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About the book

Diana Davis has been head of the family business since the death of her husband, an infamous bank robber. She’s a woman in a man’s world, but no one messes with her.

Her only son, Angus, is a natural born villain, but he needs to earn Diana’s trust before she’ll allow him into the business.

Once he’s proved he has the brains to run their clubs in Marbella, he is given what he’s always wanted. It’s the beginning of a reign of terror that knows no bounds.

But Angus has a blind spot: his wife, Lorna, and their three kids, Angus Junior, Sean and Eilish. And as the next generation enters the business, Angus has a painful truth to learn. Even when it comes to family, he must show no mercy . . .


About Martina Cole
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© Bill Waters

Martina Cole’s first novel Dangerous Lady caused a sensation when it was published, and launched one of the bestselling fiction writers of her generation.

Since then Martina has gone on to have more No. 1 original fiction bestsellers than any other author. She won the British Book Award for Crime Thriller of the Year with The Take, which then went on to be a hit TV series for Sky 1.

Four of her novels have made it to the screen, with more in production, and three have been adapted as stage plays.

Her unique, powerful storytelling is acclaimed for its hard-hitting, true-to-life style – there is no one else who writes like Martina Cole.


This is what they say about Martina Cole . . .

‘The stuff of legend. It’s vicious, nasty . . . and utterly compelling’

Mirror on FACELESS

‘Her gripping plots pack a mean emotional punch’

Mail on Sunday on THE RUNAWAY

‘A blinding good read’

Ray Winstone on THE KNOW

‘Intensely readable’

Guardian on FACELESS

‘Right from the start, she has enjoyed unqualified approval for her distinctive and powerfully written fiction’

The Times on BROKEN

‘An extraordinarily powerful piece of family drama’

Daily Mirror on THE BUSINESS

‘The acknowledged mistress of the insanely readable gangster thriller, Cole has delivered another addictive tale of men of violence and the women who love them . . . brutally compelling’

Sunday Mirror on GET EVEN

‘We always get excited when a Martina Cole novel drops on our desk, and she continues to maintain her reputation as one of the best fiction authors around with this gritty and unforgettable story of a family immersed in a world of violence and revenge. Spectacular’ 5*

Closer on THE LIFE

‘Martina tells it like it really is and her unique, honest and compassionate style shines through’

Sun on THE TAKE

‘The queen of crime’

Woman & Home on HARD GIRLS

‘Dark and dangerous’

Sunday Mirror

‘Thrilling, shocking and exceptionally written, you’ll get lost in this gritty novel, which proves there really is only one Martina Cole’

Closer on REVENGE

‘The undisputed queen of British crime thrillers’

Heat on GET EVEN


Also by Martina Cole

Martina Cole’s bestsellers in order of publication.

All available from Headline.

Dangerous Lady (1992)

The Ladykiller: DI Kate Burrows 1 (1993)
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The Take (Sky 1 2009)

Martina Cole’s Girl Gangs (Sky Factual documentary 2009)
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any other author


For my beautiful new granddaughter Loretta, another
wonderful addition to my family.

Also thanks and much love to Darley Anderson,
Jane Morpeth and Tim Hely Hutchinson CBE,
for over twenty-five years as a great team!


Prologue

[image: image]

2011




Blessed are the merciful, for they will be shown mercy.

Matthew 5:7








Eilish wondered why the fuck she bothered with any of it, but she knew that the feeling wouldn’t last. It never did.

Sometimes it was brought home to her that the businesses were all she really had now – and this outcome was something she couldn’t have done anything to avoid. Life certainly seemed to throw her more than her fair share of shit-storms, and she could do nothing but sort them out as best she knew how.

She looked down at the photographs. It didn’t seem possible that she was here, in her flat, looking at the smiling faces of the people she loved and wondering how – or even if – she should address the catastrophe that had befallen them.

It had all happened so fast, and with such precise planning and foresight, she couldn’t help but be impressed. One thing she had been taught in her family was to respect anyone who had a bit of nous about them. You might not like them – and you might want to kill them – but you had to admire their acumen. It was only fair and honest to give credit where it was due.

She poured herself another large Scotch and took a deep gulp. She glanced at one of the photos scattered around her on her bed; it was of her and her brothers as kids. They looked so happy and carefree. But that was another lie, this time for the camera. She wondered how many other families had the same snapshots in their albums – of gap-toothed, smiling kids with their expensive clothes, playing against beautiful backdrops – when in reality they were slowly dying inside.

She was the youngest, the only girl, and they’d treated her as such.

She couldn’t get the earlier phone call with her mother out of her head – it was like a worm eating away at her.

She rubbed her belly and wondered if she had really done the right thing, but she had to believe that she had. She had kept her pregnancy secret from everyone around her – and that was all to the good now. As her mother had said, the children in this family were cursed, brought into the world with pain and without mercy.

That was something the Davis family were good at, as anyone would tell you. There was no mercy for anyone – least of all their own flesh and blood.

Finally, she cried.


Book One
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1980




Whatever women do they must do twice as well as men to be thought half as good.

Charlotte Whitton (1896–1975)








Chapter One
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‘For fuck’s sake, Mum, anyone would think I was a fucking moron the way you carry on.’

Diana Davis sighed and held on to her temper as best she could under the circumstances. She loved this boy of hers, but she was well aware that he had a lot to learn where the game was concerned. Angus thought that the sword was mightier than the pen. What he needed to understand was that anyone could pick a fight and earn a reputation for violence – that was the easy part. A knife, a hammer or a gun would quickly make a body known to those who didn’t matter! The real deal was making sure you got a rep with people who actually did matter.

‘Well, Angus, you are a fucking moron on occasion, that’s the bottom line.’ She lit herself a cigarette, taking a deep pull on it to calm her anger, as she said candidly, ‘You do not take anything on yourself until you run it by me. That’s the law! For your information, son, you picked a fight with the one man I am currently relying on to bring serious money into my business. My business, not yours, incidentally!’ She shook her head in frustration. ‘Like I need this in my life! I’m fighting against men all the time. I don’t want to be fighting you too, son. And if you don’t wind your neck in then I will.’

Angus Davis knew that his mother spoke the truth. At nineteen, he was still too young to be taken seriously, and sometimes he was fool enough to try and interfere with things that were, frankly, way over his head. But he did these things for the right reasons – he was trying to look out for his mum. Not that Diana Davis needed looking out for. She could piss all over most of the men she dealt with. And she dealt with a lot of men. Hard men. Men who respected his mother and were more than willing to work with her and for her.

He recognised he had inadvertently undermined her here. It was food for thought. But what bothered him was that the men on their payroll saw him as an extension of her and not as a man in his own right.

‘And it doesn’t help that you and his son aren’t exactly bosom fucking buddies, does it?’

Angus knew when to shut up, and this was one of those times. He had royally clumped Danny Cave while they were both incarcerated in a young offenders’ prison awaiting their bail hearings. No one questioned his mother’s morals, especially not a piece of shite like Danny Cave. Angus guessed that his mother knew exactly what had been said and why the incident had occurred – after all, there was fuck-all that escaped her attention. His dad used to say she was always up before everyone else had set their alarm clocks!

Unlike his mother, Angus didn’t have it in him to turn the other cheek. One of Diana’s great strengths was the ability to ignore whatever interfered with her ultimate goals. She could swallow anything if circumstances played to her favour, plus she knew the people involved were usually relieved that they had been given a swerve and that was something to file away for later. He knew that she was right, that often the best way was the hard way; wipe your mouth and keep your eye on the big picture.

Angus didn’t work that way. Diana expected it from him, but her son had what she referred to as a ‘loser’s temperament’, meaning his temper would be his downfall. As she pointed out frequently though, not on her fucking dime. His lack of control was something she couldn’t afford, and his reaction to Danny Cave had really yanked her chain.

He could see that, on one level, he had been out of order. But deep inside he still felt he had done the right thing. After all, she was his mother. It wasn’t like he had had a tear-up over nothing. It didn’t matter that she could more than look after herself. This was different. It was family. It was about blood. And Danny Cave had been out of fucking order – even his old man had agreed with that. Clumped his son in the visiting room, in full view of everyone. He was making a point, and Angus understood that: Danny Cave the elder was telling Diana Davis that he had it all under control. He wasn’t going to let his son get away with being a lairy ponce.

Not that Diana Davis gave a flying fuck what people said. She never had. As she had told Angus repeatedly, ‘You can’t educate haddock.’ It was only ignorant fuckers who cared about what other people thought. You had to rise above it, as she had. Who gave a shit in the grand scheme of things? You had to ignore the no-marks, or the fact you were bothered showed you were no better than them.

Diana inspired loyalty in those around her and that was because she would move heaven and earth to help a friend in need. That was why people were so enamoured of her. She would also always listen to reason – provided that reasoning was in her favour. If it went against her interests in any way, it never augured well for those on the other side of the bargaining table. If you crossed her she would hunt you down like a rabid dog.

Angus had a lot of his mum in him, but also a good dose of his father. Big Angus had been a renowned bank robber – he was remembered as the main man. He had been huge, well mannered and a prime mover throughout his illustrious career. Most importantly, he could have a row when the need arose. He was excellent at his chosen profession, and that was because he had a reputation for knowing how to plan, how to recruit and how to execute the perfect blag.

People had travelled far and wide for his opinion and for his take on a rob. And he would give his honest opinion – for a price, of course. He could get in and out in nanoseconds, and always made sure that no one was harmed and no one was too frightened during the event. His calm voice was enough to make the people involved do as he requested. The sawn-off shotgun helped too. But, as his mum always said, it was a prop, nothing more.

His father was a hard man but never towards civilians, and that was very important for his son to know. You never harmed anyone who wasn’t in the game, and you never brought in anyone who you couldn’t trust implicitly.

His mum was a good teacher, and he appreciated that, but Angus was getting older and he was champing at the bit to get himself fully immersed in the world in which he had been brought up. As young as he was, he believed he was destined for great things – that was a given, considering his parentage – but he felt like it was taking too long to get anywhere.

Angus wanted everything immediately. He wanted to be straight in at the top, not still learning the trade like a fucking plumber or a gas fitter. But he was also aware that his mum, as lovely as she was, would take him out without a second’s thought if he pushed her too hard. She would not countenance what she saw as insubordination. She was hard, as hard as fucking nails, when she needed to be.

His granddad had once described her as the only woman he had ever met who not only thought like a man, but could fight like one too. Angus knew the truth of that statement, as did many people who had tried to thwart her over the years. She had fought hammer and tongs to get where she was today. She was at the top of her game, in a predominantly man’s world, and that took guts. It also took brains and, more importantly, it took respect. And that was something she had earned in spades.

Unlike his mother, he didn’t have her knack for patience, or indeed her knack for thinking things through. That was something that was going to be proved to him very soon.

It would change his life for ever.


Chapter Two
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Diana Davis was her son’s biggest advocate in public, and also his biggest critic in private.

He was a bit too like his father for comfort. She had loved the man but, just like her son, he had had no Off button. He had relied on her to make sure that everything ran smoothly, which she had done – through trial and error to begin with. Big Angus was a clever man, no one could ever dispute that, but it was she who actually took him in hand and made sure that he used his talents for their good.

She was the one who recruited for him and who made sure that he didn’t make a mug of himself. He had a dangerous tendency to rely on his mates, as opposed to looking for more skilled men, who were more inclined to go on the rob with a modicum of sense. Her old man could rob anywhere – it was a knack he had. His problem was he would recruit complete and utter morons because he liked them! Or because he felt he owed them. That was just not good business sense. She had had to explain that to him, over and over again, and finally he had listened to her.

In reality, he had not had any choice; he had come to realise she was far more savvy than he would ever be. They were a good team, and that was something he had cherished in the end, because she had a real business brain and he didn’t.

During his biggest lump, she had taken over and not only planned the blags but also recruited whoever she felt was the best candidate for the job in hand. She had done her homework, and he couldn’t fault her. When he got out he had relied on her opinions because, after serving that big sentence, he had been determined never to be banged up again.

Big Angus was a natural thief, but he wasn’t a natural when it came to picking appropriate cohorts. He would happily take on men who couldn’t rob a fucking Wendy house without detailed information. Diana had ensured that she mined the best there was to accompany him on his regular jaunts into post offices and banks and, of course, building societies. Big Angus could always be taken in by a sob story or his misguided loyalty to an old mate who needed a hand to get back on his feet. He was a fucking soft touch.

Diana had taken his natural talent and she had enhanced it. Most of his cronies were well aware that she was the real brains of the outfit. That had suited her, because she wasn’t a fool and she knew that she needed to be able to look out for herself should the worst happen. Well, the worst had happened – the cancer, that had taken him before his time – and, after his death, she had fought for her place in their world and stayed there.

Now she had to turn this boy of hers into something resembling a Brainiac. And that, she feared, would be the hardest task she had ever undertaken. So far he wasn’t exactly the brightest bulb on the Christmas tree, but she felt he had promise. At least that’s what she told herself – Christ Himself knew she had her work cut out.

Smiling now, she looked at her son and said, ‘Right then, let’s put this behind us and go and see your granny. She’s cooked dinner for us.’

Angus followed her out, deciding that if she was willing to offer the olive branch he would be a fool not to accept it. Plus his granny was a blinding cook, and he couldn’t do any wrong in her eyes. So all in all, he felt that today, at least, he’d had a result.


Chapter Three
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‘Leave him alone, for fuck’s sake, Di. He’s still only young, he will learn.’

Jane O’Leary was loud in defence of her grandson, as Diana knew she would be. She couldn’t see anything wrong with him – he was perfection personified. Diana got it, he was her flesh and blood. But the woman couldn’t see anything that he did as remotely wrong. Jane would defend him to the death – and so she should – but not to her, his own mother. Especially not when Diana was trying to teach him a very valuable lesson about the economics of villainy. It really grated on her sometimes.

‘You need to give him some responsibility. That would be the making of him.’

Diana rolled her eyes in consternation. She lit a cigarette and pulled on it deeply before saying in a tired voice, ‘For fuck’s sake, Mum, he still watches The Banana Splits. And you should try getting him out of his pit before pissing lunchtime.’

Jane sighed as she basted the roast potatoes her grandson loved.

‘Well, he’s his father’s son then. We all know Angus, God rest his soul, wasn’t nine-to-five material.’

She blessed herself reverently and Diana felt the urge to laugh; her mother was such a hypocrite. This was a woman who would lie under oath without the blink of an eye, yet she saw herself as well up there at the right hand of the Father when it suited her. God, she loved this woman, as much as she aggravated her at times. ‘He battered that boy senseless, Mum.’

Jane shrugged casually. ‘From what I hear, he was questioning your morals. Young Angus reacted as any man would, especially that big galoot you married. Big Angus would have throttled him too, as well you know.’

Diana was clearly wasting her time.

‘Anyway, I heard that young Danny’s father was as incensed as your man there. He isn’t a fucking fool by anyone’s standards.’

The trouble was, her mother was absolutely right. Danny Senior was fucking fuming, but only because he was worried that his little ray of sunshine would be taken out by someone close to her. She had a loyal workforce, and some of them were a bit too loyal at times, but she wasn’t going to knock that. It had stood her in good stead over the years, and she was proud of it. She stood by them as well, and that was how it should be. It was mutual respect.

She and Danny Senior had always got on well together. He must know that she would make sure no one would cross the line. But a rogue fucker? That wasn’t unheard of, in their line of business: a new Face trying to make their mark; an old Face who might think they were being sidelined and looking for an in.

The old guard were shitting themselves and she didn’t blame them. They really were dinosaurs, and she was more interested in a younger fan base – which she had, because she wasn’t a bullshitter. She was still regarded as a force to be reckoned with, her reputation was without stain. She was someone who people dreamed of working for and eventually with. It was well known that if you were a part of her crew, you could only go on to bigger and better things. She basically guaranteed that, because she was respected and she cherry-picked the best.

The problem was that her son and heir was a loose cannon. He needed a wake-up call, and she was going to make sure that he had one. You had to be cruel to be kind sometimes. She would give him something to think about, and she would wait and observe how he dealt with it. Diana was quite capable of being a slippery bastard when the need arose.

She watched as her mother gave her son his dinner on a tray on his lap while he stared at the telly. She saw how her mother smiled at her grandson and stroked his hair and treated him like visiting royalty – which he was considered to be in this house.

Diana had deliberately never had another child because she realised that the more kids she had, the less chance she would have of a life of her own. Her old man had been banged up for a lot of her son’s life and she had not relished visiting him with her child in tow. But she had done it, because he had deserved to know his son, and her son had deserved to know his father. It had galled her all the same. She had hated every second she had spent with her son in those prison visiting rooms, even though her husband had been seen as one of the good guys, had been respected by the cons and POs alike. Her little boy had been treated like he was something special because of his father’s reputation and he had come to believe it.

She wasn’t a fool, she knew that her son wasn’t ever going to be an academic, but he wasn’t cut out for the norm either. He was bright enough but he had sussed out his father’s place in the world at a young age and he wanted to emulate him. He had been brought up on stories about his dad. Stories that had been stretched in the telling and had glamorised his way of life. No one had explained to young Angus the loneliness of waiting for a man you loved and who couldn’t parent the child he had produced because he was locked away.

Her son had been fed endless tales of derring-do, and told funny anecdotes of his father’s wit and cunning. No one had ever told him that it was she who had kept it all going, even after his death, that it was she who had fought not only to claim what they were owed but also to make sure that it was invested so they could have a good life.

Sometimes, like today, it really did rankle with her, because she had been as guilty as everyone else of turning her husband into a martyr. No one had ever explained to her son that, without her behind him, Big Angus would not have got as far as he had. She made sure that the hangers-on – and there were plenty of them to go around – weren’t given fucking house room. And, after her husband’s death, she had used the insurance, along with her natural intelligence for earning a coin, to get where she was today.

She sat at the kitchen table with her mum and chatted about nothing of any relevance. But inside she was tired, and she was angry. It grieved her that her son was still filling his head with stories from days gone by and missing the big picture.

No matter how anyone dressed it up to please her, Angus, her darling son, was a spoiled little cunt.


Chapter Four
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Jimmy Fernandez was shattered. He had been out most of the night with his brother, Christos, and they were making their last call before dawn.

They were both relieved to see the back of a difficult shift. It was only a Wednesday and it had been fraught with aggravation from the off. What was wrong with these people? Why did they want to shoot the fucking messengers?

They were only delivering what was ordered – and explaining that the prices were going up. It wasn’t fucking rocket science. It wasn’t as if it was the first time they had delivered bad news. Coke was like gold these days – it fluctuated with the market.

The Filth had managed to cut them off from the docks – Tilbury and Harwich – that’s without what had happened up north. It was now an expensive product, which the hoorays in London didn’t seem to care about. But the clubbers in London and the home counties were not too thrilled. That was to be expected, but why blame them? They had no say in any of it, and they read the fucking papers surely? The Filth were crowing about cutting off the cocaine trail.

Well, dream on, imbeciles. Everyone knew that was just a piss in the ocean and within weeks things would be back to normal. It was laughable, but the abuse in the meantime was fucking outrageous.

The price of coke was judged by who was buying it. If it was in certain West End clubs then it was three times as much as anywhere else. It was easier to rinse the punters there because they were such fools. It was also cut to fuck once it went past Whitechapel. There was hardly any gear in the stuff that hit the clubs in Soho anyway. Couldn’t get a cat high, but at least they paid without a row. They wouldn’t know a decent bit of gear if they were granted it with a royal charter.

As the boys got into their car they were both hacked off with the night’s events. Who needed that shit? They were only doing their job. They didn’t earn any extra, for fuck’s sake.

When the guy in the motorcycle helmet walked up to the driver’s window, they both looked at him with genuine interest. The guy lifted his visor. Smiling, he gestured for them to open the window.

Jimmy had a sudden feeling that this wasn’t kosher. They were down a back alley in Ilford, and the sun was just coming up.

He took the first shot in the eye.

His brother took three shots: two to the head and one in the back.

He had tried to escape.


Chapter Five
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Diana was woken up by the shrill ringing of the telephone beside her bed.

It was six in the morning and she looked at it with trepidation; there was nothing good to be told at that time of the day. She pulled away from the man beside her. He was awake too now, and he leaned up on his elbow as she answered the phone. Like her, he guessed it wasn’t going to be good news.

‘What?’

Her usual answer to any phone call was uttered with severe indignation. It had served her well over the years. It had always stopped the caller from trying to get their excuses in first. The last thing she wanted was someone’s bullshit, especially if they had fucked up and wanted to get their alibi in first. She was only interested in facts.

She was fully awake within seconds, and her voice was shrill as she screamed, ‘You are fucking kidding me!’ She listened for a few more moments and, when she replaced the receiver, she looked at Gabriel Riley and said angrily, ‘Bring the car round, we have an event.’

Gabriel looked at her without moving before he started to roll a joint. Diana watched him while she tried to take in what she had just heard. It was totally unbelievable.

Gabe lit the joint and took a deep pull on it, then offered it to Diana. She accepted it gratefully and took a toke while she tried to comprehend what the hell had happened.

Gabriel looked at her troubled face and said seriously, ‘What is it, Di?’

She loved looking at this man. He was a lot younger than her, but they had a connection, they had really great sex and they could talk about anything.

Gabriel was a Jamaican from Kingston, in his thirties. He was a handsome man, a real Rastaman. They had met in a blues club that she had financed, and they had hit it off immediately. In more ways than one. He had supplied her with top-grade grass and she had basically cornered his market.

It had suited him, because she was everything he had ever wanted in a female. Gabriel had never really been attracted to the girls who orbited his world. They were pretty and they were young but they were looking to him to teach them about life. He didn’t want that burden – he wanted a real woman, like Diana Davis. She was strong, she was good-looking, but more importantly for him, she was interesting. She always had something to say and it was relevant and it was educational.

He didn’t care about the age difference. She had that extra something that a certain type of man could recognise and appreciate. He had been attracted to her from the first time he had clapped eyes on her.

It had taken a while to get her into his life properly. But he had persevered and proved to her that this wasn’t just about the sex for him. Though he wasn’t complaining, of course – the sex was pretty good – but Gabriel genuinely loved her, and even though she was older and far more successful than him, he didn’t mind, because he would have her on any terms. He knew marriage would never be on the cards – she’d made it clear to him from the start she never wanted that aggravation again. But Gabriel wasn’t going anywhere.

‘Before I get dressed and get the car, tell me what the fuck has happened, Di!’

She tugged once more on the joint before she answered him.

‘It seems, Gabe, that someone has seen fit to murder Jimmy and Christos Fernandez. Two lovely young lads who have no clout whatsoever in my business dealings.’

Gabriel looked at her shocked face, taking in the enormity of what she had said.

‘Listen, Di, this can’t have anything to do with you, darling. They must have done something on the outside. I mean they were fucking harmless. Without you behind them, they wouldn’t have stood a chance in the real world.’

Diana didn’t reply. She had her own thoughts on what had taken place, but she wasn’t going to share them with anyone – even Gabe – until she knew more. That was one of her strengths: she never ever let anyone else know what she was thinking. She certainly wasn’t going to break the habit of a lifetime now.

‘Get dressed, Gabe, I need to be somewhere.’

She got out of bed and pulled on a dressing gown, and as she walked into her dressing room she could feel Gabriel’s eyes burning into her back. Like she cared right now. He was a great fuck and she loved him, but where her work was concerned he wasn’t a part of it, no matter how much he might want to be. One thing she had learned the hard way was to never let anyone think they had a say in her life and especially her business. That was wholly her domain.

She had always liked the Fernandez lads; she couldn’t understand why they had been singled out for such harsh treatment. But she would find out. And, when she did, God help whoever was responsible.


Chapter Six
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Diana looked at the two dead bodies and closed her eyes in distress. There was so much blood in and around the car.

She noticed that their money bag and drugs had been removed before the police arrived. But that was what she paid her lot for.

The young policemen stayed at a decent distance away from her, and the plain-clothes, DI Carter, was already giving the OK for the forensic team to go in. She turned to him and smiled her gratitude.

He opened his arms wide and said grimly, ‘Look, Di, this was a hit. It’s going to cause fucking murders. You need to sort this quick sharp, darling.’

She rolled her eyes dramatically and said sarcastically, ‘Oh, you fucking think? Is that a professional opinion or something you picked up reading the Sun?’

DI Carter took a deep breath, aware that he was being observed by his workforce – who already didn’t have the greatest respect for him. ‘Come on, Di, play fair, for crying out loud,’ he whispered angrily.

Diana looked again at the two dead men in the car before turning back to Carter as she said seriously, ‘You are right. This does look like a professional hit. But why? Who would come after this pair of ice creams? They are just grunts. Lovely lads, but they don’t have any clout. They delivered and they picked up, they weren’t important enough to be targeted.’

Carter nodded his agreement. ‘So you have to ask yourself, who could these lads have annoyed? Or, more to the point, who could be sending you a message?’

Diana didn’t answer him. She couldn’t take her eyes off the two young lads whose heads were blown away but who were so low down on her radar she couldn’t imagine who would even dream of doing something so heinous and for what gain.

‘It has to be something else they were involved in. There was nothing they were doing for me that could warrant this kind of reaction. They were nothing, just basic drones. They had to be doing a Dolly on the side.’ She closed her eyes and sighed heavily. ‘I’ll go with you to tell their mum as she is a mate. Fucking hell, they had the easiest job in the Smoke. How did this happen?’

DI Carter didn’t reply. He liked Diana Davis – he always had – but she needed to have a good long look around her. Because if this wasn’t an outside job then it had come from within. Like her, he couldn’t see why these two young guys had been targeted. She paid enough to make sure they carried out their jobs without aggravation, even though they were well down on the food chain.

This had to be a professional hit, and that was always a worry, not just for the police but for everyone concerned. This was not a little contretemps, this was a well-planned murder of two young men.

No matter what Diana wanted to believe, DI Carter couldn’t shake the suspicion that this was the start of something big. So he told her as much, because he respected her and because he wanted a heads-up himself when it all went fucking Pete Tong.


Chapter Seven
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Rosina Fernandez was devastated. She looked first at the policemen on her doorstep and then when she saw Diana she knew immediately what had happened.

She crumpled to the floor in utter distress. She was a small woman with thick dark hair and large brown eyes. Her sons had looked like her, but they had inherited their father’s height and his physique. She had four sons and two daughters altogether and she had brought them up alone after her husband had disappeared one day and never returned. She had accepted her lot, as she had always accepted whatever life had thrown at her.

Diana watched as her friend was lifted up and laid on to her sofa, and then she waited as one of the policemen explained to her the circumstances of her sons’ deaths. She watched Rosina pull herself together, swallowing down her hurt and her anger. She was clearly not going to say a word until she knew exactly what her sons were being accused of.

Rosina knew the benefit of keeping quiet until you knew the score. She wouldn’t risk incriminating her sons. She would fight for them and their reputations, dead or alive. She had other sons to think of too, and she knew the score as well as anyone.

Diana watched as the other policeman poured out a couple of large Scotches. She gave one to her friend as she said firmly, ‘You can all fuck off now.’

She waited until they had cleared the room, then, taking her friend’s hand, she said sincerely, ‘I’m so sorry, Rosina, but I don’t think this has anything to do with me or their job.’

Rosina swallowed the whisky down in a gulp. She nodded her agreement.

‘They weren’t doing anything for me that could warrant this kind of problem. I have to ask you, Rose, were they caught up in any other work that I didn’t know about? Maybe with their older brothers?’ Diana guessed she was wasting her time, but she had to ask. ‘Or any outside agency?’

She looked into her friend’s face for something that might tell her that this woman knew more than she was letting on. Normally Rosina was straighter than an arrow, she couldn’t lie if her life depended on it. Unless it was for her sons, of course, then she would lie like a professional.

‘Come on, Rose, this is important, you need to tell me anything that you might think was even a bit suspect.’ There was the hint of a threat in Diana’s tone.

But Rosina shook her head in anguish. ‘Really, Diana, they loved working for you. They wouldn’t dream of working for anyone else. And the older boys are still working for Marcus Green. I swear that they never spoke to me about a different job.’

‘Are you sure they weren’t doing a Dolly? Honestly, at this time, why would I even care, darling? Like you, I just want to know what happened.’

Rosina shook her head again in despair. ‘There was nothing that I can remember, Diana, and they loved you. You’ve always been my good friend, and they knew that.’

She finally broke down and started to cry. Diana held her tightly as she sobbed. She whispered kind words and hugged her friend close, all the time wondering who was trying to fuck with her head, and planning what she would do to them when she found out.

She stayed until Rosina’s family were all around her and then she left.

She was on a mission now.


Chapter Eight
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Gabriel smiled at Diana as she got into her car.

‘Fucking hell, you still here, Gabe?’

‘Of course I’m still here, darling. You think I wouldn’t wait for you, see you’re all right?’

Diana arched a brow at him.

‘Look, Gabe, I really don’t need a fucking minder. I have more than enough men working for me. I appreciate your zealousness but I have never needed looking after, and that isn’t going to change any time soon, darling.’

Gabriel looked at her as if he had never seen her before. Her tone of voice and her attitude was something he knew she could unleash on other people but rarely on him.

Diana saw the effect her words were having on Gabriel. He had been in her life for over two years and for the first time he was angry.

Gabriel nodded eventually. He was holding back his fury and his hurt; he had to get out of there as soon as possible before he retaliated. If he didn’t go, he would fucking lose it with her and that is exactly what she wanted. She wanted someone to take out her frustration with tonight’s events on. He knew her better than she knew herself.

‘Do you know what, Di? You go for it. I’m going home.’ He got out of the car and then, bending down, he looked in the window at her and he said quietly, ‘I’m warning you, lady, one day you will push me away and I will finally take the hint. You need someone beside you tonight. It’s not a weakness, Di. But what do you do? You treat me like one of your workers. Well, fuck you.’

He walked away from her, and she watched him go. He was wrong. She didn’t need anyone and that suited her. It always had. She didn’t care about him going, it was exactly what she wanted. She had to remind him that he wasn’t important to her in any way.

But, deep down, she knew it wasn’t true.


Chapter Nine
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Diana was in Barking Police Station, drinking brandy with a policeman she had been dealing with for years. He was a Filth who was known as a friend of the criminal fraternity and who could be relied on to liaise in certain circumstances. He was also a personal friend of Diana’s – though they didn’t advertise that fact, naturally.

Derek Jones was an old warrior who had been around in the sixties as a PC, and he had earned his reputation as a good guy while he simultaneously climbed the ladder in the force. His success came from knowing everyone’s secrets, and he was not averse to trading them for a price. Never for money though – only for the common good. He would trade one scam to find out about another, bigger scam. He didn’t always use the information he garnered – he was far too shrewd for that – but he did barter it.

He was liked and respected, a perfect go-between, especially for the people higher up the food chain who valued not only his expertise but also his sense of fair play. He had been the reason there had not been a turf war for a long time.

Derek looked at Diana and said honestly, ‘I haven’t heard a dicky bird, Di. That’s the truth of it. Neither have any of my lads. They would have mentioned it.’

Diana nodded; she had expected this. But she was well aware that Derek would likely be in the know sooner rather than later, so she said as much.

‘Well, Del Boy, I’m just reminding you that if and when you do hear, I hope I will be the first to know.’

He rolled his eyes theatrically. ‘Well, what do you think, Di, eh?’

She finished her brandy. ‘I know, Del, but this is a fucking melon scratcher all right. I can’t imagine who would want to out that pair. They are of no interest to anyone other than their mother.’

Derek Jones shrugged. ‘It’s a different world now, Di. There’s no decency any more, we are dealing with complete fucking lunatics. It’s the new generation, they want everything overnight.’

Diana didn’t answer him. He was as out of the game as she was.

And that was not a place she wanted to be.


Chapter Ten
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Silas Warner was worried, and he wasn’t a man who worried without cause. He was well aware he was going to get a visit, and he wasn’t exactly looking forward to it. He had made a big Rick, and he wasn’t sure how he could walk away from it.

He had known deep in his guts that he should never have agreed to deal with the Coleman brothers. They were on the way up, but they were unpredictable little fuckers. And, now that he had heard the bad news about the shooting in Ilford, he was getting anxious.

Christos and Jimmy had been introduced by him as a new avenue to sell drugs – no more and no less – he just thought he was opening up a new way for them to sell their product. That he had been given a sweetener had just seemed a fair exchange at the time. He couldn’t have foreseen what might happen – he wasn’t Doris fucking Stokes.

Now he was at panic stations because he would have to tell Diana and she did not suffer fools gladly. But he had genuinely believed that he was doing what he was paid to do.

He had tried to open up a new revenue stream that would benefit everyone concerned – true, mainly for him and his sons. Only they were now worried for their lives.

Diana wasn’t exactly an easy woman, even when she wasn’t pushed. She made a vicious man look like a pussycat when she was affronted.

What had possessed him? He wondered if he had a death wish.

He wiped his hand across his big moon face and knew that he would have a hard time convincing Diana that there had not been an ulterior motive.

He ran to the toilet again; his bowels were looser than a trophy wife’s credit card. He had fucked up big time. His only hope was to confess. Diana Davis would appreciate hearing the truth from him directly. She was a lot of things, but she was fair. No one would argue about that.

He took a deep breath and picked up the phone. She would much rather meet him on neutral ground, especially if she was about to off him. If only he could help his boys.

All he could do was hope that he could talk her round in some way.


Chapter Eleven
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‘Mum, listen to me, will you, for once? Let me put my ear to the ground and see what I can come up with, yeah?’

Diana looked at her son, who she loved with all her heart, but who was about as useful as the fucking Old Bill that she was paying a fortune to at this particular moment in time. She stopped herself from saying that though. She had to let Angus think that she did actually listen to him and – more importantly – that she genuinely was interested in his opinions, however off the wall they might turn out to be.

‘Look, son, if you can find out anything I will be only too pleased, believe me.’

Angus was thrilled to hear that answer; she was finally giving him a chance. Until he proved himself, he knew she wouldn’t take him seriously, and that was something he needed to do as soon as possible.

He was determined to sort this out before she did. He wasn’t completely sure how to bring that miracle about.

But he had an idea.


Chapter Twelve
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Angus was extremely irritated because, as far as he was concerned, anyone on the Davis payroll should automatically agree with him. That came with the territory.

Royston Rogers was not best pleased. He worked with Angus, and he liked him, but he wasn’t happy about doing anything that Diana wasn’t in on. He might not be feminist of the year, but he knew who paid his fucking wages. Plus he respected her; she was a Face in her own right. It didn’t sit right with him to go behind her back, no matter how innocuous this fucking upstart might try to make it out.

Royston Rogers, nicknamed Trigger, was caught between two fences. At the end of the day he worked with Angus and, as much as he could be annoyed by him, he knew that he meant well. He was young, he was impulsive but he was loyal. There was no getting away from the fact that young Angus would defend him to the death. Roy felt the urge to do exactly the same for him but he didn’t want to put himself in the line of fire for no good reason. Angus wanted to meet up with that muppet Warner! He was about as trustworthy as he was honest.

It stood to reason that he was involved somehow, and that could not be a good thing – especially as he was a known consort of the Coleman brothers. But he kept his own counsel and followed Angus out to the motor.

Roy had annoyed him enough as it was.


Chapter Thirteen
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Davie and Peter Coleman were laughing as they walked out of the back of their cousin’s betting shop in East Ham.

Davie Coleman was known as a bit of a wag, and was generally seen as a comedian by his peers. He was also the more ruthless of the brothers and the quicker to take offence. He had a natural arrogance that set people’s teeth on edge, especially when he was taking the piss out of them. Both the brothers were on the up, but it was the general consensus that Davie was the one in charge, and that suited Davie Coleman down to the ground. Peter was bigger and heavier, but he wasn’t exactly sharp as a tack. The relationship worked well for them, and they were both happy with their stations in life.

As they went to their BMW, neither saw the two men with the sawn-off shotguns stepping out of the shadows of the small car park and aiming them at their chests.

It was Davie who caught sight of them first, and he opened his mouth to speak. But before he could utter a word, he was felled alongside his brother. Lying on the ground he watched in shocked amazement as the two men in balaclavas calmly walked away, without a second glance.

Then there was pandemonium as the boys’ cousin discovered them lying on the filthy concrete with their life’s blood seeping away. They were twenty and twenty-one respectively.

By the time the authorities arrived, the rain had started and the sound of distant thunder could be heard over the traffic noise.

There was blood and mud everywhere – as one of the constables remarked drily, ‘They picked a good night for it anyway.’

The laughter was subdued, but it was there nevertheless.

The Coleman brothers wouldn’t be too sad a loss for the police, there was no denying that.
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