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Chapter 1
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Tracey Farmer addressed her guests and thanked them all for coming before excitedly giving them a complete rundown of the coming days’ events. They all sat in silence as she laid the table before them, each one receiving a pink cup, saucer, plate and cutlery, a paper napkin completing the arrangement. She set a large pink teapot down in the middle of the table and an assortment of other plates and dishes. None of her guests stirred or uttered a word, not even when she produced a brush and comb, turned to the huge lion that sat unmoving by her side and began calmly to stroke and groom its matted golden mane without a care in the world. She’d done it numerous times before so he would sit there, placid and contented. She would sing and talk to him as handful after handful of his silky soft tresses were gently and thoroughly preened. He sat motionless and silent as she gently brushed then combed then brushed again until all the knots had gone and the wonderful crop of soft flowing hair lay against his neck. Pleased with her efforts she turned to the penguin and, realising there was nothing to groom, asked Binky her teddy if he wanted his hair brushed instead. Binky said no, so Tracey put the brush and comb down and poured them all a cup of tea, including Boggle the giraffe, Mrs Puff her dolly and Pippin the puppy. They were all on their best behaviour and all dressed in their finery as they’d all been invited especially to her tea party to help her celebrate her birthday, for she wanted them to enjoy her day too before her mummy took her out for her special treat. She loved her birthdays because she was always allowed her to have the day off school and they would spend the whole time together. Ever since she could remember her birthdays were always special occasions full of fun and laughter, shopping and eating, playing and cuddling. And today was no exception. 

First, they were going shopping for shoes. Tracey had fallen in love with a pair of black patent shoes with small silver buckles that she’d spotted when they were shopping some months before and her mummy had promised she could have those on her birthday if she was good. Tracey had made sure she’d been very good and was hoping, praying, the shoes would still be there as she’d been told that if they were she could wear them today. What she didn’t know was that her mummy had already bought the shoes and they were keeping them at the shop for her. She’d also been promised a visit to the Krispy Kreme store for doughnuts; her favourites being the Chocolate Dreamcake and the Cookie Crunch, followed by a visit to McDonald's for a banana milkshake, another one of her favourites. After that, they were off to the cinema for the afternoon to watch the latest Disney film. The day was to be rounded off with a huge birthday party with all her friends at home, complete with balloons, party hats, games and a magician. She felt sorry for her toys because they couldn’t come with her, but she made sure they knew all the details of her day to come.

It was while serving them fairy cakes that she heard a knock at the front door and her mummy speaking to a man, but she couldn’t hear what was being said, nor did it concern her. As she carried on entertaining her guests though, she could hear the voices getting louder until she heard her mummy asking the man what he was playing at then telling him to get out, then she heard the door slam loudly. As she listened through the crack in the door she could now hear her mummy crying and the man sounding angry.

Picking up Mrs Puff Tracey hesitantly left her bedroom and slowly descended the stairs, stopping halfway down from where she could look through the spindles into the living room. From here she could see everything, although as a six-year-old she didn’t really understand what was going on. What she did see was a man standing with his back to her but holding her mummy’s arms. He must have been holding them very tightly as she was crying harder now and telling him to let go and get out, but the man wouldn’t listen. Then, suddenly, her mummy yelped as he slapped her hard across the face. He shook her roughly by the arms then hit her again. Tracey cuddled Mrs Puff close to her chest. She didn’t know who the man was but she knew he wasn’t a nice man as daddy didn’t even make her mummy cry, and he never hit her.

The man then forced her mummy onto her knees in front of him and she started crying saying “No please! Please don’t make me!” The man then grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head forward. Tracey couldn’t see what the man was making her mummy do but moments later her crying became muffled and it sounded like she was choking. Whatever her mummy was doing was making the man happy as he was telling her it was nice and that she shouldn’t stop, but she could hear she was still crying. After a while the man hit her again, this time knocking her to the floor, and now she was crying a lot. Tracey wanted the man to leave her mummy alone, but she was too scared to shout out.

Tracey looked at her beautiful mummy with her face all red and her makeup all streaky from her tears. She wanted to run to her and cuddle her and tell her she loved her, but she was frightened what the man might do to her. So she sat on the stairs cuddling her dolly, her bottom lip quivering, tears rolling down her cheeks, too frightened to cry out loud.

The man rolled her mummy onto her back and tore open the beautiful dress that she had bought especially for Tracey’s birthday. She remembered being with her when she’d bought it. It was golden yellow, just like the flowers growing in the farmers’ fields nearby. Rape, mummy had called them, she said it was a nice name and a nasty name too, but didn’t say why. She’d put it on that morning and when she came into Tracey’s bedroom to show her she thought she looked like a princess. But it was all ruined now the man had torn it all the way down. That’s probably why she’s crying so badly, Tracey thought. She’d bought a dress for her, too; blue satin with white trimmings. She was wearing it now but the front was becoming wet from her tears and she didn’t want to go out anymore, she just wanted her mummy to stop crying and the man to stop hitting her and leave.

Then the man pulled her mummy’s boobies out and began playing with them with his tongue, but it must have been hurting her because she tried to push him away, but he slapped her across the face again. Then he pulled her panties off and started touching her private parts, the place her mummy always told Tracey nobody should touch and that she was to tell her or daddy if anybody did. Then the man stood up and a funny thing was poking out of his trousers that looked a bit like a banana but not the same colour. Her mummy then started trying to push herself away saying “No! No! Please stop! Please don’t!!” But the man didn’t stop; instead, he took off his trousers and pants and lay down on top of her. 

She started screaming now, so he punched her hard in the face which made Tracey jump, then carried on doing something with his thing between her legs. Tears fell from Tracey’s eyes as her mummy’s beautiful face was all smudged and red and bleeding, and whatever the man was doing was hurting her a lot and making her cry even more. She hugged her dolly even tighter in her arm as she sat sucking on her thumb, her index finger curled tightly round the end of her nose, slowly rocking backwards and forwards on the stair. Softly, almost indiscernibly, she cried “Mummy” through her sobs as she watched her face twisted in anguish and pain.

Finally, the man made a funny noise, a sort of groaning noise, then stopped moving. Tracey couldn’t understand why he was breathing heavily like she did if she’d been running around a lot. Then he licked her mummy’s face and stood up. His thing wasn’t like a banana anymore; it was all floppy like one of Tracey’s rag dolls. He pulled his trousers back up while her mummy put her hands between her now closed legs and rolled over onto her side, a silent cry issued from her half-opened mouth. The man stepped over her, took some money from her handbag, looked down at her, laughed and left by the back door. Tracey’s tear-sodden face looked down at her mummy from the stairs, but she didn’t move, fearful that the man may come back and hurt her too. So she just sat, and stared, and cried.

Thirty minutes seemed like moments but that’s how long it was before Tracey came down the stairs and into the living room. She knelt by her mummy’s side and stroked her hair. 

“Don’t cry mummy,” she said. “The nasty man has gone now.” 

Her mother didn’t answer, or make any noise at all, she just lay there staring into nothingness, her red swollen eyes fixed and unmoving, the blood now dried. Tracey leant over and kissed her tear soaked cheek, took one of her arms and, lying down next to her, wrapped the arm around herself, and cuddled in close to the warmth of her body. Gently she reached up and tried to wipe away her mother’s tears with the satin sleeve of her dress, but her mummy just stared blankly past her daughter at nothing. It was five hours before Tracey’s daddy came home and found them, still lying in the same position. 

She remembered the police coming to the house and her mummy being taken away in an ambulance. She remembered her having to stay in a special home because ‘mummy had broken down’, so daddy said. She remembered visiting her in the special home, but her mummy never spoke to her or her daddy, she just lay there, staring. She remembered asking her when she was coming home and if she could wear her new dress for her next birthday. She remembered seeing her daddy sometimes crying when he thought she wasn’t looking. She remembered the knock at the door one day and a policeman standing there. She remembered her daddy collapsing in the hall and him telling her that her mummy wouldn’t be coming home. She remembered him telling her that she was now with the angels and she remembered having to go into a children’s home sometime later after being told that her daddy had gone to be with her mummy and the angels too. She remembered having to live with different families as she grew up.

She remembered the man who took her mummy and daddy from her.
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She knew the moment she kicked out that she’d be accused of using excessive force. She could see the headlines already; hear the ‘victim’ bleating about his rights; hear the solicitor banging on about excessive violence; picture the man’s family protesting about police brutality, wanting justice for their persecuted, put-upon little boy. But at that precise moment in time, as teenage mugger, Colin Stevens, went to run past the corner of the building Rose was hiding behind, she didn’t give a damn. As far as she was concerned he was a nasty little shit who’d evaded capture for too long. They knew he was responsible for a wave of burglaries, muggings, theft and violence; there was no doubt in their minds. They also knew he and his friends were responsible for putting a man in a coma, attacking him in the street and repeatedly stamping on his head; an innocent man walking home with his wife from the pub who’d earlier remonstrated with them for making crude comments about her. They were seen following them out of the pub and CCTV footage had placed them in the area, plus the attack bore all his cowardly hallmarks. Problem is, they couldn’t prove it. There were no witnesses and the wife was too traumatised and scared to give evidence. They’d tried several times to speak to him but he was never at home when they went round to his address, which, unfortunately, happened to be a traveller’s site on the outskirts of the town. Here, the whole community was one family; one which protected their own; one which didn’t like outsiders, especially the law. So Stevens was conveniently never there when they paid a visit and no help was ever given. But this time they had him. 

By pure coincidence DI Leach and DS Preston were interviewing a shop owner who’d been burgled the night before when they spotted the unmistakable close-cropped, broken-nosed, heavily tattooed Stevens walking out of a post office, right behind an old woman, still with her pension in hand. Leach didn’t need to be a psychic to see what was going to happen and it all played out in front of her in slow motion. Such was Steven’s arrogance that he didn’t even bother to run after he’d knocked the old lady down as he grabbed her money, he just casually walked away grinning while she now laid spread-eagle on the pavement, her shopping strewn into the road, her face grazed and bloodied. That was until Preston and Leach flew out of the shop and gave chase. He didn’t see them at first, he was too busy counting his spoils; he knew nothing of their presence until Preston grabbed him. Rose was about ten feet behind her, cuffs in hand, when Stevens span round and head-butted the sergeant. She reeled back as the pain shot through her head and the blood semi-circled around her mouth.

“You OK Preston?”

“Yes Guv, just caught me on the end of the nose, thank God. Come on; let’s get after the little fucker!”

Stevens was running like hell itself was after him, which, to a certain degree, it was, for Leach and Preston were fired up and wanted nothing more than to bring the bastard down, and bring him down hard. Mentally, Rose was adding the charge of assaulting a police officer; resisting arrest and ABH to his long list of felonies, all which should add up to a lengthy jail term. But first, they had to catch him.

Stevens turned off of the high street and cut through a side alley that opened into a car park, currently staging the weekly farmers market. Here he used the maze of stalls to dodge back and forth trying to shake his hunters. The hoards of midday shoppers slowed his progress and the two officers found the gap closing. In his bid to shake them he dashed between stalls in the hope of cutting across the car park but found he was hindered by cars and vans blocking his path, causing him to cut back through to the central drag of the market once more. Preston, her light blue blouse now stained red, was now only eight feet from him when he suddenly upended a table full of fruit and veg in her path. She tried jumping the now crushed mass but her foot landed on a squashed punnet of strawberries, sending her sprawling. Rose, lagging a few feet behind, managed to skirt round the mayhem and carry on the pursuit, glancing back over her shoulder to see her dishevelled sergeant scramble to her feet. Without stopping, Stevens emerged at the far end of the market and ran straight across the road, causing an elderly driver to brake suddenly and swerve into a fence. Rose knew that she should stop and check him out, but she couldn’t risk losing Stevens, not when she was this close, and she reasoned there were enough people about to take care of the old man anyway.

Preston quickly caught up once again and they found themselves pursuing Stevens into an industrial area. He was now about fifty yards in front and they watched as he turned sharp right by a small unit but, by the time they got there, he’d disappeared. They both stopped, breathless and exhausted, looking at the warren of roads, side-streets and alleyways that wove in and out of the units and factories. 

“Fuck!! He could be anywhere?” Rose breathed heavily.

“Yeah, but he couldn’t cut through to the left because they all back onto a high fence along the railway lines. He must have gone right.”

“OK, but which one?”

“Greaves’!” said Preston.

“Why Greaves’?”

“Because it’s the only one unoccupied since they closed down two months ago.”

“Right. Greaves’ it is!”

They ran a little further and turned down the path that led alongside the now disused furniture factory. They checked the fire exits but all were securely closed until they got to the last. Here, the door was slightly ajar, just enough to prise open with a discarded tyre lever Rose found among the stinging nettles and weeds against the opposite fence. Slowly, she inched the door open, trying to make as little sound as possible. Suddenly, from behind her, there was a metallic ‘thunk’. Rose span round only to see Preston, her blood encrusted mouth smirking back at her, shouldering her sixteen-inch steel ASP. 

“Jesus Christ Preston! You nearly gave me a heart attack!” she said quietly.

“Sorry, Guv.” she grinned back.

“I didn’t realise you still carried an extendable baton?”

“Oh yes, Guv. It’s got me out of difficulties on several occasions; even saved my life once. I’m definitely not going to take any chances with this little shit!” 

They gradually eased their way into the factory. The bright sun, flooding through the clear corrugated roof panels, highlighted the disturbed dust as it whirled up and hung in the air, dancing in the rays. By following this ghostly trail they could see which way Stevens had gone. To the left of them lay rows and rows of settee’s and chairs; to the right rank upon rank of wardrobes and dressers, all shrink wrapped in protective plastic, awaiting their birth. Slowly, quietly, they moved through the lines of furniture, listening for the smallest of giveaway sound. The smell of wood and velour hung heavy in the air. Preston signalled to Leach that she was going to take a circuitous route while Rose should carry on. She nodded and proceeded to follow the line of wardrobes deeper into the factory. Preston skirted along the wall, turning left at the end to head in the same direction as her boss and hopefully converge at some point. Rose felt vulnerable, she had no weapon of her own and she’d seen what Stevens was capable of; she just hoped she’d get the first punch in. She wasn’t too worried about taking him on either; her uncle had taught her how to take a man down quickly and easily. Having served in the SBS, everything he taught her had been tried and tested.

Stealthily, she edged along, keeping her back close to the rows of dressers standing like cellophaned sentinels. A sudden noise made her stop; it was barely discernible, but it was there, somewhere behind the furniture. She took a few deep breaths to calm herself and listened more intently. Nothing. She was just about to move off again when suddenly a huge rat ran from between two of the cupboards and disappeared under a sofa, causing her to jump back, knocking into a dresser as she did so. Rose closed her eyes and let out a deep breath, berating herself in whispered tones. Angry with herself she pursed her lips and moved on. She fixed her eyes on the trail of dancing dust, listening closely for any indication of Stevens’ whereabouts. In a way, she hoped Preston would come across him first for she knew she’d have no hesitation in using her baton, especially as she owed him one. She crossed an open gangway and carried on down the row opposite, staring fixedly into the gloom as she crept silently along. She had just taken a quick glance behind her when the sound of breaking glass beneath her feet caused her to stop abruptly. Looking down, she could see the remains of a light bulb scattered on the floor. As she began to chastise herself for not paying enough attention, she became unaware of the dresser, silently falling towards her. By the time she caught it out of the corner of her eye, it was too late. The heavy piece of furniture fell with a crash into her right side, knocking her over onto a settee. As she fell, she had the presence of mind to quickly twist herself and fall onto the seats’ cushions, but the weight of the seven-foot high dresser pinned her down. She struggled in vain to lift it off of her, but the angle she had landed in gave her no point of leverage. She was just on the point of calling out for her sergeant when she heard the sound of someone scrabbling with the furniture and waited to be freed. But then she became aware of them clambering up onto it; not lifting it. Suddenly, sharp pains shot through her ribs and right arm time and time again as she realised they were jumping up and down on the back of the heavy dresser. Stevens! With each jump, she let out a yell as the edges of the shelves dug further and further into her.

“Get off me you bastard!” she managed to shout between jumps, but to no avail. She was only grateful that the cushions gave way beneath her to lessen the effect. The attack seemed to go on for ages, each jump becoming more and more aggressive. Had there been something more solid beneath her she would have sustained severe injuries by now. All of a sudden she heard Preston’s voice.

“Stevens!!”

Alerted by the sound of the crashing furniture, she made her way towards the noise and rounded the corner to see him jumping up and down on the back of the dresser. She hadn’t heard Rose call out but it didn’t take much to realise what was happening. He looked up to see the sergeant running full flight from the end of the line, baton raised, ready to strike. He quickly jumped off and, pulling a couple more dressers over to block her path, took off toward the back of the factory, laughing. Preston reached the sofa and tried lifting the dresser from the side, but it was too heavy. She then jumped over the back of the settee and got her fingers under the top edge. With a huge heave, she managed to lift it enough that Rose could crawl out from underneath. As soon as she was clear she dropped it.

“You OK, Guv?”

“I’m fine, but my ribs are going to hurt like hell tomorrow! Did you get him?”

“No Guv, he took off down the back.”

“Fuck! Come on then, I’m not letting that piece of shit get away again.”

Preston helped her to her feet and they scrambled over the fallen units, running towards the rear of the factory where they found an open fire exit. As they emerged, Stevens was just disappearing through a hole in the fence. Spurred on by the fact he hadn’t got very far, they gave chase with renewed impetus. They scrambled through the hole and up a nettle infested bank, bringing them out onto a cycle track. Stevens was about fifty yards ahead. By the time Rose had got to her feet, her sergeant already had ten yards on her.

“You keep on his arse, Preston; I think I know where he’s headed?” Rose shouted to her as she turned down a narrow side street.

She knew the town well, including all the shortcuts, something obviously Stevens didn’t otherwise he would have used it too. It would only give her a few seconds on him, but hopefully, that would be enough. She knew that once he got to the end of the cycle track he’d turn onto South Street to make his way back to the scum he called family. She also knew that, with Preston on his tail, he’d be more inclined to be checking behind him than in front. Which is why he didn’t see Rose peeking around the corner of the building, waiting. She knew timing would be everything. Too early, and he would dodge out of the way. Too late, and she’d miss him. No, Rose’s experience told her she’d have to be precise. She glanced round the corner one last time and judged exactly when Stevens would reach her. She stood with her back against the wall, her ribs still aching, knowing that it would have to be quick and firm. Then she began to countdown.

Stevens knew he was making ground on the cop chasing him and he laughed to himself having seen one already given up the chase long ago. It was this arrogance and overconfidence that became his undoing as he couldn’t react quick enough to avoid DI Leach’s leg as it shot out from behind the wall at knee height, sending him sprawling across the pavement, raking his face along the concrete as he did. Rose was on him before he’d come to a stop, dropping with both her knees onto his back. As he gasped for breath she made sure she increased his agony by kneeling between his shoulder blades while handcuffing him. Stevens was desperately trying to draw air into lungs emptied by the fall but Rose made sure they stayed empty for a few seconds longer by leaning all her weight onto his back until his eyes enlarged with panic. Preston finally caught up, breathing heavily.

“When you’ve got your breath back, sergeant, read him his rights. I’m going to fetch the car!” 

Rose dusted herself down as she walked off rubbing her ribs, but sporting a contented grin.

Back at the station, while Preston booked Stevens in with the custody sergeant, Rose delighted in telling everybody of his arrest, each time being met with either an, “About bloody time!”, or, “Thank Christ for that!” She walked into her office, plonked herself down in her chair and put her feet up on the desk while clasping her hands behind her head, grinning like a Cheshire cat. The ribs and arm didn’t hurt as much now, but she wasn’t sure if that was just the adrenalin killing the pain. She sat there for a couple of minutes imagining the pleased look on the Chief Constables face when she tells him. Stevens and his family had been a blight on the town since they moved in a decade ago. It was well known they were responsible for most of the crime wave in the town, but there was never any proof. Problem was; knowing it was one thing, proving it was another. But now at least one of them was going down, hopefully for a very long time. Rose looked at her watch, 12.30.

“Right!” she said to herself. “Quick spot of lunch, then we’ll pay his family a little visit I think!”
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An hour later, Leach, Preston and six uniformed officers were knocking on the door of Caravan Thirteen, Denebank Travellers Site, search warrant in hand. The top half of the split door was opened abruptly by a broad-shouldered, square-jawed bruiser of a man, naked to the waist. He immediately recognised the two detectives from previous visits.

“What the fuck do you want?” he asked aggressively.

“Good afternoon, Mr Stevens. Nice to see you too! We have a warrant to search this caravan.”

“What the fuck for, I ain’t done nuffin’?”

“It’s not about you; it’s about Colin.”

“Colin? I haven’t seen him in months; went off travellin’.”

“Funny that because we nicked him not two hours ago in town!”

“Nicked him for what?”

“Well, let’s start with robbery with violence, assaulting a police officer, resisting arrest and ABH to start with, but don’t worry, by the time we’ve searched his room I’m sure we’ll be adding to that charge sheet,” Rose said flippantly.

The man stood his ground and made no move to open the door.

“OK,” said a steadfast Rose, “we can do this the nice way, where you open the door and welcome us in with open arms and we treat your home with the care and respect it deserves, or we can do it the nasty way, where we smash the door down arrest you for obstructing police officers in the course of their duty and trash the place, which seems a shame as it looks brand new. Pay cash for it did you?” she said, sarcastically.

Stevens glared at her.

Defiantly she said, “Your choice!” 

“I’ve told you, I ain’t seen him for months, cleared all his stuff out. Don’t know why he’s back in Denebank.”

“Well, there’s no harm in taking a look then, is there?”

Still, he didn’t move. His huge hands rested on the door, his knuckles calloused and swollen; the result of a recent bare-knuckle fight. His deep-set eyes accentuated by a broken nose and thick eyebrows. An old scar ran from his left ear under his jaw and across his throat.

“OK constable, use the ram please,” Rose said as she stood back ushering the officer forward.

There was a click as the lock was thrown and the door slowly opened.

“Thank you, Mr Stevens, your cooperation is appreciated,” Rose said with a hint of sarcasm in her voice.

By now a large crowd had gathered, more to intimidate the police than to placate their curiosity. The two officers and the constables began to search the caravan.

“That’s Colin’s bedroom down there.” the father said, pointing to the end of the corridor.

“Thank you, Mr Stevens!”

Rose nodded, surprised that he was now being so helpful. She entered the room to find clothes strewn about the floor in typical teenage fashion, except most of these were designer labelled. The bed smelt of newly cleaned sheets and the duvet was pulled to one side indicating it had been recently slept in. She opened the wardrobe where a pile of DVD players, IPads, mobile phones and Kindles lay half concealed beneath a pile of clothes, probably the spoils of ill-gotten gains she thought to herself. She moved to the dresser and opened the draws. The first two held the usual stuff, pants, socks, handkerchiefs etc, but the third draw she found more interesting. Here she found a hoard of DVD’s, some marked ‘Dad v Les Deakins fight Feb 2012’, and ‘Me v Fletcher fight Aug 2010’. They were of no interest to her, but what was of interest were the ones marked ‘Liverpool dog fights June 2012’, and ‘Derby dog fights Sep 2012’. There were at least thirty of these. Then she found some that truly disgusted her, ‘Badger baiting Yorkshire summer 2012’, ‘Badger baiting Devon May 2011’.  In the fourth draw she found cash, loads of cash, probably about £10,000 she guessed. 

“Ok constable, bag it all up and keep looking.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Guv?”

“Yes, Preston?”

“In here Guv,” she shouted from the living room.

As Rose entered, Preston handed her a dozen packets of white powder and a bag containing about fifty ecstasy tablets.

“Found them stuffed down the back of the sofa, Guv.”

They both looked at Stevens.

“They’re fuck all to do with me!” he said aggressively.

“Well, if Colin isn’t here then they must belong to you then, eh?” He looked at her knowing he was trapped. “So who do these belong to, Mr Stevens?”

He stood for some time, frantically trying to think of a way out before looking away. “Colin,” he said quietly.

“Right, I want the whole place searched thoroughly!” Rose ordered.

“Hold on, you told me you wouldn’t.”

“That was before we found Class A drugs. Now it’s a different story.”

“But you can’t, it’s my home. You’ve got no right!”

Rose looked him square in the eyes.

“I’ve got every right!” She snapped back. “I’ve found a number of electrical goods, which I believe to be stolen. I’ve found DVD’s of illegal dog fights and badger baiting, and, if your face is in any of them, you’ll be charged. Plus, I’ve now found a large quantity of illegal drugs. I have enough reason to have this caravan towed away if I want!” 

She turned back to the officers.

“OK, carry on.”

A young constable tried to open a small door to another bedroom. Suddenly, Stevens grabs him and throws back against the corridor wall.

“Keep out of there, that’s Sarah’s room!!” he snarled at the officer.

“Right Stevens, you’re under arrest for obstruction and assaulting a police officer. Sergeant, cuff him.”

Stevens went to make a move towards Preston when the ‘thunk’ of her steel baton extending stopped him dead. Preston looked him unwaveringly in the eyes, baton raised, ready to strike. Seconds felt like minutes as Stevens shot glances, first at Leach then back at Preston before realising he had no choice. Slowly he turned around and held his hands behind his back. Rose nodded towards the young constable; warily he stepped forward and restrained him with his cuffs as Preston stood with baton still raised, just in case. As he was manhandled out of the caravan and into their car Rose instructed the constable to search the bedroom thoroughly, there was obviously a reason he didn’t want them going in there. 

A torrent of verbal abuse was awaiting them as they tried to leave. The mob, now thirty strong, including kids as young as three, had surrounded the caravan. They were angry and animated, some banging on the car roof. One little girl caught Rose’ eye. She was about eight years old and very pretty but had a look of pure hatred in her eyes. Rose was shocked that a little girl could have that much loathing in her at so young an age. What had her parents told her about the police that caused her to feel so much disdain towards them? She was then grabbed roughly by a man and ushered away, all the time looking back at Rose with a fixated stare. Suddenly, a loud bang made her jump as someone slammed both fists down on the roof.

“Fucking pigs! Leave him alone!” shouted one. “Filth! Why don’t you just fuck off and stop picking on us!”. “You bastards, he ain't dun nuffin’, let ‘im go!” shouted another.

Then Rose locked eyes with a man standing quietly in amongst the mob, hands in pockets; motionless. His angular face tilted down, drawing attention to eyes that were deep set and devoid of all emotion, almost dead, she thought. As she stared back, he took one hand out of his pocket, lifted his arm and slowly, chillingly, drew his finger across his throat. Rose went cold. She’d had this done to her many times in her career by criminals thinking it would scare her into dropping charges, or family and friends chanting injustice and holding her responsible. Over time she’d become hardened, impervious to it all. But this was something different; there was an intention to it. Had he been fired up like everybody else, had he been waving his fists or shouting obscenities or attacking the car, she would have ignored it, but he wasn’t. His actions were that of a man in full control of his himself, his thoughts; his meaning.

The drive back to the station was a quiet one. Rose noticed Stevens seemed deep in thought and nervous. 
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Chapter 4
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Rose proudly opened the door to the Deputy Commissioners office, having received a call some minutes earlier from the Chief Constable telling her the DC wanted to see her. He’d sounded pleased on the phone so she was relaxed when she entered.

“Morning, sir.”

“Morning, Leach. Please, have a seat.”

He beckoned her to the chair in front of his desk.

“I hear congratulations are in order, you’ve finally nailed one of the Stevens clan! Drink?”

She was taken aback.

“Er...yes please sir!” she stammered.

“Whiskey? Gin? Vodka?”

“Whiskey, please sir!” 

She felt privileged. In all the time she’d worked there, in all the cases she’d cracked, she’d never once before been offered such recompense for her efforts. Yeah, she’d had the usual pat on the back or handshake or congratulatory phone call from the Chief Constable, but she’d never been called into the DC’s office and offered a drink before. 

She looked around at the sparsely decorated room; it didn’t surprise her, he was known to be minimalist. She noticed that most of the frames adorning the walls all displayed his citations and commendations; there were also pictures of him and senior officers, especially the Commissioner, and even one of him with the Home Secretary. But, strangely, there was only one family photo, a small affair situated on a desk behind him; an attempt at a relaxed shot of him in short sleeves standing next to his wife with both his hands resting on the shoulders of his youngest son, while the eldest stood next to his mother, all fixed with a rigid grin. It was a sort of forced-relaxed pose. That’s also when she noticed how slim he was, for a man that is. The black tunic he was wearing bulked out his frame, but she could see from the picture that underneath it he was quite slender, almost feminine in stature, Rose thought. She found herself trying to imagine him in a dress when her thoughts were suddenly interrupted.

“I know he’s small fry compared to others you’ve put away in the past Rose, but he’s been a thorn in our sides for years, especially mine. It got to the stage where he looked like we were never going to catch him. Well done!”

“Thank you, sir. It was a stroke of luck really that we just happened to be across the road interviewing a burglary victim when we spotted Stevens mugging an old lady.”

“I take it you’re going to search the caravan?”

“Already have, sir.”

“And?”

“And we found a number of electrical goods that are on our stolen list, plus a large quantity of money and some DVD’s.”

“DVD’s? Of what?”

“Illegal dog fighting, badger baiting: that sort of thing.”

“Good, that will help secure a conviction.”

“Plus, we found a large amount of ecstasy tablets and heroin stuffed down the back of the sofa that will definitely see him go down for a long stretch.”

“How do you know they didn’t belong to the father?”

“Because he was happy to confirm they were his sons, either that or he’d go down for them himself.”

“I hear you have him under arrest too. On what grounds?”

“Obstruction and attacking a police officer to start with sir, but I’m sure I’ll find other things when I go back.”

“Go back? Why are you going back?”

“Because I feel he’s hiding something, sir. When the officer went to enter his granddaughter’s bedroom that’s when he became aggressive and obstructive, claimed that he didn’t want the room disturbed because of her memory.”

“Ah yes, Sarah.”

“You know of her, sir?”

“Yes, Rose, I’ve had dealings with the Stevens’ going back years. I know all about tragic Sarah. Lost her mum and gran in a road accident, then struck down with cancer. John Stevens looked after her you know. Primarily as her grandfather; and then as her carer. He nursed her through her illness, administered her drugs, sat up all night with her when she was in pain; and held her hand as she died. He doted on her as if she were his own daughter. Very sad! That’s why John’s a very bitter man and not the most welcoming of hosts.”

“Yes, we found that out sir!”

“So you can understand why he acted as he did then. I
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