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When Acting Detective Constable Andrew Blackmore’s secondment ended, little did he know that he had been watched from start to finish by senior officers at police headquarters who knew of his relationship with Susan Berger and her family. They also knew that with his style of policing, albeit a bit dubious at times, he was the one, with the right guidance, who could bring a new major inquiry to a successful conclusion. This despite his lack of experience.

As ADC Blackmore left the Criminal Investigation Department for the last time, he thanked his colleagues for their commitment to him and for passing on their knowledge to enhance his career. He was looking forward to going home to his shift at Bankvale Police Office and a life without his beloved Susan Berger.

Following the death of Susan, Andy decided that he would have a week away from everything and everyone, booking a holiday on his beloved island of Tenerife. The week he planned for peace and quiet did not go as expected when he met old flame Catherine Smith and her friends.

In just over two and a half short years in the job, he had made an impact on senior officers, but he had also become a major target for those within and outwith the police service who had secrets to conceal. Despite everything that had happened professionally and personally, Andy knew he was returning to work with colleagues and friends.

Part One

Andy’s Return
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It was at the start of July 1982 that Andy was rostered to return to Bankvale after his secondment to the Criminal Investigation Department. Following the biggest eye-opener about life in the service, Andy was going home to his shift. He had been out on the streets with these people since day one; these were the people he knew he could trust, but his experience with the CID proved to him that he couldn’t trust anyone in this job where there was very sensitive information involved and the main players were of importance in various walks of life.

As he entered his flat, his telephone answering machine indicator was flashing, displaying a backlog of missed messages. That could wait until he was ready; it had already waited a week following his break in Tenerife, so a few hours more would not make a difference.

He threw his bag to the kitchen floor, as virtually everything in it needed washed. The one bag he did not throw down was the bag containing his allowance of duty-free brandy.

The washing machine churned around, his clothes being thrown from side to side, like his recent past, removing the black sand from the beach in Tenerife. He went to make a cup of tea. The milk in the fridge had turned sour in his absence, so he had to make do with tea sans milk. Susan would have loved this, me drinking tea without milk, he thought to himself, as he sauntered back into the living room. 

“Okay,” he sighed, going to the answering machine and pushing the play button.

The first three calls were from June, who sounded increasingly anxious with each call. Weirdly, there was also one from his brother.

“Andy, it’s June. For Christ’s sake, mate, call me!” 

“Andy, this is Colin Berger. Call me please as a matter of urgency.”

“Andy, it’s Catherine. Can you call me please when you get home? I’m on night shift; I normally get up just after four o’clock, so any time then.” This was the call he was waiting on. Este es tu destino, he thought, this is your destiny.

His first call was to June to find out what all the anxiety was about.

“Hi, this is June, I’m not here at the moment, so please leave your message and I’ll get back to you as soon as possible,” her answering machine responded.

“June, this is Andy. Call me back, please,” was his short, sharp message, which was interrupted as June quickly picked up her phone.

“Andy, where the hell have you been?! I’ve been trying to contact you for a week!”

“I’m on annual leave, so I flew to Tenerife.”

“You did what?” she exclaimed.

“I went to Tenerife, to Las Americas.”

“Did you tell anyone you were going?”

“No, I just went away, June. What’s this all about?”

“Can I come and see you, please?” she pleaded.

“Tonight?” His tone concerned.

“Yes, we have to talk and not on the phone.”

“Yeah, sure, if it’s that important.” He hung up, then dialled Catherine’s number.

“Hello Catherine.”

“Hi Andy, I wasn’t sure if you’d call or not after getting back.”

“I believe we have a wedding to attend on Saturday together if the invite still stands?”

“Yes, of course it does. I’m on nights tonight; maybe tomorrow you would like to have dinner here and meet Barry again. I told him I met you in Tenerife and he’s looking forward to seeing you.”

“Yeah, that would be nice, and we can make arrangements for the wedding.”

“There’s something you should know about that before we go. It’s not local.”

“Okay, no problem. I’ll see you tomorrow and you can fill me in with the details. Bye for now.”

A broad smile crossed her face, happy that Andy had telephoned her.

Later that evening, the doorbell rang at Andy’s flat.

Andy opened the door and June quickly brushed past him with an anxious look on her face.

“How was your holiday?”

“Fine thanks, but that’s not the reason you’re here, is it?”

“No, of course not. We, meaning you and I, are in bother – big bother.”

“I’m listening.” Andy sat at the table, June drawing back a chair and joining him.

“Andy, there is going to be a fatal accident inquiry into the deaths of the Bergers. Secondly, there will be an internal investigation into the inquiry you were on, what you know now and knew at the time. I have a friend who overheard a conversation with senior officers and outsiders, and they are desperate to know what you have on them, if anything. They were talking about suspensions, but no names were mentioned.”

“Let me make a call, please.” Andy began dialling a new number and putting it on speakerphone for June’s sake. “Colin Berger? This is Andy Blackmore. I’m sorry I’ve not called sooner but I’ve been on holiday over the past week.”

“Oh, no problem, Andy I thought that you should know that I had a visit from some of Brian’s friends asking me about your relationship with Susan, Sandra, and Brian.”

“Friends? What do you mean by friends, Colin?”

“They were senior police officers, Andy, not in uniform.”

“Okay, and you said what?”

“That I didn’t meet you until after their deaths and, telling the truth, I knew nothing.”

“Did they say exactly why they were wanting to know this?”

“No, they didn’t, but then they asked if I found anything in the house that could be considered sensitive. I knew what they meant, but I asked if it was anything to do with Brian’s work, they just dropped the subject after that, but I think it’s the stuff I gave you that they wanted.”

“Colin, please never mention that to anyone.”

“No, I won’t, and if there’s anything I can help you with, please say.”

“Thank you, Colin.”

“Goodbye Andy,” Colin replied.

“Bye,” Andy hung up the phone. “I take it you heard all that?” 

“Yes,” she replied. “Was your flat all in order when you got back earlier?”

Andy looked around. “Seems to be.”

“I take it your hiding place is secure?”

Andy went into the bathroom; everything was where he left it.

“Yeah, all good, so, how do you know about the pending suspensions?”

“As I said, I have a friend who overheard senior officers talking, including Superintendent McGrory.”

“When is all this going to end, June?” Andy sighed.

“When they get everything they want, and there’s no evidence left for anyone to see.” June shook her head in dismay. “Hey, you’re looking good, big man, your break’s done you well by the look of it.”

“Thanks,” Andy smiled. “And before it comes out; when I was in Tenerife, Catherine was there with a crowd of her friends.”

“Did you—” 

“No, before you say anything, we didn’t.”

“So, what next?”

“I’m going with her to a wedding on Saturday as a friend,” Andy informed her.

“Yeah, right, a friend. Am I never gonna get a shot at you?” June commented laughing.

“You’re top of my list, promise,” Andy replied with a grin. “Oh, by the way, I have something to show you.”

“Now you’re talking, big man!” June winked.

“Behave,” Andy laughed.

“Andy, I don’t want this to sound wrong, or for you to take this the wrong way, but, you and Catherine, so soon after Susan has died, some people might see that as her getting you on the rebound or getting you at a weak moment in time, do you know what I’m saying?”

“Yes, I do.”

Andy explained how they met up in Tenerife and that nothing was planned by either of them. He reassured June that they were friends, and nothing more was happening, and it would be that way for the foreseeable future.

“Okay, big man, I believe you.”

Andy went into the bedroom and returned carrying the box that contained the Susan Berger Trophy. June looked at it and her eyes filled with tears, as she was so proud that it was going to the school.

“Would you like to come with me to hand this over? you were there when we met at the school.”

“Yeah, I’d be proud to be there with you.”

“Great, I’ll make arrangements with the headteacher, now then, getting back to why you’re here, what can we do about all this?”

“At the moment, nothing I suppose.”

“Andy, why would they be asking about you and Sandra and Brian?”

“There was no love lost there between Brian and me. He knew that I knew everything about him.”

“What about Sheena and Sandra, how much did you know about them?”

“Not a lot at the start, you were there when it all came out in the wash,” he replied. “The bit you don’t know is that he tried to set me up in a honey trap with his wife Sandra while he photographed us, and he was going to show the photos to Susan to split us up. Then, when that didn’t work, he was going to take me to a game’s night, again to split Susan and me up. He was determined that we would not get married - he’d all but organised the Games Night plan to be either with one of the girls from the home or with Sandra and Sheena.”

“That’s evil beyond belief!” She paused, “So where and when did it all come out that this was going to happen?”

“I was in their house when she, Sandra, came in wearing a long black coat - she opened it and she was wearing, er, let’s say not a lot.She stood talking to me, telling me everything he had planned and to get out, which I did, then she told Brian I didn’t want her, as she was too old.”

“How did he react to that?” 

“Sandra told me later he was raging.” Something occurred to Andy. “Do you know, I’ve never told anyone about you and Sheena. Sorry, I did tell Susan because she thought that we were having an affair the night I let you stay here.”

“Does anyone at work know?”

“Not from me,” Andy replied.

“Does Catherine know anything about all of this?”

“A little, just a little. She knows about the deaths, as she heard about that at work.”

“Okay,” June nodded.

“What about you, have you told anyone?”

June shook her head.

June began to explain how she and Sheena met and how their relationship developed over a while. June had never imagined that she would end up in a relationship with a woman, as she had previously only ever gone out with guys. She said that Sheena was tender and caring, and eventually, she fell for her, and they became lovers. Sheena was different from guys, as she knew how to please her in every way, and through time June learned how to please Sheena. June said that she could not deny now that she was attracted to women, but she was seriously attracted to her “big man” and was desperate to have him back on the shift.

“So, Ms Brown, does that mean you’re attracted to both men and women?”

“I’m attracted to women, yes, and I’m attracted to a man. That’s all I’m saying.”

“Do you miss her?”

“As much as you miss Susan,” June replied. “What are your plans for the next few days, Andy?”

“Well, I’m going to Catherine’s tomorrow night to see her brother Barry. There is a repair job to do between Barry and me. Then on Saturday, I’m going to a wedding, but I don’t know where.”

“So, you’re going somewhere with your ex, but you don’t know where?” June was laughing.

“Exactly,” Andy replied. “Do you want to stay over and have a drink?”

“No thanks, that is not a great idea, but thank you for the offer. I have to get back to my place. Some of us have to work tomorrow,” she replied, looking at him with her mind in turmoil.

“Geez, I forgot about that.”

“We have some interesting times ahead, Andy.”

“We sure do, June,” he replied as she stood up and headed into the hallway.

“See, that’s what makes us so good together,” remarked June, opening the door to leave, looking and smiling at her friend. The sincerity in her voice struck Andy.

“Night, you,” and Andy closed the door.

The following morning, Andy drove to Catherine’s flat, the previous evening with June fresh in his mind, he knew that he had to separate June from Catherine, Andy rapped on Catherine’s door with that familiar knock of his that she would recognise. However, it was not Catherine who opened the door. 

“Hello Andy,” Barry greeted him warily. “Come in. I knew it was you.”

“How did you know that, Barry?”

“Because of the way you knocked on the door.”

“So, you’ve not forgotten then.”

“No,” Barry replied.

“Hey,” came a soft voice from nearby.

“Hi Catherine.” Andy handed her a small bunch of flowers and kissing her cheek. 

“Barry will keep you busy while I finish the carbonara.”

“Nice,”

Barry was watching Andy interact with Catherine, and Andy could see that he was thinking. It was only a matter of time before Barry started to question Andy, so he decided he would tell the truth, within Barry’s ability and capabilities to understand.

As Catherine sat down at the table with both, she asked Barry if he was glad to see Andy.

“Yes, but he might go away again.”

“Barry, when I went away the last time ... I never wanted to do that.” 

“So why did you?”

“Because I had to.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Barry,” Andy spoke softly, looking at him and pausing briefly, “sometimes people have a slight difference of opinion, or sometimes they just know or think other things are more important in their lives - these two people don’t talk for a while, but eventually they do as friends all over again.” 

“Did we argue, Andy?” Barry sounded hurt.

“No, we didn’t, Barry.”

“So why didn’t you come and see me?”

“I’m sorry, Barry, I should have,” Andy placed his hand on Barry’s and giving it a reassuring squeeze.

“It’s okay. You’re here now,” replied Barry as he wrapped the pasta around his fork. 

“Thank you.”

“Are you going to see Catherine again?”

“Maybe.”

“That’s good. She’s missed you.”

“How do you know that, Barry?” glancing at Catherine with a smile.

“Because she tells everyone she misses you. She even tells me,” Barry had that childlike innocence.

Catherine sat with her head bowed at the table, concentrating on her meal. She couldn’t stop Barry talking about her, but at least he was saying the things to Andy that she couldn’t say herself, Andy looked at Barry, “If, and I say if, your big sister and I get on okay, then I promise you shall be my best friend ever, how about that?”

“Catherine, Andy is going to be my best friend ever if you get on okay.”

“Well, Barry, I’ll just have to make sure that happens now, won’t I?,” Catherine replied, smiling at her brother.

“Right, so, the wedding tomorrow,” turning to look at her, “where and when?”

“Dumfries Abbey, three o’clock in the afternoon. The other thing is, before Tenerife, I booked an overnight stay.”

“Well, I’m sure as grown adults we can cope with that for one night, or I can sleep in the car and just bring a sleeping bag with me. So, shall I get you at about, what, noon?”

“Yes, please.”

“Righty-ho,” was a familiar casual reply she recalled from the past.

“I’ll call ahead and let the hotel know that you’ll be doubling up in my room, yeah?”

Andy nodded, looking down at his empty plate, “Yeah, why not?” thinking about the situation and what June had said about Catherine, but it was a wedding with far-travelled guests, and he doubted there would be a spare room.

After dinner, Andy went back to his flat and got his suit ready for the wedding. Considering what he had witnessed on the island, it should be interesting with some of the guests that would be there, and the mother of the bride having her extramarital sessions with the locals.

On Saturday morning, Andy arrived at Catherine’s small flat and knocked on the door.

“Hiya, where’s Barry?” surprised that Catherine had opened the door; usually, he was first to see who was calling.

“He’s with a friend of his.”

“Great, let’s go if you’re ready,” lifting her bag from the hallway floor and putting it in the boot of his car.

As they headed south, Catherine explained that the groom was from the Borders and that it had always been his dream to get married in Dumfries Abbey, plus his forefathers had all gotten married there, so he felt it was only right to continue the family tradition.

Catherine got a feeling from Andy that he was miles away during the journey. She knew he was suffering from the loss of Susan but also had a feeling something was bothering him personally. Female intuition she would call it.

When they finally reached the hotel in Dumfries, the sound of the car tyres crushing the red stoned driveway leading to the car park announced their arrival.

As they stepped out of the car, they looked at the large grey stone building that was to host the wedding, the arched doorway that would lead to the reception, and the large stained-glass windows that would give the building that olde Scottish welcome to guests from far and wide.

Lifting their bags from the boot of the car, Andy and Catherine approached the entrance, then upon pushing the large mahogany glazed doors open, they saw the magnificent red and green tartan carpet leading to the reception desk.

“Hi, I have a reservation that was altered yesterday to include another person.”

“Name, please,” the uniformed receptionist requested.

“Catherine Smith.”

“Catherine Smith and Andrew Blackmore, is that correct?”

“Yes.”

“Welcome to Dumfries Abbey Hotel,” the receptionist greeted them, looking at Andy fleetingly. “Here’s your key, Miss Smith. You’re in Room 101.”

“Thank you,” replied Catherine.

Catherine and Andy went upstairs to the first floor. She unlocked the door and pushed it open; they went in and surveyed the room.

“Oh, this isn’t what I was expecting.” Catherine stated staring at the double bed.

“Catherine Smith, you’ve brought me here to seduce me with your charms!” Andy laughed.

“No, I’ve not, Andrew Blackmore!” She playfully whacked him on the shoulder as they put their bags onto the bed. Now flustered, Catherine continued, “Andy, this was supposed to be a twin-bedded room.”.

“Right, it is what it is, so let's just get on with it.”

About two-thirty that afternoon, thirty minutes before the wedding, Catherine arrived in the lounge of the hotel where Andy was waiting for her, as he had left her in the room to get dressed after he did. Catherine appeared in a beautiful red dress, which hugged her tall, slim figure. A large-brimmed black hat sat atop her dark shoulder-length hair, which had grown longer since their first meeting, and she also wore a pair of black high-heeled shoes.

“Well, how do I look?” giving him a little twirl.

“Honestly? Stunning,” he replied, looking into her blue eyes.

“Thank you.”

“I mean it, you’re stunning.”

As other guests sat around waiting before being called into the bridal room, Catherine leaned forward and kissed Andy gently on his lips. Realising what she had just done, “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to do that,” regretting her actions.

“Catherine, let’s just enjoy the day and the weekend together, please,” 

The congregation stood as the wedding couple took their vows and Andy felt a hand slip into his. He looked at Catherine and the years rolled back for him, as they did for her in Tenerife, but this was not where he wanted to be in terms of his feelings for her at this time.

After dinner, the reception got into full swing. While waiting at the bar, Andy bumped into Brenda.

“Hey, how are you, Brenda?”

“I’m good thanks, Andy,” she replied.

“Did you enjoy the party in Tenerife?” 

“Yeah, it was a good couple of days. Can I say something to you, Andy?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“See, Catherine, she’s a mate of ours. She loves you, big style.”

“Thanks, Brenda.” Brenda tottered off, drink in hand, Andy finally managed to order drinks at the bar, and when he turned around, he was face-to-face with Betty.

“Ah, hello Andy, you probably don’t remember me, I’m Betty, I’m the mother of the bride.”

“Oh, I remember you, alright,” Andy chuckled at the memory.

“How do you remember me?” raising an eyebrow, forgetting that they had met while she was in a drunken stupor in Tenerife. 

“You don’t want to know,” he replied with a smile, the beach scene playing in his head.

“Do you know something, Andy? See my pal Catherine, she’s brilliant and she loves you.”

“How do you know that, Betty?”

“We all know what happened between you two, and she’s not been out with anyone since you.”

“Really?”

“Aye, and every day since then she’s missed you. Now, you go get her!”

“Cheers, Betty,” as he brushed past her on his return to the table where Catherine was waiting.

Catherine watched as Andy went over to the DJ, having placed a vodka and orange in front of her and brandy for himself. He returned to the table and sat beside her, looking at the bride with her new husband, who had her final fling with a waiter near the pool.

“Ladies and gentlemen, the band will be back very shortly,” the DJ announced as the next song faded in. “This is Elton John with Blue Eyes.”

“Come on, Catherine.” Andy, got to his feet and offering her his hand before joining the other guests on the dance floor.

“Are you kidding?”

“Nope.”.

As Andy and Catherine took to the floor, there were cheers from the Tenerife Party; the men were at a loss as to why, but the girls knew what was happening, and it was a special moment for them, and Catherine, as she held herself close to Andy.

“Hey Catherine, you got your man back!” came a shout from a nearby table.

“Catherine, baby, keep him close this time, or he’s mine!” came another shout.

“We love you, Catherine, hold on tight!” came from the bar area.

“This is out of order,” laughed Catherine.

“I can tell you something,” Andy was laughing. “Your hen ‘doo will not be in Tenerife!”

“Oh, I know, you know too many people there,” Catherine tinged with a smile. She rested her head on his chest. “Andy B, when I first saw you in the pool at the gym you made my heart pound. I loved you so much because you accepted Barry for being Barry. I hated myself for losing you.” She looked into his eyes. “Can I ask you something? Are we back together, even if we have an age difference? Because I don’t care about that, I just love you, Andy.”

“Are we back together?” Andy echoed, as the song came to an end, and they let go of each other. “To be honest, I need a bit of time to reflect, but that doesn’t mean no.” Catherine nodded and went over to her friends.

“Well?” enquired Betty.

“We’re getting there, but it’s going to be a while, if at all.” Betty gave her a tight hug.

“Good girl,” 

As the night ended, Andy and Catherine held each other closely; it was as if they had not been apart for a day over the past two years. Their time in Tenerife confirmed something special between them and they knew now that they had both lost someone dear to them.

“Oh – my – God!” exclaimed Betty. “I’ve been watching you two all night, so has my man, and you both look amazing together!”

“Thank you, Betty,” 

“Hey Catherine,” Betty whispered to her. “I’d do him if he wasn’t yours, I told my man that!”

“Oh, for god’s sake, Betty!” Catherine laughed at her comment.

Andy just shook his head in wonderment as he looked at Catherine because Betty had a riveter’s whisper.

“Ladies and gentlemen, the evening is coming to a close and the bride and groom have some, er, business to attend to, so we’d better finish up,” the lead singer of the band announced. There were cries of “One more tune!” and the singer held up his hands to placate them. “Here’s one last classic; Auld Lang Syne.”

As everyone gathered on the floor, circling the bride and groom and their parents, Andy kept a tight grip on Catherine. The evening ended in true Scottish fashion, with everyone crashing into each other at the centre of the dance floor.

Afterwards, as calm descended on the proceedings, some of the guests sat in the lounge area, where a few of Catherine’s workmates joined them with their husbands. They sat around tables that had been pulled together and a few innuendos were being thrown around over drinks.

“So, how was the girls weekend away, then?” asked Brenda’s husband, Alan.

“Great!” 

“Hey Andy, how’d you end up there?” Alan slurred.

“By sheer accident, I was there a few days before them.”

“Right, Mr. B,” Catherine whispered, “bedtime before the conversation becomes awkward.”

“Nice to meet you all,” Andy said, getting to his feet. “I’ve been summoned.”

Inside the room, Catherine noticed a change in Andy’s demeanour. He had become sullen all of a sudden and she sensed concern. Was it him being there with her? Was it what people would think? Or was it work-related? she thought to herself as she watched him remove his suit jacket and his tie, then sit on the end of the bed with his eyes closed, rubbing his face slowly with his hands. 

“Hey, are you okay?” as she was going into the bathroom to change for bed.

“Yeah, nothing for you to worry about.”

“Andy, something’s bothering you; I’m here for you to share your thoughts.”

“They say honesty is the best policy, so to be honest with you; is this not too soon after everything that’s happened to both of us? Now, my head is wasted.”

“As friends, we shall be just fine,” 

“Yeah, I know that, and thank you,” as he watched her closing the bathroom door.

Catherine did not know the extent of Andy’s involvement in the Berger inquiry and Andy was worried that she would get drawn in by association. She was unaware of Andy’s concerns about the internal investigation and the pending fatal accident inquiry. He didn’t want to go into that with her at this time and potentially ruin their weekend together.
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The wedding finery had been packed away and replaced with casual clothing for breakfast.

As bleary-eyed guests surveyed the complimentary breakfast buffet some, if not most, were suffering from the effects of alcohol from the night before. Ignoring these effects, however, was Andy who ravenously tucked into his porridge before demolishing a full fry up, followed by tea and toast. 

“Geez, Andy, how can you get through all that this morning?” 

“Because I need to keep my strength up,” Andy smiled “I have to drive us back to reality and working shifts again.”

Goodbyes and thanks were shared by all - excluding the newlyweds, of course, who were still otherwise engaged and hadn’t made it down for breakfast - before Andy and Catherine made their way back up the road towards home. A few hours later, they arrived at Andy’s flat. As he opened the door, Catherine walked in, knowing that she was walking in the shadow of Susan and the ghost of her past there. She looked at the old couch that she was so familiar with from the past. Little had changed.

“Long time since I’ve been here.” 

“Yeah, a long while indeed,” Andy agreed. “I just want to drop off these bags, then I’ll get you home. Would you like tea or coffee or something?”

“No thank you, I have to go get Barry before I settle for the day,” she replied, running her forefinger along the back of the old couch.

“You know that we have to sit down and talk,” 

“Yes, I know, and you have to get over what’s happened. I have been where you are now, Andy,” 

“Do you know your shifts for this week?” 

“I start tomorrow night and finish Friday morning,” 

“That’s handy, my last day’s Thursday. So, do we both have the weekend off?”

“Looks that way,” 

“Oh,” Andy suddenly remembered, “I forgot to phone my brother before we went to the wedding.”

“You’d better call him,” 

“I’ll do that after I get you home.”

Andy drove Catherine to her flat, where she collected her car and then continued onto her friends' house to pick up Barry, Andy returned to his flat and called his brother. Alice answered the telephone and the first thing she asked was why they had not heard from him for over a week, so he filled her in on his travels, including the wedding in Dumfries, but he didn’t divulge who he attended it with. Alice then handed the phone over to Ricky.

“Hey mate, how're things?” 

“Fine thanks, and yourself, Ricky?”

“I’m good Andy, but we need to talk about Mum. I’ve put the house on the market.”

“I’m starting back at work tomorrow, but if you stick the kettle on, I can be there soon.”

“The sooner the better!” 

Andy got into his car and drove to the East End of Glasgow. Truth be told, he wasn’t in the mood for going anywhere right now, but he knew this was something that had to be addressed as soon as possible. Ricky’s house would not be on the market long before it was snatched up, as its location was in high demand, so he had to act quickly. Given what had gone on in the past over the sale of their mother’s house, a massive rift could occur between Ricky and himself again, and Andy was not sure if Ricky could cope with that in his current state of mind, Andy knew he had to tread carefully.

Alice opened the door, and he saw the stress written all over her face.

“Come in,” Alice was overjoyed seeing Andy wrapping her arms around him in a short hug.

“Where’s Ricky?”

“He’s out for a walk at the moment.”

“But he knew I was coming,” Andy pointed out. “What’s going on?”

“Look at that tan! Where’ve you been, Andy?” Alice avoided his question.

“In Tenerife; I needed to get away.”

Coffee poured, they walked into the sprawling lounge and sat close together on the large leather settee. Alice opened up to Andy. She told him that an estate agent had appeared at the door to evaluate the property; that was the first time she knew anything about the house going up for sale. She was worried about “Mum” and what Ricky was planning for her, Andy asked if he had arranged this move and she confirmed that Ricky had. Alice also let him know that she understood that he was entitled to a share of their mother’s house, but she didn’t know what Ricky’s thoughts were on that score.

Alice gazed into her cup before looking at Andy and telling him that she was leaving Ricky for the sake of their kids and her sanity, and likely to seek a divorce, but the big consideration was the kids. She had received a start date for a new job that would take her back to being a lawyer and getting an income for herself, plus she would be doing some private work on her own to help.

“Well, bro, where have you been hiding out?” Ricky asked as he walked into the lounge. At that moment, Alice chose to leave the brothers together without acknowledging Ricky’s return.

“Tenerife,” Andy replied curtly.

“You look well.”

“Thanks. So, why have you brought me here, Ricky?”

“Oh, I have no doubt your good pal Alice will have filled you in,” he replied in a snide tone.

“What does that mean?” Andy replied, looking at Ricky through narrowing eyes.

“It’s obvious you two are close like a pair of conniving thieves,” Ricky replied. “Anyway, the house is up for sale, and Alice is going to leave me, although she hasn’t told me yet.” After a brief pause, Ricky continued. “As for Mum, I’m going to look for a nursing home for her.” 

“And how do you intend to pay for that?” 

“From the sale of this place,” Ricky answered. “Oh, did you know that nothing came of your inquiry, as everyone walked away from the charges?” He was trying to wind Andy up.

“Ricky, slow down. From the sale of your family home, where are you going?” Andy was concerned about his brother's whole demeanour. “What you’re saying is that you’re kicking Alice and the kids and Mum out, right?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact, I am” 

“After all the damage you’ve done to your family, this is the final insult,” Andy fumed quietly. “Well, I want the first shout at this place!”

“What do you mean?” 

“What are you asking for this place?”

“Offers over seventy thousand pounds.”

“You’re being an arse, so I want Mum’s part of the house assessed apart from the main building.”

“Are you windin’ me up?” Ricky fumed.

“Nope,” Andy replied, looking directly into his brother’s eyes.

“You’re as nasty as they say you are, brother.”

“Oh? And who said that?”

“It doesn’t matter now. Thankfully, Benny McLaughlin sorted everything out at the Crown Office in Edinburgh.”

“Benny McLaughlin from school? He was years ahead of us.” 

“Yeah, that’s him, the brain box. Works in the Crown Office now.”

This was a major revelation. The fact that there was someone inside the Crown Office in Edinburgh watching for the reports arriving and having a major say as to whether the accused would face justice... This was something that Andy had to investigate quietly, then take it further, Andy appeared to let his brother’s comment pass him by but, Andy being Andy, it was very much foremost in his mind.

“Bro, you’ll never beat the system,” Ricky continued, pointing his forefinger into Andy’s face. “But I know the system can beat you now.”

“Do you know something? There’s a chance, that’s what David was told before his fight with Goliath, tell me something, Ricky. How the hell do you know McLaughlin? He’s much older than either of us.”

“Think about it,” that was the reply Andy was looking for.
As Andy left the lounge, he closed the door on Ricky and shrugged his shoulders looking at Alice. She whispered that she had heard everything that was said and thanked him with a soft kiss on the lips.
“Where’s Mum?” 

“In her flat,” Alice answered.

“Let’s go through, then.”

Alice and Andy walked through the house, nothing was said between them.

“See before we go in here...” Alice had her hand on the doorknob. “Are you seeing anyone?”

“Now, why would you ask that, Alice?”

“Just a thought,” she said, looking at him.

“Alice, this is dangerous ground,” shaking his head.

“So what? I’m leaving him.”

“Let’s just see Mum,” changing the subject, not making mention of Catherine.

The two of them went into the small flat, where they chatted for a while with his mother, and it became apparent to Andy that she was fading faster into her world than even he had realised, Andy gave his mum a warm hug as usual before leaving her in her small part of this large house. Ricky was nowhere to be seen, and Andy made no effort to find him as he made his way towards the door.

“Alice, where are the kids?” 

“With my parents.”

“Tell them I’m thinking of them.”

“Yes, I will. Call me, please?” Alice, closed the door. As she turned, Ricky was standing, watching her “Call me, please?” Ricky mocked, before throwing a crystal glass the length of the hallway, causing it to shatter against the door frame showering Alice with fragments of glass. Alice was shocked and her mind was made up there and then, this was the last straw, before she left the house, and him with his alcohol.

As Andy sat in his flat, on the couch, thinking about everything that was going on in his life, he asked Susan for help from the grave to figure everything out and what her advice would be. About Benny MacLaughlin? Another ace card for him if the worst happens. Concerning his sister-in-law, Alice? She was playing a dangerous game, best left alone. With his mum? She had to be the priority. Catherine was his decision alone.

Uniform hanging up, white shirt ironed, the crease on his sleeves running from the shoulder to the cuff like a sharp razor blade - he was ready for the early shift the following morning for the first time in over six months.

As Andy drove to the office, there was a feeling of euphoria and that sense of going home.

There was a parking space out on the road as if it had been reserved for his return. As he entered the office, both the civilian staff and his shift welcomed him back with hugs and handshakes, and even a jovial bit of ribbing from his colleagues, despite being in and out of the office numerous times during his secondment.

“Hey big man, do I get a kiss to welcome you back?” 

“Nope Joe, the only thing of mine that’ll hit your lips is my right hand,” he jested.

“Aw, that’s not fair,” laughed Joe as he shook Andy’s hand.

“Hey, what about me?” June wrapped her arms around Andy. “Welcome home.”

“So, you’re Andy, then,” 

“Yep,” answered Andy. “And you are?”

“Your new probationer, Maggie McGill.” She shook hands with him.

“Hello Maggie, muster time; welcome to hell,” Andy joked with a cheeky smile.

“Andy, chuck it,” laughed June. “She’s been here a few weeks waiting for you.”

“June, you’ve been here for years waiting for me.”

“So have I!” shouted Joe.

The whole shift had a good laugh that morning. 

“Andy Blackmore is back guys, fasten your seatbelts!” June announced.

Andy and the rest of the guys made their way to the muster room and waited for the morning briefing.

“June! June, come here! What is it about this guy Blackmore?”

June sensed some fun to be had at the expense of the new rookie on the shift.

“Maggie, if you’re out with Andy on the night shift and you see him putting a mattress into the back of the van, it’s game on!”

“Thanks, June, I’ll watch out for that next week,” Maggie commented innocently and looking a little concerned, which was noticed by Joe as Maggie entered the muster room.

June sat next to Joe at the early shift muster.

“What have you been telling Maggie June?” 

“Oh, she wanted to know if she would be with Andy on the night shift or if she would be with me,” she had a mischievous look on her face. Before Joe could ask anything further, Sergeant Black entered the room “Good morning, troops, and welcome back, Andy,” looking at his young officer. Back in the old routine, he went through the briefing papers as the night shift made their way out of the building. “Same teams as before, Andy you can come with me, and we can go over what’s been happening since you last graced us with your presence.” 

With morning teas downed without interruption and vehicles washed a gleaming white, the officers drove their cars out of the yard and headed for their areas, and more than likely their tea howffs - local shops or factories where they would get the local gossip and glean little bits of information from staff and customers to help them fight local crime.

“Come in, Andy,” invited Sergeant Black. “Take a seat.” Andy watched as the sergeant removed a sealed envelope from his top right-hand drawer marked “private and confidential” with the name “PC Andrew Blackmore” emblazoned on the front in red writing. Sergeant Black opened the envelope.

“This is the first time I’ve seen this, so give me a minute.” 

Slipping his right hand into his uniform jacket, Sergeant Black withdrew his Embassy cigarette packet. Without taking his eyes off the first page of the report, he fumbled in his other pockets, searching for his lighter. Lighter found and put to work, great palls of smoke rose towards the ceiling, Andy sat silently as he watched his sergeant go over the report of his secondment in detail, which was compiled over six months, with comments by everyone from his detective sergeant up through the Detective ranks, Andy never let on that he was aware of the reports by DS Anderson and DI O’Dowd, but beyond that, he knew nothing. Sergeant Black was not the sort of person to show much emotion, but as he read through the report, Andy sensed that he was pleased.

“Well, here we go, Andy,” he paused. “From DS Anderson, it says simply; ‘Thorough, efficient team member. Want him back ASAP.’ Andy, he never says that! From DI O’Dowd, it says; ‘Concur with the foregoing, the sooner the better. Recommended for a Chief Constable’s Commendation concerning a successful conclusion of the wilful fire-raising inquiry.’ So far so good, Andy.”

Andy watched his sergeant’s facial expression change; this was the part of the report Andy had not seen. He watched as his sergeant glanced from the report to him becoming more frequent.

“What have you done Andy, who’ve you upset?”

“Sergeant, I haven’t a clue what you’re talking about.” 

“Well, you’ve signed and acknowledged a damning report.”

“Can I see it, please?” Andy looked. “Page one, yes, page two, yes, but after that, I’ve never seen this part of the report.” He read it; the DCI wrote that he was not recommended for transfer to the Criminal Investigation Department, citing “reasons confidential.” The Detective Superintendent wrote; “Having discussed the foregoing with ADC Blackmore’s DCI, concur with comment.” A Detective Chief Superintendent wrote; “Further inquiry into the conduct of this officer required.”

“Sergeant, I’ve never seen this before,” Andy protested.

“Well, you’ve bloody well signed it,” was his terse reply as ash dripped from the tip of his cigarette.

“Sergeant, look at the signatures,” pointing at the foot of pages one and two.

Sergeant Black looked at the signatures on those pages, then at the rest, which bore no comparison to the untrained eye and were obvious forgeries.

“I just don’t understand what’s going on with you, Andy,” the sergeant
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