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PROLOGUE:

Itwas another dismal night and this part of the city designated

‘regeneration’ was clear of old derelict pre-war buildings,
mostly factories that had blotted the landscape for years.
They were large industrial buildings that gave testament
to the harshness of the era in which they were built. Huge
chimney stacks, now blown to smithereens, stood the test of
time by their stubborn persistence, large, erect, and dingy
from the smoke that once billowed from their open tops.

The land was now waste land and nature had intervened,
the wind having blown in seeds that gave forth an intermittent
smattering of colour. Delicate flowers grew defiantly in
between scattered bricks and rubbish in and around burnt
out cars that were driven there and set alight by bored or bad
youths who saw it as fair sport. The odd laminated sticker
‘Police aware’ waved from now non-existent windscreens,
stuck precariously under singed and rusty windscreen
wipers.

There was no wind tonight and the moon was covered by
ominous cloud that gave it a haunted, scary look. The cloud
threatened the earth with another drenching, but now it was
dark. The head lights of the car picked at the landscape,
primarily flat, but hiding the odd pothole and open footings
of long lost buildings. It made its way slowly towards the
middle of the site, stopped as the lights faded.

The man in the front seat sat quietly holding onto the
steering wheel. He could just see some yellow ‘police’ tape
caught in bushes. It had once, many months ago now, been
wrapped around a scene where a taxi had littered the site
with its gruesome cargo. The tape was the only remnant of
that particular event. The man took it all in and thought ‘a
fitting scene for another gruesome event’, but he did not
smile.
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His facial expression was fixed, as it had been for years
in a cynical hardness. Some people described him as ugly.
Even as a young man he had been no oil painting, but years
of doubt and corruption, of smoking (in the early days when
everyone did it) and an over indulgence in whiskey had
drawn lines upon an already imperfect canvas.

He sat contemplating how life had delivered him to this
point. He was still unable to accept that any of the many
influences were his fault. The bastards drove him, worked
him until there was nothing left of the little boy who wanted
to be a policeman and to make a difference. The bitches, he
thought, had nailed his particular coffin tight; until he felt
that he would be buried alive, fighting for air.

Anyone watching might at this point have seen a man,
driven to the edge, riding on the brink of a decision and
one not to be made lightly. In the distance the odd headlight
could be seen on a nearby road that gave access to a city lit
up and welcoming. The flashing lights said, ‘come in, spend
money and never be lonely’to anyone needing to take solace
in its pubs and clubs.

From the road leading into town you would have been
able to see the sudden explosion and fire leaping to great
heights. Not many people would have actually wondered at
this sight, nor thought that the flames were given assistance
by an accelerant that would ensure that the body would
undergo great destruction. ldentification would be made
from those items found on the body not destroyed by fire; a
masonic ring, engraved with the lodge to which it belonged,
a wedding ring engraved with ‘forever’ that would be easily
identifiable. There would be little in the way of forensics
obtainable from the corpse.

The man had lost his teeth to gum disease in his thirties,
no longer needing a dentist.
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Acting Detective Chief Inspector Jacqui Foster looked stern
as she walked the length of the Command Suite and presented
herself to the Chief Constable’s secretary. Daphne Simms
was in her early sixties, as thin as a lath, with one of those
hard penetrating stares that made you feel uncomfortable.

“I won’t keep you waiting,” she said to Jacqui, “take a
seat, the Chief is just taking a telephone call at the moment.”

Jacqui sat on the only spare chair. It was away from the
secretary’s desk and seemed as if it was in the middle of
nowhere. It allowed a view down the length of the Command
Suite where all the doors leading off included the Assistant
Chief Constables’ rooms, those of the Directors of Finance,
Human Resources and Information Technology. She felt
exposed. It looked, she thought, like she was ‘on the mat’
awaiting a reprimand.

Why she should think like that she couldn’t say, after all
the Chief Constable was her uncle and she thought if he had
anything adverse to say to her he would probably have gone
to her flat to deliver it in private.

Then she remembered the time she flounced out of his
office because she told him she suspected Harry Beddoes
of murdering her father. Her uncle almost ridiculed the
idea and she was angry with him. After that she avoided
any contact, including any family functions she thought he
might attend. When she heard that Detective Chief Inspector
Harry Beddoes was found in his car on waste land, having
committed suicide by burning himself inside, she felt...
what? Not justice—nor retribution. No, she felt cheated
because she couldn’t bring him to book.

These thoughts, permeated her mind, they were seldom on
any other subject. Now she feared she might have become
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obsessed by Harry Beddoes and his dirty dealings. Even
though he was dead and the Coroner’s verdict of suicide
officially stamped on the episode, she was still unable to stop
her personal investigations into the man’s past.

She heard, “Chief Inspector Foster!” It was a loud
pronouncement and the third time her name had been called
by the Chief’s secretary. Jacqui looked startled as she stood
up and walked to her desk.

Daphne Simms told her, “You can go in now.” This was
delivered in a quieter tone.

“Thank you,” she said almost blushing as she became
aware that she had sat and withdrawn completely into her
own thoughts. It was something she did quite a lot these
days. She walked to the Chief’s office and once inside closed
the door behind her and remained standing.

“Sit down, Jacqui,” the Chief said. She moved to one of
the chairs around his coffee table and sat down. “How are
you?” he asked.

“Fine, thank you.” There was no endearment, or mention
of ‘uncle’.

He scrutinised her face because they had always been
close and he knew just by looking at her that he’d lost some
ground. She waited to find out why she had been sent for.

“I missed you at our barbecue,” he began.

She answered quickly, almost as if rehearsed, “I was busy
that day.” She remembered how she had locked herself away
and ignored all phone calls. She looked up at her uncle
who had always been special to her, almost like a substitute
father.

He searched her face briefly contemplating whether to say
what was on his mind, but he didn’t want to make things
worse between them, instead he told her, “I want to make
you permanent, Jacqui. How do you feel about that?”

He saw her start visibly. She was thirty-two years of age
and had risen rapidly during her short number of years in
force—getting Acting Chief Inspector so soon after being
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appointed Inspector made people in force believe she was on
the accelerated promotion scheme, when in fact she wasn’t.

“Really?” she asked showing her surprise.

“Yes, I think you have what it takes and I will let you look
around and take on anyone you want to boost your team.”
Jacqui was shocked. She thought briefly about what her
colleagues would think, but was far too ambitious to let the
thought remain too long in her mind.

“Thank you,” she said. “I won’t let you down.”

“I know that, Jacqui,” he assured her. Then suddenly and
unexpectedly he asked, “Have I let you down?”

“No,” she replied looking away, “I...... ” She stopped
because she hadn’t really analysed what it was that she was
feeling. “I think I got myself tied up in too many things—a
bit over zealous, perhaps.” She didn’t want to go any further
because she actually didn’t believe her own words, because
she had no intention of giving up on her investigations.

She went for the deflection instead, “I need to keep Luc
Wariner in my team. He’s back at work now and I believe
he deserves his substantive D.]—Beddoes kept him down
for too long. He’s an excellent detective and has natural
instincts that I want on my team. I need his stability and I
wouldn’t want to lose him.” She stopped as he stared at her
sudden animation. She held her breath remembering the one
conversation where he shed doubts about Luc Wariner, but
she had none herself.

The Chief’s answer was simply, “I can live with that.”

“Good,” she said with a satisfied expression on her face.

The Chief stood up and she knew it was his cue for her
to leave, so she stood as well. He put his arms out as he
always did, waiting for her to walk into them for their usual
affectionate hug. She brought all her reserves of resolve to
propel her forward to walk into the hug. As his arms wrapped
around her she thought [ will prove to you that Harry Beddoes
killed my father. He couldn’t see the expression on her face
at that moment. What he saw when he pulled back and they
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parted was her usual sweet smile. It was only as she walked
back down the Command corridor that the frown was back
on her face.

It was a face twisted by resolve and determination.

—2—

Luc Wariner had only been back at work for three weeks
and was undergoing a phased return to work. He still had
the slight limp left from the accident when an articulated
lorry going at some speed almost killed him. In fact, the
doctor told him he did die and for ten minutes before they
brought him back. He described it later to Grace how he’d
been dreaming and heard a voice telling him he was needed.

When he left the hospital Grace looked after him, although
he felt bad about her being pregnant and him wanting to take
care of her. As he progressed they looked after each other
and he pushed himself and his mobility so that he would
recover quicker.

Now he was back in the Major Crime Unit and it felt weird.
The longed for absence of Harry Beddoes was overshadowed
by the nature of his exit. There was nothing satisfying about
his departure and his suicide that Aidey Carter reported to him.
Something about it unnerved him, but he didn’t know why he
felt like that. This disquiet grew as he convalesced knowing
that there were a great deal of things he couldn’t remember
before his accident. A lot of blanks that people were helping
him to fill in. The feeling was nonetheless planted firmly in
his head and he waited for it to bloom with time.

The doctors told him it would take time and that some
people regained all their memory eventually, whilst others
maintained some blanks. The only good part, was knowing
Joan Beddoes had been able to come out of hiding now that
Harry Beddoes was dead, she was no longer in danger.

Luc hadn’t forgotten the state he saw her in when they first
met. She was hospitalised. He had never seen anyone look as
bad as she did from a beating that was given to her by her late
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husband. She was also able to bury her still-born daughter,
Jenny and Luc once recovered kept his word and helped her
to arrange it.

Grace was almost full term now and he was excited at
the prospect of the arrival of his first baby. A baby he never
thought he’d have after discovering that his ex-wife Audrey
aborted the only other child he’d fathered. Now he was with
Grace, married and they both decided not to find out what
sex the baby was, they wanted to wait until the birth.

As if that wasn’t exciting enough, Grace had managed to
sell the house. They moved into their new home and although
neither of them was one hundred per cent fit for house
moving, they had the time and help from Abby and Aidey.
Gradually they got their new, large family home ready for
their first child.

One of the first things Luc did, which amused Grace, was
to take her to the garden centre to buy an apple tree. He told
her he wanted to plant a fruit tree for each of their babies.
She laughed because they both still talked about having a
large family.

She declared, “At that rate it looks like we’re aiming for
an orchard!”

“Suits me,” he agreed, “we can always set up a stall outside
and sell the fruit!”

As he sat musing on these thoughts at his desk in the Major
Crime Unit he saw Jacqui Foster come in wearing her police
dress uniform which was odd really as CID officers didn’t
wear uniforms except for official things. He watched her
enter the ‘gold fish bowl’ that had once been Harry Beddoes
office. She saw him looking over at her and she beckoned to
him. He stood, walked over into the room.

“Okay, boss?” He enquired.

“Sit down Luc,” she directed as she divested herself of her
tunic jacket and hung it up on a coat hanger, placing it on a
coat stand she’d acquired for her room. Luc waited.

“I’ve just been to see the Chief,” She explained and she
paused looking into his face for any signs that he might
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know of their relationship. Nothing showed as he waited for
her to tell him why she’d been to see the Chief.

“There are to be some changes around here,” she told him,
“but not drastic changes.”

“Does that mean I have to leave?” he enquired. For the
first time in years Luc Wariner wanted to stay in Major
Crime, despite having spent a great deal of time over the
years trying to figure out how he could get out of it.

“No!” she almost yelled it, “You don’t want to leave do
you?” He saw the shock on her face as she thought she
hadn’t considered what he might want to do—only what she
needed.

“Well, no I don’t want to leave, not now, I’ve been trying
to get out of here for years because of ASBO, but not now.”
She looked visibly pacified and knew that ASBO was the
nickname that the lads in CID had given to Harry Beddoes. It
stood for ‘Absolutely shitty bad one’ because Harry Beddoes
was bad. Bad to work for and as it turned out bad in every
sense of the word.

“Well, that’s good.” she sounded relieved.

“Are they replacing Beddoes?” He asked. It was a fair
assumption he thought. He knew it meant they would both
stop acting up and he would lose his Inspector status which
he needed to carry for two years to be able to retire on that
pay scale when he eventually got his pension. But she was
smiling now, “Well, yes, Luc,” she told him, “I’ve been made
permanent.” She saw his eye brows rise.

“Wow!” he exclaimed, “congratulations!”

“I have also been given cart-blanche to build the team as
I see fit,” she said still scrutinising his face wanting to find
out his own fate.

He felt the need to pass comment, “That’s great, I’'m sure
you have ideas on that score.”

“Well, yes, I do,” she smiled then, “I’ve requested the best
Detective Inspector in the force and the Chief has agreed to it.”

“Right,” Luc sat and contemplated who it might be, but
finally gave in, “who is it?”” He only hoped it was someone he
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could work with if he was staying, but she burst out laughing
and he scowled, not knowing what the joke was.

“It’s you, you twonk! I’'m making you substantive.”
She revealed and the grin that appeared on his face was
infectious.

“Wow!” he declared once again, “thank you, Jacqui.”

“It’s long overdue in my opinion and anyway I need you,
to make me look good!”

“I don’t know about that,” he felt embarrassed and went
quiet.

“The thing is I want a top team, but I want loyalty and no
playing games,” it was spoken seriously, “I need to get only
those cops who fit that, okay?”

“Yes, absolutely,” he agreed.

“So, if you could come up with anyone you would want
here, that fits my criteria.....” she stopped, “I don’t do
nepotism, which you might think strange if you were privy
to certain information.” She stopped once again.

“I don’t understand what you’re saying,” he sounded
puzzled.

“Well, I hear rumours just like you do, Luc and the one
that is going around about me because I got the D.I post
when Beddoes was here, was that I was screwing the Chief
Constable! And I have a feeling it came out of MCU and this
very room.”

Luc looked shocked, he felt the need to explain, “The thing
is Jacqui, if I knew that one I’'m afraid it’s gone somewhere
with the rest of the things I can’t remember—the accident,

you know?”
“Okay. But I'm going to tell you something that is for your
ears only.....” He watched her, “and it will go no further, and

you will also squash any rumours about an affair should you
hear any, okay?”

“Okay,” he promised and waited.

“The truth is that the Chief Constable is my uncle,” she
saw the shock appear on his face.

“No!” Luc was amazed.
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“And that might say to you that he has, in fact, been
practicing nepotism, but I assure you I was put in as D.I
because I got my own promotion as well as to find out the
truth about Beddoes and his scams. He assured me it was a
bum job to be given at the time and not what people would
think.”

“I can see that,” he said. “I shall tell no one—I promise
you that—and I appreciate what you’ve done for me. You can
count on my loyalty and I can vouch for Aidey Carter, he’s a
good cop. You might want to consider Barney Johnson, he’s
still in the Fraud Squad I think, but he’s as straight as a dye.”

“Okay, Luc, I'll look into that, thank you.” Then she
changed the subject, “So how is your wife and when is she
due?”

Luc’s face changed and he was smiling now, “She’s really
good, thank you for asking. She’s due any time now, so I’'m
hoping that we stay this quiet at work for the foreseeable
future.”

“Yes.” Jacqui agreed but what she thought was she really
hoped it didn’t tempt fate.

—3—

Aidey Carter woke up and as he opened his eyes he felt
Abby’s arms around him. He sighed at the feel of her tiny
body curled up into him. He sighed again as he felt the need
to go to the bathroom. He didn’t want to move, but the call
was too strong so he eased himself out of her loose grip and
padded across the room to the bathroom.

He stood there relieving himself, trying to work out
whether it was a working day or the weekend and whether
he could get back into bed with Abby. He remembered it
was Wednesday, so he made for the kitchen, filled the kettle
and wandered into the living room flicking on the TV for the
news.

As the screen enlarged he saw Nigel Brandon’s face. He
was talking but the sound was switched too low for him to



ROGUE SEED 9

hear, so he pressed it into life and stood listening. Nigel
Brandon was making a statement about his new appointment
to Assistant Chief Constable and vowing to crack down
on the upsurge of drugs in the city. There would be zero
tolerance, he was saying and he made a solemn promise to
stamp them out and the people who sold them. He went on
further to say that anyone found carrying a weapon would
automatically under the latest government legislation expect
a prison sentence. Aidey thought that it was a bit premature
since it was still going through the processes!

Aidey felt arms move around his body and Abby was
pressing into the small of his back and his face broke out
into a smile.

“I hope I didn’t wake you up,” he could feel her hands
begin to move down his body.

“Why didn’t you?” He turned around and lifted her up to
kiss her.

“Because | was going to make you a coffee first.” Her legs
hugged his body on each side.

“First?” she grinned, “What’s for seconds?”” He did what
he usually did, because the pull of this woman was too
strong and he could feel himself stirring. He walked her,
carrying her with her legs wrapped around him, back into
the bedroom. He seldom made it to work without this early
morning ritual and he often thought, sat at his desk, did any
of his male colleagues have sex every morning before they
came to work.

Today was no exception, but seeing an array of mid-week
and miserable faces he guessed that none of them had his
luck because that was how he felt just remembering how
sweet it had been that morning.

A flash back of how he’d almost blown it with her came
to him. It was when he and Abby and Grace and Luc moved
to Luc’s house because the girls were being stalked. They’d
received unwanted gifts they thought were threats. They'd
met because they were the last customers to use Rani Patel’s
taxi before he was brutally murdered. He shrugged off the
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thoughts and moved himself back to that morning and the
sex with Abby—oh, bliss.

“Hey, dream boy,” Luc Wariner’s voice raised him from his
reverie. “You heard the news about Nigel Brandon?” Carter
looked up at Luc, his eyes travelling all the way up to his
face. Luc Wariner was 6ft 3” and built like a Rugby player,
solid, muscular, no fat. Luc could tell what Aidey Carter was
thinking about by the expression on his face and because
during one drink fuelled moment Aidey told him about Abby,
her insatiable appetite for sex and how lucky he was to have
met her. He also thanked Luc on another occasion for letting
him go to interview her as a potential witness in the murder
case and they had been together ever since. Well except that
is for the one time he nearly blew it.

“I saw him being interviewed on the local news before |
came in,” he remembered being surprised. “Did we expect
that?”

Luc shook his head, “It’s not usual, getting an ACC post
in your own force but good luck to him I say.” Aidey thought
his answer was typical of Luc, always being charitable. Luc
sat down at the side of Aidey’s desk. It wasn’t something he
did very often.

He added, “But it seems to me Kinsey-Jones is proving to
be a radical Chief Constable.”

“How’s that?”

Luc replied, “Well he’s making decisions like a sniper
picking off victims randomly amongst a large crowd!”
Aidey’s face showed puzzlement, he didn’t hear much
about the Chief, being too far down the food chain to feel
the warmth of the politics. Luc laughed at the expression
on Aidey’s face—the daft, vacant, non-comprehending look
he’d come to recognise.

“He just made Jacqui Foster substantive D.C.I and head of
Major Crime,” Luc explained.

“Fuck me!” Aidey cried genuinely shocked. “That’s only
going to add fuel to the rumours about her and him.”
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Luc looked behind him to the ‘gold fish bowl’ and seeing
Jacqui Foster at her desk, he whispered, “Shush, mate! I can
assure you those rumours are completely and utterly false—
and if I was you—I would not speak them out loud or indeed,
engage in any other conversations about it with anyone else.”

Aidey not to be put off carried on, “There’s no smoke
without fire—and anyway you can’t possibly know for
certain.”

Luc pulled himself closer to Aidey, “Do you trust me?” It
was so sudden and unexpected that Aidey was taken aback.

“You know I do,” he sounded hurt.

“Well listen and listen good.” Luc waited for Aidey’s full
attention, “First off, I do know they are false—so you better
believe me—and for seconds, if you want to stay in here now
you should begin to squash any of those rumours—that is if
you want to keep your job.”

Aidey didn’t doubt that he was serious, he almost stuttered,
“Okay, okay. I get the message!” Luc sat back upright and he
smiled.

“Good lad,” he pronounced, “and my news is that the Chief
has agreed to make me substantive D.I.” Aidey’s face lit up.

“Way to go!” he offered his hand to Luc, “about bloody
time!”

Jacqui Foster came out of her office and saw what was
taking place and making the deduction Wariner just informed
Carter of his permanent post.

She walked across the office. “I can see Luc has given you
his news.”

“Yes ma’am and congratulations, he told me yours too.”
Aidey delivered this whilst standing up. The DCI frowned.

“It’s boss to you, I don’t do ma’am!” she sounded so severe
they both flinched. They couldn’t know that it reminded her
of another time she wanted to forget, when Toni Maola used
it and her feelings about the nightclub owner and erstwhile
all round accomplished villain, were still raw. She looked at
Carter standing to attention.
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“Sit!” she barked and he flopped back into his chair like
a puppy dog being trained to obey. She turned to walk away,
then stopped, “Have you done your Sergeant’s exams?”’ This
was delivered to Carter who began to nod, “Yes, Mm......
boss, quite recently and I’'m waiting to hear.”

“Good!” she growled and walked away and out of the unit.

“Phew!” Aidey declared, “I can still feel the sting!”
He was rubbing his face as if hed just been slapped. Luc
was grinning now as he watched Aidey for any signs of
comprehension. “Glad you enjoyed the humiliation!”

Luc laughed, “Not at all, she did the same to me once
when I called her ma’am,” he explained. “You are a plonker
sometimes, Aidey, why do you think she asked about your
exams, motherly interest?”

“Well hardly, she can’t be much older than me.” Luc got
up and moved away, he was shaking his head and laughing.
It must have been all of ten minutes later that Aidey Carter
twigged what just took place, he said in a very loud voice,
“You mean......... ”

Luc Wariner burst out laughing at the time lag. Aidey
Carter realising that if he passed his Sergeant’s exams he
would get the D.S post in the Unit.



