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Prologue

As Joanie Brewer opened her front door the first thing she saw was police uniforms. She tried, unsuccessfully, to close the door. Something she had done before on many occasions.

When a large foot was planted firmly on her front-door mat, she sighed.

‘He ain’t here, he just went out. But he was here all day with me, so whatever you want him for, he never done it.’

‘Joanie . . .’

The plainclothes officer stared at her for a few seconds before dropping his eyes and staring down at her tiny feet encased in scruffy old mules: pink ostrich feathers and worn-down plastic heels. Her pretty face looked hard in the harsh electric light of her hallway. The faded blonde hair was scraped up on top of her head and her sharp features made her look almost feral. Devoid of her usual makeup Joanie looked older  than her age; she looked what she was - used, worn out.

Only her blue eyes showed any real emotion. They were desolate. She knew now why they were here. And she didn’t want to hear what they were going to tell her even as she knew she must.

‘I’m sorry, Joanie love, can we come in?’ said the plainclothes, DI Baxter.

As she opened the chipped and battered front door wide her whole demeanour changed.

‘Better get it over with then, eh?’

None of the three men could look at her. A dark-haired policewoman with high breasts and a disdainful expression on her face took Joanie’s arm gently, only to be shrugged off with such force she was nearly unbalanced.

The atmosphere was taut with tension. None of them wanted to be here and all knew equally they were not wanted.

In her front room Joanie felt a glimmer of satisfaction as she saw a look of collective shock register on their faces. The place was shabby but spotlessly clean. It was the forty-eight-inch TV set and the up-to-the-minute DVD system that had given them one up and she smiled to herself as she said, ‘All bought and paid for. I have the receipts in the kitchen.’

No one said a word in reply.

The policewoman looked through a door and saw  the kitchen; she walked towards it, saying: ‘I’ll make some tea, eh?’

No one answered. Joanie sat down and gestured for the others to do the same. ‘You’ve found her, haven’t you?’

DI Baxter nodded.

She was holding back tears now, and still none of the men could bear to look at her.

‘She’s dead then?’

The detective nodded again.

Joanie put her head into her hands and sobbed loudly, one harsh desolate sob before she forced herself to be calm. Wiping her eyes, she lifted her head and gazed around the room, battling her emotions as she had done all her life.

She was fucked if she was going to cry in front of this lot. Her eyes lighted on a photograph on the mantelpiece. Her Kira’s last school photo, her blue eyes alive with merriment. She was a beautiful little girl, a dear child, and Joanie’s last. Born out of wedlock like the others, and loved more than any of them.

Joanie could hear her heartbeat thundering in her ears and felt momentarily as if she was going to faint.

‘I told you she wouldn’t run away, but you never listened to a word I said, did you?’ It was an accusation. ‘My baby would never have left me. Never. But none of you would listen.’

The detective took a child’s dress from a bag on his lap; it was small for an eleven year old’s. Kira had taken after Joanie. Tiny. Petite. Once the dress had been white with tiny blue flowers on it. Now it was soiled. Joanie knew exactly what had happened to her child.

‘We found this with the body. We need you to—’

She snatched it from him and held it to her face, but all she could smell was dirt - dirt and hatred. Not the flowery, sunshine smell of an eleven-year-old child on the brink of womanhood. A child with her whole life stretching ahead of her. In her mind’s eye she saw Kira once more, laughing and joking. She had been a good child, easy to rear.

The tears came then, and with their arrival the WPC brought in the tea. Even in her distressed state Joanie was glad the girl had used the good mugs kept for visitors. It was important to her to have nice things around her.

Especially now.

They talked to her, she could see their mouths moving, but she could hear nothing. All she could hear inside her head was the sound of her child’s voice, as she called for her mummy and her mummy never came.

She was rocking now, clutching the remnants of the dress and whispering over and over, ‘My baby. My baby.’

One of the PCs said sadly, ‘Shall I get the quack?’

The detective nodded and sipped his tea.

For all Joanie Brewer was, and she was legendary down at the station, at this moment she was just a woman who had had a child brutally murdered.

Bugger tea. He should have brought a bottle of hard, if not for himself then for the wreck of a woman before him.

She wasn’t Joanie Brewer now, the prostitute, drunk, and all-round Mouth Almighty responsible for giving birth to a one-family crime wave. She was a bereaved mother grieving for a child who had been snatched from the street, used and abused and then disposed of like so much rubbish.

He finished his tea in silence.

Joanie was quiet now, staring into space, and he knew they would get nothing more from her today.

Eventually the doctor arrived.




Book One

‘Ladies, just a little more virginity, if you don’t mind.’

- Sir Herbert Beerbohm Tree, 1853-1917

 

For without are dogs, and sorcerers, and whoremongers, and murderers, and idolaters, and whosoever loveth and maketh a lie.

- Revelation, 22:15




Chapter One

It was hot and Joanie Brewer turned up the fan in the tiny bedroom and rolled on more deodorant. The double bed took up nearly all the room and she had to climb across it to get to the overflowing dressing table for a quick puff on her Benson & Hedges Light. She also took a large gulp of vodka and Coke, the acid taste making her belch loudly.

An overstuffed wardrobe spewed clothes everywhere, and the smell of Avon Musk hung heavy in the room. She really didn’t feel like going to work tonight. What she wanted was to sit outside the flats with all the other women and drink and smoke and gossip. It was lovely in the summer here, apart from the stench of rotten rubbish and unwashed kids; it was almost like being abroad. But then again, she mused, she had always had a good imagination. Tenerife it ain’t!

She smiled to herself and applied another layer of  No. 7 sugar-pink lipstick. If she had a good earn tonight she would take tomorrow off and enjoy herself. She was due a break anyway.

She was listening to Bob Marley singing ‘No Woman No Cry’, and singing along softly as she carried on applying the thick makeup that was a prerequisite of her job. She made a point these days of not looking too closely at herself; gone was the time when she’d taken a real pride in her appearance. The life had caught up with her, and the money that had once been plentiful was now only adequate. In fact, if she wasn’t such a lazy bitch she might even consider getting a real job though it was a bit late in the day for anything like that; her criminal convictions would rule out most respectable avenues of work. It was a vicious circle really.

She sighed heavily and dragged once more on her cigarette. In her wildest dreams she had never thought this would be her life, but it was and her natural resilience made her accept that fact. In repose she looked haggard, the deep lines on her face more pronounced, but there were still traces of the pretty girl she had once been. Suddenly, looking at her reflection, she wanted to cry. Instead she finished her drink and forced a smile.

Now that was much more like it. If she wasn’t careful she would scare the punters off! She could hear Kira laughing in the lounge and instinctively  she smiled too even though she couldn’t work out what was being said. Her youngest was a happy kid, always laughing and joking. Her son Jon Jon came into the room then with another large vodka and Coke.

‘Get that down the old Gregory, Mum. Need a lift?’

Joanie shook her head.

‘That’s OK. I’m going in with Monika.’

He laughed. ‘I meant, do you want a few Valium?’

Joanie grinned.

‘I get worse, don’t I? No, thanks, and I would appreciate it if you didn’t go offering them about to all and sundry. You will get a capture, son, mark my words.’

Jon Jon didn’t answer; he was too busy admiring himself in the dressing-table mirror.

She took a deep drink and spluttered.

‘Bloody hell, Jon Jon, what’s in this - rocket fuel?’

‘Smirnoff Black Label. Carty gets it from the docks.’

Joanie sipped the drink and smiled.

‘Just what I needed.’ She was telling the truth though her son wasn’t aware of that. He smiled back, and she looked at him and marvelled at this boy of hers. She knew how much he hated her work and yet  he had brought her in a drink before she left the house since he was nine years old. Even though he had been ridiculed all through his schooldays because she was a brass, a tom, whatever epithet people wanted to call her, and hated what she did with a vengeance, he accepted the necessity for it and respected her as his mother.

‘Be in now, won’t you, for Kira? It’s Jeanette’s turn to go out, remember.’

He nodded.

‘I don’t need you to keep reiterating everything, Mum. I always do me bit, don’t I?’ He left the room with the affronted dignity of a seventeen year old who knew far better than his own mother.

For all the talk about him he was a good kid even if she was the only one who could see it. The police hated him; he was their first call for anything and everything that happened on the estate. Jon Jon was a little fucker when the fancy took him, but if they could see him reading! He read everything he could lay his hands on, and the words he knew! Joanie’s pride in her errant son knew no bounds.

Her pride in all her children was unwavering despite the things that were said about the Brewers, herself included. She knew the talk and ignored it; they were just trying to survive like everyone else, and being the kind of person she was, Joanie let most of the gossip go over her head. It had never  really bothered her - or at least that was what she pretended to people, making a joke of her job, being the first to mention it and consequently making herself a legend in her own lunchtime. She was also renowned around and about for being able to handle herself in a row, and that helped. She had chinned more than a few of her neighbours over the years and consequently people were wary of her and civil enough to her face. Why wouldn’t they be? She was a soft touch for a few quid and always lent a friendly ear; she could also keep things to herself and knew most of the local gossip, the truth behind it as well. But she never let on; Joanie knew she could cause more than a few rows if she ever opened her trap.

She also ran every catalogue going and all the women bought from her, especially for Christmas and birthdays, so she also knew everyone’s financial status. Which was exactly what most of the tear ups had been over: non-payment of debts. Joanie prided herself on never owing a penny to anyone, and she did not like people taking advantage of her good nature.

She also read Tarot cards for a small fee and that alone brought her status up in the community because everyone wanted to know if, or more importantly when, they would get away from this dump and what the state of their love life would be in the future. As  most of the men hereabouts only lasted a few weeks her readings were in great demand. The thought made her smile. Women amazed her, ever the optimists. But then, as she knew herself, they had to be.

All in all she had her own little niche here and she enjoyed it, as much as she could enjoy anything. Life, Joanie believed, was what you made it, and she made it as good as she could given the circumstances. Happiness, she had always told the kids, was just a state of mind.

Slipping on a tight black mini-skirt and a black see-through blouse, she pushed her feet into impossibly high heels and strutted into the lounge, all tits, backcombed hair and perfume.

‘Oh, Mum, you look beautiful!’

Kira’s voice was tremulous with admiration. She loved makeup and perfume, and her mother’s over-abundance of both made her seem exotic and stunningly lovely to her youngest daughter.

‘Thanks, darling. Now, you got your money, ain’t you?’

Kira nodded, her bright blue eyes still drinking in her glamorous mother.

‘You smell lovely and all.’

‘She won’t when she gets back. She’ll smell like the men’s lavs in Soho.’

This caustic comment was from Joanie’s daughter Jeanette.

Joanie grinned.

‘Been there a lot, have you, love? Only you seem to know the place well.’

Jon Jon and Kira laughed. Joanie laughed with them though inside the comment had hurt, but as usual she shrugged it off. She understood better than anyone did what her kids had to deal with on a daily basis because of her job, and made allowances accordingly. She lit a cigarette and tidied her hair absent-mindedly as she smoked and watched out of the window for Monika’s arrival.

The estate was a hive of activity as usual: kids running round, radios and stereos blaring, car engines revving - it looked like a bad day in Beirut.

But it was home to them and they liked it there, or as much as you could like it anyway.

She sighed.

‘Late for her own funeral, Monika.’

Kira laughed.

‘Her, Bethany and me are going to the pictures tomorrow.’

‘That’s nice, love.’ Lighting another cigarette, she bellowed, ‘Do us another drink, Jon Jon.’

He poured her another in the kitchen as he watched his microwave chips rotating. He was stoned and suddenly starving. He took another puff on his joint and walked back into the lounge with his mother’s drink, the stench of skunk hanging round him.

‘No wonder they call it skunk - it stinks.’

He smiled lazily.

Jeanette, who’d disappeared into her bedroom, came out and Joanie sighed.

‘You ain’t going out like that, are you?’

Jeanette had a full woman’s body and a child’s face. The combination was lethal. But both girls took after Joanie. Even Kira had a little pair of tits on her and she was only eleven. Tonight Jeanette was dressed like her idol Britney and she looked like sex on legs.

‘You look gorgeous!’

Kira was once more in raptures.

‘Is that your mate’s new top?’

‘No, it fucking ain’t, it’s mine.’

Kira’s face fell.

‘I was only asking.’

‘Well, don’t, all right?’

Jeanette had no time for her little sister and it showed; she just saw her as a nuisance.

‘Don’t talk to her like that, you rotten little mare. And anyway, she has a point. If it ain’t your mate’s, where the fuck did you get it?’

‘She’s been thieving again up the high street.’ Jon Jon spoke quietly and the room went quiet. ‘You’ve been out on the grab, ain’t you?’ he challenged.

Jeanette tossed her long curly brown hair over one shoulder.

‘So what if I have? What’s it got to do with you? You ain’t me fucking dad.’

Jon Jon took a step towards her and Kira planted herself between her brother and sister.

‘Don’t start fighting, please!’

Joanie finished her drink and slammed the glass down on the scuffed wooden table.

‘All right, that’s enough. Why do I always have to walk out that door in a two and eight, eh? Once, just once, let me go to work in a bit of peace.’

Jon Jon poked his sister in the chest none too gently as he growled, ‘Watch yourself, girl.’

She laughed.

‘I ain’t scared of you, mate!’

He stared into her eyes and Joanie watched as her daughter’s bravado turned to real fear.

‘Well, you should be, Jen. You should be very scared.’

Kira was visibly upset now. It seemed as if the whole room was charged with malice and all of them were affected by it.

The front door flew open then and Monika stumped in, overweight and sporting the most amazing Afro in recorded history.

‘I been bibbing away down there,’ she shouted. ‘You ready, girl, or what?’ She scratched one large boob as she adjusted the elasticated top she was wearing. ‘Bloody thing, it’s killing me.’

‘Try buying one that fits next time,’ Jeanette said sarcastically, without thinking.

Before Monika could answer Kira piped up with, ‘I think it looks . . .’

Everyone, including Monika, said ‘lovely’ with her and once again they were all laughing.

Kissing the kids, Joanie went to work feeling more light-hearted.

 

Kira walked out of the flat and down the steep concrete staircase to the communal washing lines below. No one used them any more so it was a place for the kids to hang out. On the plus side you could hear the music from certain flats so at least you had a few sounds as you sat around jawing.

The overflowing bins were also housed down there so the smell, especially in summer, could get overwhelming. Last winter a newborn baby had been found in one of the large bins, barely alive. The kids had heard its mewling and retrieved it from the dustbin, called the police and were heroes for a few days. The mother of the unfortunate child had left the area after a near lynching from the neighbours and the child had been fostered out. It was still a major topic of conversation for them all, months after the event, and their parents didn’t mind them hanging round here so much now.

Kira loved it here, it was her favourite place. Unlike  most of the other girls she didn’t live under a loose rein, was not able to sit out till all hours, so made a point of enjoying the time she did have with her mates. It was a bone of contention between her and her brother and mother that she was not allowed the same freedom as everyone else, but she was shrewd enough to know she was fighting a losing battle. Her mother had lost the war with Jeanette, she was not going to lose it with Kira. Consequently, she was watched far more closely and had come to accept and to understand why this was so. Basically she was a good kid anyway and did as she was asked. Tonight, as she settled herself on the low wall, she was happy enough.

 

‘Little’ Tommy Thompson watched the girls as they sat and chatted. His balcony overlooked the washing lines and he had a good view of them. He liked watching the kids, they made him laugh with their antics, especially Kira and her friends. He waved down, smiling, and the girls waved shyly back.

He had moved to this area a few months previously with his father. At thirty-eight, Tommy was cripplingly obese and unable to work because of that. And, as his father had always pointed out to anyone who would listen, he wasn’t the brightest bulb on the Christmas tree either.

Tommy hated his father, and every fresh nasty  comment sent him running to the fridge. ‘Morbidly obese?’ his dad would say. ‘Anyone would be morbid around him.’ Tommy kept meaning to find out what this meant but he never had; he was always forgetting things. He hadn’t liked to ask the doctor either because his dad was sitting there with him every time and Tommy had learned just to listen, to let his father talk. It was how it had always been even when his mum had been alive.

He moved his huge bulk in the chair. This heat was a killer for him and he knew he smelled. He could catch the sweet odour himself every time the wind blew through the flats. It was like a vacuum here because of the way the blocks were situated, and out on the balcony was the coolest place to be. Consequently Tommy spent a lot of time out there.

‘All right, Fatty?’

The good-natured call made him smile. He waved back happily, glad to be noticed. He was practically beaming as he shouted down, ‘Hot enough for you?’

The man carried on walking without answering and Tommy felt a moment’s embarrassment. He settled himself once more and observed the girls below as they chatted and laughed. He could hear Beenie Man blaring out from Kira’s flat so knew her brother Jon Jon was still around and that her mother had gone to  work. They watched her like a hawk - and so they should after all.

The thought made him smile, but this was quickly wiped from his face as he heard the front door slam.

His father was home. Tommy waited patiently for the baiting to begin.

 

‘Why do we come in so early?’

Monika’s voice was slurred as she drank copiously from a bottle of cheap Bacardi.

‘That’ll get you in the end, girl. Quicker than anything, Bacardi is.’

‘Oh, fuck off, Lena, and give me a break!’

Lena, a young Scottish girl, sighed and raised her eyebrows as she looked at Joanie who shook her head, telling her to mind her own business.

‘I like that necklace, Lena. New, is it?’ Monika commented.

The girl preened herself. She had just acquired a new pimp and so presents were still on the agenda; it was always the way with the younger ones.

‘It was made for a much slimmer neck, of course.’

Monika was spoiling for a row and it showed. Lena was a chunky girl and in truth the necklace was far too delicate for her. But it wasn’t the necklace that rankled with Monika, it was what it  stood for. They were all aware of that. No one was going to bother cajoling Monika into switching pimps.

Lena was a laugh though, and said good-naturedly, ‘Well, I’m sorry about that but I don’t know Frank Bruno well enough to borrow his jewellery.’

Even Monika laughed, then said nastily, ‘Here it comes, Miss fucking World!’

Lena shook her head.

‘She’s too young. I’m sorry, but he should draw the line.’

The young girl was more than aware of the stir she was causing. It was just getting dark so business would pick up soon and she knew the chances were she would get the next strike. She also knew it would cause aggravation. But she wasn’t too bothered; she had good back up. At fourteen she thought she knew it all, and unfortunately already knew far too much about some things, only she was too stupid to see that for herself. She was a runaway so that made it easy for the men who preyed on women to get her working the street.

Monika’s tutting was so loud it made Joanie laugh.

‘Leave her alone. She has to put up with Todd McArthur - she’ll soon learn.’

Todd was a young pimp who concentrated on the  new girls. He was good-looking, quietly spoken and vicious. All his girls were in love with him, even after he gave them the bad news. Unlike the older women who had no illusions about the men who lived off them, the younger girls had to experience the downside before they actually realised they were stuck there for the best part of their lives. A good pimp could track a girl who absconded within twenty-four hours, and frequently did that. The beating they then received and the fear of a repetition kept them on their toes or on their backs, whichever way you wanted to look at it.

A week in hospital was something to learn from and anyone too thick to toe the line afterwards was asking for all they got. Or that, at least, was the general consensus among the women.

A blue Escort pulled up by the side of the road and a small white man with a bad combover smiled at Monika. He was a regular and as she walked to the car she gave the younger girl a smirk that told her all she needed to know. Regulars were what they all wanted; they made life so much easier, gave you a chance to relax - something you could never do with a stranger, especially with the mad bastards they dealt with on a daily basis.

‘Thank fuck she’s gone, Joanie. Her drinking is getting worse!’ Lena moaned.

Joanie sighed but didn’t comment.

‘That little girl’s on crack. Look, she’s fucking rocking.’

They watched her for a few moments before moving away.

‘McArthur’s a shitbag, ain’t he?’

Joanie nodded before answering, ‘Talking of shitbags . . .’

They laughed as their own pimp, Paulie Martin, chased the girl off, physically as well as verbally. He walked towards them then, his handsome face openly shocked.

‘That McArthur will be opening a fucking crèche soon, eh?’

‘That child was cracked out of her box.’

‘She’ll get a crack across the fucking head if she talks to me like that again!’ He was smoothing down his designer suit. ‘I want you in a parlour, Joanie.’

She smiled. It was better in the massage parlours though she was only asked if he was desperate and she knew that.

‘Okey-doke, how long for?’

‘Just get in the motor, will ya? It’s like pimping for William G. Stewart. No questions, just move.’

One thing in Paulie’s favour, he was funny and the girls appreciated his humour. It had lightened more than a few crap evenings.

He shouted over his shoulder, ‘Lena, you tell that  little cunt McArthur if I see any of his girls within pissing distance of mine again, I’ll break his fucking neck.’

‘All right, Mr Martin.’

As Joanie was driven to East Ham she relaxed. This was a bit of luck and she was going to enjoy it while it lasted.

‘You look happy, Joanie.’

Paulie smiled at her and she melted. He was devastatingly handsome and knew it, from his thick black curly hair to his deep blue eyes. He was heavy-set and not as tall as he would have liked but he had something about him and whatever it was, it made women want him. In his game that was definitely a bonus. He had learned early in life that a smile and a well-timed compliment could get you anything you wanted from certain women.

Paulie rubbed her leg above the knee as he drove and Joanie smiled once more. He was a bastard but he was her bastard, so she forgave him anything. She knew he was giving her the scrapings but she was also wise enough to appreciate that that was about all she was going to get these days so she enjoyed it while she could.

She could still hack it with a certain type of punter, though. She had the cheap and cheerful look that appealed to the older men. Joanie was the  pensioner’s friend, and she was glad of it. You rarely got a tip but it was over in no time so that was a bonus. In fact, she was perfect for a massage parlour in many respects. The men who used them were lazy and frightened of being seen kerb crawling: locals who tended to use the one nearest the pub, or out-of-towners who worked nearby and came in flashing their money and their false smiles. It was cheap as well; none of the girls was ever going to be in the hundred-quid-a-fuck market anyway so all in all it worked out fine.

Paulie was clever enough to know the kind of girls who would make him money: not too good-looking but not complete dogs either - that was all right on the kerb, but not in the comfortable surroundings of a parlour. Equally if the girls were too good-looking they frightened the men off; he had noticed that over the years. As Paulie told anyone who’d listen, most men rented a bit of strange so they could feel in control. Men without money and prestige were easily intimidated by women who were too good-looking, they felt that they had to be nicer to them. His girls, and he used the term loosely, were just the right side of trollop to suit his clients’ needs.

As they pulled up outside the parlour he yawned.

‘Ask Jon Jon if he wants a job with me. I’ve heard  he’s making a bit of a name for himself around and about.’

Joanie nodded.

‘OK. How long am I working tonight?’

‘One of the girls has gone on the missing list. Probably a few days.’ Paulie yawned once again then said, ‘Fucking real, ain’t it? All I done for her and she goes on the trot.’

Joanie kept her own counsel. She was more than aware of what he had done for the girl; he had done the same for her and look where it had got her.

‘Don’t hurt her when you find her . . .’

He didn’t bother to answer. Instead he leaned across her and opened the car door.

‘Be good, Joanie.’

She nodded.

‘Oh, and do me a favour, will you? Keep your fucking opinions on my working practices to yourself in future. I own you, Joanie, like I own all my girls, and if I ever found I wanted you lot to have opinions, I’d book myself into the nearest mental institution sharpish just to teach meself a lesson, OK?’

She nodded once more. The anger in his voice was evident and she knew he could turn on a coin.

‘Well?’

She nodded harder this time.

He rolled his eyes.

‘I mean, fuck off, Joanie! Now!’

He was bellowing and his voice was loud enough to be heard above the traffic. Joanie jumped from the car as fast as she could and scurried into the massage parlour. She was humiliated and hurt, and the worst thing was, it showed.

Gaynor Coleman shook her head sadly and said, ‘That man is a ponce.’

Joanie, as usual the joker, said, ‘That man is everyone’s ponce, ain’t he? He is a pimp after all!’

All the older women laughed with her and she felt better. But it had hurt, the way he had spoken to her, had hurt her deeply considering all the years she had given him.

She sat down with the girls. The smell of baby oil and cigarette smoke was overpowering, but at least it was better than exhaust fumes and the drunken ranting of Monika.

She had her first punter ten minutes later.

Joanie’s working night had begun.

 

Kira, Bethany and a little girl called Catriona who was only seven were playing as the sun went down. They were having a great time. Various mums were already outside, sitting on kitchen chairs and nattering about each other’s lives. The atmosphere was good. The kids had been fed chips and Coke, and a  few bottles of wine had been opened.

Jon Jon watched his little sister from the balcony as he rolled himself another joint. His mobile was ringing and he knew who was on the phone but didn’t answer it. Instead he called over the balcony to his sister.

‘Come on, Kira, time to come in.’

She heard her brother’s voice and looked crushed.

‘Oh, Jon Jon, five minutes, please.’

Her voice was a studied whine.

Her big eyes were open to their widest and Catriona’s mother, a twenty-five-year-old brunette, laughed as she shouted: ‘I’ll watch her, Jon Jon, she can sleep at mine tonight.’

Catriona was having the time of her life and once Kira went inside would be moaning because none of the other kids gave her the time of day. She was too small for the majority of the girls but Kira loved the smaller kids.

‘That’s all right, thanks anyway. Get your arse up here, Kira.’

‘Please, just five minutes, Jon Jon!’

His mobile was ringing once more and he called out, ‘Five minutes and that is it!’

One of the neighbours whispered, ‘Say what you like about him, he is good to those girls.’

The other women nodded their approval and Kira  basked in the pleasure of someone being nice for once about her brother. Usually it was a case of raised eyebrows and knowing smirks, whispered conversations or outright abuse - though her brother’s growing reputation had put paid to the latter these last few months. He was getting a reputation as a hard nut, a face, and was determined to cultivate that to the best of his ability.

Five minutes later she reluctantly said goodnight to her friends and thanked Catriona’s mother for offering her a bed for the night. Kira ran up the four flights of stairs to the flat and let herself inside. After making herself a Marmite sandwich she sat with her brother on the balcony, waiting patiently until he had finished shouting down the phone.

‘All right, Kira, get ready for bed now.’

‘Can I eat me sandwich?’

He laughed.

‘’Course you can, but don’t fuck me about tonight and I’ll let you watch telly, OK?’

‘Thanks, Jon Jon. You are the best brother in the world.’

‘I must be to put up with you, eh?’

She was happy, she loved it when he was like this and chatted to her. He was nice, her brother, whatever anyone else said. He was nice to her.

‘Can I have a story as well?’

‘Don’t push it, Kira!’

But his voice was warm as he spoke and she knew she was in with a chance. Jon Jon told great stories. Then his mobile rang again and she sighed. He was shouting and swearing once more and she knew her story was out of the window. She went inside and put on her pyjamas.

Settling herself in bed, she watched Queer As Folk USA on Sky until she fell asleep.
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