists were hauled behind him before the cuffs bit into them. He was pushed back towards the stairs, Rob passing him, but not looking

  at him. Below, he could see Sefton, cuffed also, being shoved out of the door, in a line with all the soldiers.




  Suddenly, at the foot of the stairs, Rob made his move. With a great cry, he surged forwards, out of the grasp of so many hands, his own still pinned behind his back, and propelled a uniformed

  copper into the wall, his forehead connecting brutally with the man’s throat and bringing him down. He bounced off the man, bellowing incoherently at all the others, his red face like that of

  an animal roaring at its fate, defiant to the last. ‘For you!’ he shouted. ‘For you, if you want, you sow!’ Costain didn’t know if he was talking about luck or about

  Martha or what, but it was magnificent to witness. He let out a bellow of coke-fuelled laughter, thrashing out again against the uniforms around him.




  A kind of ecstatic yell of triumph rose from the rest of the uniforms gathered downstairs. They piled into Rob, some bursting in through the front door, or rushing back down the stairs, pushing

  past Costain. Rob was lost in the sea of them, crying out loudly under the blows.




  Resisting arrest. All the abuse coppers took, people spitting in your face . . .




  Resisting arrest. Set off that powder keg.




  Though, while in cuffs, it shouldn’t. Not these days.




  Costain thought – as they heaved him down the stairs soon after, as he still heard the sound of blows and Rob’s cries of protest – of the four years he’d been involved in

  this. Of the six times during that period he’d been stopped and searched. A patrol officer in Kilburn, just a kid, had called him ‘nigger’ and slapped him on the cheek. The one

  time, too, that he’d had his warrant card on him, and they hadn’t bloody found it. He still had the young man’s shoulder number scribbled on a piece of paper in his wallet, and he

  thought of it at times like this.




  Quill was fighting his way into the throng now, physically pulling coppers off Rob’s back. ‘Robert . . . Stephen . . . Toshack,’ he had begun yelling, ‘. . . you do not

  have to say anything, but it may harm your defence if . . .’




  From the television nearby, Costain heard the New Year’s Day celebrations beginning. A moment later there sounded, from the small of his back, a single loud click.




  He was dragged out through the door, without any eye contact from Quill, and across the huge dark coldness of the morning, and thrown into the back of one of a string of police vans, like all

  the other soldiers in their beery suits.




  And he let out a breath and closed his eyes, and felt a rush of fear at what was still only in his head and on that tape.




  The police helicopter hovered above Bermondsey, every stroke of its blades swallowing the last available money out of its last operation, the coppers inside it watching not

  just the raid on the Toshack home but simultaneous assaults on the garages and front-room distribution centres and suburban brothels. They were fully intent on their last duties before they’d

  be on their way into oblivion. Like the rest of London, they felt – from on high tonight – bitterly. They were too intent, in fact, to notice that, through what seemed to be

  coincidence, every prisoner taken out of every building was being removed in a south-westerly direction.




  The wheel that was London had started, ever so slowly, to turn once again.




  







  THREE




  In the early hours, Quill watched as the uniforms opened the back doors of each van in turn and led each prisoner into Gipsy Hill police station. Not everyone who’d been

  discovered at the house was here, because he’d had the prisoners divided up between the secure custody suites at Gipsy Hill, Streatham, Brixton and Kennington, partly to speed up the entire

  process, partly so that every major player was kept in a cell corridor on his own, and couldn’t get his story straight by shouting to his mates. Harry would be ready to do a bit of sleight of

  hand so that Costain could slip him the Nagra when he surrendered his personal items to the custody sergeant. Getting that part sorted might have been hellish had Quill not played snooker with said

  sergeant on a regular basis. Thank God they’d now moved on from Nagras, as a rule. Unless the current cuts meant they were now stuck with them again on a regular basis.




  Quill hoped they had something more to work with here than possession of firearms and a few class-A drugs found at Rob’s house. The gun should be enough to put Toshack away, but Quill

  wouldn’t bet on it, given the prisoner’s way with juries. There was nothing found so far that said that the house itself was an OCN drug-distribution centre. Neither was there anything

  that might let them get their hands on Toshack’s freelancers. The situation in the house had confirmed his suspicion of a certain desperation on Toshack’s part but, so far, nothing had

  fallen out as a result of that desperation. Quill had only the sketchiest picture of what had been going on from the uniforms that had arrested Costain upstairs. He wouldn’t know more until

  they extracted the pair of UCs and listened to that tape.




  There went Costain and Sefton now, both in handcuffs but apart: one yelling too theatrically and the other acting stoic. The corrupt egotist and the professional: the latter having seemingly

  called in the cavalry to save the former. Having watched those two go past, he made sure to watch all the others equally. Toshack came out last. As Quill made eye contact with him, the gang leader

  dropped his gaze to the ground. Quill perked up at that: maybe something was going to fall out of this after all.




  Quill waited until they were all brought inside, and then followed, heading towards the Ops Room. Uniforms coming off the night shift stopped to offer him congratulations as he

  passed. ‘Fucking Toshack! Kick arse!’




  Quill acknowledged the praise, then pushed his way through the double doors that led into the Ops Room. The Operation Goodfellow coppers who hadn’t been out in the field that morning

  applauded him too. He waved this attention aside, getting irritated with it now. Instead he looked at the room beyond them. For the last four years he’d been living with that familiar smell

  of soup and aftershave. The room was the usual mess: ancient desktop computers, their drives wheezing; family photos; cut-out headlines and dark copper jokes. A sink that was never cleaned because

  the first thing Quill had done when he’d got here was to lock out the cleaners, whether vetted or not. The wall was used as a screen for the PowerPoint projector, and had biro marks on it to

  indicate the picture size for best focus. The Operations Board, covered in Toshack photos and organizational diagrams, with ‘Goodfellow’ written across the top, now had a big black X

  taped over Rob Toshack’s face. Quill went and gazed at it, and felt distantly annoyed that they hadn’t left that privilege to him. But would he even have bothered to do it? The X still

  felt like more of a vague possibility than a fact. In the past, Toshack had got out of worse.




  Quill located Mark Salter, the DS who ran the room, who looked, deliberately, only appropriately happy. ‘Congratulations, Jimmy.’




  ‘Yeah, yeah. Tell Ben I want a blood test done on Toshack, and in case he’s flying over Moscow right now, I want half-hourly tests until he’s at a point where the Force medical

  examiner will agree he’s sober again. We’ll strike while the iron is hot, and won’t wait for the analyst’s report on the tape. Though, knowing her, she’ll get it done

  in time. I want the brief in now, so call their night desk, get them to wake someone up. And make sure said brief gets a cup of tea and a biscuit. I want every single detail of

  this,’ he raised his voice so the room shut up and paid attention, ‘done by the book, so at the very least we once again get that king of shit hauled into a courtroom for

  something.’




  ‘Yes, Jimmy,’ responded the room in a mix of tired voices.




  He gave a nod back to them, then went to fetch his own cuppa: tea bag left in to stew, six sweeteners, milk if it wasn’t already on the turn.




  He fell asleep at his desk with the cup beside him, just for ten minutes, but it was a sleep so deep that he woke wondering where he was, feeling that he’d been wrestling with something in

  his dream. He drank his lukewarm tea and wondered what he’d ever find to do instead of this operation – especially if it came to nothing.




  Nothingness, that was his enemy. Meaning: lack of.




  He had hours of paperwork still in front of him, and maybe no emotional pay-off at the end of it. Not after four bloody years of it. But he started on it now anyway.




  Harry came in looking angry, but kept his voice down to a whisper. ‘Jimmy,’ he murmured, ‘first UC didn’t give it up.’




  ‘What?’




  ‘I gave him a clear and secure opportunity.’




  Quill rubbed his brow. ‘He might have decided it wasn’t secure enough.’ But the look they shared said that they both knew there was something more to this. Something dodgy.

  ‘He’s doubtless got a back-up plan, but if he doesn’t go for it, I’m marching uniforms in there and ending his career.’




  Costain listened to Mick, the inhabitant of the cell next door, snoring. Until relative silence had settled over the corridor, he’d been waiting for there to be a shout

  that he was filth. But none came, and finally he relaxed over that. They’d put Toshack straight into the back of a car, and obviously he hadn’t had a chance to tell his soldiers

  anything. Food, under a metal cover, had been brought in an hour after they’d been booked in. He’d eaten it all. The back-up plan concerning the Nagra was, as always, for Costain to

  wait until 2 a.m., then put it under the same cover and slide it back through the hatch, into the corridor. Someone with the right level of operational knowledge would be there to collect it. Now

  it was 1.57 a.m., and he didn’t know what he was going to do.




  He’d already baulked at giving the Nagra up at the planned handover. There was a traitor inside SCD 10, maybe inside Gipsy Hill itself, but the traitors wouldn’t know he knew about

  that until he had handed over that tape. Then, if the wrong person got to hear it, his life wouldn’t be worth shit. He should get rid of it. Unspool it. Wrap it in enough toilet paper and

  flush it. But then he wouldn’t get the chance to deliberately give it to the right people, and save his career. Not to Quill, certainly! He wouldn’t let him keep the credit.

  Costain ran a hand over his face, trying to calm down, aware of his heart racing. At least they hadn’t taken a sample or a blood test. On that basis alone he’d be fucked. If he’d

  known the raid would be going down that same night, he’d have stayed off the sniff.




  He decided he would wait until he saw who . . . but who might show up that he trusted? The light in the corridor increased slightly, meaning a door had been opened. This was it. A tall figure

  came and opened the observation slit to look into his cell. Costain felt a jolt of surprise, even of fear. It was Lofthouse, the detective superintendent in charge of Goodfellow. She had the same

  questioning look on her face as she had displayed when he’d first met her. He had thought it weird at the time. Even being looked closely at by a super was weird for a UC in his position. But

  this now! This was so far from standard operating procedures.




  Lofthouse made eye contact with him, then looked down again towards the food slot. Since she was Quill’s superior . . . God, maybe this was all about Quill! Maybe there was nobody else

  here she could trust. And Costain had to trust someone if he was going to save himself. He reached behind his back for the tape recorder.




  At 2.01 a.m., Quill lowered his head to his desk in relief after Harry told him that Lofthouse had taken possession of the Nagra.




  He went off for a few hours of proper sleep in the accommodation block, and returned to Ops, blinking in the light of morning, to find that Harry had the intelligence analyst’s report

  ready for him. He read the report, balled it up, threw it across the room, then had to go and fetch it and smooth it out again. He put in a call to Lofthouse, but was told she wasn’t in yet.

  Then he turned back to Harry, and lowered his voice.




  ‘Fuck,’ he said. ‘Someone inside here. No wonder the first UC got freaked out.’




  ‘Even by my delightful visage? But, no, he didn’t know me from Adam.’




  ‘We need to get the CCTV record from the custody suite.’




  ‘Already done. What would you do without me? But, yeah, this sort of thing is why Lofthouse has been so hands-on. And it’s worked, because Toshack didn’t know about the first

  UC. Which means, by the way, that Costain’s clean – in terms of working for Toshack, anyway.’




  ‘I doubt they’ll hold a parade in his honour, after he’s provided a tape on which he actually tells Toshack he’s a copper. Crown Prosecution Service might not even go for

  a trial now.’




  ‘He only told him at the very last moment, and it’s all there on the tape, start to finish, alongside a good dollop of testimony in which he mentions issues pertaining to a

  prosecution.’




  ‘Yeah, yeah.’




  Harry let Quill calm down for a moment, as he always did. ‘First and second UCs have been vanished from custody into safe houses, told to stay handy for debriefing. Again, Lofthouse sorted

  that.’




  Quill frowned. ‘I’d have kept first UC in custody.’




  ‘Take it up with her.’




  ‘How’s Toshack by now?’




  ‘Sober, says the FME.’




  ‘Right, let’s be having him.’ As Harry departed to organize that, Quill went over to a cupboard, where he found and then opened a box of ancient cassette tapes wrapped in

  cellophane. ‘We,’ he addressed the room, a room he no longer trusted and was now playing a bloody role to, ‘are the last people in the world still using cassettes. They stick,

  they jam and, whenever they do, we have to bloody seal them up like they’re radioactive and start the interview all over again.’




  ‘Your point being, Jimmy?’ said Salter, a questioning look on his face. Quill wondered at the extent to which the tension level in this room had increased now that a handful of

  people in Gipsy Hill knew they had a bad apple in their midst.




  ‘I like the smell of this stationery cupboard.’ He slammed open the doors on his way out, before bellowing at them from the safety of the corridor. ‘I feel my new career may be

  in stationery.’




  Quill took along a uniform on shift, PC Watterson, who looked about twelve, and had him sit in with him in the interview room, where two other uniforms led Toshack in, his

  brief beside him, and then left them to it. The brief had a look in his eye that Quill hadn’t seen before in any case associated with Toshack. He looked as if he was on the losing side and

  didn’t like it. It was a promising expression, he reckoned, but it didn’t add up to much against what was on the other side of the scales. Quill adopted a poker face as he proceeded

  through the usual lengthy introductions and cautions.




  Costain had been placed in a West Indian gang called the Toil just as it and Toshack’s gang had started competing for street corners where they could sell smack. He’d spent months in

  the shebeens of Peckham, those illegal drinking dens where Pa Toil’s guys hung out, socializing, becoming part of the furniture, inviting guys back to his place on a regular basis, helping

  out on the particular night when one of the shebeens got raided by the police and was shut down. As Quill had predicted, Toshack had eventually made an approach to Pa, and had subsequently taken

  over the much smaller Toil in that miraculous way of his. Those of Pa’s soldiers who liked the prospect – Costain included – had thus become part of the Toshack gang. In the two

  years following that, Costain had risen to a position where Toshack trusted him enough to let him bring Sefton into the gang.




  After today’s raid, Costain was meant to have been left with his cover intact, letting him maintain a relationship with Toshack. They could subsequently meet ‘coincidentally’

  in the back of a prison van, during some transfer between facilities. Costain would tell Toshack who he thought the informer who had brought down the gang had been, naming Sefton as the culprit

  (because Toshack might have a genuine reason for trusting another gang member), and then apologize for his own bad judgement in bringing Sefton into the gang, and thus get loads of extra juice in

  return. Quill had played that one often in order to get access to the sort of intelligence that remained locked in prisoners’ heads after their gangs had exploded. It had always worked. His

  UCs still had useful ‘correspondences’ going on with loads of those behind bars, the letters all written and sent from the right postcodes by the staff of SCD 10, who received the

  replies too.




  But Costain had now put an end to the possibility of any of that, having blown his own cover with what was, at the very least, a stupid piece of grandstanding. Having put this unreliable UC into

  that situation could look pretty bad on Quill’s CV – maybe bad enough to create real trouble for him if there were elements inside the operation who might try to get him chucked out

  before they themselves got fingered.




  But that expression on the brief’s face had suggested that the gang leader hadn’t just been happily telling him about the undercover cop who’d given them some leverage. Toshack

  looked like a man who’d made his mind up. Very sober now, in fact.




  Quill didn’t bother greeting Toshack. His old dad had been friends with some of the gangsters he’d nicked, but Quill didn’t feel the modern world gave him space for such

  romantic illusions. He used his house key to unwrap the cellophane slowly and carefully from the fresh cassettes, in clear view of the prisoner. He placed both tapes in the double-deck recorder and

  pressed the Record button. ‘This interview is being recorded,’ he said into the machine. ‘I am Detective Inspector James Quill, and also present is Constable Joseph Watterson.

  Will the suspect and his solicitor please identify themselves?’




  ‘Robert Toshack.’ He sounded very precise this morning.




  ‘Philip Jones, from Austell Probert Mackinley,’ said the brief.




  ‘This interview takes place at eleven-oh-eight hours on 1 January in Interview Room 2 of Gipsy Hill police station. Mr Toshack will be given a notice as to the circumstances in which these

  tapes are used, and the master tape will be sealed in his presence at the end of the interview. Mr Toshack, your right to free and independent legal advice is ongoing. Although your solicitor is

  with you, you may ask for the tape to be stopped and have a private consultation with him at any time. Mr Toshack, I warn you that you do not have to say anything, but it may harm your defence if

  you do not mention, when questioned, something which you later rely on in court, and that anything you do say may be given in evidence.’ He could see the brief hoping he’d slip up.

  Juries only ever pursued that route if they really liked the bloke in the dock, and defendants’ briefs only went for it out of desperation. Quill knew one old lag who’d been

  successfully cautioned with ‘Get in the fucking van, you’re nicked,’ but that one had heard the full standard caution on forty-three previous occasions, and was thus claimed to

  have got the idea by now. And Toshack had enjoyed a charmed life with juries. ‘You are now under caution. Allow me to explain that further—’




  Toshack spoke up. ‘I understand the caution. I’ve heard enough of them, so let’s get this over with.’




  ‘Look at you, the good man in the hands of the barbarians.’ Quill said it deliberately, to see how much lip the brief was willing to take. And there was his second good sign: not a

  glimmer of a reaction. ‘Mr Toshack, the two tapes that are running will record everything we say here today, and that recording can also be used as evidence. If you’re charged with any

  offences, a copy of the interview tape will be provided to your chosen legal adviser. We’re about to ask you your whereabouts at the time of a series of major crimes, including but not

  limited to the armed raid on the Barclays Bank security van on the Fulham Road, during which the guard, Mr Carl Lassiter, was murdered; about leases actually in your name on a number of

  houses of ill repute; about the operation of a number of car-theft rings—’




  ‘I did it all,’ said Toshack.




  Quill forced himself not to swear in sheer astonishment. ‘Would you . . . repeat that, please, Mr Toshack?’




  The brief spoke before Toshack could reply, clearly not having been prewarned about this. ‘My client is suffering from—’




  ‘I’m not one of these modern fuckwits who suffer from things. I said I did it all. Everything you’re charging me with. Everything you’re thinking of

  charging me with—’




  ‘If I may have a moment with my client—’




  ‘Get him out of here!’ yelled Toshack.




  ‘Are you declining legal representation, Mr Toshack?’ Because, if he was, that was just the old bastard being awkward. Then Quill would have to summon an inspector unconnected to the

  case in here, who would then have to make a written record of the whole procedure. Quill knew a DS who’d gone ahead without remembering that, and ended up with an inadmissible interview.




  ‘He can stay if he keeps his gob shut!’




  So it hadn’t been a ploy. Quill suppressed a grin, thinking it was a week late for Christmas. He carefully finished his list of charges, watching Toshack’s face as he read them

  out.




  Toshack sat back in the chair heavily, listening carefully, nodding along. ‘You’re not going to believe this,’ he said, when Quill had finished, ‘but this is my only way

  out now. I think I’ve made a big mistake.’ Quill kept his expression neutral. ‘I think . . . someone’ll come for me, and I don’t know how long that might take. The

  first thing I have to say is . . .’ He seemed to have to make an effort in saying it. ‘I’m sorry.’




  Quill blinked. ‘You’re sorry?’




  ‘I’d . . . like you to get the chaplain in here, actually, Quill. I’m going to clear my conscience, tell you everything I’ve done. I am begging forgiveness.’




  ‘We’ll get the clergy involved further down the line. If you want forgiveness from me, you’ll need to name names. Every name.’




  Toshack took a deep breath, then he nodded. ‘All right,’ he said, ‘but not here and now. I’m going to need certain things doing . . .’




  Quill was thinking how Toshack must reckon he was born yesterday if he thought he was going to put him in a van, to be rescued by his freelancers. Quill later remembered that thought very

  clearly; it was frozen inside his head. He would recall it every time he remembered what happened next.




  Toshack suddenly stopped talking, his lips tightly pursed. Then he jerked his hands up in the air, waved them around violently as if trying to push something away from him. There was a look in

  his eye which it took Quill a second to register: a look of recognition, as if someone he knew had just walked into the room. He leaped up out of his seat and staggered around. His face was going

  purple, and it looked as he was having some kind of seizure.




  Of all the bloody times!




  ‘Get the doctor!’ Quill shouted to Watterson, who was already running for the door. Then he remembered the tape. It was otherwise just him and the brief in here now, but at least the

  security camera would be getting this. ‘Mr Toshack seems to be suffering from some sort of medical . . . event!’




  Which was when Toshack became suddenly hard to look at.




  Quill wondered if he himself was suffering his first migraine. He felt he was suddenly viewing Toshack from the far end of a long lens; as if, impossibly, Quill was far below and the other man

  was flying. But, when he blinked and told his brain to get a grip, there the man was again, up against the wall . . . yeah, of course, that was the wall. He was staring at Quill, not playing some

  trick with him, but terrified – terrified because that look in his eyes was terrified. It was more than terror at what was happening to him, because his eyes were moving so swiftly, as if he

  was dreaming, as if there was some new horror in every direction he looked. He looked to be trying to scream without even being able to open his mouth. His face had gone purple, and he looked

  completely full of blood. Quill imagined cartoon steam coming off him and, just for a moment, he swore he actually saw it. The brief was frantically questioning Toshack, asking if he was fit to

  continue.




  Quill tried to reach towards the stricken man, to usher him back down into his seat, to tell him medical help was on the way, because he wouldn’t be getting out of it that

  easily—




  The blood exploded into Quill’s face.




  He fell with the force of it, hit the desk and then fell. Great gouts of blood, far too much, flew around him, covering the furniture, the tape recorder, the room, as if a bucket of it had been

  thrown over him. Quill managed to heave himself upright, and found blood still showering like rain. He was covered in it. So was the brief, who was yelling hysterically. Toshack, or what was left

  of Toshack – no, whole Toshack, for there he was, all of him – was just a mass of blood which had come from that mouth, that had burst from him, from his lolling dead head.




  The doctor came running in, and there were cries and shouts along the corridors outside. Quill tried to get up, but he slipped in the blood. The doctor was stumbling towards him, as if something

  could still be done, getting the blood on the soles of her shoes. The brief was now just staring. Quill started to shout that maybe . . . maybe this was a crime scene. Maybe poison! Gipsy Hill

  needed to be shut down. Now! Now! Lofthouse rushed in, along with a lot of uniforms. She started yelling at him, all the questions Quill couldn’t answer. Quill stood away, by the wall, his

  hands held away from his body, his suit covered in blood, feeling that he would at any moment wake up.




  







  FOUR




  Lisa Ross sat in the dark in her tiny anonymous office at the trading estate in Norwood, listening to the Nagra tape for the third time. She didn’t want to think about

  what they’d just called to tell her, about what had just happened. It was too big to comprehend. She had ready in front of her, on the ancient laptop the Met let her have the use of, her

  report forms where she’d been annotating the background and any possible follow-ups to everything Toshack had said. She invariably found new elements to add on every listen. She’d

  always felt privileged that DI Quill wanted her to listen to these tapes before he did, that he’d recognized her specialist knowledge in that way. She liked to work straight from the tape,

  and only look afterwards at the transcripts prepared by SCD 10’s blind audio typist, Stacey, who was presumably up as late as she was.




  But that would be in preparation for a trial. And now there wasn’t going to be a trial. Not of Toshack, at least. Someone might have got to him, they were saying, but it wasn’t clear

  how, since he’d been kept well isolated and hadn’t eaten anything since his arrest.




  She wanted to hit something. She wanted to rip the throat from something. But the only thing she really wanted to do that to was Toshack himself.




  The universe had made her the butt of an enormous joke, and she could hear it laughing.




  They’d said he’d started to confess. Maybe that was something, at least. For the longest time now, as intelligence on the Toshack organization had always failed, as every avenue of

  inquiry had shut down, as jury after jury had failed to convict, she’d felt that nothing she had been trying to do would ever work.




  Now she knew it certainly never would.




  But Toshack was dead. Wasn’t that revenge on him of a kind? So why didn’t she feel anything? God, she hoped she eventually would, or what was left to her?




  Detective Superintendent Lofthouse herself, to Ross’ astonishment, had brought over the tape and transcripts in the early hours. ‘I’m up anyway,’ she’d said,

  ‘so I thought let’s cut out one more courier.’ Ross had felt weird, receiving them from this smart woman at the door of her office unit, with herself dressed in sweatshirt and

  leggings. Ross had been told her appearance could put the fear of God into people at the best of times. Her right eye was blue, but her left one was grey, and her nose was askew, like a

  boxer’s. For a boxer’s reason, too. But Lofthouse, who amazingly had seemed to know who she was, had turned out to be all right. She’d said she hoped someday Ross could come into

  the Ops Room, get to meet the team. Like other intelligence analysts did, was what she hadn’t added.




  Ross had yelled out loud when she listened to the tape for the first time, and heard Toshack talk about Alf – insulting his own brother, belittling him. She didn’t know the name of

  the first UC, other than that Toshack referred to him as ‘Blakey’, but she’d grown to recognize his voice and had, for years now, ground her teeth at his gleeful laughter, and how

  he seemed to appreciate every shitty little thing Toshack said.
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