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Prologue

“Well, I’m glad you’re awake.”  Karen
shifts awkwardly in her seat. 

 


 I wonder why she
came.

 


“Are you?” I reach for the water next to my
bed.  My lips and throat feel very dry.

 


“Why wouldn’t I be?  You always do
this!” she snaps.  “You can come home,” she pauses. “Until
you’ve recovered.”

 


“What?” I blink at her.  Just then
Laura bursts in.

 


“Dad! You’re awake!”  She hurries over
to me and stops awkwardly at the side of my bed.  I think she
was going to hug me but changed her mind. I find myself wondering,
not for the first time, where everything went wrong.

 


“Hi, honey,” I smile at her, pretending not
to notice the awkwardness.  “How’s uni?”

 


“Oh… um… good?” She looks to Karen as though
she needs her permission to talk to me.  I can feel myself
growing irritated, so take some more water and lean back against
the pillows.

 


“I was just saying,” Karen says
stiffly.  “Your dad can come and stay with us until he
recovers.”

 


“I’ll be fine,” I say carefully, placing my
water down again.  “I don’t need any charity, and someone
needs to feed Henry.”

 


“Don’t be stubborn, Craig!” Karen chastises
me.  It’s the tone again. I swallow hard. I don’t want to
argue, or snap at her in front of Laura.  The separation has
been tough on her, I know it has.

 


“I’ll be fine,” I say again, more
firmly.

 


“Maybe he doesn’t want to sleep in the spare
room whilst you shag Mitchell, eh, Mum?” Laura says with a tension
in her voice.

 


“Laura!” Karen snaps, but has no other
response.

 


“Well, it’s true,” she mutters.

 


“Mitchell?” I look at her. “That slimy
arsehole from the office?”

 


“He is not slimy!” Karen is on the defensive
now.  “I know you wanted me to be a nun, Craig, but I simply
refuse.  If you want help when you get out of the hospital,
call me.” She turns and leaves.

 


“Mitchell?” I raise my eyebrows at
Laura.  She nods awkwardly. “Slimy bastard.” I take some more
water.

 


“Dad,” Laura says quietly. “I’ve been
feeding Henry.”

 


She still stands far away from me.  I
don’t know what happened. We used to be so close.  Admittedly
I haven’t seen so much of her since she’s been at uni, but that’s
normal.  More fun things to do, right?  






“Oh, thanks, honey.”  I smile at
her.

 


“I could move in with you, if you want,
until you’re recovered.  Maybe help you out. You know it’s
summer now…”

 


“Sure.”  I study her. “Mitchell there a
lot?”

 


“Quite a lot, yeah.”

 


“You can stay with me as long as you want,
love.  Always, if you want to. I wouldn’t want to be around
him, and I don’t have boobs!” I wink at her.

 


She laughs and looks at her feet. 
“Thanks, Dad. If it’s OK.”

 


“Course it is.  What’s wrong,
honey?  Not just Mitchell. Is it boy trouble?  Do I need
to visit someone?”

 


“Dad… I’m a lesbian…”

 


“Oh…” I feel like this is something I should
have already known.  Like maybe spotted it, or something. “So,
girl trouble?”

 


She bursts into tears and runs over to me
and gives me a hug.  I’m not really expecting it. We haven’t
hugged since… I don’t really remember.

 


“What is it?” I ask.  “Whatever it is,
we can fix it, it can’t be that bad.”

 


“Mum said not to tell you!” She says,
pulling away from me.  “She said you wouldn’t get it. Police
culture… She said it’d change everything!  I’ve felt so alone!
And bloody Mitchell! Constantly looking at me, and making comments,
and I’ve just felt so alone!”

 


My blood begins to boil.  How dare
Karen try and turn Laura against me?  How dare she? I did
nothing! I know why she left. I’d sort of assumed she’d been
cheating on me.  I didn’t really care. As long as she came
home and kept the family together, I didn’t care. It’s not like I
was satisfying those needs for her.  But she left - well, she
kicked me out - and I understood. I’d wanted to keep it amicable.
Laura had gone to uni and it was just us, so… But this!  What
was the point of this? Does she hate me so much that she wants to
keep my daughter away from me? I take a deep breath.

 


“Well, perhaps your mother doesn’t know me
as well as she thinks she does,” is all I say.

 


She wipes her eyes and pulls up a
chair.  “Wanna do the crossword?” She asks, reaching for the
paper that is folded up next to the bedside table. 

 


“Sure, gimme a clue.”

 


~~~***~~~


Chapter 1:
Retired

“What are you saying?” I ask the chief as he
sits opposite me, shuffling paperwork.

 


“Look, Craig,” he sounds awkward.  He
bloody well should! I’ve given my life to the force. “You’ve been
off for six months, and the doctors say it might be another six
before you can walk properly again.  We both know you don’t
want to be riding a desk for the rest of your career.”

 


“What are you offering my member?” John, my
rep is studying the chief.  He knows this won’t go well for me
if I try to stay. He said as much to me outside.  The point is
to get a deal. I didn’t want to believe him, but now I know he’s
right.

 


“Full pension,” the chief offers.

 


“And?”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“By my reckoning, if Craig leaves now,
you’re saving yourself a whole lot more sick pay, so what else are
you offering?”

 


“Three months pay?”

 


“We need to discuss it.” John looks
expectantly at the chief, who nods and leaves the office.

 


“Is this the best we’re gunna get?” I ask. I
feel empty. All I had left is the job, now I don’t even have
that.

 


“This is a good deal, Craig.” John smiles
apologetically at me. “I’d take it. Full pension, you can get back
on your feet without worrying about having to get back to
work.”

 


“So, you’re telling me to take it?”

 


“I’m strongly advising you to take it.”

 


“Right.”

 


*

 


“Hey, Dad!” Laura greets me as I let myself
back into the flat. She’s living with me and commuting to
university, which is about a forty minute drive. She says it’s to
save money, but I think she’s afraid I’ll go into another coma. I
don’t mind, it’s nice to have company. “How did it go?”

 


“I’m officially a pensioner,” I say
dejectedly, as I limp in, leaning heavily on my walking stick.

 


“What? They retired you?” She sounds
horrified.

 


“They gave me a good deal.” I ease slowly
down onto a dining room chair and stick my leg out straight in
front of me. “Good enough that we can have takeaway for dinner.
Whatcha think?”

 


“I think we should go to the pub!” She says,
standing up and holding out her hand for me. “I go to a really nice
one in town, come on. Let’s get out, they might do you an Early
Bird Special!”

 


“Oi! Watch it! In my day children respected
pensioners!” I laugh and heave myself to my feet.  

 


“In your day everything was in black and
white!” She says, grabbing her bag and jacket from where it was
flung on the back of the chair. 

 


I roll my eyes. “We have a coat rack.”

 


“I know,” she shrugs and moves to the
door.

 


I know the pub from somewhere, but I can’t
quite place it. You see a lot of pubs on the job, they tend to
merge. The woman behind the bar also looks familiar. I frown,
trying to place her. Laura is already at the bar as I’m still
struggling through the door.

 


“Hi, Laura. What’ll it be?” The woman is
asking.

 


“Lemonade for me, please, Bella. And a pint
of your finest for my dad,” she turns to indicate me, clearly
expecting me to be closer.

 


“Alright, I’m coming,” I joke as I lean on
my stick. “Us pensioners take longer!” As I make it to the bar I
notice the woman - Bella - is looking at me too.

 


“Hello,” she smiles at me. “How are
you?”

 


“Been better,” I laugh awkwardly, nodding at
my leg.

 


“On the house, Laura,” Bella smiles. “Your
dad was very kind to me once.”

 


“You were?” Laura asks.

 


Now this is awkward. I have no idea who she
is. I smile, hoping she won’t want the story.

 


“My girlfriend was stabbed,” she says
quietly. “And the police were... difficult. But your dad was very
kind. We only met once, but I remember it.”

 


“Oh! 
Shit! Of course!” I suddenly do remember
her.  She looks very different from the terrified girl sitting
in interrogation. There’s a confidence about her now. And this is
the pub where that arsehole bought it! That’s why I recognise it.
“Sorry, I couldn’t see it through, I was hit by a car,” I
explain.

 


“I know,” she says, before adding. “I saw in
the paper.”

 


“Did, um, Andrea? Um... Was that OK?” I
ask.

 


“Yes, my sister’s a very good lawyer,” she
smiles. “I think that’s why you called her for me.”

 


“I called her for you because they were
treating you like a suspect without giving you any of the rights a
suspect gets,” I respond. I have no loyalty left for the
Police.

 


“Dad! You’re such a hero!” Laura kisses me
on the cheek. “We’ll be eating, Bella. Can we sit anywhere?”

 


“Sure, order at the bar.” She doesn’t stop
looking at me as she speaks.  

 


“Let’s take that one,” I indicate a table in
the middle of the bar.  “It’s close.” I struggle over to
it.

 


“I think she likes you!” Laura says
enthusiastically.

 


“Don’t talk nonsense, love!” I laugh. “I’m
old enough to be her dad!”

 


“Not quite.”

 


“Well, near enough!  What’s good here?”
I pick up the menu, changing the subject.

 


“Craig!” I look up and Dionne is next to my
table. Another blast from the past. “God! It’s been forever! I
thought you’d died or something!” she jokes.

 


“No such luck, Dee,” I laugh. “But I’m not
on the force any more, so your job just got easier!”

 


“My job’s never easy.” She laughs. “What are
you doing here?”

 


“Having dinner with my daughter,” I indicate
Laura.

 


“Hi,” Laura holds out her hand. “How do you
know dad?”

 


“We know each other from work,” she smiles.
“So, what are you doing now?”

 


“No idea,” I say, finishing my pint. “They
retired me today. I can’t do a lot until my hip is sorted. 
I’m having physio, but it’s taking ages.”

 


“You looking for work?”  She asks.

 


“What you thinking?”

 


“I might have an opening for an
investigator,” she hands me a card. “Give me a call early next
week. I’m off to Switzerland tomorrow.”

 


“Holiday?”

 


“Sort of. My partner works out there. We
spend as much time together as we can.”

 


“Alright,” Bella is at our table. “Thought
I’d give you table service, don’t want you collapsing whilst trying
to order food!”

 


“Oi!” I snap. I feel like I’m getting it
from all angles.

 


“Table service from the manager, Dad.” Laura
nods smugly at me. I cough.

 


“I’ll have steak and chips, and whatever the
devil spawn wants,” I look at her with raised eyebrows.

 


“I’ll have the veggie lasagne please,
Bella,” she grins a self satisfied grin.

 


“Gotcha. ‘Nother drink?”

 


“Please.”

 


“You’re
honoured,” Dionne says as she begins to move away. “My sister
doesn’t usually do
helpful!”

 


“I’m sure she does,” I say weakly, knowing
that this evening is not going to go well for me.
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