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CHAPTER 1

Police Psychologist Marian Monk’s office
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Ted Baxter sat silently, patiently waiting, whilst the force psych quack, or Moody Monk as she was known at the yard, flipped through his case file. She had the reputation of being a right anal bitch, who rarely passed people fit and would more commonly recommend discharge. Monk studied Ted’s case file. He was waiting, no, hoping that she would give him the all clear to go back to work. 

Following his suicide attempt, after seeing his ex-partner Annie Harris so brutally murdered, the Chief Super and the Commissioner had insisted that Ted attend therapy, telling  him that he would remain on sick leave until the quack gave him the all clear to return to normal duties. 

It was now five weeks since Annie’s murder, and Ted was going out of his mind with boredom. He also needed to get that bastard Mike, or rather Alex Langdon, for killing his friend and partner, Annie. 

Eventually, the middle-aged frump looked over the top of her bi-focal glasses. ‘Chief Inspector Baxter, when was the last time you took a drink?’

‘A month ago, just before I started to attend the AA,’ Ted lied. He’d only been to one session for about ten minutes. Ted didn’t do group therapy. He’d managed to convince the group leader that it would be in his own interest to keep shtum and just mark him as present each week. That’s if he wanted to be able to park anywhere in the city of London without getting a ticket.

‘Have you had any recent thoughts of suicide?’ the Dr. probed further, whilst wearing her practiced and false, sympathetic and caring smile.  

‘No not at all,’ said Ted, sporting his own “My world’s just great” smile.

In reality, Ted was still downing a few cans of Stella and a half-bottle of vodka most nights. He also thought about ending his life on an almost daily basis. The only thing stopping him from topping himself was his need to catch and punish Annie’s killer.

The quack looked down at her notes for what seemed an age to Ted. Then, she suddenly picked up one of two stamps she had sitting on an ink block in front of her and stamped a piece of paper.

‘I’m declaring you fit for light duties for the next two weeks, and provided you keep off the booze and don’t have any more suicidal episodes. In the meantime, I’ll look at putting you on full duties at the end of those two weeks,’ she said, as she handed Ted the Fit to Work certificate.

Ted didn’t hang around; he was out of her office as fast as a rat up a drainpipe. Deciding that there was no time like the present, he made his way straight to Scotland Yard, via the Old Bull public house, where he dropped in for a quick dose of Dutch Courage, which took the form of a double vodka.

Ten minutes later, Ted approached the front entrance of Scotland Yard. He hesitated for a few moments, staring up at the famous rotating Scotland Yard sign, as he thought about the last time he was inside the building. It was the morning after the night he had saved Ben Hickson − the very same night that his beautiful partner Annie Harris was horribly slaughtered.

Ted pulled himself together and went straight to his office. Once there, he sat behind his desk and stared at the empty desk opposite him − Annie’s desk. He closed his eyes and thought about the banter they’d shared, and how she was probably the only person in the Force who could get away with chastising him. ‘Don’t you worry Annie; I’ll get the bastard who killed you. If it’s the last thing I do,’ he promised  Annie’s desk.

Ted then looked through his case files piled on his desk, then searched his filing cabinet. He was looking for the Ben Hickson files, but they weren’t there. He hesitated for a few seconds, before plucking up the courage to search through Annie’s desk. While he was doing that, he called Detective Jake Cummings in the incident room.

‘Incident room, Detective Cummings.’ 

‘Jake, it’s me, Ted. I’m looking for the Ben Hickson files. Any idea where they are?’ 

‘Probably with Tingy. He took over the case when you went on sick leave. He’s taken us all off the case, and has got his own team from another division working on it,’ replied the detective.

‘Like hell he is’. Ted shouted, slamming down the phone and storming straight to the Chief Super’s office.

He burst into Max Tingy’s office like a bull in a china shop. 

‘Ah! Ted, come in, why don’t you? Don’t bother knocking,’ said Tingy sarcastically, clearly annoyed by Ted’s interruption.

‘Don’t ‘Ted’ me. I want the Alex Langdon file, and I want my team back on the case,’  Ted yelled.

‘Now, now, Ted. You really do need to calm it down a little. You also need to remember who you’re talking to,’ replied Chief Tingy, before turning to his female guest and apologising for the interruption.

‘I know who I’m speaking to, and there is no way on this earth that I’m off this case,’ insisted Ted. ‘Annie was my partner, and I will catch the bastard that killed her. And that, Sir, is final!’ 

‘Calm down Ted. I have every intention of handing the Langdon case back to you. And talking of partners, meet your new partner, Detective Sergeant Carol Speakman,’ said Tingy, waving his hand in the direction of the seated female detective.

‘No, no way! I don’t need another partner. From now on I fly solo. no offence,’ Ted glanced apologetically at Carol, who smiled and waved away his harsh words with a nervous smile. 

‘You don’t have a choice. You either work with a partner or you don’t work at all,’ said Tingy. The Commissioner wants someone to keep an eye on you after what happened, or should I say, nearly happened in your office a few weeks ago.’

Ted thought for a moment or two, then reluctantly agreed to have Carole partner him.

‘Good, that’s sorted. I’ll let you bring Detective Sgt. Speakman up to date on the case,’ said the chief,  handing the Langdon files to Ted. 

Ted and Carol left the chief’s office together and headed to Ted’s. 

Detective Sgt. Speakman was a tall and voluptuous Irish redhead, who looked more like a centrefold than a detective. However, during her five years of police service so far, Ted knew she’d been involved in the capture of several high-ranking drug dealers, as well as a couple of sex trafficking gangs. She was tough and up for anything, and was also the only female to ever achieve her third dad in karate.   
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CHAPTER 2

Waterloo Station London
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After a long drive and a cross-channel train journey, Alex finally arrived at Waterloo station, having breezed through an almost non-existent border security check. Now very tired and in need of a good meal, a shower and some sleep, Alex took a taxi to the London Hilton in Park Lane.

On inspection of John-Michael’s passport, the clerk on the hotel reception gave Alex a confirmatory glace and started to speak to Alex in French. Not understanding a word, Alex was forced to think on his feet.

‘Can you speak in English please? After all, we are in England,’ said Alex, with a smirk upon his face that told the clerk that he was in no mood to make friends or get into small talk.

The clerk took the hint and, looking rather sheepish handed Alex the key to his room

‘Room 141, Sir. The second floor, on the left.’

Once in his room, Alex ordered from room service, a breakfast of eggs benedict, coffee and some tangerines. He then took a quick shower, whilst he waited for his food to arrive.

Once showered, Alex flicked through the various news channels... The woods near the villa in the south of France were still burning, and the emergency services had found a body in the burnt-out villa. The body was believed to be the body of a man wanted by both the British and Italian police, who happened to be wanted for multiple homicides in both countries. Apparently, a car that the killer had hired had been found abandoned in a multi-storey car park in Dijon. Apparently, it had a tracker attached to it.

The reporter explained that local police had carried out a number of enquiries and had learned that just over an hour or so after the car had entered the car park, an Englishman had purchased a Renault Cleo for cash.

It was that same Renault Cleo that had been found in the garage of the burnt-out villa. Furthermore, it was believed that the wanted man had perished in his car. The body was so badly burned, though, that it was impossible to confirm it. ‘According to the local police, the man probably perished as he tried to escape the fire,’ said the news anchor-man. 

Alex smiled to himself. He couldn’t have wished for a better outcome. Once again, Alex Landon, aka Ethan Clarke, was officially deceased, which suited him fine.

After eating his breakfast, Alex carried out a few internet searches and made a few telephone calls, before retiring to his bed. He had nothing more to do until the later evening. 

Later that evening, after yet another disturbed sleep, Alex took a train to Luton. Once there he made his way to the Prince Albert public-house. It was located just outside of Luton centre and was well known as black and Asian drug dealer’s paradise. The Prince Albert  was the sort of place that only the drug lords, their bitches and the desperate wanna-be drug
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