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Chapter One

The door to Jon Shaw’s office clicked shut with the same finality of a gun jamming. He should have felt triumph for securing the release of an innocent man, the toughest legal gig there was. Innocents displayed outrage, defensiveness and, as often as not, unpredictability. Against all advice, they got shirty under cross-examination, viewed any slur on their character or integrity as a gross imposition and bellowed their blamelessness at judge and jury, thereby scuppering their own chances. As for those well-meaning folk who claimed that if you are innocent you have nothing to fear, they knew very little about the workings of the law. As Shaw was keen to point out to interns, spin it right and the Pope could be found guilty of unspecified crimes. So, yes, Shaw had argued his client’s case and won, yet his victory was bitter-sweet. Something deep inside always prevented him from fully embracing the moment.

He swivelled his chair, swung his legs up and parked his feet on the desk. Lamplight cast a dull glow across his highly polished shoes. Tipping his head back, he loosened his tie and briefly closed his eyes. It was churlish but he had no burning desire to join his colleagues and surround himself with fellow poets (piss off early, tomorrow it’s Saturday) or get stuck with the shiny-eyed intern on an adrenaline high at landing a month’s work placement at Toombs and West, Cheltenham’s most prestigious criminal defence firm. The poor kid didn’t yet understand that a few weeks mixing with the dangerous, mentally unstable and repeat offenders would soon dispel any glamorous illusions. Had he been so naïve back then? Hard to remember.

Perhaps if he huddled here in the silence, he’d find the certainty and peace he craved. Think of all the good things in life, a cranked-up life coach would say. Shaw harboured a deep suspicion of personal trainers, gurus and individuals who ripped you off to tell you what, in your darkest hours, you already knew. But, right now, he was prepared to give that sort of advice a go. Perhaps he was plain exhausted. His mountainous workload would make a Sherpa stagger. Hours spent reading files, visiting police stations and prisons, taking statements, liaising and negotiating and, yes, arm-twisting, was all part of the job. The law wasn’t so much about justice as doing deals. We agree to this if you give us that, and usually equated to a reduced sentence. This he could handle. Dealing with clients at the worst time in their lives, and whose liberty was often at stake, gave him a sense of worth and purpose. But he bloody hated repeat offenders.

As he saw it, a squandered chance to get a life back on track was his personal failure to turn a felon’s life around. Only yesterday, he’d heard that a former client, who’d walked on a technicality twelve months before, had been charged with the same offence: GBH. Bail would definitely be off the menu this time and, although Shaw hated to say it, richly deserved.

White noise, he thought grimly, his mind running full circle. The real mood-killer was Jo leaving. Although he couldn’t fault her observation that he had commitment issues, he wished she’d given him another chance. He missed the dimples on her cheeks when she smiled, the mole above her full top lip, her tempestuousness, her body dammit – really missed her, to the extent that it physically hurt. Forty-eight hours ago, they’d shared a lovely Regency-style home near the Suffolks, for which he was mortgaged up to the eyeballs, and willingly so. Without her, it felt pointless. Without Jo, his house was barren, cold and empty. He let out a sigh. Sort yourself out, Shaw thought, swinging his legs off the desk. Grabbing his jacket and umbrella, he headed out towards the corridor, snapping off lights as he walked.

Outside, he was greeted by a bloated grey sky pissing rain. Visibility reduced to a few feet, cars aquaplaned down busy St. George’s Road and shot great torrents of water over anyone unfortunate enough to be walking past.

Rolling up the collar of his jacket, he set off. It wouldn’t hurt to show his face and drop in for a swift drink. Some company might even do him good. It would be a hell of an improvement on letting himself into a house that looked as abandoned as he felt. Then, maybe later, emboldened by gin, he’d give Jo a call. See if she was OK. Find out if she needed anything. Would he have the guts to tell her that he loved her, that he needed her? Come home. Please. I can change.

June rain sheeted from dark clouds, bouncing off the uneven pavement, and sprayed the back of his trousers. People scurried chaotically, heads down, hoods up. Kids ran and squealed and splashed, with water-soaked hair and dripping faces. Another time it would be comic.

About to cut through into Montpellier Walk from Bayshill Road, something indefinable caught Shaw’s peripheral vision. His eyes flicked to the right and peered through the gloom. A figure barrelled down the street with a ‘who are you looking at?’ gait. Something about him felt horribly familiar. Disturbingly so. As Shaw’s brain made furious connections, he silently mouthed Danny Hallam.

Alarm chased through him.

It couldn’t be.

Wasn’t possible.

Not even remotely so. Not now, after Shaw had done so much to change. Not after twenty-five years.

Without a word, the figure swept past inches away from him, like an unquiet spirit vanishing as quickly as it came.

Thank Christ.


Chapter Two

It was a good question, if an obvious one, and yet Shaw, shaken by his recent encounter, was reluctant to answer. Because that wasn’t Danny Hallam, was it?

He took a slug of gin. Mind messing with his head, he’d made a mistake, cooked up an image that didn’t exist.

Giving Annie Mayfield his most winsome smile, he determined to give the young intern an honest answer.

‘I went into the law because I like underdogs. And winning. Not necessarily in that order,’ he said with a short laugh.

‘Jon is an underdog’s wet dream,’ Charlie Toombs, senior partner, showman and bonne viveur, boomed from the other end of the table. The rest of the team, including clerks and legal secretaries, one of whom Shaw suspected Charlie was bedding, erupted with laughter. ‘Jon was hugging hoodies way before it became a political slogan. He does more pro bono cases than you’ve had takeaways,’ Charlie continued, very slightly slurring his words. ‘Nothing Teflon Jon likes better than sticking it to the cops.’

Teflon Jon. Sticking it to the cops. Charlie made him sound like a sleazy lawyer working for some Mafia don.

Shaw smiled indulgently, a mask for the irritation crackling beneath. Responding to Annie’s perplexed expression, Shaw explained that he’d earned the soubriquet by holding the practice record for the greatest number of clients to whom charges had failed to stick. Annie the intern looked unimpressed, as if he were somehow protecting the guilty and shafting the victim. He took another swallow of gin, wondering how in God’s name he could disentangle himself.

Annie inclined towards him. He caught a distinct and familiar waft of Miss Dior Original. Jo was fond of it. Oh shit. ‘About you and the police,’ Annie sliced through his thoughts, ‘Mr Toombs was joking, right?’

Another burst of laughter exploded from their table. Shaw raised his voice so he could be heard. ‘Charlie has a wicked sense of humour, Annie. Of course, I don’t set out to thwart the activities of the police. We need them but sometimes mistakes are made and, unfortunately, the police are inextric­ably linked to the system.’

Annie nodded blankly, the vacancy in her eyes suggesting that a) she didn’t have a clue and b) very much feared the intensity of any strongly held opinion.

‘Look,’ he said, ‘Children aren’t born bad. They’re made. Poverty, neglect and abuse creates angry, pissed-off people who often become criminals when there is nobody significant enough in their lives to deter them. Fundamentally, it’s a failure of the system to protect the most vulnerable in society. What’s so damned rich is that the same system has the temerity to punish them.’

‘Yes, I see,’ Annie said, although, from the height of her sculpted eyebrows, he could tell that she saw no further than her own cute little nose.

‘It’s our job to give those people a voice and a defence, whatever they’ve done,’ he continued.

‘I understand, but—’

‘And then we negotiate the best outcome for our clients. If you can’t get your head around that, you might be better suited to one of the other legal disciplines.’

‘Fuck’s sake, Jon,’ Charlie roared over the clamour, ‘get another round in before the poor girl changes her mind and becomes a plumber.’

Relieved to escape, Shaw excused himself, slipped off his stool and, to a chorus of same again, headed to a bar thick with customers brandishing wallets like City traders waving bits of papers at the Stock Exchange.

About to sneak into a small gap that had opened up, breath left his body as surely as if he‘d been stabbed in the back. Surrounding noise vanished, sucked into a tunnel of nothingness. His mouth dried, filled with tar and sand, it seemed. Condemned, he tried to move. No, to flee, but was tethered by paralysis; nailed to the spot. Every muscle in his body had clenched, except his jaw, which was slack.

There was no mistake, no delusion. What he’d thought a figment of his imagination was all too horribly real. A part of him had always known that Danny Hallam, his one-time closest friend, would materialise and return to haunt him.

Frozen, Shaw could not take a step forward or take one back. Danny didn’t look stoked or drunk, but it was still very identifiably him. Despite the passage of time, Shaw would recognise that spitting bundle of human energy anywhere.

And Danny was looking straight at him.

Shaw briefly wondered whether he could slip out of the bar and run. A coward’s way out for sure. There was little point. It would be like trying to outsmart a saltwater crocodile intent on grabbing his next meal. Danny would hunt him down and, if Shaw were honest, he couldn’t blame him.

A good five inches shorter than Shaw, at around five feet, nine inches tall, Danny had a blocky, powerful boxer’s build. The intervening years had not seen him run to fat. Older, with deep lines chiselled into his forehead and carving a trench from his nose to the corner of his mouth, his pale stubbly face was thinner, and his narrow pale blue eyes harder. A serious number-one haircut failed to disguise the flecks of grey in his mouse-brown hair. He looked every bit down on his luck, a loser, some might say, except that Shaw knew better. Way better.

He unfolded his fingers and touched the cuff of his tailored shirt, an unconscious response, maybe, to Danny’s tatty vest top, grey jogging bottoms that were too short and covered with smuts of dirty rainwater, and plimsolls. Tempting to categorise a man by what he wore, yet Danny was beyond definition. With his edgy undertow, he would always be a paradoxical force of nature. Handed a different set of cards, he could have been a leader, someone memorable, who made a mark on the world. But Danny, like so many, had only Jokers in his pack. A ball of fury at nineteen years of age, he was the epitome of the men and women whose anger mutated their DNA. Shaw was in no doubt that nothing had dulled his old friend’s rage. Worse, hardened by prison life, Danny had come to collect.

Without dropping his gaze, Danny lifted his glass. It was almost empty. To emphasise the point, he tipped his chin, a provocative gesture Shaw recognised. Danny had used it extensively as a ‘come on’ to any idiot kid stupid enough to underestimate him. A ‘bit of bother’ would start with verbal taunts, Your mam shags anything with a pulse, threats and two fingers up (not one back then), followed by extravagant hand gestures, suggesting dickhead. Next – and by now Danny mad for it – fists and boots and, unlucky for some, a blade or razor. One of Shaw’s abiding memories was Danny flicking his chin at him in anger. Only that time Danny had done the underestimating. Believed he’d won; just like always, business as usual.

And he’d been so wrong.

But that was then and this was now.

Glancing wistfully back to his current life, which no longer seemed half as bad as it did five minutes ago, to Charlie and the others, with their booze and their bravado, Shaw resigned himself to his fate. Pushing one foot in front of the other, he cut through the scrum of drinkers and walked slowly towards the man he had once loved and, with a greater passion, hated.


Chapter Three

‘You thought I’d disappear, didn’t you?’ Danny pitched an amused smile that did not connect to his eyes.

‘I did.’ More accurately, he thought that Danny would not find him. Shaw had changed himself, his life, his everything. He’d dumped his old persona, fashioned a new image and become the man he aspired to be. That Danny was sitting here now proved that his efforts had been pointless. You couldn’t do a runner from the past.

Shaw reached grimly for his glass and recalled how, twenty-five years before, he’d frantically scoured the news. There’d been a false start when a man’s body was pulled from the river. He’d been convinced it was Danny, so certain. And with that certainty had come relief. It didn’t last. Days later Danny was picked up, arrested and charged. Throughout that anxious period of time, a teenaged Shaw had expected a dawn assault with a battering ram at his door, police swooping on him in the street, a foot on his back, face in the dirt, wrestled to the pavement, onlookers jeering and spitting at him when bundled into a police van. The pressure was so great that, once, he’d seriously considered giving himself up. As best he could, he’d prepared what he would say if interviewed, or to his young mind, interrogated. But then there would be more questions, with answers he couldn’t give because it would put others at risk. At least, that’s what he’d told himself back then. Riddled with guilt, those were dark and dismal months and yet his worst fears had not come to pass. Amid lurid headlines, Danny was tried and convicted. After that Shaw had compartmentalised the incident in his brain and labelled it with a skull and crossbones: open at risk of death.

‘You’ve changed.’

‘We’ve all changed, Danny.’

‘Nah, man. Me – I’m the same under the skin, but you?’ Danny rolled his eyes. ‘Still got your louche blond looks and your swept-back hair, you lucky fucker, but you’ve lost your Manc accent. All that bleeding hearts shit made me want to throw up. Gone soft in the head, Jon. Mind, I can see you’re doing all right for yourself,’ he said, casting a sly look to where Charlie and the others were sitting. Shaw followed Danny’s gaze and noticed that one of the clerks was missing. Charlie had probably given up on him returning any time soon and had dispatched an underling to get in a round.

‘And how’s things with you?’ Shaw silently cursed how banal he sounded.

‘Oh, I’m fine and dandy and ta for asking,’ Danny replied with a lop-sided smile. ‘You going to get me a lager or what? I’m gagging.’

Shaw ordered a drink for Danny and another gin and tonic for himself. ‘Make it a double.’ His mouth felt stiff and mechanical as if he were recovering from serious oral surgery.

‘See, even your booze is a toff’s.’

The drinks arrived. Shaw took a big swallow, rolling the astringent taste around his tonsils, and looked his old friend in the eye.

‘What do you want, Danny?’

‘Is that any way to treat a mate?’

‘Bought you a drink, haven’t I?’

Danny grinned. ‘That’s more like it. Still got your old spark. I’m glad. Really. Besides Carl, I always thought you were the bright one out of the lot of us. Yeah, you were definitely the thinker, the brains in the operation but, fuck me, you a lawyer in your sharp suit, doing all nicely in Ponceville with your bestest mates.’

Shaw could see where this was going. Danny was about to blow his cover, announce in long and loud tones the list of crimes he’d committed, including attempted murder. Thank Christ Jo wasn’t around to see the spectacle. He opened his mouth to speak but Danny wasn’t done.

‘Man, you look like you’ve shat yourself.’ Danny threw back his head and laughed, the noise loud enough to break windows. Shaw was given a ringside view of several missing molars and a couple of decayed teeth.

‘Just spit it out and say what you came for,’ Shaw growled.

‘I don’t know what you mean.’

‘The fight. The—’

‘Nothing more than a lover’s tiff.’

Shaw kept his voice artificially low. ‘I tried to kill you, for God’s sake. And you know and I know that I meant to.’ And if he hadn’t dumped Danny in the drink, would Danny have escaped the attention of the police? Neither of them would ever know.

A dark light entered Danny’s pale eyes. It was like the mood music suddenly changed from pop to Wagner. ‘I almost drowned, you cunt.’

An image of them knocking the shit out of each other careered through Shaw’s mind. Brawling on the side of a riverbank in the driving rain, throwing punch after punch, receiving blow after blow, Shaw finally doubling over, wringing wet and in severe pain. Triumphant, jacked up on cocaine and Christ knows what, Danny had whooped and crowed and thumped his chest, king of the fucking jungle. Shaw remembered it like it was yesterday.

Danny issued a cold stare, raised the glass to his mouth, took a deep drink and wiped underneath his nose with the side of his hand. Shaw noticed the short fingernails, hard-bitten at the edges, like the owner. He briefly wondered whether his old friend was armed.

‘You’re here to collect, Danny. And if I don’t do whatever it is you want, you’re going to destroy my reputation and my comfortable life. I get it.’ He was surprised how calm he sounded. A few moments ago he was thick with fear and didn’t mind admitting it.

Static filled the air. To Shaw’s ears, the bar fell silent and it was just him and Danny and a threat that hadn’t yet made good on a promise. Still, Danny didn’t speak. Shaw tried to read him and found he couldn’t.

‘I’ve come,’ Danny said, at last, ‘because I need your help.’


Chapter Four

‘You’re in trouble?’ He wished to God that Charlie hadn’t called him Teflon Jon.

‘Not just me.’

It wasn’t what Shaw expected, although he never knew what to expect from Danny Hallam. His unpredictability was what had made him the most thrilling friend he’d ever had.

‘Who else?’ Shaw believed it unlikely that Danny had ever moved out of criminal circles.

‘Remember Mickie?’

‘Fuck’s sake, Danny …’

‘It’s OK, I’m not a grass, Jon. You’re in the clear.’ Shaw would never be in the clear. His conscience wouldn’t allow it.

‘We did something indefensible.’

‘For which I paid,’ Danny said darkly.

Shaw felt like a man who had pushed his way through a blazing basement fire to the one emergency exit only to find it bricked up. Turning back and faced with the unthinkable, he had no alternative but to confront what had happened all those years ago on that awful night.

‘Let’s go somewhere quieter.’ He pointed to a free table at the back of an adjoining room and away from the main bar area.

Danny followed. Shaw scraped back a chair, sat down with a thud. ‘When did you get out of prison?’

Danny snatched a smile as if applauding Shaw’s powers of deduction.

‘Three weeks ago.’

Shaw guessed there was a supreme irony in that, despite his legal career, he had failed to check Danny’s precise release date. To do so would be like admitting an association. It would create bad karma. He felt a vein in his jaw pulse. Danny had wasted little time in tracking him down.

Danny took a long draft of lager, pinched the bridge of his nose between his fingers. ‘Never expected you to do what you did. Never thought you had it in you.’

Shaw briefly closed his eyes. While Danny had celebrated knocking the crap out of him, Shaw had feigned defeat and, gathering the last dregs of his strength, straightened up and, balling his fists, smashed Danny with everything he had straight into the seething waters of a river in full spate. With cold detachment, he’d watched his friend carried away by strong currents, his head bobbing, mouth open in shock, before quickly disappearing beneath the surface. The reason for the argument was the only thing Shaw could not bear to recall. It’s why he’d spent so many years trying not only to forget, but attempting to make amends.

Danny spoke in a dull monotone. ‘After I hauled myself out of the drink, I went to ground. Stayed local, slept rough, lived on my wits.’ To which Danny was well suited, Shaw recalled.

‘Police found the blade?’ It was more of a rhetorical question.

‘With my prints all over it. Why the fuck didn’t you get rid?’

‘Someone was coming.’ And he’d panicked, Shaw remembered. Back then, he was just another kid running wild on a council estate in Manchester, his mates were his family because he, like the others, didn’t really have one. Mam dead. Father drunk. An all too familiar picture.

Shaw took another slug of booze and tiptoed up to the memory. Poor as hell, Danny and his crew intermittently ran drugs for Aaron Waterhouse, a man who, at thirty years of age, seemed old and wise and provided a route out of destitution. At least they had enough money to eat and, yes, to drink, which was all that mattered. But Waterhouse was a hard guy and Michelle Ashton, or Mickie, as everyone knew her, owed Danny drug money, which, in turn, meant Danny owed Waterhouse. It was Danny’s idea to put the frighteners on her to force her to pay up. ‘Nice one,’ Danny had said. ‘Waterhouse will be chuffed when he recognises we can sort things out for ourselves, and we’ll be minted.’

Shaw had seen the logic. Only ever going along to get along, he had not foreseen the danger. His eighteen-year-old self had thought in terms of verbal warning, not physical attack. It was a woman they were scaring shitless, after all, not some hairy-arsed bloke.

They’d outflanked Mickie walking along a riverbank at around ten o’clock one summer’s evening. After a long spell of hot weather, it was pissing down, just like tonight, and the sky had roared with thunder and flashed with lightning.

Mickie was as spirited as she was desperate. Threatened with violence, Mickie spat back that she didn’t have the money and they could go fuck themselves. When Mark, egged on by Danny, gave her a little slap, Mickie screamed. Next, Kenny and Carl piled in and went to work. The pack in action is a fearsome sight. Like fire, it has an unpredictable energy and power that consumes everything in its wake.

Shaw remembered grabbing Carl, receiving a rib-breaking elbow in his chest for his trouble. Wolf restrained Kenny. Still Mickie screamed. If Shaw closed his eyes, he could hear her; sometimes at three in the morning, pouring with sweat, and him shouting and waking anyone who happened to be sharing a bed with him at the time; most recently, Jo.

‘Fuckin’ shut her up,’ Danny had yelled, his rage morphing into something tangible, vicious and satanic. In that finely tuned moment, Shaw had sensed a step change. He’d shouted for them to stop, to sort themselves out. Nobody could hear and, even if they could, nobody was listening. Next thing, Danny barrelled into Mickie from behind and, as if he were hurt, let out a foul-mouthed curse, but it was Mickie who was doing the screeching. Then Danny lunged and the noise cut out immediately.

With big eyes, Mickie half twisted and pressed a hand to her back. Shaw saw blood blossoming through her jacket, seeping through her fingers. He’d never seen so much, despite a life in which he’d witnessed more of the stuff than he should have done.

And that was never part of the plan.

Staggering, Mickie went down on one knee and, clutching her stomach, pitched over. Sweat beaded her forehead. She was white-paper pale and her breathing was rapid and ragged.

Shaw recalled each of his mates’ reactions as clearly as the jury’s the day before to a description of a sexual assault on a young man. Stunned, slow and lumbering, Kenny clawed at his hair with his great big hands. Mark stumbled about too stoned to utter a coherent word. Wolf shrank back, his voice pegged to a whisper, ‘Man. Fuck. Man.’ Only Carl looked as though it was the best entertainment he’d seen all year. He had smiled in sick fascination until a shout from a walker a long way down the riverbank had made him scarper.

When the others fled, Danny had stood over Mickie and, jutting out his chin, demanded that Shaw roll her into the river. A roar, like the tide before it breaks and smashes against the rocks, erupted from the back of Shaw’s throat. The rest was a flurry of gouges, blows and kicks until, ­finally, one deliberate and perfectly pitched punch catapulted a grown young man into a seething and angry river. After that, Shaw ran. Mickie Ashton died a day later and he’d been running ever since.

Shaw glanced at Danny. From the strange, distant look in his eyes, Shaw guessed that he too was travelling back through the murderous terrain of that dreadful night. Mickie’s death had not only spelt the end of her life, it had irrevocably damaged the lives of everyone involved, not least because she’d been pregnant. They hadn’t known it at the time. No excuse. Christ, how bad could things get, Shaw had thought, when he’d made the discovery, courtesy of a sensationalist tabloid headline?

Shaw took another long drink to steady his nerves. How could they have been so stupid, so reckless? They were just kids and yet he understood only too well the malign energy a bunch of teenagers can generate. He saw it up close and personal, day in and day out. And despite not laying a finger on Mickie Ashton, under the current law of joint enterprise, he could still be regarded as culpable. This mattered less than, in his own mind, he was guilty.

He turned back to Danny. ‘If you want money, I can get you enough to start over.’ And go far away, get out of my life, and leave me the fuck alone.

Danny shook his head. ‘I’m not on the cadge.’

‘So?’

‘I visited Kenny and Mark.’

It was typical of Danny to be obtuse. ‘How are they?’

‘Dead.’
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