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Author’s Note and Acknowledgements

This will be the final novel in the saga of life at Horse’s Arse. I have made this decision for a number of reasons. Firstly, the idea was only ever for the series to be a trilogy, but then I decided that it was appropriate to finish the story towards the end of what I have always considered to be the last decade of true vocational coppering - the 1970s.

I had thought of going on to write about the 1980s, but the sequel to the best ever TV series about policing,  Life on Mars, confirmed what I have long suspected - that the 1980s just aren’t sexy! Not yet anyway. If that changes, then I’ll rethink my plans, but the fact remains that young men and women joined the police in the 1970s, before Lord Edmund-Davies’s pay review in 1978-9, to be coppers. The pay and conditions prior to that review were poor - so it had to be a vocation. And we certainly didn’t  join up to become Human Resource Managers, or Policy Implementation Managers, or any of the myriad non-operational posts that now infect the modern police service. We joined to police the streets, which appears to be something that fewer and fewer cops do today.

Hats off to the men and women at the sharp end today who can be sure of only one thing. That behind them, safely cocooned in their offices, are battalions of pencil-pushers busily micro-managing them (9-5 Monday to Friday) and analysing the ins and outs of a cat’s arse to assist their own climb up the greasy promotion pole. The policing pyramid is upside down.

However, it is too easy to blame the police service for all the ills that currently affect them and for their alienation from the public they serve. Successive governments of both political persuasions must take the lion’s share. In my view, the Labour governments of Tony Blair and now Gordon Brown, introduced more meaningless legislation, targets and bureaucracy than any of their predecessors. The slavish way in which many Chief Officers embraced New Labour also contributed to the malaise. There were few, if any, dissenting voices as politically astute Chief Officers around the country dropped to their knees in the name of Human Rights and Home Office audits.

Whilst I have dedicated this book to my brother and sister, I owe huge thanks to the usual suspects who reminded me of past events and procedures. To Paul Dockley for his invaluable insights into the role of a  Senior Investigating Officer in the 1970s, and to Teresa Richardson, Neil Wallis, John Bateman, Matt Holt, Mick Duggan, Andy Williams, Stuart Gibson and Paul Chinnery, who all fall into that category. My eldest daughter, Lucy, transferred my written manuscript into a Word document and saved me hours of work; thanks, darling, the cheque’s in the post! I also owe a great debt to Martin and Tracy Kosmalski and their daughters Jo and Gemma, and to Tony and Val Jourdan and their sons Richard, Charlie, Ben, Toby and Alfie.

Finally, I must again thank my editor Martin Fletcher for his patience and understanding whilst he waited for me to deliver this last book, and Ross Hulbert, the Headline Publicity Manager. Martin, it’s been an amazing journey and I’ve had a blast. Thanks for everything.




This novel is from start to finish entirely a work of my imagination and the characters, companies and their actions in the story are fictional.




Chapter One

The bloody woman was driving him mad. It was a muggy, early-June evening in Handstead New Town, and in common with most of the residents, the Haywards had all the windows in their nicotine-stained terraced house wide open to catch what little breeze there was. But it wasn’t the sound of passing vehicles or kids playing outside that kept distracting sixty-three-year-old George Hayward from the television news. It was her fucking shoes.

As he strained forward in his battered armchair to try and catch what the newsreader was saying, he shot a venomous look at his one-armed wife sitting in a similarly decrepit chair on the other side of the room. Fucking great - he’d missed it now. On the main BBC evening news as well, not the poxy local news on Look North, read by that old poof in the cheap wig. The story had reached the main national news channel, and right after an interview with Prime Minister James Callaghan they were showing footage of the trouble at the engineering works in  Handstead. Crowds of shaven-headed yobs were pushing and shoving with lines of coppers - and he’d missed every word the reporter had said. All because of her fucking shoes. She’d lit up another fag and was blowing a cloud of smoke up to the naked bulb hanging from the toffee-coloured ceiling when he banged the arm of his chair, violently upending the overflowing ashtray attached to a leather strap draped over the arm.

‘Brenda!’ he bellowed, leaning towards her, his leathery face puce with anger.

She barely acknowledged him, concentrating as she was on picking at the livid red scabs on the stump of her left arm, her cigarette clamped between her lips and her eyes screwed up against the thin plume of smoke drifting lazily upwards.

‘What now?’ she said without looking at him, before peering closely at the sores on the stump.

‘Your fucking shoes, woman - stop rubbing them together, will you?’

‘What you on about?’ she replied, looking up quizzically at him.

‘You’re rubbing your fucking shoes together and I can’t hear the telly,’ he shouted back. ‘I’ve missed the whole report on that picket line, couldn’t hear a bloody thing because of the racket you’re making.’

‘My shoes?’ she asked, laughing as she spoke. ‘How can they be upsetting you? Get a grip, you silly old bugger.’

‘It’s nothing to laugh about, you scabby old cow,’  bawled a now irate George Hayward. ‘We’re on the national news and you’re rubbing your bastard new shoes together like some fucking moneylender and I can’t hear a thing. Shut the fuck up, will you?’

‘Oh piss off, and don’t call me scabby, you pissy old twat.’

‘Pissy? Who’re you calling pissy, you sour-faced, one-armed old bitch?’

‘I might only have one arm now, but at least I can control my bladder. Jesus, you smell like a tom cat.’

Soon the insults and threats were being screamed at full volume across the room, and as happened fairly regularly, the Haywards’ neighbours eventually tired of the noise and called the police. The Late Turn Yankee One took the call, and twenty minutes later the hugely unimpressed crew were refereeing the couple’s heated verbal bout. The smell in the Haywards’ house made breathing difficult. It was a combination of their long-term support of the tobacco industry eighty times a day, and their recently deceased dog, but mostly it was the ammoniac fumes, coming from George. It was an appalling combination.

‘Jesus Christ,’ gagged the older of the two coppers, his eyes watering as he stood between the two rancid protagonists.

‘Now listen, you two old buggers,’ he went on, ‘this has got to stop or you’re both going to get locked up. This is the second visit we’ve had to make this week. What’s going on?’ He immediately regretted asking the question.  In fact, any question was a mistake. It invited an answer, when all he and his mate wanted to do was to get out into the fresh air.

The Haywards both took this as their cue to start again at full volume, causing him to step in once more.

‘OK, OK, that’ll do. Billy, take Mrs Hayward into the kitchen. George, you stay here with me. I want a serious chat with you.’

Reluctantly, the younger cop followed Brenda out into her greasy kitchen, desperately trying to avoid looking at her stump. But that was an impossibility, and she caught him gazing in appalled fascination. It was akin to watching a public execution - you knew it wasn’t the right thing to do, but there it was and you hadn’t seen one before, and well, you know . . .

‘Lost it a few years ago now,’ she said proudly, picking at the remains of an elderly plaster. ‘Got it stuck in a paper baler.’

‘Jesus, I’m s-sorry,’ stammered the young cop, ashamed that he’d been caught staring. ‘Anyway, what’s up with you and your old man? I thought at your age you’d be past all that scrapping.’

The youngster was acutely aware of the ludicrous nature of their conversation. He was nineteen years old, just out of Training School and living in the police station section house, and here he was about to pry into the lives of a couple who’d probably been together since the Black Plague last swept across Europe, and trying to give them  some marriage guidance tips. At Training School, all the role-playing exercises for domestic disputes had ended with the ‘married couple’ politely thanking the cops for their advice in getting their marriage back on track and with peace restored, but in reality back at Handstead, officers almost always ended up having to lock someone up or risk getting a slap themselves from the warring parties, who always sided against the cops. Cops hated domestic disputes for precisely that reason - they were on a hiding to nothing.

‘Oh it’s him, Officer,’ began Brenda Hayward. ‘He’s such a miserable old git. Moan, moan, moan, always belly-aching about something I’ve done, or not done.’

‘What was it tonight?’

‘My fucking shoes, can you believe it? My shoes were squeaking and he said he couldn’t hear the news on the telly. And he called me a scabby old cow. Pissy old bastard keeps wetting himself, you know, Officer. Fancy a cuppa?’

The young cop had clocked the grimy sink overflowing with encrusted cups and crockery as they entered the kitchen and had quickly worked out that he ran enough of a serious risk to his health merely by being in the house. Having a cuppa with the Haywards was as advisable as a black-cab ride in Belfast.

‘You know what, if it’s all the same to you, darling, I’ll give it a miss this time,’ he said hurriedly, glancing up as his colleague and smelly old George appeared at the door.

The Haywards were well known to the local cops,  usually as the recipients of the almost endless harassment meted out to them by the neighbourhood yobs. Their ancient Reliant Robin three-wheeler car was regularly rolled on to its roof at night, they lived in dread of Bonfire Night week, and they had both fallen foul of the fearsome burning bag of dog-shit trick. It was only in recent months that their loud arguing and bickering had necessitated other visits from the police.

‘You two need to sort yourselves out,’ said the older cop benevolently. ‘You ought to be sticking together rather than fighting.’

‘It’s him, Officer,’ protested Brenda. ‘He’s got absolutely no consideration for me at all. I might as well not be here.’

‘You won’t be much longer, you keep carrying on,’ retorted her husband.

‘You know we’ve been married over forty years and the dirty old bastard still uses my toothbrush without asking, even though he knows it pisses me off,’ she continued.

‘You know a better way to get dog-shit out of a pair of trainers, I’m all ears,’ replied George, arms outstretched imploringly.

‘See what I mean?’ she shrieked.

‘Jesus Christ, will you two pack it in?’ moaned the older cop, motioning to his aghast colleague that it was time to get out of the festering hovel. ‘If we have to come back, you’re both going to get locked up for the night, OK?’

The Haywards sullenly acknowledged the warning but said nothing, preferring to look daggers at each other as the cops left.

‘Be nice to each other,’ reiterated the older cop as they reached the welcome fresh air. ‘I’m not joking - any more from you two and it’s the cuffs for both of you.’

As the door closed behind them and they breathed deeply what passed for fresh air in Handstead, the sound of the Haywards bickering again could be clearly heard.

‘Do a GOB entry when we get in, Billy,’ instructed the older cop as he unlocked the area car. ‘If we’re not back this shift, someone else will be. Silly old buggers.’

 



Whilst the United Kingdom as a whole was being throttled by industrial disputes as rebellious unions flexed their considerable muscle, the dispute that had caught the BBC’s attention and which had been missed by George Hayward, was a very local affair. In truth, it had nothing to do with union activity - indeed, the Electricity Workers Union had distanced themselves from it once they had learned the true facts - but everything to do with naked racism.

Red Star Electrics on the Ridgemount Industrial Estate was a family-owned business that had first set up in Handstead twenty years earlier. Then, two Sikh brothers had run it and they had, not unnaturally, employed a largely Asian workforce. However, the securing of a massively lucrative contract with the  National Health Service manufacturing wall sockets and ceiling extractors, coupled with the demise of the petro-chemical industry in the town, meant they had taken on many of Handstead’s homegrown workers. The very same homegrown workers whose militancy and work-shyness had contributed significantly to the petro boys pulling down the shutters and crossing the North Sea.

Amongst those fortunate enough to secure jobs with the Sikh family business was Wallace Moffatt. He was an obese forty year old who used his considerable bulk to threaten and intimidate in his role as the local EWU shop steward. What he lacked in intelligence he made up for in brute ignorance and animal cunning, and with his shaved head that resembled a pink cannon ball and malicious little piggy eyes, he was a formidable opponent.

Moffatt’s role as the unopposed shop steward seemed to be mainly to antagonise the longsuffering owners of the business and to do as little real work as possible. Despite his name, he was clearly not local, with a rough Welsh accent that got thicker as he got angrier and louder. And getting angry was what he did best, with his jowly face getting redder and redder, beads of perspiration forming in his thin eyebrows and on his upper lip, and the veins in his temples standing out like blue snakes.

Very little was known about Wallace Moffatt. He was married with a couple of daughters, lived on the infamous Park Royal Estate, and had previously worked for the petro-chemical company - but other than that, his background  was as sketchy as a book on the Swiss Navy. What was not in doubt though was his rabid racism and hatred of anyone unfortunate enough not to be white. Not for him mere hostile looks and mumbled insults. He spent his waking hours venting his considerable spleen at the Asians and Africans he worked with and for, and always at the top of his voice. His membership of the still fledgling racist group the Albion Army was also well known and proudly claimed by him, and it was his blatant racism that had led to the dispute at Red Star Electrics. The dispute had run for over a year now, with little prospect of a resolution. Moffatt’s early involvement in the lengthy picketing had, needless to say, attracted the attention of the local police and Special Branch - but the man was apparently squeaky clean, with not even an unpaid parking ticket to his name.

Things had come to a head in April the previous year when Moffatt had reduced a young, female Asian worker to tears with a prolonged racist outburst on the shop floor. Confronted by one of the owners, he continued in the same vein and had been summarily dismissed. Moffatt had then led a walkout from the factory of most of the white workers; the majority of whom returned within a few days when the background to his sacking became common knowledge.

Most of his white co-workers knew which side their bread was buttered, and the Sikhs were fair employers. Few workers were prepared to risk their own livelihoods to  support an obnoxious bully like Moffatt. So the stalemate and stand-off ensued, with the fat shop steward and his few supporters pledging to picket the factory until he was reinstated. As the EWU distanced themselves from him, he turned to his real alma mater, the Albion Army.

Formed in 1970, the Albion Army was still looking to make a name for itself. Believing the National Front to be too left wing, it had picked up some decent publicity the previous year in London, when a march had deteriorated into a riot, but what the leadership needed was a cause célèbre - and that was when Wallace Moffatt nailed himself to the cross and martyred himself in the name of white supremacy.

Every day since he had been dismissed, the Albion Army had maintained a vocal picket in the cul-de-sac leading to the main gates of Red Star Electrics. Sometimes there were as few as five shaven-headed cretins shouting abuse at the employees as they arrived for work or left to go home. Other days, they would turn out several hundred strong, and on a number of such days they had physically prevented staff from passing through the gates.

The intimidation of workers - be they black, Asian or white - was intense, and sickness levels amongst staff began to rise as they chose not to endure the journey through the baying mob. The business was suffering and the Sikh owners turned to the police for help as workers reported that they were being followed home and their cars and houses vandalised. It was an impossible task using  just local resources, and as the BBC News had quite clearly shown, the few cops deployed to deal with the pickets were being quickly overwhelmed most days, and occasionally getting a good kicking into the bargain.

Radical changes were needed - and they were on their way.




Chapter Two

Two hours after the Late Turn area car crew had left the warring Haywards to get on with it, D Group mustered for their night duty. The evening had remained sticky and muggy, and all the windows in the muster room were wide open to let in some air. The threadbare curtains hung limply and the information bulletins and Police Mutual Assurance Society posters remained unread and motionless on the noticeboards as the room resolutely refused to cool down. Several dozen battered blue plastic chairs were scattered haphazardly around the room in front of an ancient wooden lectern, behind which the huge, grey-haired Sergeant Andy Collins was leafing through a pile of paperwork before he addressed his troops, who had entered the room in ones and twos.

They were an extraordinary bunch but perfectly suited to the town they policed. Handstead New Town had sprung up like a bad dream around the historic Old Town, and had all but consumed it. It was a classic example of  urban planning undertaken by thirty-somethings wearing red-rimmed spectacles who’d never have to live there. The idea behind the New Town was sound and philanthropic - get the impoverished masses out of their squalid tenements and into proper homes with indoor toilets and glass in the windows. But the idea soured when Manchester City Council, in what the Greater Manchester Police saw as an enlightened moment, decided it was just too good a chance to miss and deported vast numbers of their most troublesome tenants out to this brave new world in the sticks.

Soon the looming tower blocks of Handstead, with their endless echoing corridors, blind corners and dark recesses that could only have been designed with the intention of increasing robberies, became no-go areas to all but the unemployable feral youths who plagued the town. Their reputations as violent criminals spread beyond the locality, and by the late 1970s, Handstead New Town had acquired the reputation of being the biggest shithole in the county.

Its phonetic code, Hotel Alpha, had been bastardised by the local cops to ‘Horse’s Arse’. Over time, every cop in the county came to know it by that name. Handstead New Town was the filthy tissue that the old whore Manchester had wiped herself on and chucked over her shoulder. It was a town crying out for some firm, innovative policing, but as was the norm, the police answer had been to use it as a dumping ground for their  own malcontents. It became a punishment posting, a Devil’s Island - and so the two sides that faced each other on a daily basis had very similar attitudes and outlooks. The local population was policed with extreme prejudice and the majority of the residents regarded the cops with identical disdain.

That said, once the cops had adjusted to the fact that they were doomed to spend the rest of their careers in the arsehole of the world, a kind of Canute-like pride enveloped them. They began to take a perverse pride in where they worked, revelling in the comments of colleagues around the county who’d rather eat their own feet than work in Horse’s Arse.

The lifespan of a uniform police group at any station was cyclical. Groups would spend time gelling and refining themselves until they each had a unique identity - some had reputations as thief-takers, others as good fighters, a few as being brutal and corrupt - and then they would begin to fracture and disperse as cops got promoted or posted to specialist units, and the evolutionary process would begin again. Except at Horse’s Arse, where the only way out came via a sacking, prison sentence or a medical discharge. Even promotion for a Horse’s Arse officer was unlikely to lead to escape. Of the five Inspectors and twelve Sergeants at the station, 90 per cent had served there as PCs.

D Group was a perfect example of a group at its absolute peak of destructive power. Its members were, to  put it mildly, an eclectic bunch of malcontents and reprobates, some of whom stayed only just on the right side of right and wrong. But not one of them was corrupt. The thought of taking a backhander to let a bad guy walk away was a complete anathema to them all. The bad guys of Handstead, and there were plenty to go round, were there to be locked up as regularly as possible - given a good hiding too, when appropriate - and the cops were prepared to bend the law until it nearly snapped to get them locked up.

It was not unusual for the local yobs to find themselves listening to colourful and largely fabricated accounts of their drunken misdemeanours at court, but they generally shrugged their shoulders and accepted it as part and parcel of the unique way of policing that existed at Handstead. Both they and the cops knew that whilst the offence they were now appearing at court for was significantly a work of fiction, there were a good half-dozen other crimes for which they had never been held to account. PC Sean ‘Psycho’ Pearce, one of D Group’s most infamous members, summarised the arrangement very nicely: ‘I’ve never fitted up anyone who didn’t deserve it.’

Andy Collins looked up from his paperwork at his group sitting opposite him and was about to make a start on his muster when the door opened and Inspector Hilary Bott, the station’s Deputy Commander, walked in. Collins could barely contain his surprise at seeing the desk warrior at such an hour, nor his contempt for her. He  rolled his eyes to the ceiling as the visibly nervous Bott strode towards him with a steely glint in her eyes.

‘Fuck me, ma’am - you shit the bed or something?’ shouted a voice from the back of the room, which Collins recognised immediately as Psycho’s. This had disaster written all over it, worried Collins. Jesus, Bott still had a dreadful stammer, courtesy of an outrageous stunt pulled by Psycho last year, which had led to the old witch being sedated in her toilet and taken to hospital.

‘Evening, ma’am,’ he eventually offered. ‘Why are you here?’

‘I’m g-g-going to take the night duty muster,’ she stammered, ignoring Psycho’s earlier question. ‘Mr Stevenson decided it would be a good idea if I got to know all the uniform groups here in my capacity as his D-Deputy, so I thought I’d do a night shift with you. Now, where’s the G-GOB and collators’ bulletin?’

Clever man, that Chief Inspector Stevenson, mused Collins as he moved to one side to allow Bott behind the lectern. He knew Stevenson found the woman to be an insufferable pain in the arse and took every opportunity to send her off on improbable errands and assignments. Getting her to work a night shift with D Group was inspired; there was a good chance she wouldn’t survive it.

Collins looked again at the group, all of whom were glaring at Bott with the notable exception of Psycho, who was beaming merrily, apparently delighted to see her. ‘Oh fuck,’ said Collins quietly to himself.

‘Evening, ma-ma-ma’am!’ shouted Psycho, aping her stutter, which brought shrieks of laughter from some of the others. Bott looked up nervously at Collins for some moral support. He sighed deeply, and took the cigarette out of his mouth.

‘Shut the fuck up, Pearce,’ he said, before turning back to Bott and hissing at her, ‘On you go, boss, but make it quick, please.’ He now stood slightly in front of the lectern, daring the group to try it on again, but confident none of them would. However, Psycho was still smiling and that worried the shit out of him.

‘Thank you, S-S-S-Sergeant Collins. Now listen up please, l-l-l-l-ladies and gentlemen,’ she said, ‘these are your beats for the n-night.’ And then she proceeded to run through the sheet that Collins had just prepared.

There were no surprises. Yankee One was to be crewed as usual by the Brothers, PCs Henry Walsh - known as H - and Jim Docherty; the original Odd Couple. H, a public schoolboy, and Jim, an ex-Para, were as close as shit to a blanket and no one could work out why. They were, on the surface, the unlikeliest of friends but the pair were inseparable and probably the most belligerent of all the cops at Horse’s Arse. They had one simple approach to all policing problems - violence. No preamble or questions, just wading in, fists flying. This was all well and good when the wheels had already come off, but very inconvenient when things were nicely under control. The others on the group regarded them warily, such was their  penchant for fighting at every opportunity, always welcoming them at full-on Wild West-style pub fights, but dreading the approaching two-tone sirens of Yankee One at a peaceful situation.

The Unit beat vehicles, Two One and Two Two, were to be crewed by PCs Alan ‘Pizza Face’ Petty and John Jackson (JJ), and PCs Andy ‘the Mong Fucker’ Malcolm and Ally Stewart. WPC Amanda ‘the Blood Blister’ Wheeler was given the front office for the night, PC Ray ‘Piggy’ Malone got the dirty van, Andy Collins was the street supervisor, Sergeant Mick Jones was the night duty Custody Sergeant and PC Dave ‘Trog’ Hooper his gaoler. And Inspector Jeff Greaves would be the night duty Inspector but no one, not even his guardian angel, Andy Collins, had a clue where the mad bastard was.

Greaves was a career detective who’d been busted back to uniform and sent to the penal colony, and he was now two-thirds of the way into his master-plan to get a medical discharge from the Job. His plan was known to very few, certainly not to Andy Collins, and Greaves now played the role of a broken window-licker as he progressed towards the final act in the play - wetting himself publicly as he received his Long Service and Good Conduct medal.

It was virtually unheard of, not to get a Long Service and Good Conduct medal if you reached twenty-two years of service. Coppers with the most appalling discipline records to their names would shamelessly present themselves at elaborate ceremonies at Headquarters and  listen politely as a senior officer they barely knew waxed lyrical about the exemplary service the be-medalled hooligan had completed. It was a ludicrous charade, but one that Greaves intended to exploit to the full. His decline into mental breakdown at Horse’s Arse had been carefully planned and choreographed. He had walked to work in the pouring rain wearing slippers, turned up dressed to play tennis or wearing a pilot’s leather flying helmet, and spent hours talking to noticeboards.

It was well known to all that Greaves was as mad as a fish and a complete liability, but Andy Collins was very old school when it came to his Inspector. He would not hear a word said against him and protected him from senior officers like a mother hen. He would hide him away in the senior officers’ dining room if the bosses were about, or put him in his car in the garages to avoid questions being asked if he was having a particularly mad day.

Whilst Greaves was the figurehead leader of D Group, Andy Collins was the true power - but Collins would never claim that accolade. Greaves was well aware of what Collins was doing for him and had resolved that once he had pocketed his index-linked medical pension, he’d tell him everything and thank him properly.

‘OK,’ continued Bott, as she briefly looked up at the simmering mob in front of her. ‘Got a few m-memos from Division that you need to be aware of. First one’s from M-M-M-Mr Findlay.’

There was an audible groan as the name of Chief  Superintendent Phillip ‘The Fist’ Findlay was mentioned. Collins was even more perturbed to notice that Psycho was the only one not to join in the groaning, but continued to grin manically.

‘He’s got wind of the fact that officers are using inappropriate ph-phraseology on the main set channel which has got to stop. Apparently officers are routinely referring to g-g-g-gypsies as “pikeys” . . .’

At this there was a loud chorus of other choice phrases, upon which Collins stepped forward and raised a threatening finger at the group. Reluctant silence ensued and Bott continued.

‘As I was saying, g-g-g-gypsies are being referred to as “pikeys” - and worse. Mr Findlay has instructed that in f-f-f-future they’re to be known as Caravan Utilising Nomadic Travellers.’

The group exploded in raucous laughter and Bott again looked up at Collins who was glaring at Psycho. The latter was laughing louder than any of the others and it was obvious who was behind the memo.

‘Now what?’ asked the bewildered Bott.

‘The memo’s a fake, ma’am,’ sighed Collins wearily.

‘A fake? W-What do you mean?’

‘Have a look at it, for God’s sake. Caravan Utilising Nomadic Travellers? It’s a mnemonic.’

‘Mnemonic?’

‘Cunt, for Christ’s sake,’ yelled Collins. And, ‘Shut the fuck up, you lot,’ he continued at the group.

Bloody Psycho. The man had previous for bogus memos, usually purporting to be from Bott herself. His last one ‘from her’ instructed that officers were to expose their genitals to her rather than salute if they met her out on the ground. He was a bloody menace.

‘How d-d-dare you sp-sp-sp-speak to me like that!’ complained Bott loudly above the din. Her stammer was getting worse as she got stressed, and the complaint took a lot longer than it should.

‘I’m not swearing at you, boss,’ explained the exasperated Collins. ‘Someone’s slipped in a bogus memo for you to read. The mnemonic you’ve just read out spells cunt - sorry, ma’am.’

‘Oh,’ replied the crestfallen Bott, peering closely at the false memo. ‘It looks real enough. That’s definitely Mr Findlay’s sig-sig-signature.’

Collins looked daggers at the celebrating Psycho at the back of the room. The maniac had a job lot of signed blank memos ready for all occasions, and once he’d spotted Bott wandering about the nick so late at night, he’d rightly assumed that she would put in an appearance at the night-duty muster. It was a real bonus that she’d decided to take the muster herself.

The unfortunate Hilary Bott was unaware that she too was now one of the doomed, living dead of Horse’s Arse. She had been sent there by the recently retired Chief Constable Daniels with a brief to bring about some changes in the zoo. Under his care and patronage, she had  enjoyed some protection, but now he had gone she was lost. Even under his wing, she had suffered badly at the hands of the uniforms at Horse’s Arse. Psycho loathed her, seeing her as the living embodiment of everything that was wrong with the Job - female and an Inspector. And she had to be a rug-muncher, he reckoned, since even he, with the morals of a tom cat, was unsure whether he could shag her.

Bott was a very unattractive woman in her late forties who cut her own mousy blond hair, making her look uncannily like Colonel Rosa Klebb of From Russia With Love fame. She was chubbily overweight but her real problem was that she had no idea how to deal with individuals like Psycho. She had arrived at the nick with great plans to bring about change and reform, and immediately fallen foul of the Subdivision Commander of the time, who viewed any change as akin to the end of the world. He had undermined her at every opportunity and even tried to fit her up over a problem in the cell block where prisoners had been gassed by a vehicle in the rear yard.

Her real Nemesis, however, had always been Psycho, who had waged a psychological war against her from day one. That had culminated in Bott knocking herself out in her private toilet in her office, being sedated and taken to hospital. The strain of it all had left her with a terrible stutter, but she was back and determined to get on with the job Daniels had given her. Unfortunately, the new  Subdivisional Commander viewed her with as much disdain as his predecessor, and her life at Horse’s Arse continued to be a misery.

‘I’ll deal with this from here if you like, ma’am,’ said Collins gently, taking the memo from her and guiding her towards the muster-room door with a spade-like hand on her back. ‘Why don’t you go up to your office and I’ll pop in after I’ve finished to let you know how things are going.’

‘Very well, Sergeant Collins,’ replied Bott imperiously as she tried to recover some face. ‘I think I’ll g-g-go back to my office and g-g-get on with some paperwork. I’d like to see you after m-muster to discuss some operational plans I’ve g-g-got.’

‘Of course, ma’am, an excellent idea,’ murmured Collins as he ushered her out, holding the door open for her. And once she had gone, he wheeled round and shouted. ‘Pearce, you fucker!’, pointing viciously at the beaming Psycho. ‘You do that again, I’ll snap your fucking back.’

‘Hey, Sarge, if I knew what you were on about . . .’

‘Fuck off - we both know it was you. What really pisses me off is you thought you could turn me over with your stupid memo. You mind your step, Pearce, I’m watching you.’

Psycho didn’t respond - there was little point. He had never intended to upset Collins; he held the man in enormous respect, and had only ever wanted to humiliate  Bott again. But sometimes there was some collateral damage; there was always that risk, but he vowed to be more careful in future. Andy Collins was not a man to fall foul of. Not for nothing had the power of his punching earned him the nickname of ‘the Anaesthetist’.

 



As Andy Collins finished off the muster, Hilary Bott hurried back to her office on the first floor, where she intended to lock herself in for the night. As she pushed through the double doors into the corridor she was surprised to see a light shining under the closed door to Chief Inspector Stevenson’s office. She hadn’t noticed it earlier. She was in two minds whether to knock or not, so wary was she of Stevenson, who had joined in the ongoing persecution of her by convincing her that he needed to masturbate regularly during the day as part of a medical condition.

Finally, she plucked up the courage and knocked timidly on the door. There was movement inside, and then after a long pause she heard Stevenson shout, ‘Who is it?’

‘Only me, sir,’ she replied, with her ear pressed to the door. ‘May I come in?’ She never bowled in without waiting to be summoned in case she blundered in on Stevenson, mid-wank.

After another long pause, he called out, ‘Come in, Hilary.’

She opened the door and peered cautiously in, relieved to note that Stevenson appeared to be fully dressed as he  rummaged through his desk drawers. She sniffed at the telltale smell of whisky and cigarettes in his tatty office.

‘You’re here late, sir,’ she said, as she took a step inside but not venturing any further in case he suddenly dropped his trousers and pulled the top off one.

‘Had some paperwork to sort out and a meeting with the DCI. What do you want, Hilary?’ Stevenson asked dismissively, without looking up from what he was doing.

‘Nothing in particular, I just saw your light on. Thought you’d like to know I was doing a night shift.’

‘A night shift? Who with?’ he said urgently, looking at her for the first time.

‘D Group, why?’

‘Are you fucking mad?’ snapped Stevenson. ‘Five groups to choose from and you went for that lot? Jesus Christ, Hilary, most of them should be in prison. What’s the matter with you - got some sort of death wish?’

Before she could reply, the man exclaimed in triumph and dropped what he had been looking for on his desk. Bott looked in horror at the tube of lubricating gel and a pair of latex surgical gloves. He then cracked his walnut-sized knuckles and began to loosen his belt buckle.

‘Oh my God,’ gasped Bott, backing away towards the still-open door.

Stevenson glanced up at her. ‘Sorry, love, I’m due one on the hurry-up,’ he said. ‘You can stay if you want.’

‘Oh my God,’ she repeated, before stepping out into the corridor and shutting the door firmly.

Replacing his props, Stevenson smiled to himself as he heard her running into her own office, the door slamming and locks being fastened before a chair was scraped across the floor and obviously jammed under the door handle.

Retrieving his glass of Scotch from his top drawer, he slumped back in his chair and grinned broadly as DCI Dan Harrison strolled out of the toilet on the far side of the office. He too held a glass of Scotch.

‘You better be careful, Pete,’ he laughed, as he retook his seat in the armchair opposite the desk. ‘One day she’s going to complain about you.’

‘Her word against mine, Dan,’ replied Stevenson casually. ‘Besides, everyone knows she’s a nutter. Never going to go anywhere, is it?’

‘You’re probably right, mate,’ Harrison agreed, getting wearily to his feet and draining his glass. ‘I best be off - got an early start tomorrow.’

‘You want one for the road?’ asked Stevenson, opening his bottom drawer and bringing out his bottle of Laphroaig.

Harrison held up his hand. ‘Not for me, mate, we had plenty upstairs earlier. That’ll do me.’

Placing his glass on Stevenson’s desk, he walked to the coat-hooks on the back of the door where his suit jacket hung.

‘Much going on with the uniforms lately?’ he asked.

‘Pretty quiet on the grand scale of things. Usual pub fights but nothing special. Had another flashing this lunchtime.’

‘Same guy?’

‘No question, wearing the Zorro mask again,’ Stevenson grinned.

‘Hmm, he’s good for far too many for comfort. What’s that so far - a dozen?’

‘Got to be - maybe more.’

‘What do your guys call him - Pork Sword Man?’

Stevenson laughed. ‘That’s him, always got a boner on. Got to give him that.’

Harrison grimaced. ‘I’m worried we’re going to get some pressure soon to take him out. Reckon it’s time to put something together to deal with him. We can have a chat about it tomorrow - we’ll get a CID-uniform operation on the go, OK?’

‘Yeah, sounds fine,’ yawned Stevenson. ‘I’m about all day, so pop in when you’re ready.’

‘Night, Pete,’ said Harrison, opening the door. ‘Keep it in your trousers.’

 



Dan Harrison and Peter Stevenson were the senior officers that Horse’s Arse needed, and in their year together in charge of the CID and uniforms respectively, they had made a huge difference. Harrison was a portly forty-five-year-old career detective who had sacrificed his marriage and family on the altar of his career. He had little to interest him now outside of the Job, preferring to spend as much of his time as he could working. Which was why he was still at the nick so late. Admittedly, he and Stevenson  had been in the station bar on the top floor from about 6 p.m., but they had been talking Job, not socialising, before they’d adjourned to Stevenson’s office for a nightcap.

Harrison lived alone in a studio flat on the edge of town, had few friends outside his circle of work colleagues, and hadn’t seen his two daughters for nearly three years. The old school photograph of his girls in a frame in his office was the only indication anyone had that there had been anything in Harrison’s life other than being a detective. He seemed to be ever-present at the nick, appearing as if by magic at any situation that was of interest, always looking to put one over on the bad guys.

He wasn’t afraid to bend the rules to achieve that either. Faced with the potential of a Turkish crime family member getting a grip on the drugs trade in Handstead, Harrison had had no qualms in using the senior members of that family to remove the troublesome and ambitious local Turk from the scene - permanently. He ran a network of unregistered and unscrupulous informants with a combination of inducements and threats of exposure to their community - and got impressive results. Harrison appeared to vindicate the ethos that the ends justified the means.

Peter Stevenson had only been at Handstead a little over a year, also as one of Chief Daniels’s men but with a brief to sort out the local hooligans - those who lived on the estates rather than the hooligans in the uniform! He  too had been an unqualified success, leading as he did by example and from the front. So much so, that within his first month in the post, he had led the firearms team in a shoot-out with members of the notorious Park Royal Mafia, who had attempted to rob a gunsmiths in the nearby village of Tamworth. Stevenson and his team had blown three of the Mafia to pieces, sending out a clear, unequivocal message to the criminals of Handstead: the town was under new management, who were prepared to fight fire with fire.

A big, red-faced Scot who liked a drink, Stevenson inspired fear and respect in equal measure in the civilian and uniform staff who worked for him. He could fairly claim that he never asked his staff to do anything he hadn’t done or couldn’t do himself. Domestically, he was happily married with a young son, but he too put in the hours. Like so many of the cops at Horse’s Arse, initially he’d been in despair at his move there, but as he adapted to the way things were done, he had come to realise there was nowhere else he’d rather be.

Five minutes after Harrison had left, Stevenson slipped a coat on over his uniform, turned out the lights in his office and headed home. For the next eight hours, Horse’s Arse was to be placed in the not so tender care of D Group.




Chapter Three

The girl was drunk. Not off her face, falling down drunk, but probably well over the drink-drive limit. Certainly drunk enough to do things she wouldn’t normally do, like starting to walk home from the party as she did now. She had phoned for a taxi from her friend’s house, but the prospect of a forty-minute wait made up her mind. It was a warm night and nice and dry - the walk would only take her half an hour and do her the world of good.

Saying her goodbyes around half-past midnight, she set off towards the town centre where there was a better chance of grabbing a cab, kicking her shoes off fairly quickly and continuing barefoot along the cool pavements. She passed no one nor saw any vehicles between leaving the house and arriving at the edge of Stream Woods, which lay between her and the town centre. Sober, she would never have done it but with a drink inside her and keen to get home, she decided to take the path through the woods.

Stream Woods was only about a quarter of a mile deep, and the path had been tarmacked. It was well lit along its entire length until it opened out in Bishops Rise, but the huge rhododendron bushes and trees growing at the edges of the path made it feel claustrophobic even on the brightest of days. However, she could take fifteen minutes off her barefoot journey by going that way; there was no one about and it was a beautiful evening. A crescent moon hung in a velvet black, star-studded sky, and the only activity as she turned on to the path were bats flitting around the buzzing halogen streetlamps.

She was about 200 yards along the path when she stopped and took a cigarette from her bag. As she clicked the flame of her lighter and leaned forward to inhale, she heard the bushes behind her suddenly explode as something came crashing out of them. She then felt a huge blow to the back of her head. She was vaguely aware of pitching forward on to the path, smashing face-first into it, crushing her still unlit cigarette into her forehead. Not quite unconscious, she sensed a figure standing alongside her - she could see men’s black lace-up shoes - and then strong hands grabbed her by her long hair and dragged her quickly off the path and into the bushes. She couldn’t move, felt no pain either from the blow or being dragged along by her hair, and then realised she was lying face-down in the undergrowth. She could smell the pine needles on the ground.

Her eyes were still open, though fixed on the middle  distance, and she could hear footsteps crunching in the undergrowth nearby; then came another vicious blow to her left temple. She was still not completely unconscious and able to comprehend that her skirt and knickers were being ripped off, as though by some wild beast. Then she felt a huge weight on her back and hands on her buttocks, and then a searing pain as she was penetrated. He went at her like a madman and she felt the blows to the back of her head as he battered her during the rape. Eventually, she felt him ejaculate - but not directly into her; he must be wearing a condom.

There was a part of her brain that refused to submit to the beating she was getting, and small details were still registering with her. She felt him pull roughly out of her and then he was saying something and the footsteps began crunching around near her. It could have been hours later, but was probably only seconds before she felt another, worse, pain as the hands grabbed her buttocks again and something hard and cold was rammed into her anus.

And then that one stubborn part of her brain surrendered and she slipped into welcome unconsciousness.

 



Whilst the girl was being brutalised, the Brothers killed a man. Shortly after 1 a.m., Pizza and JJ were cruising the Park Royal Estate when they responded to a rendezvous request from Yankee One to the Tamworth Road crossroads. It was unusual for them to ask for a meet, and  intrigued, Pizza had made his way there quickly. The radio was relatively quiet and he and JJ chatted amiably until they rounded a corner and the headlights of Two One lit up a scene of carnage.

‘Oh fuck,’ said Pizza quietly, as he and JJ gazed at the catastrophe. JJ stared open-mouthed.

In front of them were Yankee One and Bravo Two Two, and off to the side, the Brothers, along with Psycho and Malcy, crouched next to a body lying on the verge. Clearly visible nearby was a mangled bicycle.

‘Oh fuck,’ repeated Pizza. ‘Stay here, JJ. Keep an ear on the radio,’ he said, getting out of Two One. He trotted over to the others and JJ wound down his window to try and hear what they were saying. He was too far away, but from the body language of the group he could tell they were desperately worried. He was about to disobey his instructions when Pizza jogged back and got into the car. His face was grim.

‘What happened?’ JJ asked.

‘The Brothers were racing Two Two. Came round the corner and took out that cyclist,’ Pizza said tersely.

‘Oh no! How is he - have they called an ambulance?’

‘No point. Dead as a fucking doornail.’

‘Fucking hell, have they called anyone?’

‘You’re joking, aren’t you? They call anyone, the Brothers are going to prison.’

‘What? What the fuck are they going to do then?’

‘Clear it up,’ replied Pizza simply.

‘Clear it up?’

‘Yeah, clear it up. You keep your mouth shut, JJ, you understand? We weren’t here - we know fuck all about this. It didn’t happen.’


‘What?’ shouted JJ, unable to believe his ears and terrified he was now being railroaded into a conspiracy of grotesque proportions.

‘I said, you keep quiet, JJ,’ hissed Pizza in a menacing tone JJ had never heard from him before. ‘You saw fuck all, and you say fuck all. You never ever talk about this to anyone, understood?’
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