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There was a point where I stopped being in control of events. A
point where events began to control me. A point after which nothing
was ever the same again.
In those days I was more than one person. A chameleon, changed
by events and circumstances, presenting the face I thought others
needed to see. The trouble was, it made me vulnerable, and prone to
bad judgement. Deception, white lies, black lies, lies of omission,
and lies to protect lies, became my craft. A craft applied to family,
friends, acquaintances, and lovers, just as much as to my work.
I hadn’t factored the complexity of unexpected events into my
thinking about life undercover. Although I’d known the job would be
difficult, my excitement at being chosen for it blinded me to the
possible pitfalls. The image you have of something in your head
before you begin is never the same as the reality.
**********
The first I knew about any of it was at four-thirty on July 1st
1975. I got back to the station and found a message telling me to go
to the office of the DCI at five. I’d served in Great Yarmouth since I
joined the force, and I’d been a DS for two years, so I knew the
ropes. You rarely got called in by the DCI unless you were due a
bollocking, but I couldn’t think what I’d done to deserve it.
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I knocked. DCI Bradley’s voice came from behind the door,
inviting me in. I closed the door behind me, and waited until he
nodded towards the chair before sitting down. My file was on his
desk, along with a couple of others. He was still looking down,
leafing through a few pages.
He closed the file, got up, walked to the window and looked
down on the little world he thought he ruled.
“How are you on confidentiality?”
“I’m not sure I know what you mean sir.”
“If I tell you something in confidence, who else would you tell?”
“No one sir.”
“I don’t want a glib answer to that question I want the truth.”
“If you told me something in confidence I wouldn’t tell anyone
else.”
“Not even your mother?”
“No sir.”
He didn’t give any indication of whether he believed me or not.
“I have a possible job for you, but the job itself is secret, in the
way that it would be if you worked for MI5 or MI6, or Special
Branch. It would mean promotion to DI for a while, and a move out
of our force area. The question is, are you interested?”
The possibility of a temporary promotion to DI after only two
years as a DS was something to jump at, so I told him I was
definitely up for it. He went back to the desk, sat down, and began to
go through my personnel file, making notes as he asked me
questions.
“Any family in Great Yarmouth?”
“My mother.”
“Father?”
“He died about fifteen years ago.”
“It says you aren’t married. Any plans?”
“No.”
“Girlfriend?”
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“No.”
“Not queer are you?”
“Certainly not sir.”
“Why no girlfriend then?”
“We broke up.”
“When?”
“I can’t give you an exact date. It was more complicated than you
might think.”
“Approximately.”
“It started going wrong about a year ago, then it was off and on
for a while, and we finally split up in January.”
He turned the page over, and read for a moment or two.
“Where do you live?”
“At home.”
“Very informative.”
“With my mother.”
“Is she dependent on you?”
“God no, she’s only fifty-two, it’s more like the other way round.”
“What would she think if you had to leave Yarmouth for a few
months?”
“It would be fine.”
“How would you feel about it?”
“I wouldn’t mind a change of scene.”
“What if it ran on for a while, say a year?”
“That would be OK.”
“Any friends or relatives in London?”
“No.”
He wrote a couple of comments in the margin.
“Here’s what’s going to happen. A week on Thursday you’re
going on a day trip to London to meet a good friend of mine, DCI
Unsworth. We were in army intelligence together. He’ll decide if
you’re suitable for the job he has in mind. Now at the moment only
you, me, Unsworth and one other officer know about the existence
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of this operation, so we need to keep it that way. What you tell
people is this. You have been approached about a police attachment
to a major British Army base in Germany, to cover civilian personnel
and dependants, and you have to go to London for an interview in
Whitehall. It’s complete bullshit, but no one round here will ever be
able to check it out, even if they were so inclined. But spread it
about anyway, because if you do end up working for Unsworth that
will form the basis of your cover story. I’ll inform your DI. Get your
rail warrant in the normal way. Any problems, come direct to me.”
**********
Unsworth was in the snug at the back of a bar in South
Kensington, as I’d been told he would be. And he was different from
any DCI I’d ever met before. He had a slight Scottish accent I
thought, and that back to front way the Scots have of putting things.
“Some journey that must have been.”
“It is a little out of the way sir.”
“You can forget that ‘sir’ stuff right away, they haven’t knighted
me yet, and I could be wrong but I don’t think it’s going to happen in
the near future.”
He offered me a drink. I noticed he was drinking something in a
tumbler which looked like whiskey and water, but I wasn’t a heavy
drinker, so I asked for a half of lager. He came back to the table and
put a pint in front of me.
“I’ve got a proposition for you. I want this to be completely
informal. Talk to me like you would a sergeant on the force. Equals.
I’ve only got a few hours to get to know you, and decide if we can
work together, so tell me the truth. I’m not judgemental, but I do
want to know who I’m dealing with.”
Things were different in the Met apparently. No DCI in Norfolk
would ever have said that, no matter what the situation.
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We had a couple of drinks, and a general chat about my
background for half and hour or so, but he never touched on the
reason for my visit. Didn’t give any indication of what the job might
be, despite the fact that I was almost dying to know. Finally he got
round to it, without me having to actually ask.
“Any idea why you’re here?”
“No.”
“Any idea why you’re here specifically in this bar in
Kensington?”
“Maybe you don’t want to have this conversation in your own
station?”
“Not exactly.”
I shrugged.
“I don’t want you to be seen with me in Hackney, and I
particularly don’t want you to be seen going into, or coming out of,
the nick on Lower Clapton Road.”
“OK.”
“And I don’t want to have the rest of this conversation in here, so
let’s go for a walk.”
It was a fine day, and Kensington Gardens was just up the road.
We walked up Queen’s Gate, through the entrance at the top, turned
right, and headed towards the Albert Memorial. I’d never seen it
before. From a distance it looked impressive, but when you got up
close it was dirty, and crumbling, like everything else in the capital.
“How familiar are you with the history of organised crime in
London.”
“I don’t know anything about it at all.”
“Rumours?”
“I know there is organised crime, but you don’t hear much in
Norfolk.”
“You’ve heard of the Krays and the Richardsons though?”
“Just what I read in the papers, the same as everyone else.”
“Well their passing has left a vacuum.”
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“And nature abhors a vacuum.”
“I hope you’re not better read than me.”
“Physics O’level.”
We just ambled around the memorial and then took a seat away
from everyone else at the back, and thankfully in the shade. Squirrels
came and looked at us expectantly, but when we didn’t feed them
they just ran off.
“Well the warning signs are there again, but this time it’s not
overt. They’re keeping their heads down. With the other lot we all
knew who they were, it was just a matter of getting something you
could pin on them. The new generation have learned a valuable
lesson. There’s no flamboyant lifestyle this time, and very few tell
tale signs. For some reason I don’t yet understand, the snitches are
saying very little, and the usual tip-offs aren’t coming through.”
Unsworth had itchy feet. He was up again and wandering down to
the Serpentine.
“Can you see where this is leading?”
“Maybe.”
“When a job goes down in Hackney now, we never know
anything in advance, no information comes in afterwards, and none
of the cash ever surfaces. No one even buys a new motor, let alone a
house or a night club. Some minor faces seem to be living
reasonably well, but where the bulk of it’s going I’ve got no idea. In
addition to all this there are more drugs on the street, and the
prostitution is beginning to get very organised. I have some
suspicions, but I don’t have names and faces, and I can’t follow the
money.”
He’d certainly aroused my curiosity.
“If we were MI5 or MI6 we would have someone giving us
information from the inside. We would have turned one or more of
them, and they’d be on our payroll. Special Branch do the same
thing with political organisations. But those sods in the security
services are all secretive buggers, and we’ll get no help from them.
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And in any case, it’s not quite the same problem. We don’t just want
information, we want evidence, and in a criminal trial the evidence
has to come from a reputable source, because it has to convince a
jury.”
I could see where he was going with it.
“So you want that evidence to come from a serving police
officer.”
“Got it in one.”
“And why me?”
“Sorry to disappoint you, but there’s no particular reason. There
are plenty of officers who could do it, in fact there are one or two in
my nick, but I need someone from out of the area. Someone who
won’t be recognised in Clapton. I was in army intelligence with John
Bradley, so I asked him if he had a bright DS he could lend me, and
he suggested you.”
I was pleased Bradley had put me forward, but there were some
obvious questions.
“I’m curious about how I could gather that kind of reliable
evidence.”
“Live, work, eat, breathe, and sleep in Hackney. Mix in the right
circles, talk to the right people. We can give you a checkable
background as a minor face from the sticks who’s moved down here
to get out of trouble. If they think you’re worth having they’ll draw
you in. I don’t honestly know what the chance of success is, but if
you get amongst them I could learn a lot more than I do by peeking
in through the curtains.”
It was an ambitious plan, and I liked the idea of being involved in
it, but I thought there was something about it which was almost unEnglish.
“I didn’t know we did this kind of thing.”
“We don’t in general. Even the security services and Special
Branch try to turn someone, rather than have an officer go in, but the
French do it, and so do the FBI. I’ve been talking to an American
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colleague about how to manage it, because it’s not like any operation
I’ve ever run before, and I don’t know anyone else in the Met who’s
done it either.”
There’s always a thrill which comes from being involved in
something new, and I was just beginning to feel the excitement
build. I hoped he would think I was suitable.
“It’s a bit different from a normal surveillance operation then?”
“Completely different. It’s long term undercover. You don’t
operate from any police station, you make discrete contact with a
handler once a week, you work on your own initiative, and
operationally there are only three people in the know until it’s over.”
I was hooked.
“Who’s in the know?”
“Me as senior officer in charge, a DI who will be your handler,
and you.”
“And DCI Bradley?”
“He doesn’t know the details.”
He chatted to me a little about my personal circumstances,
covering some of the same ground as Bradley had done. Once he
was satisfied I was free of any personal commitments which might
conflict with the operation, he offered me the job.
**********
I was up, washed, dressed, shaved, and about to go down for my
hotel breakfast when there was a knock on the door. I looked at the
clock. It was quarter to eight. Unsworth wasn’t due for over an hour.
I opened the door. It was a man I hadn’t seen before.
“Ready for breakfast?”
“Just about to go down.”
“I’m DI Black. Unsworth’s downstairs. He says we might as well
get to know one another over a cup of coffee in the more congenial
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surroundings of the breakfast room, rather than sitting round a table
up here.”
We went down. No one asked them for money, or even a room
number. We all had bacon, egg, fried bread, sausage, beans, toast and
coffee. The conversation between me and Black was the usual police
stuff. Where have you been, who do you know, what kind of cases
do you work? He was obviously going to be my contact, or handler,
or whatever term they wanted to use. Once the operation was set up
Unsworth as a DCI would be too busy to deal with the day to day
stuff. I would keep it ticking over on the ground, and give the
information to Black, and he would refer anything important
upstairs. Black and I would need to get on well, and we made a
reasonable start.
He was a short stocky man who must have got past the height
restriction by wearing cuban heels, or slipping a fiver to the doctor
who did the medical. Like many small men he was opinionated, and
ready to fight his corner, but he struck me as experienced and
competent. I was well aware that he had been a DI for a number of
years, and I’d only got my temporary promotion twenty four hours
earlier. He and Unsworth were on very friendly terms, which would
have been inconceivable in Norfolk, and it was clear Black wasn’t
worried by being in the presence of his senior officer. They
obviously got on well together. There was respect, but not
subservience.
Like me Derek Black had longish hair. If you were a young
detective at the time you more or less had to grow your hair. All men
our age had long hair, and if you wanted to walk into a bar without
everyone knowing you were a copper you had to look the part. It had
taken the force in Norfolk a few years to reach this conclusion, but
by the mid-seventies they had just about come round to it. Unsworth
on the other hand was a short back and sides man.
Once we got back round the big table in my room Unsworth
began the briefing.
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“Now this is the first time I’ve run an operation like this, it’s the
first time Derek has been a handler, and it’s your first time being
undercover. So we all have to learn as we go, but I’ve taken general
advice from anywhere I can get it, and these are the ground rules.”
He dragged a very heavy briefcase up onto the table, took out
three large folders, and handed them out. I opened mine and had a
quick look through the document inside. A lot of work had gone into
it. If you ever wondered what a DCI got paid for, and there were
people on the force who had been known to ask that question, then
this was it. The preparation was good, and so was the
documentation.
They had fake ID for me, including a driving licence, passport,
and national insurance number. I was keeping my first name, but the
second name and surname were different, as was the address,
occupation, date of birth and everything else. My examination of the
documents however was interrupted by the start of Unsworth’s five
day briefing.
“I want to say at the outset, this operation has been funded on the
basis that the primary objective is to gather intelligence. The high
ups are a little wary of entrapment, so information gathering sounds
good to them. But that’s not my primary objective. My primary
objective is to catch the bastards at it, and end up with convictions.”
Derek and I both nodded in agreement. I certainly wanted to be
part of something which yielded more than just mountains of paper,
and it wasn’t hard to sympathise with Unsworth’s less than honest
proposal to his superiors.
“Now, let’s start with the basics. Ground rules. This is what our
solicitor tells me. You may not instigate any illegal activity
whatsoever. You may not suggest any illegal activity. You can
comment, even enthusiastically, on someone else’s illegal activities
as long as you don’t deliberately encourage them to break the law. I
interpret that to mean normal conversation in your role is OK, but
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don’t start anything. If they give evidence in court that it was your
idea, we’re in trouble.”
An hour passed...
“The structure of this operation is a weekly one. Basically you are
out there on your own, for a week at a time. Every week at a prearranged time you meet with Derek. You don’t write anything down,
you report verbally to him, and he will take notes. Anything vitally
important which we need to know about immediately, you can ring
us day or night.”
Another hour passed...
“If you have someone round to your flat you can’t take the risk
that they might find something incriminating. So no written records
of any kind in your flat. Nothing that would connect you to the force.
Nothing that connects you to any other ID than your cover identity.
Don’t keep letters from home. Derek will get them from the BFPO
system, you should read them as soon as he gives them to you, and
bin them in a public litter bin as soon as you’ve read them. If you
write a letter, write it close to the time you see Derek, write it in a
pub or restaurant away from Hackney, and hand it over as soon as
possible. Never meet with villains if you have letters on you, or
anything else that would blow your cover.”
Unsworth went on for a long time, and my head was spinning.
But he did give me food for thought. I hadn’t considered all the
difficulties, and I suddenly realised I was going to have to do that. I
was the one who was going to be on the front line, without any
notes, and without any immediate back up, so I really did have some
work to do. That was the point I think he wanted to get home to me.
**********
On Thursday Derek and I went out for lunch. He took me to a
working men’s cafe on Bute Street, just round the corner from South
Kensington tube. We were checking it out as somewhere to meet
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when the operation was up and running. It was a good choice, being
well away from Hackney, and a place where we could easily blend
in.
After we’d ordered I asked Derek how he came to be involved.
“It was my idea initially.”
“How did you come up with it?”
“I’d been working on a couple of arson attacks. Two betting shops
caught fire. Didn’t look like insurance scams, but the fires had been
set deliberately. My regular snout said he’d heard they refused to pay
protection, but didn’t know who was involved. The bookies wouldn’t
talk, so we were screwed. Unsworth used to be my boss, and I
mentioned it to him one day. Said I couldn’t get the information I
needed, and it was a pity I couldn’t go undercover, get out on the
street and see what was going on. The next day he came back and
told me not to mention the idea to anyone, and he’d see what he
could do. Next thing I know I’m seconded to him, and he’s taken it
over. But he wanted someone from out of area for the undercover
role.”
“Sorry. Didn’t mean to do you out of a job.”
**********
By Friday we had really got down to the important stuff.
Unsworth had maps of the East End out on the table, and he was
showing me where the targets were.
“When you get there you’ll have to spend some time getting to
know your way around, and the faster you do that the better. It’s not
the best place to be seen wandering about with a map in your hand.”
He had an area where he thought I could start out, and that was a
little bit of Hackney up at the end of Dalston Lane, near Hackney
Downs British Rail station. Just round the corner was Sandringham
Road, thought of locally as the front line, and up the hill was Lower
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Clapton Road and Upper Clapton Road, which in later years would
come to be known as London’s murder mile.
We spent the remainder of the day dealing with my cover story.
They grilled me endlessly about every aspect of it. Some of the
questions were easy. Unsworth’s remarkably detailed account of my
fake past, which I had virtually committed to memory, provided
most of the answers. Other questions were more difficult, and I had
to improvise ‘in character’ from time to time, which wasn’t easy.
When I got things wrong Unsworth wasn’t pleased. It didn’t bother
me particularly. When I was with them I was just pretending. Once I
was out there I knew I would have to live the part. I couldn’t think of
it as a fabrication, I would have to be this person we had created, and
if it was to be real it would have to incorporate aspects of my own
character.
By Monday morning I would be in Hackney. Two suitcases, a
rucksack, money in my pocket, and nowhere to stay.

15

2

Three weeks or so in, and I was at Henry’s club, just off Lower
Clapton Road. Eddie came over with my usual half of lager, and put
it on the bar in front of me.
“What did you used to do in Norfolk Frank?”
“This and that.”
“No kind of regular job?”
“Never saw the point.”
“We all have to make a living.”
“Yeah, but I couldn’t work in an office or anything. It would drive
me insane.”
“You seem to do OK though.”
“It’s not too good at the moment, with the move and everything.”
“I know a guy... If you need something to tide you over.”
“It’s not that bad Eddie. I’ll be OK until I can do a deal.”
Now that was a good conversation. It didn’t give away too much,
but word would be out that I wasn’t just a regular punter. They
would know I made a living somehow, and it wasn’t because I
worked nine to five in the city. In addition it confirmed my suspicion
that Eddie, being a barman in Clapton, probably knew some of the
people I would like to become familiar with.
I started playing snooker in a club round the corner, and got on
speaking terms with some of the regulars. It wasn’t exactly a hive of
criminal activity. Mostly old blokes during the day and some
youngsters who came in during the evening. The evening punters
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probably had regular jobs, and the old blokes were definitely retired.
Not quite what we were looking for. I reported all this
inconsequential activity to Unsworth via Derek every Friday, and we
all became aware that just getting into position was going to take a
lot longer than we thought.
There was one young guy called Jimmy, who would come in, play
one frame, and then go, generally around six in the evening. We
were similar physically, which is to say we were both thin, and too
short really to make good snooker players. He had a few people he
knew, and mostly he’d play with them, but if they weren’t in he
would just take a frame where he could get it, and he’d hustle for a
couple of quid here and there. But, he never got around to playing
with me. One day Snoopy, who ran the place for Robert, told me
they were having a kind of sweepstake tournament. Everyone puts in
a fiver, knockout competition, single frame matches, winner takes
all. And that was how Jimmy and I came to meet.
He was good, and he beat me, but there’s a lot of luck in a single
frame match. One bad shot, or a kick, and you could be frozen out.
This didn’t happen much at club level admittedly, because most of
them couldn’t put together a break above twenty, but Jimmy could
knock a few balls in, and I was beaten fair and square. We had a side
bet on, so I lost a couple of quid on that, and he had another little
thing going where you had a quid on who pots the black. There was
a real element of chance in that, but you played the frame to its end,
and whoever potted the black took another pound off their opponent.
Jimmy said it kept some interest in it, even if you took a hammering.
Altogether I lost eight quid on one frame of snooker, but it was well
worth it.
We went for a drink. And that was where some of my previous
work paid off, because Eddie and the other regulars greeted me as I
went in. People feel easier around you if others know you and trust
you. They say you should judge a person by their friends. Just the
fact you have some is often good enough.
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We talked about snooker for a while, and the conversation was
easy.
“How come you never get any snooker on the telly Frank?”
“There’s Pot Black.”
“Not exactly real snooker is it. One frame on a Tuesday night for
six weeks.”
“At least it’s something.”
“And it’s on BBC2.”
“What’s wrong with that?”
“Who the fuck watches BBC2?”
At the time BBC2 was mostly arts, music and documentaries, and
no one had thought of covering snooker competitions, let alone two
weeks of the world championships. It began to change within a few
years, but that was how it was back in 1975.
Somehow I hit it off with Jimmy. All you had to do was agree
with him, or ask the odd question, and he would talk for hours. He
was very personable, charismatic even. You felt if you hung around
with him, things would happen. I genuinely liked him, right from the
start.
Jimmy went over to the bar to buy a round, and I could see him
talking to Eddie. I don’t know what they said, but I guessed Jimmy
was asking about me. When he came back the conversation went in
another direction.
“Why did you come down from Norfolk?”
“Bird trouble.”
“Seems a bit drastic.”
“Thought I wouldn’t mind a fresh start.”
“Got anything going?”
“Not much at the moment.”
“What line are you in?”
“Jewellery.”
“You buy or sell?”
“I never buy.”
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“If you never buy, then where do you get it?”
This was said with a smile. He thought he had me sussed.
“You ever get anything you want to unload Frank, just let me
know.”
“I’ve got people, but I’ll keep it in mind.”
“That’s cool. If ever it doesn’t work out though, there are friends
of mine who might be interested.”
**********
After that Jimmy introduced me to a few friends at the snooker
club. Just blokes he used to play with now and again, but I got the
feeling none of them were the real thing. I guessed Jimmy had two
kinds of friend. One kind were just for socialising, and the other kind
were what you might call business associates. They were the ones I
wanted to meet. How involved Jimmy was I didn’t know, and the
next task was to find out, but you can’t ask direct questions when
you haven’t known someone for long, so it can be difficult.
Things got easier after he came into the club late one night. That
was unusual, but I took advantage of it when it got to closing time.
“If you want a night cap I live just down the road.”
“Don’t mind if I do.”
We got to the front door just by the railway bridge. Jimmy didn’t
look impressed.
“This one of Mitzler’s?”
“Yeah. How do you know that?”
“He rents out some right fucking dumps.”
“Tell me about it.”
“How much does he charge you for this?”
“Too much.”
We went upstairs, and I offered him a single malt I’d bought, just
in case I had visitors.
“You know your whiskey then.”
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“Never touch the stuff.”
He looked puzzled.
“I keep it just to be sociable. Personally I don’t like the taste.”
“So what are you drinking?”
“Amaretto.”
“That’s a fucking girls drink.”
I looked him straight in the eye.
“You can have some if you want. I won’t tell.”
“Fuck off.”
He began to laugh. We talked about other things, but he couldn’t
resist coming back to the subject when I poured myself another
glass.
“Why do you drink that stuff.”
“I don’t drink much at all really. Half a lager now and again,
maybe a glass of wine if I go out to eat. Spirits taste sour to me. But
if I fancy a short late at night I like something sweet. Always had a
sweet tooth I suppose.”
After an hour or so he got up to go.
“Fancy a night down the club? Meet a few faces?”
“Henry’s?’
“Nah, down my club on the Lea Bridge Road.”
“You own a club?”
“Christ no, I don’t own it. It’s just where we hang out.”
“OK.”
“Pick you up about seven on Saturday.”
And that was it. He turned up outside the flat on Saturday,
sounded the horn, and I went down to find a blue Ford Consul
waiting for me. It was in good nick, but it was old, and I shouldn’t
think he paid a lot for it. So however connected Jimmy was I didn’t
think he was making any big money. Just enough to keep his head
above water was my guess.
The place was only about a mile or so up the road, but it was a
part of Hackney I hadn’t explored. Once we got over the roundabout,
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past Millfields recreation ground, and across the bridge I was in new
territory. I didn’t know if we were still actually in Hackney, because
I didn’t know where the official boundary was. It crossed my mind
that we might be far enough north to be in Walthamstow. But it
didn’t matter. It was just important to get to know people.
Jimmy said it was a club, and I thought it would be a different
version of Henry’s Bar. In some ways it was. There was the usual
front part which looked like a lounge bar. Plush seats, a few punters
sitting round, some with girls, some playing pool at a couple of
small pay as you go pool tables which only released the balls when
you put your money in the slot. They were new at the time, and quite
an attraction.
But we went through to the back. It was what Jimmy called the
office, although it didn’t look like an office to me. There were a few
tables and hard chairs. At one table four blokes were playing a card
game I didn’t recognise, and at another someone was reading the
paper. Further back was a kitchen with a cooker, fridge, kettle, mugs,
and supplies of tea and coffee. You could get yourself something to
eat if you wanted to, but it was self-service. In fact it was self-cook.
There was stuff in the fridge, but you had to prepare it yourself. I did
a fake american accent.
“Gee Jimmy if you’d told me what it was like I woulda put on a
suit.”
“Smart arse.”
“Who owns this?”
“Tommy Nicholls.”
He said this as if I should know who he was.
“Never heard of him.”
“You’re kidding.”
“I’m new in town.”
He shook his head.
“You may sound educated but you know fuck all.”
“We all sound educated in Norfolk compared to you.”
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He put his mouth next to my right ear.
“Tommy Nicholls is a face. You probably think I’m a face, but
Tommy Nicholls is the real thing.”
Jimmy made a couple of cups of tea, and we sat around talking
for half and hour or so. I couldn’t work out what was going on. It
didn’t seem like much of a night out to me. Finally my curiosity got
the better of me.
“Is this it Jimmy? Is this the night out at the club you promised
me?”
“Don’t be so impatient.”
“We could’ve done this back at my flat.”
“The boys’ll be here before long.”
And so they were. Within an hour there were half a dozen of us
and we were off to a disco at Queen Mary college on the Mile End
Road. Four of us got into Jimmy’s Consul and as we were about to
leave he turned to me.
“All right in the back there?”
“Fine.”
“OK then, let’s go and fuck some students.”
And we were off. It wasn’t my idea of a good night out. I was
never very keen on students, but when I mentioned this Jimmy had
an answer as usual.
“You don’t have to marry them, you don’t have to get engaged to
them, you don’t have to have a relationship with them, you don’t
even have to like them, all you have to do is fuck them. That’s all
they’re good for anyway.”
We were all wearing our flared jeans, tee shirts, and denim
jackets. Jimmy parked right outside, and we queued up to pay the
admission charge and have our hands stamped with indelible ink.
Lance and Chris looked at the picture which had been stamped on
the back of their hands.
“Does this wash off?”
“No,”
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“How long does it take to come off then?”
I’d taken plenty of fingerprints in my time, so I knew the answer.
You shed one layer of skin every three days, so that’s how long the
ink takes to disappear. I kept my mouth shut about that though.
Every now and again Jimmy would wander away and chat up a
girl. Nothing ever seemed to come of it, but at the end of the
conversation he would hand her a card. It looked like a business
card, but he was never near enough for me to see what was on it. I
doubted that it ever paid off, so I decided to give him a little stick
about it, which was hard because you had to shout over the music.
“What are you handing out your business card for?”
“Never mind.”
“Do they ever phone you?”
“It’s not what you think.”
“What is it then?”
He tapped the side of his nose. I was still curious, and I certainly
wondered what profession he had printed on his card, but I knew
better than to press the point. The others sniggered when I first asked
him the question, so I guessed this was something they’d seen him
do before, without much success.
In fact, none of us had much success. Chris, who was what people
call ‘ruggedly handsome’ managed a good snog with a stunning girl
who looked like she was half Indian, but from what I could see most
of the men in the hall were after her, and like the rest of us Chris
didn’t manage to pull. We all ended up back in the club making cups
of tea, and having a couple of games of pool, before going back to
our beds alone.
I came up with a nemonic to help me remember the names.
Lance, Alan, Chris, and Kenny, LACK, or as I thought of them, the
LACK boys, which seemed curiously apposite. They were an odd
bunch. I didn’t think a single one them was capable of pulling off
any kind of job. Jimmy seemed to have some initiative, but not the
others. I guessed they were no more than errand boys, and it was

23

possible Jimmy didn’t do any more than that either, but at least
Jimmy had something about him.
Not much came out of the evening, but the only thing I could do
was be friendly, and wait to be included in things. The information
would eventually come. All that was needed was patience.
As I left the club I looked up at the outside to get the name of it,
but the front of the building was completely plain. It looked like a
disused shop with flats above. You could have mistaken it for an
office conversion, or a workshop unit, but you would never have
guessed it was a club. If you didn’t have an introduction you
probably weren’t welcome. That was the kind of place I needed to
be.
**********
The last Friday in September I met Derek at the cafe in Bute
Street, and we both had a fry up in the incongruous surroundings of
a posh street in South Kensington. Far away from Hackney, it
seemed like another world. In fact it was really a little bit of the east
end transported to west London. I thought I’d done well. For the first
time since the operation began I had some names.
“We went to some fresher’s disco at QMC. Not my kind of thing,
but Jimmy wanted to pick up birds. We went mob handed, so I got
introduced to another four of them, Lance, Alan, Chris, and Kenny.”
“Surnames?”
“Don’t know. You can’t exactly ask either.”
“Nevertheless we need them.”
“Got any good ideas?”
“Down to you.”
“Thanks.”
It wasn’t as if I didn’t know, but short of blowing the whole thing,
I’d done the best I could. It’s hard for people who aren’t in that
situation to understand, but you can’t ask direct questions. It can’t
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look as if you are gathering information. You have to wait for it to
come to you. They would never think for one minute that I was a
copper, but if I was too inquisitive they might think I was a copper’s
nark. Particularly as I was new on the scene.
“I did get one surname, of a bloke I’ve never met.”
“Very useful.”
“I got taken to a club on the Lea Bridge Road, run by a bloke
called Tommy Nicholls.”
“And that’s it?”
“Jimmy says he’s a real face.”
“Then Jimmy knows fuck all.”
“Great.”
“Do you want me to tell you about Tommy Nicholls?”
“No.”
We had agreed at the start that it wouldn’t be a good idea for me
to get intelligence from other sources. You can easily give yourself
away if you know something you shouldn’t. Let’s say that in the
course of a conversation with Jimmy I said something about Tommy
Nicholls that I wasn’t supposed to know. He would say, “Who told
you that?” And then I’d be in a jam.
I left the best piece of news until last.
“Something has come up that gives us a chance to push this
forward.”
“Thank God for that.”
“I haven’t given away much of my back story, but I did tell
Jimmy I dealt a little in jewellery, and he implied he could fence
some stuff, or at least has friends who could do it.”
“You need to go for the friends.”
“I know.”
“Get as far up the chain as you can. It’s no good if you let him
middle it.”
“We may need to bait the trap though.”
“I’ll get Unsworth to set it up.”
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Unsworth had access to some of the Met’s lost and stolen
property. If it was unclaimed for long enough they could sell it, but
he had permission to use some of it as part of the operation. His plan
was that if I had something to sell it would enhance my credibility,
because selling arouses no suspicion. Up to that point at least it was
unknown for coppers to sell.
In short term undercover operations, detectives normally offer to
buy, because that’s the fastest way to get a result. Someone turns up
with knocked off gear, hoping to make a sale, and you nick them for
handling stolen goods, or theft if you can join the dots. Our plan
didn’t offer an immediate result, but could lead to something much
bigger.
Derek sensed we were at a turning point. We hadn’t come up with
a thing in nearly two months, but one opening might be enough. He
wanted to make sure I didn’t mess it up.
“Keep your eye on the ball man. If we can pull this off, we might
get into the rest of it. Nicking someone for fencing stolen gear is not
an end in itself.”
He was right. If Unsworth’s assumptions were correct then
fencing stolen gear was pretty low down on the list of things we
might eventually get them for.
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Before I could ask Jimmy to fence the jewellery for me I had to
do a bit more socialising. Up to then I’d only known him about a
month, so I was still the new kid on the block, and by no means a
permanent fixture. I needed to become Jimmy’s best friend, and it
looked as if there was an opening.
My reading of the situation when we went out with the LACK
boys was that he was out on a limb. They liked him, but they weren’t
exactly his crew, and he wasn’t really close to any of them. He
needed a wing man. As a newcomer I was ideal. By showing me the
ropes he would feel he could depend on my loyalty. Once a bond
developed, he would open up, and I would be able to get the
information I needed to push the operation forward. I didn’t know
much about psychology, but I knew that much.
One day I was in the club playing snooker, and Jimmy came in.
Instead of picking up a cue he came straight across to the table to
speak to me.
“Doing anything tonight?”
“Nothing in particular.”
“Come and meet my girl.”
This was the first I’d really heard about a girl. I knew he chased
girls, but I didn’t realise there was one in particular.
“We’re going for a Greek over in Archway.”
“You me and her?”
“Yeah.”
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“Three’s a crowd Jimmy.”
“It’s fine. She want’s to meet you.”
“I don’t know.”
“It’s always just me and her. We could do with someone else
along. Give us something different to talk about. Anyway, if she
likes you she might be able to get you a date.”
“Yeah, right.”
“She knows loads of girls, all dying to meet an upright
respectable citizen like yourself.”
He was trying to be ironic, but if he knew how close to the truth
he was he would have had a heart attack there and then. I got the
address off him, and agreed to meet at eight. The place was on
Junction Road, which runs all the way from Archway to Tufnell
Park, so I had no idea which tube station to go to. After a long walk I
found it.
The place was called Phil the Greek’s, and Jimmy said it was
named after the Duke of Edinburgh, as a mark of respect by a fellow
countryman. I said this seemed unlikely to me, so Jimmy called the
owner over to the table.
“Hey Tony, why is it called Phil the Greek’s?”
“I name after Duke of Edinburgh, who like me is Greek fish out
of Mediterranean water in your country.”
Jimmy laughed.
“He’s not that much of a fish out of water, he did get to fuck the
Queen.”
This was followed by Tony giving Jimmy a lecture about respect
for the monarchy. Eventually we were able to look at the menus
while we waited for Jimmy’s girl to arrive. It wasn’t like the Greek
restaurants in Yarmouth, which predominantly catered for the
holiday trade. They served fish and chips, steak and chips, or roast
beef and three veg, but apart from the odd moussaka, not much that
was authentic. Phil the Greek’s was different though. The menu was
packed with things I’d never heard of, and there were no concessions
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to conservative English tastes. Jimmy set about giving me a lesson in
Greek cuisine.
Jimmy’s girl finally turned up half an hour late. She was tall and
good looking, with a very short skirt, tanned legs and long blonde
hair. I couldn’t understand how he’d pulled her. She sat down next to
Jimmy, in a relaxed way that indicated an easy familiarity with the
place and with him. He wasn’t pleased she was late though.
“What happened?”
“We had a rush.”
He shook his head, and I couldn’t work out if he thought she was
making an excuse, or he just wasn’t pleased that she’d been
genuinely delayed by something unexpected. After pouring her a
glass of Retsina, he introduced us.
“Frank, this is Carol.”
“Hi, pleased to meet you Carol.”
“Jimmy’s told me all about you Frank.”
“Really?
“Yeah, he says you’re going to be good friends.”
“Well we’re pretty good friends already I think.”
“He says you deal in jewellery.”
“That’s right.”
“Do you have anything you could show me?”
“Well it’s more wholesale if you know what I mean. I don’t have
a shop.”
“I thought if I bought wholesale it might be cheaper.”
Jimmy laughed.
“Give him a break Carol. He can’t exactly walk around with the
stuff.”
“If there was anything you particularly wanted, I would see what
I could do.”
She nodded.
“And what do you do?”
“I’m a receptionist.”
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“Where?”
“Lea Bridge Road.”
“What are we all doing in Archway then?”
Everyone laughed. Lea Bridge Road was on home territory, back
in Hackney, or at least the south end of it was. Jimmy cut in.
“Hackney’s crap for places to eat, and anyway I’ve got some
business with Tony.”
We ordered. They had something exotic, but I stuck to meat balls,
rice and a side salad. It was tasty though, so Tony must have had a
good chef, and the Retsina wasn’t bad either. By the time we’d had a
couple of glasses we were comfortable with each other, and by this
time we’d started discussing music. Carol liked Joni Mitchell, but
Jimmy wasn’t impressed.
“She’s ugly.”
“What’s that got to do with anything?”
“I don’t like looking at her.”
“You don’t have to look at her, all you have to do is listen.”
“She was on Whistle Test. I had to look at her then.”
“You could have gone home.”
Jimmy winked at me.
“I didn’t fancy going home that early.”
She punched him on the arm. Stupidly I enquired about his
musical tastes.
“Steve Harley, Cockney Rebel.”
This was inevitable, and I was sorry I asked. Carol didn’t look
impressed.
“What do you like Frank?”
“Bob Dylan, Joan Baez, Paul Butterfield, Neil Young, Dr John,
Joni Mitchell.”
“You’re just saying that because of what she said.”
And so it degenerated into a good-natured argument about the
merits of Steve Harley. Carol and I felt he didn’t have quite the same
cultural significance as Bob and Joni, but Jimmy begged to differ,
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and despite the eloquence, and logic, of our arguments he couldn’t
be shifted. Carol moved the conversation on to my taste in girls.
“So what kind of girls do you like Frank?”
“Small, dark, slim and hot.”
They looked at one another and laughed, before saying in unison,
“Natasha!”
“You’ve got to introduce him.”
“I will, I will.”
“Is that a match made in heaven or what?”
“Maybe.”
And then to me.
“Don’t count your chickens though.”
**********
A couple of days later Jimmy and I were walking down by the
river. We were in the Lea Valley, which runs all the way from
Hertfordshire down to Poplar and Bow Creek. A huge swathe of
fields and marshes which cuts right through east London on the
north east side of the river Lea. Most Londoners don’t know it’s
there, but for people in Hackney it’s their version of Hampstead
Heath. We got to Springfield Park, where all the barges were
moored, and wandered up towards the park cafe. It was well into
autumn, but it was still a warm day.
“Why did you really leave Norfolk?”
“You ever had just one copper who gets you in his sights?”
“No, but I’ve heard about it happening.”
“Well this bastard certainly had it in for me. The lengths he went
to you would have thought I was Ronnie Biggs.”
“You couldn’t do a buy out?”
“A what?”
“Buy out his interest, keep him sweet, whatever they call it in
Norfolk.”
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“Then I would have gone down for sure.”
“You ever done time?”
“No. Got away with it so far.”
This was a point Unsworth and I had discussed. If you haven’t
done time you lack credibility. But if you haven’t had the experience
you can’t fake it, so I just had to claim I was lucky to have stayed
out.
Anyway, Jimmy didn’t seem to care.
“How come you specialise in Jewellery?”
“The right stuff is high value, it’s easy to conceal, and it doesn’t
weigh much.”
“How do you know if it’s from Woolworth's or De Beer’s?
“Homework.”
“Got any favourites?”
“Antique stuff first, then quality diamonds, gold and silver, some
other stones.”
“Where do you get them?”
“Where do you think?”
“I mean how do you know which places?”
“Combination of instinct, judgement, and information.”
“Now I’m a lot wiser.”
“Old lady with a new car, any couple with a Merc in the drive.
But that’s taking a chance. It’s better if you know they have the
goods. I’ve got friends in the trade, and I pay well for a good tip.
Most people don’t take any precautions. You watch the place for a
couple of days, wait till you know they’re going to be out for a
while. It normally only takes a couple of minutes, because the piece
you’re after is nearly always in a jewellery box, on the dressing
table, in the bedroom.”
After telling him a little about myself, I thought it was probably
OK to ask a couple of questions.
“Anyway, what about you?”
“Where do you want me to start?”
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“Ever gone down for anything?”
“I did three months.”
“What for?”
“Nothing.”
“Must have been for something.”
“You don’t always go down for something you did. At least not
round here. If you don’t want to go away you need good
connections.”
“Meaning?”
“Meaning I learned a valuable lesson.”
He changed the subject.
“You going to go back?”
“To Norfolk?”
“Yeah.”
“I’d like to, but with this DI on my case there’s not much point.”
“Does he know where you are?”
“Not as far as I know. I didn’t leave him a forwarding address.”
“So how do you off load it now?”
“I’ve still got contacts there. It’s only a couple of hours on the
train. I shift the stuff on a day trip now and again. I just can’t live
there or do jobs there, that’s all.”
“Why come down here?’
“Plenty of posh houses within a twenty mile radius.”
“You do jobs round here?”
“Never do anything on my own doorstep.”
“Best not to. There are people round here might take exception to
that.”
“Really?”
“Yeah. They think it’s their territory.”
**********

33

It was Sunday, and Jimmy’s idea was to go rowing on Finsbury
Park Boating Lake. He said it was better than Highgate Ponds
because there was an island in the middle, so you could row round
the back, moor the boat, and have a picnic. I’d had instructions to
bring some good wine, because apparently Natasha had better taste
than the rest of us, and Jimmy was going to make some sandwiches.
He came round to mine in the Consul, and we picked up Carol and
Natasha on the way to the park.
Natasha was certainly small slim and dark. She was petite, a little
shorter than me, with a beautifully angular face, prominent high
cheek bones, and shoulder length hair in loose natural curls. She was
wearing one of those Laura Ashley summer dresses with flowers
printed on the fabric, and open sandals which showed off her painted
toe nails.
Jimmy seemed to know the man hiring out the boats. A little cash
changed hands and we set off in a large rowing boat. I got the feeling
we weren’t going to be called back in. This was something Jimmy
and Carol had obviously done before, but it was a first for me, and
judging by Natasha’s nervousness, I would say she hadn’t ventured
out in a boat for a very long time. She was unsteady getting in, and I
had to help her climb out when we got to the other side of the island.
Carol and Jimmy walked off in front, while Natasha and I
followed.
“Where are you from?”
“Northamptonshire. A little village.”
“Pleased to escape?”
“I was at the time.”
“Second thoughts?”
“In some ways.”
“And you work with Carol?”
“Yes.”
“I know Carol’s a receptionist, but what do you actually do?”
“She hasn’t told you?”
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“No.”
She considered this for a moment.
“I’ll tell you later.”
We caught up with Carol and Jimmy, just as they got to a small
clearing, and began setting up the picnic. Carol was unfolding a
blanket, and Jimmy was taking some carefully wrapped sandwiches
out of an old shopping bag he must have borrowed from his mum. I
began pouring some wine into plastic cups, and handed them round.
Natasha had a tin she’d been nursing carefully since she got in the
car, but she said she wasn’t opening it until later.
Jimmy’s sandwiches turned out to be unexpectedly good. There
was smoked salmon, egg mayonnaise with tiny little bits of crispy
bacon, cucumber and paté, and best of all some grated cheese mixed
with mayonnaise and chopped spring onions. I was amazed, but
Carol said he could always come up with something good to eat. We
drank the wine, and eat the sandwiches, and everyone became very
mellow. The afternoon had that lovely glow to it which you
sometimes get on a fine day in autumn.
“The sandwiches were brilliant Jimmy, I never knew you could
cook.”
“It ain’t exactly cooking.”
“Still, I’m impressed. I never knew you were interested in that
sort of thing.”
He wagged his finger at me.
“See you should never reveal everything straight off.”
“I see.”
“Leave a little mystery, and then you’ll always be welcome
back.”
“Well there’s only one mystery I’m interested in right now.”
“Which is?”
“What’s in Natasha’s tin?”
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It turned out to be apple pie, already cut into four big pieces. We
were able to hold the slices in our hands and munch away. It was
sweet and good.
The sun was low before we left. Jimmy drove us back. First stop
was Natasha’s flat. She invited everyone in for coffee. I said yes, but
Carol and Jimmy wanted to get back, so it was just me and her.
The flat was small, consisting of several attic rooms, on the top
floor of a three storey house which had been converted. There were
dormer windows at the front, with a sloping ceiling in the living
room and the bedroom. As you walked towards the side of the room
you had to bend down. Only the kitchen had a full height ceiling. As
we went inside I touched her arm. She turned towards me, and put
one hand flat against my chest. There was a moment of indecision.
“Coffee first.”
“First?”
“Coffee first, and then we’ll see.”
I smiled and just rubbed her arm gently. She put ground coffee
into a little percolator while I had a look at her many books. Some
authors I was familiar with, but many I’d never heard of. In one
corner of the room there was a branch from a tree, which had been
varnished. Half way along, the branch passed through what looked
like a frosted glass panel, which held it in position. The glass was
semi-transparent, and the frosting was irregular. She came in from
the kitchen with a tray. There was coffee, biscuits, and some very
sticky brown sugar. She put it down on a low table, and we sat on the
floor. I pointed to the sugar.
“What’s that?”
“Molasses sugar. It has a richer taste.”
“OK, and what’s that?”
I pointed to the branch in the corner.
“I’m still working on that.”
“Working on it?”
“It’s a piece of sculpture.”
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I must have looked puzzled.
“I used to be an art student.”
“And now you’re a sculptor?”
“In a way.”
“I thought you worked with Carol.”
“I do. Sculpture doesn’t pay the rent.”
“How did you get it to go through the glass like that?”
“It isn’t glass. It’s resin. You mould it round the branch before it
sets.”
She poured the coffee, and I put a couple of teaspoons of the
molasses sugar into my cup, and gave it a good stir. It was a strange
taste, very sweet with a nutty flavour.
“So where do you and Carol work then, in a gallery?”
She didn’t look comfortable with the question.
“I can’t believe Jimmy hasn’t told you.”
“Well, he hasn’t.”
“We work in a massage parlour.”
“On reception?”
“Yes and no.”
“What does that mean?”
“We take a turn on reception, but that’s not the only thing we do.”
I was suddenly getting the picture. Although I wasn’t particularly
shocked, I was a little surprised, or at least a little disconcerted that I
hadn’t worked it out. However I was still curious about what they
actually did. I guessed it wasn’t legitimate physiotherapy, but I
thought I should ask.
“So you give massages?”
“Yes.”
“For sports injuries, that kind of thing?”
She laughed momentarily.
“Not exactly.”
“What then?”
“It’s a little more personal.”

37

“You have sex with the clients?”
“No.”
“So what do you actually do?”
“You want all the gory details?”
“Absolutely.”
“Why? Do you get off on that?”
“No. But we’ve just had an enjoyable day together, and I like you,
and I suppose I’m trying to decide how far I want this to go.”
“What about how far I want it to go?”
I shrugged.
“We each have to decide that.”
“And your decision will be based on what exactly?”
“Honestly?”
“Yes.”
“If you were having sex for money, I don’t know if I’d want it go
any further.”
“I’ve told you I don’t.”
“Then the only thing that matters is whether there are secrets
between us or not.”
I realised this was a bit rich coming from me, whose whole
undercover life was a secret, but I wanted her to tell me about it, and
this seemed like a good strategy.
“If they just have a massage I get two pounds from the fee they
pay at the front desk. If they want a topless massage I charge an
extra five when they get in the cubicle. If they want hand relief that’s
an extra ten. If they want both that’s an extra fifteen. I have to give
the parlour half of what I earn in extras. So I can make quite a bit by
being flexible.”
Back in 1975 that was a lot of money. Particularly considering we
were living in the era of free love. People have the impression that in
the sixties and seventies there was a sexual revolution. But in reality
attitudes were only changing slowly. Most of the gay community
were still in the closet, and despite Kinsey there was still a strong
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feeling that some sexual practices were normal and others weren’t. It
was understandable that she was reluctant to talk about her work.
I couldn’t really know what it was like for her, but it didn’t seem
to me that there was anything intrinsically wrong in what she was
doing. I certainly didn’t have a moral problem with it. Some might
have found it distasteful, but that was for her to decide.
“What happens if they want more?”
“I pass them on to one of the other girls.”
“And lose the money?”
“Sometimes I lose out, but I still earn a reasonable amount, and I
only work two days a week, so I have plenty of time for my
sculpture. I bet you can’t think of any other place where I could
work for two days and earn a reasonable living. And it’s safe, and
convenient, and despite what you might think it’s not particularly
unpleasant. Anyway, it’s easy, and you hardly have to think about it.”
She made it sound so simple.
“What’s the down side?”
“Having to explain it to all my friends.”
“And me being too inquisitive as well I suppose.”
“Look the bottom line is, I don’t have sex in the parlour, I don’t
have sex for money, and I don’t have sex with anyone unless I really
fancy them.”
I wasn’t sure how I felt about the situation, and she must have
been able to sense that, but it didn’t stop me asking the obvious
question.
“And do you really fancy me?”
“I do, but not tonight.”
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I met Derek at the usual place.
“What do you think about girls Derek?”
“What?”
“I don’t have a girl, and it’s got to the point where Jimmy’s
getting me dates.”
“Go out with them, but don’t get involved.”
“Could look a bit odd.”
“If you fuck a potential witness that could look a bit odd too.”
“They’re going to think I’m queer.”
“You’ll have to live with it.”
“I’m not kidding Derek, if they do think that, it’s the end of the
operation.”
“You think it’s some kind of test?”
“No, but if a girl comes on to you, and you turn her down for no
reason, and she tells her friends, then word gets out, and they start to
wonder.”
“Sure it’s not just you getting horny?”
“Maybe.”
“Why don’t you nip into Soho and pay for it?”
“Thanks Derek.”
“I can just imagine Unsworth’s face if he found that on the
expenses.”
“I need some advice here.”
“You’ve got someone in mind obviously.”
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“I have.”
“How did you meet her?”
“She’s a friend of Jimmy’s girlfriend.”
“And she’s coming on to you?”
“Yes.”
“And so far you’ve said no.”
“Nothing has happened yet.”
“But you think it will?”
“It’s all coming to a head on Sunday.”
“Nice turn of phrase Frank.”
“What do I have to say to get you to take this seriously?”
“OK, so if you say no, she tells Jimmy’s girlfriend she was
offering it to you on a plate and you turned her down. Jimmy’s
girlfriend tells Jimmy, and then he begins to wonder what’s going
on.”
“Exactly.”
“You could say you don’t fancy her.”
“Trust me, this is one excuse I can’t use.”
He stopped to think about this for a moment. I was well aware I
had presented the evidence in a way which was designed to get the
outcome I wanted, and which would to a certain extent cover me
later.
“Personally I wouldn’t do it. But we should have had a better
cover story which would have eliminated the situation.”
I sat back in my chair with a certain amount of genuine
exasperation.
“We can’t retrospectively change the cover story, so how do we
handle the situation we’re in?”
“I’ve told you what I think, but in the end it’s up to you.”
We paid the bill, and wandered back towards South Kensington
tube. When we got to Dino’s, the big Italian coffee bar on the corner,
we paused for a moment to say our good-byes, before getting our
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separate trains. I decided to give Derek a little push in the right
direction.
“How is Unsworth getting on with the stones?”
“On the way I think.”
“I’m pretty much ready to let Jimmy fence them.”
“OK, I’ll get it sorted.”
“Same time, same place?”
“Yeah.”
“With something for me to sell?”
“Don’t worry about it. I’ll fix you up one way or another.”
**********
I saw Jimmy as I was passing Henry’s Bar around lunchtime. He
looked as if he was in a good mood.
“Frank! It was a good time man.”
“It was.”
“Did you pull?”
“No.”
“Why not? She obviously fancies you.”
“Come inside and I’ll tell you.”
We went in and got a beer. I took him to the far corner where we
couldn’t be overheard.
“You never told me she worked in a massage parlour.”
He smiled.
“That’s up to her isn’t it? I never talk about other people’s
business.”
“Yeah I know, but I might have caught a cold.”
“From what I hear she only does hand jobs.”
“That’s what she says too, but how accurate is the information?”
“I can’t give you a guarantee, but Carol says she passes up
anything else.”
“I can’t get my head round it though.”
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“For fuck’s sake Frank, she gorgeous, just give her one.”
“Maybe.”
“You seeing her again?”
“On Sunday.”
“Well get on with it. She’s intelligent like you. Given the circles I
mix in, where am I going to find you another bird who’s in
MENSA.”
“She’s in MENSA?”
“I don’t know, it’s just a figure of speech. She went to college
didn’t she?”
“Art college.”
“So she’s more intelligent than us at any rate.”
“Speak for yourself.”
“I got three o’levels pal. I don’t think they’re going to make me
prime minister.”
We went for a game of snooker. Two of the LACK boys were
there, which was unusual. Despite inventing the nemonic I still
couldn’t remember their names. I thought it was Lance and Chris,
but I wasn’t completely certain. The one I thought was Lance came
across to talk to us.
“We’re going up west next week, probably Thursday. Fancy
coming along?”
“I may have to go away.”
“Go away?”
“On business.”
“What kind of business?”
I tapped my nose the way I’d seen Jimmy do it. Jimmy laughed.
Lance just shook his head as he looked over at Chris. I don’t think
either one of them ever had any business outside Hackney, and they
couldn’t imagine why anyone else would need to leave the borough.
By not telling Lance what he wanted to know, and by mirroring
Jimmy’s action, I’d assumed a higher status than Lance, and aligned
myself with Jimmy. Jimmy was also probably flattered that I copied
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the gesture from him. Later, once we were alone, I knew Jimmy
would ask me what I was up to. By letting him in on the secret, I
could strengthen the bond between us.
After a few frames playing in pairs the others left. I don’t know
what they did in the afternoons, but we were on our own again.
“So where are you off to Frank?”
“Norfolk.”
“Got a job on?”
“Got a tip off about a job, but I need to check out the lie of the
land.”
“I hope you’re not taking a chance with that DI on your back.”
“The job’s not in Norfolk, I’m just going up there to shift the
stuff.”
“What’s it worth?”
“Don’t know. Until I see it I don’t really have much idea.”
I missed an easy pink, and lost the frame as usual. Jimmy grinned
and slapped me on the back as we walked out. I handed him a crisp
new one pound note that I’d just got from Unsworth’s secret bank
account that morning. He liked playing me, because I paid up
straight away.
“Thanks mate.”
“I’d like to say you’re welcome.”
He smiled.
“If I don’t see you before you go, good luck with both jobs.”
“Both jobs?”
“Natasha and Norfolk.”
“Yeah, thanks.”
**********
I walked over to Stoke Newington. It was a windy day, with big
clouds scudding along quickly overhead, often blocking out the sun.
One minute it was overcast, and the next it was bright and clear.
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Every time the sun came out I felt my spirits rise with the
expectation of meeting Natasha again. It was early Sunday morning
and the streets were almost deserted. Most people were still in bed
after having been out late the night before. What Natasha had been
doing the night before I didn’t know, but she was up and about when
I got there. We walked all the way down Spring Hill. At the bottom
was the Lea Bridge Rowing Club, and a little cafe by the river where
you could get breakfast, and big mugs of tea or coffee.
We sat watching the Sunday morning rowers on the river. There
were single skulls, coxless fours, and some larger boats with
anything up to eight oarsmen cutting through the still water. The
coach was cycling madly along on the towpath shouting instructions.
Occasionally there was a near miss, but we didn’t actually see a
collision.
“Are you still annoyed with me for asking too much about what
you do?”
“No.”
“I thought it was better for me to ask than to always be
wondering.”
“I know, it’s just, you know...”
“...difficult to talk about to someone you’ve only just met?”
“Yes.”
“So, do you still fancy me?”
She laughed.
“Yes.”
“Good.”
“But I’ve got a question for you Frank.”
“Go on.”
“Carol says you steal jewellery.”
“I never said that, she just assumed it.”
“Do you steal it though?”
“I deal in it.”
“You deal in stolen jewellery, but you don’t steal it yourself?”
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I didn’t know how to answer this. But I knew I was going to have
to finesse the story, to make it acceptable to her. I was going to have
to lie about the lie.
“Let’s go for a walk.”
I took her by the arm, and steered her over the iron foot bridge
towards the little marina on the other side of the river, giving me a
short while in which to do some thinking. By the time we were
looking around the brightly painted barges, I’d worked out what to
say.
“Look, I can’t talk about the exact circumstances of every deal,
but I’ll tell you about what I do, and I’d prefer it if you didn’t discuss
it with anyone else.”
She nodded.
“I act as a middle man for people who sell jewellery round pubs
and clubs. You can’t always know where something has come from,
but I don’t knowingly deal in hookey gear. The bottom line though is
that I won’t turn down a deal just because I can’t see paperwork
which shows it was legitimately imported and the customs duty has
been paid. Otherwise I’d never make a living. People assume things
are stolen, and you might as well let them believe that, because then
they think they’re getting a bargain. The trick is to buy low grade
stuff cheaply, and convince them it’s worth more than it is. And I
know enough about it to be able to say the same principle is used by
every High Street jewellers. Anyway, don’t say anything to Jimmy,
or you’ll blow my credibility.”
I wasn’t out of the woods yet. She looked puzzled.
“I thought you were in trouble in Norfolk, and had to move down
here to escape from the police?”
This made me laugh involuntarily, which was good because it was
authentic.
“That’s another half truth. I just had an over enthusiastic DI on
my case. Some of my gear had been sold at Divers, a pub in
Yarmouth, and they suspected several of the pieces had come from a
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job in Norwich. I certainly supplied the person who was hawking
them round the pubs, but as far as I was concerned I thought they
were all second-rate far east imports. They were poor quality
diamonds, badly cut, in cheap settings, and I doubt if they’d been
through customs, but I don’t think they were stolen. Anyway, I was
arrested and questioned twice, and after that they were on my case
all the time. They raided my flat three times on fishing expeditions.
In the end I got fed up with it, and since I’d split up with my
girlfriend, I decided to make a fresh start down here. But I’ve never
been prosecuted or cautioned, and I’ve never done any time, and I
don’t intend to do any either.”
I said this with emphasis, and I could tell she believed me. Once
we’d done the circular tour of the marina, we were back at the cafe
again. It was nearly lunchtime, and I wasn’t sure what to do with the
rest of the day.
“Do you want another coffee, some lunch, a snack, a sandwich?”
“Let’s go back to mine.”
She stood a few feet from the bed and slipped her shoes off. She
was wearing the same Laura Ashley dress, with the flowery pattern,
which she’d been wearing the previous Sunday. I liked that. That
was how I’d first seen her, and that was how I wanted her. I curled
my hand gently round the back of her neck, and just drew her
towards me, kissing her lightly on the lips. She was warm, and as
she came closer I could smell a sweet perfume. My fingers struggled
to find a zip, or some buttons on the back of her dress. After a
moment she drew away slightly.
“I like to undress myself.”
She let the dress fall to the floor, and just stood there for a few
seconds, while I looked at her. She didn’t wear a bra. Just pink nylon
panties. Her breasts were small and pert, and she looked perfect. I
wanted the moment to last forever.
“Just stand there for a minute.”
“Why?”
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“I just want to look at you, and touch you.”
I stood close to her, and let my fingers slide down her back, and
then slip over the nylon which wrinkled pleasingly as I gave her a
little squeeze. She shivered slightly. Then I lightly touched her
breasts, and felt the nipples harden. She seemed so vulnerable as she
stood there with her arms by her sides, while my hands explored her
body. One hand slid over the front of her panties, pressing the nylon
into her, and feeling the moistness underneath. My lips planted a
series of small kisses on her lips, her neck, her breasts, working my
way down her body, until finally I pulled her panties down, and
pushed my tongue inside her. There was a sharp intake of breath.
Then I stood up, and carried her over to the bed, as she wrapped her
arms around me, and we shared a long long kiss.
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Looking at Unsworth’s jewellery in a cafe would have aroused
suspicion, so Derek and I adjourned to the park. We walked up
Exhibition Road, past the Science Museum, and then went into
Kensington Gardens, where we could hide behind the Albert
Memorial. There were a few seats at the back, hidden in the trees,
and it was comparatively deserted, apart from the squirrels. When
Derek got the little padded bag out to show me what Unsworth had
obtained, several pairs of inquisitive eyes looked up at us from the
path.
The jewellery was assorted, but there was some similarity in
design between the pieces, as if they might have come from the same
collection. There was a broach, a couple of rings, a necklace, a
bracelet, and some ear rings. All of them were diamonds in white
gold settings.
“Did these all come from the same place?”
“The necklace, bracelet and ear rings do.”
“Where from?”
“CID in Morden picked them up from a fence about five years
ago.”
“You’d think someone would have claimed them.”
“It’s unbelievable, but there’s a lot more where they came from.”
“And what about the rings, and the broach?”
“I spent a day at the Transport Police looking for something
similar.”
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I was impressed. The white gold was unusual, and the complete
set looked very good. It would attract your attention the minute it
came out of the bag.
“What’s it worth?”
“Retail, probably about six grand.”
“You’re kidding.”
“We want to make you worth dealing with.”
You have to remember this was nineteen seventy-five. A friend of
mine who worked as a technician earned about three and a half
thousand a year.
“And what should I be able to get for it?”
“At auction you’d probably get four and a half, so you shouldn’t
take less than two.”
“Two! That’s daylight robbery.”
“When you fence most things you only get maybe ten per cent of
the true value.”
“Jesus.”
“You get a better rate for good jewellery though. Maybe up to
thirty-five per cent.”
“So what’s the dividing line between being ripped off, and getting
a good deal?”
“Don’t go under two, or it’ll look like you don’t know what
you’re doing.”
“And what’s the most I could get?”
“Not much more.”
“Give me a spread.”
“One thousand eight hundred to two thousand one hundred.”
“OK.”
“But you’ve got to deal towards the top end to make yourself look
good.”
“And where do these figures come from?”
“Unsworth had an independent criminal valuation.”
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I laughed, because Derek said this as if it was a completely
natural thing. As if this was something you would always do before
selling stolen goods.
“How did he manage that?”
“Someone owed him a favour as usual.”
“What worries me is that this might be too big for Jimmy to
handle.”
“It’s supposed to be. And it might be too big for the person he
normally deals with. So this will test his contacts. If he’s got good
contacts it should move you a few rungs up the ladder. If he can’t do
it, then at least we know where we stand.”
So it was make or break. Unsworth had decided to go for it.
“OK, I’ll see what I can do.”
Derek pulled a book out of his pocket.
“Unsworth says you ought to have this by the way.”
It was a book on jewellery, with a price guide, and a hallmark
directory thrown in for good measure.
“Read, learn, and inwardly digest. There’ll be a test on Friday.”
**********
I found Jimmy at his place. He lived on the Guinness Trust Estate
in Stamford Hill, which was about a quarter of a mile from Upper
Clapton. The charity which owned the flats mostly rented them to
young London couples who couldn’t afford to buy houses, but
somehow Jimmy had managed to jump the queue. It was a long
story, and I don’t remember the details, but I do know money
changed hands.
“How was Norfolk man?”
“Could have been better.”
“What are you doing round here?”
I took the envelope out of my pocket and shook the pieces out
onto the table.
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“Shit man, where did you get those?”
“The little job I told you about.”
“How much are they worth?”
“You want to buy retail?”
“No way.”
“Well if you went to a jewellers it would cost you about six
grand.”
“Fuck!”
“I’ll let you have them for two and a half.”
“Yeah, right.”
“Know anyone who might be interested?”
“Maybe.”
“Because my Norfolk connection didn’t pan out.”
“What happened?”
“Fuck knows. They aren’t there anymore.”
“Trouble with your DI?”
“I don’t think so, but who knows? They just cleared out from
what I could see. When I got there the place was completely empty.
No furniture or anything.”
He looked at the jewellery as if he couldn’t believe six grand was
sitting there on his table.
“Silver?”
“White gold.”
“Is that rare?”
“Not especially, but they’re distinctive settings.”
“Looks good to me man.”
“White gold and diamonds. It’s certainly not a bad combination
Jimmy.”
He made us some coffee, and we sat around chatting for a while.
He had a friendly interest in my relationship with Natasha.
“Did you give her one yet?”
“A gentleman doesn’t talk about these things.”
“That means you did, right?”
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“Yeah.”
“Is she as hot as she looks?”
“No comment.”
“Really?”
“No kidding, I’m not talking about it.”
“Only I used to fancy her myself...”
“I don’t need to know this.”
“...but I couldn’t do anything about it what with her and Carol
working together and everything.”
This conversation brought it all back to me. I could see her again
in my mind’s eye, standing there with her hands by her sides, while
she let me touch her. I wanted to be with her again, right that second.
But I thought the best thing was to change the subject.
“Look Jimmy, can we fence these or not?”
“Probably.”
“Because if we can’t, I have other places I can go.”
“Give me till tomorrow.”
“OK.”
“It might save you a trip.”
**********
The following day Jimmy called round to my place, and we went
over to the house of a friend of his. As we were walking over there,
he started to explain how it all worked.
“The thing is, if you do a job round here you have to kick
upstairs.”
“But I didn’t do the job round here.”
“I know that, but they don’t.”
“So what are you saying? I have to kick back anyway?”
“Maybe.”
“Fuck that.”
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“You have to be flexible about that stuff if you want to deal with
them.”
“Who’s them?”
“The firm.”
“I can fence it elsewhere if I have to.”
“Just be cool Frank, and try not to get our legs broken.”
“I thought these were friends of yours?”
“They are. I do jobs for them now and again.”
“So they should be grateful you’re bringing them a big score.”
He didn’t look convinced.
We went to a flat on the Northwold Estate. It was pretty run
down, and I guessed we weren’t moving far up the ladder. A very
small man answered the door, and we were shown into the living
room where a couple of other guys were watching racing on the TV.
Jimmy made the introductions. The main man was Charlie, and it
was clear I would be dealing with him. He was almost certainly
clinically obese. His shirt was unbuttoned all the way down,
probably because it wouldn’t do up, and he had a white vest on
underneath. We both sat on the sofa and I shot the jewellery out of
the envelope onto the cushion between us.
“Nice diamonds.”
“In a good setting I think.”
“White gold, very tasteful.”
He went across to a chest of drawers, picked up a jeweller’s
eyepiece, and brought it back to the sofa. After studying each piece
carefully, checking the hallmarks, and scrutinising the diamonds, he
finally put the eyepiece down.
“I might be interested in the bracelet and the necklace.”
“This isn’t the pick and mix counter in Woolworth’s. It’s a job
lot.”
“How much do you need?”
“Two and a half.”
“You’re joking.”
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“I’m not.”
“One and a half is more like it.”
“You must think I just came up from the sticks.”
I went to put the pieces back in the envelope, but a big hand came
down on mine.
“What’s the problem?”
“I’m obviously not talking to the right person.”
“What makes you think that?”
“Look, Jimmy led me to believe this was a professional outfit.”
“It is.”
“So there must be someone on the firm who knows what the
going rate is for this, and if you think it’s one and a half, it’s not
you.”
“Really?”
The book Derek had given me was in my jacket pocket, so I took
it out and handed it to him.
“There you go. ‘Teach Yourself Jewellery.’ Look it up in there.”
“You little shit. Who do you think you’re talking to?”
“No idea, but I do this for a living, so I’m used to dealing with
people who know what they’re talking about.”
“I’ve a good mind to give you one and a half and throw you out.”
“That would be a big mistake.”
“Who are you going to complain to?”
“No one, but let me give you a lesson in basic economics. You
only need primary school maths for this, so it shouldn’t be too
difficult to follow.”
Jimmy was looking a little pale by this time.
“In rough terms anything I sell for two, you can sell on for four,
and it retails for six. Now if you want, you can rip me off, but then I
won’t come back. And every time I don’t come back you’ll lose two
grand. I can turn over something like this every month or so, which
means you could be losing twenty-four grand a year. Now why
would you want to do that?”
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By now Jimmy was looking at the floor and shaking his head, but
I hadn’t finished.
“Let me tell you a bit about me. A few months ago I came down
here from Norfolk. I met Jimmy, and he said he knew some people
who might be interested in doing a little business. Now I’m good at
what I do, and I can make a deal anywhere, but I thought if it’s local,
and I can get a good price, why not? But I’m not going to drop any
large amounts of cash dealing with you, when I can buy a cheap day
return, and get a decent price from someone I trust.”
Charlie gradually began to smile. I got the feeling he’d been
checking me out.
“Leave it with me, and I’ll see what I can do.”
“Sale or return?”
“Of course.”
“How long?”
“Couple of days.”
“Fine.”
“With something this big you might have to meet a friend of
mine.”
“It’s not a problem.”
When we got out, Jimmy wasn’t backward in coming forward.
“For fuck’s sake Frank, you can’t go around treating people like
that. If I introduce you to them, it’s like I’m responsible. It’s my
reputation that’s on the line.”
I turned round to face him, and looked him right in the eye.
“Look Jimmy, I really do like you, and I’m grateful for the
introductions, and I’m pleased to be your friend. But you should
know this about me. I will never, ever, let someone rip me off. No
matter who, no matter where, no matter how important they think
they are, no matter how important you think they are. Business is
business. You either do it right, or not at all, because if you don’t do
it right, they don’t respect you, and if they don’t respect you,
eventually they will fuck you.”
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Jimmy laughed.
“Jesus, if I’d known you felt like that about it...”
But I was elated. The confrontation had been a necessary part of
the job, and I’d enjoyed it. My head was buzzing. I could have gone
out dancing. I hadn’t let them cheat me, and it felt good. That was
the most confident I’d been since the operation began. At that point I
knew I could manage the situation. I knew I was effectively in
charge. I still needed Jimmy, but the control was passing to me.
I got Jimmy into a nearby cafe and bought him some lunch. We
both ended up having shepherd’s pie, followed by apple crumble,
and two steaming mugs of coffee. By the end of the meal we were
too full to move, and sat there talking for a while.
“How much do you want for the introduction?”
“Don’t worry about it.”
“If you tell me I’ll work it into the negotiations.”
“It’s fine man.”
Jimmy wasn’t sure how he felt about things. I could tell just by
looking at him. On the one hand he was pleased we were likely to
have a deal, but I think he was surprised and worried by my attitude.
My guess was that he had always been subservient to them, and
maybe took whatever was offered without negotiating. To see me
push them hard on my first meeting, must have made him wonder
whether he’d been doing the right thing.
I needed to put Jimmy at his ease, and also get information out of
him. I thought I might be able to do both things at the same time.
“You know Jimmy, I’m just doing this by instinct at the moment.
When I was in there I couldn’t stop and ask you for advice, I just had
to get on with it. But the more you tell me ahead of time, the more
likely I’ll be to get it right. I really need to know more about what’s
going on, what the set up is. ”
“There’s not much to tell.”
I paused here for a sip of coffee, and a bit of thinking time. There
was a point I wanted to get across.
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“Between us Jimmy, I think we might make a pretty good team.
But you have to tell me what you know. The trouble is, so far you’ve
only told me what you think I need to know, and actually that’s not
enough.”
Jimmy went to speak, but I put my hand on his arm to stop him
just for a second or two.
“I’m learning from you here, and I really need you to help me out,
or basically I’m fucked, and I’ll have to do my deals some place
where I know the score. I need you to tell me everything.”
The appeal to his vanity probably didn’t go unnoticed.
“No, you’re right man. But there are reasons why I haven’t said
that much.”
“Which are?”
“Until a couple of days ago we were just friends. There was no
business going down, so there didn’t seem to be any reason to
involve you in the shit that goes on around here.”
“Well now I am doing some business, so tell me what the
situation is. In Norfolk all I do is find someone who wants the goods,
do the deal, and that’s the end of it. Here, you introduce me to
someone, who says I may have to meet someone else, plus you tell
me I have to kick upstairs. What’s going on?”
He did a big sigh, and shook his head.
“It used to be like that round here. After they took the Krays
down about ten years ago, it was like the wild west for a while, you
could do anything you wanted. Then two, maybe three years ago, it
started to get organised. Not families this time, but gangs who
control a particular area. To begin with it was only small stuff, but
recently they started expanding big time. Now it’s like the fucking
mafia. You do a job in Clapton you have to fence through them and
give them a cut. You get caught dealing out of area and you’re in
fucking trouble.”
“What do they run?”
“Everything.”
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“As in?”
“Protection, girls, drugs.”
“Gambling?”
“Yeah, bookies and stuff. But it’s not Las Vegas. I mean there
aren’t any casinos in Clapton.”
“What about small time? Scams, burglaries?”
“That’s all freelance, as long as you kick back.”
“So where do you come in?”
“They want something done, I do it.”
“Like?”
“Pick-ups mostly.”
“What kind of thing?”
“Envelopes stuffed with cash, sometimes a package.”
“From?”
“They give me an address and a name, I don’t ask any questions.”
“For Charlie?”
“Sometimes.”
“Who runs it?”
“They get called the A-Team, but not while any of them are
around.”
“You ever deal with anyone except Charlie?”
“Yeah, before it all got fucked up.”
“Who was that?”
“Rab Wishart. A real cunt. Scottish hard bastard.”
“What happened?”
“I can’t talk about it man. I saw some bad shit. Situations where
you don’t even want to know about it, let alone see it.
“And he’s still around?”
“He was a good earner. It didn’t take him long to get moved up.”
“So if we get called in to talk to someone else, you don’t know
who it will be?”
“Couldn’t say for sure. There’s a lot of faces around.”
“But above Charlie we’re in uncharted waters?”
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“Not exactly. I’ve met a lot of people, done the odd job here and
there. The chain of command’s kind of difficult to work out though.”
“Do you know who’s at the top?”
“One or two of them, and I know where they meet.”
“Where’s that?”
“They’ve got upstairs rooms at the parlour.”
“The parlour?”
“Where Carol and Natasha work.”
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At least I knew where we stood. The bottom line was, Jimmy’s
contacts were limited, and everyone else I’d met, including the
LACK boys and Tommy Nicholls, were small fry. It seemed to me
that Jimmy might not be able to get me very much further. But I
knew it would be useful to keep him close, because hanging out with
him helped my credibility.
What intrigued me was the fact that the big boys apparently used
the massage parlour as their headquarters. I couldn’t help but wonder
if they ever took advantage of the other facilities. And if they did, I
wondered whether Natasha might know anything about them. But
asking her was going to be tricky. Nevertheless I thought it was
worth a shot. The trouble is though, conversations with women never
go according to plan.
She was often at home, working on her sculpture, so I took a
chance and called round just before lunch one day, hoping I could
take her out for something to eat. She didn’t seem particularly
pleased to see me. Not hostile exactly, just not very enthusiastic. I
got the impression I’d done something I shouldn’t have. Once we
were sitting in the little café round the corner, I asked her what was
wrong.
“Nothing.”
“Well why do I get the feeling I shouldn’t have done this?”
“Because you shouldn’t have.”
‘Why?”
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“Because I don’t like being distracted during the day.”
“What’s the problem with that?”
“It disturbs my concentration.”
“I was just passing. Everyone breaks for lunch.”
“Not me.”
“You’ll be back in an hour.”
“And there’s something else.”
“What?”
“It’s the kind of thing a boyfriend would do.”
I got the feeling this was about to turn into a problem. We hadn’t
talked about the relationship, and maybe we should have. Sexual
politics was a big issue back in the seventies. You had to appear
concerned about it just to get you leg over.
“You’d better tell me what you think is going on Nat, because I’m
confused.”
“What is there to be confused about?”
“I thought we’d just started going out together.”
There was a long pause, because clearly we had just started going
out together, and equally clearly there was nothing unreasonable in
my behaviour. But, there was still something she was unhappy about.
“I don’t think I want to be in a serious relationship.”
“We aren’t in a serious relationship.”
“But I’m already frightened that’s what it might be turning into.”
“And the fact that I just happened to be passing, and dropped in to
see if you wanted some lunch, makes you frightened of that?”
“Yes.”
“Well you’d better explain to me what you would be comfortable
with.”
“I don’t know if I can.”
It was weird to be getting that sinking feeling about a relationship
quite so early. In normal circumstances I would probably have
walked away, but a couple of things stopped me. I thought she might
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be useful to the investigation, and most importantly, sexually she
was just perfect, and I wanted more.
“Can you tell me what you want Nat?”
“Not really.”
“Is it OK to make a date and go out with you?”
“Yes.”
“OK to be invited back sometimes and sleep with you?”
“Yes.”
“That’s all that’s happened so far.”
“I think that’s all I want though. I don’t want it to develop into
anything.”
“I’m not pushing for it to change at all, but these things happen
by themselves.”
“That’s what I’m worried about.”
“So tell me what you don’t want.”
“I don’t want you to just drop by. I don’t want you to leave things
at my flat. I don’t want you to feel you own any part of me or my
time. I don’t want to be half of a couple.”
She was pretty clear about what she didn’t want, and I got the
picture, but I wasn’t sure it could be done.
“You want to be friends, but with the added attraction that you
might invite me back to yours for more than just a coffee.”
There was a long pause, before she got to what was really
worrying her.
“I don’t want you falling in love with me.”
“OK. I won’t fall in love with you.”
“And phone before you come round.”
“I’d better get a phone put in then.”
“Don’t get emotionally involved. I don’t want you to depend on
me.”
“I won’t.”
“And tell me if it starts to change for you.”
“So you can end it?”
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“Yes. Before either of us gets hurt.”
Those kind of bargains don’t work of course, and it was a sign of
her emotional immaturity that she was even thinking along those
lines. I agreed because it seemed best for the operation, and because
I wanted to fuck her until I was so weak at the knees I couldn’t stand
up any more.
My plan, and possibly the relationship, had been well and truly
sabotaged. There was no point in asking her anything about the men
who met in the upstairs rooms at the parlour. I was in enough trouble
as it was.
**********
Jimmy got a call instructing us to go and see Charlie a couple of
days later. We were going to be taken to see the firm’s fence.
Whether we were climbing one rung up the ladder, or simply moving
sideways we didn’t know. Without an overview of the organisation it
was hard to tell.
Charlie walked us across a windswept courtyard to his Ford
Granada. The car was new, probably top of the range, and told
everyone he had money. He drove us about a mile I would say, but I
still wasn’t familiar enough with the area to know exactly where we
were going. Eventually we arrived at a block of flats which looked
very like the ones we’d just left. The council estates round there
were almost identical. They’d been built in the thirties when the
slums were cleared, and the same design had been used for all of
them. They probably saved money on architect’s fees, but it was
hard to tell one place from another.
We climbed up the brick stairwell, went along the balcony, and
came to a blue door with a cast iron security grille protecting the
entrance. Charlie knocked, and a short rotund man, with a beard, and
an avuncular manner opened up and invited us in.
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We were led down the hall, into the sitting room, and then on into
a further room, which seemed to be a study. Every wall was lined
with shelves, or bookcases. I didn’t think I’d ever seen so many
books, except in a public library. The weight must have been
tremendous. It was surprising the whole lot hadn’t descended a
couple of floors to ground level, through the ceilings of the flats
below. I remember thinking that if he ever had to move it would be a
nightmare.
On the shelves, in front of the books, were various small objects,
which I guessed were miniature antiques. On one shelf alone there
was a little camera, a tiny bhudda, and some Japanese boxes. Even at
a conservative estimate I would say his collection must have been
worth several times the value of the flat. Jimmy asked the obvious
question.
“Aren’t you afraid of being burgled?”
“I think most people round here know that wouldn’t be a very
good idea.”
He had a cultured voice, and I thought he seemed completely out
of place on a run down council estate. I couldn’t help wondering
what errors of judgement might have led to him being there. And yet
he had constructed for himself a little haven of peace and tranquility.
The books probably provided valuable insulation against noise, and
they gave the whole place a musty smell, which made you feel you
were in an old house in the country.
He invited us all to sit down. The chairs were antiquated and
worn, but nevertheless comfortable. The kind of thing you might
expect in a gentleman’s club. From one of the drawers in his desk he
took a small box, and opened it on his knee. He took out the
jewellery I had given to Charlie, and placed it on the desk top.
“So you would like to do business with us?”
“If the price is right.”
“I’m afraid you really have to do business with us, if you work in
this area.”
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“The job wasn’t done round here though.”
“Where was it done?”
“Outside London.”
“Where outside London?”
“I can’t say.”
“Why?”
“Giving away too much information can be a dangerous thing.”
“Then I must presume, at least for valuation purposes, that it was
done locally.”
“You can presume what you like. But with all due respect, I work
anywhere I can make a score, and I can afford the price of a train
ticket if I can’t get a good price in Clapton.”
He smiled.
“Well said young man. But let me explain our position. You and I
can probably agree on a equitable price for the jewellery. From what
I’ve been told you know the business well, and I don’t think we will
have any trouble reaching an agreement. But if you deal with us you
will always get five per cent less than if you go elsewhere. It’s a kick
back. I personally don’t like the term, but it’s a kind of local tax,
payable in some areas of Hackney.”
Now I smiled.
“You can kick back five per cent of your end if you like.”
“Believe me I do, but the system only works if we all pay our fair
share.”
“For what?”
“Think of it as insurance.”
“Insurance against what?”
“Insurance against being unemployed.”
“I don’t think I’m likely to be unemployed.”
“Well perhaps I put it badly. I meant, insurance against being
unable to work.”
“Protection against having the shit kicked out of me and ending
up in hospital?”

66

“Not really.”
“What then?”
“Let’s just say that if you deal with us, nothing will ever come
back to haunt you.”
“Meaning?”
“You won’t have the same trouble you had in Norfolk.”
The conversation was going in a direction which I didn’t like.
“I’m not sure I follow.”
“Trouble with a DI?”
“You can promise I won’t have trouble with the police?”
“In certain respects.”
“Which are?”
“Nothing you sell to us will ever resurface and cause you a
problem. Nothing will ever be traced back from us to you. And the
local police will not take an interest in you, which should make
living in Clapton a far more pleasant experience.”
Suddenly I could see our investigation going off in a new
direction.
“How does it work?”
“You and I agree a price, and the cash will be delivered through
Charlie in a day or two, less the five per cent. It’s a sort of PAYE
arrangement. Very civilised, except we don’t issue a receipt of
course.”
During the negotiation which followed he examined each piece
thoroughly, finding small but insignificant faults. Then he made me
drag him, almost kicking and screaming, up towards my target price.
Eventually the furthest I could get him was two thousand, which was
a hundred below the maximum I knew I might be able to get, but
still a respectable figure. Of course when they delivered the cash,
and the five per cent had been taken off, I was only going to end up
with nineteen hundred, but it was a compromise I could make
without losing face, and we shook hands on it.
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In the car going home Jimmy was jubilant, but I was pensive.
Jimmy and Charlie no doubt thought I wasn’t happy with the price,
but really my thoughts were elsewhere.
“Come on man, it’s great.”
“It’s OK Jimmy, but it’s not great.”
“It’s two grand in the bank.”
“Nineteen hundred.”
“What the fuck are you so unhappy about? I never made a score
like that in my life.”
The problem was, I could see my career going down the pan. If
the police in Clapton really were being paid off, Derek and I were
shortly going to be between a rock and a hard place.
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We were in the club when Jimmy got a phone call from Charlie to
say the cash was ready for collection, so he drove me over there in
the Consul. It was a very quick transaction. We didn’t even get
invited in. Jimmy knocked, Charlie came to the door, the envelope
was handed to me, and the door was closed while I was still counting
it. This might have been a big score as far as the boys at Tommy
Nicholls place were concerned, but it was clearly nothing to Charlie.
To the firm it was probably small change. We climbed into the
Consul and headed back towards Clapton.
“What do you need Jimmy, for the introduction?”
“Nothing man.”
“Yeah you do, because if you don’t take anything, that means I
have to go out and buy you something, and that’s just too much
fucking trouble.”
Jimmy laughed and settled for fifty, which was fair enough,
because although he hadn’t actually done very much, I couldn’t have
made the deal without him.
“What are you going to do with the money?”
“Settle a few debts.”
“You’ve got to blow some of it, celebrate at little.”
“Yeah I know. We can have a good night at the club, but what I
really need is a car.”
“I know a place on Cambridge Heath Road where you could get a
good deal.”
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“Sounds interesting.”
“Want to go and look?”
So off we went, with eighteen hundred and fifty quid belonging to
the Metropolitan Police, to buy a dodgy motor from a second hand
car dealer in Hackney. Ten chances to one it would be stolen, or a
ringer, or one they’d welded together from two crashed write offs.
Or at least that’s what I expected, given that it was one of Jimmy’s
contacts. But when we got there the place looked OK. They mostly
had BMWs and Mercs, with the odd top of the range Ford. It wasn’t
a franchised dealer, but it wasn’t some dodgy back street garage
either.
Even in those days two grand didn’t really buy you a flash motor.
You could get a new Mini, or a two year old Cortina, but east
London lads didn’t care for that kind of thing. They would go for an
older car which had been done up a bit. Something five or six years
old with a good paint job. Another thing they liked was a re-bored
engine, so what was 1300cc on your log book was nearer 1600cc in
reality, and could see off an MG at the lights.
Jimmy and I got out for a look round. Most of the cars were far
too expensive, and even the cheaper ones would have meant blowing
nearly all the cash, and getting me in trouble with Unsworth.
“It’s too much Jimmy.”
“OK, let’s see if we can find Benny.”
Eventually Jimmy found his friend in the workshop, tinkering
with a little Fiat.
“Hey Benny. You got that thing running yet?”
“Yeah, just needs a little tune up.”
“I’ve got a mate who wants a motor.”
He pointed to me.
“How much?”
“Nothing too expensive.”
“Come out the back.”
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This seemed to be a different world. It was like a breaker’s yard.
Cars everywhere, and nothing you would want to buy. Benny came
across to me.
“What are you looking for?”
“Something reliable.”
“How much do you want to fork out?”
This isn’t a question you should ever answer. Whatever you say,
that’s the least you’ll end up spending. They won’t have anything in
stock under that figure. Benny looked a little too sharp for my liking.
He was a small, ferret faced guy, not much older than me and Jimmy,
but enough older to have been around a bit, and to know the score.
So I didn’t answer, but gave him a shrug.
“You have to give me a ball park figure.”
“Depends what you’ve got.”
“If I haven’t got it, I can get it.”
“Start cheap and we’ll work up.”
First off he showed me a clapped out Mini van that had nothing
going for it. He knew I wouldn’t be interested, but it was just a little
more pressure for me to indicate how much money I’d got in my
pocket.
“I’m serious here. What’s the cheapest reliable motor you’ve
got?”
“A Morris Minor.”
“Well, let’s see it.”
Jimmy looked appalled. But the car was in good condition, started
first time, and sounded healthy. It needed a good wash and a polish,
but it was rust free, and didn’t have too many miles on the clock.
“How much?”
“You’re not serious?”
“I am. How much?”
“Five hundred.”
“Now you’re joking. Two fifty maybe.”
“Four then.”
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“Three.”
“Three seventy-five.”
“Three twenty-five.”
“Three fifty.”
I looked at Jimmy.
“Hold on Benny. I want to talk to him. I can’t believe he’s going
to buy this.”
He took me round the corner of the workshop, out of earshot.
“Do you want to be a laughing stock?”
“Not particularly.”
“You’ve got two grand in your pocket and you’re going to buy a
Morris Minor?”
“I’m not spending two grand on a motor. I want cheap and
cheerful.”
“Get something with a little style for fuck’s sake.”
Now this was where I had to make a decision. I thought it never
hurt to be a little unconventional. If your idiosyncrasies are clearly
visible, people don’t feel they have to look too closely at you. If you
want to fit in with a group, the trick is to not quite do it. No one in a
group completely fits in, they all have their strange habits, and it’s
good for you to have some too. So I made my mind up. The Morris
Minor was going to be the thing that made me stand out in the group.
It was the thing that an undercover police officer, trying to infiltrate
a criminal gang, would never do. Paradoxically it was the thing that
would put me beyond suspicion.
**********
The following day I got some motor insurance, picked up the car,
cleaned it inside and out, and gave it a good coat of Turtle Wax.
Once I’d finished it didn’t look bad at all. The paintwork in
particular came up very well. I dressed up a bit, put on a suit, and got
ready to go down to Tommy Nicholls club for a few drinks. Jimmy

72

said that was the traditional way to celebrate a good score. When I
drew up outside, the LACK boys all spilled out onto the pavement.
Jimmy had already told them about the car, and everyone wanted to
see it. There was much laughter, and a lot of banter.
“What the fuck is that?”
“Your mum gave it to you right?”
“You are never going to get laid again man.”
“Hey, I’m already getting laid which is more than can be said for
you lot.”
“Believe me this is the end of what could have been a beautiful
relationship.”
“How come you buy this when we were just beginning to take
you seriously?”
“Look on the bright side though, he’s never going to be pulled
over in this.”
“He’s never going to pull, never mind get pulled over.”
“Yeah, most amusing, at least this car will spend its time on the
road and not in the garage like Lance’s Alpha.”
“All Italian cars spend time in the garage. They need fine tuning.”
“Like fine tuning the piston rings if I remember.”
As I went in through the door, I got a surprise. Natasha was at the
back of the room, in high heels, a short skirt, and a low cut sexy
blouse which you could almost see through. I’d never seen her
dressed up like that before, and I couldn’t help wondering if those
were her working clothes. I went over and gave her a little kiss.
“Never seen you in a suit before.”
“Never seen you in a mini skirt before, but I suppose I could get
used to it.”
“I hear you’re in the money.”
“News travels fast.”
“Why didn’t you invite me?”
“I thought it was just me and the lads. How did you find out about
it?”
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“Jimmy rang. He told me I should come over and see your new
car.”
“It’s outside if you want to take a look.”
“From what I hear, I think it can wait until you drive me home.”
The first round was on me, so they all had expensive drinks which
they wouldn’t normally touch. Ten minutes later they were back on
the lager. A couple of the LACK boys had brought girlfriends along.
I hadn’t met any of them before, but Natasha seemed to know them.
I noticed Carol wasn’t there.
“Hey Jimmy, where’s Carol?”
“On the late shift.”
“Pity.”
“She’ll be along later, with someone who wants to meet you.”
“Who’s that?”
“You’ll see.”
I shrugged, because I couldn’t imagine who it might be, and
Jimmy clearly wasn’t going to tell me.
Although the girls were there, the protocol seemed to be for them
to talk to one another at the tables towards the back, while the boys
had a good time laughing and joking at the bar.
At around ten the door opened and Carol came in, followed by a
short blonde girl. Carol winked at Jimmy, as they made their way to
Natasha’s table. I was talking to Lance, but Natasha waved me over,
so I cut the conversation short and walked across. She introduced me
to the blonde.
“Frank, this is Sue.”
“Pleased to meet you Sue.”
“I’ve heard a lot about you.”
“Well, strangely I haven’t heard anything about you.”
“Really?”
“Do you and Natasha work together?”
“Yeah, but we don’t often work the same shifts.”
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We talked for a few minutes, but I don’t really remember what the
conversation was about. My first impression though was that she
was lively and attractive. She can’t have been more than about five
feet tall, but she was very slim, and perfectly proportioned for her
height. I can’t say you would immediately have noticed her if she
walked into a room, but the more you looked at her, the more you
appreciated she was simply a miniature version of a full size woman.
And there was something very appealing about that.
I went back to the bar in the end, because it wouldn’t have been
cool to spend the rest of the evening at the girl’s table.
Lance was keen to let me know he wanted to get in on the action.
“You ever need any help on a job, you only have to ask.”
I must have looked unsure.
“That’s how it works man, we help each other out.”
“Yeah I know. Look, you and Jimmy would be the first people I
would come to.”
“Glad to hear it.”
“But you know the kind of stuff I do, it’s normally a one man
job.”
“I understand that. I’m just saying, if ever... Know what I mean?”
“Yeah.”
“Don’t turn down a score because you don’t think you can handle
it yourself.”
“OK.”
“Part of something is better than all of nothing.”
Where he’d learned that crap I didn’t know, but I wondered if
Dale Carnegie, or some other self-help guru might have been to
blame.
The whole thing was difficult for me, because I didn’t usually go
out drinking. And by the time a couple of hours had passed I’d just
about had enough. Natasha was a good excuse to leave though. No
one would deny you the right to go home early if you were on a
promise.

75

In the end I managed to catch her eye, and surreptitiously pointed
at my watch. She nodded, and got up to go. Before she left she gave
Sue a kiss and a hug, and they whispered something to one another. I
said my good-byes, and we met half way to the door.
“What was all that about?”
“Girl talk.”
As soon as we got outside and she saw the car, she started
giggling.
“Not you as well.”
“It’s great Frank.”
“Well stop laughing at it then.”
“I think it’s lovely. I’m just imagining what the boys must have
thought.”
“I can tell you exactly what the boys thought, because they didn’t
keep it to themselves.”
“Well I think it’s a very sensible choice.”
“It is actually. It’s cheap, it’s reliable, and it won’t cost a lot to
run.”
“Most of them would have blown all the money on something
flash.”
“Well I’ve got plans, so I couldn’t spend it all on a car.”
When I fucked her later I felt great. Better than great actually.
Something like triumphant. I felt as if I’d really achieved something.
I felt the same as I would have if I’d really done the job. I felt the
same as if it had all been real. The boundaries were becoming
slightly blurred. Of course there was a reason to feel good. I’d made
the deal, and it had advanced the operation, but that wasn’t why I felt
good with Natasha. It was because I’d become a part of something.
We lay there afterwards, just letting the feeling last. Eventually
we cooled down, and she began to talk.
“What do you think of Sue?”
“She seems OK.”
“Do you like her?”
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“Is this a line of questioning which could get me into trouble?”
She gave me a friendly dig in the ribs.
“Just tell the truth.”
“What was the question again?”
“Do you like her?”
“Yes.”
“Do you fancy her?”
“Oh no I’m not getting into that.”
She gave me a harder jab with her fingers.
“Ah that hurt!”
“Answer the question then.”
“OK, yes I do, but I wasn’t thinking of doing anything about it.”
“So do I.”
“What?”
“I fancy her too.”
“Jesus.”
“Are you shocked Frank?”
“Surprised.”
“Understatement of the year I should think. Look at your face!”
“So if you fancy her, have you done anything about it?”
“Many times.”
I could feel my cock beginning to get hard again.
**********
A few days later Jimmy called round to my flat. The visit was
early in the morning, which was almost unheard of.
“You won’t believe what’s happened.”
“What?”
“We’ve been called in.”
“Called in?”
“To the parlour.”
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“I don’t think I’m quite awake enough to understand this
conversation.”
I’d only been out of bed about five minutes, so I got him to come
in, while I made some coffee. Then I told him to explain what he
meant, in words of no more than one syllable.
“They want to meet us.”
“Who’s they Jimmy?”
“The firm, the A team.”
“Why? What’s the problem?”
“I don’t think it’s a problem.”
“What then?”
“It was a big score. They probably just want to meet you, so they
know who they’re dealing with.”
“So this is the big boys, in the upstairs rooms at the massage and
sauna where Natasha works?”
“Yeah.”
“She’s not going to be happy if I turn up at her work.”
“Why not?”
“She doesn’t even like to talk about the place. If she sees me there
I’m in deep shit.”
“Don’t worry, you go in through a side door, and straight up the
stairs.”
This development was good news, at least superficially, but I
wasn’t sure how I felt about it. Being called to a meeting which had
no purpose aroused my suspicion.
“When do we have to be there?”
“ASAP I should think.”
“I’m only just out of bed Jimmy. I want a shit and a shower and a
shave, and some proper breakfast, and then I have to ring my mum.”
He wasn’t happy.
“They don’t like to be kept waiting.”
“Fuck them Jimmy. I don’t have to drop everything for them.”
“How long then?”
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“Meet me at the snooker hall in a couple of hours.”
“OK.”
“You can tell them I wasn’t in.”
That was when it dawned on me, it was Jimmy who was
impatient to go. The A-team probably didn’t care when we got there.
To him it was an adventure, an opportunity to meet the men at the
big table, which he hadn’t expected to get.
Once Jimmy had gone, I went across the road and phoned my
emergency number. In about five minutes they managed to patch me
through to Derek.
“I’ve been called to a meeting with the big boys, but there doesn’t
seem to be a reason for it. Any chance we’ve been blown?”
“I shouldn’t think so. Want me to cover you anyway?”
“Yeah.”
I gave him the address.
“The entrance is at the side. You’ll see me go in about ninety
minutes from now. After a while I’ll make an excuse and leave for
another appointment, so if I’m not out in an hour, something’s
wrong.”
As Jimmy and I were walking down the road towards the parlour
I thought I could see Derek in a car on the opposite corner, but it was
hard to be certain because he had his back to me. I could see a pair
of eyes watching us in the rear view mirror though, so I assumed it
must be him.
Jimmy rang the bell by the side door, and we were let into a small
passageway which ran along the back of the building. At the end
there was a door which I assumed went through to the massage and
sauna, but we went straight up the stairs. There were four men
playing cards at a table, in a large sparsely furnished room. We were
shown through to the office. Behind the big desk was a heavily built
man in his forties, clean shaven, and well dressed. No jacket, but
decent pressed trousers, and a shirt and tie. He got up as soon as we
went in, and came across to me, extending his hand.
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“Frank?”
“Yes.”
“George Painter. Pleased to meet you.”
I shook his hand, and he indicated to a couple of chairs. Jimmy
and I sat down.
“Charlie tells me you’re in the jewellery business.”
“In a way.”
“And, indirectly, we’ve had some dealings.”
“Yes.”
“It was a decent score from what I hear.”
“I’ve done better, but it wasn’t bad.”
He smiled.
“Had some trouble in Norfolk though.”
“Only a little harassment. I don’t have a record.”
“Glad to hear it. How did you get away with it though?”
“Luck.”
“Really?”
“In my line it’s sometimes difficult for them to get the evidence.
It’s light, easy to conceal, and easy to fence quickly, so unless they
catch you in the act...”
He looked across to Jimmy, but continued speaking to me.
“And what’s your relationship to this toe rag?”
“He’s a friend of mine. Without his help I wouldn’t have known
where to go.”
“You know he’s done some messenger work for Charlie and big
Rab?”
“Yeah, he told me.”
George raised one eyebrow.
“He shouldn’t be telling anyone.”
“He only told me after we did the deal, by which time, as you can
imagine, I had a few questions.”
“Understood. Do you have any interest in working for us
directly?”
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“I’m a bit of a one man band. That’s how I stay out of trouble.”
“What I had in mind is safe, and it’s easy money. No fetching and
carrying.”
“Thanks for the offer, but I’m not a good team player.”
I didn’t want to appear too eager. If they had suspicions, the fact
that I wasn’t trying to get on the inside would perhaps put their
minds at rest. I also knew I would have to discuss this development
with Unsworth. We would need some legal advice on just how far I
could go.
“Can I ask you a personal question son?
“Yes.”
“Were you picking up scores like that in Norfolk?”
“Smaller mostly, but there was always the occasional big one.”
“There’s no evidence of it in your lifestyle.”
“I came away with very little.”
“Why’s that?”
“My mother’s dependant on me.”
“Very dependant to soak up what I calculate you must have been
earning.”
This was where Unsworth’s well constructed cover story began to
pay off.
“I bought a house. It’s not an easily transportable asset.”
“You could sell it.”
“I could, but my mother’s living in it.”
“And you can’t throw your mum out on the street.”
“Wouldn’t think of it.”
We continued talking for quite a while, and the minutes ticked
away. All the time I had one eye on the clock. There wasn’t much of
importance in the conversation which followed. I think he was just
getting to know us. Actually he was getting to know me. He hardly
talked to Jimmy at all.
“Now you seem like an intelligent lad.”
“Thanks.”
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“So what do you have in common with him?”
“We hang out together, play snooker, our girlfriends work
downstairs.”
“You seem like an odd couple to me, but then it isn’t any of my
business.”
Jimmy looked quite offended.
“So I can’t tempt you Frank?”
“I don’t like anything where you go in mob handed.”
“I can understand that.”
“If you have anything which I can do alone, maybe we can cut a
deal.”
But I knew that would depend on what was offered.
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Back in the real world I had a meeting to go to. I was surprised
when I got to the Albert Memorial and found Unsworth was waiting
for me.
“Where’s Derek?”
“He had to take a personal day, so rather than cancel it I thought
I’d fill in.”
It was getting towards the middle of December and there was still
a little frost on the ground despite the fact it was nearly lunchtime.
For a change we walked past the Serpentine Gallery and went up
towards the Peter Pan statue and the fountains at Marlborough Gate.
I told him how we fenced the jewellery, and filled him in on my
various activities, leaving out the things I didn’t think he should
know, which mostly involved Natasha.
“When we met the fence he said the firm wanted five per cent out
of our end as a kick back. I argued about it to make it look good, and
said I wanted to know what I was getting for my money. One of the
advantages apparently was that I would be left alone by the police.”
Unsworth considered this for a moment or two. He pursed his
lips.
“And?”
“To me that implies they’re paying someone, to leave them
alone.”
“Just one person you think?”
“I don’t know. I couldn’t really ask for the details.”
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“If it’s true they would have to be paying off about fifteen
coppers.”
“Fifteen?”
“That’s how many deal with burglary and stolen goods in
Clapton.”
He was right of course, paying off one person wouldn’t offer you
any protection, you had to take care of the whole squad, or you
might as well not bother. This wasn’t the same as slipping an
individual copper fifty quid to turn a blind eye instead of nicking
you.
“Of course there is another explanation Frank.”
“What’s that?”
“It’s all bullshit. Just an excuse to take five per cent off every
deal.”
“You’d only need a few people to get nicked after having been
offered protection, and that would blow the gaff.”
“Maybe.”
“The big question is, have you got bent coppers in Clapton?”
“There aren’t any big questions yet, because we’ve got no
evidence.”
“Not so far, but I can see where this is heading.”
“You seem to have a problem Frank. What is it?”
“I don’t have a problem exactly, but I am worried.”
“Why?”
“Can you imagine what this would do for my career?”
“The same thing it would do for mine I expect.”
“With respect, there’s a big difference between fucking it all up
when you’re already a DCI, and fucking it up when you’re a
Detective Sergeant on a temporary promotion.”
He got the point, and nodded. We walked in silence for a little
while before he decided to ask me where I stood.
“Hypothetically. What do you think of coppers who are on the
take Frank?”
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“They should be off the force.”
We got to the fountains, and stopped by the railings to have a
look.
“Look Frank, whatever’s going on, there are bad bastards out
there that need catching, and it doesn’t matter to me whether they’re
in uniform or not. Your job is to stick in there, and get the
information out, no matter who it implicates.”
He turned to walk back. Fountains didn’t really interest him. I got
the feeling a walk in the park wasn’t something he particularly
enjoyed either, it was just a place to meet where your conversation
wouldn’t be overheard.
“Anything else?”
I filled him in on my visit to the parlour.
“Did you get a name?”
“George Painter.”
“Now there’s a blast from the past.”
“You’ve come across him before?”
“I have.”
“He offered me the chance to do some work for him.”
“What exactly?”
“It must be B and E. And from the way the conversation went I
would say he probably has somewhere lined up.”
“You can’t do it.”
“I know. I turned it down, but I tried to leave the door open for
other things.”
“Like?”
“Jimmy has run a few errands for them, so you never know.”
“You could do that I think, and you might learn who’s who, what
they’re into, where they fit in.”
“Yeah, but it’s probably a bit of a long shot.”
“Maybe, but if I know George Painter, he’ll ask again. Because
you’ll look very intelligent and reliable compared to what he usually
has to work with.”
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**********
Jimmy told me George Painter had said we could hang around at
the parlour any time we liked. I wasn’t sure Natasha would be very
happy, but if it was necessary for the operation, I knew I would just
have to take any flack that came my way. We didn’t go back for a
few days, because I didn’t want to appear too eager, but Jimmy was
keen for us to show our faces. He probably thought that even though
I’d turned down the offer of work, he might be able to pick
something up.
We went in through the door at the back of the building again, but
instead of going up the stairs, he headed through the connecting door
into the massage parlour. We came out in a room at the back, which
the girls used for their breaks. I stood by the door, while he said
hello to all the girls, and then exchanged a few words with Carol.
Natasha was there too, and although she said hello, she obviously
wasn’t very pleased to see me. After a couple of minutes Jimmy said
we had business upstairs, and we left.
He was just showing off. There was no real reason for going to
see the girls at all. He was doing it to make himself look important,
and in an effort to impress Carol, by letting her know he was dealing
with the big boys. In doing so he was also giving me an unnecessary
problem, because there was really no need for Natasha to know I
was there.
George was at one of the tables. He greeted us warmly, and
introduced us to the other men who were sitting around. Or at least
he greeted me that way, and pretty much ignored Jimmy. But that
didn’t dent Jimmy’s confidence. He introduced himself to everyone,
smiling and shaking hands as if he was someone they’d all been
waiting to meet. I couldn’t help but admire his balls.
We sat around drinking coffee for a long time. Some of them
were playing cards. You might expect they would have been playing
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poker, but in fact they were playing a game called Chase the Lady.
I’d played this when I was younger, although in our family it was
known as Oh Hell. They each put twenty on the table, and after ten
hands the winner took the pot. I was invited to join in, but declined.
My policeman’s pay didn’t run to gambling, particularly in a game I
hadn’t played for ten years. Jimmy joined in though, but I just sat
around talking.
In between hands there was an ongoing argument. A short, squat,
barrel chested man, probably around fifty, was arguing about
politics, and running down Harold Wilson. A couple of the others
disagreed. The alternative at the time was Margaret Thatcher, who
was leader of the opposition, and no one wanted to see the country
run by a woman. There was a general consensus that she would be a
weak leader, with no principles. The barrel chested man disagreed,
and became very nasty. He couldn’t easily win the argument, so his
attacks became personal, but the others didn’t retaliate. They just
backed off. I couldn’t work out quite what was going on.
George finished what he was doing and indicated to me that he
wanted to have a word. We went through to his office and he closed
the door.
“Thought any more about my offer?”
“Yes I have.”
“And?”
“I still don’t think I’m cut out to be part of a team.”
“Pity.”
“What I do is very simple really. I get a tip off, or do a little
homework, and then I’m in and out, when I’m sure I’ve got plenty of
time, and there’s no one around. There’s no possibility anyone will
get hurt, and I never pack anything, not even a blade.”
He poured two cups of coffee, and we sat down in a couple of
leather armchairs.
“All very commendable, but I don’t think you’d have much
trouble with our mob.”
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“I prefer no trouble. I’m not built for it.”
“Well, it’s up to you. No one’s going to twist your arm.”
“If you need anything doing where I can work alone I might be
interested. I’ve got plenty of time in between jobs, and I wouldn’t
mind earning some extra cash.”
He considered this, but didn’t commit himself immediately.
“Is your passport up to date?”
“It is.”
“Can you make yourself look respectable?”
I smiled.
“Now you’ve hurt my feelings.”
“I mean get a haircut and a suit.”
“No problem with the suit, but a short back and sides isn’t quite
my thing.”
“We do have pick ups now and again. Things I wouldn’t entrust to
Jimmy.”
“OK.”
“It might be useful to have someone else on the team for those.”
“I’d be up for it.”
“The thing is you’d have to dump Jimmy, I wouldn’t want him
involved.”
“Why?”
“We had a little problem with him last year. He’s not completely
reliable.”
“Dishonest?”
“No, nothing like that.”
“I couldn’t dump him completely, because he’s a friend of mine,
but I can do jobs without him being in on it.”
He nodded. That seemed to satisfy him. I thought I was in a
position where I could probably ask a question without arousing any
suspicion.
“Who’s the fat guy out there who’s always arguing?”
“Barry the Bull.”
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“Well just so long as I don’t have to work with him.”
He smiled.
“You won’t have to work with him, but you will be working for
him.”
“No offence I hope.”
“I know what he’s like, but he and I pretty much run things
around here.”
“Just the two of you?”
“Why?”
“No particular reason, I just like to know who I’m dealing with.”
“You’ll be dealing with me, and that’s all you need to know.”
I guessed from the response there were other people involved, but
what kind of role they might play was a mystery to me. George was
certainly the businessman, and Barry was probably the muscle, but
for the time being that was as much as I was going to get.
**********
The following Friday I met Derek at Da Mario’s, an Italian
restaurant in South Kensington, well away from Clapton.
“Unsworth thinks you have a tendency to overreact.”
“Only when I think I might be going to uncover coppers on the
take.”
“You don’t have a clue what you’re going to uncover.”
“Thanks Derek.”
“It’s not a criticism. All I’m saying is, we can’t see the whole
picture yet. And there’s a difference between hearsay, and actual
proof a crime has been committed.”
“So are you saying I should ignore it because it’s too difficult to
make a case?”
“No Frank. I’m saying use what you hear to guide the
investigation, but remember, in the end you need hard evidence.”
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This was fair comment, although it wasn’t exactly unequivocal
support. Unsworth had made his position clear. Derek, however,
hadn’t said where he stood, and I didn’t know what that meant. But I
didn’t think it was worth making an issue of it until I was a little
further along.
“Anything else come up Frank?”
“Ever heard of Barry the Bull?”
“Sounds like a character from a children’s TV show.”
“Nothing could be further from the truth.”
“So who’s he when he’s at home?”
“Could be George Painter’s right hand man.”
“Never heard the name, but I’ll check it out.”
“That’s a first then.”
“What?”
“For me to come up with a name you don’t already know.”
We both picked up our glasses of wine, and made a toast.
“Look, I don’t think much will happen here over Christmas and
New Year, so tell Unsworth I’ll take whatever leave is necessary to
get me up to Norfolk from Christmas Eve through to the fifth of
January.”
There were a couple of bank holidays, an extra civil service day,
and two weekends in that period. So I calculated I would only need
to take four days from my annual leave to get me eleven consecutive
days in Norfolk. Those bureaucratic necessities were the things
which brought you back down to earth.
“I’ll see what I can do.”
“Come on Derek, I haven’t been back to Norfolk since we started
this, so just make sure Unsworth approves it. And don’t forget to
point out that it fits with the cover story. Jimmy and George aren’t
going to expect me to stay in London over Christmas.”
He smiled and topped up my glass.
“Don’t worry. He isn’t going to deliberately fuck up your
Christmas.”
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Finally, a couple of weeks before Christmas, the phone was put
in. By the time I paid them a hundred and thirty for the installation,
another hundred as a deposit, and three months line rental in
advance, it cost me nearly as much as the car.
There was one thing which made it worthwhile though. Natasha
had a phone. So I waited until I thought she would be in, and then
gave her the honour of receiving the first call. I hadn’t seen her since
Jimmy and I visited the parlour, and she wasn’t particularly pleased
to hear from me. The conversation was difficult. I asked when I
could see her but she wouldn’t commit herself. Eventually I
persuaded her to meet me, by saying I had a present for her, which I
wanted to deliver before Christmas.
Unfortunately the present didn’t actually exist. In fact I hadn’t
even thought about a present until I heard the words coming out of
my mouth. Later, I realised I didn’t have a clue what to buy. I didn’t
want to embarrass her by getting something expensive, but on the
other hand I didn’t want to look mean. What do you get though,
when you’re sleeping with a girl, but not in a serious relationship,
and she isn’t your girlfriend, but she does have a girlfriend of her
own? It was much too complicated, and I realised I needed some
advice.
“Hey Jimmy, what are you getting Carol for Christmas?”
“She hasn’t slept with me for about a month man, so if the
situation doesn’t change, like this week, she’s getting fuck all.”
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We were in Henry’s Bar having a beer, before going to the club
for a game of snooker, and this wasn’t a good start to the
conversation.
“Sorry to hear that.”
“Not as sorry as me man. As sorry and as fucking frustrated.”
“You could always go down to the parlour and pay for it.”
He laughed.
“Brilliant idea. I might do that, just to make a point.”
“Don’t say I told you to do it. I’m in enough trouble as it is.”
“Why?”
“I don’t think Natasha liked me turning up there.”
“Everyone turns up at the parlour.”
“She’s sensitive about stuff like that. It’s her work and she doesn’t
want me around.”
“That’s just temperamental artist shit.”
He was probably right, but it was also more than that. She wanted
me to see her as an artist, not as a girl who worked in a massage
parlour. The bottom line was, although she was struggling to
reconcile those different aspects of herself, it didn’t matter to me. In
fact I got a little vicarious thrill out of it. I’d come to accept there
were several conflicting sides to my personality long ago, but I could
appreciate she found it difficult.
“Anyway we’re all going to be at the parlour next week.”
“Why’s that?”
“We’re invited to the Christmas party.”
“First I’ve heard of it.”
“George told Carol, to tell me, to tell you.”
“And I was due to get that message sometime in January was I?”
“Might be better if you hadn’t got it at all, if her ladyship is going
to give you a hard time.”
“Talking of which, what do you think I should get her for
Christmas?”
“Jewellery?”
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“Yeah thanks. She’d think it was knocked off.”
“Does she ever cook for you?”
“No.”
“Then get her a set of saucepans.”
“You aren’t really in the mood for this are you?”
“You could say that.”
“I don’t even know how much I should be spending.”
“One thing’s for sure, you can’t go wrong by spending too much.”
This was probably true, particularly since I was supposed to be
flush after the jewellery deal. But I couldn’t put it down as expenses,
so the present was going to have to be bought from my policeman’s
salary.
In the circumstances, perhaps it was a mistake to go to Harrods
for inspiration. It gave me plenty of ideas, but they were all
expensive ones. Inevitably I found myself in the jewellery
department. They had a lovely diamond necklace which was simple,
almost to the point of being plain. Definitely the kind of thing she
liked. It was beyond the top end of my price range, but it came in a
Harrods presentation case, and there was no way she could think it
was stolen. Really it was too much to spend, but Unsworth was
covering my living expenses out of the operational budget, and I was
clocking up large amounts of overtime, so I persuaded myself I
could just about afford it.
**********
I met Natasha a few days before the party. She still wasn’t happy.
Although I offered to take her to a good restaurant, she insisted on
going round the corner, to a small Mediterranean bistro on Stoke
Newington Church Street. It was cheap and cheerful, but not what I
had in mind for a Christmas treat. We ordered a bottle of
Montepulciano, and started drinking, while we waited for our meal
to arrive. It didn’t take her long to tell me what was worrying her.
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“What were you doing at the parlour?”
“I was round there with Jimmy.”
“How come?”
“He had to see George about something.”
I was lying because I preferred an easy life, but it was also a good
fit with my fictional persona. No one discussed jobs or deals with
their girlfriends, and anyway according to Natasha she wasn’t my
girlfriend, so there was even less reason to tell her what was going
on.
“I don’t like you being there. It’s where I work.”
“It’s also where Jimmy does some business, so you may well see
me around from time to time. And I’ll probably be there for the party
as well.”
“That’s different.”
“I’m glad I’ve got your permission.”
“I just don’t want to mix my work with my social life.”
“What about Sue? You work with her, and you sleep with her
too.”
“Are you jealous?”
“I might be if I was your boyfriend.”
“Maybe you like the idea.”
“Maybe I do.”
She poured herself another glass of wine. I guessed she was either
going to become mellow, or there was a confrontation coming, but I
couldn’t tell which. I tried to turn it my way.
“This is the nineteen seventies, we’re supposed to be relaxed
about this kind of thing. You do what you want with Sue, and I’ll do
what I want with Jimmy.”
She laughed.
“I don’t even want to think about it.”
“I meant, as in, hanging out with him at the parlour.”
“I know, but just the thought of you two...”
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She carried on laughing. It didn’t seem that funny to me, but I
was pleased to see the change in her mood. Once the food arrived
things began to get a little better, and by the time I was ordering
coffee and liqueurs, the argument seemed almost forgotten.
“Do you want your present now, or do I get invited back?”
“Hm, what do you think I should do?”
“I think you should invite me back for coffee.”
“Yeah, but I know what you think being invited back for coffee
means.”
“And you don’t want to?”
“I didn’t say that.”
“Well invite me back then. You can always kick me out if you get
fed up with me.”
She thought about it.
“Show me the present.”
I showed her the carefully wrapped box. The size and shape and
weight were a give away. You could certainly tell it was jewellery.
“Did you get this wholesale?”
“Certainly not. Talk about ungrateful.”
“Really?”
“Unwrap it and you’ll see.”
“I might leave it until Christmas.”
“Up to you.”
“Or I might leave it until we get back to mine.”
I drove her home, and I did get invited in. She made her usual
strong coffee with molasses sugar, so it had that sweet distinct
flavour, which I’d grown to associate with her.
“Open it.”
“I’m not sure.”
“Open it.”
“Hm.”
“I want to see the look on your face.”
“All right.”
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She took the wrapping paper slowly off the box. There was just a
hint of a smile when she realised it was from Harrods, and I hadn’t
done some dodgy deal to get her a present. When she lifted the lid
from the box, and saw the simple necklace with a single diamond
pendant at the bottom, she gave me a big hug.
“It’s just perfect.”
“Glad you like it.”
“I didn’t realise you had such good taste.”
“I tried to pick something uncomplicated, something elegant.”
“It really is just right.”
We ended up in bed together, which was probably inevitable from
the point where I’d been invited in. Afterwards when we were just
lying there she seemed very content, and not at all like the person I’d
met earlier in the evening.
“I’ve got a confession to make.”
“What’s that?”
“I haven’t got you a present, because I didn’t think I’d see you
until after Christmas.”
“It’s fine.”
“And I’ve been working every day lately.”
“Don’t worry about it.”
“Maybe I can give you something you’d really enjoy though.”
“Like?”
“What’s your best ever sexual fantasy?”
“I don’t know.”
“Of course you do, everyone knows what they like.”
“Well I’m certainly not going to talk about it.”
“You won’t shock me.”
I didn’t suppose I would, but the conversation was difficult.
Talking about sex was harder than doing it. And the trouble was, my
fantasies had an element which I thought could make me particularly
unattractive to women.
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“Come on, out with it, what would you like to do that you haven’t
done?”
“I can’t tell you.”
“Rubber, leather, pvc, bondage, spanking, nurses, school girls,
what is it?”
“All of those.”
“Don’t be evasive.”
“I can’t talk about it, really.”
She rolled over and started planting little kisses on my neck while
she stroked my hair.
“You can, you can.”
“I can’t, I can’t.”
She started giggling, and that somehow broke the ice.
“You promise not to laugh?”
“Of course.”
“I’m not sure I can, it might put you off.”
“Well if it’s really gross I might not do it, but you can still let me
in on the big secret.”
“It isn’t gross.”
“Come on then, tell me.”
“I would like you to dress me up, as a girl.”
“That’s not a fantasy, that’s just a thing to do.”
“What do you mean?”
“A fantasy is a sort of a story, a series of events.”
“You don’t make life easy.”
“What have you imagined doing?”
“Oh God.”
“Let’s say I dress you up as a girl, what do you want to happen
then?”
“I don’t know.”
“Yes you do.”
“I don’t know if I can talk about it.”
“Yes you can, out with it.”
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“OK. Maybe you could let another girl watch?”
“Cool. I could get into that. And then what?”
“This is really difficult.”
“Look, this is going to be your Christmas present, so you have to
tell me what you’ve imagined. What was the story that was going on
in your head when you were thinking about this?”
**********
A couple of nights later Jimmy came round to pick me up in the
Consul. I did offer to take him in my car, so that he could drink, and
I would have some excuse to stay off the booze. Although he liked
the idea in principle, he said there was no way we could be seen to
arrive at the parlour Christmas party in a Morris Minor.
The LACK boys and other hangers on weren’t invited. It was just
for those who were actually doing business with George. We were
going to be meeting a lot of new people, and I hoped it would be a
good information gathering exercise. It had taken a while, but I now
felt I was really making progress.
We dressed up for it. I think it might have been the first time I’d
ever seen Jimmy in a suit. He turned up looking very sharp. My suit
on the other hand was a Burton’s special, and I was well aware that I
looked as if I was going to a wedding. The trousers were flared, the
lapels were wide, and the waistcoat was tight. The addition of a
pastel coloured nylon shirt, and a loud tie, didn’t help. Luckily, to the
best of my knowledge, no photographs exist.
The girls from the parlour were all dressed up too, but they
managed to look very sexy. Mostly they were wearing incredibly
short skirts, boots or high heels, and very tight tops. Jimmy spotted
Carol almost as soon as we got through the door. She came across
with a couple of drinks for us.
“Hi Jimmy, what are you doing here?”
“Very funny.”
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“So are you still doing that deal with George?”
“I might be.”
This was a lie, but it was OK with me, because if he didn’t say it
was me that was doing business with George, it wouldn’t get back to
Natasha, and she wouldn’t give me a hard time about it.
“What are all the girls doing here?”
“We work here. It’s our party more than it is yours.”
“I suppose.”
“And anyway George paid us all to be here and hand out drinks
and food and stuff, and to be nice to all you lot.”
He grabbed her, and gave her a squeeze.
“How nice?”
“Not that nice honey, you’ll have to wait until I get you home.”
She wandered off to put drinks in the hands of the other guests.
“So does that mean you’re getting it again?”
“Yeah, it was just a small hiccup.”
“Like what?”
“She had a minor health problem she didn’t want to tell me
about.”
“The clap?”
“Not the clap for fuck’s sake, girls stuff, women’s problems.”
George Painter came across to welcome us. This was the first
time I’d seen him with a smile on his face, and he genuinely seemed
to be enjoying himself. The serious George I’d met before seemed to
have left for the evening. Whether it was the booze or not I didn’t
know.
“You boys having fun?”
“Just got here, but I expect we will.”
“Well don’t take your birds home too soon, because I’m paying
them to help out.”
“We’ll be here for a while yet I should think.”
“Frank, come with me, I’ve got someone I’d like you to meet.”
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I walked away with George. Jimmy was being shut out again.
What he’d done to upset them I didn’t know. George hadn’t said
much about it, and I didn’t feel I could ask.
“Frank, meet big Rab Wishart.”
“Pleased to meet you.”
He had a very firm handshake. As you might expect for a man
who must have been six foot four, with broad shoulders, and looked
like a wall of muscle. The traditional brick shit house if ever I saw
one. If he played rugby you would have no choice but to go round
him, or pass the ball. You certainly could never go through him.
Some muscular short men are described as stocky, but he was the
only stocky tall man I’d ever seen. This was a five foot four heavily
built man expanded by about a foot in all directions. And there was
not an ounce of fat on him. You could see that by his face, which
was angular and bony. His eyes looked straight through you, and he
had an expression which would make you inclined to cross the street
to avoid him.
“Rab’s my right hand man.”
“I thought Barry was your right hand man.”
“In that case Rab’s my left hand man.”
“Aye.”
“In fact you do lead with your left don’t you Rab?”
“Either one George, they still go down.”
Rab had a Scottish accent you could cut with a knife, but I
couldn’t quite place it. Didn’t sound like Glasgow to me, and I
wondered if it could have been east coast. There was a little small
talk, about the parlour and one or two other things. I don’t remember
what exactly. In the end Rab went off to see some other people, and I
was alone again with George.
“Now you’ve met the only three people who matter round here.”
“There’s obviously no family connection, so how did you meet?”
“We met during a period of rest and recuperation.”
“Inside?”
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“The Scrubs.”
”Is that the local?”
“One of them. I was in there at the same time as George Blake.”
“Really?”
“He went over the wall while I was there. I knew Sean, the bloke
who set it up.”
“What was Blake like?”
“A gentleman. You wouldn’t have thought he was a commie spy.”
“That’s a few years ago.”
“Back end of sixty-six.”
“How long were you there?”
“Out in seventy-two.”
“What did you do?”
”You never ask someone what they did. If they tell you that’s OK,
but don’t ask.”
“I thought that rule only applied in the nick.”
“Anyone who’s been inside is going to be sensitive about it.”
“Sorry.”
I thought for a moment he was going to tell me anyway, but he
didn’t.
“What are you doing for Christmas?”
“Up to Norfolk to see my Mum.”
“When do you get back?”
“Around the fifth.”
“Come and see me that week, and I’ll have something for you.
The job could go down as early as the second week in January, so
make sure you come across here as soon as you get back.”
There was a pause. I’d overstepped the mark once, so for no
logical reason I thought I might as well try it on again.
“Can I ask you to tell me a secret?”
“Try me.”
“When I get taxed five per cent on a job, am I getting real
insurance for that, or does it just cover your overheads?”
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He smiled.
“Half and half. Why?”
“I just wondered how safe I was.”
“You should be OK.”
“I get nervous after what happened in Norfolk.”
“I don’t think you’ll have any trouble like that round here. If
anyone gets on your case just let me know.”
He winked at me as he left, perhaps to reassure me that I hadn’t
upset him. There was something more in it though. I got the feeling
he liked me, and if I was right, I knew it could be the best thing that
had happened so far.
When I finally got back to Jimmy he wasn’t very pleased.
“I see you’ve met that Scottish Frankenstein.”
“That’s not quite fair Jimmy, he’s a fine specimen of a man.”
“All he needs is a fucking bolt through his neck.”
“Anyway Frankenstein was the name of the doctor, not the
monster.”
“You read the book?”
“I saw the film, same as everybody else, except you obviously.”
“Monster is about right as it happens.”
“What’s your problem with him?”
“Don’t ask.”
I didn’t pursue it, because apart from anything else, we certainly
weren’t in the right place to discuss Rab Wishart. And in any case I
wanted to find Natasha, so I could have one last drink with her
before I left for Norfolk.
Just as I was wandering down the hall to look for her, the small
but perfectly formed Sue, grabbed me by the sleeve of my jacket and
pulled me aside. She whispered in my ear.
“Natasha told me what you like to get up to.”
Suddenly I was embarrassed, and my face must have gone very
red.
“Don’t worry. I won’t tell anyone.”
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“Please don’t.”
“I can’t wait until you get back from Norfolk though, so Nat and I
can give you your Christmas present, and I get a chance to come
round and play with you. It’ll be fun. All girls together.”
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When you come into Yarmouth on the train, there’s a final section
of about ten miles, where the line runs across the marshes from Acle.
To begin with you can’t see much, except a flat open expanse of
land, not suitable for anything except grazing. In winter the sky is
huge and overcast, the thin line of fields sliding away from you,
gradually darkening as they merge with the grey clouds in the
distance. As you get closer to the coast a few things begin to show
up on the horizon. First you can pick out the spire of St Nicholas
Church in the centre of the town, then the power station chimneys
down on the South Denes. Eventually a small town emerges, made
of crumbling Norfolk brick and stone. The iron bridge near the depot
comes into view, and the tall station signs say Yarmouth Vauxhall.
Then you know you are home.
I didn’t feel homesick while I was in London, but as the train was
drawing into the station I felt a huge sense of relief at being back.
Yarmouth was safe and secure, and it made me realise just how far
away I’d been. It was not much over a hundred miles as the crow
flies, but the distance inside my head was a good deal further.
Home leave from my assignment in Germany was the official
story, although nothing could have been further from the truth. And
despite the fact that I’d been looking forward to Christmas in
Norfolk, I realised it might be difficult. The German cover story had
to be maintained, so I knew I would be living a lie in Norfolk, just as
I had been in London. The circumstances were very different though.
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After the east end of London, Norfolk was a different world. The
peace and tranquility took some getting used to.
I arrived on Christmas Eve, so for the first thirty-six hours, I
didn’t see anyone except my mother. We had the traditional
Christmas Day. Presents were exchanged, huge meals were eaten,
and we watched the Morecambe and Wise Christmas Special on TV.
My aunt and uncle came round on Boxing Day for a repeat of the
previous day’s lunch, and they stayed well into the evening.
Being with the family had to take priority, because I felt I’d
neglected my mother while I’d been away. At the time you couldn’t
dial direct to anywhere outside the UK. When I wanted to talk with
her on the phone, we had to set up a special operator link, so she
would think I really was calling from Germany. This meant the calls
were of relatively short duration. I could have talked for longer, but
she thought I was paying, and didn’t want me to run up a large bill. I
wrote regularly of course, but that wasn’t quite the same, particularly
as my letters to her were almost completely fictitious.
By Monday I needed to get out of the house. I’d had a phone call
from DCI Bradley, to say he would like to see me, so I told my
mother I wouldn’t be in for lunch, and went down to Yarmouth nick.
When I turned up at the front desk all the boys were pleased to see
me, so I spent about an hour and a half in the canteen making up
stories about Germany, and finding out what had been happening in
Yarmouth since I’d been away. I had hoped to avoid any big reunion, because I wasn’t confident I could convincingly tell them
about my life abroad. However the work I’d done on my mother’s
letters, came to my rescue. It was much easier than I expected it to
be. Lying was something I was becoming quite good at.
Nevertheless it was a relief to finally arrive at Bradley’s office
door. He was the only person outside Unsworth, Derek, and myself,
who knew I wasn’t actually in Germany. And at some point, when
the operation was finally over, he expected to have me back on his
staff. I could already tell life was going to seem very dull when I
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eventually returned to Norfolk as a Detective Sergeant. I knocked on
Bradley’s door.
“Enter.”
I went in.
“Frank, good to see you. Let’s get out of this place.”
He picked up his coat, and came round from behind the desk.
Although I was now used to going to restaurants and bars with a
DCI, it was still hard to believe Bradley and I were going to go out
for a drink together. That kind of thing might happen in London on a
difficult undercover operation, but it never happened in Norfolk, and
Bradley in particular kept himself apart from his junior staff.
Although I’d assumed we were going for a drink, he actually took
me to a small cafe, tucked away down one of the rows off the market
place. It was much too genteel ever to be used by a serving police
officer, which was just what Bradley was looking for. He wanted to
be in a place where he knew we wouldn’t be overheard by anyone
who mattered. The waitress brought a couple of cups of coffee
across to our table, which was hidden away in an alcove at the back,
where we wouldn’t be seen or interrupted.
“How’s it going Frank?”
“Pretty much as well as you could expect at this stage.”
“And how’s Unsworth?”
“Good I think, but I obviously don’t see much of him.”
“No I suppose not.”
Something worried me slightly about meeting Bradley, and had
worried me ever since I’d received his phone call. Although Bradley
outranked me, I couldn’t discuss the operation with him, and I was
afraid he might ask questions which would lead in that direction. I
knew Unsworth was a friend of his, but I also knew Unsworth hadn’t
filled Bradley in on the details. This made sense, because it would
only take one slip of the tongue by someone in the know, and all our
work could be ruined. I decided to take the bull by the horns.
“You realise I can’t actually discuss this with you, don’t you sir.”
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“I know you can’t go into all the particulars...”
“I can’t discuss it at all. There are only three people including me
who know what I’m doing, and Mr Unsworth is determined to keep
it that way. If he needs to discuss anything with you I’m sure he’ll do
so, but I can’t.”
That pretty much put a damper on things, because Bradley and I
had nothing else in common. He asked about my mother, and how I
was managing in London by myself, but we really had nothing to say
to one another, so we finished our coffee and left. It concerned me
that I would have to come back and work for him, and he might feel
slighted in some way, but at least he knew I could keep my mouth
shut.
**********
It was a bitterly cold day when I finally returned to London, and
snow was starting to fall on the frozen ground outside the flat, but I
was determined to go and see George. He’d said the job would come
up early in the New Year, and I didn’t want to lose out to someone
else, by not being available. I tried to start the car, but it had been
standing idle for nearly two weeks, and that was the one thing
Morris Minors didn’t like. I turned the engine over a couple of times
with the starting handle to loosen things up, but it still took several
attempts to get it going, along with the application of nearly half a
can of Holt’s Cold Start to the air intake. Motoring in those days
could be difficult. Eventually the revs picked up, but it was still
sluggish for a while, although there was a gradual improvement on
the drive across to the parlour.
I didn’t go in and say hello to the girls, in case Natasha was there,
but went straight up the stairs to the office. George was in the back
room. I knocked, and a gruff voice invited me to go in. His mood
improved when he saw me, and he actually managed a smile.
“Frank. Welcome back. Did you have a good time?”
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“Fine thanks.”
“How’s your mother?”
“Good, although she wishes I was back in Norfolk.”
“Have you seen Jimmy?”
“No. I didn’t bring him with me because you didn’t want him
involved.”
“But have you seen him at all since you got back?”
“No.”
“The little fucker’s gone missing.”
“Really?”
“Carol went AWOL just after Christmas, and now Jimmy’s
fucked off too.”
“He didn’t mention anything to me about going away.”
“No idea where they might have gone have you?”
“Gretna Green?”
“You should be in the CID.”
He got up and went to make a cup of coffee.
“You want one Frank?”
“Thanks.”
Although it was clear he was Mr Big, he didn’t push it any more
than he needed to. He didn’t ask me to make the coffee, he just got
up and did it. George didn’t seem interested in power or status,
except in so far as it was necessary to make the firm run properly,
and keep the money rolling in. He talked to everyone without
condescension. Sometimes you might think he was morose, but he
didn’t generally talk down to you. George was a born manager, but
with a greater range of disciplinary options than are usually available
to the average senior executive, and that made him dangerous.
“What’s the job George?”
“I need you to pick up a package.”
“Where from?”
“Lille.”
“Where the fuck is that?”
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Actually I knew where it was, but I didn’t want to flaunt my
Geography O’level.
“It’s in northern France, near the border with Belgium.”
“OK.”
“You can go on the Ferry, Dover to Dunkirk, then take the train
from there.”
“Is it legal?”
“What do you think?”
“I mean is it risky?”
“Not really. It isn’t a package you’ll have to carry.”
“What do you mean?”
“It’s a live one.”
“A live one?”
“A girl, a refugee from Czechoslovakia.”
“Why are you bringing in a girl from Czechoslovakia?”
He looked a little put out at the question.
“Let me explain something to you Frank. Our business isn’t
necessarily your business. If you want the job, you take it on our
terms. If you don’t like the sound of it, turn it down. But I guarantee,
if you turn it down, someone will then step into your shoes. If you
take it, you’ll only be told what you need to know. Don’t ask
questions, and don’t talk to anyone about what you do for us. The
same way I wouldn’t tell anyone about what you do for me. Then no
one knows any more about our business than they need to, and vice
versa. That way everyone is protected Frank, including you.”
“Understood George. I apologise. I’m just naturally curious.”
“Naturally curious isn’t good. It makes people suspicious.”
“I know. I’m sorry.”
George seemed happy with the apology. I got the feeling this
might have been part of a grooming process. He wasn’t really
suspicious of me, he was just teaching me how to play the game.
“You’d better tell me what I need to know then.”
He tossed an envelope across the desk.
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“There’s two hundred in there for expenses, and there’ll be
another two when the job’s done. Not bad for a couple of days work
is it Frank?”
It wasn’t bad at all. I put the envelope in my pocket, and George
got down to the nitty gritty.
**********
The next day, sometime before lunch, the door bell rang. I went
down the stairs and opened the door, to find Natasha standing there,
looking worried. She didn’t say how much she missed me, and she
didn’t exactly welcome me back.
“Where have you been Frank?”
“You know where I’ve been.”
“Why didn’t you leave me an address or a contact telephone
number?”
“What’s the problem?”
“Carol’s missing.”
“Yeah I know, so is Jimmy, they’ve probably gone away for a few
days.”
“He isn’t missing, he’s gone looking for her.”
She came into the flat, and went through to the lounge.
“When did this happen Nat?”
“She was due to work last Monday, but she didn’t turn up.”
“Probably just late back from wherever she went for Christmas.”
“She went to her parent’s place, but when I rang, they said she left
on Sunday.”
This was beginning to look bad.
“So where’s Jimmy?”
“He’s gone to Deal.”
“Why Deal?”
“Before she came to London she used to have a boyfriend there.”
“And he thinks she’s gone back to him?”
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“He has no idea really. But he talked to some of her friends
yesterday, and he rang me to say he was going to check it out.”
In the circumstances I thought Jimmy might be a bit of a loose
cannon. He would probably barge in and search the place, and if he
found her, there would be even more trouble.
I couldn’t imagine how many different ways there were for a
police undercover operation to go wrong. But it would have been a
complete waste of everyone’s time and effort, if Jimmy put her exboyfriend in hospital, and ended up doing six months in the Scrubs.
I knew that where Carol was concerned Jimmy might be a bit of a
loose canon. If he found the ex-boyfriend in Deal, the guy might get
a beating whether Carol had gone back to him or not. Funnily
enough it wasn’t just sexual jealousy with him, it was an emotional
thing, and if anything, that was worse.
Natasha was looking at me, as if she expected me to do
something.
“When did he go Nat?”
“First thing this morning.”
“Does he know where this bloke lives?”
“Some coast guard cottages at the north end of the sea front
apparently.”
“Does he have a name, a house number, anything?”
“Just the cottages and a description of the man.”
“Which is?”
“Apparently he’s a fat bald bloke from Yorkshire, and he plays the
accordion.”
“You are joking?”
“That was Carol’s description.”
“So how does Jimmy intend to find him?”
“He said he was going to knock on every door.”
“Oh great, so when Jimmy beats this guy up, there’ll be about
twenty people able to give a good description of him, and eventually
pick him out of a line up.”
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She shrugged.
“What do you think Nat? If you had to put money on it, where do
you think she might go?”
“Could have gone off with a punter maybe.”
“I thought she didn’t turn tricks.”
“She doesn’t, not at the parlour.”
“But?
“She has been known to make a little on the side.”
“How does that work?”
“A punter wants to see her later, she gives him her number.”
“Does Jimmy know this?”
“Of course not.”
“Do you have any idea who she might have been seeing?”
“She had a few regulars at the parlour, could have been one of
them.”
“Names?”
“Norman was one. Tim I think was another.”
“Surnames?”
“You’re joking, they probably don’t even use their real Christian
names.”
“Anyone else?”
“There was one man a couple of months back who was very keen
on her, but he stopped coming in.”
“Because she was seeing him somewhere else do you think?”
“Could be.”
There were certainly going to be plenty of leads to follow up if it
turned into a missing persons enquiry.
“She had some trouble with Jimmy before Christmas. Did you
know about that?”
“Yeah, but I don’t think that has anything to do with it.”
“She stopped sleeping with him for about a month. Why was
that?”
“She wasn’t well.”
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“What was wrong with her?”
She was reluctant to say anything, but I just raised my eyebrows
and waited.
“It was a side effect. From one of her other little jobs.”
“The clap?”
“NSU.”
“Did Jimmy know?”
“She eventually told him it was women’s troubles.”
“And that got her off the hook?”
“He’s squeamish. He didn’t want to know the details.”
“Maybe he guessed the truth, but didn’t want to hear her say it.?”
“Could be, but I can’t see how that ties in to her being missing.”
I made a quick decision. Jimmy was a danger to himself, and to
the ex-boyfriend. If he got himself into serious trouble, it might also
be a significant problem for me, and I couldn’t let that happen.
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Finding my way out of London wasn’t easy, and I was glad
Natasha came with me. I had a road atlas, but you can’t drive and
read a map at the same time. She knew part of the route, so she was
able to give me directions, and keep a look out for the A2 road signs.
The Morris Minor was not the best way to travel. I didn’t trust it
to do much more than fifty, and the suspension didn’t exactly offer a
comfortable ride. The heater wasn’t particularly efficient either. It
just about worked, but we still weren’t very warm. Every now and
again it would cut out, and you had to fiddle with the controls to
make the fan work.
We were fine as far as Canterbury, but after that there was no
direct route to Deal, except for some minor roads which were so
small they didn’t even have numbers. In the end we skirted round
Dover, and went up the coast road.
Deal was dull and grey. It might have looked good in the summer,
but that day it was singularly uninviting. This wasn’t really
surprising. We didn’t want to be there, it was drizzling with rain,
getting close to dusk, and there was a cold biting wind. We wound
our way through several little streets, following the signs to the sea
front. When we finally arrived on the prom I headed north, and kept
going, hoping to spot some cottages. We went as far as we could,
eventually coming to the coast guard station, but beyond that we
couldn’t see any houses at all.
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I turned the car round and came back. Across an open grassy area
to my right I could see some terraced houses. They weren’t on the
sea front, but they were quite close to the coast guard station. It
didn’t look as if there was any access to them from the promenade so
I took a right turn, and then another right turn, to try and work my
way round. We couldn’t find a road to the front of them at all, but
eventually I found a wide back alley. Along each side there was a
high wall, with several tall wooden gates set into it, allowing access
to the back gardens. Since there were no street signs, at either end of
the alley, I couldn’t be absolutely sure we’d found it.
“If this is the place, you know what we’re going to have to do
don’t you?”
“We’d better ask someone. I don’t fancy sitting here for nothing.”
A middle aged lady, with a little shopping basket on wheels, came
round the corner about five minutes later. In a flash Natasha was out
of the car and over the road towards her. They had a brief
conversation, and she pointed across towards the houses. Natasha
wandered back.
“The houses on that side, nearer the sea, are the ones.”
“So we’re in the right place at least.”
“Yeah, and it’s like we thought, there’s no way in through the
front.”
“Well if Jimmy hasn’t found them yet, and we wait here, we’re
bound to see him.”
We looked at each other. That wasn’t a prospect which filled
either of us with any enthusiasm. We were cold and tired, and
needed a meal.
“I think he’s been here already Nat.”
“Why?”
“They weren’t that difficult to find, and he had a head start.”
“OK.”
“Now if he found the bloke it’s over and done with, but the
chances are he hasn’t, because anyone with a job will be at work for
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another couple of hours. I think he’s probably going to come back
later, once people are home from work, which would give us a
chance to go and get something to eat.”
This was by far the best plan. There was a good chance of finding
a little daytime cafe if we didn’t leave it too late. I started the car,
and we made our way back into town. It was late afternoon and
getting darker by the minute, but we still had a good while before we
needed to return.
Parking wasn’t difficult. The place was almost deserted. Shop
lights and signs were already switched on, so we wandered up
towards the brightness of the High Street. We nearly walked right
past a little shop selling pastries, but luckily Natasha looked in.
“They’ve got tables at the back.”
“Doesn’t look as if they do lunches.”
“I don’t care, I’d do anything for a cup of tea and a bun.”
“Anything?”
She punched me on the arm and we went in. They didn’t serve
meals, but they did have some pies, and plenty of cakes, and big
mugs of tea. So we ordered at the counter, and found a table for two
tucked away in a corner. For an hour or so we felt warm and full and
rested.
**********
Back at Coast Guard Cottages we didn’t feel so good. It was dark,
the street lights were dim, and very few cars came past. I’d hoped to
spot something useful. Any fat bald men would have been good, or a
Ford Consul with Jimmy at the wheel, or indeed Carol, but for the
first hour or so we didn’t see anything to interest us. Occasionally a
car would pull into the alley, and park some distance away. It was
difficult to see what kind of vehicle it was, or who got out. In the
gloom, all we could make out were the silhouettes of people arriving
home from work, and going in through their back gates.
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Just as I was getting really bored, a fat man got out of a mini
traveller, and went in through a rear entrance not far away from us. I
quickly nipped out of the car, and made a note of the house number,
thinking it might come in handy later. Almost as soon as I was back
in the car, another rather stout man arrived on foot, and went into a
property further down. Again I got out, and wandered down the
alley, to make sure I knew which door he’d gone into.
Natasha wasn’t very good at being on a stake-out. By about seven
she was fed up, and getting slightly irritable. It was different for me.
I was used to it. I’d been involved in a lot of observations as a
detective constable, and I knew that more often than not, you sat
around for hours, and never learned anything useful. But the fact
was, the rush hour had gone, and all we had were a couple of men
who vaguely fitted the description of Carol’s former boyfriend.
There was no sign of Jimmy or Carol, and no one else seemed to be
coming home from work. Natasha decided she’d had enough.
“Let’s go. It’s pointless. It seemed like a good idea at the time
but...”
“We need to give it another hour or so at least.”
“Why?”
“He could be waiting for people to get home.”
“Surely he’d be here by now?”
“Not necessarily. He might leave it until the middle of the
evening, to make sure they’re all back.”
She wasn’t convinced, but we stayed anyway. About half eight a
car turned slowly into the far end of the alley. It crept into the first
available parking space and stopped. I wiped some of the
condensation off the inside of the windscreen, and tried to get a good
look. The headlights went off, but no one got out. I couldn’t see what
kind of car it was, and under the yellow sodium street lights it was
impossible to make out the colour. Several minutes went by, and
then a man got out. He was well wrapped up, with a scarf covering
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the lower part of his face, to keep out the wind and the rain. We were
quite some distance away, and he was little more than a shadow.
“Wait here. I’m going to get out and walk past him.”
She didn’t argue. I climbed out of the car, and gently half closed
the door behind me. He was walking towards me with his head
down. With the light behind him, I couldn’t see who it was until I
was almost on top of him.
“What the fuck!”
“Surprised to see me Jimmy?”
“Too fucking right. Where did you spring from?”
“I’m parked down the road.”
“What are you doing here?”
“Following you, in case you need any help.”
He seemed genuinely pleased that I’d taken the trouble to try and
find him.
“Thanks man.”
“Where have you been?”
“I’ve been in the local bookies most of the afternoon, but then I
went to get something to eat.”
“I thought you would have been here all the time, staking it out.”
“I was here this morning man, but I got so fucking cold, and I
thought no one’s going to show up, so I might as well wait till
they’re all tucked in for the night.”
“You should have been here around going home time.”
“Why?”
“I’ve got a couple of possibles.”
“Really?”
“Two fat blokes, one at number twenty-eight, and the other at
thirty-four.”
“Bald?”
“Couldn’t tell, they both had hats on.”
“What are we waiting for?”
“I think you should let me do it.”
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“You’re kidding, if she’s gone back to that bastard I want a piece
of him.”
“And that’s exactly why you should let me do it.”
He grimaced, obviously not getting the point.
“Jimmy if you go in with that attitude you’ll get nothing. He’ll
clock you as the boyfriend straight away, and then he’s not going to
tell you anything. And if it all kicks off, by this time tomorrow you
could be locked up in a nice little seaside nick, with a good chance
of staying there for a few months.”
I led him across to my car.
“Natasha’s here as well. If I go with her, and we ask nicely,
someone might tell us something. Natasha can say she works with
Carol, and she’s worried about her. If she’s in the house we might
even get the chance to talk to her. If she’s not in the house we might
find out where she is. Once we know something, then you can
decide what you want to do, but let’s get the information first.”
He seemed reluctant to accept the idea. But I almost pushed him
into the car, and told Natasha to come with me.
We tried number twenty-eight first. Natasha was nervous. As a
policeman though you get used to knocking on the doors of complete
strangers, so I opened the gate, marched up the path, and got on with
it.
A woman came to the door, and opened it just far enough to see
us.
“Can I help you?”
“I’m Frank Marsden. I wonder if I could have a word with your
husband?”
“I’ll just get him.”
After a moment or two a middle-aged man came to the door.
Although his hair was thinning on top, you couldn’t really describe
him as bald. He didn’t recognise me, so it wasn’t surprising that he
looked puzzled.
“My wife tells me you want to speak to me.”
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“Yes. Do you by any chance know a girl called Carol Bailey?”
“Not to the best of my knowledge.”
“It would have been a couple of years ago.”
“Can’t help you I’m afraid.”
“In that case I think we may have the wrong house.”
“Looks like it.”
“I’m sorry to have troubled you.”
It was all very courteous, and not at all the way it would have
been if Jimmy had been making the enquiries.
My second suspect had gone into number thirty-four, which was
only a few houses further along. This time the door was opened by a
bald man in his thirties, but he looked older because of the lack of
hair.
“Sorry to trouble you, but we’re looking for Carol Bailey.”
“Carol Bailey?”
“I believe you know her.”
“I did, but I haven’t seen her for a long time.”
“She hasn’t contacted you recently?”
“No.”
Natasha stepped forward, and continued the conversation.
“I work with her, and she’s gone missing, and I’m worried.”
“She hasn’t been in touch with me for, well, must be over a year.”
“Are you sure you haven’t seen her in the last few days?”
“No. We did keep in touch for a while after she moved to London,
but...”
He shrugged.
“Do you have any idea where she might have gone?”
“I haven’t. I’m sorry. She’s moved on with her life, and so have
I.”
It seemed to me he was telling the truth. Jimmy would have made
absolutely sure, by barging in and searching the place, but really
there was no need. My policeman’s instincts told me he wasn’t
hiding anything, and the answer lay elsewhere.
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Back in the car Jimmy took the news better than I expected.
Natasha was glum. I knew what they had to do, but they weren’t
going to like it.
“You’ve got to go to the police.”
“The fuck we have.”
“Jimmy, sometimes you have to go to the police, for stuff like
this.”
“Yeah, right.”
“Nobody wants to do it, but what else are you going to do?”
Natasha started to try and reason it out.
“If she’s not here, and she’s not at her mum’s...”
Jimmy finished her thoughts for her.
“If she isn’t here, and her parents don’t know where she is, then
something has happened to her.”
“That’s why you have to go to the police.”
“If any harm has come to her, it’s fucking Wishart.”
“What does this have to do with Rab Wishart?”
“He wanted to have her, and he didn’t like it when she got
together with me.”
“How long ago is that?”
“A year maybe.”
“He must be over it by now.”
“No he isn’t. He tried to buy his way in.”
“As a punter? At the parlour?”
“Since last Easter Rab’s been running the parlour, and he’s not
above sampling the merchandise.”
Natasha suddenly punched him, and it was hard.
“Don’t fucking call me merchandise Jimmy.”
“Sorry Nat, but you know what I mean. He thinks just because
he’s the boss the girls have to do stuff for him.”
I looked across to Natasha, and she nodded in confirmation.
Jimmy was certainly fired up about it.
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“It’s disgusting. Given his medical condition no one should have
to fucking touch him.”
I glanced at Natasha again. She closed her eyes, and shook her
head, as if to say, don’t ask. This was all news to me, but somehow I
didn’t think Jimmy was on the right track.
“I’ve only met him once Jimmy, but Wishart didn’t look stupid
enough to abduct a girl because she wouldn’t sleep with him.”
“That’s what you think is it?”
“He didn’t strike me as the obsessive type.”
“You’re talking about the cunt who nailed Ronnie Doyle to a bar
stool by his balls, and who stood around with a grin on his face,
while Doyle was screaming like a stuck pig.”
“Jesus.”
“And there’s worse stuff I could tell you. But it’s so fucking bad it
makes me sick to my stomach, and I don’t even want to think about
it, let alone talk about it.”
“Whatever your suspicions, you’ve only got one option, you have
to go to the police.”
“We just don’t do that.”
“If you don’t do it, her parents will.”
“Let them.”
“You’re the boyfriend Jimmy, if you haven’t bothered to do it
yourself, who are they going to suspect?”
“Fuck!”
“Fuck is right. So get down there tomorrow morning, grit your
teeth, and get on with it.”
**********
At the end of the week I met Derek. It was cold and miserable, so
instead of eating pasta, we wandered down Gloucester Road until we
came to Strikes, a proper American hamburger bar. We filled
ourselves up with double bacon cheeseburgers, french fries, and
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American beer. Derek virtually emptied the relish tray, and had to
ask for more.
“It’s all taken off over Christmas Derek.”
“So tell me.”
“First a new face. A Scottish hard man by the name of Rab
Wishart is lurking about at the top, along with George and Barry.
Wishart runs the parlour from what I understand, and likes to partake
of what’s on offer.”
Derek took a mouthful of Budweiser.
“That makes sense.”
“Carol’s gone missing, and Jimmy thinks Wishart is to blame.”
“Yeah, he’s been down at the station three days running, although
he didn’t finger anyone.”
“Got any leads on that?”
“Not a thing.”
“If it gets followed up from Clapton, they can’t look too carefully
at me.”
“Don’t worry, we’ll take care of it somehow.”
“The cover story might stand up to scrutiny by George Painter,
but I wouldn’t like some over enthusiastic DI getting stuck into it.”
He nodded. We both knew the dangers.
“Ever heard of a Ronnie Doyle?”
“Yeah, used to be a bit of a face in Hackney.”
“Jimmy says he had his balls nailed to a bar stool by Wishart.”
“Jesus Christ.”
“It’s GBH if we can prove it.”
“As far as I remember Doyle is MIA.”
“Dead?”
“Just fucked off somewhere else after that I should think, but I’ll
check it out.”
There was a pause in the conversation, while I wiped the image
from my mind, and began to think about eating again.
“George Painter has a job for me by the way.”
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“What’s that then?”
“Bringing in a Czech refugee from Lille.”
“Really?”
“Yeah. What do you think that’s all about?”
“No idea.”
“I’ve got forged documents for her, which is why I have to go out
and fetch her, but I wouldn’t have thought they made much money
out of that.”
“Is she a working girl?”
“I don’t know. I kind of assumed she was, but it’s not like they’re
short of them.”
“Strange.”
“I need to talk to you about the journey.”
“What about it?”
“What if I get stopped on the French side, and they discover the
documents are false?”
“I shouldn’t think the frogs would give a fuck about false
documents. Who’d want to drown in paperwork, when the problem
is about to leave the country. I’d be more worried about coming in at
Dover.”
“But what if some arsehole decides to make a point, just because
I’m English?”
“We can get you back without any difficulty, the only risk is to
your cover.”
I hoped the bit about getting me out was true. I couldn’t see the
French being very pleased at having an undercover British
policeman working on their territory, whether we were in the
Common Market or not. I knew Unsworth wouldn’t want to tell
them, in order to keep the operation secure, and I didn’t fancy a few
weeks in a French jail while it was all sorted out.
“Anything about your alleged police corruption Frank?”
“I did ask Painter, in a roundabout sort of way.”
“And?”
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“He said the kick back covered overheads, but it also bought
protection.”
“Sounds like a bit of a con to me.”
“I don’t know. He said if I had any trouble in Clapton I should let
him know.”
“Nothing new though.”
“If it’s happening it’s going to be difficult to crack. I think Painter
likes me, so if he gives me some jobs, I might learn something. But
the trouble is they’re pretty tight with information. If you don’t need
to know something, they aren’t going to tell you, and there isn’t any
reason I can think of why they would let me in on something like
that. I can see how we might pull George and Barry and Rab, and a
lot of others in the end, but I can’t see how we get intelligence on
any pay offs. And Unsworth more or less said he won’t tackle it from
his end unless I have some hard evidence.”
Derek took a drink and considered this. He looked up at me as if
he was trying to read my thoughts.
“Would that be such a bad thing?”
“Too fucking right it would Derek. If we go to all the trouble of
cleaning up Clapton, but leave some coppers in place who are
willing to turn a blind eye, what’s going to happen? Some other
ambitious hard arse comes along, and the whole thing happens all
over again.”
“Be realistic for fuck’s sake. It always happens all over again.
You never solve a problem once and for all. But I didn’t mean that. I
meant would it be such a bad thing in terms of your career. Because
if you start picking off your allies, there isn’t a copper in the country
who will ever trust you again. No one likes being hit by friendly fire
Frank.”
It wasn’t as if I hadn’t thought about this. In fact I’d done a lot of
thinking. And one thing was certain. There was no way I was getting
into a conspiracy with Derek, to let dirty cops off the hook, in order
to make my life easier.
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“Derek, I don’t know what’s going to come out of this. I don’t
know if we can get them. I don’t know if I want to get them. I don’t
know if I can handle the repercussions if we do get them. But there’s
one thing I do know. You and I don’t get to make the decision. If
they’re careless, or if we crack it, or if someone gives them up, you
and I just have to take it on the chin.”
He looked down at the remains of his meal. Then he put the knife
and fork together and pushed the plate away.
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Jimmy and I were playing snooker, but I needed to get down to
the parlour and sort a few things out.
“How long are you going down for?”
“Not long. I just have to see George, and pick up some papers for
Lille.”
“Give me a lift then.”
“I don’t know if I should.”
“Why the fuck not?”
“You aren’t supposed to be in on this.”
“I’m not in on it. I don’t want to be in on it.”
“But if you go down with me it’s going to look like we’re
married.”
“I’m not going upstairs, I just want to talk to a couple of the
girls.”
“About Carol?”
“Yeah.”
I couldn’t really say no, even though I didn’t think it was a good
idea for him to go along, because he was still pretty upset. Natasha
and I both told him he should leave it to the police. If he found any
information which implicated Wishart he could hand it over, but we
told him he should stay out of it.
Natasha told me Carol had rejected Wishart’s advances firmly but
sympathetically, and he hadn’t seemed too worried about it. She also
said Carol hadn’t been concerned about Wishart’s behaviour towards
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her. He did try and buy sex from any of the girls who were willing,
but he didn’t take it personally if they said no. I was increasingly
inclined to believe Wishart didn’t have anything to do with Carol’s
disappearance, and Jimmy was on the wrong track.
Jimmy though was looking for any reason why she might have
left town. He couldn’t understand why she would do that without
telling him. He was also worried that her sexual rejection of him
before Christmas might somehow be linked to what had happened,
but neither Natasha nor myself could bring ourselves to explain it to
him. So he was in the dark regarding her outside clients, and what
she probably did with them.
In the car my curiosity got the better of me. For some time I’d
been wondering why Jimmy was no longer being offered jobs by the
firm, so I decided to ask.
“What did you do to piss them off Jimmy?”
“To piss who off?”
“The A team. Painter, Wishart and Barry.”
“Why? What’s been said?”
“Not much. But they obviously don’t want you working for
them.”
“Just a misunderstanding.”
I didn’t say anything. I waited for him to tell me, but he didn’t.
And I decided not to push him, so we drove along in silence for a
while. I thought we were close enough for him to explain what had
happened, but he didn’t want to talk about it, and that was that.
When we got there I went upstairs to see George, and Jimmy
disappeared through the connecting door into the massage parlour.
Barry the Bull and Rab Wishart were in the outer office, and I was
nodded through to see George. My face was obviously becoming
familiar, and no one gave me a second glance anymore. I got the
usual smile from George as I went in.
“Looking forward to your holiday?”
“I am actually.”
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“It’s not a bad number this one.”
“Pity it’s not in the summer though.”
“Don’t worry, there’ll be plenty more. You’ll get to see Paris in
the spring.”
“Really?”
“As long as you don’t fuck up.”
I laughed.
“I don’t think I’m going to do that.”
“You wouldn’t be the first.”
“Maybe you can give me a little guidance.”
I could tell this was what he wanted to do.
“Don’t get involved.”
“OK.”
“I haven’t seen the girl you’re bringing back, but by all accounts
she’s an attractive little package. She’s nothing to do with you
though. You can have your turn when we get her back here, but don’t
get personally involved.”
I nodded. I’d got the message. It was what Derek and I suspected.
I hadn’t yet worked out why they were importing Czech girls, when
they had plenty of volunteers locally, but that was certainly what
they were doing.
George opened the desk drawer and handed me an envelope. I
looked inside.
“Those are the rest of the documents. Don’t give them to her.
Keep them in your wallet, and hand them over on her behalf when
you get asked by immigration or customs or whatever. And
remember the story.”
I think I was about to get a little test on that, but suddenly we
could hear shouting and the clattering of furniture from the other
room. George was round the desk in a flash, and through the door,
with me following.
Rab Wishart was holding Jimmy up against the wall. Jimmy’s
head was level with Wishart’s head, and Wishart was eyeballing him
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from a distance of about two inches. The fact that Jimmy’s head was
at the same height as Wishart’s meant his feet were no longer on the
floor. His entire body weight was being supported by his neck,
because that’s what Wishart was holding onto. Jimmy wasn’t able to
speak because Wishart had cut off the air supply to his vocal chords,
and the blood supply to his brain. Jimmy looked across at me. He
was gurgling and gradually turning blue, but if he thought I was
going to intervene he was very much mistaken.
Wishart had a few words of advice for him.
“You little cunt. Don’t you fucking accuse me. You’d like to get
your hands on the merchandise yourself wouldn’t you? Except
you’re too fucking prissy.”
Jimmy wasn’t really in a position to answer, so I presumed it was
a rhetorical question. George was just shaking his head, and Barry
was regarding it with some amusement. No one tried to restrain
Wishart physically, but George did try to reason with him.
“Come on Rab, at least let the little shit breathe.”
No response.
“If you fucking kill him you can bury him yourself Rab. Barry
and I aren’t going to go digging up Epping fucking Forest just
because you don’t like him.”
Jimmy was now beginning to panic, and he tried to struggle free.
Wishart’s grip just got tighter.
“He fucking accused me of knocking off that bird of his.”
George looked across to Barry. Barry shook his head as if to
indicate this wasn’t true. George nodded to Barry, and very
reluctantly Barry got up off his seat and went over to Wishart.
“Come on Rab. He didn’t accuse you of anything. All he did was
ask a question.”
Barry patted him on the shoulder, very firmly. He looked him
straight in the eye.
“You’ve made your point Rab. It’s not a hanging offence. He’s
just worried about his bird.”
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Suddenly Wishart let go, and Jimmy collapsed onto the floor,
groaning and straining to breathe. Just for good measure he kicked
Jimmy hard in the ribs as he lay there, and would have done so
again, but Barry steered him away. George turned on me, and he
wasn’t very pleased.
“What the fuck is he doing here anyway?”
“He wanted to come down and see the girls.”
“I thought I told you I didn’t want him involved?”
“He isn’t involved. I just gave him a lift.”
“Well give him a fucking lift home then, and don’t bring him
back.”
**********
I went by train from Victoria, through the bleak Kent countryside,
to the passenger ferry at Dover. As with all new journeys it was
exciting, and I spent my time looking out of the window at the grey
winter scenery.
As we sailed the sun came out, and lit up the cliffs at Dover. I’d
never seen them like that before. Glowing in the warm winter sun,
with a clear blue sky behind them. It was impressive, and I wished I
had a camera with me.
Dunkirk to Lille was something of a challenge. I’d been kicked
out of French classes at the end of my third year in Grammar School,
because there was no hope of me passing the GCE. So I couldn’t
follow what anyone said to me. I could ask the odd question, but if
they queried it, or didn’t understand my accent, then I was lost. I was
always resorting to my favourite phrases. Je ne comprend pas. Parlez
vous Anglais? Surprisingly a lot of people did.
The station in Lille is right in the centre of town. When I arrived,
at about six in the evening, I was starving. Just across the road there
was an unusual looking restaurant, which had a large steam driven
engine in the window. I went in, and managed to find a waiter who
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spoke English. He found me a table in the corner. Their speciality
was a very thin Belgian pancake, which was served with a variety of
toppings. I ordered one with forest mushrooms and bacon, and had a
beer while I waited. It was one of the best things I’d ever tasted.
Beautiful, large, succulent, juicy mushrooms, full of flavour, with
tiny bits of crispy bacon sprinkled all over them, on the most delicate
pancake base. I knew I would have to go back.
Much refreshed I made my way to Rue St Jacques, which was
some way out of town. I took a taxi, because I couldn’t be bothered
to buy a map, and was delivered to the door in about fifteen minutes.
You can get quite a long way from the centre of Lille in a quarter of
an hour, particularly the way French taxi drivers do it. Having never
been in a car which was being driven on the right hand side of the
road before, I felt I was constantly in danger, and my heart was in
my mouth at every junction and roundabout.
The house was in a small courtyard. From what I could see in the
dark, it was made of stone, and hadn’t been maintained very well.
The gutters had holes in them, and the window sills were rotting. I
knocked on the door and a woman answered. She was fairly old,
short and plump, with unwashed black hair. Her clothes had seen
better days.
“I’m Frank. From Mr Painter in London.”
“Come in.”
It wasn’t a French accent. She sounded German to me.
“Did you eat?”
“Yes, down by the station.”
“Good.”
She took me into a room where a couple of middle aged men
were watching TV. They barely looked up when I came in. I sat
down, and she went through to the kitchen.
It was a dismal room. The wall paper wasn’t exactly peeling, but
it was old and dull, and the edges had lifted at every join. Although
the ceiling might once have been white, it was badly stained from
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cigarette smoke. The furniture was ancient, and the upholstery was
almost worn through. I began to wish I was somewhere else.
A couple of minutes later she came back with some coffee, which
was rich and dark, and had a distinctly bitter taste. I didn’t like it, but
I drank it anyway.
“Where’s the girl?”
“She’s sleeping.”
I was a bit stuck for conversation, but the others were more
interested in watching TV anyway. The programmes were in French,
so I sat there for a while, without understanding a single word.
Eventually I got my book out, and read for the rest of the evening.
My expectations of enjoying a little French culture had evaporated.
Some time later I asked to use the toilet, and discovered it was
just a hole in the floor, with two little platforms on either side for
your feet. The whole trip was going from bad to worse, and I made
up my mind that I wouldn’t be doing it again.
The two men left the room late in the evening, after a brief
conversation with the woman, in a language which I couldn’t
identify. When she finally decided to go upstairs to bed , she told me
to make myself comfortable on the sofa, but didn’t offer me any
sheets, blankets or pillows. I used a cushion for my head, and pulled
my coat over me, but it wasn’t possible to get a good night’s sleep no
matter how much I tried. I was cold and uncomfortable.
The next morning she gave me a bowl of steaming hot chocolate.
The other men got the same. They held the bowl to their lips with
both hands, tilting it slightly, allowing them to drink from the rim. I
copied them, burning my fingers a little in the process. Once I’d
finished I was impatient to leave.
“Where’s the girl?”
“Give me the money.”
George had told me not to part with the cash until I’d seen the
girl. And since none of them looked particularly trustworthy, I could
understand his inclination not to get stiffed at the last moment.
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I smiled.
“You have to introduce me to the girl first.”
We went up the stairs, and along the landing, to a closed door at
the back of the house. She took a key from her apron pocket and
unlocked the door. In the room was a bed and a chair. In the bed was
a girl of about seventeen, with blonde hair, and streaky make up. She
was half asleep, but opened her eyes to look at me.
The old woman turned to me.
“You want to stay with her?”
“No.”
“Suit yourself.”
“Does she speak English?”
“Not much.”
“Tell her to get herself up, and get ready to leave.”
She spoke to the girl in a guttural eastern european language. The
girl nodded, and we left the room. The woman locked the door
behind her. I handed over the envelope containing the cash, which
she immediately tore open. As we went down the stairs she counted
the money. I was behind her, so I didn’t have a good view, but I
thought I caught a glimpse of a hundred dollar bill. If the envelope
was full of hundred dollar bills, she was certainly being paid very
well for her work.
I sat around waiting for nearly an hour. When the woman brought
the girl downstairs, a transformation had taken place. She was
smartly dressed, her make-up was fresh, her hair was neatly tied
back, and she looked very presentable. All she had in the way of
luggage was a small canvass shoulder bag. I looked over to the old
woman.
“Can you call a taxi?”
“We don’t want taxi’s round here.”
“Why not?”
She nodded towards the girl, and I got the point. They didn’t want
to arouse any suspicion about what they were doing.
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“There’s a bus from the end of the road.”
And that was it. We were more or less bundled out of the door.
Suddenly I was walking along the pavement, with a strange girl, in a
country where I hardly spoke the language.
“What’s your name?”
“Irena.”
“Do you speak English?”
“Some.”
“French?”
“Petit.”
“I have a feeling that however much French you speak, it’s
probably more than I do.”
She looked puzzled.
When we came to the main road I asked if she knew how to get
into town, but she didn’t know, or maybe didn’t understand the
question. I looked at the bus timetables on both sides of the road, and
found Gare du Nord was the last stop on the city centre route. Which
bus we had to catch still wasn’t quite clear to me, so I stopped the
first bus and spoke to the driver.
“Gare du Nord?”
“Oui.”
“Deux?”
“Huit francs.”
I gave him a ten, and the machine delivered two tickets, and some
change.
“Merci.”
We had nearly two hours to kill before the train to Dunkirk, so I
took her into the restaurant where I’d eaten the day before. She
looked at the menu, but didn’t seem to know what she wanted, so I
decided to order for her. I found the English speaking waiter, and got
him to bring us two beers and a couple of the savoury pancakes.
While we were waiting I went to find the toilets, and to my great
relief, the fittings were of the normal porcelain variety.
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As I came back into the restaurant I could see our table. The beers
were sitting there, but she wasn’t. My heart sank, and I began to feel
very stupid. Maybe the bedroom door had been locked for a reason.
But it didn’t quite make sense. No one had said I was guarding her.
And anyway it wouldn’t have been possible to get her from Lille to
London without leaving her at some point. As far as I knew she was
travelling of her own free will, and I was simply providing an escape
route to England.
I sat down and looked around me. She had drunk some of her
beer, and her bag was still on the seat. Someone moved behind me. It
was her. She just slid into her chair, and took another sip of beer as if
nothing had happened. When the pancakes arrived she ate with great
relish, and so did I. I hadn’t eaten properly since the previous day,
and I suspected she hadn’t had a good meal for much longer.
The train journey to Dunkirk was tedious in the extreme. She had
too little English for me to really hold a conversation with her. We
did try and talk, and I found out a few small details, but not much. It
was hard going. When the nuances of a language aren’t understood,
communication becomes very basic indeed.
She came from Karlovy Vary, a spa town in Czechoslovakia, near
the German border. Unlike some eastern european countries the
border wasn’t guarded particularly well, and you could pay people to
get you out, but once you came out, you couldn’t go back. Work in
the countryside was hard and badly paid, so she wanted to go to
London. That may seem like a reasonable amount of information,
but it took two hours, and part of it at least came from suggestions of
mine which she simply agreed with. As a policeman I knew that if
you asked a leading question you couldn’t always rely on the answer.
Getting out of France was easy. Derek was right. They really
didn’t care who left the country. We were waved through to
embarkation with barely a glance at our paperwork. It was almost as
if they were pleased to see us go.
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The ferry was virtually empty, as you might expect on a weekday,
in the middle of winter. Consequently there were no queues at Dover
passport control. At immigration we went through the aliens section.
I showed them her documents, and told them the story concocted by
George. She was a German student, who was a friend of the family,
and she was going to be an au-pair for my mother. The fact that the
long summer holiday was months away didn’t seem to concern
anyone. I don’t know if they believed it, or if they just weren’t
bothered, but the forged papers appeared to be in order, and we were
cleared in about ten minutes. Customs was the only hitch. We were
young, so they decided to check our bags. After a few minutes
looking through our meagre possessions, they decided we really
didn’t have anything to declare after all.
I was glad to be back on home soil. We both went to sleep on the
train to Victoria, and then I got a cab back to Stoke Newington.
When we got to the parlour I took her round the back, and in through
the tradesmen’s entrance. We were walking down the hall, when
Wishart came out of the door to the massage parlour. He looked her
up and down, and winked at me.
It was then that she asked the question. Had she asked it before
we got inside, I might have been able to do something. I can’t say
whether things would have turned out differently, but it would have
set alarm bells ringing in my head, and I certainly would have put in
a call to Unsworth to ask for advice.
We were just about to follow Wishart up the stairs, when she
turned round to face me.
“This is the hairdressing salon, yes?”
That was the first time I heard Wishart laugh.
**********
I related all this to Derek when we met the following Friday, but
he didn’t really want to be bothered with it. He had broken a tooth,
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and was off to the dentist in the afternoon. We did eat, because
nothing at all could ever stop Derek from eating, but he wasn’t keen
to do any work. He thought pasta would be kinder to his tooth than a
hamburger or a fry up, so we were in Da Mario's again. But he
discovered the carbonarra sauce found its way painfully into the gap,
and when he was in pain he was irritable.
“Come on Derek, we have to discuss this.”
“Fucked if I care just at the moment.”
“We have to do something about the Czech girl.”
“Like what?”
“Get her out of there.”
“And how the fuck are we meant to do that?”
“Put some uniforms in and search the place. It’s an illegal brothel
for fuck’s sake, they’ve got to expect to be raided once in a while.”
“If we go steaming in now, and pull her out, they’ll know
something’s up. You wouldn’t have to be Einstein to figure out
someone’s talked. And if they start to think that, who are they going
to suspect? Who’s the new boy Frank?”
“I brought her into the country Derek. I feel responsible.”
“She paid to get out of Czechoslovakia illegally, she paid to have
the documents forged, she paid to get into the UK illegally. Every
step of the way she broke the law. She’s the one who’s responsible
for what happens to her Frank, not you. And we aren’t going to fuck
up a well planned and expensive operation to save some fucking
Czechoslovakian juvenile delinquent from the consequences of her
own actions.”
“You couldn’t be more wrong Derek. She’s the victim here. I’d
put money on it.”
“The bottom line though... you don’t even know where she is. She
could be anywhere by now. So we couldn’t mount a raid, even if we
wanted to.”
He eat some more pasta, and grimaced as the pain from his tooth
kicked in. I felt just a little hint of satisfaction.
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Once I thought he’d cooled down I asked about the other thing
that was worrying me.
“Any leads on Carol?”
“I don’t think it’s getting much attention.”
“Surely someone’s chasing the customers she had outside the
parlour?”
“It’s a missing tart enquiry. Do you have any idea how difficult
that is? No one wants to admit they knew her, so we aren’t going to
get anywhere.”
“It’s my best friend’s girlfriend.”
“Don’t go fucking native on us Frank.”
I gave a long and exasperated sigh.
“I didn’t mean it that way Derek. In my undercover role he’s my
best friend, and while he’s worried, he’s not much use to me. If we
can find out what’s happened to her I might be able to get him back
on track.”
But it was a rationalisation, and I knew it.
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Natasha rang me, which was unusual. Normally it was up to me
to phone her. She wanted me to go across for dinner at hers. We
hadn’t seen one another for a couple of weeks. Apart from the
unexpected trip to Deal, we hadn’t been out together since before
Christmas. It was already late in the afternoon, so I just had time for
a bath and a change of clothes before going round.
Her flat was all burning candles and incense sticks. The table was
laid, and there was the unmistakable smell of lamb roasting in the
oven. She gave me a long kiss before I’d even got my coat off. All
this was unexpected, because she was always keen to remind me we
weren’t a couple. She was never particularly romantic. But that night
things looked as if they were going to be different.
We went through into the lounge, and she poured me a glass of
wine.
“You heard about Jimmy and Wishart then?”
“Yeah.”
“He thought I should have dragged Wishart off him.”
“That’s not a job for one person Frank.”
“Exactly. The only way I’d want to tackle Wishart would be with
a shotgun.”
“You know I still think Jimmy’s on the wrong track.”
“Probably.”
“Wishart doesn’t kidnap girls, he doesn’t have to.”
“What do the other girls think?”
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“In our line of work people often move on. That’s just the way it
is. Most of them think she probably did well to get out.”
“I keep wondering why she didn’t mention anything to you.”
“We were friends, but we weren’t that close. There were
definitely things going on in her life that she didn’t tell me about.”
It was too early to eat, so we just sat around talking and drinking
the wine. The room was warm, the lights were low, the wine was
smooth, and I began to relax a little. The conversation was good, and
Natasha became mellow. There was one of those little pauses.
Nothing was said for a minute, and I could tell there was something
she wanted to ask.
“How come you like to dress as a girl Frank?”
“I told you, it’s just a sexual thing Nat.”
“Yeah, but where does it come from?”
“I don’t know. All I can say is I’ve always known I wanted to do
it.”
“When’s the earliest time you remember?”
“Actually doing it?”
“No, just thinking about it?”
“When I was four maybe. Before I went to school anyway.”
“My God that’s amazing. What started it off I wonder?”
“I can’t say for sure, but I have this early memory of going to the
pantomime. And of course the principal boy was a girl, and the dame
was a man. I mean I’d already thought about dressing up before, but
that made me even more curious about it. Made me want to actually
do it, to see what it would be like.”
I felt very comfortable with Natasha, as she sat beside me on the
sofa, one hand lazily caressing the inside of my thigh.
“Anyway, my dad died when I was about twelve, and after that I
was often alone in the house while my mum was out working. So I
experimented. She was young to be a widow, and she was quite a
snappy dresser, so there were always lots of nice things to try on.”
Natasha sat up a bit, and turned towards me.
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“Would you dress like that all the time if you could?”
“No, it’s just a sexual thing. When I get dressed up it turns me
on.”
“And you don’t fancy men?”
“Not at all.”
“Do you ever dress up to have sex with girls then?”
“No.”
“Why?”
“I never tell anyone, because I think it’ll put them off.”
“I’m the first person you’ve told?”
“Yes.”
“It isn’t that weird you know.”
“Most people would think it is.”
“You’d be surprised. A lot of men who come into the parlour want
that. It’s more common than you might think.”
Suddenly the door bell rang. Natasha got up and went to answer
the door. The hinges creaked slightly as she opened it, and I could
hear Sue’s voice in the hall. I couldn’t quite work out what was
going on, because up to that point it had looked as if I was going to
have a romantic night in with Nat.
Sue came through to the sitting room, and took her coat off. She
was wearing her microscopically short skirt, and a silk blouse you
could almost see through. No bra as far as I could tell. She had a
little carrier bag with her. Natasha gave her a long kiss on the lips,
the way lovers do. As they hugged, Sue let her hand slide down
Nat’s back, and gave her bottom a squeeze.
When she broke away, Sue handed me the carrier bag.
“That’s part of your Christmas present.”
“Really?”
“I’ve been shopping. I’ve got you some really pretty undies, and I
think we can squeeze you into one of Nat’s dresses.”
I was suddenly stunned into silence. Over the previous week or
so, I hadn’t been sure whether the Christmas present which Natasha
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had promised me was likely to happen or not. I thought she might
have forgotten about it. Certainly I’d expected some warning. But it
looked as if it was happening there and then, and I wasn’t prepared
for it, and didn’t know how to react.
Natasha smiled.
“Don’t look so glum. I thought you really wanted to do this?”
“It’s just a bit of a shock that’s all.”
“Well come through to the bedroom with me, and we’ll have a
look and see what Sue’s bought you. Then we’ll get you dressed up,
and have a girl’s night in.”
Sue winked at me, and my face went red and hot. They both
laughed, and gave one another a knowing look.
Nat and I went through to the bedroom, while Sue poured a glass
of wine, and made herself comfortable in the lounge. I put the little
carrier bag on the bed. Natasha went over to the wardrobe and
rummaged through her dresses.
“What waist size are you?”
“Twenty eight.”
“I think we’ll need one with an elastic waist.”
She pulled out a powder blue dress, with a few flowers on the
front, and a high waist. It was fairly short, light and silky to the
touch, probably made out of some kind of viscose material. The kind
of thing they never made after the end of the seventies.
“Do you like this one?”
“Very nice.”
She put it on the bed.
“Open the carrier, and let’s see what we’ve got.”
I took out the packages and put them on the bed. There was a
matching set of bra and panties. Light blue nylon, almost
transparent, with lace edging, and little flowery panels. There was a
matching suspender belt, and some cream stockings. Natasha pulled
a couple of wigs down from the shelf, and took some shoes out of a
cupboard.
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“Take all your clothes off and put them in the wardrobe, and I’ll
see what I can do.”
It was a very strange sensation. I’d slept with her quite a few
times in the previous four months, and there was no reason to be shy,
but this felt very different.
“You don’t have much body hair do you?”
“Never have had.”
“I think we might make quite a good girl out of you yet.”
She helped me on with the bra, and padded it out with a couple of
silk scarves. Then she fastened the suspender belt round my waist. It
was pleasantly tight. I unrolled the stockings up my legs, and felt the
smoothness of them. When the suspenders were attached they pulled
pleasingly at the belt. There was a tension there which mirrored how
I felt. She handed me the panties.
“Have you got a bit of a stiffy already?”
“A bit.”
“It’s going to be a very long night for you then.”
I stepped into the panties and pulled them up. I felt the coolness
of the nylon as it covered my balls, and tightly trapped my cock. In a
few moments my cock was hard, and pressing against the fabric.
Natasha put her hand out to touch my panties, gently running her
fingers over the outline of my cock, behind the silky smooth nylon.
“I’m going to enjoy playing with that later on.”
Everything was nylon in those days. I don’t think I would ever
have been interested in sex if they hadn’t invented nylon. Just the
sound of the word could make my cock stir.
In an instant her hand was gone. She gave me the dress. I slipped
into it easily, and she zipped me up. That was when I had the first
feeling of vulnerability. Next came the wig. First she tried a blonde
one, but decided it didn’t suit me, and opted for the brunette instead.
The blonde wig made me look too pale apparently. She found me a
pair of high heels with gold straps. They were sandals really, and it
was tricky to walk in them. The feeling of vulnerability increased.
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Next she sat me in front of the mirror and began to do my make up.
It took forever, but gradually my appearance began to change. She
was turning me into someone else.
“OK, stand up.”
“How do I look?”
“Let’s ask Sue.”
“Oh God.”
“Come on.”
She took my hand and I walked unsteadily towards the door. I felt
embarrassed, being dressed up as a girl, and then shown to another
girl for my appearance to be judged. I had butterflies in my stomach,
but it was a real thrill. I felt my pulse quicken as the door opened.
Sue turned to look at me, as I walked in.
“Mm, very nice.”
“Don’t you think she looks cute?”
“I do. I like boys who like to be girls.”
“What shall we call her?”
“I think it should be a really girlie name.”
“Penny, Lizzie, Wendy?”
“Wendy is perfect. I think she looks just like a Wendy.”
Natasha went through to the kitchen. Sue sat down on the sofa.
“Come over here Wendy. Don’t I get to see the present I bought
for you?”
“What?”
“I seem to remember I bought you some panties for Christmas.”
“Yes.”
“I’d like to see what they look like on.”
“Here?”
“Yes, here.”
I hesitated.
“Just lift up your dress and show them to me. Girls do that kind of
thing all the time, and we’re all girls together now.”
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I gingerly lifted my dress, so she could see the back of my
panties.
“And the front.”
I couldn’t believe I was doing this in front of Sue, who I fancied
almost as much as Natasha. In fact I couldn’t believe she’d bought
underwear for me in the first place, let alone that I was dressed in it,
and being asked to show it to her. Slowly I lifted the front of my
dress. My cock was harder than ever, and straining against the thin
fabric. Natasha came back into the room.
“You aren’t teasing Wendy already are you?”
“Just looking to see if my present is a good fit.”
“And?”
“Perfect. I can’t wait to tease her a little more though.”
“Well come and have something to eat first.”
It was the longest meal of my life. They sat and talked to me as if
I was one of the girls, which wasn’t quite my thing, but it certainly
added to the sense of expectation.
After we’d finished the meal, the wine, and the coffee, it was Sue
that led me through to the bedroom. Natasha followed, but it was
Sue that gave me instructions.
“Unbutton my blouse.”
My fingers trembled as I undid the buttons. My hands were so
near her breasts, and just brushed against them in the process. She
slipped her blouse off, and I saw her breasts for the first time. Small
and pert, with erect nipples.
“Unzip my skirt.”
The zip was at the side. I fumbled with it for a moment, but then
managed it, and she let the skirt drop to the floor and stepped out of
it. She was wearing exactly the same blue panties that she’d bought
for me. She stood beside me, lifted my dress up, and turned to
Natasha.
“See, a matching pair.”
Natasha smiled.
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“So, what should we do with Wendy?”
“Have you got a chair Nat?”
“Of course.”
“One of those kitchen chairs would be best.”
Natasha went out to get one. When she brought it back into the
bedroom Sue told me to sit on it. She whispered to Natasha. They
each took a scarf from the drawer, and tied my wrists to the sides of
the chair. It was only for fun, so I let them get on with it. A minute or
so later I realised both wrists had been gripped very tightly by the
scarves, and they were tying off the knots in quite an expert manner.
It occurred to me they might have had some previous experience of
that sort of thing. One thing was for sure, I wasn’t going to be able to
get my hands free. Sue went and rummaged in the drawer a little
more. Out came a couple more scarves. She tied a scarf round my
ankle, and then threaded it through one of the supporting bars on the
chair. When she tightened it my foot was lifted off the floor behind
me. In another moment the same thing happened to my other ankle.
By then I really did feel vulnerable, tied to a chair with both feet off
the floor.
“Doesn’t she look so helpless sitting there?”
“We could do anything to her.”
Natasha went round behind me, and reached round with both
hands to squeeze my fake breasts. She squeezed really hard, and got
some of me as well, just so I should get the idea.
“She’ll have to rely on us for everything.”
“I know. She can’t even play with herself.”
“I don’t like to see girls playing with themselves.”
“Really?”
“Most undignified.”
“If she was a real girl I’d get her tits out.”
“Why don’t you lift her dress up, and tuck it into the waist band
so we can see if she’s still enjoying herself.”

147

Natasha tucked the dress up as Sue had suggested, and began to
play with my cock. Sue sat on the bed, and watched. She glanced
down occasionally, but mostly she was looking me straight in the eye
and smiling. It’s difficult to describe how I felt. I was certainly at
their mercy, and I thought Sue rather than Natasha was determined to
take advantage of it. There was a certain embarrassment at being in
that position, in front of two girls, one of whom I didn’t know very
well at all. And it was a little too obvious that I was enjoying it.
“Don’t make her come Nat.”
“Why not?”
“I think she should have to sit there and watch while we have
some fun, and she doesn’t.”
Natasha went to pull my dress back down again.
“Leave her dress up Nat.”
“Really?”
“Then we’ll be able to see how much she likes it.”
Sue began to undress Natasha. Her dress fell to the floor,
revealing her beautiful rounded breasts. She pulled Natasha’s little
pink panties down, and moved her over to the bed. I got my first
sense that in the relationship between them it was Sue who liked to
be in control. She kissed Nat, and sat her on the bed facing me. Her
fingers worked their way round from massaging Natasha’s back,
until she was squeezing her breasts quite hard in a rhythmic motion,
which made Nat breathe deeply.
One hand went down to Natasha’s clit. Instead of making little
circles the way I normally did, Sue’s finger flicked up and down
lightly, just on one side, and got a much better reaction. Nat pushed
herself back against Sue, and pressed her head into Sue’s neck. Sue
gripped her firmly round the waist with one arm, and put her mouth
to Natasha’s neck, and the fingers which had been rubbing her clit
started to move deep inside her.
I was desperate to get off my chair, but there was nothing I could
do. Another girl was making my girlfriend come. I just had to get my
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cock inside her, but it was impossible. I wanted to come, but I
couldn’t. I was unable to get my hands to my own cock. The best I
could do, with the limited movement available to me was to rub my
cock up and down against the inside of my panties, but the nylon
was too light and thin to do anything more than increase my
excitement slightly.
Sue turned Nat around, and went down on her. I couldn’t see
much of what Sue was doing. Nat was looking at me, upside down
from the bed, and she was playing with her own breasts, while Sue
worked away between her legs. This was the worst kind of
psychological torture. My face and hands and cock were burning. I
had to come, needed to come, but couldn’t come. That didn’t stop
Natasha though, she came and came and came, and eventually Sue’s
face emerged from between Nat’s thighs. She had a big smile on her
face.
“How did you enjoy that?”
She wasn’t talking to Natasha. She was talking to me. She looked
at my red face, and looked at the outline of my cock, straining at my
panties, and she began to laugh.
“See, you shouldn’t let girls tie you up. They might not always be
nice to you.”
I was almost shaking in my chair, with the utter frustration of it
all. Sue disentangled herself from Natasha, and came over to me.
“Maybe I should finish you off before you spontaneously
combust.”
She reached down and gave my cock a little rub. It was the first
time she’d touched me sexually, and a little thrill went through me,
both at her touch, and the knowledge that I was tied up and couldn’t
touch her. Natasha stirred on the bed, and sat up. She grabbed her
kimono from the wardrobe, and went out of the door, giving me a
little smile as she departed. I couldn’t believe she was leaving me
and Sue alone. Sue’s hand lingered for a little while on my cock.
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“I could finish you off, or I could just leave you to think about me
doing that. What do you think Wendy? Not that it’s your choice of
course. I mean you don’t actually have a say in it do you? You are
completely at our mercy, and I really, really like that. Only Nat and I
will decide when you come, or even if you come. Maybe you should
have some time to think about that.”
Suddenly her hand was gone. She straightened my dress, and
picked up her clothes from the floor, before turning the light off as
she went out of the room, closing the door firmly behind her. They
just left me there in the dark to think about what might or might not
happen. I could hear them talking in the other room, but I couldn’t
make out what they were saying. I heard the kettle boiling, and then
I heard the TV being switched on. It was unbelievable, but they were
watching TV, while I was left tied up in the dark, waiting for them to
come back.
And I waited and waited. I don’t know how much time passed,
but it felt like an age. Gradually my cock became soft, and I thought
I was losing interest in the game. But whether I’d lost interest or not,
I just had to stay there.
Whatever they were watching on TV must have finished, because
it suddenly became quiet. I heard the kettle again, as they no doubt
made some more coffee. Then there was the sound of soft music in
the background. Just above it I could hear their voices, but I was still
unable to make out the words. They laughed and giggled
occasionally. It sounded as if they had completely forgotten about
me.
I nearly went to sleep. But eventually I heard footsteps. The click
of high heels in the hall. A few whispers, and a little giggling. My
cock began to harden again. Maybe they were coming back. Slowly
the door opened, and then suddenly the light came on. Having been
in the dark for so long it seemed very bright and I screwed up my
eyes. Natasha and Sue came through the door. Sue had her clothes
on, but Natasha was still wearing her kimono.
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Sue lifted my dress up, and looked underneath.
“God, have you been hard like that all the time?”
“Most of the time.”
“I bet you have fun with her Nat.”
Natasha smiled. She untied her kimono, and flicked the sides
back. Underneath she was naked. Sue gently ran her fingers up and
down the length of my cock, before pulling the waistband of the
panties down, and slipping it underneath my balls. My cock was free
at last. Natasha came across to me, and knelt down between my legs.
“I think it’s time for me to give her a little reward, for being a
very patient girl.”
She took my cock in her mouth. Gently sucking, and moving her
lips up and down the shaft. Running her tongue around the tip.
Sometimes gripping gently with her teeth. I got harder and harder,
and closer and closer to coming. I closed my eyes. A minute or two
later I was aware of her mouth planting little kisses along the length
of my body, until she started to bite my neck. She then lowered
herself onto my cock, taking me deep inside her. Moving up and
down, slowly at first, but gradually picking up the rhythm of the
little thrusts I was able to make. My hands were still tied to the chair,
so I couldn’t touch her, but I could feel the cool touch of her kimono
on my stockings, as she moved up and down, up and down.
I opened my eyes and Sue was sitting on the bed, looking straight
at me and smiling. It was a knowing smile. She was enjoying it. It
was as if she knew I wanted to fuck her too, but couldn’t, and she
took pleasure in that. I was aware of being part of a psychological
game. The ultimate cock tease. Or was it just my imagination?
Natasha suddenly picked up the tempo. By this time I was
breathing quite hard, despite the fact that I didn’t have much to do.
Just before I came there were a rush of sensations. The weight of her
thighs on mine, the pressure of her real breasts on my fake ones, the
sharpness of her nails digging into my shoulders, the taste of her hair
in my mouth. Suddenly I was holding my breath... And then the
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release, exhaling and exploding inside her at the same time. At that
very moment Sue winked at me from the bed. Unfinished business.
**********
I eventually left Natasha’s at about nine in the morning, and
almost as soon as I got back to my flat the phone rang. It was George
Painter, who had called for two reasons. First he said he wanted me
to do another job, and secondly he said he had a present for me. We
arranged to meet in the early evening.
I got to the parlour at about seven, and went straight up the stairs
to the office. I didn’t know if Natasha or Sue would be working, but
I didn’t want to meet either of them. There was a little fear at the
back of my mind. Girls talk more about sex than men do, and I
couldn’t help wondering if my secret was out.
Only Barry the Bull was in residence upstairs. He was reading the
paper, and looked up as I came in. I’d never had much to do with
Barry, but nevertheless he nodded to me in greeting, before going
back to the girl on page three. I knocked on the office door, and
George invited me in. The problem with Jimmy wasn’t quite
forgotten.
“I hope you didn’t bring that little cunt with you?”
“I haven’t seen him since I dropped him off at casualty.”
“What was he doing there?”
“He thought Rab had broken his ribs.”
“Serves him right.”
“Yeah I know, but it wasn’t exactly a fair fight.”
Painter grinned.
“The best fights never are.”
He reached into the drawer, took out an envelope, and put it on
the desk. It was a fat one, and foolscap size at that. If it was money
that was in it, then there was a lot of it.
“Have you got an attaché case?”
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“No.”
“Well get one.”
“OK.”
“I’ve got a pick up for you, and I don’t want you using a fucking
carrier bag.”
“Where am I going?”
“Your part of the world.”
“Norfolk?”
“A little village on the coast. Sea Palling.”
“I know it.”
“Good. It’s a straight forward pick up. Give them the cash and
bring back the packages.”
I was able to make a good guess that it was a drugs run, and
coincidentally it tied in with something I was aware of. Drugs were
being brought across from the continent in small boats. When they
got close to the shore, they ran the gear up onto the beach using
inflatables. If you do it at night, the chances of success are good. The
Norfolk police and the coast guard had been tipped off, but they’d
never managed to catch them at it.
I knew DCI Bradley would be very pleased if we cracked that
case on the back of Unsworth’s operation. I couldn’t believe my
luck. And yet there was a kind of inevitability about it. Although
they were bringing drugs into a little village on the Norfolk coast,
they weren’t selling them to the holidaymakers. It was a dead cert
they were ending up in London. I wondered if the connection
between Bradley and Unsworth extended beyond their time in army
intelligence.
“It’s on for Wednesday.”
“Fine with me.”
“Oh, and don’t take that fucking Morris Minor.”
“Why?”
“You can’t represent us while you’re driving that.”
“Why not?”

153

“Just get a decent motor for fuck’s sake.”
“I’m happy with what I’ve got.’
“Frank, if you want to drive around doing jobs for us, change it!”
I held my hands up and surrendered. Clearly I had to try and fit in
with their corporate image. He pushed the envelope across the desk
towards me. I picked it up, but I had nowhere to put it. There was no
way it would fit into any of my pockets. I gave the envelope back to
him.
“I tell you what, I’ll come back tomorrow with a case and pick it
up then.”
The envelope went back in the drawer. He came round from
behind the desk, and went through to the outer office with me.
“Now it’s time for you to have a little reward for the Lille job.
You’ve probably been waiting for this.”
I was genuinely puzzled. He went across to Barry, and flicked the
newspaper.
“Barry, you want to take him round the corner?”
Barry didn’t look too enthusiastic, but he put the paper down,
slipped his jacket on, and took me out the back way. I followed as he
walked a couple of doors down, to a fairly run down terraced house.
We went in through the back kitchen. There was a man I’d never
seen before watching a tiny black and white TV, which was perched
on the draining board. The picture wasn’t very good. He looked up
as Barry came in, but didn’t say anything.
Barry led the way upstairs, and unlocked one of the bedroom
doors. He stood aside to let me in, and handed me the key.
“There you go. Lock up and bring the key back to the parlour
when you’ve finished.”
Irena was on the bed, wearing a baby doll nightie, and nothing
else. She had a bruise underneath her right eye, red marks on her
arms, and more bruises on both legs. When the door opened she
pushed herself up into the corner, turned her head away, and began
to cry. She was so utterly different from the girl I had travelled to
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London with only a few days before, that it was difficult to believe I
was looking at the same person.
“What the fuck have you done to her?”
Barry looked at me as if I was stupid.
“We’re breaking her in.”
“What?”
“George thought you might like to have a turn.”
“Have a turn?”
“To do what you want with her, before we sell her on.”
I pushed past Barry, got out into the fresh air, and went straight
back to the parlour. George was in the office when I barged in
without knocking.
“For fuck’s sake George, what have you done to her?”
“She has to be shown what’s what Frank, and she wasn’t very cooperative.”
I sat down in the chair, and took a few deep breaths.
“You’d better explain this to me George, because I don’t
understand any of it.”
“What is there to explain for fuck’s sake?”
“I thought I was going to France to bring in a new girl for you, on
false papers.”
“And?”
“It looks like she’s being forced into it.”
“And?”
“I thought she was doing it because she wanted to, like Sue and
Nat and Carol and the other girls. I didn’t think you were going to
rape her and beat the crap out of her.”
George leaned back in the chair.
“Frank, I have to tell you, you must be pretty fucking naive.”
“Why don’t you tell me exactly how naive then?”
“We aren’t nice people Frank. We’re involved in prostitution,
extortion, pornography, drugs, protection... I mean what did you
think was going on?”
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I shook my head. I wasn’t as wet behind the ears as he thought,
but I’d been pretty stupid about this particular job.
“So what’s the situation? Are you putting her to work in the
parlour?”
“Am I fuck. That’s not prostitution Frank. Use your head. It’s a
high street operation. There’s a neon sign outside. There’s nothing
hard core about it.”
It made sense, and tied in with what I’d heard from the girls.
What happened at the other end of the scale I couldn’t imagine.
Actually I could imagine, but I didn’t want to think about it.
“You’ve got somewhere else for her to work?”
“If I wanted to, but I’m going to sell her on.”
“You bought her?”
“Of course.”
“How does that work?”
“She wanted to leave Czechoslovakia, so some Germans got her
across the border and sold her to Heike, the Austrian woman you met
in Lille. Then I bought her from Heike, and you fetched her across.
She didn’t know she’d been bought until she got here. Now we’re
breaking her. You can’t break them until they’re in the country where
they’re going to work. Otherwise you’d never get them through
immigration.”
That accounted for the locked room in Lille, and the large amount
of money in the envelope. The woman was protecting her
investment. She wasn’t being paid for her services, the money I gave
her was the purchase price of a human being. It was just that Irena
didn’t know, and neither did I.
“So who will you sell her to?”
“A friend of mine.”
“In London?”
“She’s going up north, when I think she’s ready.”
He got up, and walked round the desk. Clearly he wanted me to
go.
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“You might as well fuck her Frank. Everybody else has. And I
think psychologically it would be good for her if you did it too. She
likes you, so it would be useful if she discovered there was no one
she could trust.”
I thought I might need to get access to her, so I didn’t want to
burn my bridges. And I also wanted Painter to think that, after the
initial shock of discovering what was going on, I might still be
prepared to go along with it. The crucial thing was that I needed him
to trust me for the rest of the operation.
“I’ll think about it George.”
“Barry’s got the key if you want it.”
“OK.”
“And if you do it Frank... be brutal.”
**********
The first thing I did when I got out was to ring Unsworth’s
emergency phone number. It was about eight by then, and they
couldn’t contact him immediately. Finally it was Derek who got
back to me. Luckily he was in a better mood than he had been when
I last met him. The dentist must have done a good job.
“Derek, you know that girl I brought over?”
“Yeah.”
“They’re holding her in a house a couple of doors down from the
parlour, and they’ve raped and beaten her. She’s in a bad way, and
we’ve got to get her out.”
There was a pause.
“You’ve seen her?”
“An hour ago.”
“It’s a tricky one Frank.”
“What’s tricky about it?”
“If we go charging in an hour after you come out, what’s it going
to look like?”
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“What are you saying?”
“I’m saying we’ll blow the operation, because they’ll think you
tipped us off.”
“I’m not the only one who’s seen her. They’ve all been involved
in this.”
“Even if they don’t think it’s you, they’ll have to know it’s a tip
off.”
“And?”
“Suspicion will fall on everyone, including you.”
“So what do we do then?”
“We knew something like this might come up didn’t we, and we
always said we wouldn’t risk the whole operation unless it was a
member of the public that was in danger.”
I couldn’t believe he was saying this. But then I’d seen her and he
hadn’t.
“Derek, listen to me. She thought she was coming over here for a
job as a hairdresser. She may technically be guilty of some sort of
immigration offence, but she isn’t one of them. They bought her.
They are going to break her, by raping her, and kicking her, and
punching her, and when they’ve broken her they are going to sell her
into prostitution. As far as I’m concerned she is a member of the
public, who has been inadvertently caught up in this, and I helped to
get her into that position, so now I’m going to get her out, with or
without your help.”
I heard him take a deep breath.
“Don’t go ballistic on me Frank.”
“Stop telling me what to do Derek. I’m in this and you’re not, so
either do something, or get me Unsworth on the line, or I swear to
you I’ll deal with it myself.”
He decided the best option was for me to speak to Unsworth. In
fact that was really the only option. Neither Derek nor myself had
the authority to do something which would end the operation
prematurely, unless it was unavoidable. Unsworth was the one who
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would have to take the decision. I gave Derek all the details, the
address, the location of the room where she was held, the presence
of a man in the kitchen, everything I could think of, and then he rang
off so he could brief Unsworth.
It took ages for Derek to find him. During that time I paced up
and down in the flat, waiting for the call. I began to wonder if I was
reading the situation properly. Derek didn’t seem to think it was as
urgent as I did, while to me it seemed clear cut, which made me
doubt my own judgement. It did occur to me that if we succeeded,
she might give us the evidence we needed to put everyone away for
a long time. I thought she might be just the break we were looking
for.
Finally the phone rang. Unsworth sounded serious.
“Frank. I’m with you on this.”
“Thank God.”
“But I want to save the operation as well, if we can.”
“Fine.”
“I’m having an anonymous 999 call made in about an hour, to say
screaming has been heard coming from the house. Some uniforms
will go in shortly after that. I’m assuming she will be able to lead us
back to the parlour, and then Derek will take in a plain clothes team,
maybe half an hour later. I want you back at the parlour when that
happens. You’ll be arrested the same as everyone else, and we’ll let
them see Derek take you to an interview room. Whatever the
evidence, I’m going to bail them, but when we question them we’ll
let them know in a subtle way that a member of the public saw or
heard something untoward. That way we’ll avoid them looking for a
mole, and then we might pick up some more evidence, before we
wind up your end.”
I was grateful he was doing something, but I didn’t see the need
to continue with my operation. If her evidence panned out they could
all go away for a long time. Rape, GBH, and kidnapping were
serious offences.
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“How much more evidence do you need?”
“I want to prove conspiracy, and I want to prove they’re an
organised criminal gang, operating in several different areas. I want
to show they were infiltrated, and all their activities were made
vulnerable because of that. Then it will make everyone else think
twice before organising and operating on that scale.”
Unsworth’s ambitions had grown since we started. Originally I
think he would have been happy with any kind of a result. But once
he knew what they were up to, he wanted to get them for everything.
I did as I was told and went back to the parlour. The only pretext I
could think of was that I wanted to see Natasha. Luckily it turned out
she wasn’t there, and neither was Sue. I went up the stairs and asked
Barry when they were back on shift. He was surly after the incident
with Irena, and told me I’d have to ask Wishart. But no one seemed
to know where Wishart had gone, or when he would be back. That
wasn’t the end of the conversation though. Barry was upset that I’d
turned down their hospitality, and he couldn’t let it go.
“What the fuck’s wrong with you Frank?”
“Meaning?”
“You get offered a free fuck, and you don’t take it.”
“What’s it to you?”
“You’re not queer are you?”
“You know I’m not queer Barry, so stop taking the piss.”
“Well what’s your problem then?”
“Did you see the state of her?”
“So?”
“She looked as if she’d gone ten rounds with Rab.”
Barry smiled.
“She had.”
“Well I like girls to look, I don’t know, attractive.”
“How come you’re so fussy?”
“Must have been something that happened in my childhood.”
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“Now me, I don’t give a fuck. If it’s warm and wet I’ll stick my
dick in it.”
“Don’t get me wrong Barry, I’m not being critical here, but there
are a couple of things which are important to me when it comes to
fucking. A couple of standards I’m keen to keep up. I want to
actually fancy the bird, and she has to fancy me.”
He looked genuinely surprised.
“What about when you pay for it then?”
“I don’t pay for it.”
“You don’t pay for it?”
“No.”
“You’re actually telling me that you’ve never paid for it?”
“Never.”
“What do you do when you’re in between birds?”
“You’re an intelligent bloke Barry, I’m sure you can work it out.”
He laughed and laughed.
“I always knew you was a wanker. I said that to George when you
first come in. No offence mind. You turned out better than I expected
though.”
This was me and Barry bonding. George heard the laughter and
came out of the back office to see what was going on. He seemed
pleased that Barry and I were getting on so well. I asked if he’d seen
Natasha, but he hadn’t, and he didn’t know where Wishart was
either.
We sat around talking for ages, but there was no raid. Derek
didn’t turn up. After a couple of hours I decided he definitely wasn’t
coming. By this time I’d drunk several cups of coffee, and a couple
of cans of lager, and discussed various aspects of my personal life
with George and Barry. In return they had revealed to me many of
their attitudes towards women. By the time I left I knew the different
ways you should treat your wife, your girlfriend, your bit on the side,
and any working girl you saw regularly. I couldn’t think when the
information would ever come in useful, but I said yes and no in the
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right places, and they seemed to think we were all getting on well
together.
As soon as I got out of there, I went to the nearest phone box and
rang Derek. I thought it was just as well to ring him from somewhere
nearby in case the raid was just delayed. After a couple of rings he
answered.
“What happened?”
“She wasn’t there.”
“But she was there at seven this evening.”
“Well she wasn’t there when the uniforms went in.”
“What the fuck’s going on?”
“I don’t know. There was no one there. The place was empty.”
“It doesn’t make sense.”
“Maybe they moved her already.”
“No Derek. It’s what we talked about before.”
“What?”
“They’re paying off coppers in Clapton nick, and someone’s
tipped them off.”
“They can’t have been tipped off. Not the way this was done. We
just had a couple of uniforms responding to a 999 call.”
I couldn’t work it out. It might have been a coincidence that they
moved her before the uniforms got there, but I wasn’t convinced.
George had definitely given me the impression she was going to be
there for a while.
“I’m going home Derek. I’m too pissed off to even think about
this now.”
“Unsworth says, if you can find out where they’ve taken her we
can set the same thing up again.”
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I picked up an attaché case from Ridley Road market, and then
went to Kennings on Mile End Road, where I hired a TR7. By
today’s standards it wasn’t great, but back in 1975 it could turn
heads. It looked like a sleek and fast sports car, but in reality it was a
reasonably comfortable two seater with a hard top.
The next thing was to find Jimmy. I checked a few of the usual
haunts, before I eventually found him playing snooker by himself, at
the club on Lower Clapton Road. He was bending over the table
very gingerly, and screwing his face up as he did so. As I went over
he looked up at me, but he didn’t say anything. He turned his head
back to the table, as if I wasn’t there, and played the shot. Then he
slowly straightened up.
“Hey, Jimmy. Do you still love me or what?”
“Where the fuck have you been?”
“You know where I’ve been.”
“It doesn’t take a week to go to France and back man.”
“Yeah, well...”
“And I’ve been in hospital while they waited for the internal
bleeding to stop, and had my fucking ribs bandaged because that
bastard Wishart broke two of them, and you didn’t come and see me
once. I mean what the fuck’s going on?”
He opened his shirt to show me the bandages. I could see his
point of view. We were supposed to be friends, and it looked as if I’d
deserted him.
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“Jimmy, I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”
“You didn’t bother to find out.”
“I would have, but the French trip... it turned into a fucking
nightmare. Then they gave me another job. And that’s what I’ve
come to see you about.”
There was still a sullen look on his face, but he definitely perked
up at the mention of a job.
“What’s going on then?”
“How would you like a two day all expenses paid trip to
Norfolk?”
“It’s a pick up then.”
“Got it in one.”
“And what do you want me to do?”
“Come along for the ride, and when it goes down, watch my
back.”
He didn’t look convinced.
“Norfolk in winter?”
“It’ll be fine. I know the place.”
“Doesn’t sound like a lot of fun.”
“I’ll give you twenty-five per cent of the net profits.”
“Which is how much exactly?”
“Don’t know yet, there’s expenses to come out of it, but you
know I won’t stiff you.”
“Maybe.”
“I would give you more, but George says I’ve got to get a new
motor if I’m working for him.”
He smiled at this, because he hadn’t wanted me to get the Morris
Minor in the first place.
“And we’ll be travelling in style Jimmy. Come and look at this.”
I nodded towards the door, and started walking. After a second or
two Jimmy followed. When we got outside I pointed to the TR7.
“Jesus, did you buy that?”
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“You are joking I presume. Where do you think I’d get that kind
of money?”
“I thought you might have pulled a big job.”
“I wish.”
“Is it nicked?”
“No, it’s hired.”
“OK, you’re on then.”
I was pleased he agreed to do it. We needed to have a serious talk,
and a couple of days in Norfolk would give me some time to soften
him up.
“I’ll pick you up in the morning. Around ten.”
“What are you doing now?”
“I’m over to the parlour, to get the cash off George.”
“I’ll come with you.”
“No, you won’t. You’d do well to keep away. And another thing,
don’t mention to anyone that I’m taking you on this job, or we’ll
never get another one.”
He looked a little taken aback. But I couldn’t have him messing
things up by getting me a bad reputation.
“Just remember, you’re persona non grata with them, at least for
the time being.”
“Whatever the fuck that means.”
“Jimmy, I’m not kidding, don’t go round there.”
He went away shaking his head, but at least he’d got the message.
I went to the parlour in the early evening, parked the Triumph at
the front, and went round to the back door. Just as I was walking
down the corridor, Sue appeared at the bottom of the stairs, making
her way back to the massage parlour, after having been up in the
office. She gave me that knowing smile, and I could feel my face
reddening again, as she whispered in my ear.
“Wendy, just the person I wanted to see.”
“Why?”
“We need to have a little chat. But not here.”
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That suited me. There was no way I wanted to talk to her within
earshot of the office. She opened the door to the massage parlour,
and winked at me.
“Wait here.”
A moment or two later she was back, with one of the massage
parlour’s business cards. As she handed it to me, she turned it over,
and I could see she had written her number on the back.
“Phone me.”
“I will, but I’m off on a job for a couple of days.”
“As soon as you get back then.”
“OK.”
She went back to the parlour, and I climbed the stairs to the
office. As I made my way to the back I passed Wishart, who was
sitting in one of the chairs reading a newspaper. He looked up as I
went through, but didn’t say anything. He was the one person I
wasn’t really on good terms with, and after the problem with Jimmy
I didn’t think the situation was likely to change. I can’t say it worried
me, because in the long term, I didn’t think it would make any
difference.
The office door was ajar. I pushed it a little further open. George
was on the phone, but he signalled for me to go in. I sat down, and
waited for him to finish.
“Come for the envelope?”
“Yeah.”
He took it out of the drawer and pushed it across the desk. I put
the attaché case on the desk, opened it, put the envelope inside,
closed it, and rotated the combination locks.
“Very flash.”
“Thanks.”
“How much did that cost you?”
“Don’t ask.”
“And did you get a new motor?”
“I hired one.”
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“What did you get?”
“Take a look outside.”
He spun the chair round, and looked out of the window.
“The TR7?”
“Yeah.”
“Not bad. Did they give you AA membership?”
“It’s all included.”
“Just as well, because from what I hear about Triumphs, you
might need it.”
When he turned round I could see he had a smile on his face. He
went back to the desk, and handed me the details, neatly written out
on a sheet of paper. I didn’t know the address, but Sea Palling was a
small place, so I knew I could find it easily enough. There was
nothing to worry about.
“When are you setting off?”
“Middle of the morning tomorrow. Try and miss the rush hour.”
“So you’ll be back in the evening?”
“I thought I might stay over, and come back the next day.”
“See you on Thursday then.”
“One thing though George. What’s the situation with Irena? I was
going to ask Barry if I could get the key, but he’s not about.”
“You’re too late. She’s gone.”
“Shit!”
“Don’t worry Frank. There’s plenty more where that came from.”
All the way home in the car I was brooding over the problem of
Irena. But my options were almost non-existent. I couldn’t ask
questions, and no one ever talked about business, except to those
directly concerned. I was shut out, and yet I felt I had to do
something. I felt responsible.
What the episode did for me, was to change my attitude to George
and Barry and Rab. I had regarded them as bigger, older, and better
organised versions of Jimmy. But I didn’t think that way any longer.
Jimmy was scuffling around on the fringes, trying to make a living.
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What he did was illegal, and he knew it, but he wouldn’t be willing
to hurt someone in order to make money.
**********
The sun was out and the Suffolk countryside looked great. Jimmy
moved uncomfortably in the seat, as we drove up the A11,
sometimes holding the seat belt away from his ribs. There was no
motorway in those days, you had to go straight through Newmarket
and Thetford, and a dozen or so other small places on the way. It
broke up the journey, and stopped it from being monotonous.
Originally I’d thought taking him with me would be a good idea,
because if there was any trouble, it was better to have some back up.
But he was certainly in some pain, and I wasn’t sure how much help
he would be.
Once we got into Norfolk, I left the main road, and found a pub.
By then it was lunchtime, so it gave us a chance to have something
to eat. Jimmy went for the scampi and chips, but I decided to try the
game pie.
“You know what they do with pheasants before they cook them
don’t you?”
“I was brought up in Norfolk Jimmy.”
“It’s disgusting.”
“No it isn’t.”
“They just let them rot. You’ll be lucky not to find maggots in it.”
“It’ll be fine.”
And it was. I had a great home-made pie, with a golden crust, and
a plate of fresh vegetables. While Jimmy had some sad looking
bread crumbed prawns, and a few chips. I gave him a taste of mine,
but he said he didn’t like it. I waited until the food was out of the
way, before starting on the serious stuff.
“I need to talk to you about something Jimmy. But you have to
promise me you won’t mention it to anyone else.”
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“OK.”
“I really mean it.”
“I said, OK.”
“How much do you know about the Lille job?”
“Just what you told me. Getting some bird in on false papers.”
“Ever known them do that before?”
“Who have you been talking to Frank?”
“No one, why?”
“Well I don’t want to talk about it.”
“About what? All I asked was if you’d ever known them import
girls from Europe?”
Jimmy sipped his coffee, and thought about whether he was going
to answer.
“What’s the problem Jimmy?”
There was a long pause. He sat there and shook his head. I kept
my mouth shut. There was no point in pushing it.
“It’s a long story Frank.”
“We aren’t in a rush.”
“I did one of those pick-ups last year.”
“From Lille?”
“Yeah. Some woman there that Painter deals with, Heike I think.”
“Same one I saw.”
“And I’m not the only one who’s done it. He gets girls from there
regularly.”
“How often?”
“Three maybe four times a year.”
“Do they ever end up working in the parlour?”
“Not as far as I know.”
“So where do they go?”
“The rumour is Glasgow, but who knows?”
“Some kind of Wishart connection?”
“I don’t know.”
“So what happened when you did it?”
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“I was in Tommy Nicholls place, must have been spring last year.
Tommy comes through and asks if any of us speak French. I say I
was pretty good at it in school, and he says there might be a job for
me. So I go over to the parlour, and there’s this big interview with
George Painter. Tommy vouches for me, because I’d done the odd
job for him, and suddenly it’s all on. Of course I’m keen to do it,
because it’s a step up. I’m in with the A-team, and it’s a lot more
money than usual, and I get to go to France.
“I pick up the girl, Christiana, no trouble, and she’s cute, maybe
about eighteen, and we chat away in French on the way back, and
she teaches me lots of new words that I didn’t know before. She
wasn’t actually French, I think she was Hungarian or something, but
she spoke French pretty well. And we had a good time. Stopped in a
couple of places to eat, had a drink on the ferry. At the time I didn’t
know what was what, I just assumed she was going to be working in
the parlour, and I was looking forward to her being around.
“Anyway we get back to the parlour, and Wishart is there. He tells
me she’s staying round the corner, and she should drop her bags off.
He looks around for Barry or George, but they aren’t about, so he
tells me to go with him. All three of us troop round the corner, and
Wishart opens the house up, and shows her to a room upstairs. She
goes to put her bags in this room which has a bed in the corner, and
fuck all else in it, and the paper’s peeling off the walls, and there’s a
bare light bulb hanging from the centre of the ceiling. What she can
have thought about that fuck knows, but she doesn’t turn a hair.
“Now Wishart can see that I’m pretty friendly with her, and that
she seems to like me, and he’s got this evil fucking smile on his face.
And when she goes in the room, he whispers in my ear to ask if I’d
like to fuck her, and stupidly I say of course I would, not thinking
anything about it. Next thing I know Wishart says he’ll hold her
arms, while I get on with it. Even then I thought he was joking
around, but he goes in and tries to kiss her, and he grabs her arse and
she struggles, and I’m telling him to stop, and all of a sudden it’s a
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fucking nightmare. I tried to pull him off her, but you know what a
big fucker he is, and he’s just telling me not to worry, he’ll let me
have my turn first, because you can’t put a panel pin where a nail has
been, and I don’t have a fucking clue what to do about it.
“The next thing I know he’s ripping her dress off, so to get his
attention I go for his balls, and squeeze hard. Most people would just
double up, but not Wishart, he leaves go of her, grabs both of my
fucking ears, and gives me a Glasgow kiss right on the nut. I black
out, and when I come round, I find I’ve been dragged out on the
landing, and Wishart is locking the bedroom door. He leans down
into my face and tells me it doesn’t matter whether I fuck her or not,
because he certainly will.
“So I say I’m having nothing to do with it, and I get the fuck out
of there. When I talked to Tommy later he explains that they get
these girls, who want to get out of the commie countries, and bring
them over. Once they’re out, they can’t go back. Then they get
shipped off to some dive up north, and they’re here illegally, so what
can they do? They’re like fucking rats in a trap.”
I didn’t say anything. I didn’t know what to say. It was Jimmy
who spoke first.
“Same thing happen to you?”
“Not exactly.”
“But you found out what was going on?”
“Yeah. Why didn’t you tell me before I went?”
“Nothing to do with me Frank. If you want to stay in one piece
you don’t talk about business, particularly not about Wishart’s
business.”
“Jimmy, I have to ask you this...”
“What?”
“I can understand why you don’t like Wishart, but what
specifically makes you think he had something to do with Carol’s
disappearance?”
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“It’s just a gut feeling man. You see what he does, and you
wouldn’t put anything past him.”
“Because I talked to Natasha, and she thinks you’re on the wrong
track.”
“Yeah, well, she doesn’t see even half of what goes on.”
“So you think he abducted her?”
“No idea.”
“You think she’s still alive?”
“I want to think that, but it’s weird you know. Not a word, to me
or anyone else.”
“What do the police say?”
“She’s a working girl, they don’t give a fuck.”
“Really?”
“There’s this one bastard down there, more or less said tarts go
missing all the time, and they’re not interested. Told me they knew
who I was, and unless I wanted to be pulled myself, I should fuck off
and stop bugging them about it.”
We were back on the road by three. I didn’t want to drive through
Great Yarmouth, because I wasn’t supposed to be there, and I
couldn’t afford to be seen by anyone I knew. So from Norwich I
went across to the coast on the back roads. The countryside was
beautiful, even in winter. There weren't any leaves on the trees, and
the landscape was a little bleak, but that sense of openness you get in
Norfolk, from the flat fields stretching into the distance, and the big
skies, made me wish I was still living there.
When we got to Sea Palling it was late afternoon. I followed the
directions George had given me, leaving the centre of the village,
and following the road down to the beach. The sea isn’t visible from
the main road, just sand dunes extending for miles in both directions.
Jimmy wanted to look at the waves crashing on the shore, so I
drove down to the lifeboat station, and we climbed up the dunes.
When you stand at the top, and look down the coast, you can see the
immensity of the north sea on one side, towering over the low lying
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flat lands on the other, protected only by the thin line of the sand
dunes receding in the distance. Every bit of land you can see is
below sea level. It isn’t hard to imagine what might happen with a
spring tide, and a north atlantic gale, pushing water down from the
north. If the dunes gave way the water would race inland for miles,
killing hundreds of people, and flooding millions of acres of land.
Disaster on a grand scale.
We stood there, as the wind whipped sand up into our faces, with
the sun low in the west, and considered the individual disasters that
had befallen two women we’d known only briefly. And we also
wondered where Carol was, and we asked ourselves what we might
do about any of it.
I told Jimmy about 1953, the last time the sea had broken
through, thinking I was probably telling him something he didn’t
know. But I was wrong.
“I’ve often wondered what it was like up here. My mum’s best
friend used to live on Canvey Island, and the water came in down
there as well. The neighbours said she went up on the roof, but they
never found her, or the baby. I don’t think my mum ever really got
over it.”
We drove down a tiny road, barely the width of a car, which
meandered north from the chapel through the marram grass. After
half a mile or so we came to a long line of thirty or more timber
bungalows nestled into the back of the dunes. There was nothing
uniform about them. They were of many different shapes and sizes,
painted in bright colours, sitting in little plots of land, all with neatly
mown front lawns. Because it was winter they were largely
uninhabited. But there was one in the distance, with windows
glowing in the dusk.
I drove along slowly, with Jimmy checking the names as we went.
We were looking for one called ‘Sun Kissed’. As we came up to the
bungalow with the lights on Jimmy pointed to the sign, and I could
see we were in the right place. But something made me drive on. It
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was something I’d seen, or rather something I could barely see, but it
looked out of place.
Up ahead was a small passing place cut into the bank, and there
was a car parked in it. I could just make out the silhouette of a man
sitting in the front passenger seat. The car had no lights on, and it
was in the perfect position to see the bungalow. As we got close I
flicked the headlights of the Triumph onto full beam, and the man
sitting in the car was suddenly lit up, as if he was in a theatre
spotlight. In the instant before his hand reached his eyes I recognised
him. It was Jonno. Detective Sergeant John Johnson, from Great
Yarmouth CID. My mind raced, as Jimmy began to get agitated in
the passenger seat.
“What the fuck Frank, that was it, you just passed it.”
“I know, I know, just shut up and let me think.”
“About what for fuck’s sake?”
“The man in the car Jimmy.”
“What?”
“Didn’t you see him?”
“Yeah, of course I did, but what about him?”
“Don’t you think that’s a little strange?”
Jimmy paused for a moment. He wasn’t sure. When he thought
about it, he decided he did think there was something odd about it.
The road wandered around for miles, but there was no way I was
going to turn round and go past that car again, so we just had to
carry on. First the road passed through Eccles, which didn’t even
have a single shop, and eventually came out in Lessingham, where I
finally stopped. I couldn’t decide how much I should tell Jimmy, but
then I thought it wouldn’t do any harm to the cover story if I told
him the truth.
“OK Jimmy, this is the thing. I think I recognise the man in the
car.”
“Jesus.”
“And it’s a copper.”
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“Fucking hell Frank, you think we’re being set up?”
“Not ‘us’ Jimmy.”
“What?”
“No one knows you’re on this job, remember?”
There was a momentary look of relief on his face.
“Well thanks Jimmy, I’m glad you’re pleased it’s just me that’s in
the shit.”
He laughed at this, and then doubled up, when the pain from his
ribs kicked in.
**********
The following morning I woke up in a nice big double bed in the
Seadell Guest House, a few miles up the coast in Bacton. I got out of
bed, got dressed, and went down the corridor to wake Jimmy. I could
hear people downstairs, and I could smell bacon frying. The other
guests, who were long stay visitors working in the oil and gas
industry, were up early, because they had to go to work. Jimmy and
I, typically for freelance criminals, were up late. But before I started
my day’s work I had a couple of phone calls to make.
I had tried to get some answers the previous night, but without
much success. Unsworth had been impossible to get hold of, and
George Painter needed some time to chase his contacts. So I left
Jimmy to sort himself out, and went down to the village phone box
to make the call.
I dialled the number, and Unsworth answered.
“This is becoming a habit Frank.”
“What is?”
“Phoning me up on this line.”
“Can’t be helped I’m afraid.”
“Derek tells me you almost met an old friend.”
“DS Johnson, from Yarmouth, waiting for me by the side of the
road.”
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“Well I’m going to be of no help to you I’m afraid.”
“I thought you might be able to check out the situation with
Bradley.”
“I could, but I’m not going to.”
“What if there’s a conflict of interest?”
“Even if there is, Bradley could hardly call them off to let you
make a pick up could he? Anyway, I don’t want you near the place if
it’s under surveillance. Make sure Johnson doesn’t see you, because
that could blow us out of the water. Just tell Painter you can’t operate
under the nose of a copper who might know you. Remind him you
had some trouble down here, and see what else he can arrange.”
So that was it. Unsworth wasn’t going to help me out. I was going
to go back to London empty handed, unless George Painter could
sort something out from his end.
Jimmy and I had breakfast. The works. Bacon, egg, sausages,
fried bread, beans, toast, marmalade, and two big steaming mugs of
tea. It was the kind of meal to set you up for the day. I didn’t think I
would need to eat anything more until supper. We didn’t hurry. There
was no point in ringing Painter much before eleven, and in any case
I thought it best to wait until the coast was clear before making the
call. I didn’t think I could be bothered to go down to the call box
again, so I planned to use the pay phone in the hall.
When I finally got hold of him I found Painter was in a better
mood than he had been the previous evening, when I’d had to tell
him the exchange hadn’t taken place.
“It’s a good job you were on the ball Frank.”
“I know, we could have been in the shit.”
“They didn’t even know they were being watched.”
“How can they not have seen a man sitting outside in a car?”
“We’re dealing with a bunch of fucking amateurs.”
“Any idea what’s going on?”
“I’ve checked with our friends in Clapton nick, and they don’t
know anything.”
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“Which means it must be the Norfolk police onto them at this
end.”
“Looks that way.”
“So what’s the solution?”
“Eccles church at two o’clock.”
“I know it.”
“What’s it like?”
“Should be OK. It’s in the open, so anyone watching can’t hide
themselves.”
“They say you should park at North Gap, and walk down to
Eccles church like you live round there. Stick the money in a carrier
bag. There’ll be a woman waiting inside, saying a prayer in one of
the side aisles. Swap the bags, and then get your arse back here.”
Jimmy and I had some time to kill, so we took a walk into the
village, and I bought an ordnance survey map from the post office.
We then drove down to Lessingham, because it was a good starting
point. The run into Eccles from there would keep us well clear of the
bungalow. This seemed like a sensible precaution, because I couldn’t
risk driving past a stake out in daylight, in case I was recognised by
Jonno or anyone else I knew.
All the earlier preparations were useless. I didn’t need the attaché
case, and the expensive car I’d hired was going to be parked three
quarters of a mile away, so no one was going to see that either. So
much for making an impression on the suppliers.
I bought some things we didn’t really need, from a small shop in
Lessingham, in order to get a carrier bag with a local retailer’s name
on it. We had a drink in the pub, and looked at the route from North
Gap to Eccles church on the map. Finally we drove down to North
Gap and parked up amongst some houses, where we wouldn’t be
noticed. Then I told Jimmy what I had in mind.
“I’ll give you half the wedge from George if you do the pick up.”
“Why?”
“I can’t take the risk.”
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“So it doesn’t matter if I get nicked?”
“No one’s going to get nicked. If you see anyone other than the
girl, walk away.”
“Why can’t you do it then?”
“If I have to walk away it’ll mean I’ve been clocked by the old
bill, and they already know who I am. If you walk away, they don’t
know who you are, or even if you’re involved, so if they don’t see
you do anything, there’s nothing they can do. All you’ll have on you
will be cash, and that’s not illegal.”
He didn’t look convinced, but he was reluctant to turn down what
for him was a very good pay day. Eventually he bargained, and I
ended up giving him sixty per-cent of my end.
We waited until about twenty to two, then I transferred the money
from the attaché case to the carrier bag, and sent him on his way. I
thought that gave him enough time to walk down there, but wouldn’t
leave him hanging around at the church waiting for something to
happen. There was nothing I could do but stay in the car. Luckily,
unlike my Morris Minor, it had a radio, so I listened to Radio Three
for a while. All being well, I knew he should be back in about forty
minutes. When the time ran on past two-thirty, and there was still no
sign of him, I started to become anxious. My eyes were scanning the
horizon, looking for any sign of Jimmy on his way back. I could see
the church tower in the distance, but the hedges prevented me from
getting a good view of the road, or the footpath which ran across to
the back of the church.
By quarter to three I was beginning to get worried. I locked the
car, and began walking down the road towards the start of the
footpath. From there I thought I would have a good view across the
fields to the church, and some chance of seeing whether Jimmy was
on his way back.
If it had all gone wrong I was in serious trouble. George Painter
didn’t even know Jimmy was on the job. If he was arrested with
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George’s money on him, my burgeoning career as a criminal was
over.
Finally I reached the start of the footpath, but there was no sign of
Jimmy. At the back of the church yard there was a stone wall, and
although it was a long way away, I thought I could see a head poking
up above it. I sat down behind the hedge, to make sure no one could
see me.
After five minutes I looked again. This time there was a figure in
the distance walking towards me, with something hanging down by
his side. As he gradually got closer I could see that it was Jimmy,
bag in hand. When he saw me he began to shake his head. By the
time he reached me I could see he wasn’t very pleased.
“Are they all fucking turnips out here?”
“What happened Jimmy?”
“Don’t ever give me another job like that again.”
“Just tell me what happened.”
“When I got there the fucking church was locked.”
“Locked?”
“Can you believe it?”
“Sorry Jimmy, I knew they weren’t on the ball but...”
“Those stupid fuckers arranged a meet inside a locked fucking
church.”
“So what did you do?”
“I’m just left standing there with God knows how many grand in
a carrier bag.”
“You should have come straight back.”
“Maybe, but I hid down the side, and waited until I heard
footsteps. And then I heard someone try the church door, and this
girl’s voice said, ‘Fuck,’ and I went round the corner and said, ‘Fuck
is right, now get round here and sort this out.’ So we’re there in the
church yard Frank, and she wants to count the money. Can you
fucking believe it? She wants to count the money, in the fucking
church yard, right out in the open, with the fucking wind blowing.
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Anyone could have driven by and seen us, but she wants to count the
fucking money. If you did that in London they’d cut your balls off.
I’m trying to be polite, but fuck me Frank, all I want to do is get out
of there, but short of me giving her a slap, there’s no way I’m getting
my hands on the gear until she’s counted fuck knows how many
bank notes.”
There was more, much more, and he didn’t stop until we were
halfway back to London. But we did have the gear, and we were on
our way home, and we hadn’t been nicked. So I counted that a
success, even though I was never going to hear the last of it.
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The first thing I did when I got back was to phone Sue. I dialled
the number, and a few moments later she picked up the phone.
“Yes.”
“Sue?”
“Is that you Wendy?”
“You’re going to have to stop calling me that.”
“Really?”
“Particularly in front of other people.”
“What’s the matter sweetie, don’t you like it?”
“It’s indiscreet.”
She laughed.
“I think I get to do what I want, and you get to do what you’re
told.”
“What makes you think that?”
“Because if you’re not good, I can be positively evil.”
“This isn’t a game I want to play Sue.”
“I think you do, Wendy.”
“Well, I don’t think so...”
“You seem to forget that it was only last week I saw you dressed
up in a cute little dress, with rather a large bulge in your knickers. So
I think you do want to play. Anyway, I’ll tell you what I have in
mind, and then you can decide.”
My cock was already starting to get hard.
“Are you listening Wendy?”
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“Yes.”
“Well I’ve got a perfect opportunity for you to dress up, how does
that sound?”
“I don’t know.”
“I have a girlfriend who’s coming round for a drink on Thursday,
and we have a little something we’d like to try out. What do you
think?”
I wanted to, but I knew I shouldn’t.
“I’m not sure...”
“My flat, eight o’clock on Thursday if you want to come. And if
you do come, don’t forget to bring those pretty undies I bought you
for Christmas, because you’ll be needing them.”
The call hadn’t quite gone according to plan. She had thrown up a
whole new set of possibilities which were both dangerous and
exciting. I knew I would hardly be able to think about anything else
for the next few days, but there were other things I had to get on
with. I couldn’t spend all my time thinking about my increasingly
strange sex life.
**********
Unsworth was keen to meet with me. This was one of the few
times when he instigated a meeting. I could sense something was
going on, because mostly he left Derek to handle it. We met in Da
Mario’s. It was a good meal as usual, but we didn’t really get down
to business until we were on the cappuccinos.
“First things first. I don’t want you doing any more jobs in
Norfolk.”
“It won’t happen.”
“Why’s that?’
“George was really pissed off with the suppliers.”
“I can imagine.”
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“He says he isn’t going to get nicked just because they can’t sort
out their end.”
“Although funnily enough, he is going to get nicked.”
I laughed.
“Didn’t seem like a good idea to mention that though.”
“And it might be sooner rather than later Frank.”
“I wondered if you were thinking about that.”
“This operation is coming to a close.”
“How much longer do you want to run it?”
“It’s not so much how long, it’s a question of how much more
information we need.”
“OK.”
“From reading Derek’s reports I would say you can give evidence
which will put most of them away for a long time, but there are a
few gaps, and I want to go through them with you.”
He got some notes out of his briefcase, and we made a space on
the table.
“Big fish first. Painter’s in the frame for so much it’s hard to
know where to start. Immigration offences, kidnapping, drug
running, conspiracy, all of which you can put your name to. Barry’s
up for rape, kidnapping, GBH, conspiracy. Charlie and that fence
you met are up for handling stolen goods, and conspiracy again. And
of course when we carry out the raids we’ll find more. But I’ve got a
couple of problems, because knowing what they do, and having the
evidence, are two different things.”
I’d known this was coming, and I’d worked some of it out for
myself.
“The two difficult areas are Wishart, and Jimmy. We know what
Wishart is up to, but so far, except for the assault on Jimmy, you
haven’t actually caught him at it. We know he runs the parlour, but to
prove it some of the girls would have to give evidence, and they
might not be inclined to do that. We might pick up something from
George or Barry during questioning, but these are professional

183

criminals, so it’s unlikely. They aren’t obliged to say anything, and
mostly they don’t.
“There’s always the possibility they keep books, in which case we
might be able to tie Wishart in financially, but I would dearly love to
have him for something where you can put your hand on the bible
and say you saw it with your own eyes. What do you think are the
chances of that?”
This was a tricky one.
“The problem is, Wishart doesn’t like me.”
“And that can’t be fixed?”
“It might get better. George likes me, and Barry’s coming round.”
“What’s your best guess?”
“I think he goes his own way. He isn’t going to be influenced by
them. I don’t think he’s going to be giving me any jobs in the
immediate future.”
“Nevertheless, I’d like you to see what you can come up with.”
Unsworth took a sip from his coffee.
“What do you think are the chances of turning your mate
Jimmy?”
“None whatsoever I would have thought.”
“Why?”
“A spell inside would fuck up his life much less than being a
grass.”
“His life’s fucked up anyway.”
“Because?”
“He introduced you to everyone. He brought you inside. Every
single person who goes down as a result of this operation will have
him to thank. He might as well take a deal, turn Queen’s evidence,
and have his sentence reduced, because whatever happens he can’t
go back to Hackney.”
Unsworth was right. From the moment Jimmy met me and
offered to fence the jewellery, every little step of the way, he was
hammering the nails in his own coffin. He would lose everything.

184

And the person he thought of as his best friend was going to betray
him. It was all over. He just didn’t know it yet.
I didn’t like the idea of Jimmy in a prison cell. He would hate it.
But Unsworth did have a way out.
“The thing is, if he turned Queen’s evidence, we would have a
witness who could link Wishart to the first girl, what’s her name...
Christiana?”
“You might be onto something.”
“Why?”
“He hates Wishart for doing that.”
“Had a soft spot for her did he?”
“It’s not just that. He’s strictly small time. He wouldn’t hurt
anyone on principle.”
Unsworth nodded. He probably wasn’t sure about it himself, but
he was willing to take my word for it.
“Anything else Frank?”
“Yeah. I’m still worried about a connection between Painter and
one or more officers in Clapton. When I had the little problem in
Norfolk, Painter was able to confirm that it must have been a
Norfolk police operation. In fact he actually said he had checked
with, ‘our friends in Clapton nick.’ So I was wondering if you could
follow it up.”
“Not at the moment.”
“Why?”
“Let’s say you’re right. If I try to tackle it now, we could blow
your end.”
“So what happens?”
“Either you get some more evidence, by which I mean names, or
we try and mop it up when I pull you out.”
He began to put the papers away in his brief case. The meeting
was at an end. He clicked the lock shut, put the case down, and
leaned forward on the table.
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“Right Frank, go after Wishart, and see if you can get me
something that will stick.”
**********
Thursday at eight I was outside Sue’s flat. I rang the bell and
waited. After a moment I could hear the unmistakable sound of high
heels inside. She opened the door and smiled. She was wearing a
slinky black dress, quite short, and a tight fit.
“Wendy, how nice to see you. I thought you might come.”
We walked down the hall. I was going to go through to the
lounge, but she pointed me in the direction of the bedroom.
“Where’s your friend?”
“She’ll be here later.”
“And what was it you had in mind?”
“First I think we should get you dressed up.”
She went over to a bag on the bed, and unzipped it.
“Look what I’ve got for you.”
Out came a satin French maid’s outfit, in black with white lace
edging. There was a matching apron and cap.
“One of the girls had this at the parlour, so I borrowed it. I
thought it might be fun to have you as my maid for the evening, then
you can serve us drinks, and actually be useful.”
I wasn’t sure about it. I had no idea who her friend was, so I
didn’t know if I felt comfortable with the idea or not. A lot of the
time whether you want to do something depends entirely on who you
are going to do it with. I hesitated, but Sue was insistent.
“Come on Wendy, you know you want to.”
“What’s going on here Sue? Why do you want to do this?”
“Because it turns me on. Now dress up for me there’s a good
girl.”
“But what’s the deal with your friend?”
“I thought you liked to be dressed up in front of other girls?”
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“I do, but I don’t know her.”
“Doesn’t that make it more exciting?”
“Maybe, but did you tell her what to expect?”
“Believe me she knows why she’s coming round darling.”
Despite my reservations I couldn’t say no. My sexual
predilections were pushing me in the wrong direction. I knew
something about it wasn’t quite right, but I didn’t know what.
“Why don’t you dress up and come through when you’re ready?”
She closed the door behind her, and left me to get on with it. I put
on the underwear she gave me for Christmas, pulled on my
stockings, and then slipped into the one size fits all maid’s dress.
There was no wig this time, but with the cap on I didn’t really need
one. And she’d left some shoes, which I just about squeezed into. I
tied the apron round my waist, and then took a look at myself in the
mirror. I was still obviously a man wearing women’s clothes, but the
effect wasn’t too bad.
As I thought about going through to her, my heart began to beat
faster. I smoothed my dress down, and opened the door to the hall.
As I took my first tentative steps out of the bedroom, my heels began
to click on the tiled floor. I could feel my cock beginning to get hard.
When I got to the lounge, I stopped and knocked on the door.
“Come in.”
I opened the door and stepped through. Sue was reading. She
looked up as I came in.
“Very nice. Come over here.”
I went across and stood in front of her. She didn’t get up, but she
looked me up and down, and made me turn round.
“Do you know your dress is so short that I can see your panties?”
“Yes.”
“Yes what?”
“Yes madam.”
“I don’t really like madam, call me ‘miss’.”
“Yes miss.”
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“Anyway, do you like the fact that I can see up your dress?”
“Yes miss.”
“I bet you do.”
She walked to the middle of the room, and beckoned me across. It
was an attic conversion, and a metal supporting pole ran from floor
to ceiling almost in the centre. She took a pair of hand-cuffs from the
top of the bookcase.
“Stand with your back against the pole, and put your hands
behind your back.”
I did as I was told. She bent down slightly, and put the handcuffs
on, squeezing the two halves together, until they were just a little too
tight for comfort, and much too tight for me to get out of them. Once
they were on I had relative freedom of movement, but I couldn’t
actually go more than about a foot in any direction, because the pole
was between my arms and my back. She walked round in front of
me. In her hand she had a small rubber ball, with a narrow strap
through it. The buckle on the end of the strap had a padlock attached
to it.
“Now when Felicity comes, I have a few things to discuss with
her, and we aren’t interested in what you have to say. So just lean
your head forward, and open your mouth.”
I did as she requested, and she pushed the rubber ball between my
teeth. It wasn’t unpleasant, and my lips rested comfortably on the
rubber. She took the straps round to the back of my neck, and fiddled
with the buckle for a moment. Then she pulled it tight, and I heard
the padlock click shut. The straps were now pulling at the corners of
my mouth, and it had become very uncomfortable, but I couldn’t say
anything. I tried making a grunting noise.
“It’s OK sweetie, you’ll get used to it. Now when Felicity gets
here, remember you’re just the maid, so when I let you go, you have
to do what you’re told, and let us do anything we want with you.
And if you’re good, you might get a little reward.”
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And with that she went back to her book. I couldn’t believe it.
There was no teasing, no physical contact, and not much indication
of any real interest in me. It looked as if I really was there just to be
the maid, and she wasn’t particularly bothered how I felt about it.
And the time for asking questions had gone.
I could see the clock. Fifteen minutes went by, and I was still
standing there. By that time I really did want to ask her what was
going on. I made some noises behind the gag, and kicked my foot
against the pole to attract her attention. She didn’t even look up.
“Patience Wendy. I don’t know what it is you want, but it doesn’t
matter, because Felicity will be here any minute.”
That wasn’t quite true. It was another ten minutes before the bell
rang. Sue looked up at me.
“Normally you would have to do this, but I’m going to do it for
now, because I want you to stay there for the time being.”
She left the hall door open, and I could see almost as far as the
front entrance. Felicity wasn’t what I expected. She was a tall
elegant black girl, in an ankle length coat, carrying a small case. Sue
kissed her. It was a longish kiss, and she whispered something in her
ear.
When she took her coat off I could see that Felicity was wearing a
skin tight PVC catsuit with very high heels. She looked stunning as
she walked confidently down the hall. I felt anything but confident
as she came through the door, and immediately strode across towards
me. When she was six feet away she stopped, and looked me over.
Sue came up behind her.
“So, is this your new maid?”
“Kind of.”
“Is he a regular?”
“No, he isn’t one of my clients, he’s a friend of Natasha’s.”
“What’s he into?”
“Nat and I dressed him up, and played around with him the other
week.”
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“Anything specific?”
“We tied him up, teased him a bit, left him for a while, and then
finished him off.”
“But he’s up for whatever I want to show you?”
“Yeah, he’s pretty sub I think.”
“And we’ve got him for the whole evening?”
“As long as you want.”
This was a bit of a puzzle. I wasn’t exactly naive about such
things, but I was completely inexperienced in the S & M scene. Even
so I could spot from the outfit that Felicity was a dominatrix. I’d
never been sure if they existed in reality, that is to say if girls
actually did it for kicks, or whether they were all professionals who
just did it to earn a bit of cash by letting men act out their fantasies.
Unfortunately I wasn’t in any position to ask.
“Does she have a fem name?”
“Wendy.”
“From now on she’s Maid Wendy.”
“OK.”
“So why don’t you introduce us?”
“Maid Wendy this is...”
“No, you always introduce the top to the bottom, do it the other
way around.”
“Mistress Felicity, this is Maid Wendy.”
“Does she know what this is about?”
“I just said I had a friend coming round, and we wanted to try a
few things out.”
“It won’t do any harm to tell her, just so she knows she’s got to
jump through a few hoops.”
Sue smiled.
“Felicity is a professional mistress. We might be going into
business together, so she’s going to show me how it’s done. I’m
afraid that means I’m going to be experimenting on you darling, but
I think you’re going to enjoy it.”
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She took the key to the handcuffs off the bookcase, and released
my hands. Immediately I felt for the locked buckle on the gag, and
made a noise to indicate I wanted it taken off.
“I don’t want to hear from you until I think you’re going to speak
and act in a disciplined manner. So go and make us some coffee, and
then I’ll explain a few things to you.”
I stamped my foot, and tried to shout at Sue from behind the gag,
but nothing much came out. They laughed, and sat down on the sofa.
“Do you think she’s aware of how silly she looks, having a little
tantrum while she’s dressed up in a frilly maid’s outfit?”
I wanted the gag out, but they weren’t going to allow that, so if
we were going to continue I was going to have to put up with it. I
guessed that I could have made enough fuss to end the game there
and then, but I didn’t really want to do that. Although I wasn’t sure
what was coming, I was curious to find out, and there was always
the promise of a reward at the end. The truth was that I’d wanted to
have Sue since the evening at Natasha’s. It was something hanging
in the air between us, and it needed to be resolved.
I went through to the kitchen, and made the coffee as instructed.
But when they tasted it they said it wasn’t right. Sue’s coffee was too
sweet, and Felicity’s wasn’t sweet enough. I was sent back to do it
again, but still it wasn’t right, so I was sent back a second time. Not
being able to speak is a strange experience. You can’t ask questions,
or argue, or justify what you’ve done. I just had to do what they
asked. Simple in theory, but not so simple in practice.
Eventually they were satisfied with the coffee, and I was sent to
stand in the corner while they talked.
“They want you to pick at them, find faults, that’s part of it. So
even if something is OK, find some excuse to make them do it again.
Best if it’s something real, because if you make it up I think it
doesn’t work as well. Part of the time you can ignore them. Part of
the time make them do stuff which isn’t anything to do with sex.
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They want you to establish your control. Just be bossy and
condescending.”
I was losing interest really. This wasn’t the part which did
anything for me.
“When they first come in you talk to them to find out what they
like and what they dislike. You’ll get some who want to dress up,
some want to be slaves, some like foot worship, some like hot wax
dripped on them, some want you to pee on them, some want a
spanking, some like to be whipped. It’s not just one thing, you have
to be ready for anything. But the one thing they all want is for you to
be in control. They like to be told what to do.”
She winked at Sue.
“Come over here Wendy.”
I walked across and stood in front of them. Felicity whispered
something to Sue, then she got up and walked behind me. She
reached around, one arm each side of me, and lifted my dress up.
Sue looked at my panties.
“Another thing they all like is to be punished in some way. And
there’s always a reason to do it. So what’s going to happen Wendy is
that I’m going to put you over my knee and give you a spanking for
wasting so much coffee, and when I’ve shown Sue how to do it,
she’s going to spank you as well.”
I could feel my cock beginning to get hard again. Sue laughed.
“See what I mean. I call it the cock barometer. Men can’t hide it.
If they like the idea of something they get a hard on, so you can
always tell whether you’re on the right track or not.”
Felicity went to sit on the sofa, and beckoned me over to her. Sue
got up to watch. Felicity manoeuvred me into a kneeling position,
and then made me lie across her lap. As I did so I could feel the cool
shiny PVC stick to the upper part of my legs. And my hard cock
pressed firmly into her thighs. She lifted up the back of my dress.
“Nice knickers. Where did he get these?”
“I bought them for him for Christmas.”
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“Are you having a thing with him?”
“Not exactly.”
“But this turns you on right?”
“I like boys who like to be girls.”
“Really?”
“And I like to humiliate them a little, that’s how I get a buzz out
of it.”
“Well let me see if I can make him squirm for you.”
She smacked me hard on one buttock, and then again on the other.
To begin with it wasn’t too bad, but she always managed to sting the
same bit of flesh every time, and after a while I couldn’t help but
flinch and wriggle. It was a professional spanking. I was aware of
my cock moving up and down against the PVC with every stroke,
and I was frightened I would come. Then she stopped for a moment.
“Look at Sue.”
I turned my head slightly so that I could see her, just as a Felicity
slapped my bottom very hard indeed. I nearly jumped a mile. My
eyes opened wide, and at that very instant there was a flash. For a
moment I was blinded, but when my vision cleared I could see Sue
had a camera.
“Just a little souvenir sweetie.”
After a while, Sue had a go. But by then she was wriggling in
sexual frustration just about as much as I was. I knew she could feel
my panties rubbing against her bare legs, and undoubtedly was
aware of my hard cock only an inch or two away from her clit. There
was something deliciously exciting about being spanked by the girl I
so desperately wanted to fuck.
“I think you need to cool down.”
It wasn’t clear who this was said to, but Felicity was in charge, so
the spanking stopped, and I stood up.
“If you haven’t gagged them, you make them count each stroke,
and then if they don’t say thank you afterwards you do it again. I
sometimes ask them how many strokes they think they deserve.
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Whatever they say, I add a dozen, and then double it. When they get
home you want them to remember for a day or two that they’ve been
to see you. That way you get them coming back.”
My jaw ached, but neither of them showed any sign of taking the
gag out. I was just being used, and they weren’t in the least bit
interested in anything I might have to say about it.
Over the next couple of hours Felicity demonstrated different
techniques, but most of the time I was put to stand in the corner,
sometimes with my ankles and wrists tied, while she gave Sue the
benefit of her advice. I had my photograph taken while tied up in
different positions, as Felicity demonstrated her skill at rope work.
And of course I had to serve more tea and coffee.
Finally I was taken across to the pole.
“Some guys like what I call total restraint, and you have to tie
them up so they really can’t move at all.”
She proceeded to demonstrate this, starting by tying my hands
behind the pole, and then by making elaborate knots which secured
my ankles, knees, thighs, waist, arms, and chest to the pole. She
wasn’t kidding when she said I wouldn’t be able to move at all. She
lifted my dress up and posed beside me for a picture, then Sue pulled
down my panties and held my cock in her hand, and Felicity took
another one. It was almost as if they were taking holiday snaps,
except for the bizarre nature of the pictures.
“Of course if this is what they’re into, and they can’t move, then
you have to wank them off yourself, but normally you get them to do
it for themselves. If they’re insistent that you do it, then that’s extra.
I don’t do oral, and definitely no sex. In fact they don’t get to touch
me at all. I never even show them my tits. Easy money.”
Felicity looked down at my cock, which by this time was large
and red, and almost visibly throbbing.
“You want to fuck him?”
“Maybe. It’s the boy becomes girl thing.”
“Don’t get it myself.”
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She pulled my panties up, and smoothed my dress down, giving
my cock a little rub in the process.
“I was going to give you a little wank as a reward for helping us
out, but it sounds like I should leave you to Sue.”
They kissed. It was a long delicate kiss, and Felicity squeezed
Sue’s breast. They whispered to one another, and kissed again.
Felicity put on her long black coat, picked up her little case, and
after a final hug, she disappeared into the chilly night air.
Over the next hour or so, Sue teased me to distraction, which, she
said, was her favourite game. She would untie one cord, so that I
thought I was going to be released, and then play with my cock until
I thought I was going to come. Then she would leave me to cool off
for a while. Some time later she would undo the knot on another
rope, following that with a bit more teasing. Gradually I was able to
wriggle more, but I couldn’t get away from the pole, or do anything
to protect myself from her.
When we finally got through to the bedroom I just wanted to
fuck, and so did she.
**********
Despite the fact that I thought my head was going to explode, I
had to get back to doing the job I was paid for. We needed
information on Wishart, and the only place I was going to get it was
at the parlour. I certainly wasn’t going to get anywhere by waiting
for the phone to ring.
Reluctantly I headed over there in the Morris Minor, hoping
against hope that I wouldn’t run into Sue. I had some doubts about
whether I could rely on her to be discrete. Luckily I made it upstairs
without bumping into her.
Wishart and a few of the others were hanging around playing
cards. The door to the back office was open, so I knocked and went
straight in. George seemed pleased to see me as usual.
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“What can we do for you young man?”
“Just thought I’d come by, and see if there was anything going.”
“Doesn’t quite work like that Frank. I’ll call you if I need you.”
“Yeah I know, but I was just passing, and I thought I’d let you
know I was up for something.”
“Any particular reason why you’re so keen today?”
“Saw a car I’d like, so I could do with a couple of jobs.”
“How much?”
“Fifteen hundred.”
“You won’t get that from two jobs.”
“I’ve got a decent wedge already, I just need a top up.”
“I could lend it to you at a point and a half a week, and you could
work it off.”
“Thanks, but I don’t really want to get into that.”
“Suit yourself.”
“I like to earn it before I spend it.”
He nodded, in approval I thought.
“You can hang around, see if anything comes up. There might be
some local runs to be made, but you won’t make much that way. I
thought you were only interested in a few high earners to fit in with
your jewellery business.”
Certainly that had been the story, so I needed to think on my feet.
“Times are a bit lean.”
“Why’s that?”
“I’m used to working in country areas. It’s more isolated, so
there’s less risk.”
“You don’t fancy it in Hackney then?”
“Not really. Everything is overlooked. It’s more of a gamble.”
“That’s the trouble with you boys who’ve never done time.
You’re frightened of a bit of danger.”
“There’s nothing wrong with wanting to stay on the outside. It’s
more profitable for one thing.”
“Do a few jobs out of town then.”
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“I do. But a lot of it’s down to local knowledge. When you aren’t
there you lose your contacts, and you don’t get to know what’s
about.”
We kicked around a few ideas, and he made me a cup of tea.
Wishart put his head round the door and said he would be out, and he
was taking the boys with him. What that meant I didn’t know, but
clearly they were off to do something, and it didn’t include me.
George just nodded, as if it was something he already knew about,
and we got back to talking. He didn’t suggest Wishart took me along,
and he didn’t volunteer any information, and in view of previous
warnings, I couldn’t ask about something which was clearly none of
my business.
I would say half an hour went by, and then Barry came in.
“Where the fuck is everyone?”
“Rab’s out on the McGuinness job.”
“And where are the boys?”
“Same place.”
“He doesn’t need to go in mob handed to deal with some Irish
poof.”
“None of my fucking business Barry, he got into that all by
himself.”
“Jesus, so what am I supposed to do?”
“About what?”
“That prick Williams has turned up, in Jack Tate’s bar.”
“Just like that?”
“Apparently. I got the call two minutes ago, so I was going to
head over there.”
“Well you don’t need to go in mob handed for that either.”
“Yeah, but he won’t be drinking alone I shouldn’t think.”
“Take Frank.”
“What fucking use is he going to be?”
“It’s better than going in with no one to watch your back.”
“But look at the fucking size of him George.”
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“Barry, he’ll be with you, so they’ll all think he wouldn’t be doing
that job, and be that size, if he didn’t know how to handle himself.
Anyway, what trouble is there going to be on a Thursday lunchtime
for fuck’s sake.”
George looked across. I shrugged my shoulders as if to say it was
all right with me. But Barry wasn’t very happy, and he was still
complaining as we went out of the door.
“Never send a boy to do a man’s job, you ever heard that
expression George? One day we’re going to end up well and truly
fucked by doing things like this. If you don’t act professional, people
don’t treat you that way.”
In all the time I’d been around the parlour I’d never heard of Jack
Tate’s bar, so I had no idea where we were going. I just sat back and
enjoyed the ride. Barry was taciturn on the journey, and I didn’t get
my instructions until we were nearly there.
“When we go in, walk across to the end of the counter nearest the
door. Lean on the bar, and just keep your eyes open. Anyone even
looks as if they’re going towards me from behind, and you think I
haven’t seen them, just say my name loud and clear.”
As far as I could work out from the road signs on the journey, we
were somewhere in Shoreditch. When we got out of the car Barry
threw me the keys.
“If there’s any serious trouble don’t get involved, and for fuck’s
sake don’t decide to try and rescue me, just get the fuck out and start
the motor.”
I got the feeling Barry wasn’t altogether convinced I would be
useful to him if the shit hit the fan, but I felt a little more confident
than he did. We’d all learned how to handle ourselves at Hendon,
and I was reasonably confident I could put an arm lock, or a choke
hold, on most people. And although they don’t mention it in your
training, it’s fairly clear that you only have to use a little bit of extra
pressure to break an arm or damage a windpipe.
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It turned out it wasn’t called Jack Tate’s bar. It was called ‘The
Dragon’s Lair’ and the name of the licensee on the plate above the
door was Milly Tate, so I guessed Jack might have been in a bit of
trouble. The licensing magistrates don’t take too kindly to a licensee
having a record, so it looked as if his wife had been called on to give
the place a good name.
We walked in, with Barry a couple of steps in front of me. Once
we were through the door I followed my instructions and drifted
across to the counter. The bar man, who might or might not have
been Jack Tate, came across more or less immediately. I just shook
my head and pointed to Barry, to indicate I was with him. The bar
man glanced across to Barry, and then nodded to me, to show he
understood. For all I knew he might have been the person who made
the call.
There was a tall man at the end of the bar, wearing a suit and tie.
Barry seemed to be making for him, but when he was about half way
there, a small mousy little man leapt off his bar stool, and tried to
make a run for it. Barry tripped him up, and he went sliding along
the polished wooden floor. As he tried to scramble back onto his
feet, Barry picked him up by his collar, and dragged him across the
room. His drinking companions watched what was going on, but
they stayed where they were. When Barry got down to me, he
yanked the man into an upright position, and jammed him up against
the bar.
“Mr Williams, allow me to introduce Frank.”
Williams looked uncomfortable, and frightened. I looked him
straight in the eye, and kept my face expressionless. I could guess
what was coming, and I knew I had to play my part. Barry put on an
upper middle class accent. I didn’t know why he was doing it, but I
wondered if he was making fun of the way Williams spoke.
However Williams didn’t say a word, so there was no way to know
for certain.
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“Frank is not a very nice man Mr Williams. He’s a young man,
and he doesn’t have the same principles as Mr Painter and myself.
You see, if you don’t pay me, I’m quite happy to hurt you in some
way, to persuade you to settle your debts. But Frank here, he would
probably prefer to hurt your wife or your children. You see I have,
what’s it called Frank, business ethics, but Frank’s only interested in
the money.”
Barry paused to allow this to sink in, and then he reverted to his
normal manner of speaking.
“So pay your fucking debts you little shit, or I’ll take him off the
leash. He’s only small, but he’s fucking mean, and if I let him he’ll
come round and fuck your old lady and nail your kids to the floor.”
The next thing I knew Barry had applied his knee to a very
sensitive spot, and Williams collapsed on the floor. He kicked him
once in the ribs for good measure, then he pointed at him.
“Friday, at the parlour, and don’t fucking forget this time.”
As we turned to go, the two men who had been drinking with
Williams were staring at us, wide eyed. Barry departed with some
very familiar words, shouted down the bar, to forestall any
intervention.
“What the fuck are you looking at?”
As we were leaving I couldn’t help feeling annoyed that it was
Barry who had done this in front of me, and not Wishart. Barry was
in enough trouble as it was, but I still needed to see Wishart do
something illegal.
When we were on our way back to the parlour I thought I was
entitled to a few questions.
“What did he do Barry?”
“I’d’ve thought that was fucking obvious.”
“Yeah, but how much does he actually owe?”
“One months interest, and some of the principle.”
“Jesus! What happens if he’s two months late?”
“Don’t worry, it never gets that far.”
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“What if he hasn’t got the cash?”
“He’s got some sweatshop down on Hanbury Street, so we’ll just
burn it out. He gets the insurance, then he pays back what he owes.
But I don’t call that good business. While I can still get the interest
out of him it’s a decent earner.”
As we went back upstairs to see George, Barry gave me a fiver. I
must have looked disappointed, or probably like I just didn’t believe
how mean he was.
“How much do you think a car ride is worth then?”
“Fifty at least.”
“You must be joking, you didn’t do a fucking thing.”
“That’s not the point Barry, it’s what I might have had to do.”
“In your dreams, if there’d been a ruck you’d have been no
fucking use at all.”
“Try me.”
“What?”
“Try me. I’m not kidding.”
I looked him right in the eye. He wasn’t certain what to do.
Fighting in the parlour, even for the purposes of a demonstration,
probably wasn’t on, so I didn’t think I was taking much of a risk.
“I’m not saying I could beat you Barry, just that you would be in
pain.”
“Are you some kind of Kung Fu freak then?”
“No.”
“But you think you know something I don’t?”
“I was in the OTC at school. You go on camp, and the army drill
instructors teach you how to deal with bastards that are twice your
size.”
He smiled. It was a complete lie on my part, but I could hardly
tell him about Hendon.
“You’ve got balls I’ll say that.”
“I just want the rate for the job.”
“Which is what?”
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“I’m sure George will tell me.”
He bunged me another twenty quid.
“Cheeky fucker.”
Whether this was the right amount or not I didn’t know, but I
couldn’t let him get away with a fiver, or my credibility, such as it
was, would have been completely shot.

202

16

Getting something on Wishart was easier said than done. Jimmy
was still barred from the parlour, which meant I had to go in by
myself. And for the most part I had no real reason to be there. When
I did go in, Wishart seemed determined to avoid me.
For several weeks things just ambled on. I didn’t get any useful
information, and nothing of significance came up. The days got
noticeably longer, and Easter began to creep up on us. We’d reached
a kind of stalemate. My position in the firm was established, and it
wasn’t going to change. But Unsworth was reluctant to pull me out
before he had something concrete against Wishart.
I kept up the pretence of needing money for a new car. It didn’t
pay off to begin with, but then one day the phone rang. It was
George.
“I might be able to get you a little closer to buying that motor.”
“What’s the job?”
“Pick up some boxes from Pollockshields.”
“Where’s that?”
“South side of Glasgow.”
“Sounds OK.”
“Come round to the parlour at two and we’ll sort it out.”
I turned up as requested, and went upstairs to see George. Wishart
was in the outer office, but he didn’t acknowledge me. I couldn’t
help wondering if a job in Glasgow might be related to him in some
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way, but since I wasn’t supposed to ask questions, there didn’t seem
to be a way of finding out.
I knocked on the office door and walked in. George was making
himself a cup of tea.
“Do you want one?”
“Wouldn’t say no George.”
He poured one for me, and then we both sat down at the desk.
“Are you still hanging around with that toe-rag Jimmy?”
“I see him from time to time.”
“Well see if he wants to go with you on this one, because you’ll
need some help.”
“Why?”
“The boxes won’t be light, and there are plenty of them.”
“How do we get them back here?”
“You’ll be taking a van, but they’re not coming back here.”
“Where to?”
“You can deliver them straight to a mate of mine in East Ham.”
“Am I allowed to ask what we’re carrying?”
He smiled.
“Feel free to take a look when you make the pick up.”
I got the cash, and the the address in Pollockshields, and was out
of there in about fifteen minutes. I tried saying good-bye to Wishart
as I left, but he just looked at me over the top of the paper.
The vehicle hire company in Stoke Newington which George sent
me to was dodgy, and so was the Luton Van they gave me. On the
way back I tried to find Jimmy. He wasn’t at his flat, or at Tommy
Nicholl’s place, or Henry’s Bar, or the snooker hall, and no one
seemed to know where he’d gone. In the end I managed to find him
at home in the evening.
“Fancy another job?”
“Not if it means going back to Norfolk I don’t.”
“South side of Glasgow.”
“Maybe.”
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“Could get you back in.”
“Yeah, right.”
“It was George who suggested I take you along.”
“What’s the catch?”
“There’s some heavy stuff to be loaded and unloaded.”
“So that’s all I am now is it, a glorified fucking hod carrier?”
“Do you want in or not?”
He was hesitant, but in the end the idea of being back in with
George swung it.
**********
We left early, and drove up to the North Circular. It took ages, but
eventually we got onto the M1, and were soon in open country. The
sun was out, and it was a good day, so we both began to enjoy the
trip. Apart from one quick stop for diesel, and a couple of packs of
sandwiches, we just kept driving. I was surprised, but without
breaking the speed limit, we were well past Carlisle, and half way up
the A74 by lunch time.
Pollockshields we discovered was a suburb of Glasgow, and a
well to do one at that. As the van climbed up a hill heading into
town, the houses gradually became larger. Each one was set in
substantial grounds. Jimmy was map reading. Eventually he told me
to turn right into the road we wanted. We drove down a little way,
then he suddenly pointed to some large black wrought iron gates.
“That’s the one.”
It wasn’t what I’d envisaged. On the basis of past dealings with
George I’d expected to end up in some dingy terrace, or on a run
down housing estate somewhere. We parked the van, opened the
gates, and walked up the drive. As we ambled round the bend, the
house came into view. It was large, expensive, and set in beautiful
grounds. I knew nothing about Scottish architecture, but I guessed it
was Victorian, and I would have thought it must have had at least ten
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bedrooms. There was a white sports car parked outside. Jimmy
looked at the house, and then looked at me.
“Are you sure we’re in the right place man?”
“No idea. You were in charge of the map.”
“It’s the address George gave us.”
“Might as well find out then.”
I went up and rang the doorbell. There was the sound of
movement from inside, and I could hear dogs barking. They sounded
like large dogs. A fat middle aged man came to the door, dressed in a
bath robe, holding a black Labrador by the collar. Its tail was
wagging, and it was desperate to greet us.
“What can I do for you gentlemen?”
“We’ve come to pick up some boxes for George.”
“Didn’t come on foot did you?”
“No we’ve got a van parked on the road.”
“Better bring it up the drive then.”
He indicated to a space behind the sports car, so I went back
down to the street, and drove the van up to the front of the house. By
the time I got back there was no sign of Jimmy, the man, or the dog.
The door was open though, so I went in. I could hear voices at the
end of the hall, and wandered down towards them. There were deep
pile carpets everywhere, antique furniture, oil lamps on the tables,
and velvet curtains.
When I got to the kitchen, at the back of the house, I found
Jimmy on the floor, having his face licked by the Labrador. The man
who met us at the door was now in the company of another fat
middle aged man, wearing a matching bath robe. I got the
impression his friend hadn’t just popped in for a beer. When I
walked in they both turned to look at me. I decided we’d better
introduce ourselves.
“I’m Frank, this is Jimmy.”
“John and Ian.”
I shook hands with them.

206

“Pleased to meet you.”
“So you boys work for George do you?”
“Yes, although we haven’t been working for him very long.”
“Can you stay for tea, or must you rush off?”
I looked at my watch. If we were going to make the return trip in
one day then we really needed to get the stuff loaded and make a
quick getaway. Jimmy looked relieved when I said we should be
getting on with it. They took us through to a courtyard at the back of
the house, and into some out buildings. Jimmy waited until they
were out of earshot, and then he whispered to me.
“I don’t think they just wanted us to stay for tea Frank.”
“What on earth do you mean dear boy?”
We both had a little smirk, but the smile was quickly wiped off
our faces when we saw the pile of boxes which were intended for
George.
“That’s our little product there.”
He pointed to the stack of cartons. There must have been a
hundred or more, and they clearly weren’t going to fit into the van.
He saw the look of dismay on my face.
“Don’t worry, George only wants fifty. The others are destined for
faraway places.”
“That’s still going to be a squeeze.”
“You’ll manage I’m sure.”
I picked one up, and found I could barely carry it. Whatever was
in it was heavy. Either John or Ian, I never found out which was
which, pointed to a gate at the side of the house.
“That’s the quickest way out boys.”
“Thanks.”
“Our pleasure.”
“Any chance of a hand with these?”
“I’m afraid we’re not exactly dressed for it.”
He pointed to a box by itself in the corner.
“And that’s what he really wants.”
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“What’s that then?”
“American originals of course, from Mr Wishart’s friends on the
east coast.”
Jimmy and I staggered out carrying one box at a time, and loaded
them onto the van. By the time we’d finished the van was very low
at the back, and I wondered whether it would take the weight. John
and Ian waved us good-bye, as we clunked down the drive. At every
bump in the road, the suspension bottomed out, and a very nasty
noise came from the back of the van. It was an interesting journey
back to London.
When we stopped for a break at a service area on the M6 I asked
Jimmy if he had any idea what we were carrying.
“Whatever it is it’s fucking heavy.”
“Drugs?”
“If it’s drugs we’ve got enough to get everyone in London high
for a month.”
“What then?”
“Something dodgy that he can sell on at a fat profit.”
“The only thing I can think of which would be that heavy would
be books.”
Jimmy laughed.
“If they’re antiquarian books, I bet they’re hot off the press.”
I looked round at the stack of boxes in the back. They were all
sealed with brown parcel tape. I put my hand in my pocket, and took
out a pen knife. As I reached over, to cut the tape on the nearest box,
Jimmy’s hand grabbed mine.
“For fuck’s sake man.”
‘What?”
“You want to get your bollocks chopped off?”
“George told me I could take a look.”
Jimmy looked sceptical.
“He did. Honest.”
“They’re taped up for a reason.”
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“Which is what?”
“Prying eyes.”
“So why did he tell me I could take a look then?”
He shrugged. I cut the the tape, and lifted the flaps on the top of
the box. What we found weren’t books, but magazines. Hundreds of
copies of ‘British Restraint, Volume One, Number One’. Jimmy had
a quick flick through the top copy, and nodded.
“Under the counter stuff Frank.”
“Really?”
“You can’t sell it legally, comes under the Obscene Publications
Act.”
“Why?”
“Material likely to deprave or corrupt.”
“You seem to know a lot about it.”
“Yeah, I did few days in a book shop up west.”
I had to bow to his superior knowledge. We didn’t need to know
much about the Obscene Publications Act in Great Yarmouth.
Jimmy handed me the magazine, and I had a look through the first
few pages. I couldn’t see what the problem was. A few pretty
looking girls, being very artistically tied up by other girls, mostly
wearing very little. I suppose the idea was that once they were tied
up you could do what you liked with them, but no one seemed to be
taking advantage of that. It was pure fantasy stuff, nothing realistic
about it at all, and as far as I could see, pretty harmless. It was a bit
of a turn on, but then it was supposed to be.
I looked at a few more pages, and came to a new photo spread.
Suddenly my heart sank. Jimmy spotted it about two seconds after
me.
“Oh fuck.”
“When was that taken?”
“No idea.”
“Did you know about that?”
Jimmy shook his head. He just kept staring at the pictures.
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“It’s fucking Wishart. I’m going to take that bastard.”
“What?”
“It’s got to be him.”
“Slow down Jimmy. What’s the connection here?”
We were both looking at pictures of Carol. She was tied up, hands
behind her back. She was wearing a French maid’s outfit, and her
bottom was being spanked by Mistress Felicity. From what I could
see of the background it looked as if the pictures were taken in Sue’s
flat. The French maid’s dress looked exactly like the one I’d been
wearing a few days earlier, and the position she was tied in was
exactly the way I’d been tied. Naturally enough, I wasn’t going to
tell Jimmy any of this, but I was interested to know what he could
work out from the pictures.
“Do you know where these were taken Jimmy?”
“Don’t think so. Can’t say I recognise anything.”
“And the black girl?”
“Never seen her before.”
I breathed a sigh of relief, but I needed to understand what he was
thinking, because it didn’t make sense to me.
“Now go through this one step at a time Jimmy.”
“OK.”
“Why do you think Wishart is involved?”
“He does all the sex stuff.”
“They’re all in this together from what I can see.”
“They help one another out, and George manages it, but I think
it’s all cut up financially.”
“How exactly?”
“George does drugs and stolen goods, Barry runs protection, and
the shylocking, and Wishart does the parlour, importing girls,
porn...”
It was logical, but I still couldn’t quite get to where Jimmy was.
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“The thing is Jimmy, I got this job from George. But if you’re
right, and Wishart is involved, it looks as if he’s just buying it in.
Doesn’t look like he produced it.”
“So how come pictures of Carol are in it?”
“I don’t know, but those two definitely said it was their ‘little
product’.”
“Two queers turning out all girl bondage pics? I don’t think so.”
“I don’t know anything about publishing Jimmy, but they looked
like artistic types. So maybe they do the layouts, the graphics, all
that kind of stuff, and someone else supplies the pictures.”
The bottom line was, we could have discussed it forever, but there
was no way for us to know how the magazine came to be produced,
or who was behind it, or who took the pictures, or how the girls were
hired, or whether it had anything to do with Carol’s disappearance.
But Jimmy thought he knew.
“There’s one thing you can take my word on Frank. Wishart has
some fucking idea what’s going on. What I’ve realised in the last
few weeks, is that Carol was into stuff she didn’t tell me about. And
if she was doing a little business on the side, Wishart would have
known.”
He was probably right, and I was worried about the mood he was
in.
“Don’t do anything stupid Jimmy.”
“I’m doing nothing. It’s a long game now. But in the end that
fucker’s going to get what he deserves.”
We went for the usual motorway services meal. Neither of us had
eaten properly since our early breakfast. When we finished, Jimmy
went to use the toilets, and I went back to the van. I took one copy of
the magazine with Carol’s pictures in it, and hid it under the driver’s
seat, in the upholstery. In the couple of minutes I had to spare I also
took a look in the box which the gay guys said was the important
one. The one containing the American originals.
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In this box, every magazine was different. There was only one
copy of each title. Some of it was soft core, with titles like Bondage
Parade, Cherry Pie in Bondage, Bondage Cheerleaders. Some of it
was a little stronger. Girls tied up in stringent positions, and looking
distinctly uncomfortable. Titles like Hog Tied, and Suspension
Bondage. And then there was some really hardcore stuff. In these
magazines the girls were often being hurt, or forced to have sex, or
at least that was how it looked. The titles were hard core too.
Secured and Suffering, Tied and Tortured, and Roped and Raped.
You couldn’t help but notice that the more detestable the product the
greater the tendency to alliteration.
I could see why Jimmy had said supplying the material was an
offence under the Obscene Publications Act. There was no question
that a lot of the American material was illegal. You didn’t need a
detailed knowledge of the law to know that. I took one of the most
offensive American magazines, and stuffed that under the driver’s
seat too.
By the time we got back it was almost midnight. We dropped the
boxes off at the address George had given me in East Ham. The sign
on the outside of the building said, ‘All Sorts Printing and
Distribution’. The night security guard wasn’t pleased to see us. I
think he’d already gone to sleep in his office, but he opened up, and
showed us where to stack the boxes. Jimmy helped me unload, and
then I dropped him off, before going back to my flat. I retrieved the
magazines from under the driver’s seat, and stuffed them down the
back of my trousers, so that I could get them indoors without anyone
seeing them.
**********
I had to decide what to do, and it wasn’t easy. In view of my
involvement with Sue and Mistress Felicity, I wasn’t sure I wanted
them investigated too closely. I particularly didn’t want them to be

212

under investigation when the operation was pulled, and I was
suddenly revealed to be an undercover police officer.
However the information about the magazine pick up, was not
something which I could in good conscience withhold. If Jimmy’s
theory was correct, and George had given me a job connected to
Wishart’s pornography business, it was important further evidence of
an organised criminal conspiracy. Just the kind of thing Unsworth
was after.
I slept on it. By the following morning I had decided the chances
of Unsworth following the magazine trail back to Sue were very
slight. Even if he managed to get enough information to work his
way back to Mistress Felicity, she was hardly likely to put Sue in the
frame, so it would probably turn out to be a dead end. In any case
Unsworth would want to find out who was behind the magazine, not
whose flat had been used for the shoot.
With all this in mind I rang Unsworth, and arranged for him to do
the debrief. Because I would have to show him the magazines we
couldn’t meet in a public place, so he gave me the address of a
friend, and I went to see him there on the following Friday evening.
It was a large terraced house on Savernake Road, almost backing
onto Hampstead Heath. When I knocked on the door it was answered
by a woman. I told her who I was, and she invited me in. It turned
out she was Unsworth’s wife. They were baby-sitting for a couple of
friends. The children were already in bed, so we left Mrs Unsworth
in the lounge, and went through to the large farmhouse style kitchen
at the back, to look at some pornography.
We sat either side of a big wooden table, and I took the magazines
out of my case. First I handed him ‘British Restraint’. He looked
through it for a minute or two, before making any comment.
“Technically they can’t sell this at the moment.”
“I know, Jimmy told me.”
“Something of an expert is he?”
“Used to work in a book shop.”
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“Any idea which one?”
“Somewhere in the west end from what I gather.”
He sighed and shook his head.
“Between you and me Frank, if I wanted to find corrupt police
officers, West End Central is where I’d start looking. I don’t think
we’ll get any help from them, which is a shame. I wouldn’t have
minded having Wishart tied into the retail trade.”
“Tied?”
He smiled.
“Bad choice of word, in the circumstances. Anyway the thing is,
as I understand it, we would normally seize this magazine if we
found it in a shop. But things aren’t as easy for us as they used to be.
This is so soft core I doubt if we’d get a conviction. Juries just don’t
think this is likely to deprave or corrupt anymore, and since that’s
the definition under the act, you’re on a hiding to nothing. Ten years
ago, no problem. Now, in my opinion, forget it.”
In some ways I was pleased to hear him say it. I couldn’t
honestly, hand on heart, say I thought there was a problem with it.
But I was also disappointed it wouldn’t help our case.
“How many of these were there?”
“About fifty boxes.”
“How many in each box?”
“I didn’t count, but up to a hundred maybe. They were bloody
heavy, it took two of us to lift them.”
“Not a bad haul.”
I flicked through the magazine, and found the pictures of Carol.
“See this girl here?”
“What about her?”
“It’s Carol. Jimmy’s girlfriend.”
“The one that disappeared?”
“Yes.”
“And you think these pictures might be related to that in some
way?”
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“I don’t know. We guessed she had a few things going on the side,
and now we have some documentary evidence of it.”
“And the black girl... Does she work at the parlour?”
“Not as far as I know. I’ve never seen her there.”
“I had a young DC working on Carol’s outside activities, but no
leads came out of it. I’ll have him take another look. See what he can
come up with.”
I took ‘Roped and Raped’ out of the case, and slid it across the
table. He looked at this with more interest.
“Good. We’ll have them for this. How many of these were there?”
“Of this particular title, just the one as far as I could make out.”
“Won’t they miss it?”
“I don’t know. It came out of a box with maybe a hundred or
more magazines in it, and as far as I could tell, each one was
different. Now according to the suppliers, this was the box George
was really interested in. They called them ‘American originals’ and
said they were from Mr Wishart’s friends on the east coast.”
He looked up at me and smiled.
“You know how this works?”
“No.”
“Someone goes into every adult book store in New York, and
buys single copies of as many magazines as they can. Then they
bring them across a bit at a time, because if you only have a few for
your own use, it’s legal, and customs can’t stop you. Once they have
a good batch, it’s off to the printers. They copy the originals, print
off thousands of copies, and flog them from under the counter in
book shops up and down the country. The Americans can’t get in on
it, because in this country it’s illegal, and they can’t sue for breach of
copyright in the courts, because they can’t pin down who’s doing it
any better than we can.”
I was puzzled.
“So this is legal in America?”
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“In some states. There’s a continuing battle about what’s legally
allowed as free speech under the constitution, but some places you
can get away with it.”
He flicked through the magazine again.
“But, they can’t get away with it here Frank.”
“Glad to hear it.”
“So where did you deliver them?”
“All Sorts Printing and Distribution.”
“They use them do they?”
“Apparently, but I never heard them mentioned before.”
“They’ve got form I’m sure, but I’ll check with Barking Road
tomorrow.”
He got up, fetched his case, and put both the magazines into it.
“By the way, Jimmy thinks Wishart is involved. In fact he thinks
Wishart does all the porn, and although I was sent on the job by
George, this is really Wishart’s consignment.”
He looked up, and considered this for a moment.
“That would be nice. That would be very nice. I think I feel a raid
coming on.”
“Already?”
“Not the main event just yet, but it wouldn’t hurt to take the
printers out. And if we’ve got them by the balls, and we squeeze
hard enough, they might just grass someone up. Particularly if we let
them think the whole thing is about to cave in.”
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A couple of weeks had gone by since I last saw Natasha, and I
wasn’t sure why.
When I rang, the reception was cool.
“What do you want Frank?”
“I thought you might like to go out for a meal.”
“Maybe.”
“Maybe?”
“We do have something to talk about I suppose.”
“Well then...”
“But do you really want to talk about it in a restaurant?”
I didn’t know what she meant. But I did know that if a girl said
there was something to talk about, it probably wasn’t good news.
“We could go for a meal, and then have a chat back at your
place.”
“Maybe.”
“What’s all this, ‘maybe’ Nat?”
“It means I’m not sure Frank.”
“About what?”
“Anything.”
“Well why don’t you tell me what you want to do?”
“I want to meet on neutral territory.”
“What does that mean?”
“Do I have to spell it out Frank?”
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“You do, because I don’t understand. You don’t want to meet at a
restaurant, and you don’t want to meet at yours, so where do you
want to meet?”
This didn’t seem an unreasonable question. But her reply was
terse.
“It’s not really a question of where we meet Frank.”
“Well we do have to meet somewhere Nat.”
“I want to talk, I don’t want to have sex.”
“We could do that just about anywhere.”
“Where though?”
“OK, that little cafe down by the River Lea, near the Rowing
Club, at the bottom of Springfield Park. We went there once before.
You can sit outside.”
Bad choice. When I thought about it later I realised it was the
place where we’d met one Sunday morning the previous autumn,
before going back to hers to make love for the first time. Worse still
she realised it, and when she turned up the following day, she wasn’t
in a good mood
I bought her a mug of hot chocolate, and we sat outside in the
sunshine. Because it was a weekday there weren’t any rowers out on
the river, and we were the cafe’s only customers for a while. There
were lots of birds around, some hopping about near our table, in the
hope we would feed them. It was one of those days when you know
spring is on the way, even though there is still a chill in the air.
“So I suppose you fancy her more than you fancy me.”
“What?”
“Or is it just because she knows what to do, or has friends who
know what to do?”
I didn’t say anything, because anything I said would only make
the situation worse.
“Cat got your tongue Frank?”
That was what my mother used to say, if I was caught out in a lie,
and didn’t know how to answer. I hadn’t heard the expression for

218

years, but it suddenly brought back that childhood embarrassment,
and I blushed. My face burned, and I felt the heat radiating from
every pore in my skin.
“Personally I didn’t think you would be so stupid. But men are all
the same in one respect aren’t they? They’ll chase after anything
which gives them a hard on.”
She was right to a certain extent, and particularly right about me
at that time.
“So what was it Frank? Surprise me. Why did you do it?”
“You know why I did it. You don’t need to ask.”
“Tell me anyway.”
“She pressed all the right buttons.”
“I know that Frank, that’s why I invited her over, as a little treat.”
“Well then...”
“So did you think that gave you permission to go behind my back
for extras?”
“Permission?”
“You thought I wouldn’t mind?”
“Hang on Nat, it’s always you that’s telling me we aren’t a
couple.”
“That’s about the social stuff Frank. This is about sex.”
“I don’t want to be crude about this Nat, but you spend a couple
of days a week...”
“That’s business Frank, and I don’t fuck them, and ever since we
started going out last autumn I haven’t even thought about cheating
on you.”
This wasn’t the whole truth, and I couldn’t resist saying so.
“What about with Sue? You never slept with Sue since we met?”
“That’s different, you knew about that.”
“So what’s the problem here? That I did something with someone
else, or that I did it with your lover when you weren’t there?”
She shook her head, and glared at me over the hot chocolate.
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“You’re mine Frank. You’re the only man I sleep with. But you
went and did it with my girlfriend, and my girlfriend’s new partner,
and you didn’t even think to ask how I would feel about that. And
did you ever stop to think about why she didn’t actually fuck you at
mine that night? It was because I didn’t want her to!”
This was a bit more than I could take in, all in one go.
“Slow up Nat. Are you saying you and Sue split up?”
She nodded.
“And she and Felicity are... together?”
“Yes.”
“I didn’t know.”
“Sue’s into all that weird stuff, and Felicity is going to teach her,
and they think they’re going to make a lot of money out of it.”
That bit I did know of course, and I had realised there was
something between them, but I didn’t know Sue intended to finish
with Nat.
“She’s into lots of things Frank, and she was just using you.
She’ll use anyone if it gets her where she wants to go, or if there’s
money in it. The first one was a freebie was it?”
I nodded.
“You didn’t think it would stay that way did you?”
“I never thought about it.”
“Your brains are in your dick Frank.”
This wasn’t exactly news to me.
“When did all this happen Nat?”
“What?”
“Breaking up with Sue.”
“A couple of days ago.”
It was obviously still raw, and I guessed that all the things about
me had probably come out in some acrimonious argument. Sue had
no doubt told her with delight, that despite being forbidden to
actually fuck me that night at Natasha’s, she had finally done it. I
could see how this wouldn’t go down very well. Life was more
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complicated than I could possibly have imagined only six months
before.
“So where do we go from here?”
“We don’t.”
“What do you mean?”
“That’s it Frank. It’s over. I need some time to myself.”
**********
The next few days were difficult. I couldn’t concentrate on
anything. I did nothing, except for making meals which I didn’t eat,
and drinking too many cups of coffee. I walked around in a state of
caffeine induced agitation. My feelings for Natasha had always been
intense, but until then I didn’t realise just how intense.
She made me promise not to phone her, or go round, and if I saw
her at the parlour I wasn’t to say anything except hello. The words of
that Joni Mitchell song kept going round and round in my head.
“You don’t know what you’ve got ’till it’s gone...”
Suddenly though, my inactivity was ended. It was an abrupt end,
and it came with one early morning phone call.
“Get your arse down to Clapton nick.”
It was Unsworth, and it was a bit of a jolt back to reality.
“I thought I wasn’t supposed to be seen there...”
“Doesn’t matter Frank, you’re coming out.”
“Now?”
“Tonight at the latest, so I want you in my office in half an hour.”
I hadn’t washed or shaved for three days, and I was at least fifteen
minutes away from Lower Clapton Road, given the morning rush
hour traffic. While the bath was filling I ran the electric razor over
my face, and then briefly dipped myself in the luke warm water.
After a struggle to find something which was clean and neat to wear,
I finally decided casual would have to do, and then I was out of the
door.
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There was no way I could wait for a bus, so I took the car. Traffic
was grid-locked at the Downs Road junction, with the incoming
traffic in a solid line across the lights. Nothing moved. I was going
to be late, and Unsworth wasn’t going to be pleased.
It was a strange feeling walking into Clapton nick, which I’d only
ever seen in my mind’s eye, and never actually visited. I felt as if I
was on enemy territory. Whether this was because I’d been operating
on the wrong side of the law for so long, or whether it was because
of the things I’d heard on the grapevine about pay offs and corrupt
officers, I don’t know.
The desk sergeant looked down at me. He was standing on a
raised floor. A little trick to put the general public at a disadvantage.
“Frank Bridge to see DCI Unsworth.”
“And what would that be about son?”
I thought fuck it. That’s no way to speak to anyone. I looked
around very theatrically, so he could see I was checking that we
couldn’t be overheard, then I lent into the desk, and he inclined his
head towards me.
“That’s Detective Inspector Bridge to you, and what fucking
business is it of yours?”
I swear to God he had to stop himself from standing to attention
and saluting. He was definitely ex-army, and despite himself he went
bright red.
Derek came down to fetch me.
“Where the fuck have you been?”
“In the traffic Derek, where have you been?
“I’ve been on duty for about four hours.”
“Well if someone had phoned me four hours ago I could have
been here too.”
Nerves were clearly frayed, and when I got to Unsworth’s office I
found out why.
“The printer coughed.”
“Good.”
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“We picked him up this morning, and two hours later, bingo.”
“On a deal?”
“I’ll be putting a word in.”
“So what have we got?”
Unsworth pushed a document across the desk. It was the printer’s
statement. I guessed from the way it was written that the words
weren’t exactly his own, but he’d signed it anyway. He’d given
Unsworth the connections we wanted. Wishart supplied the
American originals, and Wishart sold the copies on to the retail
trade.
“What’s the position then?”
“We’ve got warrants for everything. The parlour, shops, home
addresses, vehicles, the lot.”
“When?”
“6 a.m. tomorrow morning.”
“What do you need to get out of it?”
“Not much. We’ve got enough on George and Barry through you.
With Wishart, we need to turn the printer’s statement into something
concrete. But if what he says is right, we’re bound to find
documentary evidence. It looks like it was a big operation. And then
of course, once we start to question them, and they start to think
they’re all going down, someone will probably talk.”
This was before the days of the Police and Criminal Evidence
Act, and before the Crown Prosecution Service. At the time the
police used to pursue their own prosecutions, through their own
solicitors, and their behaviour towards suspects was governed by the
Judge’s rules of evidence. All this tended to be flexible. In practice,
up to the point where someone was charged, we had a pretty free
hand with them. Interviews weren’t taped. Statements were written
by police officers, based on what was said, and then the suspect
signed at the bottom of the page. Taking statements was an art, and
with experienced officers writing them, I had every reason to believe
Unsworth would get what he was after. In those days investigations
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didn’t fall through. Seasoned police officers just didn’t let that
happen.
“Here’s the timetable Frank. Get back home, pack your stuff up,
and get the fuck out of there. For the time being I’ve booked you
into the Great Eastern Hotel at Liverpool Street. Anything from the
flat that won’t fit into a hotel room goes into a self storage unit in
Mile End. A man with a van will meet you at your place in an hour.
Then I want you over at Hermitage Road nick by six. Conference
room two. And I want radio silence on this. No one in Clapton has
any idea what’s going down yet, and I want to keep it that way until
the very last moment.”
Hermitage Road nick was in South Tottenham, it was off
Unsworth’s patch, and by all accounts a bit of a backwater. If you
wanted to keep something secret, that was probably the ideal place
to do the planning.
**********
I’d made no preparations whatsoever for leaving. In fact moving
out had hardly entered my thoughts. I knew it would eventually
happen, but I thought we were probably still a few weeks away.
Unfortunately Unsworth had wrong footed me, so I had a lot to do,
and very little time to do it in.
I opened a suitcase on the bed, and began putting the essentials in
it. How we were going to deal with all the things that would have to
go into storage I didn’t know. It’s surprising how much you can
acquire in a few months.
There was a knock on the door. I assumed it was the white van
man, but I was wrong.
“Hey man how are you?”
“I’ve been better Jimmy.”
“I heard, so I thought I’d better come and check you out.”
“What did you hear exactly?”
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“Nat blew you out.”
“Did she say why?”
“None of my business man, and anyway I didn’t hear it from her.”
“What’s the rumour then?”
“Weird shit.”
“Like?”
“Hey, your private life is nothing to do with me, I’m keeping out
of it.”
“Yeah, but I’m interested to know what you heard.”
He took a deep breath, and looked me in the eye. I gave him a
hard look to indicate I really did want to know.
“You fucked Sue, Sue finished with Nat, Nat finished with you,
and Sue fucked off with some other bird.”
He shrugged his shoulders as if to indicate he didn’t really know
if this was correct.
“Not strictly accurate Jimmy. Just for the record. I had a thing
with Sue, and some other bird, who turned out to be Sue’s new
girlfriend. Sue finished with Nat, and Nat finished with me.”
His eyes widened.
“You fucked two birds at once?”
“That’s not physiologically possible Jimmy.”
“Yeah, but you know. Did you?”
“More or less.”
“And I had you down as the quiet type.”
“Well you were right. It was a one off piece of stupidity.”
“Yeah but no bloke’s going to turn down two birds at once, I
mean Jesus, that’s like Christmas coming twice in the same year.
Who’s going to say no?”
He was probably right. The thing I couldn’t believe though, was
the mundane rumour that was doing the rounds, when there was
much more salacious material just under the surface. I was curious to
know if any of that had come up.
“Did you hear anything else?”
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“You mean there’s more?!”
“Just stuff about how it got started, I wondered if anyone
mentioned that?”
“Not that I heard.”
I went over to the chair and sat down. No doubt looking a bit
thoughtful. Jimmy’s visit was an unexpected problem, and I couldn’t
think what to do about it. He misinterpreted it though.
“How do you feel about it?”
“Pretty fucking miserable.”
He looked around the flat, which was in a complete mess.
“Yeah, I can see.”
Then he spotted the suitcase through the open bedroom door.
“You going away?”
“I thought I might go up to Norfolk for a few days and visit my
mum.”
“Not a bad idea. Take your mind off it.”
“I just need to get away from London.”
“Maybe I should come with you. How many spare rooms has she
got?”
“Just the one.”
“We could double up. Now I know you’re not queer!”
He gave me a sort of combined leer and grin. I couldn’t help
laughing.
“See, I’d cheer you up.”
“No, I need to be by myself for a while.”
The whole invented story about going away just came out of the
situation I found myself in, but in the circumstances it worked well. I
knew Jimmy would spread the word, and for a while at least no one
would suspect my disappearance was in any way related to the
police raids. This would give Unsworth an advantage in the
interviews which would follow. He could choose his moment to
undermine them with the evidence of my duplicity.
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But I still had one serious problem, which announced itself with
another knock on the door. I turned to Jimmy.
“Just wait here a minute. I’ve got some business to take care of.”
He gave me a conspiratorial wink, and I went through to the hall.
I knew when I opened the door, I had to speak first, or I could be in
trouble. And I knew I needed to make it sound as if I knew the guy.
“Hey man, I’ve got someone here at the moment, let’s just go out
to the van and talk about this.”
I quickly closed the door behind me, before he could say
anything, and ushered him down the corridor. He was clearly
puzzled, but went along with it anyway.
Outside there was a medium size, unremarkable white van, with
no markings of any kind on it. This struck me as unusual. I looked
up towards the flat, and thought I saw the curtains twitch. Jimmy
was having a look to see what was going on.
“Let’s just sit in the van for a minute.”
He unlocked it, and we climbed in.
“I’ve got a problem. There’s a visitor in the flat who doesn’t
know I’m leaving.”
“How long will it take you to get rid of him?”
“Could be a while.”
“The Met’s covering the whole day. Just tell me when you want
me to come back.”
I did a quick calculation in my head. If I had to go to Mile End
and back, and then get to Hermitage Road by six, we probably
needed to start packing by two at the latest, which would give me
time to do one other important thing.
“Make it around lunchtime, between one and two.”
“Fine.”
“I’ll come out and get you when the coast is clear.”
Then I went back to try and get rid of Jimmy. It wasn’t hard. I
made up a story about a deal I had to complete before I left, and
promised him I would let him know the minute I was back from
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Norfolk. It went through my head that I was saying good-bye to him
as a friend for the last time. The next time I saw him would probably
be in an interview room, or in the dock, depending on how Unsworth
wanted to play it. By that time his life would have changed forever.
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An hour later I was on Natasha’s doorstep. I rang the bell, but no
one came down. I waited a few minutes and then put my finger on
the button and kept it there. Thirty seconds later I heard a window
slide open above my head.
“Who is it?”
“Me.”
“I thought we agreed you weren’t going to come round Frank.”
“Let me in Nat, there’s something you need to know.”
“Go away Frank. I don’t want to talk to you, and I’ve had a late
night.”
I stepped back a bit to get a better look at her. She had a kimono
wrapped round her shoulders. Obviously I’d woken her up.
“I’m going away Nat, this afternoon, but there’s something I have
to tell you first.”
“I don’t want to know Frank.”
“Believe me Nat, this is something you do want to know, and it
has nothing to do with you and me.”
She shook her head.
“I wish I could put this more politely Frank, but you don’t seem
to be getting the message. What I’m trying to say is, fuck off, and
don’t come back.”
She closed the window, so I put my finger back on the button.
After a few seconds the ringing noise stopped. I took my finger off
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and pressed it again a couple more times. Still nothing. I wasn’t in
the mood to let it go, so I rang another bell. No answer. I rang all the
bells, and still no one came to the door. It was a Yale type lock, so I
took my driving licence out of my pocket, removed the paper part
from the plastic folder, and then used the plastic to slip the lock.
I took the stairs two at a time, and then I began hammering on her
door. Finally she opened it. I’d expected her to be angry with me for
being so persistent, but she just seemed resigned to it, and went
through to the kitchen to make some coffee. Naturally I wasn’t
offered any. On the way down the hall I could see the wires had been
ripped out of the bell.
“Do you want me to fix that?”
“No, I can do it, just say what you came to say, and then leave.”
She climbed back into bed with her coffee. I wanted to climb in
with her, but I sat on the wicker chair and just stared at her for a
moment or two. It seemed impossible to believe this was the person
I’d been so intimate with only a few weeks before. I was half
inclined not to bother telling her anything, just out of spite, because
she didn’t want me anymore, when I still wanted her.
“You have to promise me you won’t mention this to anyone else.”
“I’m not promising anything.”
This was where I lost it a bit.
“For fuck’s sake Nat. I’ve come round here to do you a really big
favour. In fact you don’t have a clue how big a favour. But if I walk
out of here now the only person who will be hurt by that is you, and
you’ll be kicking yourself tomorrow, and maybe everyday for the
rest of your life. So fucking promise me this is between you and me,
and you won’t mention it to anyone else, or I’m out of here now, and
then you can deal with the consequences of that.”
She was obviously taken aback, because I didn’t ever speak to her
that way, but it certainly got her attention.
“Calm down Frank.”
“Promise me Nat.”
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“OK, I promise it won’t go any further.”
“Everything is about to go pear shaped at the parlour.”
“Meaning?”
“Don’t go in tomorrow, and if you’ve got anything personal there,
get it out today.”
“What’s going on?”
“Trust me. You don’t want to be associated with it.”
“It’s my job Frank, I can’t give it up just because of some
rumour.”
I took a deep breath.
“This is no rumour Nat. From tomorrow, whether you like it or
not, you won’t have a job there. I’m just giving you a warning that
you shouldn’t go in tomorrow, and you shouldn’t leave anything
there which would enable anyone to make a connection with you.”
She looked puzzled.
“Why Frank?”
“I can’t tell you.”
“Can’t or won’t?”
“Doesn’t matter.”
“It does to me.”
“Do your friends and relatives know what you do?”
“Why?”
“Because from about lunchtime tomorrow the parlour could be a
big news story.”
That was as far as I’d decided I could go, but it was far enough.
The colour drained from her face. No doubt she could envisage
newspaper reporters asking her questions, and writing articles
associating her with an east London massage parlour. And she could
also probably imagine everyone reading about it the following
Sunday morning.
She wanted to know more of course, but I wouldn’t tell her. I
made her promise again that she wouldn’t mention a word of what
I’d said to anyone else.
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“And what about you Frank?”
“I’m going.”
“Where?”
“Back to Norfolk, in the end.”
“And in the meantime?”
“I don’t want anyone to know.”
“Will you keep in touch?”
“I thought you didn’t want that.”
She looked away from me. Everything was suddenly different.
There was the real prospect of losing touch forever. She didn’t want
that, but she didn’t want to say so. I didn’t want to lose her either,
but I couldn’t imagine what her reaction would be when she finally
found out who I really was, and what I’d been doing for the past few
months.
“Will you move Nat?”
“I shouldn’t think so.”
“So I’ll know where to find you then?”
“Probably. But do you want to give me an address or a number
Frank, just in case?”
Operationally I knew I shouldn’t do it. No one you meet
undercover should ever be able to trace you. But I didn’t have to
think about it for more than a couple of seconds. I knew this was
another rule I was going to break.
“Got any paper?”
“On the table.”
I wrote down the number of the vicarage.
“If you need to get in touch, ring this number, ask for the
Reverend Hastings and leave an address or a number where I can
reach you. I’ll arrange it so any message gets to me the same day, but
I don’t exactly know where I’m going to end up, so that’s about the
best I can do.”
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I would clear it with him later, but I thought it would be OK, and
I knew I could trust him not to give out any contact details for me,
no matter who rang up.
“I have to go Nat. Things to do, you know...”
She got out of bed and came to the door. I put my arm round her,
and gave her shoulder a little rub. She turned to face me and I kissed
her.
**********
Back at my flat the removal man was waiting for me. He was
sitting in the van as I walked up the road. As I got close to him I
gave him the thumbs up. He climbed out of the van, locked it behind
him, and met me at the door.
“Let’s have a look at what you’ve got.”
“More than you’d think.”
We went up the stairs, and I showed him round the flat.
“The furniture stays?”
“Belongs to the landlord.”
“Are you taking anything that won’t go in a crate?”
I looked around, and pointed out various things.
“The TV, the convector heater, the fan, the loudspeakers, that’s
about it.”
“Easy job.”
He worked quickly and methodically. Each cupboard, drawer, or
bookcase was emptied into a crate. He didn’t leave anything, he
didn’t think about anything, it was just a straightforward packing
job. We got into a routine. He loaded the crates, and I moved them
down to the van. The last thing to go was the TV. It was a big one I’d
bought second-hand, from the TV repair shop next door, and it was
heavy. We struggled down the stairs with it.
The drive across to the warehouse took about half an hour. Inside
there were hundreds of cages, each secured with a large padlock. The
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manager took us to an empty one, almost in the far corner, unlocked
it for us, and gave me the key. That just left the job of unloading. If
anyone had shown me the space before we packed everything up, I
would have said it wasn’t anywhere near big enough. But by the
time we’d stacked all the crates in it, and heaved the other things
into the corner, it was only about half full.
The removal man, whose name I never knew, left me outside the
warehouse with two suitcases. The manager let me call a mini-cab
from his office, and about ten minutes later I was on my way to my
new lodgings.
The Great Eastern Hotel was at the rear of Liverpool Street
station, backing onto the station concourse. It was a huge,
anonymous hotel for travellers, and you could easily get lost in it.
Certainly it had seen better days. The decoration was tidy but old
fashioned. I felt I was taking a journey back in time, maybe to the
nineteen fifties. But it was comfortable, and the rooms were
generously proportioned.
I unpacked properly, conscious of the fact that the hotel would be
home for a while, and I didn’t want to be living out of a suitcase. All
my things fitted easily into the wardrobe and drawers, and there was
still plenty of space left. Earlier I’d been covered in perspiration
from shifting all the crates, so I decided to have a change of clothes.
There was a wash basin in the corner of the room, so I stripped to the
waist, washed myself down, and pulled on a clean white shirt.
The hotel restaurant was open all day, so despite the fact that it
was late afternoon I sat down and ordered a substantial lunch. In a
short while I was tucking into roast lamb and three veg. The dining
room was very congenial. It had comfortable seats, wide tables, and
acres of space, giving a feeling of real openness. The waitresses
wore those black uniforms, with little white aprons, which I found
quite appealing.
After I finished eating I ordered some hot chocolate, and sat there
for a while. If I hadn’t had to go up to Hermitage Road, I could
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easily have dozed off. I had that comfortable warm glow which
comes from having done some hard work, and then rewarded
yourself with a good meal.
Things felt as if they were coming to an end. I guessed I would
never have another flat in London, and this was my last stop before
going back to Norfolk. Unsworth would probably keep me around
for a few more weeks, while the suspects were questioned, and the
evidence gathered. Then I would be back on duty in Great Yarmouth,
at least until the cases came to court, which I knew could be months
away. I thought at the time that I was ending the adventure as I’d
begun it, in a hotel room in central London. Nothing could have
been further from the truth.
**********
I was the last person to arrive at Hermitage Road. The conference
room was packed. Nearly every seat had been taken. I found a chair
next to Derek, and picked up the file which had been left on the
table. As I flicked through it I became aware Unsworth had more
information than he’d been given by me. In the first place he had
home addresses for all the main targets, and in the second place
Natasha and Sue were both on the arrest list.
My heart sank. I hadn’t put either one of them in the frame, and I
certainly hadn’t provided their home addresses. My strategy of
telling Nat to avoid being at the parlour clearly wasn’t going to
work.
I scanned the list of arrest teams, and noticed my name wasn’t
there. Derek was allocated to the team going after Wishart, and
Unsworth was on the control team, but my name was absent. It was
as if I didn’t exist.
Unsworth had said earlier that he didn’t want officers from
Clapton to know about the raids until the very last moment, so I
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wondered where he’d got the team for this part of the operation. I
whispered to Derek.
“Who are all these faces?”
“They’re out of Stokey.”
“Just for tomorrow?”
“Yeah.”
Everyone was talking, but suddenly a knocking sound came from
the front of the room. Unsworth was banging his fist on the table.
Silence descended.
“For those of you who haven’t guessed why you’re here, I’ll just
fill you in on the background. The arrests you’re going to make
tomorrow are the culmination of an operation against organised
crime in Hackney which has been authorised at the highest level.
Three of the names on this list are directly responsible for
prostitution, drugs, protection rackets, abduction, rape, and possibly
murder, along with a host of lesser crimes like handling stolen
goods, assault, and importing pornography. The rest of the names on
the list are people who we know are directly involved with them at
various levels, from trusted lieutenants, to hangers on, to girls who
work for them as prostitutes.
“This will be a clean sweep, targeting everyone who has been
involved with this organisation from top to bottom. We are making a
clear statement, that this kind of organised crime won’t be tolerated,
and anyone who gets involved in it will have us on their case.
“Now I’m well aware that you are probably speculating about
why we are using officers from Stoke Newington for these raids.
Unfortunately I have to tell you that I believe one or more officers in
Clapton could be financially involved with one of our main targets.
We will be dealing with that situation in due course, but for the
moment I can’t risk word of these raids getting out ahead of time. I
want to make sure we pick up everyone we’re after. To that end, as
you know, all of you are starting a sixteen hour shift. No one will
leave Hermitage Road, or make any unsupervised phone calls until
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after the raids tomorrow morning. All suspects will initially be
brought back here, and when I have word that the operation has been
completed, we’ll start to move them into Clapton. Apart from Derek
Black and myself, no other officer from Clapton will know anything
about this until the suspects start arriving tomorrow morning.
“During the night I will talk to each team about their targets, and
what we hope to find. In the meantime, are there any questions?”
There was some murmuring as officers briefly conferred with one
another, but no one spoke up. Unsworth waited patiently. Finally
someone had the courage to ask what they’d all been wanting to
know.
“Any chance of a break for some grub sir?”
“Nine o’clock lads, the canteen’s got something special laid on.”
“And in the morning?”
“Four thirty, there’s a full cooked breakfast.”
“Can I phone my wife and let her know I won’t be back?”
“You should have told her that before.”
“I was on a course in Fulham when I got pulled in for this. No
one mentioned a sixteen hour shift until just now!”
And so it went on for a while. Quite a number of people needed to
make phone calls, which was something of a security risk. Derek
was given the job of supervising all calls, which were to be made
from the office next door. Unsworth didn’t want anyone to phone a
colleague in Clapton, or tip off a reporter for a back hander. It might
not have happened, but he wanted to be certain.
Unsworth went round the teams, and arranged a time with each of
them, to go over the plan for the following morning in some detail. It
was a job which would take most of the night. I was at a loose end. I
read and re-read the notes until I knew them backwards. Finally
Unsworth got round to me. He indicated that I should follow him
outside the conference room. We walked down the corridor, and into
an office, which he’d borrowed from a DCI for the evening. There
were a couple of reasonably comfortable chairs pushed up against
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the wall. We both sat down, and Unsworth tossed his file onto the
desk in a weary way. He was obviously tired, and although he was
hiding it from the other officers, he didn’t feel the need to pretend
with me. He almost treated me as if we were of equal rank.
“I’ll be fucking glad when this is over.”
“I thought this is what you’d been waiting for.”
“What I’m waiting for is to see them convicted. This is just
another nerve racking step along the way.”
He took some chocolate out of his pocket, and offered me some.
“Never seen you eat chocolate before.”
“You’ve never been on a raid with me before.”
“True.”
“I need the sugar.”
I took the pieces which were offered.
“So how are you doing Frank?”
“OK I think.”
“Been a long day?”
“Yeah, moving’s not much fun.”
He looked at his watch.
“It’s eight now. Why don’t you go back to the hotel and get some
kip.”
“Are you trying to get rid of me?”
“No, but there’s not much you can do here.”
“Why’s that?”
He considered this for a moment.
“I haven’t decided how to play it. But initially I don’t want them
to know they were infiltrated, which means you can’t be seen by any
of the suspects, so I can’t put you on one of the teams.”
I could see his point of view, but it was a disappointment. In a
way I’d always hoped I would be able to confront them.
“I noticed my name wasn’t on the list.”
“That’s just because none of these officers knows who you are,
and I didn’t want anyone digging.”
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“So what am I doing?”
“You’ll be on control with me.”
“Good.”
“You know more about them than anyone else, so I want you
there just in case we need information. But in the meantime Frank,
take the opportunity, and get some sleep. Then get back here for
breakfast at four-thirty. You don’t need to be here for all this
mundane shit.”
I did as he said, but I took a circuitous route back to the hotel.
There was something I had to do, and I wanted to put a little distance
between me and Hermitage Road. Although I’d sailed close to the
wind before, I was about to break the law, in a very serious way. I
was going to warn someone about a police raid, in an attempt to
make sure they avoided arrest. Technically that was perverting the
course of justice, and if Unsworth found out, I could not only lose
my job, I could go down for it. Unfortunately I’d put myself in a
position where I needed to cover my back, and making sure that
Natasha and Sue didn’t get picked up, was the easiest way to do it.
They were very minor players, and if they turned out not to be at
home on the day, I didn’t think anyone would worry. The really
important information was going to come from other sources.
After a bus ride into the West End I found a telephone box and
phoned Natasha. It rang and rang. For a while I thought she wasn’t
in, but finally she answered.
“Nat, it’s me.”
“What is it?”
“Did you get your stuff out of the parlour?”
“Yeah, I went in and cleared it.”
“Well it’s more serious than I thought.”
“What’s going on Frank?”
“I didn’t want to have to tell you this, but now it looks like I don’t
have any choice. I’ve got a friend in Clapton CID. He says they’re
clamping down on prostitution.”
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There was an intake of breath on the other end of the line.
“But I’m not a prostitute Frank. I don’t do that.”
“I know Nat, but think how it looks to the cops.”
“What’s going to happen?”
“They’re going to raid everywhere at six tomorrow morning. The
parlour will be searched, and they’re going after private addresses as
well. You and Sue are in the frame, so you need to clear out of the
flat well before five tomorrow morning.”
She didn’t say anything. For a moment or two I wondered if she
was still there.
“Nat?”
“So that’s why you’re going away is it?”
“Partly.”
“Can I come too?”
“Sorry Nat, I can’t take you with me just at the moment.”
“But I don’t have anywhere to go Frank.”
“You must have. Parents, friends, relatives, there must be
someone.”
“Nowhere I can go tonight I don’t think.”
“Go to a hotel then, but just don’t be there in the morning.”
Then I had to deal with the tricky bit.
“I don’t know how you feel about Sue at the moment, but can you
warn her too?”
“Maybe.”
“It’s important Nat. You don’t want to see her go down do you?”
“I suppose not.”
“I want you to go round and tell her, and I want you to make sure
she doesn’t tell anyone else. My friend reckons if you two slip
through the net, that’s OK. But if other people start to disappear
they’ll begin looking for leaks, and then we could all be in the shit.
So go and see her, and make sure you both get into a hotel tonight,
and out of London tomorrow.”
She agreed she would do it.
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“How long do we need to be away Frank?”
“A couple of weeks maybe, just till it all cools down.”
“And will they be on our case after that?”
“Basically they’ll take what they can get tomorrow morning, and
then the operation will be over. But I don’t think the parlour will be
operating again after this. The press are going to be tipped off, so
there’ll be headlines in the tabloids for a few days, but they normally
only name people who get arrested.”
I wished her luck, and said I was sorry I’d ruined her evening, and
impressed on her again how important it was that neither she nor Sue
mentioned a word about it to anyone else.
After a walk down to the Strand, I got the bus to Liverpool Street,
and went back to the hotel. Given the circumstances, I thought I’d
played my hand reasonably well. Doing nothing wasn’t an option,
but there was still the risk that I’d just brought my career to a
premature end.
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Breakfast at Hermitage Road was good. The mood was better
than it had been the previous night. It was obvious they were all up
for it. I mentioned this to Derek.
“That’s Unsworth the Evangelist for you.”
“What does he do?”
“Gives a pep talk to every team.”
“Must be that army training.”
“Army bullshit more like. It’s just the usual crap about how
serious it is, and how their bit fits in, and how vital it is to the
success of the whole exercise. They come out thinking it’s the most
important thing they’re going to do this year. Just because a DCI
goes and talks to them individually about how crucial it is, they all
think they’ve just witnessed the second coming.”
I didn’t share his cynicism.
“For fuck’s sake Derek, I’ve been eight months on this. It is
fucking crucial!”
“Yeah I know.”
“If he gets everyone on side that’s good isn’t it?”
“You’re right Frank, what can I say. It’s been a long night.”
Derek gave in too easily. Something was wrong.
“What’s up Derek?”
He gave a long sigh, and banged his empty mug back down onto
the table in frustration, like a small child.
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“I’m off the case.”
“Why?”
“My old DCI has some fucking fraud case going on, and he’s
short handed. So he asked when he could get me back, and
Unsworth said tomorrow. Can you believe that?”
I’d been on the force long enough to know those things could
happen, but I could understand why Derek wasn’t happy.
“I mean this was my idea Frank. I took it to Unsworth remember?
But now you’ve been pulled out, and they don’t need a handler
anymore, that’s it, I can fuck off back to where I came from.”
“Same thing’s going to happen to me Derek. Once they’ve
brought charges I’ll be back in Norfolk, at least until the case comes
to court. I might get a few days down here so counsel can prep me,
but that’ll be about it”
I went to get him another mug of tea, and tried to calm him down,
but I can’t say I had much success.
By about quarter past five the canteen was empty. Car and van
engines began to start up out in the yard. The four firearms teams
were checking their weapons. We didn’t believe there would be
much trouble, but Unsworth wanted to be on the safe side. Our main
targets were professional criminals. Once they knew the game was
up, we expected them to come quietly, and say nothing. But you
could never be absolutely certain someone wouldn’t be tooled up.
I could feel the tension beginning to mount. None of the targets
were more than ten minutes away, but most of the cars had gone by
five-thirty. They were all in position well ahead of time. Arriving
quietly, and not arousing any suspicion, were the important things in
the early stages, so we were using unmarked cars and vans to stake
out each location. The uniformed back up were in patrol cars close
by, but out of sight. It was a standard procedure, but very rarely
deployed on that scale.
Unsworth and I got parked up in the control car, just round the
corner from Wishart’s place, by about quarter to six. Derek was in a
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Cortina parked right opposite the house, just keeping an eye on
things. He reported over the radio that all the curtains were drawn,
and there was no sign of any activity. That was what we wanted to
hear, and in due course we got similar reports back from each
location.
Six o’clock came and went. There was no gung-ho attitude from
Unsworth. He didn’t shout, “Go go go!” into the radio. He let a
minute or two go by, to make sure everyone was prepared, and when
it finally came, the instruction was quite mundane. He pressed the
button, and the radio crackled.
“Right gentlemen, perhaps you’d like to start knocking on a few
doors.”
We didn’t have long to wait before the first results began to come
in. First up was Barry the Bull. He didn’t even hear the police go in.
They broke down the door without ringing the bell first. The idea
being to frustrate any attempt to flush drugs down the toilet. His wife
came rushing out onto the landing, and officers piled into the
bedroom, but there was no one there. They proceeded with a more
leisurely search, and found Barry, still sleeping soundly, in a room at
the back of the house. One nil to us.
Derek’s voice came through on the radio.
“Wishart’s not here.”
“Are you certain?”
“So far we’ve just had a cursory look, but he’s not in any of the
rooms.”
“Check the attic, garage, shed, cellar, everything, and then get
back to me.”
“OK.”
“And make it thorough.”
“Got that.”
Unsworth immediately called up the team going into the parlour.
“Doesn’t look like Wishart’s at home, so make sure he’s not
hiding over there. I want an update when you know for certain.”
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He turned to me.
“Is he living with a bird?”
“He chases them, that’s all I know.”
I found myself on the receiving end of a scornful look.
“You’re supposed to know things like that.”
“The trouble is, if they don’t discuss it, you can’t ask.”
Then we got a message from the team out with Barry the Bull.
“The cow he’s married to is being a fucking nuisance boss.”
“What’s going on?”
“She’s trying to stop us executing the search warrant.”
“Surely four of you can restrain one woman.”
“Can we arrest her?”
“I want this done by the book. Keep her in a separate room, one
of you stay with her, and close the door so she can’t see what’s going
on.”
There was a crackle before the radio came to life again. I could
hear the distinct sound of a woman screaming obscenities in the
background, before the officer’s voice came back.
“You should be here boss.”
“Handcuff her if you have to, but I don’t want her arrested unless
she commits a serious assault.”
“Fine, fine... ”
The voice trailed away, but he forgot to take his finger off the
transmit button.
“...it’s my fucking ear drums that are being assaulted pal.”
Unsworth just laughed.
Later I learned that after the initial surprise of being woken at six
in the morning, Barry himself had been very reasonable about the
whole thing. He did mention he hadn’t been up at that time in the
morning for twenty years, but apart from that he didn’t complain. He
didn’t say anything overtly incriminating either, but he did ask, very
politely, if he could see his solicitor at the earliest opportunity. Even
these comments were written down, and were later read out to the
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jury. The inference being that if he didn’t get up in the mornings it
was unlikely he made an honest living, and if he immediately
wanted a solicitor, he might have something to hide.
Around ten past six, reports began to come in thick and fast. It
was something like election night on the TV. Only a few results
come in to begin with, and then suddenly, you can’t keep up with
them. Word came through that they’d picked up Jimmy. He had
realised immediately what was going on, and made it out of the flat,
down the first flight of stairs, and out of a window at the back.
Unfortunately the window was about ten feet off the ground. He
tried to get his foot onto a nearby drain pipe, but fell, and twisted his
ankle. One of the officers heard him swearing as he hit the ground,
and managed to get round the back before he could limp away. If he
hadn’t fallen I would have put money on him to leg it, and make a
home run.
The names of various girls who had been arrested came in, some I
recognised, and some I didn’t. Natasha and Sue both came through
as no shows. Unsworth didn’t react when they mentioned Sue, but he
did show an interest at Natasha’s name.
“Isn’t that the girl you were using as a cover by dating her?”
“Yeah.”
“Was she still around?”
“Last I heard she was still working at the parlour.”
“Well, looks like we’ve got enough of them to make the case
against Wishart anyway.”
I kept my mouth shut. He didn’t know the extent of the
relationship, sexually or emotionally, and that was the way I wanted
to keep it. I nodded in agreement, but didn’t show much interest. She
wasn’t one of the main targets, and that was the way to play it.
The radio grabbed our attention once again.
“George Painter’s in the van.”
“Good work.”
“He was hiding in the cellar boss.”
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“Not exactly the actions of an innocent man.”
“That’s what we thought.”
“Did you put it to him?”
“The sarge mentioned it.”
“What did he say?”
“Fuck all.”
Painter had heard them coming through the door, which was well
protected. It had taken a while for them to break through all the bars
and locks. In that time he’d made it down the stairs, and through to
the kitchen. He guessed someone would be waiting for him as soon
as he went through the back door. So he dived into the cellar, and hid
behind a pile of rubbish which he hadn’t bothered to clear out.
Unfortunately for him though, the search for evidence began in
the cellar, and he didn’t have a chance to make a run for it. Once
they moved a few wooden crates, and began to haul out some
flattened cardboard packaging, he just got to his feet and gave
himself up.
By six-thirty we’d picked up two of our major players, and fifteen
or so minor faces. Derek’s voice came through on the radio, and
gave us the all clear on Wishart’s house. It was definitely empty. No
one was at home. Some officers were still gathering evidence, but
the coast was clear. By this time Unsworth was getting itchy feet.
“Come on Frank, let’s go and see what the place is like.”
We got out of the car, and walked down the road. It was a new
estate, built on a brown field site. The house was big, four
bedroomed, detached, with a separate garage to one side, and a good
size garden. It was essentially bland, but it did tell me something
about Wishart. Considering the money he was making, the house
didn’t represent a very substantial investment.
Unsworth stood and looked at it.
“I like to see where someone lives Frank. It gives you a sense of
perspective.”
“Maybe not this time though.”
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“Meaning?”
“It should be bigger.”
“Even that tells you something.”
“It tells me he’s investing in a retirement home somewhere else.”
“I think you’re right, but let’s go in and see what we’ve got.”
The place was decorated and furnished expensively. But our
search team had ruined the look to a certain extent. It’s difficult to
judge what the interior of a place is really like when things are
scattered all over the floor.
A young DS was in the attic. Access was through a hatch in one
of the smaller bedrooms. He spotted Unsworth wandering about
below.
“Come up and have a look at this sir.”
“What have you found?”
“A little something which might be of interest.”
Unsworth climbed up the ladder and disappeared. I climbed up
part of the way, and just poked my head through the hatch opening.
The interior of the loft had been fully boarded, and strip lights had
been put in. Some of the struts supporting the roof had been cut
away, to enlarge the usable floor area. All the available space was
taken up with boxes
“I wouldn’t want to be up here if we had a heavy snowfall.”
“Why’s that sir?”
“Look what he’s done to the roof struts.”
“He’s just taken a few of the middle ones out.”
“You may be a good copper, but you know fuck all about
engineering.”
“Whatever you say sir.”
“And stop calling me sir. They haven’t knighted me yet.”
The DS reached into a box, and handed a magazine to Unsworth.
“And there’s some more at the back of the garage, no doubt
waiting to be picked up.”
“What about his car?”
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“There’s a Ford Escort in there.”
“So he might not have gone far then?”
“Maybe.”
Something about it didn’t ring true. I hadn’t actually seen Wishart
driving a car, but I was pretty sure he wouldn’t be seen dead in a
Ford Escort.
Unsworth shouted down to Derek.
“What’s the position at the parlour?”
Derek got on the radio. A moment or two later his head appeared
above the bannister.
“No joy.”
Unsworth clambered down the ladder, giving instructions to
Derek as he went.
“Right let’s get out of here. Move the cars, and stake it out.”
“I don’t think he’s going to be coming back.”
“And why’s that Derek?”
“In a couple of hours these raids will be common knowledge.”
“He might just be on an overnight. We could get him on the way
back.”
“Word will be out on the grapevine already.”
“Just do it Derek. Two hours in a car won’t kill you.”
As he passed me, Unsworth shoved the magazine into my hands,
and when my eyes focussed on the cover, my heart sank. It was
Irena. She was stretched out on some kind of rack. Hot wax was
dripping onto her body, and clothes pegs pinched her skin. The look
in her eyes, and the scream on her lips were real. It hadn’t been
faked.
**********
The rest of the day, after the raids, was a bit of a blur for me.
Unsworth was shocked by the pictures of Irena, and very angry
about the fact that Wishart seemed to have got away. Derek was
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pulled off the surveillance of Wishart’s house when it became clear
he wasn’t coming back, and the search teams went in and turned the
place over properly. Boxes and boxes of evidence came in
throughout the morning, all of which had to be listed, tagged,
bagged, and collated.
Around lunchtime the suspects were moved to Clapton, where
there was a good deal of surprise that these raids had happened
without the involvement of local coppers. It didn’t take long for the
officers there to work out why Unsworth had played it that way. No
one said anything to him, but by mid afternoon he clearly wasn’t the
most popular man in the nick.
By the time everyone had been booked in at Clapton, Unsworth
had been without sleep for more than a day and a half. Once the
paperwork was complete, an application was made to extend the
amount of time the suspects could be held without charge. I don’t
know what official reason was given, but the real reason was that
Unsworth needed to go home and get to bed. Even if that hadn’t
been the case, we had so many people in custody, there was no hope
of questioning them all in twenty-four hours.
Back at the hotel I had a lot to consider. It looked as if I’d messed
up the whole operation. We wanted Wishart most of all, and he’d
suddenly disappeared. It wasn’t hard to guess why. I’d tipped off
Natasha, Natasha tipped off Sue, and Sue tipped off Wishart. I
couldn’t think of any other way it might have happened. Unsworth
was blaming a leak from Clapton, even though he’d been as careful
as possible about preventing it. But I knew I was the leak. I was at
the heart of it, and I’d let the cat out of the bag.
I began drinking. It wasn’t a sensible thing to do, and it wasn’t
something I made a habit of, but that night I made an exception. I
had rarely ever felt so bad. After looking at the room service menu I
had them bring up a couple of bottles of their cheapest wine, and
half a dozen sandwiches. I decided I was going to drink enough to
send me to sleep, so that I didn’t have to think about what I’d done.
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When I was just starting on the second bottle, and already pretty
drunk, the telephone rang.
“There’s a gentleman here with a package for you Mr Bridge.”
“Are you sure it’s for me?”
“Yes sir.”
I was puzzled, because I certainly wasn’t expecting anything. My
first thought was that it could be documents sent over from Clapton.
Maybe something that Derek thought I needed to see before the
interviews began. I wasn’t in any condition to receive a visitor, but it
didn’t look as if I had much choice.
“Could you send him up please.”
“Of course sir.”
When I opened the door I had a big surprise. It was Lance. One of
Jimmy’s mates who I hadn’t seen for months. He should have been
picked up along with everyone else, but it obviously hadn’t
happened. He barged in, closing the door behind him. As he pushed
into me I tripped, lost my balance, and fell backwards. It was almost
certainly due to the excess of alcohol flowing through my veins. I
was disoriented by the fall, and turned away from him, onto my side.
Suddenly two hands grabbed me, and lifted me into the chair.
Lance was a big man, but I’d never seen him as a threat. If
anyone had asked me to describe him I would have said he was
bulky, out of condition, and good-natured. Not the kind to get into
anything physical.
But with his face two inches from mine, one hand holding me by
the throat and the other hand feeling for my balls, things didn’t look
too promising. I was the one who was out of condition that night,
and I knew I was going to have to take whatever was coming. First I
worried about not being able to breathe, then a moment or two later
my mind was taken off that by something more urgent. When it’s a
choice between trying to remove a hand squeezing your throat, or a
hand clamped firmly round your testicles, I can confirm the testicles
get your attention every time. Not being able to breathe seemed like
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a minor inconvenience. Both of my hands went down to my groin. I
knew I was going to die, I just didn’t want to die in quite so much
pain.
After a moment or two he released his grip on my neck. I took in
huge gulps of air, but I was still pinned to the chair, and I was still in
the kind of pain which it’s impossible to describe adequately in
words. My legs lost all their strength, and I could feel everything
turning to jelly. He must have decided I didn’t pose any immediate
threat, because he let go of my balls, and punched me hard in the
stomach. I doubled up for a few moments, not able to get my breath
again. When I began to recover, a big hand took hold of the front of
my shirt, and sat me upright in the chair.
“Now listen to me you fucking piece of shit. You’re a dishonest
little cunt, and you may think you’ve deceived us, and you may
think you’ve taken everyone down, but I’ve got a message for you
from Rab Wishart. Don’t go pursuing any personal vendettas.
Understand. This is over. You’ve got who you’ve got, and that’s an
end to it.”
I think my eyes might have closed, because the next thing I knew
I’d been slapped hard across the face. Hard enough to dissipate some
of the effects of the alcohol.
“You may think you’re untouchable. Professional criminals don’t
kill coppers, right? Well think again. You’re a treacherous little
prick, and you lied and cheated, and you didn’t play by the rules.
You fucked our girls, and you tried to fuck us. You thought you
could play both ends against the middle. Well now you’re working
for us. You don’t do what we tell you, we’ll deal with you the same
way we deal with our own.”
I nodded. There was nothing else I could do in the circumstances.
It didn’t seem like the right time to try and argue about it.
“The first thing you’re going to do is to lay off Rab.”
“It’s not... I mean... I’m not in charge...”
“We’re not fucking stupid. We know that.”
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“There’s not much I can do...”
“Just shut up and listen.”
His grip got tighter, so I just nodded again.
“We want information. They get close, you tell us. They learn
anything significant, you tell us. We ask you to steal evidence, you
do it. We ask you to change your testimony, you do it. From now on
you belong to us. We know who you are Frank, we know where you
come from, and we know where to find you. Failure to comply isn’t
an option Frank, unless you want everyone to see these.”
He took out an envelope from his jacket pocket, and threw it into
my lap.
“And I mean everyone Frank, your colleagues, your friends, your
mother. You think about that Frank. You might not be frightened of
dying. You might even think you can take us on. But can you really
live with everyone seeing those?”
He pointed to the envelope, but I didn’t make any attempt to open
it.
“There’s a phone number in there. Use it.”
He didn’t even bother to close the door behind him. I got out of
the chair with some difficulty. Almost every bit of me hurt, and my
legs could hardly carry me. I closed the door and locked it. Then I
sat on the bed and opened the envelope. I didn’t really need to see
what was in it. I’d already worked it out. But I thought I might as
well take a look anyway.
Inside were about twenty or so five by four black and white
photographs. They were the ones taken by Sue, after she’d invited
me over to her flat that night.
**********
By the time I got to Clapton police station the following morning
I had no idea how I could possibly deal with the situation. In two
days I had completely compromised the whole operation, and
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compounded many previous bad decisions, with new and astonishing
errors of judgement. One mistake led to another, and then another.
Trying to cover my back got me in deeper and deeper. Blackmail
was the inevitable result.
Some things puzzled me. I couldn’t imagine how Wishart had
managed to find out who I was, and where I was. It seemed obvious
that Natasha must have told Sue about the raids, and she must have
told Wishart. That probably accounted for his disappearance, but it
didn’t explain how Lance came to visit me at the hotel. Somehow
Wishart had discovered the truth, and tracked me down, in less than
twenty-four hours. It was worrying to say the least.
When I went into the station, this time with a warrant card in my
hand, people looked at me curiously. It could have been the fact that
I was a new face they hadn’t seen before, or it might have been the
way I walked. Lance hadn’t left any visible injuries, but each step
was something of a challenge.
Unsworth looked up from his desk as I went into his office.
“Jesus, you look fucking awful, what happened to you?”
“I thought I’d have a drink to celebrate.”
“More than one by the look of it.”
“Oh yes.”
He laughed as I gingerly sat down in the chair.
“Are you sure you’re up to this Frank?”
“I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”
Only one interview room in Clapton had the traditional two way
mirror. This was normally used, so that a senior officer could
observe an interview. Unsworth had it booked for the whole day.
This time the usual arrangement was reversed. Unsworth was
conducting the interview, and I was observing.
First up was George Painter. As I sat behind the screen I knew
that if Wishart had got word to Painter about my involvement with
the girls, I could be in trouble within minutes. Unsworth was in the

254

room with his notes. A young DC brought Painter in. Unsworth
stood up to greet him.
“Morning George.”
They shook hands as if they were old friends. Unsworth offered
him a cigarette, which he accepted, and the DC got some coffee.
“Do you want your solicitor here George?
“I don’t need a solicitor do I?”
“That’s up to you.”
“Well you haven’t charged me, and I don’t intend to answer any
questions.”
“This is a bit more serious than last time George.”
“Not so far.”
“Well it is, but maybe you just don’t know it yet.”
“So why don’t you enlighten me.”
Unsworth leaned back in his chair.
“I’ve got you for so much you wouldn’t believe it. And I’ve got
witness statements to back up a paper trail that ties you and Barry
and Wishart together so tight you’ll never get free.”
Painter shook his head.
“Heard it all before, but none of it ever sticks, because you lot
always over-play your hand.”
Unsworth flicked through his notes.
“What have we got here? Pornography, prostitution, protection
rackets, money laundering, handling stolen goods. All familiar stuff,
but do you know what I’m really interested in? I’m interested in two
things. I want to find two people, and I’ll make any deal I have to in
order to locate them.”
There was no movement from Painter. He just kept looking at
Unsworth.
“Did you hear that George? I said I’d do a deal.”
“Not with me you won’t.”
“I’ll do it with someone.”
“I shouldn’t think you’ll do a deal with anyone I know.”
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“Well I’ve got nearly twenty of your mates in custody.”
“So?”
“One of them’s bound to talk, even if you won’t.”
“In your dreams.”
“But I’m giving you the opportunity first.”
“Thanks very much I’m sure.”
“Do you know who I want to find though?”
“Not a clue.”
“Might be someone you’d be happy to give up.”
“Shouldn’t think so.”
“Rab Wishart?”
He laughed loudly, but there was something false about it.
“So you didn’t get him then.”
“Any idea why that would be?”
“None whatsoever.”
“Don’t think you were set up then?”
“I would say you were just unlucky with the bust.”
“Not as unlucky as you though George.”
“That remains to be seen.”
“You see the thing is, Wishart’s left you with a little problem.”
“What’s that then?”
Unsworth took the bondage magazine out of the file, and pushed
it across the desk. There was an involuntary look of recognition as
he spotted Irena on the cover.
“And that’s the other person I want to locate. Now I want to track
down Wishart, because I believe he knows where she is. But if I
don’t find him, he’s left you carrying the can for abduction, rape,
GBH, kidnapping, false imprisonment, a whole variety of sex
crimes, and some immigration offences which I’ll throw in for good
measure. My main concern though is finding the girl, and I’ll do a
deal with anyone who can help me do that. So if you can tell me
where Wishart is, or where the girl is, then we’ve got something to
talk about, otherwise you can go back to your cell, and I’ll start
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working my way through all your mates. Then we’ll find out if
there’s any honour amongst thieves. And I know where I’m putting
my money.”
Painter still didn’t respond. He must have been curious about
where the information came from, and he must have wondered who
Unsworth’s witness was, but he didn’t give anything away. Didn’t
ask Unsworth one question. He clearly wasn’t going to concede
anything at such an early stage.
What did seem apparent was that Wishart was keeping me to
himself. If Painter had that card to play, there would have been some
indication of it. He wouldn’t have been able to resist letting
Unsworth know that his witness was compromised. Things were
beginning to become clear to me. If I was right, Wishart was keeping
the information about me close to his chest. It was his insurance
policy, and he wasn’t about to share it with anyone.
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Every single one of the first round interviews went the same way.
No one wanted to tell us anything. But we were only at the
beginning of the process. In the first round you mark their cards. Let
them know what the parameters are. Make sure they know you’re
trying to break someone. When you get them back in, you let them
know you have a little more information, that you’re gradually
piecing it together. You’re getting closer to them. You tell them
something which they wouldn’t expect you to know. That’s when
they begin to think someone else is talking, and their chance of a
deal might be slipping away. Most of them bluff it out, but every
now and again it pays off, and someone talks.
Over lunch we chatted about the strategy.
“What now?”
“More of the same Frank.”
“Until someone talks?”
“Until someone gives up Wishart.”
“What if they don’t know where he is?”
“We know he has business interests outside London. Someone
must know what they are. And I bet the information has spread
beyond George and Barry.”
“When are you going to let them in on our little secret?”
“The fact we had you in there?”
“Yes.”
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“Not at the moment that’s for sure. We want them to think our
information comes from their mates. I want them to think the wheels
are coming off. The pressure only builds up if we seem to be
learning more and more, and they don’t know how.”
He was right. But I was impatient for the scene in the interview
room where my part was revealed. The big dramatic moment, when I
confronted them. I wanted to see what their reaction would be, but
clearly I was going to have to wait a little longer.
“I can probably use you to break Jimmy. It’ll do more
psychological damage to him. He introduced you to everyone, you
were his best friend. Once he knows the truth, he’ll know there’s no
going back. It’ll be over for him, and once he knows that, I think
we’ll have him.”
“Why not just break Jimmy and have done with it?”
“It’s a sophisticated game. And most or our friends in the cells are
quite clever when it comes to the law. There are no formal deals to
be had in the English legal system, and they know the judge only
rewards the disclosure of information which leads to convictions. If
they know we’ve had you on the inside, they may guess we have
most of what we need. Then if they’re shrewd they’ll clam up,
because it’s not worth destroying their reputations if there’s not
much to gain. So if we’re going to con them into doing it, we have to
do it while they still think they can make an impact on the case.
Which means, before they know anything about you.”
“Jimmy might give you everything you need.”
“And he might not. What if one of the others could lead us to
Wishart?”
“What if Jimmy could do that? Then you’ve wasted two days for
nothing.”
“Always get as much as you can Frank. Never go for the easy
option.”
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Once again it gave me pause for thought. Unsworth was going to
be ruthless, and he enjoyed it. He finished his coffee and got up to
go.
“Come on. Let’s go and fuck with their heads.”
The afternoon passed slowly. We went through them one at a
time. Interview after interview. To be honest we didn’t get much in
the way of results. And I began to understand why. While Wishart
was still out there, no one wanted to say a thing. If they didn’t fear
for their own lives, they certainly didn’t want Wishart, or any of his
cronies, calling on their wives or girlfriends. The reality was that we
were going to have to find him another way.
I guessed Unsworth must have come to the same conclusion. It
had been worth a shot, but we weren’t getting anywhere, and the
time had come to try something new. A little plan began to form at
the back of my mind. I needed to do something which would allow
me to get back in control of events, and Unsworth was the only
person who could sanction that. So I decided to make my pitch at the
earliest opportunity.
We were in the canteen having a break around five o’clock, and
things had been going particularly badly.
“I think you need someone specifically assigned to finding
Wishart.”
“Do I?”
“And I want to do it.”
“That’s very good of you.”
“I’m serious. I’ve watched every interview, so I know you must
be thinking along the same lines. I just want to put my name in the
hat.”
“What makes you think I’m not already on the case?”
“I know you’ve probably got one of your DCs looking into it, but
you and I both know Wishart isn’t in London anymore, so you need
someone to work out of area, and actually track him down.”
He thought about it for while. Took a sip of coffee.
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“The thing is, I don’t have a budget to cover you for much
longer.”
“This is going to be a financial decision?”
“The undercover part is over. Once we’ve charged them you’ll be
reassigned to Norfolk, and you won’t come back until the trial.”
“Surely someone can pick up the tab for actually finishing the
job?”
“Maybe.”
“I know Bradley could spare me, if you wanted me to do it.”
“I dare say he could.”
“Look I know Wishart. I’m experienced at working undercover.
It’s the natural continuation of everything I’ve been working for over
the past eight months. And no one wants to see him nicked more
than I do.”
He gave me one of those looks which indicated I was pushing too
hard. I shut my mouth, and gave him time to think. He drank some
more coffee, and looked through his papers.
“I’ll consider it. But even if you’re right, and no one gives up
Wishart because they think it’s too dangerous, that doesn’t mean I’m
going to hand it over to you. If we have to find him without help, I
need to think about how best to do that. There’s no doubt we have to
get on his case, but I haven’t exhausted all my options here yet.”
**********
Back at the hotel, I laid down on the bed. I was stone cold sober,
and I had no intention of taking a drink. The room was warm, and I
could hear the traffic outside. The ceiling was plain white. As I lay
there looking up at it, sometimes my eyes would lose their focus and
alignment. A speck of dirt, or a spider, would suddenly appear to
divide itself in two, and float around in the space above me.
Surprisingly it seemed to help my concentration.

261

I had some thinking to do. In fact I had a decision to make.
Probably the biggest decision of my life. Despite all my previous
failings, I still wanted to do the right thing. If it hadn’t been for the
sex, I probably would have done the right thing all along. I was in
good company in that respect, but it wasn’t any comfort. John
Profumo had resigned, and gone on to do good work in the east end.
But for me it wasn’t that easy. I didn’t have a private income, and I
didn’t have any influence, and being a police officer was my life. It
wasn’t something I was going to give up without a fight, just
because Rab Wishart had decided to blackmail me.
Up to that point I would have said, if you get yourself into
trouble, tell the truth and face the consequences. It’s a good
theoretical position, but life’s not like that. Things are more
complicated.
Certainly I’d been unwise to start a relationship with Natasha, but
I didn’t see a moral problem with anything we’d done together. The
real trouble began with Sue. From that point on I was compromising
the operation, and opening myself to blackmail. But the worst thing
was getting Natasha to tip off Sue about the raids, in order to cover
my back. Telling anyone about them was almost an act of treason.
Certainly it was against the law, and the consequences, if anyone
found out, would be very serious indeed.
The more I thought about it the more I realised my options were
limited, and to a certain extent contradictory. I couldn’t do what any
sensible person would do in my position, and report the blackmail to
the police. I couldn’t let anyone see the pictures, and I couldn’t
comply with Wishart’s instructions. Most important of all I had to
find Wishart, because that was the only way to trace Irena, and get
her out of whatever hellish life she was being forced to lead. The
trouble was, finding Wishart might free Irena, and trap me.
I decided I needed a guiding principle. It wasn’t based on some
high moral standard. It was a low down, mean spirited, rule of
thumb. Whatever happened to me, something far worse had to
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happen to Wishart. And to make it work, he had to know about it,
and believe it. I’d never played poker, but I understood the principle.
I had to raise the stakes to the point where Wishart didn’t want to
play. If he tried something, I had to escalate my response beyond
anything he would expect of me. At least that way, whatever
happened, I’d come out of it feeling justice had been done, and it
might just be that Wishart would want to bail out before it got to that
point.
When I considered every aspect of the situation, I thought I had a
slight advantage. After all, when it came down to it, despite the
mistakes I’d made, I had the law on my side.
I picked up the phone, and dialled the number I’d been given. It
rang a few times, and then someone picked it up, but didn’t say
anything.
“Wishart?”
“No, but I can take a message.”
It was Lance.
“In that case, tell him to go and fuck himself.”
“Is that Frank?”
“Who else wants to see him with his dick up his arse?”
“Very brave Frank.”
“Not particularly.”
“You weren’t so mouthy when I had you by the balls.”
“See that’s the wonderful thing about telecommunications Lance,
I can say what I like, and you can do fuck all about it.”
Lance had a little pause while he thought about how to handle
what must have been an unexpected situation.
“It’s not a good decision Frank.”
“It’s an excellent decision. Know why?”
“Not exactly.”
I laughed.
“Not exactly is right Lance. You don’t have a fucking clue do
you?”
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“Why don’t you tell me?”
“And I’ll bet anything you like that your boss doesn’t have a
fucking clue either.”
“If you want to share something Frank, then why don’t you just
go ahead?”
“I’m not showing you my hand Lance. Figure it out for yourself,
if you can.”
“Bottom line though Frank is that we’ve got the muscle.”
“You’re an idiot Lance. If it comes down to that I’ve got back up.
And my back up can do anything that’s necessary, and walk away.
You even attempt to take on one of us, and you’ll go down for a very
long time. That’s the law. Ask Wishart if he wants to go down that
road. That’s the situation he’s trying to avoid, because if it gets that
far he knows he can’t win.”
Once again Lance didn’t know what to say. He was big and
intimidating, but he wasn’t very bright.
“Just tell Wishart I’ve covered my back, so he doesn’t have a
deal. And if he’s stupid enough to send copies of those photographs
to anyone I’ll come after him myself. And if you feel like coming
round to see me again Lance I’ll get a couple of my mates to explain
the position to you personally.”
I hung up. There was no telling whether it had worked or not. The
fact that I wouldn’t back down would have given them something to
think about, but when you bluff in poker, you just have to hope for
the best.
**********
Suddenly the phone rang, waking me up from a dream where I
was fighting for my life. I looked across at the clock. The time was
gone eleven, and it was dark outside. I thought it was Wishart
ringing for a personal chat, but I was wrong. It was Unsworth.
“I’ve made a decision.”
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“What’s that?”
“We’ve got nothing, and I don’t like it.”
I didn’t know what to say. We’d known this a few hours before,
when we’d decided to call it a day. No one had given us anything,
and a good night’s sleep seemed like an excellent idea. I thought
Unsworth had resigned himself to the fact that getting hard evidence
against Wishart, and getting him in custody, was going to be a slow
process.
“Are you still there Frank?”
“Yes.”
“We can’t leave it like that.”
“I’m not sure what else we can do.”
“We still have one option.”
“Which is?”
“I’m going nuclear. I want you to confront Jimmy tonight.”
“Doesn’t that mess up your softly softly approach?”
“I’m not going to bugger about anymore. We’ll break him, see
what he gives up, and take it from there.”
This was the meeting I’d dreaded for months. The point where
Jimmy finally found out the truth. I didn’t want to do it, but I had no
choice. With George and Barry and Rab, I’d been looking forward to
seeing their faces, when they eventually discovered what had really
been going on. With Jimmy it was different though. I worried about
the effect the revelation would have on him.
Unsworth went in first, and I sat on the other side of the mirror,
trying to focus on what was happening. But my heart, soul, stomach,
and everything else were in my boots, as I waited for the moment
when I would have to go in.
“Jimmy, how do you think it’s going son?”
“No comment.”
“What’s this the third or the fourth time I’ve spoken to you?”
“The third.”
“So why do you think we’re back here?”
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“Fucked if I know.”
“Language Jimmy.”
“Some rule against swearing in a police station is there?”
“It is actually an offence if you swear at me, believe it or not.”
“I’m surprised half the fucking force isn’t locked up.”
Unsworth couldn’t help laughing.
“They mostly do it behind my back.”
Jimmy allowed himself a smile, and Unsworth was straight in
there.
“Look Jimmy, I don’t want to get off on the wrong foot here.
There’s a natural inclination for the police to get aggressive in
interviews, because it often produces results, but this isn’t about that.
For the last couple of days I’ve been playing a game, a serious game,
but a game nonetheless. I’ve got about twenty faces in custody, and
I’ve been in and out of interviews like this, trying to glean little bits
of information here and there. I’ve read countless pages of police
reports in the run up as well, and I have to tell you that you’re
involved in this much more deeply than you could possibly realise.”
I looked closely at Jimmy through the glass. He didn’t look
impressed with the speech, but he did look resigned.
“Look Mr Unsworth, I’m sorry but I’ve forgotten your rank...”
“Doesn’t matter.”
“...I’m not about to give you any information. That’s just the way
it is.”
“Not even if you were in serious trouble?”
“No.”
“And I don’t mean trouble with the police.”
“What?”
“You see I think the most serious trouble you could be in,
wouldn’t be with us.”
“I think it’s about time I saw a solicitor.”
“Hardly worth it. You can be out of here tomorrow morning, if
you want to be.”
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“For definite?”
“I guarantee it.”
“Well I’ll just go back to the cell and get a good night’s kip then.”
“The real question is whether you want to get out.”
“And why the fuck wouldn’t I want to get out?”
This was said with a smile of incredulity, as if he thought
Unsworth was being completely stupid.
“Look Jimmy, just let me tell you the full story of what’s
happened so far, and then you can make the decision for yourself.
I’m not going to waste your time and mine by asking you questions
you aren’t going to answer, but if you’re going to walk out of here
tomorrow, then I think you have a right to know about some things
which could seriously jeopardise your future.”
Jimmy shrugged.
“Mr Unsworth, without admitting anything, I know what I’ve
done and what I haven’t done over the past few months, and there’s
nothing that could possibly get me into serious trouble. You and I
both know the score, so unless you’re going to fit me up, I don’t
have much to worry about.”
Jimmy glanced up at the mirror. For a moment we were both
looking at one another, even though he couldn’t see me. Suddenly
Unsworth banged his fist down on the table, and shouted at him. I
was startled, but Jimmy nearly jumped out of his seat.
“Jimmy, you don’t have a fucking clue. I have never fitted anyone
up in my entire police career, but if I want to cook your goose, all I
have to do is release everyone I’ve got in custody, including you, and
I almost guarantee you’ll be found in a ditch somewhere by this time
tomorrow. Now show some fucking interest in what I’m about to tell
you, or I might just do that!”
Jimmy wasn’t great at handling someone if they were angry. And
if he felt he’d been attacked or insulted, then he would sulk. It was
clear Unsworth had his number. But it wasn’t a fair contest.
Unsworth had the power, and the personality, and most importantly

267

of all, he had an ace in the hole. He visibly calmed down, and
straightened his tie, but he made it seem like an effort. Jimmy was
led to believe the anger was still there, just underneath the surface,
controlled by sheer force of will, and a determination to be
professional.
“I need your help Jimmy, but you need me a lot more than I need
you, so just listen to this, and then make up your own mind. You
might even find we want the same thing.”
Jimmy just sat there. He wasn’t going to say a word, but his
whole body language said he didn’t like Unsworth, didn’t want to
know what he had to say, and wouldn’t lift a finger to help him
under any circumstances. In that mood, he was going to take quite
some convincing. But he didn’t have any idea of what was coming.
“Let me go over what I said to you previously. Some time ago a
girl by the name of Christiana was brought illegally into this country,
and she subsequently disappeared. Another girl, Irena, was brought
into the country the same way, and she’s missing as well. My main
task at the moment is to find those girls, and I said you would be
doing yourself a favour if you helped me. Well I now have to tell you
that I know Christiana was brought into the country by you, and
Irena was brought in by a friend of yours. So that puts you in the shit
Jimmy. Big time.”
Nothing from Jimmy, not even an indication that he understood.
He looked as if he wasn’t interested.
Unsworth looked through his file of notes, took out the bondage
magazine, and slid it across the table towards Jimmy. He pointed to
the girl on the cover.
“Know who that is?”
“No idea.”
One of the inside pages was book marked. Unsworth opened the
magazine, and flicked through until he found it. The picture was
even more graphic than the one on the cover. Irena was obviously in
distress. The position was common enough. Double entry book-
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keeping as it was known in the trade. But it hadn’t been posed by a
paid model. She was tied down, and the tears were real. Jimmy
glanced at it, and immediately looked away. It clearly wasn’t his
thing, and that gave Unsworth another useful piece of information.
“That’s Irena, the girl your mate brought in from Lille.”
“So?”
“They made her do that Jimmy. She’s a hairdresser from
Czechoslovakia, and they abducted her, and abused her, and took
those pictures of her, and published them. I would be prepared to bet
any money you like that they did exactly the same with Christiana,
the girl you brought in. Now that’s why I want you to help me find
those girls Jimmy. Help me right a wrong. Help me to save them
from any more of this.”
Unsworth had done his homework. My reports mentioned Jimmy
regretted his involvement in trafficking the girls, so Unsworth
wanted this at the front of Jimmy’s mind. Helping the police
wouldn’t be an easy thing for Jimmy to do, so Unsworth was
planting a few seeds. Jimmy would need some kind of justification
for a change of heart. Some way he could tell himself he was doing
the right thing. Somewhere to go mentally.
“That’s not all there was to our investigation though, as I’m sure
you’ve worked out. We became aware of the missing girls because
of an operation to crack down on organised crime in the east end,
and I’ve got information which ties you into that as well. Altogether
I’ve got you for so many things you’ll be lucky to be out in time to
draw your pension. There’s handling stolen goods, drugs,
immigration offences, pornography. I haven’t filled in the charge
sheet yet, but it’s going to take me quite some time.”
Jimmy began to look confused.
“I thought you said I’d be out of here tomorrow morning.”
“If you want to be.”
“There’s no way I’ll get bail if I’m charged with that lot.”
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“If you listen carefully to what I have to say, and you decide you
don’t want to help me, I absolutely promise you I’ll just charge you
with handling stolen goods, and I won’t oppose bail.”
No response. He was still puzzled.
“You see I’ve got George, and I’ve got Barry, but I don’t have
Wishart.”
“And that’s supposed to make me want to help is it?”
I felt he did have a point. That was the thing which was making
everyone nervous.
“I think Wishart is the key to finding the girls. If you help me find
Wishart...”
“And how the fuck am I meant to do that?”
“You might know where he hangs out.”
“If you know so much how come you need me to tell you that?”
“I don’t mean in London Jimmy. Where else does he go?”
“I don’t know if you heard, but me and Rab aren’t exactly best
mates.”
“But you have done jobs for him.”
“No comment.”
“It wasn’t a question Jimmy.”
“Still no comment.”
“We don’t think his base is in London.”
“Whatever gave you that idea? Couldn’t be his name could it?”
“No.”
“What then?”
“A fairly small house.”
“So?”
“The money he was making, ten to one on he’s got something
bigger elsewhere.”
“Well he never invited me for a weekend in the country that’s for
sure.”
Unsworth paused to think.
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“Jimmy if you don’t help me to get Wishart, then Wishart’s going
to get you.”
Jimmy smiled.
“Wishart has no reason to get me.”
“Oh yes he does.”
“What would that be then?”
“Frank.”
“Frank?”
That was my cue. I got up off my chair, walked to the door,
opened it, and went out into the corridor. Everything seemed to be
happening in slow motion. I nodded to Constable Deakins who was
sitting outside the interview room. He opened the door, and we both
went in. Jimmy was clearly surprised to see me, and a little pissed
off. His face dropped. He’d put two and two together, but he hadn’t
come up with four.
“Oh for fuck’s sake Frank, what have you told them?”
“Everything.”
“Oh Jesus!”
“It’s a bit worse than that though Jimmy.”
“How the fuck can it be worse than that?”
“Worse for you anyway.”
“Have you gone fucking Queen’s evidence Frank?”
“In a way.”
Jimmy shook his head, and finally rested his forehead in the palm
of his hand. Unsworth gave him plenty of time to calm down. He
indicated to me that I should sit towards the back of the room.
Constable Deakins stood by the door, in case Jimmy tried to hit
anyone, most probably me. Unsworth began to edge closer to the
table, and closer to the truth.
“It’s not quite what you think Jimmy.”
“And what do I think?”
“I’m not sure exactly, but I’m pretty sure you haven’t worked it
out yet.”
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“What is there to work out? We’re both fucked.”
“Only you I’m afraid Jimmy, unless you want to help us.”
I suspected I was fucked as well. Unsworth just didn’t know it
yet.
“Frank is, was, and always has been a serving police officer.”
“What?”
“Ever since you’ve known him he’s been on the job.
Undercover.”
“I don’t believe it.”
“Show him your warrant card Frank.”
I took my wallet out of my pocket, removed the warrant card, and
threw it on the table. Unsworth turned it round so the picture was
facing Jimmy, and slid it across right in front of him. He stared at it
in stunned silence. Then he began to cry.
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Jimmy decided to co-operate with Unsworth. He didn’t come to
that decision lightly, and he was far from happy about it. However at
some point in the early hours of the morning, long after I’d been sent
out of the interview room, he was eventually persuaded where his
best interests lay.
The following day Unsworth was busy charging suspects. He
didn’t need any help from me, so I decided to follow up some loose
ends. I said I was going to chase up Natasha and Sue, with a view to
getting a lead on Wishart. That of course was only part of it.
My main concern was that the story about how the police got
their break could soon be all over the papers. They’d already carried
front page stories about the gangs being broken up. “East End
Empire Exposed” was one headline. I knew it wouldn’t be long
before the story of an undercover police sting emerged, so I thought
my best strategy was to find Natasha and explain the situation to her
myself, before she found out from another source.
I rang the bell and waited, but there was no answer. This wasn’t
exactly unexpected. I didn’t really think she would have gone back
to the flat so soon. But I did wonder if I could get a lead on where
she might be. I tried each bell in turn, leaving a decent interval
between each press of the buttons, but no one came to the door. I
turned round, and began to walk away. Behind me I heard the
unmistakable sound of a sash window being opened. When I looked
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up I could see a middle aged man, wearing a bath robe, leaning out,
over a colourful window box.
“What do you want son?”
“I’m a police officer and I’m looking for Natasha Playford.”
“Not again?!”
“I’m afraid so.”
“She isn’t here.”
“I need to come up and have a word with you.”
“I’ve told your lot everything I know already.”
“Sorry, but I have to follow it up sir.”
He shook his head, and went inside. A minute or two later he
appeared at the door, still doing up the buttons of his shirt. He didn’t
say a word, but took a long look at me, and carefully examined my
warrant card, before leading the way upstairs. Although I’d met
some of the other residents when visiting Natasha in the past, I
didn’t think I recognised him.
When we went into his flat I could see it was much bigger than
Natasha’s, and probably took up all of the first floor. He invited me
to sit down in the lounge, while he went through to the kitchen. I’d
obviously woken him up.
“Coffee?”
“Wouldn’t say no.”
He was well spoken, and well dressed. Not what I would have
expected for the area. But suddenly everything became clear. He
shouted through from the kitchen.
“I’m the bloody landlord you know, and this has caused me no
end of trouble.”
“Sorry to hear that.”
“First they raid the place at some ungodly hour, and then
suddenly it seems everyone wants to find her. I had yet more
policemen round the next day, a journalist camped outside, and then
I found a very nasty young man trying to break into her flat at two in
the morning. I called the police of course, so that meant more
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interviews and more statements, and being up half the night again.
And now you turn up. I bloody well can’t survive on so little sleep I
can tell you.”
Clearly I was behind the times. While Unsworth and myself had
been involved with suspects everyone else had been very busy
indeed.
“Any idea where she might have gone?”
“None whatsoever, but the speed of her departure makes me think
she must have known all this was going to happen. Someone tipped
her off I should think.”
It was worrying to think it was that obvious, and I wondered if
he’d passed on his suspicions to any of my colleagues.
“Sugar and milk?”
“Both, thanks.”
He came back with two mugs of coffee, handed one to me, and
then took a seat on the sofa opposite. He was one of those rare
confident people who speak to policemen just the same as they speak
to anyone else. I got my notebook out.
“I know you’ve gone through all this before, but I’m trying to get
a better picture of Miss Playford. Can you tell me how you first met
her?”
He took a sip of coffee, and considered this for a while.
“You’re the first person to ask that question.”
“Not difficult is it?”
“No. I met her at a massage parlour. The one that’s been in the
news.”
“Can you tell me about it?”
“I went in for a massage, we got talking, she said she was looking
for somewhere to live, and at the time the top flat was vacant, so I
told her about it. I think she moved in about a week later.”
He was being remarkably straight about it. Most people would
have made something up.
“Were you close?”
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“No. We were neighbours though. So she’d pop in occasionally.”
“You didn’t have any kind of relationship with her, sexual or
otherwise?”
“It was purely a business arrangement.”
“I’m sorry to have to ask, but in the circumstances, could you
clarify that?”
“She paid the rent, in cash.”
“So after that first time at the massage parlour...”
“No, once I was her landlord it didn’t seem like a very good
idea.”
“Did you see any of the other girls?”
“Yes.”
“Which ones?”
“Carol to begin with, then Sue.”
“Did you ever see either of them outside the massage parlour?”
“Not in the sense you mean I don’t think.”
“In any sense?”
“They were friends of Natasha’s, so I did sometimes see them
around here, but not, how can I put it, professionally.”
He clearly liked to keep his business arrangements, and his sex
life, in separate compartments.
“Did you know Carol went missing just after Christmas?”
“Yes. Natasha was very worried about it.”
Another straight answer. I changed tack.
“The only thing I’m really interested in is finding her.”
“Is she in trouble?”
“No, it’s just a question of some information she might be able to
give us.”
“I really don’t think I can help you I’m afraid.”
“You don’t know where her parent’s live?”
“No.”
“Or where she was in college?”
“St Martin’s I think.”
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“Could I look at her room?”
“Of course.”
He went to get the keys, and we made our way upstairs. The lock
made that familiar sound as he turned it, and the door stuck slightly
in just the way it used to. Indeed the flat was exactly the same as it
had been a few days before. Nothing seemed to have been disturbed.
Certainly I couldn’t see anything out of place. It wasn’t what you
would have expected if the place had been turned over properly.
Whatever search had been made must have been very cursory
indeed. But then she wasn’t a major suspect, and I didn’t know what
instructions Unsworth had given. I looked around, flicked through
piles of papers. I hoped I might spot something of obvious use, like a
diary or an address book, but she seemed to have taken them with
her.
“The man who tried to break in, what was he like?”
“Large, a bit pasty looking, not very nice, swore an awful lot.”
It could have been Lance, but I couldn’t imagine what he would
have been after. I poked around a bit more. When I turned to go, the
landlord was staring me straight in the eye.
“Now look Detective Inspector Frank whatever your name is,
does Natasha know you’re a police officer?”
That was a bolt out of the blue. I could have sworn I’d never seen
him before, but clearly he’d seen me. If I’d had any inkling of that
on the doorstep I would have played it entirely differently. I would
have been the concerned friend. I’d been prepared for both
eventualities, and I’d played it the wrong way. He’d deliberately
deceived me, probably in an attempt to find out what I was after.
“No, she doesn’t know I’m a police officer.”
“Then maybe it’s about time you told her”
“I was planning to.”
“I think you may hurt her badly.”
“Not if I can help it.”
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“You may not be able to help it. Deliberate deception by someone
you love is a difficult thing to take.”
I sat down on the nearest available chair, while the implications of
that sunk in.
“Love?”
“She loves you.”
“She doesn’t even want to see me.”
“Doesn’t have anything to do with it.”
“I don’t understand.”
“I think she might have liked you to have shown a little backbone.
If you want something you have to say what it is you want, and you
have to be willing to fight for it. I don’t think you would have had to
fight very hard. Just the willingness to do it would have been
enough.”
Suddenly being confronted by your own feelings is one thing.
Suddenly being confronted by someone else’s feelings is another
matter entirely, particularly when you learn it all from a third party. I
knew I was trying to conceal my feelings about Natasha from
myself, but I’d been doing that because I didn’t think she wanted me.
If he was right, that changed everything.
“She talked to you about me?”
“Obviously.”
“How come she tells you things she doesn’t tell me?”
“That’s a question you should be asking yourself.”
Despite the circumstances I couldn’t help smiling.
“Policemen aren’t very good at asking questions of themselves.
We’re only really good at asking questions of other people.”
He didn’t let up though.
“Well for once in your life you’ve stumbled on the answer to a
question you didn’t ask. So now all you have to decide is, what are
you going to do about it?”
**********
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Back at Clapton I got one of the junior officers on the
investigation to follow up the St Martin’s lead. Even though it was a
couple of years since Natasha had been there, I thought we might
well be able to get a home address from the registry. Colleges always
keep the parent’s address on file, in case of emergency.
When I went to see Unsworth, I found him talking to Jimmy’s
solicitor in the corridor. The solicitor was a well known figure in the
east end, because he had an office on Leyton High Road, with a big
floor to ceiling window. Across the whole window, in big red letters
it said, LARRY LONG CRIMINAL DEFENCE LAWYER. Larry
was almost as big as the sign. He had huge rough hands covered in
rings, wore sharp suits, and looked much more disreputable than
most of his clients, which is no doubt why they thought they could
trust him.
“He says you promised he’d be out on bail.”
“I promised that if he didn’t want to help me I’d let him out on
bail.”
“So now he does want to help, you’re keeping him in?”
“For his own safety Larry!”
“But you didn’t think to mention that?”
Unsworth was getting a little frustrated. He didn’t like solicitors,
and he particularly didn’t like it when they had the upper hand. We
all retired to his office, and Unsworth provided coffee, knowing that
he was going to have to tell the truth.
“Larry, how long have I known you?”
“Too long.”
“Have you ever known me renege on a deal?”
“There’s a first time for everything.”
“Well it wasn’t exactly a deal, and I didn’t expect him to take me
up on it.”
“Doesn’t matter.”
There was an audible sigh.
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“How much has he told you about the case?”
“Enough.”
“I doubt it, so let me enlighten you a little further. Your client
introduced an undercover police officer to just about everyone he
knew. Most of his cronies won’t take very kindly to that, and one of
them, Rab Wishart, who I do not have in custody, would almost
certainly kill him if he had the opportunity. When I offered to let
Jimmy out on bail it was in the certain knowledge that when he
finally understood the circumstances he would not want to be out
there with Wishart after him. The safest place for him is in
Pentonville on Rule 43.”
This made sense to all of us, but apparently it didn’t make sense
to Jimmy.
“Nevertheless, he doesn’t want to be on remand.”
“Why for fuck’s sake?”
“He doesn’t trust anyone, prison officers included.”
“Jesus.”
“He thinks Wishart can get to him more easily on the inside,
because he has nowhere to run.”
Unsworth scratched his head.
“Give me a minute or two Larry.”
Unsworth just sat there after Larry went out. He obviously didn’t
know how to handle it. I decided to make a suggestion.
“You could always do what you said, and not oppose bail. Call his
bluff.”
“I don’t think he’s bluffing Frank, he really does want to be out
there.”
“If you keep an eye on him, and Wishart comes after him, you
might kill two birds with one stone.”
Unsworth gave me incredulous look.
“For fuck’s sake Frank. I’ll look like a complete dick head if
Wishart has the astonishingly simple idea of sending someone else to
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do the job, and they plug him before some stupid DC realises he’s
got a shooter on his hands.”
I was a little taken aback by my own foolishness. But luckily
Unsworth was already thinking along other lines.
“How much bail could he make?”
“Not much I shouldn’t think, he never had much cash.”
“Got anything stashed away?”
“Not that I know of.”
“Put a figure on it.”
“If he’s got a couple of grand I’d be surprised.”
He nodded, and then picked up the phone.
“Maureen? Who’s got the remand hearing? OK, get hold of his
clerk, and tell him I want a thirty second conversation, off the
record. And send Larry back in.”
He put the phone down.
“What are you going to do?”
“I’ll tell the clerk that to keep Jimmy safe, bail would need to be
set at four or five grand.”
“Will that work?”
“Should do. He’s coming up before Williams.”
“Don’t know the name.”
“Let’s just say, if the message gets through, it won’t be a fair
contest.”
Larry poked his head round the door, and Unsworth put on a very
serious face, the face of a beaten man.
“OK, Larry, this is the best I can do. You know I don’t go back on
my word, but this time he caught me out, because I didn’t expect to
be taken up on my offer. There’s nothing I can do about the charges,
although in consideration of his decision to help us, you’re no doubt
aware they’re not particularly serious. All I can say at this stage is
that we won’t be opposing bail, so it’s down to you. Naturally we’ll
want to put some surveillance outside his flat in case anyone decides
to visit, and I won’t expect any objection to that.”
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The last touch was a nice one. Added for a bit of authenticity no
doubt. Larry went away happy that Unsworth could be trusted, and
Unsworth went away happy that Jimmy wouldn’t be able to make
bail.
**********
St Martin’s came through with an address and phone number for
Natasha’s parents. I didn’t know if she was likely to be there, but it
was certainly worth following up. Since I couldn’t be sure how the
conversation would pan out, I decided to make the call from a public
phone box. A mature male voice answered. I presumed it was her
father.
“Could I speak to Natasha please?”
“Natasha?”
“Yes.”
“Who is this?”
“My name’s Frank. I’m a friend of hers.”
“Are you one of those perverts?”
“I beg your pardon?”
“One of her so called clients?”
“I was in college with her at St Martin’s.”
“Really.”
“I’m in London for a few days, but she’s not at the address I’ve
got, so...”
“Well she’s not here either.”
“Do you know where I could find her?”
“Do you know what she does?”
“Of course. She’s a sculptor.”
“You’re a bit behind the times Frank.”
And he hung up. There didn’t seem much point in ringing back.
It was late morning, but I was hungry, so I went for an early lunch
to a little sandwich bar on Mare Street. While I was sitting there, I
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had a chance to mull things over. I’d wanted to find Natasha before
doing anything else. Later I’d planned to find Sue, and confront her
about tipping off Wishart, and giving him the photos. But it occurred
to me that if I could find Sue, I might also find Natasha. Even if they
weren’t in the same place, Sue might well know where Nat was
hiding. After all, they had been close at one time. Very close.
There was nothing for it but to make another house call. I realised
Sue might not have returned to her flat either, but I had to start
somewhere. It wasn’t much of a walk, and it was a nice day, so I
decided to go on foot.
I rang Sue’s bell. After a few moments there were footsteps in the
hall. Coincidence as it turned out. It was an old woman from one of
the other flats on her way out to do the shopping. She struggled with
her trolley, and I helped her to get it through the door.
“You don’t know where Sue is by any chance?”
“I haven’t heard her go out today, so she might be in. She has
some kind of late night job you know, so she doesn’t get up very
early.”
A policeman’s dream. Gloriously indiscreet. Nor did she seem to
think there was anything wrong with letting me into the building, so
I was able to nip up the stairs and bang on Sue’s door. There wasn’t
any response. I tried a couple more times, to no avail, but then I
thought I heard someone moving inside. I knocked again.
Persistence sometimes pays off. Eventually there was a shuffling
noise, followed by a slight pause, and then what sounded like a sigh.
Finally the door opened, just a fraction. It was on the chain.
“Wendy, what do you want? I was in bed.”
“Don’t call me Wendy, and open this door now. I want a word
with you.”
“Isn’t it me that tells you what to do?”
“Not anymore.”
I gave the door one good solid kick, as high up as I could. Wood
splintered, Sue jumped back, and I burst into the hall. She was
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wearing a very short baby doll night-dress, which might have
accounted for her reluctance to open the door. I grabbed her by the
arms, and back heeled the door to close it, before pushing her
through into the lounge. She almost fell back onto the sofa.
“Don’t say a fucking word. Just look at this.”
I took out my wallet, ripped the warrant card from one of the
internal pockets, and threw it at her. She looked at it in a puzzled
way, as if she couldn’t quite make out what was going on. I stared
her straight in the eye, to try and reinforce my authority, but it didn’t
quite work. She started laughing.
“Why didn’t you say you were in the police Wendy? I could have
got you a policewoman’s uniform just as easily.”
I slapped her hard across the face. And I mean hard. She let out a
groan. The side of her face instantly went red, and began to swell. It
was the first and only time I’ve ever hit a woman, and I’m not proud
of it, but I couldn’t think what else to do. She was absolutely
convinced she had the upper hand, and I had to make it clear that
wasn’t the case.
“Sue, I am deadly fucking serious here. My name’s Frank. Don’t
call me anything else ever again. If you’ve done what I think you’ve
done you could go down for a very long time.”
She looked unsettled.
“What the fuck’s going on Frank?”
“I’m a police officer, that’s what’s going on, and I want some
information.”
“All the time I’ve known you, you’ve been a copper?”
“Working undercover.”
“What, to try and trap a couple of whores? Don’t you have
anything better to do?”
She hadn’t quite understood what it was all about.
“It isn’t about you. It doesn’t really have anything to do with
you.”
“So what is it about Frank?”
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“It’s about Wishart, and George, and Barry.”
“You were working undercover to get them?”
“Yes.”
“Don’t they have some rules about that?”
“Meaning?”
“Are you allowed to fuck their girls while you’re on the job?”
“The only rule is that you don’t encourage them to commit
crimes.”
“Like you did with me?”
“What?”
“I know the rules about prostitution Frank.”
“Sue, how many different ways do you want me to say this, no
one is interested in your sexual activities. Most of the girls who were
pulled in were just witnesses. In fact I wouldn’t have been chasing
you at all if you hadn’t tipped off Wishart, and taken those fucking
photographs of me. Did you think I was going to let that go? Did you
seriously think you could get away with blackmail?”
At that point she clearly didn’t have a clue what was going on,
but she did look worried.
“You’d better take this one step at a time Frank.”
I couldn’t work out why she didn’t understand, so I decided to
start at the beginning.
“I told Natasha about the raid, because I didn’t think it needed to
involve her.”
“Yeah right.”
“And I asked her to tell you for the same reason.”
“I’m not completely stupid Frank. I can see why you wouldn’t
want us questioned.”
“Then you tipped off Wishart...”
“Wishart? No way.”
“Come on Sue, the only people who knew about it were you and
Nat.”
“So?”
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“So he fucked off in the middle of the night and he hasn’t been
seen since.”
“Well it wasn’t because of anything I said to him.”
“You did speak to him then?”
“Earlier in the evening yes, but not after Nat came round and told
me to get out.”
“And why did you ring him?”
“He rang me.”
“Why?”
“He said he was going away for a few days, asked me if I wanted
to go with him.”
“Where to?”
“Scotland.”
“Where in Scotland?”
“He didn’t say.”
I didn’t believe her. She was obviously involved with Wishart in
some way. I didn’t think it was sexual, for obvious reasons, but there
was something going on.
“What about the pictures Sue?”
“What about them?”
“I had a visit from a friend of Wishart’s. Gave me a nice set of
five by fours and told me if I didn’t lay off Wishart he’d make sure
everyone got to see them. How do you suppose that happened?”
She sat back in the chair, rubbed her forehead with her hand.
There was something about her body language which told me she’d
given in. Something that said she was gradually resigning herself to
the fact that she was going to have to tell me what was going on.
“Do you mind if I make some coffee Frank, I’m only just out of
bed remember?”
“Go ahead.”
She got up off the chair, and went through to the kitchen.
“Do you want one?”
“As long as you don’t poison it.”
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After a few minutes she came back, and handed me a mug of
coffee. There was a long pause after she sat down in the chair.
“So what’s the story?”
“I’m a working girl Frank, and I don’t like the police.”
“I can understand that.”
“They’re either moralistic or corrupt in my experience.”
She gave me a long look. Clearly I was expected to say
something.
“I don’t have a moral position on it. Personally I don’t know why
the law gets involved, except maybe to stop girls hawking it on the
street. As for corruption. I’m not corrupt. That’s it. I’m guilty of bad
judgement, stupidity, not being able to see further than the end of my
nose, trying to cover my back, all that maybe, but not corruption.”
She shook her head.
“Thanks for the speech Frank, but that’s not what I meant.”
“What then?”
“If I tell you something incriminating, are you going to run me in
or bleed me dry?”
“Neither.”
“No matter what?”
“Are we talking about murder, GBH, abduction...?”
“Nothing like that.”
“Then you’re in the clear, I’m only interested in Wishart, and
George and Barry.”
“And I can get that in writing?”
“You don’t need it in writing. You’ve got the photographs
remember?”
“Not any more.”
“Well you’ll have to trust me then.”
“Can I?”
“If you want it in writing then we have to go down to the station,
and I’m about as anxious for that to happen as you are. I’ve got very
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good reasons for wanting to keep you out of it if I can. Think about
it.”
There was still some reluctance there on her part, but she came
round.
“I’ve always wanted to branch out on my own, run my own place.
But you can’t do that around here. Wishart has it all sewn up. They’ll
burn you out if you don’t kick upstairs. Or get you closed down. The
police only go after girls that Wishart doesn’t protect. Anyway, I met
Felicity, and she said domination was the thing to get into. The
clients are there for longer, but you can charge four or five times as
much, and you don’t have to fuck them. I’d always been interested in
it a bit, and after that night with you and Nat, you seemed like the
perfect person to experiment on.
“I asked Wishart if I could open up a place on his patch. He
thought it was a really good idea, but said I should think about going
up west, because business would be better over there. There was also
a possible sideline. He said a lot of politicians, and judges, and show
business types were into it, so if I took pictures, there was the
opportunity for a little extortion.
“Anyway Felicity said she would teach me. And I got you to
come round that night, so she could show me the ropes, so to speak.
I took the photographs just for my own amusement really, and to
embarrass you, because I kind of liked that. You were always so
touchy about it, so it was fun to tease you. I kind of wanted you to
know I’d got them. It wasn’t just a job with you Frank. I enjoyed the
game.
“There were a couple of girls I thought might come in with us to
cover the shifts. I was showing them the pictures at the parlour one
day, so they’d know the kind of thing they had to do, when Wishart
came in. I tried to put them away, but he asked to see them, and with
Wishart, you can’t say no. Later he told me he wanted the negs, and I
thought that because you worked for them, he was protecting you.
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But then when I took them in a couple of days later, he was smiling,
and saying he always liked to have good insurance.”
Something about it rang horribly true. Wishart definitely didn’t
like me, and they were pictures he certainly would have been
pleased to have. After the raids he must have been delighted to have
something he could use to blackmail me, and get himself in the clear.
“So why did Wishart want you to go to Scotland with him?”
“He had a photo shoot on, and they needed another girl.”
“But you don’t know where?”
“No. I think he’s got a place up there, but he never told me
anything about it.”
It wasn’t a good lead, but it was something to follow up.
“Did you do photo shoots for him before?”
“Sometimes.”
“I’ve seen pictures of Carol being tied up by Felicity, and they
looked like they were taken here.”
“They were.”
“How long before Carol disappeared?”
“A couple of months maybe.”
“Any connection?”
“Like what?”
“I don’t know, that’s why I’m asking.”
“Look the stuff we do, it’s all cheesecake Frank. Just for a bit of
extra cash. It’s not real. No one gets hurt.”
“You should see some of the magazines I’ve seen.”
She shrugged.
“How did Natasha fit into your plan for world domination?”
“She didn’t.”
“So you came up with this idea in the last couple of weeks did
you? After you dumped her?”
Sue grimaced. This clearly wasn’t something she wanted to go
into.
“I’m not proud of it, but I’d been seeing Felicity for a while.”
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“How long?”
“Since last year.”
“And how are things with Nat now?”
“Not good I don’t think. She’s very pissed off that I had the scene
with you and Felicity at my place. But I don’t think she cares much
about me leaving her. It’s you she really likes Frank.”
“You wouldn’t think that if you heard what she said to me.”
“Girls don’t always tell the truth Frank.”
“Tell me about it.”
“I’m not kidding, they really don’t.”
“So what happened when she rang to tell you about the raids?”
“She didn’t ring, she turned up on the doorstep, and said we had
to get out.”
“And what did you do?”
“We went round to Felicity’s, because she doesn’t work at the
parlour.”
“So where’s Nat now?”
“I don’t know. She didn’t like being at Felicity’s for obvious
reasons. The day afterwards she went out to do some shopping, and
just didn’t come back. Felicity says there’s still some of her stuff
there.”
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I got back to Clapton, around four in the afternoon, and went for a
coffee in the canteen. Unsworth came in through the door, looked
around, and walked over to my table.
“My office, now.”
And it was in a tone of voice which didn’t suggest I was going up
there for a cosy chat. I wondered what he’d found out.
“How are you getting on with those girls?”
“Not very well.”
“What have you got?”
“I’ve talked to the parents, the landlord, and a couple of
acquaintances. They were both staying at a friend’s place the night
before the raid, but now they’ve gone.”
He didn’t look as if this was what he wanted to hear.
“Any chance you’ll turn them up?”
“Not any time soon.”
“Think they were tipped off?”
“Doesn’t look that way. But by now they must know we’re
looking for them, so I’d be surprised if they come back.”
I was uncomfortable with the conversation. It felt as if I was
being tested. As if he knew more than he was letting on. But I was
on the wrong track.
“Right. Drop it.”
“OK.”
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“It’s not productive.”
“What do you want me to do then?”
“You wanted the Wishart job.”
“I did.”
“Well, now you’ve got it.”
It turned out Jimmy was the reason for Unsworth’s snap decision.
Before they took him off to the remand hearing Unsworth had
decided to have another word with him. No doubt he’d worked out
Jimmy wouldn’t be in a very good humour when he found out bail
was being set at five grand. So he decided to pick up what further
information he could, before Jimmy got pissed off.
I knew Jimmy had done various jobs for Wishart, before the
incident with Christiana, but we never discussed them. I’d assumed
they were mostly local pick ups and deliveries, but I didn’t know for
sure, because Jimmy stuck by the rules. He didn’t talk about
Wishart’s business, even after he’d fallen out with him.
That afternoon though, Unsworth sat Jimmy down, and made him
go through dates, times, and places of all the Wishart jobs, in as
much detail as Jimmy could remember. The one thing of interest
which came up, was that about a year before, Jimmy had gone to
Scotland with Wishart.
The town they visited was Montrose, on the east coast. They took
a large van, bigger than a Transit apparently, with three seats in the
front. A girl went with them. Jimmy described her as lively and
confident, and certainly a willing participant. He wasn’t entrusted
with names and addresses, or any other details. His job was to share
the driving, and do the loading and unloading.
Although Jimmy couldn’t remember exactly where they went, he
thought it was just off the main road, heading out towards
Stonehaven. They parked outside a terraced house, and the girl went
indoors. Jimmy had the job of loading a large number of fibre board
boxes into the van. He didn’t know what was in them, because
Wishart hadn’t told him, and he thought it better not to ask. All he
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could say was that they were square boxes, with reinforced corners,
and seams which were joined with rivets. They weren’t particularly
large, but they were very heavy. When he dumped them into the van
they made a clanking sound, as if metal containers of some sort were
inside.
Unsworth made it clear to me that he had some reservations about
whether the lead from Jimmy was likely to yield results. His hunch
was that Wishart was still in London, and he had other officers
following that line of enquiry. But I’d asked to be assigned to finding
Wishart, and someone had to follow up Jimmy’s lead, so he was
handing it to me.
The thing which made me excited about taking it on though, was
the little chat I’d had with Sue. Wishart had been heading for
Scotland, there was no doubt about it. He’d wanted her to go with
him. So whatever Unsworth thought of Jimmy’s lead, it was
definitely worth further investigation. I didn’t share this information
with Unsworth, because I couldn’t. There was no plausible
explanation for how I’d acquired it. And telling him the truth was out
of the question.
I decided to start with the obvious, and get anything I could on
Wishart from police or public records. Making a search was difficult
in those days though. There was no central database, and card
indexes could be a bit of a sod to check, depending on how they’d
been cross referenced. You had to rely on contacts in other forces to
do the donkey work for you, and they weren’t very keen to help,
because it wasn’t going to be their collar.
I didn’t know anyone on any police force in Scotland. I’d never
been north of Glasgow, and I wasn’t familiar with the area. So I got a
map from Unsworth’s stack of reference books, and looked up
Montrose. Then I pulled the latest edition of Pears Cyclopaedia off
the shelf and checked it out. Montrose was a small port on the east
coast of Scotland between Aberdeen and Dundee. The industries
were chemicals, vegetable canning, rope making, boat building and
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fishing. It was also a supply base for North Sea oil production, and
had a tidal basin which attracted migrant birds. Nothing jumped off
the page as being of any significance.
After asking around I found we had our own resident Scottish
officer DS Doug Stewart, inevitably known as Andy. He was
collating the stacks of evidence which had been recovered.
“Andy?”
“Yes.”
“Know anyone in Grampian police?”
“No.”
“I need someone who knows Montrose.”
“It’s not Grampian, it’s Tayside, but I still can’t help you.”
“Which force were you on before you came to the Met?”
“Borders.”
“Can you get on the phone to anyone and everyone you know up
there, and find someone who can offer up a contact in Tayside.
Preferably a helpful DI.”
He looked sceptical. It was a tall order. I was looking for a contact
of a contact of a contact. By the time the name got back to me I
wasn’t going to have a clear line of introduction, and therefore my
request wouldn’t carry much weight. But a recommendation was
better than just picking up the phone and calling the front desk.
In the meantime I got onto the prison service. Wishart had been
inside a few years before, and I wondered what addresses they might
have. While I was waiting I rang the local electoral registration
officer to see if he could get me archived copies of the electoral rolls
for Montrose, going back about fifteen years. Then I rang the
registrar of births marriages and deaths. I was fishing, but the place
was nearly six hundred miles north, in a different force area, and in a
different country. It was all I could do.
I looked over from the desk I was using, and Andy gave me a
thumbs up, so when my call was finished I went over to talk to him.
“Got a name for you.”
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“Good.”
“Not a DI though.”
“Doesn’t matter.”
“DS Kirstie Hamilton.”
“A woman?”
“I should hope so.”
“Thanks.”
“She’s based in Dundee. That’s the number.”
He slid a piece of paper across the desk towards me.
“Can you dial this direct?”
“Aye. It’s not the fucking back of beyond.”
I rang, but DS Kirstie Hamilton had gone home for the night.
**********
Back at the hotel I ordered some supper. Just a few sandwiches
and some hot chocolate. I never had hot chocolate at home, but since
it was delivered on a tray, and I didn’t have to boil the milk, or wash
the saucepan, I decided to treat myself.
It seemed an improbably short amount of time before there was a
knock on the door. But I didn’t think. I was expecting my supper, so
I just opened it. Once the catch was undone it was too late. Lance
barged in. I backed off, but held my hands out in front of me, palms
facing him, to prevent him getting near, and to indicate I didn’t want
a fight. They teach you that technique at Hendon. It’s always better
to subdue someone, rather than get involved in a brawl. I also
thought a little explanation might be in order.
“Don’t take another fucking step Lance. This time I’m sober.”
“Yeah? Me too.”
He closed the door behind him, and sat down on the bed, with a
big smile on his face. I left a good distance between us, and took the
chair furthest away from him.
“Nice phone call the other night Frank.”
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“Glad you liked it.”
“This isn’t a fucking game you know.”
“I’m not the one who thinks it’s a game Lance. You and Wishart,
you’re the ones who seem to think it’s a game. You want to take me
on, and you think you’ve got the ammunition, because you’ve got a
few photographs of consenting adults having a good time in private.
I’ll tell you now I don’t really give a fuck about the photographs. I
wouldn’t want my mum to see them, anymore than you’d want your
mother to see pictures of you having sex, but if you think I’m
ashamed of them, think again. The thing that pisses me off, is that
Wishart should even think about trying to blackmail me. If he thinks
he can get away with that, he doesn’t know me at all.”
Despite the speech, he still had that stupid grin on his face.
Suddenly there was a knock on the door. His head shot round. I
pointed at him, and gave him a hard stare.
“Am I going to have any trouble with you Lance?”
“Got a little information for you, that’s all.”
I went over to the door. From where he was sitting, almost behind
the door, Lance couldn’t see what was going on. When I opened it, I
eased the waiter back into the corridor, so that he was out of sight,
and whispered my instructions.
“Leave it by the door. I’ve got a visitor I want to get rid of first.”
I gave him a good tip, and he did what I asked. Then I went back
into the room.
“Just so you know Lance, my DS is back from his break, and he’s
waiting just down the hall. If I have any trouble with you, his first
priority will be to deal with the situation appropriately, which means
he’ll be happy to arrest you later, in hospital, when the doctor says
you’re up to it.”
He was still smiling. One of those beaming ear to ear jobs, as if
nothing could spoil his day. I went back and sat in the chair. Crossed
my legs as if I was completely relaxed, the way I would have been if
there actually had been some back up outside.
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“Why the smirk Lance?”
“Just thinking about how we’ve got you by the balls.”
“Doesn’t look that way to me.”
“It will do.”
“Lance, you’re making me think there’s something I don’t know.”
“There is something you don’t know.”
“What’s that then?”
“You don’t know where your girlfriend is.”
“What girlfriend?”
“That little art student you like to fuck.”
“Natasha?”
“That’s the one.”
“Well I certainly don’t know where she is, and I don’t care.”
Gratifyingly he didn’t look quite so sure of himself.
“You’re a bit behind the times Lance. We broke up. She blew me
out. And what’s more, your boss has got the photographs which
explain why! She told me to get lost when she found out I’d fucked
her lesbian lover, and her lover’s new girlfriend. I had quite a scene
going with those two Lance. Lots of kinky stuff. You’ve seen the
photographs I take it? A bit of bondage, a bit of dressing up. One
time I had both girls playing with my cock, and then I had one of
them sit on my face while the other one sucked me off. If you hadn’t
seen the pictures you wouldn’t believe it? Am I right? And I’ll tell
you this pal, it was fucking brilliant.”
There is something very satisfying about not reacting in the way
people expect. They often have this conversation worked out in their
head. They think they know what they’ll say, how you’ll respond,
and how they’ll come back at you. When you don’t say the right
thing, or go off at a tangent, or change the whole nature of the game,
or start playing another game altogether, they don’t know what to do.
Most people aren’t very good at thinking on their feet. So if you can
detect the predetermined conversation, you can always mess it up.
Lance though found it hard to depart from the script.

297

“I’m just delivering a message.”
“Which is what Lance?”
“Rab says he’s got her and...”
“Natasha?”
“Yes.”
“He’s welcome to her.”
“And if you don’t...”
“Sorry Lance, forget it. The message isn’t relevant.”
“He says...”
“I don’t give a fuck what he says. Here’s what I say. That’s just
one more charge of abduction to add to the sheet when I finally get
my hands on him. And sending you round here to threaten me is just
fucking irritating beyond belief. You can tell him that Unsworth has
just given me the specific job of coming after him, and if he doesn’t
believe that, tell him to ask one of his bent coppers in Clapton, and
I’m sure they’ll be happy to confirm it.”
I thought I might have put a stop to him, but he was determined
that I should hear what Rab had to say. When he went to open his
mouth I started on him again.
“Just shut the fuck up Lance. Maybe I’m not the man you take me
for. If you think I’m going to play by the rules in Wishart’s case,
you’re wrong. Wishart is an evil bastard, and I’ll do anything, within
the law, or outside it, to put a stop to him. And understand this. The
only reason you aren’t spending tonight in a cell, is that you know
where he is and I don’t, and I want you to deliver that message. But
if I ever see you again, I’ll make sure you go down for so long you’ll
be using a fucking walking stick when you come out. Anyone who
tries to get me by the balls Lance, literally or metaphorically, pays a
heavy price.”
He probably didn’t quite understand the last sentence, but I think
he got the gist of it. I more or less had to push him out of the door,
holding my hand up every time he went to speak.
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It was possible Wishart was in London, and Lance knew where,
but what was much more likely was that all Lance had was a phone
number, and a willingness to run errands for a few quid a week. He
knew a bit too much about me for my liking, so I had no intention of
pulling him in. Being the errand boy was about all he was good for.
When I finally sat down on the bed, and the adrenaline began to
wear off, I started to feel physically sick. The idea of Natasha being
at Wishart’s mercy didn’t bear thinking about. I’d heard about what
he’d done to other girls, and in Irena’s case I’d seen the evidence of
it with my own eyes. The urgency of finding him had been brought
home to me in a very real way.
**********
The phone rang in the middle of the night. I struggled to make
myself wake up and answer it. The voice belonged to Unsworth.
“Frank?”
“Yes.”
“We’ve found a body.”
Suddenly I was wide awake, heart pounding, with that feeling of
dread which you get immediately before someone gives you bad
news.
“Whose body is it?”
“I don’t know.”
“Male or Female?”
“A young woman.”
“Where?”
“Five doors down from the parlour.”
“Oh Christ.”
“I want you to meet me there Frank. See if you can identify it.”
I didn’t want to think about who it was. I stopped myself from
considering anything other than getting my clothes on. Stopped
myself from speculating in any way. It was as if I was in a trance.
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Trying to do things in the right order. Shirt, trousers, belt, socks,
shoes, jacket, keys, wallet. And then I was out of the door. I ran
round the corner to the taxi rank in the station, and dived into the
first cab I could find. He didn’t want to go to Hackney, but I flashed
my warrant card and we were off.
The journey was interminable. London at three-thirty in the
morning is about as quiet as it gets. But there were still cars around,
and the inevitable queues at the traffic lights. Because I was sitting
forward in the seat the cab driver kept looking at me in the mirror.
He opened the sliding partition.
“Relax, we’ll get there.”
“I know we’ll get there, I just want it to be now.”
“What’s the big rush?”
“The team I’m working with just found a body.”
“Jesus.”
“And it might be someone I know.”
“Do you want me to jump the lights?”
“Be my guest.”
The rest of the journey was much faster. He was better than most
police drivers, and without the advantage of a siren and blue flashing
lights. He made regular use of the horn, and the whole process
seemed to involve a lot of swearing, but he was quick, and relatively
safe.
We screeched to a halt outside the parlour. I could see Unsworth a
few doors down. He began to walk towards the cab. I paid the driver
and tried to give him a large tip, but he wouldn’t take it.
He drove off just as Unsworth got to me.
“Have you seen bodies before Frank?”
“Not of anyone I might know.”
“Well this one isn’t in good condition.”
I closed my eyes momentarily, trying not to think ahead.
“Breathe through your mouth Frank.”
“Why?”
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“You’ll still smell it, but it won’t be so bad.”
That was all I wanted. Unsworth led the way, down a small
passage, and round to the back of the house in question.
“How did you find it?”
“The neighbours complained about the smell. When we searched
the place we found the body in a freezer, which didn’t appear to be
working. But it all ties into the raid on the parlour. While we were
there, some eagle eyed DC noticed that, in addition to all their other
crimes, they’d by-passed the meter. So we told the electricity board,
and at some point in the last couple of days they must have cut off
the supply. It looks like several houses, including this one, were
wired into the free electricity from the parlour. So with no power to
the freezer, the body began to smell. The neighbours called the
council, they called us, and here we are again.”
“How long has it been in there?”
“No idea. Only looks like it’s a week old, but if it was actually
frozen at some stage, it could have been there for months.”
As we got nearer I began to notice the smell myself.
“You wouldn’t think you’d be able to smell it. I mean it’s in a
freezer, and there’s only a few days decomposition.”
“The whole thing’s rusty as fuck, and the seal’s gone, and the
body has been dismembered. That makes quite a difference. Body
parts in warm weather? You wouldn’t voluntarily go near them after
about twenty-four hours.”
“Great.”
“When it was working, the condition of the freezer probably
didn’t matter, but it matters now I can tell you. Not to mention the
fact we’ve got the lid open.”
“How many of these houses do they own?”
“We’re working on it. Looks like they were gradually buying
them up.”
“What for?”
“Fuck knows.”
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“So they weren't searched?”
“Not on the warrant, apart from number thirty-two where Irena
was held. We searched that, but it was gutted. As for the rest, we
didn’t know they were connected.”
We went through the back gate, and into what must at one time
have been the scullery. It was exactly like the house where Irena had
been kept, but a couple of doors further down. The bright white light
coming through the glass panels in the kitchen door was an extreme
contrast with the gloom outside. They’d got a couple of powerful
inspection lamps in there, and my eyes took a while to adjust. And
that wasn’t all I had to adjust to. The smell of decomposing flesh hit
me as I went into the kitchen.
The scene of crime team in those days was a bit basic. Nothing
like it is now. There was a constable on the door for security, a
couple of experienced detectives combing the place for clues, a
police photographer, and a Home Office forensic scientist examining
the body. What you got from forensics was very limited. There was
no DNA, no computer matching of fingerprints, no databases for
fibres, or paint. Everything had to be done by hand with a
magnifying glass and a microscope.
When Unsworth and I entered, the room became quiet. I suppose
he’d told them I might know the victim. A detective I hadn’t met
before came across. Unsworth spoke to him.
“Tell him what we’ve got Harry.”
“There’s a body in the chest freezer in the corner. It’s been badly
mutilated in order to get it in there. The arms and legs have been cut
off, and each limb has been roughly chopped into two parts. They’re
stored vertically on the left hand side, and the torso, with the head
intact, has been stored horizontally on the right. Decomposition isn’t
too bad. We’d like you to take a look and see if you recognise it. The
face is a bit bloated and discoloured, but should be fine for the
purposes of identification.”
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I tried not to look in, until I was right over the top of it, so that I
wouldn’t see the face revealed gradually. I wanted to see it instantly,
and know one way or the other.
I looked down. The face was pointing straight up at me, but I
almost didn’t see it. The first thing I saw was long blonde hair.
“Thank God.”
They all gave me a strange look, but I didn’t explain. Couldn’t
explain. It didn’t immediately dawn on me who it was, but at least it
wasn’t Natasha. My knees started to shake. I was in some kind of
shock, but out of relief. Then as I gradually recognised the face I
began to feel awful again. Awful that I’d wanted it to be someone
else, awful that I’d willed someone else to be dead, instead of
Natasha.
Carol had probably been in there since Christmas. Dead even as
we were trying to find her in Deal. Dead when Jimmy was trying to
get the police to do something about it. Dead when Jimmy had a go
at Wishart in the parlour. And all the time, she was lying just a few
doors away.
Instinctively I knew it must have been Wishart. I didn’t know
why he’d done it, but I did know that we’d probably got him for
murder. The big one. The big mistake. The one where you could go
down for life, and not come out. And in Wishart’s case, if we could
prove it, I had no doubt that would be the tariff.
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At Pentonville there is a small door, cut into the huge wooden
gates, which allows access to the hidden world behind the high brick
walls. It’s almost the trademark of Victorian prisons. Even as a
police officer you wonder if, once you enter, they’ll let you out
again. My stomach was turning over as the little door swung open. I
showed my warrant card, and the prison officer let me in.
I’d had to break bad news to people before. As a police officer
you find a way to do it, which looks concerned and sympathetic, but
which keeps you slightly removed from what is actually going on. I
knew I wasn’t going to be able to do that with Jimmy though. The
whole thing was just too close to home. Unsworth had been reluctant
to sanction the visit. But I convinced him I was the right person to do
it. And of course, I had my own agenda.
They showed me to a small room, with bare painted brickwork.
Prison green to chest height, then a deep reddish brown horizontal
line maybe two inches wide, and above that a sort of creamy yellow.
Two metal and canvas chairs had been placed either side of a
wooden table. There was an ashtray in the middle, and as they knew
I was the bearer of bad news, a pack of cigarettes, a box of matches,
and two mugs of hot sweet tea had also been provided. I sat down
and waited for Jimmy to appear.
The door opened, and two prison officers escorted him in. One of
them pointed to a large button on the wall.
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“Just press that when you’ve finished sir, and we’ll come back.”
I nodded, and they left, locking the door behind them. Jimmy sat
himself down on the opposite side of the table, and took a sip of tea.
“Whose are the fags?”
“Not mine.”
He stuffed the cigarettes in his pocket. I knew he didn’t smoke,
but snout was the principle currency inside, so they were worth
having. It was surprising how quickly he’d slipped into the prison
mentality.
“How are you Jimmy?”
“How the fuck do you think I am?”
“Not good?”
“Fucking understatement of the year I should think.”
“I need to talk to you.”
“Well I don’t need to talk to you.”
“Just listen then.”
“I’m only talking to Unsworth.”
“Why’s that?”
“Because at least he’s not a two-faced lying cunt.”
“Doesn’t sound like you Jimmy.”
“Well you haven’t seen me after I’ve just been fucked over have
you?”
I thought it was better to deal with the resentment first, rather than
try to do it after I’d delivered the bad news. And I thought the way to
do it was head on, unapologetically.
“Let’s get our cards on the table Jimmy.”
“Fine with me.”
“Shall I start?”
“If you want.”
I looked him straight in the eye.
“I was doing my job Jimmy. You might not like it, but that’s what
I was doing. And my job was to go after bad bastards like Wishart.
We couldn’t get them any other way, so we decided to pick them off
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from the inside. And what’s more you know he needed to be picked
off, for the sake of girls like Irena and Christiana. I’m the good guy
here Jimmy, and you know it. I can understand why you’re pissed
off. I can understand why you don’t want to have anything to do
with me. But if you have any degree of personal insight whatsoever
you can see it for what it is. Wishart was doing fucking awful things,
and we needed to get him. You got caught up in it, and I’m sorry. I’m
sorry you’re in here. I like you. You became a friend of mine, despite
everything. A good friend. It doesn’t mean I thought you were doing
the right thing, but when you like someone it goes beyond that.
Something else happens. I don't know what it is. I can’t put it into
words. It’s something you feel inside. And everyday you’re here, I
hate myself for putting you here. But you tell me Jimmy, once we’d
started the operation, how could it have come out differently?”
There was a trace of a smile on Jimmy’s lips, as if he was trying
to stop himself from laughing.
“Some fucking speech man. You’re wasted in the police. You
should be in fucking drama school.”
He shook his head.
“You think you deliver a speech like that, and it makes everything
all right? I’m looking at ten years man. Ten fucking years. And all
because the bloke I thought was my best friend wouldn’t even throw
me a life belt when the fucking ship was going down. They didn’t
get Natasha or Sue did they? I wonder how that fucking happened.
Do you think I can’t put two and two together? Do you think I can’t
work out what went on? You’d sort it out for your girlfriend, but you
wouldn’t do it for me. I have to take what’s coming. And that’s not
the worst thing you know. That night when Unsworth pulled you into
the room and shoved your warrant card in my face. I cried my eyes
out man. You saw me. I fucking cried my eyes out. And you know
why? Because every friend I ever had deserted me in the end. All of
them. And I thought you were different. I was convinced of it. I
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thought we were going to do all right man, and then it all turned to
shit again.”
To be honest, I didn’t think my speech was quite as good as his.
Certainly not as self-pitying. But then I wasn’t in Pentonville. I
didn’t know who had mentioned a ten year stretch to him. Unsworth
had been very lenient as far as the charges were concerned, and I
thought he’d be unlucky to get more than eighteen months if he cooperated, which would mean he’d be out in under a year. But that
wouldn’t have had quite the same dramatic effect. The trouble was,
he was about to have ample reason for self pity. I had to remind
myself about what I was there to do.
We had a little pause to catch our breath. Jimmy drained his mug
of tea. I sat back in the chair, and thought about how I was going to
handle things.
“The thing is Jimmy, I’m sorry to tell you, but I’m here to deliver
some bad news.”
“How much worse can it get?”
“A lot worse.”
Something in my tone of voice must have alerted him to the fact
that it was serious. He just sat there looking at me. Not blinking.
“Carol is dead.”
He felt the stubble on his neck with his left hand, didn’t say
anything for a long time. His eyes became moist, but there were no
tears.
“I always knew. Don’t know how, but I did.”
“I’m really sorry.”
“How did it happen?”
“Not sure how it happened yet. I can only tell you what we
found.”
“Which is what?”
“You know that terrace of houses which runs down from the the
parlour?”
“Yeah.”
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“About five doors down we found her body.”
He wiped away the first tear.
“When did she die?”
“I don’t know exactly, but not long after she disappeared I would
guess.”
“How come she wasn’t found before?”
“Someone put her in a freezer.”
“Wishart?”
“I should think so, but I don’t know why.”
“He was buying up those houses Frank.”
“I know.”
“Tommy Nicholls told me he was going to put girls in there.”
“That I didn’t know.”
“The biggest brothel this side of Hamburg.”
“How did he expect to get away with that?”
“No one was going to touch him apparently.”
“Meaning?”
“I don’t know. He must have had some kind of deal with your
lot.”
Back to that again. But still no concrete information. And I didn’t
think we would get any until we had Wishart locked up. Once he
knew it was all over I couldn’t see him protecting bent coppers.
“Jimmy, whatever you may think of me, you have to help me get
Wishart.”
“I’ve been through all this with Unsworth.”
“I think you might be able to do more.”
“I’m not sure I want to.”
“Why not?”
“Because I can’t trust anyone.”
“You can now Jimmy. The undercover part of the operation is
over.”
“Well tell me this Frank, how come I co-operate and end up in
here?”
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“The police don’t control the courts.”
“Tell that to my solicitor. He never knew a case before where the
police don’t object to bail, but the amount is set so high the
defendant can’t afford it. Unsworth must think I’m fucking daft. The
bottom line is, I’m not supposed to be in here. That was the deal.”
There was no doubt this was the sticking point.
“What if I could get you out?”
“How?”
“Never mind how, what if I could?”
“What would you want?”
“Your co-operation. Your complete co-operation, to find
Wishart.”
“OK.”
“And that wouldn’t mean sitting on your arse and feeding us
information.”
“What then?”
“Actually helping me. Going where I go, watching my back...”
“Unsworth’s never going to...”
“Wouldn’t have anything to do with Unsworth.”
“How could you swing that?”
“Let’s just say it would be a private arrangement. Just between
you and me.”
“Why Frank? What’s in it for you?”
“He’s got Natasha.”
Jimmy’s eyes widened.
“I can’t wait while the police do this the proper way Jimmy, I just
can’t.”
“Jesus Frank, I thought you two had...”
“It’s complicated. But even so, you think I’d want to leave her
with Wishart?”
“I suppose not.”
“So are you in or out?”
He didn’t say anything. It was a lot to take in.
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“Come on Jimmy. It’s not like we don’t have a reason. Both of
us.”
“I don’t know. What chance have we got?”
“Sue knows he went to Scotland, Unsworth has put me on the
case, you did a job with him in Montrose, and I’ve got a contact in
Dundee who can help us. That’s as good as it gets.”
He didn’t look convinced, but I still thought he might come
round. After all, he didn’t want to be in Pentonville, and he had
every reason to want Wishart dead, never mind in jail.
“The house in Montrose Jimmy, would you recognise it if you
saw it again?”
“Probably.”
“Could you find it if you were up there?”
“Maybe, but it’s over a year ago.”
“Well if we had that house, we’d be well on the way.”
He sat staring at the desk, for the longest time, then he shook his
head. I couldn’t believe it.
“For fuck’s sake Jimmy. We’re not playing cops and robbers
anymore.”
“I know.”
“Wishart would kill you as soon as look at you.”
“That’s not it Frank.”
“Well what then?”
“I can’t just take up with you where we left off. You want it to be
like old times. But I can’t do that. All the time I was your mate, you
knew what was real and what wasn’t. I only found out a couple of
days ago. For you it’s just the same old shit, but for me, I have to get
used to the fact that everything I thought was true was a fucking lie.
Think about that Frank.”
He was sad, but I was angry.
“Keep your eye on the ball Jimmy. It doesn’t matter what you
think about me. Do it to avenge Carol. Do it to save Natasha. I mean,
are you really so fucking selfish that you’d let her die just because
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you don’t like me? Think about that Jimmy. Fucking think about
that.”
I was shouting, and it was loud enough to bring the warders back.
They burst in, obviously ready to break up a fight, and were a little
surprised to find us still sitting at the table. I got up from my chair
and headed across to the door, still ranting.
“I’m going to do it anyway Jimmy, and then we’ll see if you’re
really so self-centred and so mean minded that you’d let someone
else get fucked over rather than bury the hatchet.”
As I walked out I could hear Jimmy’s voice over my shoulder.
“The only place I want to bury the hatchet Frank is in your
fucking head.”
**********
“Wendy, not you again.”
“Don’t start on that Sue, I’m not in the mood.”
“What do you want?”
“I need to talk to you.”
“How many more times?
“It’s important.”
“You’d better come in then.”
We went upstairs to the flat, and into the lounge. She headed
towards the kitchen.
“Coffee?”
“Not this time Sue, I don’t really feel like it.
She came back, and leant on the door frame.
“I’ve got some bad news.”
“What’s that Frank?”
“Carol is dead.”
For a moment or two there was no reaction, then she went over to
the sofa and sat down.
“How did it happen?”
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“She was murdered, probably by Wishart.”
“Why?”
“I don’t know.”
“You never think anything like that will happen.”
“Well it’s worse than that.”
“How can it be worse?”
“He’s got Natasha.”
“What do you mean, got her?”
“Kidnapped her, abducted her.”
“What on earth for?”
“To blackmail me. Same reason he wanted the photographs. He
wants me to change my evidence, and tip him off about the
investigation. Basically he wants me working for him, and I’ve said I
won’t do it.”
Sue put her head in her hands.
“He thinks it’s in the bag Frank.”
“What?”
“He doesn’t think anyone’s going to touch him.”
“You spoke to him?”
“Yesterday, on the phone. Told me not to worry, everything would
be back on, he’d set me up in the West End, all that. Said he was
taking care of things, and now that Barry and George were out of the
way, he was going to be running Clapton.”
My mind was racing, trying to work it all out. But one thing was
for sure, I didn’t think he would be so keen to come back to London
when he discovered Unsworth wanted him for murder.
“How come he keeps in touch with you?”
“He’s like that. He wants a piece of all the action. And I don’t
mean the money.”
“Wishart’s into S & M?”
“No, or at least I don’t think so.”
“What then?”
“He likes to fuck the girls who work for him.”
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“Yeah I heard.”
“And I haven’t given in, which means he’s still trying.”
“Jesus, if I was a girl that’s about the last thing I’d want.”
“Tell me about it. I don’t think anyone actually wants to do it,
particularly considering the state of him.”
“I heard something about that before. What’s wrong with him?”
“I haven’t seen it myself, so it’s all hearsay, but I believe it’s
pretty nasty. Carol was the one who mentioned it to me, but all she
said was, you wouldn’t want him inside you.”
I put my hand into my jacket pocket, just to feel the envelope
again, still not sure whether to go ahead with my plan. But I couldn’t
think of any alternative.
“I’d like you to do something for me.”
“And what would that be Frank?”
“Wishart has to be found quickly.”
“But I’ve no idea...”
“Jimmy knows where he used to hang out in Scotland, so I need
his help.”
“Not much chance of that since you’ve had him locked up.”
“I want you to bail him out.”
I took the envelope out. Five grand of my own money. Almost
everything I’d got. And I felt like I was placing a bet on an outsider.
I had to trust Sue to do the right thing, and I had to hope Jimmy
would come to his senses. I handed her the envelope. She looked at
it curiously.
“I can’t do it myself for obvious reasons. I need you to give that
to his solicitor, and sort out the paperwork. Then go down to
Pentonville, meet him when he comes out, and talk some sense into
him. Tell him that whatever he thinks of me, you need him to do this
for Carol, and particularly for Natasha.”
Her fingers squeezed the envelope. She was puzzled. It obviously
didn’t contain cash.
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“It’s a banker’s draft. Take it to Larry Long, and don’t tell him
where it came from. His office is on Leyton High Road, I don’t
know the number, but you can’t miss it, the letters are about ten feet
high in a plate glass window. It’s just his name, and something like
CRIMINAL DEFENCE LAWYER underneath.”
She looked at the envelope, obviously not certain about what to
do.
“How am I meant to have got hold of this kind of money?”
“Don’t worry, he won’t ask.”
“What if he does though?”
“Make out you’ve raised it from friends or something.”
“Like anyone’s going to believe that.”
Although she was hesitant, I could see she was inclined towards
doing it. She might have split up with Nat, but she was still fond of
her, and she couldn’t resist doing something to help. We sat there for
a while, and talked. I told her what had happened back at
Pentonville, and how intransigent Jimmy had been. It was important
she understood how difficult it might be to persuade him to cooperate. If she went in thinking it was going to be easy she wouldn’t
be prepared for the inevitable argument.
“And if he does come round, what then?”
“Get him to meet me at King’s Cross.”
“When?”
“Before ten. I’ll book a compartment on the sleeper to Aberdeen.
He can meet me at the barrier.”
**********
I was getting myself in deeper and deeper. Any rational person
would have regarded it as a colossally stupid thing to do. But the
person who most wanted to get Wishart, apart from me, was Jimmy.
I had to trust my judgement that his need to get Wishart was greater
than his contempt for me. If I was wrong I’d just blown five grand,
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but if I was right, we stood some chance of finding Natasha, and
seeing Wishart locked up for good.
There were things to do back at the incident room. The first thing
on the list was DS Kirstie Hamilton. I rang the number. After being
transferred about three times, the switchboard in Dundee finally
managed to track her down.
“This is DI Frank Bridge, and I’ve been given your name by a
colleague in Borders police. I wonder if you can help me.”
She didn’t ask who the mysterious colleague was, so I was in the
clear, and didn’t have to own up to it being a third-hand contact.
“I’m working with a team down here in London, and we’re on a
major case involving serious organised crime. I think our main
suspect might be operating out of Montrose...”
There was a stifled laugh on the other end of the line.
“What’s funny about that?”
“Have you ever been there?”
“No.”
“Nothing ever happens there.”
“Tell me a bit about the place.”
“It’s just small time. The oil industry has a base at Ferryden on
the other side of the estuary, but it’s very quiet. You might get a
couple of arrests for drunk and disorderly on a weekend, but that’s
about it. I’ve never thought of it as the base for serious organised
crime.”
This wasn’t a big surprise. And maybe I’d put it badly, so I
explained a little more.
“We arrested nearly everyone we wanted in some raids about a
week ago. A man called Rab Wishart slipped through the net. If we’d
found him he would have been facing serious charges, probably
murder, rape, abduction, and one or two other things. Now we know
he comes from the east coast of Scotland, and we know he picked up
something from Montrose last year, but we don’t know exactly what
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it was he was dealing in. I’m guessing it was imported, but whether
it was drugs or porn or something else I don’t know. Got any ideas?”
This was a bit of a long shot. You couldn’t really expect a DS in
Dundee, twenty miles away from Montrose, with no knowledge of
the case, to come up with anything.
“There is actually a police station in Montrose you know.”
“Should I check with them?”
“Let me do it. I was up there last year, covering some leave, so I
can ask someone I know.”
“Thanks.”
“I’ll just see if anyone has heard of Rab Wishart.”
“Previous addresses, family members, telephone numbers, would
all be useful.”
“The sergeant has been there man and boy, so we’ll see what he
comes up with.”
“All information gratefully received.”
“I’ll call you back.”
“Probably better if I call you. I’m out and about.”
Since my visit to Scotland was only semi-official, given that I
hoped to have Jimmy in tow, it didn’t seem a good idea to tell her I
might soon be in the vicinity. There were certain protocols for
operating out of area, and I planned to ignore all of them. Word on
the grapevine was that in Scotland it was all done scrupulously
correctly. So I guessed that my sudden unannounced appearance
wouldn’t go down well. But if I didn’t find Wishart there was no
reason for them to know, and if I did find him, I could count on
Unsworth to pour oil on troubled waters.
I followed up a few of my other enquiries. The electoral
registration officer more or less told me to get lost. They weren’t
going to photocopy fifteen years of electoral rolls, but they were
happy for me to go in and look at them if I wanted to. However he
did give me half a dozen addresses for the Wisharts who were on the
current electoral roll in Montrose. The registrar of births marriages
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and deaths was able to confirm several Wisharts had lived and died
in the area, and again said I could visit and consult the registers if I
so wished. The prison service came up with nothing.
So I left for Kings Cross, with a list of some possible addresses in
Montrose, Kirstie Hamilton’s phone number, and the hope that
Jimmy would turn up before ten. It wasn’t an auspicious start to
what was a very speculative trip. But while Natasha was missing, I
was like a dog with a bone. I couldn’t let go of it. Nothing short of
sudden death was going to separate me from Wishart’s feint trail.
The booking office had my tickets ready for me. I’d booked one
second class compartment, at considerable expense. It had two single
berths in it. If you wanted a compartment to yourself you had to go
first class, and for that price you could probably have gone up there
by taxi.
To my surprise Sue was waiting by the barrier.
“I did my best Frank.”
“But?”
“I don’t know. He’s still angry.”
“When did he get out?”
“About seven.”
“Where’s he gone?”
“I told him to go and pack a suitcase, but I don’t know if that’s
what he’s done. He wouldn’t let me go with him.”
I could see my five grand going up in smoke. Jimmy might have
decided that his best plan was to leg it. But that was the chance I’d
taken. We stood there waiting as the big hand on the station clock
gradually inched nearer to the upright position.
“If he doesn’t come Frank, do you want me to go with you?”
“Thanks, but I’m relying on him to find the house he visited with
Wishart.”
She nodded. I looked at the clock one last time, and then looked
back to Sue. Suddenly she kissed me.
“Best of luck Frank. I mean it.”
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“Thanks.”
I got some way down the platform, when I heard Sue call to me. I
turned round, and in the distance I could see Jimmy ambling across
the concourse. He wasn’t exactly steady on his feet, and I suspected
he’d had a few drinks to celebrate his early release.
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We spent the rest of the evening in a kind of tense silence. Jimmy
didn’t want to communicate with me at all. He had no time for small
talk. He was going to go with me to find Wishart, but he was going
to do it grudgingly. I knew the situation would have to improve if we
were going to work together, but there wasn’t much I could do about
it.
There were a few stops at provincial southern stations early on.
The constant stopping and starting, and the banging of doors, made it
hard for me to get any rest. Once the train began the uninterrupted
part of its journey I slept off and on, but there was nothing good
about the experience. Jimmy on the other hand slept like a log. I
wondered if that was because sleeping on the train was easier than
sleeping in prison, or whether it was the effects of the alcohol he’d
consumed before boarding.
At about five-thirty, just as it was getting light, there was a knock
on the door. The guard called to us.
“Half an hour to Montrose.”
I could tell Jimmy was in a foul mood just by his body language.
He hadn’t been up at that time in the morning even in prison. I had a
quick wash in the small basin, brushed my teeth, combed my hair,
and ran the electric razor over my face. As the train was gradually
slowing Jimmy was just struggling into his clothes. He didn’t bother
to wash, or do anything else. He didn’t have time.
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As he was putting his shoes on, I went into the corridor, opened
the window, and poked my head out. I was greeted by the
spectacular sight of the tidal basin. Rippling water, glistening in the
early morning spring sunshine, stretching inland for a mile or more,
and behind it the mottled green hills, with huge white clouds floating
above.
The train gradually came to a halt, and I stepped out onto the
platform. I was out of London, and it felt good. The air was fresh,
and a little chilly. It had that invigorating quality, which makes you
ready to tackle whatever is in front of you. The carriage door closed
behind me, and I turned to see Jimmy had stumbled out onto the
platform. His hair was in a mess, his clothes weren’t buttoned
properly, and the laces on his left shoe still hadn’t been tied. He
looked like someone who had just spent the night asleep under a
hedge. For some reason it amused me and I began to laugh.
“What’s so fucking funny?”
“You.”
As the train left the station there was a sudden blast from the
horn. Loud enough to act as an alarm call for the whole town. Jimmy
just about leapt into the air. That did it. I was laughing so much I had
to sit down. It might have been that Jimmy looked so unprepared for
what lay ahead, or just that he looked so rough, but I couldn’t stop
laughing. The tears rolled down my cheeks. And he made it worse by
standing there looking at me as if I was completely mad. His eyes
were wide open, staring at me, utterly perplexed. In the end he sat
down next to me, shaking his head. He tied his laces, rearranged his
clothes, tucked his shirt in, ran his fingers through his hair, and
began to look a bit more presentable. Gradually the laughter
subsided.
“Thank fuck for that.”
“Sorry Jimmy.”
We looked around. In front of us there was water, and behind us
was the town. The tall spire of Montrose church towered over
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everything. Climbing up the steps to the top of the foot bridge gave
us a better view. Below us, outside the station, was a small taxi rank,
with just one taxi waiting.
The driver was asleep, so I tapped on the sidelight. He opened his
eyes slowly, and rolled down the window.
“Anywhere to eat around here?”
“Are you off the sleeper?”
“Yes.”
He looked at his watch.
“Linney’s will be open in twenty minutes.”
“Can you take us?”
“You can walk it.”
“We’ve got cases.”
“It’s just round the corner on the High Street.”
He pointed over to the road behind the taxi rank.
“Go across Western Road, up Hume Street, and turn left, you
can’t miss it.”
So reluctantly we lugged our suitcases across the road, and up the
little side street. Linney’s was only a few doors down, and we found
it easily. As we leant on the wall, with our suitcases sitting outside
the little double doors, a woman came to the window and peered out.
On seeing us she opened one of the doors.
“Are you waiting for your breakfast?”
“Yes.”
“You might as well wait inside.”
We went in, and sat at the table nearest to the counter.
“I’ll be about five minutes, then I’ll take your order.”
She was a woman of about fifty, with a strong east coast accent,
very friendly and direct. After she disappeared into the kitchen,
Jimmy and I were alone.
“So how come Natasha was taken by Wishart?”
“To blackmail me, what else?”
“What does he want from you?”
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“He wanted me working for him, to sabotage the case basically.”
“And how was the message delivered?”
“Lance came to my hotel.”
“Jesus, talk about scraping the bottom of the barrel.”
“Am I missing something?”
“Just that he’s a long way down the food chain.”
“So?”
“Wishart wouldn’t be using him unless he was desperate.”
“Quite a lot of people were taken off the street, so maybe that’s
all he could get.”
Jimmy nodded.
“And Unsworth has you working on this?”
“Yeah.”
“Despite the fact Wishart has your girlfriend and is blackmailing
you?”
“Let’s just say Unsworth isn’t quite so up to date as you are.”
“You’re a very naughty boy Frank.”
“And what would you have done, if it had been the other way
round?”
“Same thing.”
“And would you have bailed me out with five grand of your own
money?”
“Maybe.”
We both had a full cooked Scottish breakfast, and finished off
with big mugs of tea. Jimmy was beginning to feel better.
I asked the woman which was the best value hotel, and she
pointed us in the direction of the Central, which was just up the road.
Jimmy didn’t like the look of it from the outside. It was an austere
building, and the doors were covered in several layers of black gloss
paint. He said it looked like a highland funeral parlour, but I pushed
him in through the door, and he was pleased to find it was quite
homely inside. They were a bit surprised to see us at such an early
hour, but they had a couple of rooms available, so we took them.
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Once we were settled in I had a word with the receptionist, and
asked where we might hire a car. She said the only place in town was
Guthrie Brothers on North Esk Road, which was a fair walk from the
High Street.
Jimmy still looked tired, so I told him to get a bit more sleep,
while I sorted things out. It was a glorious spring day, and I quite
fancied a stroll by myself. The High Street narrows towards the top
end, where many of the buildings are gable end on to the road, with
narrow passageways giving access to the back doors. Beyond the
narrow point is Murray Street, and in due course this leads into
North Esk Road. Really it’s all one long road, heading out towards
Aberdeen.
Eventually I came to a modern building, set well back from the
road. This was Guthrie’s car show room, and in front was a garage
forecourt. I went into the shop, and found there was a reception area
just inside the door, with some car-hire leaflets lying on the counter.
Before I could pick one up a young woman came through from the
back. She was taking her coat off.
“Sorry I’m late. It’s Mr Paterson I presume.”
“No.”
“Oh. It’s just we had a phone booking yesterday, and I thought
you were him.”
“No, I’m up here on holiday from London, and I’d like to rent a
car.”
“When would you want it?”
“As soon as possible.”
She looked at me so sympathetically, I knew what the answer was
going to be before she opened her mouth.
“We’re fully booked at the moment I’m afraid.”
“Have you any idea where else I could get one?”
“I think Aberdeen may be the nearest place.”
I closed my eyes momentarily because I realised my mistake. We
should have continued to Aberdeen on the train, hired the car there,

323

and then driven back to Montrose. It was the obvious thing to do, but
I hadn’t thought of it. When I opened my eyes again, a middle aged
man in a suit had turned up behind the counter. The young woman
was speaking to him.
“This gentleman is on holiday and wants to hire a car, but with
the Escort off the road, and the phone booking yesterday, we don’t
have anything. Where’s the best place for him to go in Aberdeen?”
The man pursed his lips, and turned to me.
“Do you mind what it looks like?”
“No.”
He lifted up the hinged part of the counter, and ushered me
through. We went out of the back door, and across to the workshop.
In a parking space at the side was a virtually new, white Ford Escort,
with a seriously obtrusive scuff mark, along the whole length of the
near side front wing.
“Is that any good to you?”
“Maybe. I could probably live with the damaged paintwork, if it
was reflected in the price.”
“Aye well, it’s only a cosmetic problem, but we’d give you say,
five per cent off.”
Had I been in London, and in any sort of bargaining position, I
would have pushed for at least a third off, and walked away if I
didn’t get it. But walking away might have meant walking to
Aberdeen, so I took it without any argument.
Back at the hotel, Jimmy was looking suitably refreshed. I took
him round the corner into Lower Hall Street, where I’d parked the
car.
“You hired this?”
“It was all they had.”
“It’s an Escort mark two.”
“I know.”
“It must be the worst car Ford ever made. No comparison with the
mark one.”
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Then he saw the scrape down the wing.
“And what the fuck’s that?”
We went for a spin round the north east side of town, to see if he
could spot anything familiar. That was apparently where he’d been
taken by Wishart the previous year, and that was where I decided to
begin the search.
The layout of the roads was strange. Two little streets ran parallel
to the A92, with about eight roads running off towards the coast. We
worked our way up and down. East into Queen Street, north into
Mill Street, west into King Street, north into Kincardine Street, a
tricky bit round Mount Avenue, and so on, working our way further
and further towards the edge of town.
As we skirted Rosehill cemetery and went west along Gindera
Road we both spotted something on the left, and began to laugh. It
was Wishart Avenue. Then we went up past Wirren House, right into
Broomfield Road, and on the right we saw Wishart Gardens.
“This must be his home town.”
“You wouldn’t have thought they’d start naming the streets after
him.”
After a while we ended up on the road to Aberdeen, almost out of
Montrose, with no more side streets in view. There were no houses
which Jimmy recognised. He said the houses were the wrong type,
and he wondered if he’d been mistaken about where the house had
been in relation to the centre of the town.
As he described it, we were looking for a terraced house, which
was stone built, and had a slate roof, with funny little circular
dormer windows poking out of it. There was no front garden, and he
guessed the building was old, but he didn’t know how old.
All the property on the north side seemed larger than that. Most
houses had front gardens, and we just couldn’t find the type of
building Jimmy described. We found the architecture difficult to
interpret. We thought we were on the good side of town, the more
affluent side, but we didn’t know for sure. Jimmy thought the place
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he’d been to was more run-down, in a poorer area, but to our
southern eyes it was hard to judge.
I took him back into the town, and then walked him round all the
estate agents. We came to the window of Campbell, Middleton,
Burness, and Dickson, Solicitors and Property Consultants. After
looking at the houses on offer for a minute or two, Jimmy pointed to
a picture.
“That’s it.”
“That one?”
“Maybe it’s not the actual one, but it’s a dead ringer.”
It was on Ferry Street. We went south-east out of the High Street,
along George Street, and into Ferry Street. It lead down towards the
harbour, and even I could tell we were in the middle of the cheaper
property. Jimmy was convinced this was where he’d been. The only
trouble was, all the houses looked identical. Except for different
coloured doors and window frames, there was nothing to choose
between them.
One of the most essential pieces of police work is also the most
boring. I knew I had the patience for it, but I didn’t know about
Jimmy.
**********
We sat there, at the top end of Ferry Street, for hours on end.
Jimmy complained about how cramped the Escort was, and kept
wanting to get out of the car and wander up to the High Street for
one reason or another. It was a battle to keep him there. One of the
first rules with any kind of surveillance is to stay put, because sod’s
law dictates that the moment you go to relieve yourself, that’s when
the suspect will turn up.
Before we started I’d fixed us up with some filled rolls, some
buns from the local bakery, and a couple of bottles of lemonade. The
trick though is to use the lemonade just to wet your mouth maybe
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every half hour or so, not to guzzle it down as if it was a yard of ale.
Jimmy was inclined towards not taking my advice, just to be
awkward. In the end he had to go up the road, and pop into the
George Hotel on the corner, to use their toilet. I stopped him from
going until he claimed he was in pain.
There were various comings and goings. Some of the locals gave
the car a curious look, because they obviously didn’t know it, and I
was concerned that someone might report me to the police for acting
suspiciously. It was one of the most common problems on a
stakeout. Since I was outside my own force area, it was something I
could do without.
Jimmy got back from the George Hotel, obviously feeling a lot
better. He sat in the car for a moment, and then pointed down the
road.
“When did that arrive?”
“What?”
“The black Granada.”
“Just after you left.”
“That’s Wishart’s car.”
“Wishart didn’t get out of it.”
“Well that’s the car he drives.”
“The actual car, or just the same type?”
“He drives a black M reg Granada GLXi.”
We weren’t close enough to see the registration number, or the
chrome letters on the boot lid, which would have told us if we were
onto something.
I got out of the car, and walked down the road, keeping my eyes
open for any activity which might necessitate a hasty retreat. Luckily
the Granada wasn’t parked too close to the car behind, so I didn’t
have to go very far before I had a good view. It was an M
registration car, and it was a GLXi, but I noticed the sticker in the
back window indicated it had been bought locally, from Guthrie
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Brothers. I took the registration number, and made a note of which
house it was parked outside.
Back in the car Jimmy was certain we’d found what we were
looking for, but I wasn’t so sure. There were some things which
didn’t add up. It wasn’t being driven by Wishart, and I was pretty
sure the little terraced house wasn’t Wishart’s place in the country. I
needed to make some calls, but I also needed to be able to follow the
car if it went somewhere. There was no alternative but to trust
Jimmy. Despite the fact that he wasn’t insured I tossed him the car
keys.
“If it goes somewhere, follow it, make a note of anywhere it
stops, and then meet me back at the hotel.”
I gave him the map of Montrose, and then ran up to the High
Street to find a telephone box. The first call I made was to Kirstie
Hamilton.
“It’s Frank Bridge again.”
“I’d been hoping to hear from you.”
“Why’s that?”
“I’ve got some news about your Mr Wishart.”
“Has he been in trouble with Tayside police?”
“No, but he should have been. Because between you and me, he’s
definitely been getting away with it.”
“With what exactly?”
“We were tipped off about some low level smuggling through
Montrose harbour. The Customs presence there is sporadic to say the
least. Wishart apparently was a regular visitor at one time, but when
Customs and Excise got on the case he disappeared. There wasn’t
any direct evidence against him, so no one pursued it.”
That sounded about right. They’d be happy if he became someone
else’s problem. Back in those days, if you got someone off your
patch, that was almost as good as a conviction.
“Does he own any property?”
“Not as far as we’re aware.”
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“Relatives?”
“His mother and father are dead, but he’s got a brother lives in the
area.”
“Got an address?”
“Sounds like you’re thinking of a trip up here Inspector.”
“Maybe.”
“If you do, and you want back up, you’ll have to go through
channels.”
“What if I don’t want back up?”
“The Chief Constable’s a bit of a stickler.”
“No chance of the address then?”
“What would you want with a house in Glen Esk when you’re
stuck in London?”
This was a good question, and one to which I didn’t have a good
answer.
“Just curiosity.”
“Clachnacuilt”
I had to get her to spell it.
“How close is that to Montrose?”
“Twenty miles maybe.”
“In a village?”
“There’s no village, it’s just a house half way up the Glen.”
“Great.”
“You’d never find it without an Ordnance Survey map.”
“I think I’ll just file it.”
Next I rang Unsworth. I needed him to run a check.
“I’m just wondering about a vehicle, could be Wishart’s.”
“And what makes you think that?”
“Same make and model and suffix letter as the one he had in
London.”
“Bit of a long shot isn’t it?”
“Yeah, but I thought it might be worth checking out.”
“Give it to me.”
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He had someone run the check while we were talking. But my
investigation wasn’t the thing at the very front of his mind. He had
news of Jimmy.
“Someone’s bailed the little scumbag.”
“Who did that?”
“I don’t know where he got the cash, but his solicitor got him out
yesterday.”
“Jesus.”
“I thought you said he couldn’t raise that kind of money?”
“I didn’t think he could.”
“Well now I’ve got to find him, and worry about where he is, and
make sure Wishart or one of his mates doesn’t get to him.”
I decided to cover my tracks by trying to put a positive spin on it.
“Doesn’t he have to report to the police?”
“Once a week, but by that time it might be too late.”
The registration check came back.
“Registered to a Rodney Wilson, Ferry Street, Montrose.”
“Not what I wanted to hear, but thanks anyway.”
Back at the car I filled Jimmy in.
“We’re no further forward. The car belongs to the bloke who lives
in that house. Wishart doesn’t have a place in Montrose, his parents
are dead, and the only connection he might have round here is a
brother who lives somewhere unpronounceable about twenty miles
away.”
Jimmy wasn’t convinced.
“Well that’s the fucking car Frank, I’m sure of it.”
“Why?”
“It’s too much of a coincidence. Think about it. A year ago I was
up here, almost certainly outside that house, loading a van with
Wishart. And now a car which is absolutely fucking identical to
Wishart’s turns up outside the same house. Give me odds Frank.
What are the chances it doesn’t belong to Wishart?”
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**********
As it got towards five in the afternoon I couldn’t get the idea of
Wishart’s brother out of my head. That was my only remaining lead,
and we were certainly going to have to check it out the following
day. Kirstie Hamilton had said I’d never find his house without an
Ordnance Survey map, so I decided to get one.
I left Jimmy to keep an eye on the Granada, while I went up to the
High Street again. In the newsagent’s they had a variety of maps. I
had the choice of one and a quarter, or two and a half inches to the
mile. The problem with the larger scale map was that it didn’t cover
a very big area, so I settled for more coverage at a smaller scale, and
hoped for the best. When I got back to the car Jimmy was still
watching the Granada. I unfolded the map, and had a good look at
the area round Glen Esk in some detail, ready for the next day.
It was getting on for dusk, and we were just about to call it a day,
when a man came out of the house and got into the Granada. I
couldn’t see if it was the same man as before, but it clearly wasn’t
Wishart.
He put his lights on and pulled away. I let him get to the end of
the street, and then pulled out, without showing any lights. After a
couple of right turns he followed the route back along the quay. I let
another vehicle get between us as we filtered out onto Bridge Street,
and then finally turned my headlights on, when he was too far in
front to really notice. As we came to the Lochside Distillery on the
north side of town, he turned left onto the Brechin road. In a few
hundred yards we were in open countryside, and in unknown
territory.
We drove along at a leisurely pace, with a considerable distance
between us. The road was good, and we passed a few houses, but for
the most part the area seemed sparsely populated. After eight miles
or so we got to Brechin, made our way through the town, and out
onto a minor road. We passed through the villages of Trinity and
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Inchbare, before we got to Edzell. By now it was darker, and the
mountains beyond the village were a shadowy brooding presence in
the failing light.
All of a sudden jet engines roared overhead. Jimmy and I
instinctively ducked as fighter planes skimmed the tops of the trees.
“What the fuck?”
“Must be training. Unless there’s a war on, and Unsworth forgot
to tell me.”
Edzell is a long thin place. You go through an arch, and the main
street is wide and straight for about half a mile. Considering its
position, on a minor road, in the shadow of the Grampians, it’s
bigger than you might expect. Even at that time in the evening, there
was still quite a bit of traffic around, including the odd left hand
drive American car. Jimmy’s eyes lit up.
“What’s a fucking Cadillac doing up here?”
“No idea.”
“And another.”
“Really?”
His head turned to watch it as we passed by.
“That’s the Rolls Royce of cars man.”
I don’t think he realised what he’d said.
As we followed the Granada out of the village, I had some idea
where we were heading. By that time we were the only two cars on
the road, and I knew it would soon become clear to the driver of the
Granada that someone was following him. We turned right over
Gannochy Bridge, went past the entrance to the Burn House, and
then the Granada indicated left. I could see the road signs ahead, and
my suspicions were confirmed. He turned left, and we continued
straight ahead. Jimmy’s head shot round to watch the receding
Granada.
“For fuck’s sake.”
“Couldn’t do it Jimmy. Would have been a dead give-away.”
“Why?”
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“That road doesn’t go anywhere.”
“Must go somewhere.”
“Twenty miles up into the mountains, and then that’s it.”
Jimmy was silent for a while. He realised we would have given
away the fact we were following him.
“So what’s up that road?”
“Glen Esk. Where Wishart’s brother lives.”
That was the first time I’d seen a smile on Jimmy’s face in a long
time. He’d been sure he was right about the car, and it looked as if he
was. I didn’t want to count our chickens just at that moment, but I
was certainly looking forward to investigating further.
We took the next right to head back towards Montrose. It was a
long straight road, which by passed Edzell, and brought us out at
North Water Bridge, not far from the main road back into town.
Silver birch trees lined the verge to begin with, but they quickly gave
way to about a mile of chain link fencing. We couldn’t see much in
the gloom, but eventually we passed a sign, at a very well guarded
entrance. RAF Edzell. It might strictly speaking have been an RAF
base, but it was obvious from the vehicles in the immediate vicinity
that it belonged to the Americans. Little pieces of the jigsaw began
to fall into place.
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The Central Hotel was very pleasant. The beds were firm but
comfortable, and the decoration was a touch old fashioned, but that
was something I quite liked. It seemed in keeping with the rest of the
town.
Jimmy and I were sitting in my room, working out what to do. I
looked in my diary to find the sunrise and sunset chart. We needed to
start our search early, but Jimmy wasn’t impressed with my plan.
“Why the fuck do we need to be up at four in the morning?”
“Because we need to be out there at first light.”
“What’s the fucking rush man?”
“If we’re going to go snooping around we need to do it before
anyone is up.”
We compromised. I agreed to call him at four-thirty. He said he
didn’t need to wash, and could be out of the hotel in five minutes. I
told him not to lock his door, so that I would be able to go in and
wake him, without disturbing everyone else.
In the end I had to virtually drag him out of bed. He wasn’t at his
best in the morning, and getting up at that hour was something of a
challenge for him. Grumpy didn’t begin to describe his attitude.
Under normal circumstances he was a night owl, and he didn’t take
kindly to anyone altering his routine.
For the first fifteen miles or so, in virtual darkness, he really only
said one word.
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“Fuck.”
And then the car hit a pothole, and he was woken up again.
“Fuck.”
And then I woke him up, when we got to the left turn into the
Glen, where we’d let the Granada get away the previous night.
“Fuck.”
“Never mind ‘fuck’, you have to stay awake now.”
“Why? Just tell me when we get there.”
“We are there.”
“I mean when we get to the house.”
“I need you to watch out for it.”
“Jesus.”
“I mean it.”
“Give me a break Frank.”
“Just do it, because if we miss it we’ll end up fucking miles out of
our way.”
Clachnacuilt wasn’t actually marked on the Ordnance Survey
map. When Kirstie Hamilton said I’d never find it without a map, it
was probably just a figure of speech. So we had to watch out for a
house name, or a black Ford Granada.
We had no idea what Clachnacuilt might look like. We didn’t
know if it was a castle or a croft, a terraced cottage, or a farmhouse.
We didn’t know if it was on the road to Invermark, or on one of the
little tracks which led off it. It was all new to us. I’d never been so
far north, and Jimmy had only made one fleeting visit to Montrose
the previous year.
As we turned into the glen, the sun wasn’t up, but the sky was
bright, and we could see it was about to be a beautiful spring
morning. Chilly but clear. Refreshing. Something worth getting up
for. Or at least that was how I saw it. Jimmy didn’t quite feel the
same way.
We drove along slowly, not wanting to miss any little turning. Not
wanting to pass the end of any drive without checking the name. To
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begin with there was nothing. A stone wall to the left, a grass verge
to the right, and silver birch everywhere. The first mile was
relatively straight. A long way ahead, where the road curved round to
the left, we could see a large stone house covered in ivy. The name
of the house was painted on a little wooden sign at the rear, next to
the garage. It wasn’t what we were looking for.
Once round the corner, the road began to twist and turn. A sign
warned of blind crests and bends in the glen, and asked drivers to
take them slowly. The bends were tight, and the crests were on the
top of little mounds only fifteen or twenty feet high. Buildings were
few and far between, but you came upon them suddenly, without
warning.
Where a track left the road, there was always a small sign, which
told you the name of the farm or lodge or cottage which it led to. I
thought it was only a matter of time before we found what we were
looking for.
But mile after mile passed. The rolling countryside gave way to
hills, and then mountains. As we progressed further into the
Grampians I began to understand what a glen really was. It was
rather like the Welsh valleys I’d been taken to as a child, but on a
grander scale. The road followed the path of the river Esk on the
valley floor, and the mountains began to tower over us. Sunrise for
us was delayed. It would be some time before the sun made its way
over the peaks.
Instinct told me this was dangerous. With only one road out, our
escape route could be cut off. On the other hand, the circumstances
which gave rise to the dangers, also gave us some advantages. Since
there was only one road, unless the Granada was hidden in a garage
somewhere, and the house name had been removed, we would
probably find what we were looking for. The road was so remote and
isolated, they probably wouldn’t bother to hide anything. It would be
easy for them to be careless in a situation where there was no
apparent risk.
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We drove slowly through Tarfside, the only village, looking at
every name on every house. Past a small row of picture perfect
cottages, painted in green and white, with flowers starting to come
out in the front gardens. Still nothing. Then on over the bridge, and
further into the mountains. We saw a small stone house, with rusting
farm implements at the back, and an old tractor in the front garden.
After nearly an hour we reached the end of the road. To the right
was Loch Lee parish church, a tiny picturesque building in the heart
of the glen. I pulled onto the verge and turned the engine off.
Just ahead the road turned into a track which didn’t look suitable
for vehicles. We continued on foot, although Jimmy wasn’t really in
the mood for an early morning walk. He lagged behind, and clearly
wished he was still in bed. We checked out a large detached farm
house, and strolled along the riverbank for a mile or so, passing
Invermark castle, and eventually coming to Loch Lee. There was a
ruined church, and a small graveyard, overlooking the loch, but
nothing else in sight for miles. I could have sat there for hours, in the
peace and quiet, looking out over the water, but we had a job to do.
It was time to get back to the car.
**********
“Now what Frank?”
“Let me look at the map, see if we missed anything.”
“We didn’t miss it. It wasn’t there.”
“The car might be gone, but the house didn’t magically
disappear.”
If necessary I knew I would be going back into town, buying all
the large scale maps, studying them, and returning the following day.
But Jimmy was fed up already. He liked things which produced a
quick result.
Looking at the map didn’t help much. Although I found paths,
and buildings which I thought we might have missed, it was difficult
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to reconcile the symbols on the map with what we’d actually seen as
we drove down the glen. There was nothing for it but to back track,
and see if we had overlooked anything.
We’d only gone about a mile when I saw a concealed entrance,
hidden in the trees. Because of the angle at which it met the road, we
couldn't possibly have seen it when we were travelling in the
opposite direction. And unlike all the previous tracks and paths we’d
come across, there was no wooden sign to tell us the name of the
house.
Once I was round the next bend, I pulled the car up onto the
verge, and turned the engine off. I looked at the map, but with no
obvious landmarks around, it was hard to tell exactly where we
were. The most likely place seemed to be Mains of Badarrach, a
farm not far from the end of the glen. If I was right, the map
indicated a farmhouse situated quite a long way up the hill, behind
some trees, and another building just over the brow, which wasn’t
named.
Just in case we’d found what we were looking for, we couldn’t
very well go walking up the path. So we had to make our way across
country. Neither of us had walking boots, and although we had the
map, we didn’t have a compass.
It was an interesting climb. Our feet kept slipping out from under
us on the steeper parts of the slope.
“I didn’t fucking sign up for this man.”
“Yes you did.”
“Well I resign then.”
“It’s a long walk back to Montrose Jimmy.”
Finally we made it over a stony diagonal ridge. I compared what I
could see with the ordnance survey map. We were definitely in the
right place. There was a hedge in front of us, about thirty yards
away, and some trees beyond, which were hiding the farmhouse
from view. To our right were some more trees, extending to the brow
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of the hill. I wanted to get a better look at the farmhouse, but to do it
we were going to have to break cover.
“See that old fence post on the right?”
“Yeah.”
“We’ll head straight for that.”
“Very good sergeant.”
“Don’t get fucking sarcastic Jimmy. Let’s just go across there, and
make it look like we’re out for a walk, and not as if we’re searching
for something.”
Once we got to the hedge our cover was very good. We were able
to trudge up the hill, parallel with the path. Through the vegetation I
could see the path forked left into a large clump of trees on the far
side, and I could also see a small sign which indicated the house
beyond was Mains of Badarrach. As we walked further we could see
the back of a Land Rover parked to one side of the driveway.
Another section of the pathway curled round the hill. We
presumed it went to the other building shown on the map. But once
again we couldn’t just walk up the path, so we made our way
through some silver birch towards the top of the hill, hoping to get a
good view from there.
There was no sign of life, so we were bold enough to work our
way further and further through the trees. Finally we were lying on
our stomachs, crawling towards the brow of the hill. As we
approached we saw bits of things. First bits of stonework, and a
window. Then a balustrade, then a cornice. The building gradually
came into view. We were looking down on it. Just our heads poking
above the ridge.
“It’s a fucking castle.”
Below us was a substantial country house. The architecture had
clearly been influenced by Scottish castles, but it was relatively
modern. At the front was a gravel area with a couple of vehicles
parked there. One was the Granada, and the other was a Chrysler off
road vehicle, with American plates.
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“What do you think Frank?”
“Wishart’s brother might own it on paper, but I’ll give you any
odds you like that this is Wishart’s place in the country.”
“How much do you think it cost?”
“Plenty.”
Jimmy was shaking his head in disbelief. My guess is that he was
just beginning to realise how much money Wishart must have been
raking in. And I have to say, the size of the place was something of a
surprise to me as well.
“What the fuck do we do now?”
“Wait.”
**********
We had no food, no water, and no idea how long we might have
to stay there. But we needed to see what went on, and in particular
we needed to see who came and who went. Because of the early start
we were holed up there well before eight in the morning. And we
were in for a long wait. The birds sang, there was a light breeze in
the trees, and the spring sunshine began to warm us up a little, but
apart from the wildlife, nothing stirred.
The first signs of life came at around half nine. In the distance I
could hear the muffled sound of a radio playing somewhere inside.
Radio Two as far as I could tell. Light music rather than pop. That
was all we heard for another hour or so.
You begin to believe no one will ever come out. Even if you’ve
experienced stake-outs before, the longer it goes on, the less likely it
seems that you will get a result. Of course you know logically
someone must eventually come out, you just don’t think it’s going to
happen in your lifetime.
There was the sound of a door opening, but not one I could see.
Jimmy had momentarily dozed off, so I elbowed him in the ribs. He
woke up suddenly, and glanced over the ridge.
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“What? What’s up?”
“Someone’s come out.”
“Where?”
“Back of the house I should think.”
There were distant footsteps on gravel, but we couldn’t see
anyone. Then there were a few other noises. The sounds of things
being moved around, or dragged maybe. Then silence. After a
moment we heard what sounded like the metronomic beat of a brush
on a snare drum. Very light, barely audible, but a definite rhythm to
it. It was a familiar sound, but I couldn’t quite place it. Jimmy
smiled, and rolled onto his side so he was facing me.
“Wishart.”
“What?”
“It’s Wishart.”
“How the fuck do you know that?”
“Ten quid says it’s Wishart.”
“I’m not betting on it Jimmy, how do you know?”
He didn’t say anything. That was one of the annoying things
about him. Even though it was a serious situation, to him it was still
just a game. Life itself was a game.
“Jimmy, just stop fucking about, and tell me what’s going on.”
He gave me another of his long superior smiles.
“Wishart is the only one I know who shines his shoes, with
brushes, every morning, regular as clockwork.”
I was puzzled.
“And you learned this how exactly?”
“Seen him do it a couple of times out the back of the parlour.”
“So the ‘every morning, regular as clockwork’ part is a bit of an
exaggeration.”
He shrugged.
We waited. There was more activity at the back of the house.
Distant voices, too faint to make out what was being said, or who
was saying it. Then it went quiet again. I was coming to the
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conclusion we should have been round the back. There was nothing
at the front, except the gravel drive, and the parking area. I didn’t
know what was at the back, but it had to be more interesting than
anything we could see from where we were. I was about to suggest
trying to get a better view, when the front door opened.
A couple of hold-alls were thrown out, by someone I couldn’t
clearly see. He was still just about inside the door, and in shadow. A
few seconds later he came out, carrying a couple more bags, and I
recognised him as the man I’d seen driving the Granada away from
Ferry Street the previous day. Another individual, tall and thickset,
came out behind him, also carrying bags, but as far as I knew I’d
never seen him before. They loaded everything into the four wheel
drive Chrysler, and shook hands. I couldn’t make out what they were
saying, but I thought I detected an American accent. There’s
something about that nasal twang which gives itself away over quite
a distance.
After a few moments the tall guy got into the Chrysler and drove
off. The other man opened up the boot of the Granada and then went
back into the house. He came out with some boxes and loaded them
into the boot.
Another man, short and stocky, with longish hair, emerged from
the house. He was looking around as he came out. Jimmy
instinctively ducked behind the ridge, but I was like a rabbit caught
in the headlights. My brain couldn’t process the information it was
getting from my eyes. I just kept staring down, taking in the whole
scene, unable to even think about the implications. Had he looked up
he would have seen my head, clearly sticking up above the crest, and
he would have seen the puzzled look on my face. He opened the
door of the Granada, threw his shoulder bag into the back, and
climbed into the passenger seat.
Jimmy wasn’t the only person to know someone who cleaned
their shoes regularly. I knew plenty of people who did that, and they
were all policemen.

342

When the Granada drove off, I slipped down the bank next to
Jimmy. I don’t know how I looked, but I would guess shocked didn’t
begin to describe it.
“What the fuck’s up man?”
“You won’t believe it.”
“What happened?”
“I just saw Derek Black climb into the Granada.”
“Who the fuck is Derek Black?”
“My handler.”
“Handler?”
“When you go undercover you have a handler, a contact, someone
who you meet, or phone up, who acts as your go-between, the link
between you and the people running the operation.”
Jimmy’s jaw dropped. I’d read about someone’s jaw dropping, but
that was the first time I’d ever actually seen it happen. He just sat
there for a few seconds with his mouth open, and nothing coming
out.
“You just saw your handler get in the Granada and drive away?”
“He wasn’t driving he was in the passenger seat, but yeah, that’s
what I saw.”
“And he’s a copper?”
“Of course he’s a copper, he’s a Detective Inspector.”
“Out of Clapton?”
“Yeah.”
“Jesus we talked about this man, they’re all on the fucking take.”
“What?”
“CID in Clapton, they’re all at it.”
“We didn’t talk about it Jimmy, all you or anyone else ever told
me was that some of the money was kicked back, no one ever gave
me anything useful.”
He gave me a grin.
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“Maybe if you’d mentioned you were undercover, and what you
really wanted was to put some dirty coppers away, we’d have been a
bit more helpful.”
I wasn’t in the mood.
“Do you have names Jimmy or not, because if you do, now’s the
time...”
“Not a clue man. That’s down to George Painter.”
“Some fucking good that is.”
“Could be his get out of jail free card. I’d watch your back if I
were you.”
“Meaning?”
“Wheels within wheels man.”
“Just shut the fuck up Jimmy so I can think.”
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Jimmy wrapped his jacket round his arm and broke one panel in
the glazed door at the back of the house. He did it without a second
thought. He did it with the effortless, casual air of someone who has
done that kind of thing many times before.
Reaching inside he released the lock, shaking his head as he did
so.
“No fucking idea about security. There’s a mortice lock on the
front, but round here there’s a Yale lock behind some frosted glass, I
mean what’s the fucking point of putting a five lever deadlock on the
front if you’re going to leave the back wide open?”
I almost laughed.
“Maybe you should become a security consultant.”
“I’ll tell you, they fucking deserve to be burgled.”
I didn’t have a warrant, but I didn’t care. I hoped we might find
something, anything, that would lead us to Natasha, because with
each day that went by, I knew we had less and less chance of finding
her alive.
The mock Scottish-neo-baronial exterior, gave way to a modern
interior. The kitchen was all formica work tops and Mellorware
dinner plates. We went through a door beside a serving hatch into the
dining room, and then through another door into the lounge. The
layout was bizarre to say the least. Upstairs we found several
bedrooms, some of which were obviously in use. Personal items had

345

been left lying around, but none gave a clue as to the owner. I’d
hoped to find a wallet or a driving licence, or even a bank statement
or a utility bill. Anything with a name would have been useful, but
there was nothing.
After we’d had a good nose around I had the feeling we were
missing something. The house on the outside was substantial, but the
interior seemed smaller. I’d counted five bedrooms, which I knew
was nowhere near enough. There had to be more to it, but there were
no more doors to go through. We’d seen everything. I took my
bearings inside, and made a mental note of where the rooms were.
Then I stepped outside and tried to work out where they were in
relation to the exterior.
What became apparent was that the portion of the house we’d
investigated was on the west side, and this constituted about half the
building. But we hadn’t gained access to the east wing. Jimmy and I
began to walk round it on the outside.
“Where’s the fucking door?”
“Can’t see one.”
“So how do you get into it?”
“Jimmy do I look like I have a degree in architecture?”
“What would you do if you had to raid it?”
“Go in through the windows if necessary.”
We wandered up and had a look. Peering in didn’t tell us
anything. There were white net curtains at the windows, but even
pressing your nose right up to the glass didn’t allow you to see
anything inside. It looked pitch black.
“Got to be some other kind of curtains up behind the nets Jimmy.”
“Yeah.”
“Otherwise we’d be able to see something.”
“Want me to break one?”
“Not yet. There must be a way in. I’ll give you odds they don’t go
in and out through the windows.”
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By the time we got round to the back again we could both see
there was just no exterior door at that end of the building, and
nothing we had missed. Access had to be from the inside, so we went
back in to have a second look.
“If you’d told me I’d end up looking for secret doors and
passages in some fucking Scottish castle Frank, I wouldn’t have
believed you.”
That was when it hit me. This wasn’t a Scottish castle, it only
looked like one. There weren’t any secret doors or passages. It was a
modern building. Originally it had been constructed to comply with
building regulations, so there must have been access to the east wing
at ground floor and first floor level, or it would never have
conformed in terms of fire safety. For some reason the east wing had
been bricked up.
When we looked carefully at the hall downstairs, I thought I
could see evidence of redecoration to disguise the new brick work. If
there was still any access to the east wing, it had to be either through
the roof cavity, or the basement, and we hadn’t checked either. The
only loose floor covering was in the hall, so we pulled it to one side.
I expected to find a trap door which led down to the cellar, but there
was nothing.
“Fuck! It’s never like it is in the movies.”
“Let’s see if we can find out how you get into the loft.”
Sure enough at the top of the stairs there was a hatch in the
ceiling. Jimmy grabbed a chair out of one of the bedrooms and stood
on it. The trap pushed up easily enough, and he was able to slide it to
one side. Then we could see the end of a ladder. Jimmy pulled it
down to the floor, and we were able to clamber up.
There was a switch attached to one of the beams just inside the
hatch, and when I turned it on, the whole place lit up. It was boarded
out, just like Wishart’s house in London, and piled high with boxes.
Jimmy was just behind me. As his head came up through the opening
his eyes nearly popped out of his head.
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“Fucking bingo!”
“Yeah right, you should have seen his house in London when we
raided that.”
“Except I couldn’t very well do that could I Frank because you’d
had me locked up, remember?”
“Mea culpa.”
“What the fuck does that mean?”
“Guilty as charged.”
“Me or you?”
We rooted around. Most of the boxes had hand written stickers on
them. Some were labelled IN, and some were marked OUT. I opened
one. It was filled with American original bondage magazines, of the
type Jimmy and I had brought down to London from the gay guys. I
threw one to Jimmy.
“Looks like he must have cornered the market with these.”
“What’s the point of them Frank, that’s what I’d like to know?”
“I guess the idea is that if the girls are tied up you can do what
you like with them.”
“Like what?”
“I don’t know, fuck them?”
“Girls let you fuck them anyway, you don’t need to tie them up.”
“I know Jimmy, but I think it’s supposed to be a kind of fantasy,
you know, they don’t have any choice sort of thing.”
He shrugged. It wasn’t his thing so he didn’t understand it. I did
understand it to a certain extent, but I wasn’t going to tell him.
Jimmy slit open one of the OUT boxes, and flicked through a few
magazines. I went over to have a look. It was some despicable
home-grown stuff. A Wishart special. “Hot Wax and Cold Showers.”
All the mags were identical, and this time I was grateful to find I
didn’t know the girl on the cover.
Over in the corner were some fibre board boxes. I pointed them
out to Jimmy.
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“Are these like the ones you picked up when you were here last
year?”
“Yeah.”
Inside I found some circular cans, about twelve inches in
diameter, and maybe half an inch deep. I took one out. There were
signs that a previous label had been ripped off, and someone had
written on the outside with a marker pen. It read, “Ilford Mark 5 1200ft Outdated Stock.” There was tape round the edge, so I pulled
it off and opened the can. Inside was a black waxy looking plastic
bag, which felt quite thick, and whatever was in it was heavy. When
I unfolded the bag and opened it I found it contained a big roll of
film. It wasn’t on a spool, it was wound onto a small plastic core,
and it was narrower than the kind of film you would put into a
normal camera. It was movie film. And it was unexposed movie film
at that. Once I’d opened it in the light, I knew it wasn’t going to be
much good, so I just threw it back on the pile.
On the other side of the attic there was another trap door and a
loft ladder. Finally we’d found our way into the east wing.
**********
I climbed down the ladder into what seemed like complete
darkness. There was a little light reaching the landing from the open
trap door, but it took a while for my eyes to adjust to the gloom.
Eventually I was able to see a small white square on the wall across
to my left. I reached over and pressed the switch. Suddenly we were
bathed in a harsh white light.
Looking around I could see the decoration wasn’t anything to
write home about. Where access to the west side of the house had
been bricked up they hadn’t even bothered to plaster over it. The
windows were boarded up. I couldn’t work out whether it had been
done to black out the inside, or to stop anyone from being able to see
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in. The place was so isolated though it was difficult to believe they
needed to protect their privacy.
Jimmy followed me down the ladder. He looked around with an
expression of genuine curiosity.
“What the fuck is this all about?”
There were a couple of doors off the landing so I tried one, and
found it was locked. Jimmy gave me a look.
“In for a penny in for a pound?”
“Why not.”
He gave it a good kick, and the frame began to splinter. On the
third of fourth kick we were in. It was just an office. Desk, chair,
typewriter, filing cabinet, and stacks of paper. There were more cans
in the corner. I went over to have a look. This time the labels were a
bit more helpful. “Jenny’s Bondage Holiday - A&B roll neg +
Optical Trk.” I didn’t understand the jargon, but I got the idea.
A quick rifle through the papers didn’t produce anything useful.
Just a few invoices and letters from a company which had been
wittily called Restrained Productions. There was nothing with
Wishart’s name on it. That would have been too much to hope for.
We tried the other door, which miraculously wasn’t locked. It was
dark inside again, and it took me a while to get the lights on. If we’d
hoped to discover things, we weren’t disappointed. The room was a
studio, a film studio, taking up the whole of the first floor. There was
some evidence of walls having been knocked down to make the
space as large as possible. Lights hung from a scaffolding grid on the
ceiling, and equipment was spread around everywhere. There was a
camera on a tripod. It was obviously a movie camera. The label on
the side read, “Arriflex 16BL.” I took that to mean it was a sixteen
millimetre camera.
In front of the camera was a set. Naturally enough it was a
bedroom, with two fixed walls, and one on wheels. The bed was big
enough for several people. No doubt to accommodate as many girls
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as were required, for the very thin plot of whatever they were
shooting.
Jimmy and I hardly spoke. We just wandered around looking at
things. Big black felt squares on metal frames, tiny little lights on
miniature tripods, huge old fashioned looking lights with substantial
lenses on wheeled stands, various strange clamps, four foot square
pieces of white polystyrene, and wooden frames covered in tracing
paper. It looked as if we’d just dropped in on Ealing Studios.
Downstairs was another studio. Once again it was the same kind
of set up. Walls had been knocked down to open up the whole
ground floor, and the windows were boarded up. This was a different
kind of studio though, and it was clear what it had been used for. A
huge bondage cross was bolted to one wall, with leather straps for
wrists and ankles, and hanging up on the other walls were various
gags, whips, chains, padlocks, ropes, and all the other paraphernalia
of the business. Jimmy was shaking his head.
“I had no idea he was making movies Frank.”
“Nor me.”
I sat on one of the director’s chairs which had been left there, and
thought about it for a little while.
“You know, the thing about any kind of business Jimmy, it’s a two
way thing. You buy and you sell. He doesn’t just import things, he
exports them too. And if you want the perfect place to do that, this is
it. There’s a sleepy little port just down the road, and an American
air force base nearby. Make a few American friends, and you can
ship things out to the biggest market in the western world. Bring in
some Swedish or Danish continental porn, divert some to London for
the UK retail market, and fly the rest out to the states. Shoot a little
home-grown porn, and ship that out to the US as well. Import some
American bondage magazines, copy them, and distribute them in the
UK. And you make money all down the line, producing, importing,
exporting, and retailing.”
Jimmy sat down too.
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“You know I always thought George Painter was the man Frank.”
“Maybe he was.”
“And now?”
“Don’t know Jimmy. Something weird is going on.”
“With Derek?”
“Yeah. I mean if Derek’s on the take how come he didn’t just fuck
up the whole operation early on? There would have been a hundred
and one ways he could have messed it up right at the start, before I
even got my foot in the door. Why let it run? Why let George and
Barry get caught?”
Jimmy gave me one of his looks.
“Seems fucking strange to me that Wishart was the only one who
got away with it.”
“Yeah. And for a while I thought that was my fault.”
“How come?”
“I tipped off Nat, she tipped off Sue...”
“How come you didn’t tip me off?”
“For fuck’s sake Jimmy, you were in it up to your neck, and I’d
been sending in reports every week for eight months, do you think
they didn’t know about you? And you were a possible way in. We
had to turn someone. Try looking at it from our point of view.”
He grunted, which was as good an indication as you could get that
he understood. He didn’t like it, and he didn’t want to understand,
but he did. It was more a kind of grudging acceptance.
“Anyway, Nat and Sue were only witnesses, and I had personal
reasons.”
“Isn’t there some rule about fucking witnesses?”
“I shouldn’t have been doing it I know, but I wasn’t going to go
without for eight months...”
“Does Unsworth know?”
“Does he fuck. Just the same as he doesn’t know you’re here.”
“So you could be in big trouble?”
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“You could say that. If any part of this comes out, they’re going
to fire me, and depending on what they actually find out I might go
down for perverting the course of justice. But you know what? The
only thing that matters is finding Nat.”
Jimmy nodded.
“So you thought Sue tipped off Wishart?”
“It looked that way.”
“But actually it was Derek.”
“Almost certainly. But if he was on the parlour payroll, how come
he didn’t tip off George and Barry as well?”
He took a while to think about it.
“Perhaps Derek was only on Wishart’s payroll.”
“I still don’t get it.”
“Wishart might have been happy to see the others go down.”
“But why? He couldn’t take over, he’s still wanted.”
“Couldn’t stay in London maybe, but he could still run the
business.”
“So it’s just about getting a bigger slice of the cake?”
“It always comes down to the money in the end.”
“Yeah.”
“I think you were used Frank.”
“By who though?
“Wishart, who else?”
**********
Outside the studio there were three other doors. Inside the first we
found a kitchen. It wasn’t well equipped, but you could make a cup
of tea in it, and probably do some toast, if you didn’t mind the fact
that it hadn’t been cleaned for about six months. The next door
opened to reveal a changing room. with a make-up mirror at the far
end. There were some skimpy costumes hanging up on a clothes rail,
and some underwear had been left lying on the chair. Pink nylon
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panties, which I thought I’d seen before. It was difficult to be certain
though.
To the left were a couple of built in wardrobes. I had a quick look
inside, but although there were clothes on the hangers, there was
nothing I recognised. I tried a few of the cupboards underneath the
make-up mirror. There wasn’t much in them, except the usual
rubbish you find anywhere, mouldy paper cups, discarded
magazines, and a few dog eared paperbacks. But just as I was about
to close the door something caught my eye. I pulled out a plastic
carrier bag from the back, and took a quick look inside. The
crumpled skirt was instantly recognisable, and so were the shoes.
The blouse wasn’t familiar. But I knew one thing for sure. Natasha
had been in the building.
If you can identify two or more items of clothing, that’s normally
good enough for the police. It’s pretty much proof of identity. The
trouble is, if you find discarded clothing, you don’t normally
anticipate a good outcome. To put it bluntly, you might well expect
to find a body, and probably not too far away. I had to think on my
feet. Although we’d broken all the rules, we did have enough for a
search warrant, if the evidence was presented in the right way. I
handed the bag with the clothes in it to Jimmy.
“These are Nat’s clothes.”
“Jesus Frank.”
“I might need you to phone it in.”
“OK.”
“You can tell them you came up here looking for Wishart, broke
in, and found these. That way Unsworth can get a warrant, and from
what I understand, the local constabulary will be only too pleased to
take the place apart.”
He just nodded. Jimmy knew enough about police procedure to
know that if I admitted to breaking in, we would lose everything.
And he wanted to see Wishart caught just as much as I did.
Fortunately the forensic examination of the house and grounds
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would be carried out by the local police. I didn’t know how far the
corruption extended in Clapton, but had it been on their turf, there
was the distinct possibility that vital evidence would be deliberately
overlooked.
I was worried about what the search teams would probably find,
but it was something which had to be done. I still had some hope that
perhaps Natasha was being held somewhere, but I could tell from the
look on Jimmy’s face that he didn’t think it any more likely than I
did. The only glimmer of hope was that Wishart was still missing,
and there was just the remotest possibility he might have Natasha
with him.
Jimmy and I were pretty gloomy as we left the make-up room.
My inclination was to have him phone it in straight away, but as we
walked down the hall, he casually opened the one remaining door.
“What the fuck is this?”
“What?”
“These stairs.”
The wooden staircase extended down about seven or eight feet,
and then made a one hundred and eighty degree turn to the left.
There was a light switch on the right hand side. Jimmy turned it on,
and the place lit up. He gave me a questioning look, and I nodded.
We walked down carefully into the cellar. It smelled damp, and
unused. At the bottom of the stairs though we had a bit of a surprise.
It wasn’t a cellar in the traditional sense. It was a long corridor,
obviously extending much further than the exterior walls of the
house. There was a door at the far end, and near us there were
several heavy wooden doors, with large bolts on the outside.
Jimmy drew the bolt on the first one, and pushed the door open.
Suddenly everything became clear to me. The room was almost
empty, with only a bare light bulb hanging from the ceiling, and a
bed in the corner. Near the bed there was a very heavy chain which
had been concreted into the floor at one end, and on the other end
was a shackle. It wasn’t a film set. We’d left the fantasy part upstairs.
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Down there, under the ground, we’d come face to face with the grim
reality. Jimmy just stood there looking. I don’t know what he was
thinking, but I was imagining what they’d probably done with Irena
and Christiana.
I banged my fist against the wall, and went back out into the
corridor, seething inside. There’s something about being confronted
by the actual evidence of such things which really gets to you. I
turned to Jimmy, who was still inside the cell.
“How do they think these girls feel? They pay to come over here
from eastern europe, expecting to work as hairdressers or au pairs,
and they end up chained to the floor, in the cellar of a house in
Scotland, and then they get taken out and tied up and abused while
someone fucking photographs it. It must be like the end of the
fucking world. They must want to die Jimmy, that’s the way I would
fucking feel I’ll tell you.”
Suddenly I heard a noise. Not much of a noise, but enough to put
every nerve ending on high alert. I stopped, stood very still, and just
listened. I thought it had been a footstep, but I wasn’t sure. Inside I
was cursing myself for having taken so long over everything. If
they’d come back we were in trouble. Evidence of the break in was
everywhere, and we had very limited options. There was only one
way out, and if they were already inside the house, I knew we’d
never make it. The best bet was to close the cellar door, turn off the
lights, and hide out until we had a chance to escape.
Then I heard the noise again. And then the voice. Muffled but
recognisable.
“Frank, is that you?”
I ran down the corridor slipping the bolts and opening the other
doors, with Jimmy right behind me. We burst into the last cell, and
there was Nat, just standing there, wearing a towelling bath robe. I
threw my arms around her, and hugged her so tight she must have
found it difficult to breathe. If I’m honest I would have to say that

356

I’d never expected to see her alive again. I held her for a long time,
oblivious to almost everything else.
It seemed like an age later, but it was probably less than a minute.
Jimmy and I were looking down at a serious problem. The shackle
on Natasha’s right leg was secured with an impressive looking
padlock. We didn’t have any tools, and it didn’t look like the kind of
thing you could easily get off, even with bolt cutters. My inclination
was to get her out of there as soon as possible, but we clearly
weren’t going anywhere until we could cut through either the chain
or the lock. Jimmy went to try and find something, leaving me alone
with her for a few moments.
“Did they hurt you Nat?”
“A few cuts a bruises. I put up a fight.”
“They haven’t, you know, forced you to do anything?”
“I don’t think that was the plan Frank.”
“I know, but with Wishart...”
“They just wanted to blackmail you.”
“What about your clothes?”
“Wishart took them.”
“Why?”
“No idea. Maybe he thought chaining me up naked would shut
me up. And if so he was right. After a few hours he gave me this
bath robe, but I’m still bloody freezing.”
“You’ve seen what they do upstairs though?”
“No idea.”
“But you must have come in that way.”
“They brought me in here straight from the garage.”
This was certainly news to me. I didn’t know there was another
way in, and I’d never seen a garage. According to Nat the corridor
outside the cell led directly to a garage, which was hidden in the
trees. I didn’t know if we could get out that way, but at least it
cleared up one thing which had been puzzling me. I finally knew
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how people got in and out of the studios, without going through the
roof space.
Jimmy came back empty handed. Just as he opened his mouth to
speak we heard the unmistakable whine of an electric motor. Nat
looked at me in panic.
“That’s the garage doors opening.”
I just stood there listening, and so did Jimmy. We heard a car
revving up for a few seconds, and then the scrunching of tyres on
gravel. The vehicle seemed to move forward, and the engine noise
became louder, as if it had entered an enclosed space. Then there was
silence. Various car doors opened. Distant muffled voices could be
heard from the far end of the corridor. There were a couple of bangs
as the car doors closed. Then there was the whine of the electric
motor again, no doubt closing the garage door. At that moment I had
no idea what to do. The sudden euphoria of finding Nat, had turned
to dread at the prospect of us being found in the cellar. We just stood
there looking at one another. Nat spoke first.
“They’ll come in through the door at the end of the corridor any
minute.”
I knew we needed to get up the stairs, through the roof space, and
out of the building as soon as possible, but Nat was still shackled to
the floor, and I couldn’t bring myself to leave her.
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Natasha made the decision for me.
“Get out Frank. My best chance is if you get out.”
She was right. I didn’t want her to be right, but she was. From the
time I first saw her in the cell, to the time Jimmy and I made a run
for it, must have been less than five minutes. And my emotions in
that short space of time first soared, and then plummeted. The
extreme high followed by the lowest of lows. As I closed the cell
door, with Natasha still inside, I had a sick feeling in the pit of my
stomach. But then the adrenaline kicked in.
We raced up the stairs to the ground floor, then up another flight
to the first floor, then up the ladder into the loft. Jimmy closed all the
doors as we went, and pulled the ladder up behind us, before
shutting the trap door. We heaved some cans and boxes onto the trap,
to make it just that bit harder for them to follow us.
After dropping out of the attic on the west side, we almost fell
down the stairs in our efforts to reach safety. Just as we got to the
bottom, I heard a car engine. As Jimmy ran through to the kitchen, I
slipped on the parquet floor. One foot went from under me, and my
right knee banged down onto the hard wood. As I limped forward,
by this time a couple of seconds behind Jimmy, I could see an
American type station-wagon through the kitchen window. Jimmy
just about reached the door, but turned almost immediately and came
running back.
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“Two big fuckers out the back. Try the front.”
As we were heading through the hall I realised we had a serious
problem. I could hear voices at the front, and I could also hear the
back door being opened. We’d been caught in a pincer movement.
All the exits had been covered. They must have been expecting to
find us, although I couldn’t work out how they knew. It wasn’t as if
we’d told anyone where we were going.
Tucked away in the mountains like that, almost anything could
happen to us. I couldn’t think of a reason for them not to kill us and
dispose of our bodies. It wasn’t as if they hadn’t killed before.
There was just one last chance of rescue. I ran into the lounge,
found the phone, dialled 999, and left the receiver off the hook.
Silent calls to the emergency services are always traced. Eventually
they would send a patrol car to check it out. I’d covered a couple of
those calls myself when I was in uniform, so I knew the score. Once
it was done, I put as much distance between me and the phone as
possible, but I only made it into the hall.
Suddenly the front door burst open, and a gun was pointed right
between my eyes, from a distance of about six feet, which is as good
as point blank range.
“Don’t move a fucking muscle.”
The man holding the gun was Wishart. I instinctively put my
hands up.
“What do you think this is, the wild fucking west?”
I didn’t know what to say.
“Put your hands behind you.”
Just as I was doing it I could hear footsteps behind me. Someone
had obviously come in through the back door. As I was about to turn
round my feet were kicked out from under me. I landed painfully on
my shoulder. My arms were wrenched backwards and tied there with
what felt like a belt or strap of some description. There was the
sound of a scuffle a little to my left. When I looked round I could see
the same thing had happened to Jimmy. We were roughly hauled to
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our feet, and that was when I got a good look at our captors. They
were both sporting baseball caps, bearing United States Air Force
insignia.
Wishart stuck the gun in his belt, just as Derek came in through
the door.
“Hey Derek, look who’s here. It’s that little scumbag copper and
his sidekick. I thought you said he could barely find his way to work,
let alone find us?”
Derek looked irritable, and shrugged, as if he didn’t particularly
care whether his prediction was right or not. Wishart seemed to be in
a good mood though. First he turned his attention to me. He poked
me hard in the chest as he spoke, and got his face about two inches
from mine.
“Did you ever wonder why I never liked you? Well I’ve known
who you were right from the start. So you can understand why I
didn’t want anything to do with you. You were just a means to an
end. Have you worked it out yet, or are you too fucking stupid, like
the rest of the coppers in Clapton?”
He was the most confrontational human being I’d ever met, and it
was easy to understand why most people didn’t want him getting on
their case. He gave me a broad grin, and then turned his attention to
Jimmy. He grabbed him by the front of his shirt, and pulled him
forwards until their foreheads were almost touching.
“Do you still think you’ve got a score to settle with me son? If
you do you’d better do something about it soon, because by
tomorrow it’ll be too fucking late.”
Wishart stepped back a little, and considered the situation. Derek
looked at me and shook his head, as if he couldn’t believe how
stupid I was. The American Air Force guys looked keen to get on.
“Now what?”
Wishart came to a decision.
“One thing at a time I think. Take them out the back, and put them
in one of the cellar rooms while we get the gear loaded.”
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**********
Almost as soon as the cell door slammed, and the bolt slid across,
Jimmy turned his back towards me.
“See if you can loosen these.”
“What good is that going to do? If they come back in and we’ve
got our hands free they’re just going to beat the crap out of us, and
tie us up again.”
“I said loosen them, not take them off.”
“So?”
“I want to be able to slip them off if I need to.”
I could see his point. If we could slacken them off a little, there
was always the possibility we might get an opportunity to escape
later, although I thought it was unlikely. Nevertheless I was keen to
give us the best chance possible, so I got to work.
In reality though, I thought our only hope of salvation lay in my
999 call. If it was followed up properly then the cavalry might arrive
in time to save us. But it was going to be a question of timing. Even
assuming they traced the call in the first few minutes, and supposing
they had a patrol car in the villages around Edzell, they still had a
twenty mile drive up the glen. And it was along a twisty little road
which made it hard to do much more than twenty in places. My best
guess was, we had to survive for at least an hour, if not considerably
longer.
Something like twenty minutes went by, with no sign of Wishart
or anyone else. He was clearly taking his time, and that was good. I
worked on Jimmy’s wrists as quickly as I could, but it wasn’t
something you could rush. Jimmy had been tied with a cord made
from natural fibres, and there was a certain amount of give in it. I
just kept stretching and loosening the knots a little at a time, until
Jimmy thought that, with some effort, he could slip one hand out.
My wrists were more of a problem. A thin leather strap had been
used to bind them, but it had been tied rather than buckled. There
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was no give in the leather, and even after quite an effort Jimmy
couldn’t stretch it enough for me to have any chance of getting free.
Because we were standing back to back, and having to work on
knots we couldn’t see, it was a difficult and slow process.
After a while, when I was certain no one was about, I tried
shouting to Natasha. But the walls were thick, and the doors must
have been a good fit. I could hear her answering me, but I couldn’t
understand what she said. It was a faint, soft, dull sound which
reached me, and the words were indistinct. It must have sounded the
same to her, but I imagined she could guess what had happened. Just
the fact that I was shouting to her at all was ample evidence of our
capture.
Jimmy was agitated.
“We need a plan.”
“I’ve got a plan. I rang 999 from the phone in the lounge, and left
it off the hook. They always trace those in case someone’s dialled up
and then collapsed from a heart attack before speaking, so all we
have to do is stay alive until the local police get here.”
He didn’t look convinced.
“Yeah right, I’ll believe that when it happens.”
“Got any better ideas?”
“I’m not going to stand still and be shot in the fucking head by
Wishart that’s for sure.”
“Strangely enough that wasn’t my plan either.”
“Well it’s about two hundred yards down to the farm house from
here if we get out onto the road, and by this time there might be
some people about, so I’m in favour of making a run for it if the
opportunity comes up.”
There was some logic in this, but I couldn’t envisage any
situation in which we were going to be able to get more than about
twenty yards, never mind two hundred. It was four onto two if you
didn’t count Natasha, and not only did they outnumber us, three of
them were in pretty good shape. Wishart was about seventeen stone
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of solid muscle, and the American Air Force guys were tall, lean, and
very fit. Derek was the runt of the litter, but he’d been trained at
Hendon, so I had no doubt he wouldn’t be a push-over either. There
didn’t seem much prospect of me getting my hands free, so
realistically, if it came to a fight, it was going to be four onto one.
And in addition to all this, Wishart was armed.
Jimmy was insistent though.
“We won’t know when to go for it until the fucking moment the
opportunity comes up. So if one of us sees that it’s on, the other one
just backs up without hesitating right?”
I agreed, only because I couldn’t see any alternative, but I
counselled Jimmy not to be unnecessarily reckless.
“Leave it late Jimmy. Make it the last throw of the dice, if things
get really desperate. It would be stupid to get yourself killed ten
minutes before help arrives.”
Actually I didn’t think it was going to matter. I imagined they
would take us out, probably one at a time, and shoot us close to
where they intended to bury us. We just had to hope Wishart wasn’t
in any particular hurry.
My heart sank as I heard footsteps in the corridor outside.
**********
We were bundled up the stairs to the studio on the ground floor.
The one with all the bondage equipment in it. Wishart was sitting in
one of the director’s chairs, and he still had that stupid grin on his
face. It was rare to see him smile, and even more unusual to find him
in a good mood.
It occurred to me that he might not be a team player. Perhaps he
hadn’t liked working with George and Barry. Being in charge was
certainly the only thing that really suited him, and now that he was
the boss maybe he was finally happy. Jimmy’s assumptions about the
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mechanics of the coup were probably right, but it wasn’t just about
money, it was also about power.
The Americans literally threw us into the corner, and we had to
scrabble around on the floor to get ourselves into a sitting position.
With our hands tied, it wasn’t easy. As we did so Derek came in.
Things weren’t looking good. There were four of them, and they had
all the equipment they needed in that room to make sure we had no
chance of escape.
Then we got a bit of a surprise. Wishart dismissed the two
Americans.
“Thanks lads, we’ll take it from here.”
They made some arrangements for Wishart to make a delivery
later in the week, and then they left. Jimmy looked at me, the kind of
look that indicated he thought our chances had just improved, and I
should be ready to act. In reality I thought our chances of effecting
an escape were slight in the extreme.
I wondered for a moment or two why Wishart had let the
Americans go. Then it came to me. He didn’t want witnesses. That
was the only thing I could think of. He was going to handle it
himself, and Derek was going to help with the heavy lifting. It only
takes two to carry a body, and the less people who know where it’s
buried the better.
Wishart was talkative. He leaned back a bit in the chair, and
considered our predicament.
“Want to know where you went wrong boys? You should have
found somewhere better to hide the car. Derek saw it on the way out,
and when it was still there on the way back, we stopped to have a
look. Soon as I saw it was a Guthrie hire car I knew someone was at
it. Tourists always park at the end of the glen where all the walks
start, and anyone visiting us or the farm would bring the car up the
drive.”
He looked towards me.
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“How you made it out of uniform I’ll never know. Most of the
time you don’t have a fucking clue what’s going on, and you can’t
even cover your own tracks.”
“It might have been easier if I wasn’t being double-crossed.”
“It might have been easier if you hadn’t been trying to fuck the
merchandise.”
I shook my head.
“And from what I’ve seen, you like to wear a fucking dress while
you’re at it. You wouldn’t believe it was possible would you Derek?
They want to break up the east end gangs so they send in a fucking
transvestite. The transvestite detective! Still, whatever turns you on
eh son?”
Wishart was the last person I wanted to have that conversation
with. Jimmy was looking at me curiously, but I avoided making eye
contact. Luckily there were other things on Wishart’s mind as well.
“Who took the phone off the hook by the way?”
“I did.”
“Why did you do that?”
Then I had a decision to make. Did I tell him what I’d done or
leave him to guess? I quickly decided it was best to tell him. I
thought he might be less inclined to kill us if he thought the police
were going to turn up sometime in the next half hour.
“I called 999. The police are on their way.”
“When did you do that?”
“As your car drew up.”
“You didn’t have time.”
“I just dialled 999 and left the phone off, they’ll trace it and
follow it up. Believe me I know the procedure.”
He looked thoughtful for a moment.
“I don’t think they can do that round here son. The line goes back
to Edzell, and that’s an unmanned exchange. Every winter, when
something goes wrong with this phone, they have to send an
engineer out from Aberdeen.”
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Wishart caught Derek’s eye, and Derek nodded.
“Nice try though.”
It was sickening to have to admit it, but he was probably right.
When I made the call I hadn’t considered the state of the
telecommunications network twenty miles up in the Grampians.
I cursed Wishart for not being stupid as well as evil. There’s a
tendency to think the two things go together, but that’s rarely the
case. It might be true for the average burglar, but you couldn’t build
up the kind of business Wishart was running without having a good
deal of intelligence.
“Seems you two had a good look round before we got back. I
hope you enjoyed yourselves, breaking my windows, and kicking
my fucking doors in, and going through my correspondence. Did
you figure it all out? Have you finally got a handle on it Frank?”
“I think I know what’s going on.”
“And you know what these studios are for?”
“Yeah.”
“Got a good picture of that in your mind’s eye have you?”
“Pretty much.”
“I’ll tell you Frank, I don’t think you have a fucking clue what it’s
really like.”
“No?”
“Not a fucking clue. Maybe we’d better give them a little
demonstration, what do you think Derek?”
Derek grinned, and I felt my heart sink.
“It’s a pity though, because you’ve caught us at a bad time. We
don’t have much in the way of pussy to demonstrate with. But we’ll
just have to make do with what we’ve got I suppose.”
Wishart got up off his chair and went out of the door. I had a sick
feeling in my stomach. My heart rate was rising, my palms were
beginning to sweat, and my breathing was getting faster. I was
starting to panic, and I knew I had to get up and walk about.
“I have to stand up Derek, I’ve got cramp in my leg.”
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“Be my guest.”
Somehow the exertion of getting to my feet, which was quite a
struggle, helped a little. But I needed to keep talking to try and keep
my mind off the growing fear inside me.
“What’s going on Derek?”
“What the fuck do you think’s going on you little prick?”
“I don’t mean now, I mean about, you know, London, the
parlour...”
He shook his head.
“Did you think you could waltz in from Norfolk and clean up the
east end?”
“You were the one who organised that Derek.”
“Not me pal. I gave Unsworth a push in the right direction,
because I thought Rab and I might get something out of an
investigation which compromised George. And I thought I might be
able to get myself in position for your job. It was Unsworth’s idea to
get someone from out of area, and it was a fucking sickener I can tell
you. After that decision had been made, Rab and I just tried to get
the best result we could out of it.”
“And now...?”
“It’s just going to be big Rab and me.”
“And how does that work?”
“Rab runs the business, I make sure there are no, what shall we
say, legal problems.”
“He can’t go back to London though.”
“Not immediately, but without you and the squealer over there,
they’ve got very little in the way of evidence. I mean Barry is too
stupid to work out exactly what happened, and George won’t talk on
principle. So Unsworth’s case against Rab is well and truly fucked if
you two don’t appear in court. Think about it Frank. Rab was pretty
careful. All the jobs you got came from George. And the paper trail,
all the reports I put in on your behalf, I made sure it didn’t point to
Rab.”
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“What about the porn we found stored at his house in London?”
“It’s not worth much by itself, although it was unfortunate, I’ll
give you that. When Unsworth brought the raids forward, after the
printer coughed, we got caught out. Didn’t have time to clean up
properly. But even so Frank, without you... ”
It was pretty obvious what they intended to do with us. I glanced
at Jimmy, but he had a face on him, because he didn’t like being
referred to as the squealer no doubt.
“Won’t they be looking for you Derek?”
“You worry too much Frank. I’m off sick till Monday, and then
I’m back on the case would you believe. Unsworth’s short handed
with you up here. And now Jimmy’s missing he needs another DI to
follow it up. So I should have a chance to tie things up nicely.”
Jimmy decided to put his oar in.
“And what happened to the girls? Where did they end up?”
“What girls?”
“The ones Frank and I brought in.”
“We sell them, we don’t lease them, how the fuck do I know
where they ended up? Tommy Nicholls had a contact in Manchester
I think, and Rab was dealing with him, so they probably went there,
but who cares?”
“And Carol? Did she have anything to do with it?”
“Very good Jimmy. You put two and two together better than
Frank does.”
“So what happened?”
“You think I’m going to finger someone for that?”
“Not going to make much fucking difference now is it?”
He thought about it, and decided he agreed with Jimmy. As soon
as he began to talk, I knew we were dead.
“She used to do the odd photo shoot for Rab. You’ve seen the
kind of stuff. Some of it was cheesecake bondage, and some was
hard core S & M. Just after Christmas Wishart had this eastern
european girl for a few days, before they sold her on, so he decided
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to make the most of it. He wanted Carol to tie her up and gag her,
and then bite her hard enough so the teeth marks would show up on
film, plus a few other things. Anyway this girl was obviously
unwilling, so Carol refused to do it. Rab gave her a smack in the
mouth to encourage her, but she ran out. Later from what I
understand, she phoned Rab, and told him if he didn’t deliver the girl
to her flat, she was going to shop him.”
“So she was going to do what? Save the girl?”
“Fucked if I know. Anyway Rab’s not the right person to try and
blackmail. What exactly happened after that I don’t know, but the
problem went away.”
Jimmy shook his head, and then gave me that determined look,
which he always used to have before he did something reckless.
Wishart came back with Natasha. He bundled her in through the
door. She was still wearing the towelling bath robe, and she had her
hands tied behind her. He pushed her over to the bondage cross, and
held her against it with the weight of his body. Turning round he
gave us a big grin, and then looked across to Derek.
“Want to give me a hand with this?”
Derek went over and roughly pulled Natasha’s left leg across to
one corner of the cross, and strapped it in place, then he did the same
with her right leg. Wishart forced her to bend forward slightly, and
untied her hands. Then they strapped both her arms into position.
She was spread-eagled on the cross. Legs apart, and arms apart
above her head. Once you were strapped in you were defenceless.
Wishart went across to one of the equipment racks on the wall,
and picked out a red ball gag. She saw him do it, and before he got
back to her she quickly turned towards me, and looked me in the
eye.
“I love you Frank.”
“I love you too Nat.”
I thought those might be Natasha’s last words to me. Wishart and
Derek both laughed.
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“Isn’t that sweet. I didn’t know they were actually in love.”
He dangled the ball gag in front of her face.
“Open wide.”
The muscles in her jaw became taught. She was determined to
resist him. But he pinched her nose, and when she opened her mouth
to breathe he pushed the ball between her teeth, and did the strap up
behind her head. He took a step back, to look at what he’d done,
almost as if he were admiring a painting in a gallery. Then he opened
her robe. She was naked underneath, and I could see his eyes
roaming over every inch of her body.
At that point it was clear Wishart was going to have a little fun,
before he finally killed us. In that moment I knew what it meant to
hate, and I silently cursed him, because that wasn’t the last thing I
wanted to feel before I died.
Wishart turned to me.
“Do you want to fuck her one last time?”
I audibly groaned.
“What? Not like this? Not lovey dovey enough for you? We
haven’t got a spare dress anywhere have we Derek? Maybe that
would put him in the mood.”
Derek smirked in the corner, like a schoolboy enjoying a dirty
joke. Wishart had become a kind of master of ceremonies. He waved
his hand towards Derek with a flourish.
“Of course Derek would normally be taking a few souvenir
pictures, wouldn’t you Derek? If it wasn’t for the fact that this time
we don’t want anyone to see what we’re up to. Not bad at the old
photography, are you Derek? He doesn’t like to perform in front of
the camera though, in case the chief constable gets to see it at one of
his parties.”
Wishart walked over to one of the director’s chairs at the back of
the room. He took the gun from his belt, and put it on the chair. It
was the first time I’d had a chance to look at it. When it was pointing
right between my eyes I hadn’t taken much interest in the details.
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This time I was some distance away, but I could see it was a clip
loading automatic. I’d never had firearms training, but it looked like
a Walther P38, which some of the specialist officers in Norwich
used. If they weren’t well maintained they had a tendency to jam, but
I doubted if we could rely on that.
The full horror of Wishart’s intentions were about to become
clear. He undid his belt, took off his trousers, folded them neatly, and
put them on top of the automatic. Then he took off his underpants
and put them on top of his trousers. He didn’t bother to remove his
shirt or his socks, before walking across to the centre of the room.
After studying Natasha for a while, he began to play with his cock.
Very slowly it began to lengthen. Natasha’s eyes watched him
constantly.
As he turned towards Jimmy and me, I could see the deformity,
the thing that I’d heard rumours about. The head of his cock was
twisted to one side, and where the foreskin was abnormally stretched
by the malformation, there was some kind of sore or ulcer. As his
erection grew, and no doubt pressure on the foreskin began to build,
yellow pus started to seep from the wound. He dabbed at it with a
tissue.
“Bet you’ve never seen anything like that before have you lads?
Never heals up either. I always use a Durex, for the sake of the girls,
but this time I think I’ll give myself a little treat.”
You often hear people say they can’t believe something is
happening. But that wasn’t true for me. Every little part of my body
was sensitive to the fact it was real, and it was happening in that
moment. And I wished with all my heart that it wasn’t.
For some time Wishart just stood there, rubbing his cock, and
looking at Nat. After a while he began to walk towards her. She kept
staring him straight in the eye, her breathing gradually becoming
more rapid, as she realised the moment she was dreading was almost
upon her. He stopped, maybe a yard from her, and began to talk to
her.
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“I’ve wanted you for a long time darling. But you always played
so hard to get. You always thought you were better than the rest of us
didn’t you, with your fucking degree in art, and your poncey
sculptures. Well now I’m going to have you, just the same as I have
any of those other girls. I want you to really feel it as it goes in. And
you should make the most of it, because it’s the last fuck you’re ever
going to have.”
He began to get himself in position. Natasha was a good deal
shorter than he was, so he had to bend his knees. At that point,
without any warning, I launched myself across the room, hands still
tied behind my back. Wishart just stood there, in surprise I think. As
I got to him I brought my head down violently, to try and give him a
Glasgow kiss, and I felt my forehead connect with bone. But Wishart
didn’t move an inch. It was like running into a brick wall.
For the first couple of seconds I thought my head had exploded.
One shot fired in an enclosed space is truly frightening. It’s a
deafening visceral experience, and definitely not the way it’s often
shown on TV. Everyone except the shooter instinctively cowers.
Your hands go towards your ears, and most people end up on their
knees, or in the foetal position on the floor.
I was covered in blood, and I couldn’t work out what had
happened. I thought Derek might have shot me, but when I looked
up it was Jimmy holding the gun. He’d worked his right hand free,
and made a dive for Wishart’s automatic. A piece of cord was still
hanging from his left wrist.
When I looked sideways I could see Wishart lying on the floor. I
only knew it was Wishart because of his proximity to me. You
couldn’t recognise him. Jimmy had got him in the back of the head,
and the exit wound was in the middle of his face. In case you don’t
know, the entry wound is the small one. Where the bullet comes out,
it takes huge amounts of flesh and bone with it. The blood covering
me once belonged to Wishart.
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Natasha still pinioned, naked, on the bondage cross was
screaming behind the gag, eyes wide open in panic and terror. I saw
some movement out of the corner of my eye. Derek was getting to
his feet, and half a second later Jimmy turned the gun on him.
Suddenly everyone was shouting.
“Don’t shoot him Jimmy, for fuck’s sake don’t shoot him.”
“Get on the fucking floor.”
“Amateurs, fucking amateurs...”
“Hands behind your head, now!”
Jimmy came across to where I was lying. He went down on one
knee, keeping the gun pointed at Derek all the time. With his free
hand he managed to undo the knot in the leather strap binding my
wrists.
“Handcuff him Frank.”
“What with? I’m a detective I don’t go around with fucking
handcuffs.”
“Get one of those straps off the wall then.”
He was right of course. We were in a room where if you wanted
to restrain someone you were spoilt for choice.
“Just keep him on the floor Jimmy.”
I went across to Natasha and undid the straps which were holding
her arms in place. She undid the others herself, while I went looking
for something which was guaranteed to do the job on Derek. Most of
the equipment hanging on the wall was too complicated. Belts
connected to chains, or poles with elaborate locking mechanisms.
Bondage lovers it would seem never use one strap where ten will do,
and preferably they like them all to be interconnected.
Still slightly dazed, I must have taken too long, because Jimmy
became impatient.
“Here take the gun Frank, I’ll find something.”
I took the gun from him, and kept it pointed at Derek, who was
still lying face down on the floor with his hands behind his head.
Jimmy quickly selected a strap from the wall, and went across to
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him. What took place next, appeared to happen in slow motion. It
was like watching something played out underwater, where the
pressure, and increased inertia, makes it difficult to move your arms
and legs.
Just as Jimmy bent down, Derek decided to take his chance. He
whipped one arm across, as he rolled over, catching Jimmy’s head
with his elbow. Getting to his knees, he took hold of Jimmy by the
neck, crushing his windpipe with his forearm. Any shot I might have
had was blocked when he dragged Jimmy in front of his body. He
stood up slowly, pulling Jimmy up with him. I saw his right hand go
behind his back. Then they both moved simultaneously. Jimmy tried
to pull away to his left, just as Derek’s hand came back into view.
For a fraction of a second I saw the glint of a blade. As Jimmy
twisted sideways I had a clear shot. There was no other choice, and I
didn’t hesitate.
It was a clean hit, right in the side of the head. The shock of the
explosion made him drop the blade, and he was dead before it hit the
floor. He dragged Jimmy down with him. After a couple of seconds
Derek’s muscles began to relax, and Jimmy was able to free himself.
He rolled to one side, coughing and spluttering, covered in a light
spray of the very smallest specks of blood. For some reason you
remember those details. I have no memory of what I thought or how
I felt, but I do recall the delicate, deep red, spider’s web pattern, on
Jimmy’s cheek.
This time no one spoke. The danger was over, and we just sat
there, numb, not really thinking about anything. After a while
Natasha came over to me. I put both arms round her, and just held
her.
How much time passed I don’t know. But there came a point
when we needed to be outside. We slowly made our way through the
labyrinthine interior, until we emerged into the bright sunlight at the
back of the house. Jimmy leant against the wall, before sliding down
into a sitting position. Natasha and I sat on the back step.
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I found that I couldn’t think forward. Couldn’t work out what the
implications were.
“Jimmy, I don’t know what’s going to happen man.”
“We killed two people, we’re going to get banged up.”
“I shouldn’t think so, not for this. As for the other stuff I don’t
know.”
Jimmy had saved our lives. I didn’t want to see him go down. I
thought I owed him that much at least.
“If you give evidence about all of it, don’t hold anything back,
really get on side with Unsworth, I think he might be able to swing it
so you get a pass on your end. Although you might not get off
completely. It might mean a couple of years on probation or
something. But you have to understand I’m just guessing. It’s not my
call. If you don’t want to take a chance on it, then take the car, and
fuck off out of here, and I’ll leave it for an hour or so before I call it
in.”
He considered this for a while.
“What about the money?”
“Money?”
“The five grand you put up for my bail.”
“Fuck it. It doesn’t matter.”
A few minutes went by.
“How much trouble are you in Frank?”
“A lot.”
“Maybe if you don’t tell them everything about you and Nat...”
“It’s too late Jimmy. There’s no way of holding out this time.”
“So you’re going back, and telling them everything?”
“Don’t have a choice. I can’t exactly go on the run.”
“I’ll go back with you then.”
He got up.
“Might as well make a start now Frank. No point in putting it
off.”
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So we all walked reluctantly round to the front of the building,
and started along the path towards Mains of Badarrach, in the hope
of finding exactly what I don’t know.
I expect you’d like to know what happened. Maybe you’d like the
sad ending, where Jimmy goes to jail, I end up sweeping the streets,
and Natasha finds herself in some brothel. Or the happy ending
where Jimmy has a religious conversion, I end up as Chief Constable
of Norfolk, and Natasha exhibits at the Tate. On balance I’d say
things turned out well. It was a good ending. Not quite as good as it
could have been. But then, nothing ever is.
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