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Pest Control 

By Tracey Dalton 

 

The Old Bill stoved in the door with a battering ram at 5.15 and 

swarmed into the house.  The fuzz, buzzing, the boys in blue-bottles 

infesting every room.  Alighting upon evidence and carrying it off like 

giant leaf-cutter ants. 

Dean Bugg’s wife stood at the bottom of the stairs in her silky 

dressing gown, face gaunt, hair pulled back in a tight pony tail, 

council house face-lift.  She watched her possessions bob past: flat 

screen TVs, play stations, iPads. Treasure of the 21st Century.   

One bobby carried her wedding dress gently back over the 

threshold as though it contained a bride. 

Dean Bugg finally appeared flanked by a burly officer.  He’d 

managed to unfurl his stick-insect legs out of bed and into a pair of 

trackies. He inched his way down the stairs following a copper 

carrying a pair of iridescent Jimmy Choos. Dean Bugg’s wife’s eyes 

filled slightly.  Police Officer Maria spotted this and pulled her 

sympathy face as recommended in her Family Liaison Manual. 

‘I know it’s hard, love.’  

Too right, thought Dean Bugg’s wife. 

 

0:2:00 



2 
 

She bloody loved those shoes. 

Dean was busy mimicking bravado and kept trying to pump his 

fist in the air, but this was tricky what with the cuffs and all, so he 

stood in the doorway hands bobbing front of his face like a praying 

mantis. 

‘I’ll be back by teatime, just you see Babe’, he chirruped. 

Dean Bugg’s wife shut the door on them all and scuttled over to 

a secret panel in the wall.  She reached inside, took out a mobile 

phone and composed a text: 

Operation Pest Control a success, LMAO. Don’t lose the shoes, 

LOL. 

She pushed send to deliver the text to Judith ‘Queen-Bee’ 

McDeary and wondered if she’d be in her office down at the station 

yet. 
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