
Prologue 
The nineties 

     It’s a strange but true fact that ninety eight percent of the British population 

believe themselves to be in the top fifty percent of the nicest people in the country. 

Rupert Hawkesbury was one of the two percent that thought otherwise. He was vile, a 

despicable human being and he really was rather proud of it. 

     Eton educated, his A level grades were dire but both Oxbridge safety nets, St 

Andrews and Durham Universities had offered him a place on a Business 

Management course. His father wanted him to do a finance degree, applied 

mathematics or even accountancy in order to join the family firm. They’d 

compromised on the easier Business Management degree when the envelope 

containing his A level results had arrived and it became a game of bribes and 

backhanders to get him a place at a decent Uni. 

     He settled for Durham because it was close to the party town of Newcastle. He 

enjoyed his three years there, scraping a Desmond courtesy of paying the peasants on 

the course to do his course work. Sadly, he had to sit the exams himself, hence the 

2:2. He was really quite proud of the result and as a reward he managed to persuade 

‘Daddy’ to pay for him to go on a three year sabbatical around the world where he 

wreaked havoc as he partied himself stupid in five star splendour. Daddy was one of 

the top twenty richest men in the UK and Rupert was an only child, it wasn’t a 

difficult task to secure the funding.   

     He returned home at Christmas, two months before his twenty fifth birthday and 

had to face up to the reality that he had to learn the family business. He wanted to be 

at the helm when Daddy eventually popped his clogs and with Hawkesbury 

Investments currently showing assets in excess of £25 billion he considered it a chore 

worthy of his time. 



     He had no intention of playing to the crowd, he believed it was important that 

everybody except his Father knew what he was. Lazy, devious, cruel, vindictive and 

manipulative were his true colours and his mentors despaired at his behaviour. His 

Father received frequent damning reports about his son but his normally sound 

judgement was tainted by his love for his only child. As written in tablets of stone, 

blood is thicker than water so invariably when it came down to a ruling between a 

mentor and his son, the mentor came off second best. 

     Rupert received his big break at the age of twenty seven. Despite his protestations, 

his Father had been wise enough to ensure that Rupert was not entrusted with his own 

portfolio. Rupert was able to set up his own fund courtesy of his maternal 

Grandmother who was caught napping whilst playing bridge and fell victim to the 

Grim Reaper who dealt her a brain bleed. Rupert was left £250,000 in her will, 

something that he still managed to moan about. He was an only child but there were 

five other grandchildren courtesy of his Father’s siblings with whom he had to share. 

Had he been the only grandchild he would have scored for £1.5 million, something he 

found highly lamentable.  

     Rupert had a heads or tails, red or black, up or down attitude to investment. There 

is a financial market called ‘a sprint.’ It does exactly what it says on the tin. It is an up 

or down call on the FTSE 100 during the course of a 60 second period. Some people 

bet the FTSE will go up, others bet it will go down. There is an area of point six of a 

percentage point in the middle which is known as ‘the spread’ which belongs to the 

market maker, which is how they make their profit. 

     It sounds confusing but it’s a simple investment. The term investment is 

hyperbole, all it is, is a bet. Rupert took his inheritance and bet it all on the opening 

minute in London that the FTSE 100 would drop. It was only a quarter of a million, 

there was plenty more where that came from. The Dow Jones had been down at the 

close and Asian markets had been falling during the night which meant that the 

futures had fallen too. When the FTSE opened it realigned with the futures market 



and Rupert placed his bet that the FTSE would drop further, despite the realignment. 

It wasn’t even a close run thing, the market dropped by nearly three points in the 

opening minute. Rupert had made a quarter of million pounds in 60 seconds. 

     He waited until the same circumstances happened three days later and again he 

placed his bet, £500,000 this time around. The market fell by point eight of a point. 

Rupert had beaten the spread by a whisker but he cared not one jot - a win's a win! 

     Daddy was amazed when Rupert showed him his profit and loss. Amazed but not 

sufficiently impressed to give Rupert a portfolio to head up. Daddy did his due 

diligence and recovered Rupert’s ‘trades.’ He determined they were bets, exactly the 

same as the 2.30 at Haydock and not something that Hawkesbury Investments would 

entertain. He asked Rupert to head up a small team of analysts and run the model 

over a three month period in demonstration mode only, basically using pretend funds. 

He did so to teach his son a lesson. 

     The fund started with a make believe £100 million and was bust within seven 

weeks. Rupert insisted on doubling, trebling and quadrupling down, chasing losses, 

he just got deeper in the mire. It was obvious that the model didn’t suit his talents. 

His specialist skill set was cheating and he found a way to use this talent courtesy of 

a chance meeting. 

     He was in a casino in Mayfair when he bumped into an old Eton school chum. 

Rupert couldn’t remember his name, but knew his nickname was Two Daddies 

because of his double barrelled surname. If Rupert had to hazard a guess he’d say it 

was something like Awful - Smelly or the like. Awful - Smelly’s, (It was actually 

Orpin - Smiley) Father was the Chairman of one of Britain's top five construction 

companies which was having a torrid time due to falling house prices and the cut 

back in new builds. Word on the street was that the company was going to have to go 

into administration, something that Awful - Smelly denied vehemently. “Rescue 

package already secured Rupert old chap. Huge cash injection from a conglomerate 



of leading Merchant Banks. Announcement to the stock exchange the day after 

tomorrow, until then, Mum’s the word,” Awful - Smelly said tapping the side of his 

nose. 

     Mum wasn’t the word for Rupert, profit was. He used one of the company’s 

traders to execute a deal using his own million pound fund that he had courtesy of 

Grandma and the sprints. At its height the building company’s stock had been worth 

over £7. Because of the slump and rumours of its demise they were worth 49p. 

Rupert took a million pound position at 49p. After the 9 am announcement to the 

stock exchange the following day the shares soared closing at £1.97p. After charges 

and commissions Rupert’s fund stood at just short of £4 million. Insider trading at its 

beautiful best and because of the size of Hawkesbury Investments there was no 

suggestion of any foul play. It was a relatively small trade for the company.  This time 

Daddy took notice and Rupert got his own portfolio. 

     A year later his portfolio was underperforming, one of only two out of fifty four in 

the company that was in the red. Rupert picked stock on a whim, sometimes he got 

lucky and claimed all the credit, more often than not the trades flopped and he 

blamed it on his team. He liked start up dot coms and had a bit of luck in that sector. 

Out of the blue he thought that fortune had once again smiled upon him. He thought 

he had received a huge slice of luck when he had what he thought was a chance 

meeting with a research chemist in a shared box at Royal Ascot. 

     The guy worked at a company called Potafarma and they had two new diabetes 

drugs which were going to market. They were much cheaper to produce than the 

current medication and the profit margin was off the charts. Ten percent of the NHS 

budget is spent on diabetes, Rupert was informed, making Potafarma a sure fire 

winner producing for an insatiable market. The research chemist assured him the 

drugs would pass their test and receive universal approval. Rupert had no reason to 

doubt the chemist’s word, he was paying dearly for it. 



     Rupert loaded his portfolio with the stock. He bought at 98p and when the share 

price dropped bought again at 77p and 62p before using up his total margin at 57p the 

day before the first trial result was announced. The wise money was on Potafarma’s 

drug failing but it wasn’t the real wise money. Rupert’s was the wise money, he had 

the Head Research Chemist in his pocket and he was certain the drug would pass. 

     The drug failed and Rupert’s loss was catastrophic. The share price dropped to 

24p, all of his hopes rested on the second drug trial. His Father was having none of it. 

He set four analysts the task of carrying out a risk assessment. The analysts all 

concluded that the company would be better served recovering some of the money 

and getting what they could for the portfolio. It was a fire sale, the shares were sold 

for prices between 26p and 18p with Rupert screaming about how unfair it all was. 

The second drug was a certainty to pass the trial. Rupert tried to get his own £4 

million into Potafarma but Daddy had placed a block on Hawkesbury Investments 

trading the stock. He managed to get just over £660k on with another broker. He’d 

show the old man. 

     The second drug flopped too and Potafarma went into liquidation. Hawkesbury 

Investment had lost a lot of money because of Rupert. Not necessarily large in 

percentage terms given the overall wealth of the company but when written down on 

paper there was an awful lot of zeros and hundreds of disgruntled clients. Fortunately, 

the majority of the clients with the exception of a handful didn’t have all their eggs in 

one basket and the blow was softened for them. For the small number that were ‘all 

in’ on Potafarma the loss was horrendous. It was obvious to Daddy that his only son 

was not cut out for the financial sector. It was obvious to Rupert that he had been 

scammed by the research chemist. 

     Daddy wasn’t bitter and twisted about having given his son a chance. Better to 

have loved and lost and all that. He’d given Rupert a chance but now he needed to 

find an alternative career for his only child. He carried out an honest mental 

assessment of his son’s traits. He was devious, a cheat, a liar, lazy and shameless. 



Daddy had the clout to be able to land him a job where he would be able to use all 

those ‘talents.’ He scribbled on his notepad in the centre of his desk. 

Member of Parliament 

      



Chapter One 
January 2019 

     DC Steve Dudley, “Duds” was being unusually quiet during the drive into work. 

His boss and best mate DCI Mick Crowe was at the wheel and trying to coax the 

usually effervescent Duds into conversation. Three months had passed since the pair 

had been involved in one of England’s worst atrocities in decades and it had taken 

both of them a while to come to terms with what had happened. The Christmas and 

New Year break had helped recharge Mick’s batteries although Duds had returned 

with a reticent demeanour which was highly unusual for him. Duds didn’t know what 

a reticent demeanour was but if Mick accused him of being in a bit of a huff he would 

have had to agree. 

     Crowe, who was coming into his mid forties was ten years older than Duds. Mick 

was small and muscular with a widows peak at the front of his forehead which was 

almost full of straight black hair but had a bald patch at the back of his crown which 

was slowly mutating into a tennis ball refusing stubbornly to stay at a manageable 

golf ball size. Mick had his own problems, the promotion board was sitting this 

month and he was the favourite to land the Detective Superintendent post, the only 

one on offer with the Wiltshire Constabulary. He would have liked Duds to be his 

normal self and distract him from the butterflies that seemed to be a constant in his 

life these days. Promotion boards had that impact on coppers that cared about their 

careers. 

     Promotion boards did nothing for Duds. He’d given up on them a long time ago. 

He had once been a Detective Sergeant but was demoted to DC after a skirmish with 

a lowlife who had assaulted him after a drugs bust. Duds was a little over sixteen 

stone, the vast majority of his weight centred around his girth although he was just 

about tall enough at six feet three inches to carry it off. His weight problem was more 

than compensated by his facial features, he was freakishly handsome. Brown puppy 

eyes, with flecks of molten gold, thick wavy black hair that looked both unkempt and 



trendy at the same time and a square chin that Spartacus would have envied. He was 

the ‘character’ on the eight person team that DCI Crowe commanded and Mick’s 

right hand man and partner. They’d worked together for over ten years and despite 

the gulf in rank they had remained best mates. 

  

     Duds was in a difficult place mentally. He’d been subjected to a terrible ordeal 

during which an ex lover of his had gone rogue. The reason for her actions was that 

her son had been killed unlawfully but had received no justice. Duds had no idea until 

the last moment that he was the father of her son and three months had not been long 

enough for him to process. Another complication was that there was a new woman in 

his life that he’d met over the Christmas period and he was starting to get attached to. 

He was unsure if he’d be able to father another child, he’d endured orchitis, a 

complication when mumps was caught in adulthood and his post infection fertility 

test had been inconclusive. In a nutshell his head was mashed, hence his sullen mood. 

     The grey, skanky clouds fired heavy bursts of tainted water onto the windshield 

whilst every now and then the rain would reduce to a fine drizzle giving the clouds a 

chance to recharge themselves before firing another salvo of huge dollops of watery 

despair downwards. The car radio was tuned to Talk Sport although it should have 

been playing Monday morning blues to reflect its occupant’s moods. Even the smell 

of the car was miserable, a garlic and cheap deodorant fighting for supremacy. 

     They pulled into the station car park to find the parking slot marked DCI occupied 

by another car. All twenty four spaces in the car park were taken. The offending 

vehicle was a black SUV, Mick parked right behind it, their bumpers no more than 25 

millimetres apart. A steam curtain started to rise in the gap between the two cars as 

the hot and cold metals met. The morning January sky was dark and dank and the 

scene at the front of the bonnet was depressing. 

     “Fucking Molly,” said Mick, the exasperation in his voice heavy. Molly was one 

of his DCs who worked in tandem with his number two, DI Davey Lowther. Duds 

didn’t see the problem. 



     “What’s the drama? If she wants to get out before us she’ll have to wait.” 

     “The problem is,” Mick explained slowly, not quite through gritted teeth but 

clearly agitated, “She’s taking the piss. She’s challenging my authority, pushing the 

boundaries to see how far she can go. It’s my fault for giving her and Davey the run 

of the station.” That was how Mick worked. Duds and himself and two other pairs of 

detectives worked in the field leaving his DI and Molly in the station running the 

Operations Room. 

     Duds gave Mick a sideways look, “Sheez, that’s heavy. I think she’s parked there 

because there wasn’t another space and she knows she’s got a half decent boss who is 

happy to help by saving her a few quid on street parking.” 

Mick’s face had a sour expression, “you reckon?” 

     “Of course,” Duds said as he manoeuvred his weighty frame into a position to exit 

the car, “she never parks there when there are other spaces available, you’re getting 

paranoid.” The pair made a dash for the station doors winning a small victory against 

the rain. As they were shaking off in the reception area Mick said, “and what do you 

mean half decent? Why not a ‘decent’ boss?” 

      “Because the other half of you wanted to kick her out of that parking space,” said 

Duds. 

     Two minutes later they had entered the CID Ops Room on the first floor. It was a 

classroom type facility, large whiteboards attached to the walls with desks and chairs 

strewn all around the place. There were sockets and USB ports on the wall and built 

into the floor which enabled the room to be configured a hundred ways. In the corner 

was a sink, fridge and the paraphernalia required to make a brew and grab a break. 

Molly was leaning with the small of her back against the sink surveying the scene in 

the room, both hands wrapped around a large blue and white banded Cornish mug, 

the steam still rising from it. 

     Molly was the stereotypical butch lesbian. Taller than Mick, dark hair cropped 

tight to her head and the makings of a moustache that she was desperate to develop. 



Her starched white shirt with red power braces were used to hide her breasts, she was 

probably the only copper on the force that was trying to look like she had man boobs. 

She wasn’t wearing a tie, the top button of her shirt was open, the whiteness of it 

contrasting with a pair of black suit trousers and a gleaming pair of men’s black dress 

shoes. She smiled when she saw Mick and Duds enter and removed one hand from 

her mug to give a wave by way of a greeting. Her smile was meant to be friendly but 

with her shadowed dark eyes and broken nose it looked sinister. 

     Mick headed straight for her ready to confront her about the parked car. Duds 

mooched towards his desk and his breath freshening mints, he’d had a Tandoori 

Mixed Grill with a Vindaloo Sauce the night before and his mouth felt rancid. The 

smell near Molly was pleasant, Mick thought for a moment that she might be wearing 

perfume which would be a first. Then he remembered the electric powered air 

freshener that had obviously just despatched a waft of its magic. 

     “Sorry about nicking your space Guv,” said Molly immediately, “I thought you 

could park up my arse and I’ll wait until you’ve gone or get Duds to shift your car if I 

need to head out for anything. I’ll move it now if you like but I just thought that 

there’s not many of us lucky enough to have a gaffer like you that doesn’t sweat the 

petty things.” 

    Mick felt his cheeks redden, Duds was right, he was becoming paranoid. “No 

worries Molly, I knew it would save you a few quid on street parking,” he was 

surprised how easily the lie came to him. 

     “Wanna cuppa?” she asked. 

     “Yeah but don’t worry, I’ll make my own. I need to ask you something.” 

Molly was in the process of taking a sip of her tea but nodded her head as if to say 

‘fire away.’ 

     “Do you know what’s up with Duds?” 

     “Yeah,” said Molly whispering slightly to make sure Duds couldn’t eavesdrop. 

There was little chance of that, the kettle was making a racket and Mick could hardly 

hear her. 



     “The thing is,” Molly continued, “I’m sworn to secrecy. He made me promise that 

I wouldn’t tell anyone.”  

     “Okay,” said Mick with a shrug. 

     “But in particular I can’t tell you. He was adamant, I can’t betray his trust Guv.” 

     “Got it.”  

     “So,” said Molly leaning in towards Mick, “you need to promise me that you’ll 

not tell Duds that I’ve told you.” 

That took a little while for Mick to process but he got there eventually, “OK,” he said, 

rolling his eyes.. 

     “Nah Guv, you have to do better than that. I want your word that you’ll say 

nothing about this conversation to Duds.” 

      “Molly how many times do we have to go through this shit? You have my word, it 

will be our little secret.” 

      “Duds has got himself a new lady friend and is starting to get loved up.” Molly 

seemed to enjoy being the bearer of the news. 

     “And?” Mick asked bemused. 

     “And he doesn’t want you to know because he thinks you’ll think badly of him 

jumping straight into a relationship so soon after the shit you two have just been 

through.” 

Mick gave a heavy sigh, added the water to his instant coffee, flicked the sweetener 

dispenser and let out a groan as he got two tablets instead of one. As he was finishing 

up, adding the milk, Molly added; 

     “She’s a twin, identical apparently.” 

     Mick took his coffee over to Duds’s desk and sat on the edge. Duds was reading a 

traffic accident report. It had nothing to do with CID but Mick could see that it had 

been sent over by Harry Benson, a uniform Sergeant that was a pal of Duds. It looked 

like a fake to Mick, a wind up. 

     “So, got a new girlfriend have we?” Mick said, his secret vow disappearing from 

whence it came. 



      Duds looked across to Molly who turned her back to him and started to wash her 

cup. He wasn’t pissed at Molly, he knew she’d tell Mick just as Molly knew that 

Mick would confront Duds. It was the way they played their game, Mick had no idea 

why. 

     “We haven’t got a new girlfriend,” Duds said, putting the traffic report in his draw, 

“I’ve got a new girlfriend. This one’s not for sharing.” 

     “OK,” said Mick smiling, “I must have missed that in our past because I can’t 

remember ever having shared one of your girlfriends.” 

     “Well,” said Duds defensively, “I’m just putting my umbrella up before it starts to 

rain. You’re going to be frothing at the mouth when you see her, she’s not only lush, 

she’s a real, nice, genuine girl.” 

Mick gave Duds a genuine smile to let him know he was pleased for him. “Molly 

says she’s an identical twin?” 

     “Yeah, that’s a first for me too.” 

     “How do you tell them apart?” Mick asked but Duds just looked at him with a 

look of absolute contempt. “Seriously, I’m not taking the piss, it’s an honest question 

how do you tell them apart?” 

Duds exhaled at length, “well,” he began softly, “Chloe, that’s my girlfriend’s name, 

she always wears a kind of unique nail varnish, a deep, shiny purple colour, you 

know the sort, glossy stuff that glows.” 

Mick looked puzzled, that seemed wafer thin to him. He wanted to ask how he would 

know Chloe once the nail varnish remover had worked its magic but thought better of 

it. Instead he asked, “And the twin?” 

Duds looked straight into Mick’s eyes, an amused expression spreading over his face. 

     “That’s the easy way to tell them apart. He’s called Derek – he’s got a beard and a 

cock!”  



Chapter Two 

     Rupert Hawkesbury ran his fingers around the cherrywood border of the top of his 

red leather bound desk. It was magnificent, even better than Daddy’s over at 

Hawkesbury Investments. Daddy was still going strong, he’d sailed past seventy and 

looked set to go on forever. Rupert didn’t mind, he used Daddy’s firm for all of his 

dodgy investments and offshore trusts and when Daddy eventually headed off to the 

big trading room in the sky Rupert was set to inherit everything.   

    He loved his new office. It was huge. Two large leather sofas faced each other over 

an oval coffee table on which rested a silver tray with his morning coffee. Rupert got 

through his day with caffeine and took his coffee, strong, black and laced with three 

sweeteners. The plastic sweetener container looked out of place in the palatial 

surroundings. There was a large gold edged rectangular mirror above the far sofa 

situated at a height that enabled Rupert to see his reflection whilst standing behind his 

desk. It helped that he was a little taller than 6 feet and although a tad portly he was 

comfortable with his body shape. He was shamelessly vain, he could never pass on an 

opportunity to check himself out in the mirror. 

    

     He was now just the wrong side of fifty but he was still a handsome man. He had 

well groomed silver hair with a fringe which helped to hide his high forehead. He had 

eggshell blue eyes, a well proportioned Roman nose and a chiselled chin. His mouth 

was wide with thin lips and perfect teeth that had cost more than the nation’s average 

annual salary. He was ageing well which was amazing given his love for wine, 

women and song although his preferences these days leaned towards single malt, 

younger women, the occasional trans and liberal doses of a mood enhancing white 

powder. Not a particularly good combination for one of the highest office holders in 

the United Kingdom. 



     He rubbed his thumb on the edge of the desk smudging the immaculately polished 

surface. He did it again and again and a fourth time for good measure. He pressed a 

button on his desk and his Private Secretary entered the office. He showed his lackey 

(Rupert’s designation) the smudges on his desk and demanded that he complain to the 

cleaning contractor. The PS assured him he would and in no uncertain terms. Rupert 

was hoping the cleaner and perhaps even the cleaner’s supervisor were censured or 

better still sacked over the complaint. Rupert was that kind of guy. 

     This was his second day in his new job. He had done very little yesterday except 

meet countless minions whose names he had already forgotten. His Private Secretary 

was called Geoffrey but he had no idea if it was spelt with a G or a J. He didn’t care. 

His phone rang and he picked it up, “The Prime Minister is on line one for you 

Minister,” Geoffrey with a G told him. ‘Minister,’ he’d been addressed that way 

before but only in a junior office. He was now in the big league, it was his second day 

as the new Home Secretary. 

     The Prime Minister talked for five minutes about tasks that should be put to the 

top of his ‘fix it’ list. He let it all go over his head, he was recording the call and 

would get his PS to explain the outline of everything to him. Not detail, Rupert didn’t 

do detail. 

     “Have you looked at the GRU involvement regarding Novichok?’ she asked. 

Rupert had heard of Novichok, natives in remote Amazon tribes had heard about 

Novichok, the media was reporting nothing else. He hadn’t heard of the GRU, was it 

a rail company? A union perhaps? 

    “I’m on it Prime Minister,” he lied. 

    “Okay,” she said, “I’ll have Kevin bring you right up to speed on it. GRU 

involvement is serious Rupert, the Russians are pushing the boundaries.” she said 

before ending the call. 

     It seemed the GRU wasn’t a rail company and ‘Kevin?’ Rupert thought, ‘who the 

blazes is Kevin?’ 

  



******* 

     Early forties with ginger hair, a scraggly beard and a Michelin man build, Kevin 

was a security operative that headed a department that worked predominantly out of 

GCHQ in Cheltenham. He had resources based mainly in the UK but a few deployed 

around the rest of the world. He was a fixer, a collator of intelligence and a director 

of resources. He was the security chief who had caused the last Home Secretary to 

resign. Kevin was one of the most important members of Her Majesty’s Security 

Services but the people sat in the lounge bar of the Pheasant in Chippenham weren’t 

giving the guy sat at a window table with two pints in front of him a second glance. 

Kevin had no aspirations to take on the top job, which was the next step up the 

ladder, heading up all the various security agencies.. That would require a Linkedin 

profile, transparency, dealing with the press (whom Kevin loathed) and revealing his 

surname to the world. He was Mister Nondescript, happy to lead just the one agency, 

the most exciting agency.  The remnants of a polished off scampi and chips were 

awaiting collection by the waitress. James Bond didn’t eat scampi and chips, 007 

didn’t know what he was missing. 

     Kevin smiled to himself. Only a few people in his agency knew his surname and 

that was the way he wanted to keep it. The Prime Minister didn’t know his surname, 

he would tell her if she asked but he had no intention of volunteering it and she 

seemed to sense this. He was very much the PM’s ‘go to guy’ on security matters. He 

had built up an excellent working relationship with her during her time as Home 

Secretary. She was the third Prime Minister the country had ushered in since the 

Brexit referendum in June 2016. Number one had quit the day after the leave vote 

and number two had been ousted after her Brexit plan was defeated in the commons. 

     He had carried out brief due diligence on the new Home Secretary solely for his 

own use and knew that he was going to be dealing with an idiot. It went with the job, 

there were very few decent politicians and eventually one of them would bring him 



down. He had cursed when the Prime Minister had taken on the top job because she 

had nowhere to go after Number 10 and Kevin would have lost his main political ally. 

He pushed the thought from his mind and checked his watch. ‘The fat prick is late 

again’ 

     On cue, in he walked, greeting a couple of regulars at the bar with a pat on the 

back before plonking himself down in front of the pint that Kevin had ordered for 

him. He reached out his hand which Kevin shook warmly. The pub was sparsely 

populated but warm and homely, there was a smell of heated ping food delivered 

from the back of a delivery van. 

     “How’s it going Ed?” Duds asked. Duds had taken to calling Kevin Ed. Kevin did 

bear a passing resemblance to Ed Sheeran, ginger hair, fluffy beard et al. Duds also 

knew that it wound Kevin up and Duds enjoyed small victories. 

     “I’m good Fatty how are you?” Kevin replied with a smirk. ‘Touché’ thought 

Duds as he took a long pull on the pint. He didn’t recognise the taste which was 

unusual for Duds and could only mean it was a trendy brand. 

     Kevin had been the main man during the hunt for Duds’s ex lover who had gone 

rogue in September last year. He had commanded the operation that had cornered and 

killed her before she could shoot down a commercial airliner at Bristol Airport. 

Before they got her she had caused chaos, murdering England’s most famous football 

personality and destroying a football team’s bus, killing all on board and numerous 

innocent bystanders. Mick Crowe’s team had been the unit that Kevin had used to 

find her and Mick and Duds had been with Kevin every step of the way. Kevin had 

stayed in touch with Mick and Duds, this was not the first time he had met Duds for 

drinks. Kevin was spending a lot of time in Wiltshire, Novichok was his top priority 

these days and when he needed a break he knew Duds was always up for a beer and a 

chat. 

     “I’m surprised you wanted to come here Ed, I thought you would have preferred 

to go to the Castle on the Hill.”  



     “Nah, this is Perfect,”  replied Kevin quickly, he waited briefly for Duds to come 

back with another Ed Sheeran song by way of retort but he could see that the copper 

was struggling. Not the brightest our Duds, Kevin thought and decided to help him 

along, “Don’t worry Duds, I’m just Thinking Out Loud.” 

     “Ah fuck it,” said Duds picking up his pint. “I only know Perfect and Castle on 

the Hill. Never been an Ed Sheeran fan, I think it’s you that’s turned me off him. 

      “So how’s life in the fast lane with the Wiltshire Plod?” asked Kevin jovially but 

with a trace of irony. 

      “Champagne and truffles all the way,” quipped Duds. 

      “You heard somebody else say that didn’t you? You couldn’t have thought of that 

statement all by yourself.” 

      Duds scowled briefly and then decided to tell Kevin about his day. Well, not his 

day exactly, he was going to nick the information in the Traffic Accident Report that 

his mate Harry Benson had sent him and put himself in the starring role. He took 

another long slurp of his beer before starting to speak, assuming his witness stand 

mode. 

     “It just so happens I’ve had an interesting day. I got called out to a traffic accident 

on the A350. A man and a woman were involved but I quickly ascertained that the 

man was at fault. Anyway, I’m interviewing him and he’s on the defensive. It wasn’t 

all my fault, he said, the woman involved in the collision was on her mobile phone 

and eating a croissant.” 

     Kevin smiled serenely, humouring Duds but answered him before he could 

continue. “And you said to him, “Well that’s really not important Sir, she can do 

whatever she wants when she’s walking on a zebra crossing!” 

     “Bastard,” said Duds sharply, “Harry Benson set me up again. It wasn’t exactly 

that but close enough. That wasn’t really in a traffic accident report was it?” 

      Kevin shook his head with a grin on his face, “It’s an old tale Duds, variations of 

it have been doing the rounds for ages. You must have  heard something similar?” 



      “Probably,” said Duds sighing, “just the old dementia kicking in. I read 

somewhere that the biggest brains get hit first.” 

Kevin finished taking a drink and put his pint down, “that’s good news Duds, you 

should be safe until you’re a hundred and twenty seven years old!” That cheered 

Duds up, knowing he was likely to be safe from dementia but he couldn’t help 

thinking that Kevin might have been jerking his chain.  



Chapter Three 

     Anthony Charlton was the Member of Parliament for Trowbridge and Melksham. 

He lived in his constituency on a plush modern housing estate called Selway in a five 

bedroomed detached property with a double garage. The estate had germinated from 

nowhere, one national builder won a green belt contract to build 120 houses, 

followed by another one who built 70 and so it started. There were over two thousand 

people living on the estate now and it had its own little community and infrastructure. 

The nearest town was Trowbridge, four miles to the North. He wouldn’t have been 

able to buy a bedsit in Westminster if he sold his house in Selway, something that he 

was well aware of. And then he had inherited millions, millions that would change his 

life and cause his death. 

     It was 9.45 am on Tuesday, the morning after Duds had been out with Kevin. It 

was raining again, it seemed to be raining all the time, Duds was looking forward to 

some snow arriving just to break up the greyness. Duds and Mick were stood in a 

small copse, no more than a couple of acres in size that was surrounded by houses 

and a small shopping centre with a doctors surgery, a chemist, a chain pub, a Tesco 

Express, a children’s nursery, a small junior school and a Chinese takeaway. There 

was a busy A road that led from Trowbridge to Warminster to the North and quieter 

estate roads on the other three sides of the copse.  

     The trees in the copse were barren and a miserable darkish grey. They were tall 

but perversely looked as if they had little age about them. Duds had no idea what 

kind they were but they were providing very little shelter from the pouring rain. 

There was a smell of smoke in the air but there was none to be seen. The clay track 

they were standing on hadn’t yet yielded to the rain and was holding its firmness 

although there were two puddles about twelve feet apart in the middle of it. The 

puddles were a gooey, deep dark red, almost black. Blood. 



     Mick and Duds had their white protective nylon suits and blue gloves on and were 

looking down at two bodies. Both had been stabbed in the throat, not neat 

professional cuts, nor the throat slash of a pro. The MP had been stabbed off centre in 

a direct line down from his left eye, as much in the neck as in the throat. There was a 

four inch knife handle pointing downwards from the throat of the other body. This 

guy was dressed in a waterproof jacket and blue jeans. The MP was dressed in a 

running jacket, slimline tracksuit bottoms and trainers. Both detectives could tell by 

the handle that it wasn’t a steak or bread knife, it was a combat knife that could be 

bought online by nutters and fantasists. The blade wasn’t long enough to have 

penetrated through the top of the victim’s skull but judging from the size of the 

handle Duds reckoned it had to have been a close call. The knife hadn’t been a 

fantasy tool, it had served its purpose. Anthony Charlton, the MP who lived in his 

constituency had died in his constituency. He’d been unofficially identified by a local 

doctor who had been called to the scene. Charlton was well known around these 

parts. Indeed, Charlton was well known throughout the UK but not to Mick or Duds. 

Neither of them were fanatical followers of the political scene. Mick kept abreast of it 

but wasn’t addicted. 

     The two detectives didn’t know who the other guy was, the doctor assured them he 

wasn’t one of his patients or that of any other doctor in his surgery.  Mick had hurried 

the Doc on his way, away from the crime scene which was already highly 

contaminated.  Mr Unidentified lay on his back, his head at a ridiculously straight 

angle, perfectly upright.  Duds thought that he looked sad but stopped himself before 

he said it out loud – ‘sad? – he was dead for fucks sake.’ But that didn’t stop Duds’s 

train of thought, there was definitely something wrong with the guy besides having a 

knife stuck in his head. 

       “What’s your thoughts?” Mick asked Duds. 

        “The obvious I suppose,” said Duds leaning down to look at the body that 

wasn’t the MP, “I think the MP was probably the target and he was stabbed in the 

neck area whilst out jogging and somehow this poor bugger came upon the scene and 

got a knife stuck in his throat for his troubles. I think it’s weird that the killer left the 



knife at the scene.” There was silence for a few seconds, Mick knew that Duds hadn’t 

finished and was still playing out what might have happened in his head. “Unless of 

course the killer freaked when he’d been disturbed and did a runner straight away or 

perhaps there was someone else coming along the track and he had to get out of here 

pronto. It seems to be a popular spot for dog walkers. We need to speak to the old 

couple who found the bodies.” 

      Mick took a deep breath and wiped the back of his hand against his mouth. He 

wasn’t feeling sick but his throat was dry, he needed a drink of water. “Anything 

else?” 

     “There’s something not right with the other guy, he looks…don’t laugh Mick, I 

know he’s dead, but he looks sad.” 

     Mick looked directly at Duds with a concerned expression on his face, “Duds, 

promise me this. Don’t ever say things like that out loud to anyone else okay, just to 

me. I know you’re a detective and you can sense these things but he probably looks 

sad because of the knife stuck in his throat.” 

Duds raised his hands passively and went on the defensive, “take the piss all you like 

Mick but I’m telling you, that bloke was not in a good place mentally when he died. 

Look at that face, he looks...I dunno, he looks thoroughly pissed off.” 

     “Of course he looks pissed off, he’s just had a six inch blade rammed through his 

head. That kind of shit is likely to piss you off. What do you want? A cheery smile 

that says hey, could have been worse, I could have been decapitated!” It came out 

louder than Mick had intended and a couple of crime scene techs and the uniform 

guarding the closet edge of the cordon turned their heads towards the detectives. 

     Duds nodded his head in agreement, “yep, but that expression on his face is not 

normal, it looks like he was in some weird place mentally. There’s much more here 

that we aren’t getting, we’re looking, you’re looking, for the easy way out. Seriously 

Mick, I can feel it, something just isn’t right about this whole gig. It’s not what it 

seems. I said I thought it was obvious but I’ve changed my mind. A curry says that 

guy with a knife in his throat had the weight of the world on his shoulders. 



Something is not right here, we’re in for a big surprise. We’ve got this wrong, it 

played out differently than we think. We’re in for a very big surprise,” he reiterated. 

     

      Mick pursed his lips and looked down at the corpse. Did he look sad? He shook 

his head to get the weird thought out of his head, that was crazy, a classic Planet Duds 

line. He was seeing what Duds wanted him to see. The guy had been in the wrong 

place at the wrong time and had copped a knife in the throat because of it.  “You’re 

on,” said Mick, “A curry says we’re not missing anything obvious. It’s a double 

murder, the MP was the target, the other guy is collateral damage.” 

      “Nope, it’s a big surprise,” countered Duds and he burst into song: 

     “If you go down to the woods today, 

     you’re sure of a big surprise.” 

     Mick shook his head but he was laughing. “Look around Duds, there’s no Teddy 

Bears,” he said, “and this is no fucking picnic.” 

    ******* 

   

     All eight detectives in Mick’s team were sat around a table in the Moonlight 

Indian Restaurant in Corsham at eight o'clock that evening. The eatery had recently 

opened but the owners had a restaurant in Melksham that the team all enjoyed so it 

was a popular decision by Mick to give the new place a whirl. It had been a busy day 

for all of them. The unit worked as four pairs. Mick and Duds had spent a fun day 

with the pathologist watching as the lady butcher cheerfully went about her duties. 

Neither had been physically ill but it hadn’t been a bundle of laughs. They’d had 

better days but it wasn’t enough to put them off their food, they were both starving. 

    The second pairing was headed up by Mick’s second in command, Detective 

Inspector Davey Lowther who worked the Operations Room, collating all the 

information that came in and responding to requests from the detectives on the 

ground. Lowther was a red headed, pocked faced, spindly Glaswegian that spoke 

with an accent so heavy that Duds couldn’t understand a word he said. He was the 



newest addition to Mick’s team having been with them for just over a year.  His 

assistant was Molly Souter although Molly was far more than his number two, they 

had a very good rapport. The pair had been in the Ops Room all day and hadn’t 

visited the crime scene. 

     The other four detectives had been working various angles throughout the day. 

They’d been to the crime scene and viewed the bodies in situ before they were 

removed by the coroner’s office. DS Adie Wilson and DC Phil Spooner had been 

tasked by Mick to find out who the second corpse was. Adie Wilson was a thick set 

muscular black man with a large bulbous head that was shaved and shined like a big 

black bowling ball. Phil Spooner was a short and stocky Welshman with bow legs, 

green snake like eyes and a misshapen, once broken nose. A looker he was not, a 

sharp brain he was. 

     They had drawn a blank in finding out the dead man’s identity and weren’t 

looking forward to explaining why to their DCI who looked to be in a bit of a foul 

mood. They’d gone over their story on the drive to the Restaurant trying to ensure 

that they had covered all the bases to show their lack of success was not down to a 

lack of effort.. They had their excuses ready but they knew that if the DCI thought 

they had failed by not being thorough they were going to be on the wrong end of 

some pretty heavy verbal abuse. 

     The final pairing were both female and Asian, Detective Sergeant Urwa Mitrah 

was of Pakistani descent whilst DC Jules Chopra came from an Indian family. Urwa 

was short and squat and should have been fighting a never ending battle against her 

weight but she wasn’t – she couldn’t give a flying fig about her size. She’d always 

been heavy. She was the same weight when she met her Irish husband and they had a 

very happy marriage and two kids to show for it. Her black hair was meant to be 

shaped into a bob cut but was always an unruly mess. She had deep set dark brown 

eyes that were accentuated by black panda like rings around them.  A small sharp 

nose dominated the centre of her face but her features counted for nought because 



everything changed when she smiled. She had the most wonderful smile which gave 

her face an unquestionable look of happiness and friendliness. 

      Urwa’s partner,  Jules Chopra, was the youngest of the team. She would celebrate 

her 30th birthday the following month. A third generation British Indian she had long 

straight jet black hair with the most beautiful brown eyes to match. Her nose was 

perfectly proportioned and her teeth were pearly white which ensured her smile was 

seldom forgotten. She was tall and slender with a Body Mass Index reading on her 

annual medical that the others could only dream of. In short, she was drop dead 

gorgeous but she was every bit as hard as the others. She took no shit from anyone. 

     The ladies had the unenviable job of informing and interviewing the next of kin of 

the MP, Anthony Charlton. It had been a torrid day for them, Charlton was married 

with a ten year old and eight year old daughters. His wife had taken it badly, very, 

very badly to the extent that she had to be sedated by the Police Doctor that Jules had 

called in.  

    The team had their drinks in front of them, everyone except for Urwa, who was a 

teetotaller, had alcohol of some description, it had been that kind of day. The waiter 

came over to take their food order but Mick dismissed him telling him that they 

needed time and not to return until he called him over. The waiter seemed offended, 

neither Mick nor Duds knew him but he reported to a guy behind the bar who both of 

them recognised as the son of the owner of the Melksham restaurant. It looked like 

the new venture was to be his responsibility. Sajid was his name and he gave the table 

a thumbs up and a wide smile. He knew Mick and his team and knew they often had 

working dinners. He wanted them in his restaurant not his Father’s in Melksham. 

     There were another two tables occupied in the restaurant, a table of two and a 

table of four. A slow midweek night receiving no help from the miserable weather. 

The detectives were far enough away from the other diners not to be overheard and 

the traditional Indian music in the background also helped to drown their voices. The 



place had that unmistakable brilliant aroma of fine Indian cuisine. Duds wished that 

Mick would let them eat whilst they talked but knew that wasn’t his way. They were 

waiting for Adie who was in the little boys room. He got a brief sarcastic round of 

applause from Duds, Molly, Jules and Urwa when he took his seat. Phil noticed that 

the DCI didn’t join the clapping, that didn’t bode well, it looked like Mick was in no 

mood for humour. 

     “Alright, settle down,” Mick said but without being overly authoritative.  “Let’s 

have a quick prayer meeting and see what we’ve all achieved today. Duds?” 

     “Right Guv,” Duds started, he always referred to Mick as Guv when the others 

were around even though everyone knew they were best mates. It was a respect thing 

and the whole team played the game. DI Davey Lowther, the 2IC, was referred to as 

Skip, again in respect of his rank. Everyone else was on first name terms. 

      Duds opted for his witness stand speech mode. “We were called out to the murder 

scene and got there at just after nine thirty, the bodies, one of which was Anthony 

Charlton the MP for Trowbridge and Melksham had been found at zero eight thirty 

five by a local dog walking couple. The couple were joined by other dog walkers and 

together they did a great job of contaminating the crime scene. There was piss and 

shit everywhere and I think the dogs might have relieved themselves also.” He 

paused to receive his laugh but got nothing but a groan for his effort.   

     “There was also a local doctor there who had been summoned by one of the dog 

walkers and who for some reason had been left inside the cordon that was put up by 

the first Trowbridge uniforms to respond.” 

     “Why?” asked Jules, puzzled. 

     “The crime scene guys arrived at the same time as us. The Trowbridge uniforms 

had arrived first and thought the Doc had been officially summoned to pronounce 

death and left him wandering around inside the cordon.” said Mick with his mouth 

turned downwards and his eyes narrowed, “you can imagine the techs reaction to 

that.” 



     “Anyway,” said Duds, hastily putting his pint down, he’d snatched a quick gulp 

when Mick was talking. “The MP was identified by the local quack but he had no 

idea who the other body was.”  

     “Adie and Phil have been working on finding out who the other guy was but have 

so far drawn a blank, we’ll hear from them next after Duds.” Mick interjected, a tone 

of disappointment in his voice. Adie and Phil shared a glance that said “Shit!” 

     Duds carried on, noting that Adie and Phil didn’t look too happy, “there was 

something wrong with the crime scene. It just didn’t sit right with this fantastic 

detective brain of mine,” there were smiles and scoffing noises and Mick gave Duds a 

sour look but Duds was determined to have his fun. 

     “Those that don’t possess the inner eye that I have could easily have come to the 

conclusion that the other body had accidentally interrupted the murderer and been 

killed because of it. I told our DCI here,” he gestured towards Mick, “that I thought 

there was something else at work, dark forces at play but he mocked me and bet a 

curry at this fine establishment that I was wrong.” Duds picked up his pint which was 

half full and finished it in one visit. He held it aloft and signalled to the waiter. 

“Another pint of Tiger please.” He looked around the table, “I think I’ll have a few 

sherbets tonight because the Guv’s driving and paying because he lost the bet,” he 

smirked. 

     “Duds will ye nae jist git on wee it mon,” Di Davey Lowther interjected 

impatiently in his strong Glaswegian accent. As usual Duds, didn’t understand a word 

the DI had said and he looked towards Molly for a translation. 

     “Cut to the chase and stop gibbering,” said Molly sharply, “what happened with 

the pathologist?” 

Duds feigned hurt, “Okay, it seems highly probable, with a tiny margin of error, that 

the unidentified guy is our killer. He killed Anthony Charlton and then turned the 

knife on himself. He placed the blade under his throat using his left hand and 

smashed it up through his head with a sharp blow to the base with the heel of his right 

hand. An action that is guaranteed to put a bit of a dampener on your day.” 

     “Why is there a margin of error?” asked Adie Wilson, bemused. 



     “Because it’s a theory,” Mick said sighing, “there are no witnesses, no CCTV 

nothing tangible except the fact that the only prints on the knife are those of the 

unknown body.” 

     “And a partial of a palm print just below the right thumb on the base of the knife 

which also belongs to Mr Knife Stuck in Head.” Duds added, “The pathologist is 

almost certain, ninety five per cent were her exact words, that given the angle of 

penetration our unknown drove the knife upwards through the top of his throat and 

into his head.” 

     There was silence around the table for a full ten seconds whilst that information 

was digested. The silence was broken by the DI, Davey Lowther.” 

     “Why wud enneebuddy wanna dae tha?” he asked incredulously, his strong 

Glaswegian accent pitched higher than normal. Molly looked at Duds, she could see 

he hadn’t understood the question, that wasn’t a problem, she wanted to reinforce the 

question herself. 

     “Why Duds? Why would he kill himself. There were no witnesses, he could have 

done a runner and we’d not have a clue who did it.” 

     “We don’t know the answer to that.” Duds said softly. 

     “Although Duds thinks it’s because he was sad.” Mick chipped in grinning. 

There was a collective ‘what?’ portrayed verbally, facially and by hand gestures from 

the other six detectives. 

     “I didn’t say that,” said Duds defensively before adding sheepishly, “Okay, I did 

say to Mick at the scene the guy looked sad, anybody else notice that he looked kinda 

weird?” 

     There was a brief lull as the others who had attended the crime scene thought it 

through, Phil Spooner was about to question Duds’s sanity but Jules spoke up first. 

     “You know Duds, now that you mention it, he did look really hacked off. Almost 

as if he was saying, ‘you know what? I could do without this knife being stuck in my 

throat.” 

That caused laughter around the table but Duds raised a hand to silence them. 



     “Why would he be hacked off because he had a knife in his throat? He put it there. 

If as you say, he looked hacked off surely it would have been about something else?” 

     Jules looked at Duds and slowly shook her head, “Sweetheart,” she said 

patronisingly, “I was kidding. He didn’t look sad, he looked well and truly fucking 

dead when I saw him. One thing I did notice was that he was older than the MP, 

smaller and not in as good physical condition. He did well to overpower him.”  

     “I’m not sure his wife and kids will think he did well to overpower him,” Phil 

Spooner said which earned him a sour look from Jules. 

      

     A hush descended around the table once again broken by the DI, Davey Lowther. 

“He caught the MP unaware. Surprise, that’s hoo he did it. The MP wasna expecting 

it.” 

Even Duds understood that and he nodded his head in agreement. Molly spoke next, 

stating the obvious and the necessary. “So now all we have to do is find out who he 

was, why he killed the MP and why he topped himself.” 

     “Which leads us into our star act,” said Mick mockingly, “ladies and gentlemen, 

let me introduce you to Wilson and Spooner. Two superb detectives who had the 

simplest of tasks, to find out who our mystery guy is.” Phil’s face started to redden, 

Adie blushed too but his black skin camouflaged it although he could feel his face 

becoming warmer. Embarrassment wasn’t his prime emotion though, he was angry at 

the way the DCI had mocked him and his partner. A ‘fuck you’ switch activated in his 

brain and before he could stop himself he said, “says the guy who has spent all day 

sitting on his arse at an autopsy and having all the answers handed to him on a plate. 

You think it’s that easy Guv, you and Duds give it a go tomorrow. If you find out who 

the killer was then you can take the piss all you like. But I’m telling you, Phil and I 

have worked our arses off all day.” 

     An awkward silence followed. Mick sucked in his cheeks, aware that this wasn’t 

the place to lose his cool and give it to Adie both barrels. He took a few seconds to 



compose his response which would be pointed and damning but before he could 

speak Adie chirped up again.  

    “I’m sorry Guv, that was bang out of order. It’s just been a shit day all round. 

You’re right, we’ve drawn a blank but honestly Guv, it hasn’t been through a lack of 

effort.” 

     Mick was grateful for the apology, it defused a tense situation but he still wanted 

answers and he wasn’t going to let them off lightly. 

     “Apology accepted but I want to know what you two have been doing because as 

you say – you’ve failed – and I’m telling you Adie,” he emphasised the ‘I’m telling 

you’ the phrase that Adie had dared to use,  “I’m not impressed. It wasn’t a difficult 

task given all the resources you had available to you. What the fuck have the pair of 

you been doing all day?” The last sentence came out as an angry snap. 

     Phil jumped in, he was worried that Adie would have another pop given the tone 

of Mick’s voice and that was the last thing the two of them needed. 

    “We’ve done everything we can Guv. We’ve sent his fingerprints and DNA off. 

He’s not on any local database, we’ve had the national fingerprint result back and 

that’s a blank too but the national DNA is going to take a couple of days.” 

Adie cut in, “we’ve shown his picture everywhere locally, he’s not from the 

Trowbridge area.” 

     “It’s not the greatest of photos to be fair,’ Molly sighed. It had been her who had 

been sent the picture of the corpse with a combat knife rammed up its throat. She had 

cropped and photoshopped the best that she could so that the picture was fit for 

public consumption but as she said, it wasn’t a great success. 

     “It was good enough,” said Phil in his sing song Welsh accent, “let’s face it, if he 

was local we would have got an ID. He’s not from around that estate.” 

     Duds held his glass above his head to get the waiter’s attention and there was a 

general consensus of ‘me too” around the table. The team were quiet whilst the waiter 



collected the order and the empty glasses and went off to do his job. Once he was 

clear, Mick said, “if he’s not local how did he get to the copse?” 

Adie shrugged his shoulders in resignation, “we don’t know. We’ve checked all the 

cars on the estate and in the little shopping centre car park. They all belonged to 

locals with the exception of seven of them. All seven of those have checked out clean 

and their owners traced.” 

     “He couldn’t have walked, the estate’s in the middle of nowhere,” was Duds’s 

observation to which there were murmurs of assent from the majority although Urwa 

said with a note of caution, “it’s only four miles from Trowbridge, it’s doable.” 

     “Doable but highly unlikely,” Mick said and Urwa nodded her head in agreement. 

Adie shook his head dismissively, “He didn’t walk in from Trowbridge. There is 

school teacher, a doctor’s receptionist and a shop assistant in the Tesco Express who 

all drove that route this morning. Nobody was walking the road and it’s not a road 

suitable for walkers. He would have been noticed.” 

      

     “He might have come on the bus,” said Jules brightly and then instantly regretted 

saying it as a couple of barked laughs sounded around the table. Her embarrassment 

dissipated as two waiters arrived, each carrying four drinks. Everyone had switched 

to water or soft drinks with the exception of Jules and Duds who were not driving. 

Duds had his third pint of beer and Jules had a white wine that looked exceptionally 

large. 

     As soon as the waiters had moved back to the bar area Adie picked up the thread. 

“He didn’t come on the bus, we checked the CCTV that covers the stop by the 

shopping centre and also showed his photo to the two drivers on that route whose bus 

he would have had to have been on. We caught up with both of them at their homes 

earlier this evening, they didn’t pick him up.” Jules nodded her thanks, not only for 

the info but for the fact that Adie and Phil had also considered the bus as his means of 

transport. 

     “And it goes without saying...” started Phil 



     “Well don’t fucking say it then,” Duds interrupted and then sheepishly added, 

“sorry, just my mild Tourettes kicking in.” That lightened the mood a little and Phil 

continued with a smile on his face, “it goes without saying our man doesn’t appear on 

any of the CCTV. Nothing there for us at all.” 

     Mick slowly nodded his head as he gave that some thought, “that maybe the case 

at the moment but I want all of that CCTV downloaded. I don’t want any time 

sensitive data lost’ 

     “Already done,” Adie said and Molly nodded her head in agreement, the data had 

been sent to her and she had it saved. 

     Mick pursed his lips and thought for a moment, “Okay,” he said, nodding at Adie 

and Phil, “I accept you’ve done pretty much all that could be done. Keep thinking of 

new angles and avenues that you can explore tomorrow.” He looked over to the bar 

area and caught Sajid's eye, waving him over. “Let’s order and whilst we’re waiting 

for it to be cooked we can hear how Jules and Urwa got on with the MP’s wife.” 

******* 

       Mick and Duds were driving back to Chippenham from the restaurant in 

Corsham. It was a ten minute drive to Duds’s house at the worst, although the 

temporary traffic lights were getting on Mick’s nerves. Duds leaned his head back 

against the headrest and Mick started to talk in order to stop Duds from falling asleep. 

Five pints of Tiger and a chicken vindaloo had been demolished by the big man in the 

restaurant, sleep would come easy. 

     “What did you make of what Jules and Urwa were saying?” 

Duds opened his eyes to reply but kept his head back. “You know me Mick, politics 

isn’t my thing. I had no idea that Charlton had so many prospective enemies because 

of his stance on Brexit.” 



     Anthony Charlton was a hard line Brexiteer. He had campaigned tirelessly for the 

Leave campaign and was a go to guy for any political show that wanted a right 

winger to put forward the virtues of leaving the European Union.  Despite being a 

backbencher he was one of the most oft seen faces on the news channels extolling the 

virtues of sovereignty, restricting freedom of movement and unfettered access to the 

‘global market.’ He repeated the strap line relentlessly, ‘taking back control of 

borders, laws and money.’ Duds, of course, wouldn’t have recognised him if he had 

bumped into him on the street. Anthony Charlton MP had never appeared in Only 

Fools and Horses, Homeland, Match of the Day or the Walking Dead which pretty 

much covered all of Duds’s preferred viewing bases. 

     “Do you remember what his PA said when Jules asked who would want him 

dead?” Mick asked. 

      “Yeah, forty eight per cent of the population.” 

     “That’s a hell of a lot of suspects.”  

     Duds yawned loudly before saying wearily,  “You’re always such a pessimist 

Mick, look on the bright side, we’ve already ruled out 52% of the UK.”


