
Frank Knight was not a happy man. He knew his night was about to get a lot worse as 

well.  

He had been hoping that tonight might go more smoothly. It was a night shift after all, 

with no raids planned, no surveillance in operation, which would normally be a chance to 

catch a few winks until a call came in. If one came in at all to his department.  

Frank Knight was an Assistant Director for the National Crime Agency. Working for 

the NCA was a job he loved, but it was a job that had begun to take a toll on him, mentally 

and physically. He wasn’t the young man he once was, and he was tiring. He knew it, 

although he would never admit it, not until it put him on his back anyway. That wasn’t his 

way. It was manifesting itself though. He was getting tense, he was seeking less 

confrontation. 

That’s exactly what he had done earlier that night, when an order had come in for him 

to pull the plug on an ongoing operation into a young upstart in South London who had 

begun to make a name for himself as a small time, going on big time, gang leader. Frank had 

seen a chance originally for one last tilt at stopping someone before they became something 

worse, and in doing so, now he realised, he’d made a rod for his own back. 

Before tonight, he’d been so keen to get this one last big notch on the belt, that he’d 

put his most tenacious, most dedicated officer on the case, Thea Watts. Thea was everything 

Frank believed he once had been. Only Thea was better. There were stones that were still 

molten that she would turn over in her quest to get jobs done, and Frank knew she wouldn’t 

let him down. She would lead his team to one last victory, and when it was done, he would 

get out before the job killed him. 

That was all before tonight however. Within an hour of being in the office he’d had a 

call from the assistant to Home Secretary saying that all ongoing investigations into their 



suspect, Reuben Arrowsmith, were to be suspended immediately. No reason was given, 

which meant someone else, someone with less scruples, was now taking an interest in the 

case. Probably Five, he mused to himself, bloody spooks always liked to step on the toes of 

proper law enforcement.  

Frank Knight ten years ago, would have been incensed. He would have argued his 

case, then gone to his boss, and fought to get it back. This was his last big hurrah after all, but 

this wasn’t Frank Knight ten years ago, this was Frank Knight now, and he had no interest in 

being caught up in political wrangling and posturing, and the possible detriment that could 

have to his position now, and the pension pot he’d built himself. No, tonight it was better to 

sit this one out, and do as he was told. 

The moment he had hung up the call however, he realised the flaw in his plan. The 

raging storm that would soon be unleashed on him, and him alone, for letting this one go so 

easily, and he cringed. 

Thea wasn’t Frank Knight ten years ago, she was more, and perhaps in that moment 

Frank’s vanity finally slipped, and he realised that he had never been in Thea’s league when 

it came to tenacity. He would have argued the toss, he would have been angry, but Thea 

would be apoplectic. There was a criminal out there, one she was working to put away, and 

now someone was about to do something that would probably circumvent the law to stop it 

happening.  

Now he waited for her to find out. He had sent an email to the whole team. It had 

been a little cowardly, he knew that, but it at least meant that Thea’s anger would be 

contained to his office, where he had remained since he sent it, knowing that soon enough, 

she would be in. 

He wasn’t wrong. 



“What the hell is this?” the door had barely begun to open before Thea had fired off 

her first question, words bursting forth with incandescent rage. “We’re dropping the case?” 

Frank let her enter into the room and stop before he answered, swallowing hard as he 

did.  

“Look, Thea…” 

“No, you look Frank,” Thea sliced into his sentence, cutting it dead. “This guy is a 

shit. He’s a nasty, vicious, ambitious shit and he’s going to keep on being a shit, until 

someone locks him up. And that someone, Frank, is going to be me.” 

Thea’s face did not hide the raw emotion and Frank felt a mixture of sorrow for her, 

and fear. There were few people out there who would ever be able to go toe to toe with Thea 

when she was like this.  

“It’s done. Everything on Arrowsmith is dropped. That’s come from way, way above 

me, so there’s no point in arguing the toss.” Frank hoped that something in that might placate 

her, or at least focus her anger somewhere other than him. 

“Fine, tell me who I go see to argue the damn toss,” Thea’s gaze pierced into him and 

he felt himself wilt under it. 

“It’s… it’s no one in this building, and it’s no one you’re going to be able to 

convince. It’s dropped, trust me, there’s nothing you or I could do, or I would have done it. 

Go home, have a drink, get over it,” he offered. 

“You know what Frank, grow a spine and you’ll be a decent cop one day,” Thea 

seethed, spinning around and storming out of the room, before the final words had even had a 

chance to settle in Frank’s reasoning. She slammed the door shut and there was a silence. 



“Thea!” Frank shouted after her, standing from his chair. “Thea! You get back in here 

Goddamnit.” 

She had insulted his professionalism, insulted his past, which was all he had left now, 

and for a moment he had wanted her to come back in so he could remind her that he had been 

a decent cop once. When she didn’t, when the door didn’t open, and Thea didn’t return for his 

admonishment, Frank sat back down, and sighed a little sigh of relief. 

 


