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ALEC HARDY


17 July 2013


8.02 a.m.


That bastard seagull has been cawing outside Alec Hardy’s hotel window since dawn. He sits up in bed, reaches for the glass of water by his side and downs two huge, chalky tablets before getting up. He’s been staying in the Traders for ten days now and he can navigate his room in the dark as easily as if it were home, a thought he finds profoundly depressing.


Squawk, squawk. The sound is a jackhammer in his brain. He strides across the room and flings open the curtains, too quickly; golden sunlight punches him in the eyes. He always feels hungover these days, although he’s given up the booze along with the coffee and all that other life-enhancing, performance-enhancing stuff. There’s a tugging pain in his chest and armpit while he waits for the medicine to do its thing.


Hardy looks out over Broadchurch. Those huge cliffs everyone keeps telling him to go and look at glow amber in the distance; the sea is the same pale blue. He doesn’t like horizons. They make him feel agoraphobic, like nothing’s got edges, like everything could spill everywhere.


Now that the seagull’s gone, it’s too quiet. There is no noise apart from the chink and ting of breakfast things being laid out downstairs. You get the wrong kind of noise in the countryside. Hardy thrives on the white noise of the built environment, the comforting rumble of an A-road in the distance.


He salivates at the thought of the hotel’s eggs Benedict but knows he should eat the wholegrain cereal in the dispenser, even though he’ll be charged the same price. What a waste, and a waste of police money, too. But that’s all to the good; it’s his own money he should be worrying about. Between the maintenance he pays Tess and Daisy and his other, secret expenses, he’s sliding into the red. Time now is measured in pounds and pennies as well as hours and days.


How much money he’ll spend, how many nights he sleeps in the Traders, depends on how long it takes him to break down Claire Ripley. Things are moving in the right direction for the first time since the trial collapsed. He has her where he needs her, in safety and isolation, with only her secrets for company. Claire depends on Alec Hardy for everything. Everything.
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