

    
        
          Coleman - Sweet Surveillance

        

        
        
          Coleman, Volume 4

        

        
        
          Aisha Bleasdale

        

        
          Published by Aisha Bleasdale, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      COLEMAN - SWEET SURVEILLANCE

    

    
      First edition. June 6, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Aisha Bleasdale.

    

    
    
      Written by Aisha Bleasdale.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

Wednesday 23rd July

Thursday 24th July

Friday 25th July

Saturday 26th July

Sunday 27th July

Saturday 2nd August (I)

Sunday 3rd August (I)

Saturday 2nd August (II)

Sunday 3rd August (II)

Saturday 2nd August (III)

Sunday 3rd August (III)

Monday 4th August

Tuesday 5th August

Sunday 10th August

Coming Soon -

Sign up for Aisha Bleasdale's Mailing List

Also By Aisha Bleasdale

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my wonderful parents xx
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​Wednesday 23rd July
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A card was dropped through the letterbox this morning, addressed to my sister from FreeCards. So whilst she had the time to herself, she opened it. The card was an early birthday card that she had ordered for Marcus' upcoming 8th birthday. As she took out the card from the packaging, a small business card fell onto the ground. She leaned forward to pick it up, and had a look at the front of the card.

Displayed in the middle were the words 'Bessie's Biscuits' in cursive, with doodles of cookies in rainbow colours making up the card's frame. She turned the card around to the name Bessie Mourn and her business' social media and contact information. Her interest grew as she looked at the card. A few seconds had passed, and she slipped the card into her jean pocket.

Her attention then turned to the front of the birthday card, which was of a green dinosaur. The dinosaur wore a red birthday hat, and held a large gold number 8 balloon. She opened the card and wrote:

Dear Marcus,

You're so grown up now, where has the time gone? We all love you very much, and I am very lucky to call you my dearest nephew.

Happy 8th birthday. Love you lots and lots.

Auntie Mara xxxx

She hid the card elsewhere, in time for the special day in a couple of weeks time. 

..

After being lifted into my chair upon my awakening, I had made the trip to where Mara had previously sat in the kitchen to grab myself an orange. All the while seeing her observe the business card.

“What’s that?” I attempted to break the silence that had recently separated us. Peeling the orange with my fingers as I did so.

The only response I had got was her sliding the card on the table towards my direction. I caught it, taking a look at both sides of the card.

It was exactly how I had described it.

For the first time in a day or so, she spoke. Telling me of how she had her hands on the card. Basically everything I’ve just told you.

“Who do you think sent it?” I asked as I passed the card back to her. She only shrugged her shoulders, before proceeding to grab her coat.

I went to ask where she was going, but decided to not interfere anymore than I already had done.

She spoke once more, as if she could read my mind from a mile away. “I’m going to Bessie’s Biscuits. Are you coming?”

“You want me to go with you?”

“Of course,” she stated, making her way into my bedroom to grab my half full notebook and a pack of newly bought pens. “I’ve got no charge on my phone, so having you there to write things down would be great.” 

I don’t know why I thought she would be an easy person to grant a kind word from after a disagreement. I had forgotten how stubborn she could be.

We made our way to the shop in silence. Only the sound of passing cars, and the occasional voice from Mara’s phone directing us to where we needed to be disturbed us.

Ten minutes later, we had made it. We both made ourselves known outside of the shop. The shop itself reminded me of a Pick Up biscuit. Despite being on just one floor, the light and dark brown striped paintwork ‘painted’ a different story. On either side of the wood and glass pane door were two windows. Both of which had a variety of different homemade biscuits on display. The words displaying the name of the shop just above the door were small, but still could be recognised from the cursive look seen on the card. The pots of flowers in addition displayed on either side of the building made the shop feel more welcoming.

I approached to note my observation when Mara made her cue to enter the shop. She opened the push door far enough so I could easily pass through my wheelchair, before closing the door behind her.

The interior of the shop was as welcoming as it had looked from the outside. As we had entered, we were welcomed by a smiling elderly woman at the till. On either side of the till, customers sat either side of one another at black round cafe tables with their food and drinks. Each table displayed a vase of flowers for decoration.

“Hello, my dears. Can I help?” The woman’s small stature and height was the first thing I had noticed. So much so that she required a small step to be able to be seen above the till itself. The streaks of her permed grey hair contrasted with her bright choice of clothing. A baby blue ankle length dress, and baby pink apron was all that I could see from my point of view.

“Are you Bessie?” Mara enquired frankly to the woman. Completely always straight to the point.

This had made the woman become somewhat uncomfortable. She began to speak whilst fiddling with her wedding ring. “Yes, that is me. Is something wrong?”

A silence followed, to which I took that period of time to glance at my sister. I could see her slow realisation at the reasoning for the woman’s nervous disposition. To which Mara attempted to silently reconcile on the matter by taking out the business card from her possession. 

She showed the lady the card with a reassuring smile. “There is nothing to worry about. My name is Mara Coleman, and this is my brother Alfred. Did you send over this card to our address?”

The woman’s face changed at the mentioning of Mara’s name, back into a smile. “No. That must’ve been my daughter, Brianna. Would you like to speak to her?”

“That would be great, thank you.”

“Of course my dear. Brianna told me that she was expecting somebody. I didn’t know it would be the two of you.”

Bessie turned her attention to the kitchen for Brianna. We waited patiently in the same spot we had been since we entered the shop. As we waited, I glanced over at Mara who’s eyes were peering at the customers sitting at the nearby tables. I followed her gaze to almost all of the customers coughing and yawning at various times during their conversations.

I turned my head back to the front, not thinking much of it at the time. A lady had appeared to greet us a second later, who figured to be Brianna. She was short like her mother, but wore 2 inch platforms on her feet. She wore all black with her dyed red hair in a black clawclip, and obvious pink apron contrasting her mother. Her makeup almost goth like, with a 2000s twist complemented her grey blue eyes perfectly.

Brianna made her way around the till to greet us, when it hit me. “Brianna?”

“Yes, it’s good to meet you both.” she responded, shaking our hands before ushering us to an empty table with a smile.

“What seems to be the problem?” Mara rested her arms on the table. Crossing them as she did so. Giving me the opportunity to take out a pen and my notebook.

“Yesterday, I had the police at my front door. Telling me that someone had made a report against the care over my
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