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CHAPTER ONE
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Nothing drowns out the screech of herring gulls. The roaring wind and thunderous surf drowned out the shouts of the men crawling over the wreck, but the screams of the gulls topped everything. The leaden skies and gathering storm clouds meant that darkness would soon be upon them.

Mike Deverson turned his back to the wind and pulled up his collar as he watched his sergeant pick his way across the rocks to the small party on the foreshore. A startled oystercatcher took flight in front of him and Sergeant John Sutherland lost his footing.

'Shit!' He yelled as his foot slid down into a rock pool.

'No John, I think you'll find its only water.'

'Aye, an I'll have a wet foot all the way home.'

'Have you seen something that tells you that we'll be going home then?'

'It's his car alright, but it's a hell of a mess.'

'Are you surprised, John?' He pointed to the cliff above them. 'That's a five hundred foot drop. What I want to know is, is it our man in the driving seat?'

'Couldn't tell, boss. I don't think his own mother would recognise him.'

They stood watching men in wetsuits climbing over the wreck. This was not the way Deverson had wanted it to end. Having spent the best part of a month chasing a man who'd killed his own wife and two children, Mike wanted to take him in. He wanted to know why a man would kill his children. Although he had never experienced it, he could imagine that tensions between man and wife might get so bad that one just snapped. It was the death of the children that he couldn't understand. What possible explanation could there be for that? Now instead of getting any sort of explanation, he was standing on a cold wet beach beneath Beachy Head watching Fire and Rescue recover a body from the wreck of a car that had been driven off the cliff.

'Ee up, boss, looks like something's happening.'

Mike looked up to see his opposite number from the Hastings station picking his way across the rocks towards them. John Sutherland was willing him to slip but it didn't happen and in no time, Inspector Robert Walsh stood beside them.

'Bad news I'm afraid. The rescue boys don't think they can get the body out before the tide cuts them off. They are trying to get a chopper out to lift the wreck onto dry land so they can cut him out.'

'Aye, well, none of this would have been necessary if your blokes had done their job.' John was venting his frustrations. Mike put his hand on John's arm.

'My sergeant may be getting carried away, but he's quite right. We came down here to make an arrest and take our suspect back to Braunceston. We were assured that your men had him under surveillance. We find that not only has he somehow managed to get out of the house without being seen, but he's even managed to get his car out of the garage. There's a dead man out there because your team cocked up. I have to say, Inspector Walsh, this will be going into my report.'

'And mine inspector, I can assure you that smashing in the door of an empty house is not my idea of fun. Someone will pay for this.'

Another man made his way across the rocks, waving what looked like a wallet in his hand. He handed it to inspector Walsh.

'Looks like our man just saved the taxpayer some money.'

The constable withered under Deverson's gaze, while Walsh looked at the wallet and passed it on to Mike. He looked at the driving licence in the wallet.

'Looks like our man, but only DNA will tell us for sure. Come on, sergeant; let's get out of here before I say something I shouldn't.' He turned back to Walsh. 'I'll get the kids DNA profile sent to you so you can confirm his identity.' 

Mike stormed off in the direction of the Cow Gap steps. John Sutherland had to trot to catch up.

'What's up, boss.'

'Why on earth should you think something was up, John? Haven't we just saved the taxpayer a lot of money? Why should something be up?'

'Well, it could be the look on your face and the smoke coming out your ears. I mean he did have a point. The cost of a trial would...'

'Don't say it John just don't say it. Do you think that is justice?' He pointed to the wreck. 'Do you John, because that's what we are supposed to do, bring villains to justice. That man snuffed out three lives, two of them innocent children. All he had to suffer was a few seconds on the way down knowing he was going to die. That's not justice. He should have been made to wake up every day with an eight-foot cell to remind him of what he did. He should have had the full humiliation of a trial. Never mind, he saved the taxpayer money, so that's all right. Well, it's not alright John, and the day it is alright is the day I'll know I'm in the wrong job.' 

'Aye well, 'appen he's a Yorkshireman. Saving money is in the blood for us you know.' 

Mike looked around at his sergeant’s smiling face.

'You daft bugger. Go on, get up those steps. That will wipe the smile off of your face.'

The wind was even stronger on top of the cliff and both men were forced to lean into it as they made their way to Mike's old Saab. Darkness was falling and Mike checked his watch.

'Shit, it's five o clock. There is no way we'll be home by six-thirty.' The two men climbed into the car and Mike immediately called home. He wasn't surprised when it went to voicemail. Kate was probably on her way home. He waited for the beep.

'Sorry love, I'm only just leaving Eastbourne so I'm going to be late. Probably be there by seven to seven-thirty. Don't worry, the table is booked for eight thirty, there should be plenty of time.' 

He looked across at John. 'I've broken too many dates already this month. You know what that's like.'

'It's a bit different for us boss. When you've got kids, a night out is a major planning exercise. We don't go out much. Anyway, Rachel's dad was a copper so she knew what to expect. Not that I don't enjoy getting some time off like, I'm just saying the job doesn't give us any problems.'

They got to the end of the footpath and Mike waved to the constable who raised the barrier that normally prevented vehicular traffic. A turn of the wheel and they were out in the normal Friday evening traffic.

‘How old are you now, John?’

‘Thirty-five this year. Why?’

'And you enjoy having kids, do you?'

'Aye, aye, I do. Not at first mind, all those sleepless nights and nappy changing. I tell you now I'd rather walk into a room with a three-week old corpse than change the nappy of a one year old with an upset stomach. I never thought any smell would make me heave my guts up, but that did.' 

'So those are the pleasures I've got to look forward to. I’m coming up to forty and we’re trying to start a family. I must say you don’t make it sound very attractive.'

'Aye well, it’s hard at the start, but it's worth it as they get older. Mine love spending the weekend with daddy and they're at an age when they think it's good that I'm a policeman.'

Mike laughed. 'You'd better treasure that, it won't last.' 

#
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THE JOURNEY HOME WAS fraught with problems. Torrential rain and resulting collisions caused delays and diversions He tried to keep his wife up to date with his progress but each time the machine picked it up. It was seven thirty when he dropped John Sutherland off at Braunceston police station. Fifteen minutes later, he was home. As soon as he turned the corner and saw the house in total darkness, he knew something was wrong. He parked the car in the drive and let himself in, calling Kate's name as he walked through the house, all the time knowing there would be no reply. In the kitchen, he opened the door to the garage. Kate's mini sat there as normal. In their bedroom, he found two dresses laid out on the bed indicating that Kate had indeed got dressed to go out. Downstairs the light on the phone was flashing. The messages were all from him. The call history showed a call at six thirty from a mobile number Mike didn't recognise. When he called Kate's mobile, it didn't even ring before the voice mail message kicked in. He left a message.

'Kate, where are you? Just call me back, I'm at home. I know I'm late, but we can still make it. Please call me.'

It occurred to him that she might have gone straight to the restaurant, but when he called them, they assured him that they hadn't seen her. He tried calling the unknown mobile but that also went to voice mail. He started to feel angry. What more could he have done? He'd called her to make sure she knew what was happening but she hadn't given him the chance. Hell, she hadn't even listened to his messages. The restaurateur was very understanding when he rang again to cancel the booking.

When his phone eventually rang he was eating a cold slice of pizza from the fridge; he didn't even stop to check the number.

'Kate, where the hell are you?' Then came the voice of the station desk officer. 'Sorry sir, you are listed as Senior Investigating Officer for the weekend. There's been an incident on the high street. I can pass it on to Sergeant Sutherland, but I have to ask you first.'

'What sort of incident?'

'Young man's been stabbed sir, not far from The Pink Panther nightclub.'

Mike looked around him. There was nothing and no one here to stop him going in.

'No it's okay; my evening is already in the toilet. Let John have a night in, I'll go.'

He picked up what was left of the Pizza. 'Not exactly the dinner I had in mind for tonight,' he said to himself. He switched off the lights and went out to the Saab. The engine burst into life as soon as he turned the key. 'At least I can rely on you, old girl,' he said as he backed out of the drive and set off into town.  

#
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DEVERSON STUMBLED THROUGH the door at just after three in the morning. It had been a tough night at the end of a tough week at the end of a tough month. Kate got up off the couch and walked towards him. 

'What the hell time do you call this?'

She was wearing that dress, the tight green sparkly one with a hemline half way up her thigh and a neckline that dipped low enough to show her ample cleavage. It was more-or-less backless so there was no way she could wear a bra with it.  

'You were supposed to be home by six thirty.'

Her heels clacked on the wooden floor as she closed the gap between them. Normally she wouldn't have got more than a few steps before he gathered her up in his arms, but this morning he was too tired and just too pissed off to bother.

'So, you went out then?'  It wasn't really a question.

'I got fed up with waiting for you and went out with the girls from work. I waited till eight thirty, dammit.'

'Eight-thirty? Are you sure about that?'

She stopped and looked at him unsure of what was coming next.

'You're sure you don't want to make that seven thirty?'

'No, don't interrogate me, Michael.' 

'I was here at a quarter to eight. Hoping to take my wife out for a romantic evening.' Kate was completely lost for words. The idea that he'd been home once already hadn't occurred to her.

'I have to say, Kate, you are looking pretty damned hot for a night out with the girls'

'I dressed like this for you, but when you didn't come home... Well, I wasn't going to change was I?'

'Didn't check the phone for messages then?'

'No! Why would I?'

'Because if you had, you might have picked up a message from your husband telling you that although he was running late you could still make it to the restaurant. I even called you from here.'

She walked back to the phone and the touch of a button revealed three messages from Mike's phone. She didn't need to listen to the messages.

'But it's three in the morning and you've just got in, what sort of night out would we have had? I don't know why I bother waiting up for you.'

She'd forgotten how well he knew her. At this time of day, she couldn't sit down anywhere for long without falling asleep. No, either she'd just got home herself or she was still coming down from an adrenaline rush, or something far worse.

'Some poor bastard got himself stabbed and the station called me in.'

'And you went, just like you always do. Some night we would have had.'

'I went because you'd already flushed our evening down the toilet. Had you been here I would have passed the job onto John, but I came home to an empty house. I tried to call you, to rescue what was left of the night, but your phone was switched off. What was I supposed to do, ruin John's night at home with his family so that I could sit here and wait for my wife to come home? I went because there was no point in making John's night as bad as mine. I've spent the last five hours at the hospital waiting to see if I'm dealing with a murder or a malicious wounding. Now he's in intensive care and it looks like he's going to pull through.'

Kate's gaze dropped down to the floor. Holding her hands in front of her, she walked towards him.

'I... I'm sorry Mikey. It was my stupid Irish temper. When I got home and you weren't here, I got angry because I thought you stood me up again. To be fair you have let me down a lot lately. Sometimes it feels like you are married to your job, not me.'

'What's happening to us, Kate? Since I made inspector the job's been less disruptive, yet for the last month, I haven't been able to do a thing right. We used to be solid but something has changed and I can't see what it is.'  

'I don't know how you can say that. We've hardly seen each other the last few weeks. Even when you're here your mind is somewhere else.'

For a moment, he hesitated. Was it his imagination that things weren't right? Maybe this last case had coloured his judgement. Dealing with family violence can do that. You struggle to understand the motives and find yourself projecting the problems onto your own marriage. Kate was still looking down at the floor appearing to be contrite, but so she should, not five minutes earlier she'd looked him in the eye and lied to him about the time she left.

'Do you know what hurts, Kate? I've spent most of the afternoon watching people trying to get the remains of my suspect out of what is left of his car. I was standing on a cold, wet, Sussex beach hoping for a positive I.D. All that time I was looking forward to a romantic evening with my wife. I was an hour late but despite my calls, you just couldn't wait.'

'I've said I'm sorry Michael, I don't know what else to say.' She closed the gap between them and threw her arms around him. Moulding herself to him and started to stroke his cheek. 'I'm sorry Mikey; let me make you feel better.' She started kissing him but he pulled her hands away and stepped back.

'It's been a long day Kate. Right now all I want to do is sleep.'

He made his way up to their bedroom and collapsed on the bed. 

#
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HE DIDN'T REMEMBER getting undressed but supposed he must have. When the sun woke him, he was naked. Kate was lying beside him with an arm wrapped around his chest. As soon as she realised he was awake she swung a leg over and tried to climb on top of him. 

His phone rang and he reached across to answer it. Kate shook her head.

'Don't answer it. Let them call someone else for a change.' 

The caller display told him it was John Sutherland.

'Hello, John... No, I'm not coming in... The lab has got the DNA samples so we can wind up that case on Monday... No, unless there is a development, there's not much we can do on the stabbing. Get the uniforms on the house to house make sure they get CCTV from all the premises in the area. Once you've done that get off home for the weekend. I'll see you Monday'

Kate was kissing his chest. 'Have I really got you for the whole weekend?'

'Unless something comes up that John can't handle.'

'I've been thinking, maybe when we've finished here we can go down to Bournemouth. Book into a hotel for the night. Isn't there someplace down there that you wanted to see?'

'Yeah, there is a motorbike museum at New Milton, but you wouldn't want me dragging you around there.'

'I wouldn't mind if it was something that made you happy.'

That should have made him happy, but coming after the events of the previous night, it had a different effect. Kate never shared his interest in bikes and the thought of wandering around a motorcycle museum would drive her to despair. Was it that she wanted to cheer him up or did the sudden interest in his pleasure have more to do with guilt? For the first time, as far as he knew, she'd lied to him. Why would she tell him she hadn't left until eight thirty when he knew she left before eight? Why would she turn her phone off if she was only out with the girls from work? This sudden show of affection seemed genuine but it didn't fit in with the recent hostility. Try as he might he couldn't drive the doubts from his mind. Sometimes he hated being a cop - it destroyed your trust.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Mike Deverson had a spring in his step as he walked into the briefing room.

'Good weekend, boss?' asked John Sutherland.

'Not bad, John. Not bad at all. How about you?'

'Kid's stuff mostly, but you get to enjoy those sort of things after a while.'

'What about the stabbing on Friday night? What have we found out, John?'

'Not much boss looks like a spot of queer-bashing that went too far.'

It only took a look at Deverson’s face to tell John that he’d said the wrong thing.

'Sorry, it looks like a homophobic, aggravated assault. A hate crime.'

'Malicious wounding is what it looks like, John. It may or may not be a hate crime, we'll deal with that, but we'll give it the importance it deserves. Someone was attacked on our patch. I don't care if he was Gay, Straight, Black, White, Muslim, Christian or Jew, He deserves our best and it's up to us to make sure he gets it. Do I make myself clear Sergeant?'

‘Crystal clear, Boss. Old habits die hard, don’t they.’

'Well, you make sure they do die. If members of the public heard you using that term they'd think we hadn't moved on in forty years. Now is there anything I need to know before I go in to see the DCI?'

'Don't think so, Boss. We know Mister Clements, our victim, and his... what do I call him? Partner?'

Deverson nodded.

'He and his partner left the Pink Panther, that's why I said... you know. Any road, it seems his partner ran for it, leaving the victim to take a beating. We've got CCTV from all the businesses in the area and Becky is at the hospital interviewing the victim.'

'House to house throw up anything?'

'Not so far. It's all businesses around there. Some flats, but most of the occupants weren't home on a Friday night.'

'Okay, tell Becky we'll need to talk to the partner. I want his name and address. I want these bastards John; I want them off the streets.'

'Yes, Boss. I'll get on to Becky right away.'

He was about to turn away when Mike grabbed his arm.

'Well done John, that's more than I was expecting.'

#

[image: ]


ANGELA BAINBRIDGE LOOKED up as the door opened and saw Mike Deverson's head come round the door.

'Got time for a catch-up meeting Guv’nor?'

'Come in Michael, come in and sit down.'

'I take it you've heard that Friday didn't go according to plan? "He's in the house under surveillance," they said. All they had to do was keep tabs on him.'

'So what happened?'

'I don't know. Someone must have gone home or fallen asleep. Not only did he slip out of the house without being seen, he even got his car out of the garage and drove it off the top of Beachy Head. My own fault I suppose I should have asked them to pick him up on Thursday.'

'And if it had been the wrong man we would have been blamed. No, Michael, you did the right thing. It was their cock up, but there is a positive side.'

'Don't say he saved the taxpayer money, I've had that already.'

'I was going to say that now you don't have to prepare for court, you will be able to make some progress on the warehouse job. Tell me about Friday night.

Mike looked across the desk at her. There were only three people who called him Michael. His mother who now lived in Spain, Kate, when she was angry with him, and DCI Angela Bainbridge. They'd worked together in the Met and, before Kate, had a brief relationship, but even then Mike knew she was destined for higher things. Even now he was wondering how long it would be before she became a Superintendent.

'Michael, I was asking about Friday night.'

'Oh, Yes. Two chaps on their way home from the Pink Panther were set upon by a group of four men.'

'So straightforward Aggravated Assault?'

'No, one of them shoved a knife into our victim's guts. That makes it malicious wounding at least. Becky is at the hospital now, getting a statement from the victim. Apart from the door staff at the Pink Panther, no one saw anything, but I'll have the bastard.'

'I'm sure you will, but don't let it get personal. I saw it on that last case. You're getting too involved. At the end of the day, it's a job, not your own private crusade.'

'It's all under control, trust me.'

'I do, but just remember I know you better than most.'

'How could I forget? Are we done now?'

'I think so but keep me posted.'

She watched him leave the office. She'd never regretted asking for him. Given their history, it was a bit of a risk but she'd trusted him to keep it strictly business, and he'd never betrayed that trust.

#
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WORKING FROM HIS NOTES Mike typed up his report on the family killings. Try as he might he couldn't stop himself getting angry as he described for the happenings of the past month. There was no real focus for his anger. He was angry about the tragic loss of life. He was angry with the Sussex team for letting the perpetrator get away and commit suicide. He was angry with himself for the mistakes he'd made that had delayed the investigation and he was angry with Kate for filling his head with doubts.

Rebecca Cummins opened his door. 

'Just got back from the hospital, Guv. Boy was that an uphill struggle. You'd think they would want you to catch their attackers, but Mister Clements doesn't seem bothered.'

'Sit yourself down and tell me about it.'

'Well, first of all, he claims that he didn't get much of a look at them, it was too dark, it all happened so fast. Then there was the other man. At first, he insisted he was alone when they attacked him. I told him we had witnesses who saw him leave the Pink Panther arm in arm with another man. Then he told me he didn't know the other man. He was just someone he picked up in the club.'

'And you didn't believe him?'

'No I didn't. The door staff said they were regulars. He's hiding something. I don't know what, but for some reason, he's giving us the bare minimum.'

'Is he frightened of retaliation if he gives evidence?'

'That's what I thought at first. I told him we could protect him, but that wasn't it. That's when I realised that he didn't want an investigation because he doesn't want us looking for his partner.'

'Come on Becky, if anyone can get it out of him it's you. Why doesn't he want us looking for his partner?'

'He hasn't come out yet. No one knows he's gay.'

Deverson rolled his eyes. 'What bloody century is this? I'd thought we'd left all that shit behind. What difference does it make if his friends and family find out? Do people still disown their gay son?'

'I'm afraid they do, Guv, but it's worse than that. He's married with a son.'

'And he told you all of this, but still, won't give us a name?'

'He didn't exactly tell it like it is, Guv. I had to piece things together.' 

'It certainly explains why he doesn't want us sniffing around. How is he? Do we know how long they are keeping him in?

'He seems okay but he lives on his own so they won't let him out until he can cope on his own. It'll be a couple of days at least.' 

'Good I'll pop over to see him this afternoon. Give him the speech about how we've got to catch them before they kill someone. Tell him how discreet we can be, you know the sort of thing.'

'Yes, Guv. What do you want me to do?'

'I think you can put your feet up and watch telly. We've got a mountain of CCTV DVDs to get through.'

'You're all heart, you know that?'

#
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MIKE DEVERSON WAS WHISTLING as he walked into the briefing room. It was a sound Angela Bainbridge hadn't heard much of late.

'Considering I've just been told that your victim is not cooperating, you seem unreasonably happy.'

'It's only a matter of time Guv’nor. He'll change his mind once he thinks it over.'

'How can you be so sure?'

'I told him how we would only use his partner's mobile number and only talk to him here, so no one needs to know. If his partner was a married woman, I'd have played it the same way. Try to make him feel that by giving evidence he was helping to protect her.'

'But it's not a woman, is it?'

'No, but he loves him just the same, and if you love someone you do whatever it takes to protect them. That's what he thinks he is doing now. I just made him think that putting the bastards away might be better protection. Give him a couple of days and another visit from Rebecca. I take it you learned about it from the Yorkshire Telegraph.'

'I asked John and he told me. That's what he's supposed to do; I am the senior officer. He's a good man Michael. He also told me he thinks he's recognised one of the assailants.'

'Has he, by God? Now that is a development.'

'It's almost six and I'm going home. If I were you I'd do the same.'

'Yeah, I have just a few things to sort out first.'

He walked through to his office and dropped his notebook on the desk. The room outside looked empty. They'd all gone home. After a month of working non-stop, they'd earned that right. He took a walk through to the viewing room. In the gloom, he saw Rebecca Cummins hunched over a screen. She looked up as he opened the door.

'Hello Guv, you look cheerful.'

'Yes, I think Mister Clements might change his mind about helping us. The DCI says you've got a name for me.'

'All four of them came from the direction of The White Lion. John recognised one of them from the CCTV images. He thinks it's Darren Betts. We were thinking about picking him up in the morning.'

'Sounds like a good idea, what are you looking at now.'

'Well, Barry Clements' partner had it on his toes as soon as the trouble started. I was hoping to see where he went; it might help us find him. This is the footage from outside The Blue Monkey, They've got a few cameras, this one monitors the queue. I thought maybe he joined it, safety in numbers and all that.

Something on the screen caught Mike's eye. Becky followed his gaze.

'Yeah, I know; you'd think they were in private not out on the street. She must have swallowed his tongue by now.'

The knot in Mike's stomach was getting ever tighter as he looked at the screen.

'Come on Rebecca it's high time you were on your way home. This lot can wait for another day.'

She got up, picked up her handbag and walked to the door. 'Good night then, Guv. See you tomorrow.' With that, she was gone. Mike returned to the CCTV footage He wound it back to before the couple joined the queue. Just the two of them, holding hands strolling towards the queue. He paused the playback zoomed in on the couple and sent an enhanced image to the printer. He looked at the pile of unviewed footage; this was going to be a long night. Pulling the phone from his pocket, he called his home number. For once, he was pleased to get the machine.

'Hello Kate, something's come up. Don't save dinner, this could be an all-night job.'

He switched off the phone and put it back in his pocket before returning to the screen. There they were, the woman wearing a tight-fitting backless mini-dress, which showed every curve of her body. He'd recognised her immediately. The man was wearing what looked like a linen suit with loafers and an open-necked shirt. Mike focused on him as he rolled the video once more. The couple came closer to the camera and Mike was able to identify the man as Craig Emerson, Kate's boss. 
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CHAPTER THREE
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The White lion was very quiet, only four drinkers in the bar. Mike walked up to the counter. The landlord, Les Kennet, was cleaning glasses.

'What can I get you?' he asked.

'Well, you can start with your CCTV for Friday night.' Mike flashed his warrant card and the landlord covered his face with his hand.

'Look I gave your blokes a DVD already.'

'That was only the camera outside but I see you've got some in here as well.'

'Oh come on, We had no trouble in here. It's hard enough to make a living from a pub as it is. If my regulars get to know that the old bill is watching everything they do, they'll all go elsewhere.'

'Well, maybe we can have a little arrangement'

'What sort of arrangement?'

'Darren Betts was drinking in here on Friday night, yes?'

'He comes in sometimes but I don't know about Friday night.'

'Oh, I think you do. Now here's the deal. I know Darren was in here on Friday. What I want from you are the names of the men who left with him. Now you give me that and I won't tell the brewery that you are refusing to help the police.'

'You expect me to remember everyone that came and went through those doors on a Friday night.'

'You don't have to, you've got CCTV. Now, you don't want us looking at it so I want you to look at it and give me the information.'

'But that might take hours.'

'You're right; perhaps you should just run me off a DVD.'

'No, it's alright; I'll do it in the morning. That's all you want the blokes who left with Darren.'

'Yeah, that's all. Pretty quiet in here tonight.'

'It's a Monday, what do you expect? Do you want a drink while you're here?'

'No, I'd best be off, some other time. I'll look forward to hearing from you. You've got until lunchtime tomorrow.'

It was a cool, clear night. The sort of night that normally made him glad to be alive. Tonight was different. When he looked up at the blackness he didn't see stars. He kept seeing the video of the queue outside The Monkey. Returning to the viewing room now didn't appeal to him but he knew it was something that had to be done. 

Back at the station, he returned to the viewing room and picked up the DVD from Knight's Inn. He'd put this one off but now he had to look at it. He switched on the equipment, settled into the chair and put the disk in the slot.

He woke at four in the morning with a white screen in front of him. He didn't know at what point he'd dozed off but remembered seeing footage from the upper corridor. When he switched on his phone there was only a text from Kate.

"You work too hard. Take care. CU 2morrow"

Going back to his office, he settled down and tried to sleep. His office chair didn't make a comfortable bed and by six thirty, he was prowling the station looking for something to take the taste out of his mouth. The canteen was closed but the coffee machine was still working. He winced as he took the first sip. Hot and wet were the most positive things he could say about it. It did, however, take away the taste that results from sleeping with your mouth open. What it didn't do was to ease his problems. It couldn't take away the things he'd seen on the CCTV. He wanted to deny it and pretend he hadn't seen it but the hard copy from the printer made that impossible. One way or another his life was going to change and the first thing to change was the damned coffee.  
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BY THE TIME JOHN AND Rebecca got back with their suspect, a new aroma filled the briefing room. 

'Help yourself to Coffee,' Mike told them. 'You'll have to find your own milk I'm afraid, I drink it black.'

'No problem there boss, I'll nick some from the canteen.'

John disappeared out of the door. Becky looked at Mike with a raised eyebrow. 

'What's this all about, Guv?'

'It's about life, Becky. It's a short time we have in this world. Too short to spend it drinking that crap from the canteen, so I went out and bought a filter machine. Now here's a tenner to start you off it's your job to make sure we don't run out of coffee and filters. I like French and Italian blends.'

'And it's my job because I'm a girl, right?'

'No, it's your job because you are a constable and one that I trust to do the job.'

She smiled at him. 'Okay, I'll buy that. We've got Darren Betts in interview room one. Do you want to talk to him?'

'No I'll leave that to you and John. Darren knows the score. All you'll get is "No Comment" and "It wasn't me".'

'You don't think we should have brought him in then?'

'Oh no. You were quite right. Let him know he's in the frame for it. Make him nervous. Make sure you get his DNA. The idiots spat on our victim it's all over his jacket. I'm going home for a bit. Les Kennet, the landlord of The White Lion, should be in touch. I'm expecting him to give names for the other three.'

'How did you get him to do that?'

'It seems that he'd rather give us the information than have us looking at his internal CCTV. Once we've got the names you might like to share his reluctance with our friends in the drug squad.'

'You are a devious man, you know that, Guv?'

'Yeah, well, he's obviously trying to keep secrets and dealing on the premises seems to be the most likely thing. If you need me call my mobile.'

#
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HE LOOKED DOWN AT THE bed; it was all neat and tidy the way Kate would leave it. No sign that anyone had slept there. The knot formed in his stomach again. He took a shower changed his clothes and looked around. There were no notes or attempts to communicate. Once upon a time, that would have made him happy. Kate has accepted that he had to work. Today it didn't seem so good. He wanted her complaints, wanted signs that she had missed him during his self-imposed exile. It was stupid and childish, he knew that but it didn't stop him feeling that way. He pulled himself up short. There was no time for this self-indulgence. Someone out there thought it was fun to slash people and it was up to him to put a stop to it.

The old Saab started first time as usual. 'It's good there are some things in life you can rely on,' he thought. It was fifteen years old. He'd owned it for ten of those years and it had never once let him down. It was getting a bit long in the tooth now and Kate thought he should get a new car, but what was the point of changing something that still did what you wanted it to do?

Arriving back at the station his stomach reminded him that he hadn't eaten in twenty-four hours. He left the car park and headed for the high street where there were plenty of food outlets. He hadn't gone far when he heard someone calling his name. 

‘Mister Deverson! It is Mister Deverson, isn’t it?’

He turned to see a woman with two small boys in tow. Her blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail. Her face was pretty, but today she looked harassed and worried.

'Sorry, forgive me I should have said Chief Inspector Deverson shouldn't I.'

'You flatter me, madam, I'm just a lowly inspector but yes, I'm Mike Deverson, what can I do for you?'

'You probably don't remember me. I'm Pauline Emmerson, we met at Pendleton's Christmas party.'

Mike's stomach turned over and he felt suddenly empty inside. He looked at the woman and her two children. 'There is always someone in a worse position than you,' he told himself.

'Inspector Deverson, I need to speak to you. Can I buy you a cup of coffee or something?'

'Please call me Mike. I was just looking for somewhere to have an early lunch so lead on McDuff.'

She smiled at him. There's a Deli on the corner of George Street, they have a cafe and there's a play area for the children. I'd like to go there if it's all the same to you.'

Mike offered one of the boys his hand but the boy shied away.

'It's alright to hold Mike's hand, Darling. He's a policeman, we can trust him.'

That gave Mike a lift, not all parents would think that way, especially not the ones that he normally met. They walked to the Deli, Pauline ordered the coffees settled the boys in the play area and sat down opposite Mike.

'Now Pauline, why don't you tell me what’s troubling you?'

'I've been running it through in my head, over and over trying to work out the best way to bring it up. I was going to come in to the station to see you but when I saw you outside, I thought in for a penny, in for a pound. Now I'm glad I did because you already know don't you?'

'I'm not sure. Just what is it that you think I know?'

'You know about my husband and your wife. I saw it on your face when I told you who I was. I was the last person you wanted to see. I can only think of one reason for that.'

'Oh dear, wasn't wearing my poker face, was I?'

'No you weren't, but that's because you're hurting. So am I, have been ever since I heard. Craig forgets that I used to work in the family business, I still get to hear most of the rumours, but up until I saw your face, I wasn't certain that they were anything more than that. Tell me what you know Inspector, sorry, Mike. Give me something I can take to my father, he'll do the rest.'

I'm not sure there is anything I can tell you, Pauline. I don't have anything concrete. It's damning but not watertight and I came across it in the course of an ongoing investigation, so I must not share any of the information. All I can suggest is that you look at the sort of night club he might take a girl to, you know, somewhere expensive enough to impress her.'
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