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Book One

‘Behind every great fortune is a crime’

Honoré de Balzac, 1799-1850




Prologue

1994

‘So you’re going into the club then?’

Terry’s voice was heavy with annoyance and Maura closed her eyes in distress. She hated it when they argued and she knew that they were about to have an argument of Olympic class. This one had been brewing for days. She sighed, and mentally counted to ten before answering him.

‘I have to, Terry. Roy can’t cope with this on his own.’

Terry walked from the room and Maura watched him go. Her mind was racing but with thoughts of the club in Dean Street, Soho. It hurt too much to think about Terry, the man who was everything to her. She’d noticed the expression on his face as he left. He had coldly looked her over like she was nothing to him, nobody. All the disgust and disappointment he felt were clear for her to see.

She felt broken by it, frightened, even as it angered  her. But he had known, always he had known, that if push came to shove and there was trouble, she would have to sort out the clubs and other family businesses. And that was exactly what they had now: serious trouble.

Her brother Roy did what he could, but he needed Maura’s acumen, needed her backing. All the boys did. Roy could cope with day-to-day things but he had never been able to take the real aggravation. He either went over the top or crumbled without assistance.

She pressed her hand to her mouth at the thought of what she was to do later that day. She had thought the violent days were over, that everything was settled and straight, that lines had been drawn. How wrong she had been. Now on top of everything else she had Terry to contend with and his old woman attitude really stuck in her craw.

She glanced out of the large picture window and watched the workmen outside as they cleared away. Her mind registered the fact that they had tidied up after them, having needed to get on to her drive to raise her drains. Automatically she checked to make sure everything was as it should be. It was.

One of the men looked through the window at her and smiled. Maura ignored him. She stood up and walked from the room, through the wide entrance hall and into the kitchen. Terry was standing by the double doors that looked on to the garden. It was their special place, somewhere they worked together,  had planted out together and liked to share in quiet moments. It was a garden made for children, for a family, something Maura would never know about now unless it was as a substitute mother, as she was to Roy’s daughter Carla and her son Joey. Maura was everything to them, as they were to her.

Even her surviving brothers - three left now of the eight there had once been - looked to her for guidance and help. Roy especially needed her more than any of them. He was supposed to be in charge of all the Ryan family businesses these days: the above board ones like their property development and construction interests, the loan company, street vending and hostess clubs, and the less public side of things. The Ryans lent money to punters to fund their mortgages, true, but they also financed career criminals for a hefty share of the proceeds and provided goods and services not generally offered by your average high street bank: high-performance escape vehicles, weapons of all kinds, safe houses, new IDs. Though Terry thought Maura was out of it all these days, in fact she was becoming more closely involved than she had been in her 1980s heyday when she and her eldest brother Michael had been the King and Queen of London crime.

Maura Ryan could still put the fear of God into even the bravest of men, the most hardened criminals. Especially since she had walked away scot-free from the biggest bullion robbery in history by cleverly  brokering the Ryans’ carefully compiled dossier of information on corrupt top-level policemen, bent politicians, and even a royal scandal to ensure the continued safety of herself, Terry, and the Ryan family. But now Roy faced serious trouble and it was frightening even to her. She had a bad feeling on her about it all. This wasn’t just another takeover bid by a few scruffs out for the big time, this was serious aggravation, and the last thing she needed was Terry on her back as well. Because as much as she loved him, and Christ Himself knew she did more than anything or anyone else, she could not let this go. Could not leave it in Roy’s less than capable hands. It could spell the end for them all.

Maura tried a different tack.

Walking up behind Terry, she slid her arms around his waist and hugged him.

‘Let’s not argue over this, Terry, eh? You know I can’t let this go.’

He shrugged her off, scowling. He always looked like a little boy when he scowled, a spoiled little boy - which in some ways he was. As a policeman he’d wielded power and influence and that changes a man. Going back to civilian status had been a real wrench for Terry and he never let her forget that. Even his voice was like a whining kid’s as he answered her.

‘I expected you to say that, Maura. It’s always been the same, hasn’t it? Marvellous Maura Ryan, the villains’ friend. One little thing goes wrong and off  you run to your real home, the place you truly belong: Soho. With all the waifs and strays, the whores, the gamblers, the pieces of shit you call your friends and family.’

Maura stared at the back of his head. If he had thrown a bucket of iced water over her she could not have felt more shocked than she did hearing those words. They were uncalled for, nasty, petty. Her family was important to her, he had always known that.

‘How dare you?’ she hissed. ‘Who the fuck do you think you are?’

He turned around and she almost flinched, so great was the contempt on his handsome face. He poked his thumb into his own chest as he said loudly: ‘I’ll tell you who I am, shall I, Maura? I am ex-Detective Inspector Terry Petherick. The man who gave up everything for you.’

Maura stepped back from him and, smiling gently, shook her head.

‘You are off your chump if you think you can use that kind of crap against me, boy.’ She saw the hurt in his eyes and laughed again, louder this time. ‘Just what exactly did you give up, eh, tell me that? You found out that the real criminals, the major arseholes of the world, were actually in your own profession - and even then you were quite happy for them to lock me up for the duration, remember? It wasn’t until you found out they intended to shaft you too that  you shifted sides and threw your lot in with me.’

Terry looked into her face, saw his own hurt reflected there, and sighed.

‘You gave up nothing, darlin’,’ she continued. ‘You were on your way out of the police force from the moment you went to your bosses with the files my brother Geoff had kept. They didn’t want people like you in their club. You were too honest for them, my love. They’d rather deal with people like me. At least then they know where they are.’

Terry knew that what she said was true; deep inside he had always known it.

‘All this crap about your career, giving up everything . . . well, I seem to remember your marvellous career coming first on another occasion. You chose work over me then, only I was pregnant that time, and it was me who ended up losing everything, wasn’t it?’

He turned from her once more, unable to look her in the face.

She laughed sarcastically.

‘My brother is in shit so deep you wouldn’t even want to know about it, darlin’. You could not even comprehend what he is having to sort out. Now I don’t know about you and people like you but I will be there for my brother, as I always have been, and he will always be there for me. If you can’t hack that, Terry, then you and me have been wasting our time all these years.’

The phone began to ring then, a shrill insistent noise shattering the dangerous tension between them.

‘Better get that, hadn’t you? Big Brother needs you,’ Terry mocked.

She knew it was Roy, a panicking Roy, wondering why she had not got back to him sooner rather than later. She stared Terry out until the ringing stopped.

Looking at her watch, she said quietly, ‘I’d better get a move on.’

But she didn’t want to leave him like this.

‘So you are going then?’

‘I don’t really have much choice, Terry, do I?’

‘Everyone has a choice, Maura, whatever you might like to think.’

She looked into his handsome face. It still had the power to enthral her, make her want him all over again.

‘Then I have made my choice, haven’t I?’

She walked away, saying over her shoulder, ‘And you’d know all about making choices, wouldn’t you, Terry? You’ve made a few yourself over the years.’

‘I’ve never made a single choice I regretted, Maura.’

She smiled at him now, a genuine smile.

‘That’s because you can’t get pregnant, Terry. That single biological fact makes men immune from real choices, real decisions. Any decision you ever made was wholly for you, never for anyone else.’

She walked out into the hall and heard his footsteps behind her.

‘What about Joey?’

She thought hard for a few seconds before remembering she was supposed to pick up Carla’s son from school for her today.

Terry grinned.

‘Forgot him, didn’t you? Back in godmother mode with a vengeance, I see.’

She licked her lips before answering him.

‘You’re jealous, aren’t you, Terry? You’re scared out of your wits I might find something to interest me more than you do. I’ve watched you over the last couple of years - avoiding my brothers, pretending they don’t exist - and I’ve swallowed. Almost understand it. But I’ve never pretended to be anything other than what I am. What I chose to be. You know what Roy said once? He said I was more man than any real male he had ever met. I think he was right. And now I’m too much of a man for you, Terry. But then, I’ve always been too much of a woman, haven’t I?’

She walked up the stairs, leaving him standing there unable to answer her.

Ten minutes later she was changed from jeans and sweatshirt into a beautiful suede suit and looked like a different person. Terry felt the pull of her as she walked into the lounge and smiled at him.

‘I’m sorry, Maura - sorry it had to be like this.’

She shrugged.

‘It had to happen sooner or later, Terry. Deep inside, we both knew that. I love you with all my  heart, but I have other commitments. Unlike you, I can’t drop them on a whim.’

‘You don’t want to, you mean . . .’

‘I mean can’t, Terry. You never listen to what you’re being told, do you? I have to sort this out. If I don’t, people could be hurt. Seriously hurt.’

‘Hardly unusual in your line of business, is it?’

The phone began to ring again.

‘You’d better answer it,’ he sighed. ‘I think we both know who it is.’

She nodded and picked up the phone.

‘Listen, Roy, I’ll be on my way soon, OK?’

She replaced the receiver and looked at the man she had loved for half her life.

‘So this is it then? Finitosberg? Goodbyesville?’

He didn’t answer her. They stared at one another for long moments. No other woman had ever affected him like Maura Ryan and no other woman ever would, he knew that. Had always known it.

‘I’ll pick up Joey, OK?’ he offered.

Maura nodded.

‘Thank you for that anyway.’

He smiled.

‘I’ll take your Merc - Joey prefers the convertible. Loves the impression it creates.’

She grinned.

‘He’s a Ryan all right. Only the best will do.’

Her words were not lost on Terry but he didn’t bother to answer her. If only she could see things  from his point of view. See what she was doing to herself and her family by keeping up their seedy clubs and their whores. The lifestyle they lived bred danger and violence. That was the law of the street. Even though he knew that this latest problem was something that couldn’t be left unattended, the fact she was still getting involved against all his advice galled him. And the fact that he knew she was enjoying it. That was what really got his back up. She was truly alive again for the first time in years and it showed. He had never really been enough for her and they both knew it.

After a few seconds he said, ‘You’d better take my BMW. Mustn’t keep Roy waiting, eh?’

He was telling her he wasn’t leaving her right this minute. They hadn’t broken up yet. She felt her heart lift as she realised it. If only he could see that she needed to be involved with her family’s business; it was all she had ever known really and the second big love of her life. It gave them the life they both enjoyed, the opportunity to do whatever they wanted, and he had reaped the benefits as much as she had. Terry reminded her of her mother sometimes. They both enjoyed their affluent lifestyle but hated and despised the way the money for it was obtained. Hypocrites, the pair of them.

But Maura smiled at him, because when they were alone and they touched, everything else was forgotten. It would be all right. They could put this behind  them too. At least, she hoped so.

Maura wondered uneasily if this argument might just be the straw that broke the camel’s back. But if he was coming home then at least she could try and talk to him again. Explain exactly what was going on. Surely he’d understand then?

‘I love you so much, Terry.’

He didn’t answer her. Instead he picked up her keys and walked out of the house. She stood at the picture window and watched him get into her car. The workmen were gone and she was glad. They had been there for the best part of the morning and afternoon.

Terry opened her car door - it was never locked - and she watched his tall frame bend as he got inside. As he placed the key in the ignition he smiled at her and she was pleased. She really believed then that they would get over this latest spat.

The explosion sent her hurtling back through the beautiful room she had painstakingly created. Landing heavily on the sofa, her back screaming with pain, the last thing Maura heard was the telephone ringing endlessly.

Then merciful oblivion.




Chapter One

Roy Ryan was terrified. He snatched up the phone immediately it rang. On hearing his wife Janine’s voice he slammed the receiver straight back down.

That was all he needed now, her and her great big galloping gob for the next three hours. If moaning was an Olympic sport, his old woman would get the gold. The phone rang once more and he ignored it, knowing it was going to be her again with her usual whining. Janine was a piss head and he hated her more at this moment than he had ever hated her before.

He put his head into his hands and stifled an urge to sob. Fear was making him sweat. He could smell himself, feel the moisture pooling beneath his arms. Where the fuck was Maura? She should have been here ages ago.

Probably still in bed with that prick Petherick.

Roy felt a moment’s shame at the thought. She was entitled to have Terry; had fought hard enough to get him. But no matter how Roy weighed it up, Petherick  would always be a filth, not only to his way of thinking but to everyone else who counted. Roy was convinced that this was what lay behind their latest trouble. Someone was grassing big time, passing word of forthcoming blags to Old Bill, and it seemed the Ryans were seen as the likely culprits. Ex-filth in the family did not augur well in their line of work - unless of course the filth in question was known to be one of your own. Which Petherick never had been.

In fact, he was such a stuck-up ponce he barely acknowledged any of them, looked down his nose at them - even at their mother, and she thought the sun shone out of his hairy copper’s arse.

Roy sighed again. His eyes were hurting from lack of sleep and he had a day’s growth of stubble covering his face. He really did need to get some sleep but now wasn’t the time.

Nearly ten years of peace in the city and now suddenly all hell was let loose. But why? Who lay behind all the arrests, all the aggravation? Someone was stirring it big time, and his family had to find out who it was before they lost all credibility with the bedrock of their business: the big league criminals of London and the south east. Today, they were starting a round-up of all disgruntled former associates. They were going to be made to come up with some answers. But where the hell was his sister? They couldn’t pull this off without Maura.

Janine was smarting from her husband’s rudeness. She was gritting her teeth in anger and it made her face seem even more haggard than usual. She poured herself a large gin and swallowed it neat, feeling the burn of the liquid as it slipped into her sagging belly. She closed her eyes to savour the feeling and as she opened them caught sight of herself in the mirror opposite.

She felt the sting of tears then. She looked older than her years, much older. Looked nearer seventy than sixty if she was honest with herself.

On the sideboard was a photo of her on her wedding day and Janine stared at it for long moments, remembering how she had felt then with her brand-new husband beside her and a baby growing inside her belly. Remembered her long red hair that had attracted so much attention and ultimately attracted Roy.

If only she had listened to her mother and father! They had had him taped from the first glance, him and his family. But like many a bride before her, she had been sure she could control her man. As it turned out no one could control him, not even the Metropolitan Police and God knew they’d tried enough times. But she had wanted him, wanted him like she had wanted no other man in her life before or since. And the big problem was she still wanted him, always had and always would. Yet she knew he despised her.

She poured herself another large gin and swallowed  a couple of Valium. Mother’s little helpers. The thought made her smile, something she rarely did though in fact if she’d realised, it made her look less haggard and much more approachable.

If only you knew in advance how your life was going to turn out.

She lay on the sofa and thought about her daughter Carla, the baby she had borne with so much hope and then disliked from her earliest days. Because she was a rival female and commanded a besotted Roy’s undivided attention - something she herself had never done if she was honest. Carla was more Maura’s daughter than hers now and that suited Janine. The auntie and the cuckoo in the nest were welcome to one another. But Janine’s son, her Benny Anthony, named for his dead uncle, he was a different kettle of fish. He was hers. Whatever Roy thought, he was hers alone. Even though his father had made him into a version of himself, Benny was her heart. Her son was everything to her and Janine knew that once he saw through his father he would come back to her. Eventually Maura and Roy would show themselves for what they really were and then she would be waiting for her boy with open arms.

It was a fantasy she loved. It kept her going even though deep inside she knew it would never happen. Benny was a Ryan from his thick dark hair to his size twelve feet. He was like a born-again Michael Ryan, his dead uncle’s double. And not just his physical  appearance. Benny thought like Michael too. This was what really frightened her in her more lucid moments. But whereas Michael had adored his mother Sarah, her own son loathed Janine and wasn’t afraid of showing it.

She shook her head to clear it of the horrible thoughts she was having about her only boy. He would learn, and learn the hard way. The same as his mother had. He was cute enough to see eventually what all the other Ryans were: scum.

The thought made Janine smile again. Cheered her up. She poured out another large gin and gulped it down neat. She was asleep within the hour.

 

Belmarsh Prison, Special Secure Unit

Vic Joliff was laughing, the picture of jollity - a big bald bastard with hard little black eyes creased in mirth.

‘You’re sure? It was definitely Maura Ryan, and she was good and dead?’

Petey Marsh nodded solemnly.

‘Whoever was in that motor was dead as a fucking doornail, far as I can gather.’

Vic rubbed his hands together.

‘Give the screw that relayed that message a good drink. We’ll use him again. So Maura Ryan’s out of the picture . . . Piss off, I want to think.’

Petey left the cell in double quick time. He didn’t really like Joliff, no one did, but his sort were an  occupational hazard when you were on a lump. And better him than the fucking Paddies in here who gave themselves airs because they were so-called ‘politicals’. At least Vic Joliff was an old-style villain with the money, the kudos and the sheer lunacy to be the main man. But though Petey had to work for him, it didn’t mean he had to like him, did it?

He wondered briefly what Maura Ryan had done to Vic, and if this was payback. Everyone knew he could still call the shots from his prison cell, and word on the street was the Ryans were not the family they had been in Michael’s day, but Maura was generally seen as a force to be reckoned with. Still, if she was brown bread, and according to the message she was splattered all over Essex, then it left her brother Roy in charge, and as everyone knew he wasn’t the sharpest knife in the Ryans’ drawer. Stephen Hawking’s position as brain of the century was not about to be usurped.

Petey rolled himself a nice joint and tried to relax on his bed. The days were long in here, too long. If Joliff was out for a turf war, one good thing would come of it at least. It would help to relieve the fucking boredom.

Petey smiled to himself. There hadn’t been this much excitement on the wing since someone half-inched the video recorder. Even after the third cell search they still tried to say it was a con who’d nicked it. In fact, in the most secure prison in Europe, with such high security, it seemed blindingly obvious to  them all it could only have gone walkabout with a PO. Still, such was life.

He sighed and lay back, still trying to relax, but it was hard with the constant noise and the relentless boredom. Prison life could be a living death - though the real finite kind could be arranged there too, whether by your own hand or someone else’s.

He heard Joliff’s high-pitched laughter and put his hands over his ears, hoping the Ryans took him out for revenge sooner rather than later. What an arsehole!

Petey finished his joint quickly and gave up on relaxing in favour of a good hard stint in the gym.

 

Benjamin Anthony Ryan was big. Huge, in fact. He trained with weights and consequently had a body like an Olympic champion. Benny was proud of his physique, worked on it constantly. Today he was in Pat’s Gym in East London and was sweating profusely, his hard-featured face red from exertion.

He saw his minder Abul Haseem walking towards him, mobile glued to his ear and his handsome face looking pained for once instead of showing his customary smile, and guessed that something had come on top.

‘What’s up?’

Benny’s voice was low. He did not want to attract any kind of audience to what he was about to hear.

Abul shook his head slowly before answering.

‘Someone’s bombed your aunt’s drum, that’s all I know.’

He watched the changing expressions on Benny’s face which registered stark incredulity and seething anger in under a second.

‘Fucking what?’

People turned to stare, hearing the fury in Benjamin Ryan’s voice.

Abul turned off the phone and whispered, ‘Not in here, Benny. The car’s outside and your father is expecting you at the hospital, OK?’

Benny followed him without a word, grateful for the fact he had a mate who could keep so calm in a crisis.

And this was a crisis, of Olympic fucking standards.

He felt the sting of tears, and was unsure if they were for his aunt or from sheer anger. Either way, he could happily cry like a baby.

Abul, a friend since school and more like a brother than a mate these days, squeezed his shoulder.

‘Let’s find out the score first, eh, mate?’

Benny nodded.

‘I will personally kill the cunt who thought they could get away with a stunt like this. And if she is hurt, I swear on oath I will take that cunt apart with my bare hands and an Airfix toolkit.’

Abul closed his eyes momentarily. Benny had a thing about gluing people’s eyes shut; said it scared them shitless and Abul agreed with him whole-heartedly there. But the thought still made him feel sick.

In a waiting room at Oldchurch Hospital Sarah Ryan shrugged off her eldest son’s arm and cried, ‘For Christ’s sake, Roy, I’m not in me dotage yet!’

Even in her eighties she was still hale and hearty. Smaller than ever, she seemed to be shrinking on a daily basis but was mentally as tough as she always had been and this was conveyed by her voice.

‘Look, Mum, let me get one of the boys to take you home. This is going to be a long night . . .’

She interrupted him with a wave of her hand.

‘I’ve had a few of those over the years with you lot. Especially with Michael and your toerag of a father. Now tell me what the shag is going on!’

Roy stared at the tiny woman before him and marvelled at her strength of will.

‘Where’s Terry anyway? He should be here.’

Roy licked his lips before answering her.

‘It was a car bomb, Mum. Meant for Maura. Terry copped it.’

Sarah screwed up her eyes as if unable to take this in.

‘What? You mean, Terry’s dead?’

Roy nodded.

‘Holy Mary, Mother of Christ! What has she caused this time?’

The blame was immediately placed at her daughter’s door and Roy felt the urge to fell his mother with one blow at the unfairness of her reaction.

‘Wherever she is there’s death. Death and destruction. My poor boys . . .’

Sarah’s voice trailed off as Roy walked quickly away from her. She felt sick with apprehension. This could mean only one thing: more skulduggery was afoot and Maura, as usual, was behind it all.

Where had she got her daughter from? Sarah had been plagued by Maura since she was old enough to join in her brothers’ nefarious activities. But whereas Sarah could swallow wrongdoing from them, she never could accept having a daughter of the same ilk. It was wrong, all wrong in a woman, and this was the upshot. Another pointless death.

Terry Petherick had been a decent man who had loved that blonde-haired whore she had delivered into the world with a passion. He’d been a policeman once, clean-living and good, and what he had seen in her daughter was beyond Sarah’s comprehension.

She walked over to her son and pulled him round to face her.

‘Don’t you turn away from me, boy, when I’m talking to you.’

Roy shrugged her off none too gently and said in a low voice, ‘Aren’t you going to ask about your daughter? Your only daughter. Don’t you want to know how she is? If she’s alive, dead, maimed or what?’

Sarah shook her head.

‘I’m not interested . . .’

Roy held up his hand for silence.

‘Then piss off home, Mum. I’m sure you’ll learn all you need to know from Janine later.’

Sarah watched him walk away from her and felt a moment’s sadness. Maura had caused all this trouble in the family. Forcing everyone to take sides. Making them choose. She sat herself down in a scuffed plastic chair and placed her large leather bag on her lap.

She could wait to find out what was going on. She was good at waiting, Christ Himself knew; she had had enough practice over the years.

Five minutes later her grandson Benny walked past her as if she didn’t exist. She opened her bag, removed her olive-wood rosary and began to pray.

 

‘Fucking old witch, she is! Her and me mother should be put down.’

Roy agreed with his son but an instinct as old as time took over.

‘Don’t talk about my mother like that. Or your own, for that matter.’

Benny shrugged, temper getting the better of him.

‘Listen, Dad, they’re a pair of vindictive old hags, you know it and I know it. All that “respect for your parents no matter what” went out with Noah’s fucking Ark! I can’t bear either of them and I’m sure me Aunt Maura don’t want them here. So let’s cut the crap and get to the point, eh? Who is the culprit and how do we retaliate?’

Looking at his son, Roy felt as if Michael were alive and kicking and looking out through Benny’s eyes. It was spooky, the similarities were so strong - though his boy was heterosexual as far as he knew. But even the timbre of his voice was like Michael’s and this was what made him so appealing to people. He had the same arrogance Michael had had, and the same vindictiveness. Maura adored him and he adored her, much to the chagrin of Janine.

The doctor approached.

‘How is she, Doc?’

‘She’s conscious. Took a bad blow to the head, but nothing major. A few cuts and bruises. I can’t see any long-term damage. Not physical anyway.’

Roy felt his whole body relax.

‘Thank fuck for that! Can we see her?’

‘Five minutes only, I’m afraid.’

Benny hugged his father and Roy was reminded of just how strong and young his son was. He had the same quicksilver temperament as Michael, veering between raging anger and an almost puppylike euphoria in the space of seconds.

‘What a touch, eh, Dad! What a fucking touch!’

It occurred to Roy that he wouldn’t be able to control this boy of his for much longer, and what would happen then he didn’t like to contemplate.

 

Maura looked terrible and Roy guessed she already knew about Terry’s death.

‘All right, Maws?’

She closed her eyes and nodded.

Benny pulled up a chair. Taking her hand in his, he gently squeezed it.

‘We’re here now. You’re safe.’

Maura smiled faintly.

‘Thanks, Benny. Any idea who it was?’

‘Has to be that ponce from Shoreditch, don’t it?’

Benny’s voice was loud and Maura winced. He lowered his tone. ‘No one else it can be, is there?’

He looked from Maura to his father who shook his head.

‘It’s not Jimmy Milano, he’s straight as a die. Maura gave him an in a while ago.’

Benny looked crushed.

‘Thanks for telling me.’

The bitterness in his voice was not lost on any of them. Benny had been assigned to lean heavily on Milano when he first surfaced in East London. But as it turned out he’d had a good protector who was also one of the Ryans’ best lieutenants. Milano was no threat. Unlike his older relatives he was strictly small-time, in his thinking as well as his criminal tendencies.

‘I meant to tell you, Benny, but with everything . . .’

Roy’s voice trailed off.

‘Is there anything else I don’t know about?’

Benny was on the defensive as usual. It was his biggest failing and they all knew it.

‘We’ve had hag from all over the show lately, Benny. What we need now is to eliminate our suspects.’

‘Fucking right and all. Eliminate is just the word for what I intend to do to the cunts!’

Maura closed her eyes wearily.

‘Will you stop saying that word, Benny? It irritates me.’

‘All right, Maura, don’t get out of your shopping trolley.’

He was very much on his dignity and Maura, feeling suddenly sorry for him, said gently, ‘What are the police saying?’

‘I can’t gather much yet. Our blokes at the Met are going to call us later this afternoon with the general SP.’ Roy looked at his son as he spoke. ‘You put blokes out and about, OK? See what they can . . .’

Benny interrupted him.

‘Already done, Dad. Abul sorted it on the way here.’

Roy nodded.

‘Anything else you want done, Maws?’

She shook her head carefully and lay back on the pillows.

‘Just get me moved to a private hospital as soon as possible before the papers descend on us and anyone else decides to have a pop.’

‘It’s done, Maws. We’ll be back later, OK?’

As they walked from the room she called out, ‘And  keep me mother away. I can’t cope with her at the moment.’

When they shut the door she lay back and remembered the events of the day. The fight. Terry leaving like he did. The last sight of him, smiling at her through the windscreen of her car as he turned the ignition key and was blown apart by the bomb that had been meant for her.

Now he was gone, really gone, and the pain and the guilt would stay with her the rest of her life. No time to grieve, though. Open war had just been declared and she had to sift through all the shit and try and make some sense of it all.

She swallowed down the tears. Time to pick herself up and get on with the job in hand. Let personal feelings wait.

It was what Maura Ryan had done all her life.

 

Garry Ryan was like a raving lunatic and his girlfriend Anita, a beautiful girl with a weight problem and a nervous twitch, watched warily as he went through his phone book. Writing down names, he muttered under his breath. When he was like this he frightened the life out of her.

He looked up at her with deep blue eyes.

‘Make me a cup of tea, Nita, and get me a flight to London. Now.’

She nodded.

‘Am I coming, Gal?’

She was nervous as usual when she spoke directly to him.

He sighed.

‘Do you want to come?’

It was a fair question and he asked her nicely, which for him was a first. She didn’t want to leave Marbella. She loved it here, especially without him. But she answered him promptly. ‘’Course I do, darlin’.’

Garry chuckled and this scared her even more.

‘No, you don’t. You don’t even like me. You just like the kudos, Anita. Look that word up in the dictionary when I leave, OK?’

She nodded, relieved that she didn’t have to go with him.

‘Then pack your stuff and fuck off.’

She blinked a few times before she said sadly, ‘But where will I go?’

Garry was fed up with the conversation now and said dismissively, ‘How the fuck do I know, Nita? You’ll find somewhere, your type always do.’

She burst into tears.

‘You rotten bastard! Why do you treat me like this!’

He stood up. Standing in front of her, he placed one hand gently under her chin. He tilted her face up and kissed her lightly on the lips.

‘Because I can, silly. Now, make me tea and book me flight, there’s a good girl.’

He saw the stark confusion in her eyes and felt a moment’s sorrow for her. But he despised her too  because no matter what he did or said she still hung around.

‘I tell you what, if you’re really good I’ll let you stay on here for a week until you find somewhere else. I can’t be any fairer than that, can I?’

She walked away from him, utter dejection in her whole stance. An hour later he was on his way to the airport with not even a passing thought for Anita, his companion of two years. Such was the mindset of Garry Ryan.

On the plane he planned his revenge on whoever was responsible for trying to off his sister Maura and ultimately his whole family, because it wouldn’t stop there, he was quite sure. Whoever they were they had better be good runners because when he got back to Blighty and sorted himself out there were going to be murders committed.

Garry Ryan was looking forward to it.

 

Sandra Joliff was tall, with silicone breasts, a sunbed tan and startling white teeth. Her blonde hair was streaked to within an inch of its life and cut so it hung in a shaggy sexy mess around her face.

She felt like shit. She had been on it all night and her kidneys were aching from too much cocaine and too much vodka. Her skin was grey under the tan and she wanted a shower and a cup of tea as soon as possible.

She had to visit her husband the next day and needed to look good for the visit. She knew he was proud of  her and didn’t want to let him down. He was all right, old Vic. He knew the score with her and they’d built a life together around their personal foibles.

As she pulled onto her drive a car hooted from behind her and a dark-haired man stuck up his finger. She did the same back.

‘Tosser!’

She knew she had cut him up as she pulled across the road but was too tired to care. Stepping out of the car, she surveyed the drive. The gardener had been and the front of the house looked immaculate. She never ceased to be amazed at how she lived, thanks to Vic. Originally from a council flat in Woodford Green, Sandra now lived like a queen. Her two little girls went to private school and she had a BMW 330 and money coming out of her ears. It was her lucky day when Vic took a shine to her, bless him. He had taken her from her old life and transported her to this new one without a second’s thought.

She opened the door to her five-bedroomed detached house in Emerson Park and turned off the burglar alarm. As she walked through to the kitchen she saw her Doberman Kelly lying in the middle of the floor.

There was blood coming from the dog’s mouth and ears, and its body was twitching. She knelt beside the animal and stroked its head.

‘All right, Kelly. What happened to you, love?’

Her voice was low and comforting. The dog placed its nose in Sandra’s hand and whined gently. Nearby  there was a lump of bloody meat. Instinctively she knew Kelly had been poisoned.

As she stood up she felt a presence and turned to see a man standing behind her. He was big and heavyset, smartly dressed though in designer gear. She automatically clocked him as she did all men and rated him on a one to ten scale. This geezer was a four but she put that down to the ski mask he wore. He smiled widely, displaying perfect white caps through the slit in his mask.

‘Who the fucking hell are you, and what the fuck are you doing in my kitchen?’

He could see the bravado in her face and admired her for it. He looked her over appreciatively and she felt a moment’s disgust as it occurred to her that he might want to rape her. Well, he could have a good fucking try.

She squared her shoulders and balanced herself on her stiletto heels.

‘Sandra?’

His voice was low and pleasant with a slight accent.

She frowned.

‘Who wants to fucking know?’

She was still on her dignity and determined he wouldn’t see the fear she was feeling inside.

‘Do you know who I am? Who my old man is? He finds out about this and there’ll be fucking murders, mate.’

He smiled.

‘I was counting on that, Sandra. It’s why I’m here.’

She screwed up her face in consternation.

‘You what? What you on about, you fucking nutter!’

The dog whimpered again and she automatically looked down.

‘All right, Kelly. I’ll get a vet in a minute, baby, as soon as this dickhead leaves the house.’

She looked at the man again.

‘You don’t know what you’re getting involved in here, mate. I warn you, my old man is heavy duty and this will piss him off big time.’

The man opened his coat and she saw the sawn-off shotgun. Her blue eyes widened as she realised what he was about to do. She made a run for the back door; its glass shattered as the first blast caught her in the lower legs. As she hit the floor the man stood over her and laughed.

She was writhing on the floor; her legs felt like they were on fire.

‘What you doing to me! Take what you want, mate, take me watch, anything . . . but, please, I have two little girls . . .’

She was sobbing in pain and shock.

‘Sorry, love, nothing personal.’

Then he blasted her in the face. He was still smiling while he did it.

 

Sandra’s mum had had to pick the kids up from school and assumed her daughter was out on one of  her marathon lunches again. She took the girls back to her own house, determined to have a word with Sandra about her neglect of the kids. Since Vic had been banged up she had gone mad, out all the time, coked out of her nut. Her mother was getting fed up with it. Consequently Sandra’s body wasn’t found for twenty-four hours.

Vic Joliff had to be sedated when he was told the news, as did Sandra’s mother who was unfortunate enough to find her daughter’s mangled body along with the dog’s. Chantel and Rochelle were now to live with their granny, who smoked too much and lived for Bingo.

The police were baffled. Everyone was.

Sandra was a wife, a civilian, had had no dealings in Vic’s business, though some said she had snorted most of the profits. But that was Vic’s problem, no one else’s.

This certainly wasn’t his doing. He’d adored her, even when she was taking on all comers. He swallowed it because he knew she was young and high-spirited. It was only human nature. She hadn’t married him for love.

But then the murder was linked to the bombing at Maura Ryan’s house and as one astute old lag said sagely: ‘No good will come of this. The pavements will run with blood within the week.’

In fact, his prophecy was to come true within two days.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/mart_9780755350698_msr_cvt_r1.jpg





OEBPS/mart_9780755350698_oeb_cover_r1.html




 
 
 
 
MAURA'S GAME
 
 
MARTINA COLE
 
 
headline
www.headline.co.uk



OEBPS/mart_9780755350698_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
No Cover available





OEBPS/mart_9780755350698_msr_ppl_r1.jpg





