
KEY TO BIRTH IN THE PAST

––––––––

CONNOR WHITELEY

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means. Including information storage, and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This book is NOT legal, professional, medical, financial or any type of official advice.

Any questions about the book, rights licensing, or to contact the author, please email connorwhiteley@connorwhiteley.net 

Copyright © 2023 CONNOR WHITELEY

All rights reserved.

DEDICATION

Thank you to all my readers without you I couldn’t do what I love.


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

KEY TO BIRTH IN THE PAST

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

KEY TO BIRTH IN THE PAST

[image: ]


15th September 2022

Canterbury, England

Being a Private Eye back in the day was a rather wonderful thing that Bettie English absolutely loved to do. There was nothing in the entire world like chasing down criminals on the cold rocky slopes of valleys in Yorkshire, smelling the sweet scent of water passing through an apple orchard in Kent whilst delivering top-secret information to a secret government base, and Bettie just loved the sweet salty taste of cotton-candy on her tongue as she watched an unfaithful husband at a festival.

But all that was about to change.

Bettie laid on a perfectly comfortable and warm blue hospital bed with some very thin (almost impractically thin) bedsheets pulled over her and the cold white metal of the bed frame rested against the back of her head. She had been a lot lower on the bed before with each contraction she had moved herself higher and higher onto the bed.

After nine amazing months of pregnancy, Bettie was finally going to give birth to her wonderful twins that had actually given her a lot of joy so far, and hopefully that would only continue.

Bettie smiled at her nephew Sean with his blue jeans, white t-shirt and blond hair with stylish pink highlights running through it. He stood perfectly straight as he rested against the sterile white walls of the hospital room, and his boyfriend Harry was sitting on a wooden chair next to him.

Bettie was really pleased to have them both with her because if anything, in recent months both of them had basically became her children. Especially with Sean’s parents more or less kicking him and Harry out after they were attacked and Harry had sustained a brain injury.

Bettie wasn’t sure if she was ever going to be able to forgive her sister for that, but truth be told with the twins coming, Bettie was just glad for the support.

“Don’t break my fingers again babe,” 

Bettie just laughed as she rested her hands on her baby bump and watched her sexy beautiful boyfriend Detective Graham Adams walk back into the hospital room with three fingers on his left hand fixed up.

It wasn’t even like Bettie had meant to scream and react so much during one of the contractions. She had just focused on how the twins were acting inside her, it was only when Graham started screaming that she realised she had managed to break three of his fingers.

A very eventful start to the evening.

“Sorry I’m late everyone,” Bettie’s sister Phryne said as she strolled in wearing a very wet raincoat and carrying four to-go coffee mugs.

Bettie loved the delightful smell of the rich bitter coffee that filled the entire room and she was more than looking forward to the kids coming out, just so she could have a cup of coffee again.

“Auntie,” Sean said, ignoring his mother. Harry just hugged Sean tighter. “I’ve never asked how you two met?”

Graham just laughed, and Bettie just smiled. Their love story was one of... an interesting start that definitely had a long road to this moment, but it was sort of beautiful in a way.

Bettie hardly had anything better to do with the doctors saying it was at least another 30 minutes before the babies were due. So she might as well tell her family the in-detail version of how they met.

Bettie just looked at Graham. “I’ll start?”

Graham gingerly held her hand and kissed it. “Be my guest,”

Bettie couldn’t believe how excited she felt about telling her family the crazy, criminal and spectacular story about how she met the love of her life.

***
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12th October 2010

Hertfordshire, England

23-year-old Bettie English had only been out of university for six months after doing an absolutely awful and god-awful accounting degree. She had no idea whatsoever why she allowed that mother of hers to get her to do an accounting degree. It was rather easy in a way but Bettie hated the numbers and how the companies basically made you a corporate slave.

She wasn’t a slave to anything.

Thankfully it wasn’t long until she discovered the British Private Eye Federation and it did sound pretty cool being a private eye, so she went for it. Completed a bunch of impossible training and somewhat managed to get accepted.

Even now Bettie was surprised at how impossible the training was but that was why the Federation was so respected, loved and adored by the investigative community all over the world. It was so hard to get membership only the best made it.

Bettie stood outside a massive clay-red brick wall right outside an immense country estate that was just so typical of Hertfordshire in the midlands of England. 

Bettie had always loved the countryside but this was a little too far for her. She was literally standing on a cobblestone road that was supposed to add an extra layer of poshness to the estate but it really didn’t.

But that was about as fancy as it got, Bettie was hardly pleased with the miles upon miles of flat open fields with luscious green grass that blew so elegantly in the cool gentle wind.

When Bettie was a kid she might have liked this but she had a job to do now.

As a newly qualified Private Eye, Bettie had to complete hundreds of background checks to serve as a little probation and it was only because her checks were done quickly and effectively, and that the Federation had decided to test her with her first case.

She needed to Serve Papers to a wealthy businessman because he had apparently been involved in manipulating the financial markets, causing tons of businesses and people to lose their savings and he had ruined a lot of lives.

Easy?

Bettie was definitely going to make sure on future cases that she actually researched the places she was going to first of all. Because this place was impossible to get into and she had tried to ring the doorbell on the massive black wooden gates. 

They rejected to see her.

But Bettie needed this job more than anything else in the entire world right now because if she failed, she would never be accepted into the Federation fully, she would never be respected and she would be doomed to be a poor private eye for the rest of her life.

Her professional career depended on this.

Even though Bettie couldn’t see the estate because the brick walls with barred-wires on top were so tall. She just couldn’t understand why someone would want to go to this extremes to protect themselves, and this house was in the middle of nowhere.

Bettie went straight over to the brick wall and ran her fingers across the cold surface. She had hoped to be able to climb it but the surface was far too smooth for her.

The sound of a car driving up slowly made Bettie roll her eyes. The last thing she needed was to get caught or something. 

“Excuse me Miss,” someone said.

Bettie slowly turned to look at the awfully beaten-up black car that had stopped a few metres from her and there was an elderly woman looking at her.

She didn’t look good enough to have the rich and wealth of the person she was looking for, but maybe she could be useful.

“Who are you?” the elderly woman asked.

“A tourist passing through but I’m a little-” Bettie said.

“Really?” the elderly woman asked. “I think you wanna serve the master his court papers,”

Bettie was definitely going to need to become a better liar. She had so much to learn about being a private eye that it was infuriating and exciting.

“I’m sorry about lying,” Bettie said, this woman seemed to be nice enough so she wanted to play it nicely.

“I’m the Master’s chief of staff, Layla Winston and please leave,” she said.

Bettie forced herself not to react, all she wanted to do was serve the court papers so the Federation would properly respect her. She needed this job more than anything.

Then Layla simply drove off again. No doubt she was going to tell her Master so that was just annoying. 

Bettie started following Layla’s car down the cobblestone road and within a few moments she watched two strong muscular men standing outside the large black wooden gates to the estate as Layla drove inside.

The two men glared at her.

Damn it. The two men hadn’t been there before, this was quickly getting worse and worse. 

Bettie was going to fail and she was never ever going to be able to get respect and get all the good jobs as a private eye.

She was doomed.
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12th October 2010

Hertfordshire, England

Detective Graham Adams had never ever liked private eyes. They were the worst type of scum in the entire world because they were clueless, annoying and they were just so useless.

So when Graham had gotten the call about some woman private eye lurking around his target’s estate, it just annoyed him. Why couldn’t these useless private eyes just stay away and let the real police sort out the crimes.

Graham drove down the little cobblestone road that was definitely far too narrow for his large black land rover with large oak trees lining the road. Their strangely shaped leaves falling in the autumn breeze and dirtying up his windshield.

The only benefit about driving in the autumn was that Hertfordshire had a wonderful crispness to the air along with subtle hints of pine, oak and a freshness from something that Graham couldn’t identify.

It didn’t take long for Graham to see the massively tall brick walls of the estate, and this was why he had travelled up from Kent Police to help the National Taskforce take down this particular businessman.

Whilst the newspapers and other media reports had only cared to focus on Mr Albert Natt’s financial manipulations, Graham knew that he was guilty of a lot more. Albert had also had a hand in three murders, the collapse of two major banks and had links to funding communist terror attacks all over the world.

All Graham had wanted to do was drive into the estate and arrest Albert there and then, but because of the stupid law no one could simply charge into the estate and no one could give him the legal papers.

Apparently the police and Crown Prosecution Service had tried hundreds of different ways. From delivering the papers to lawyers to Albert’s family to delivering them through the post. But each time Albert’s lawyers simply claimed the papers were never delivered.

It was impossible.

And there was even talk about the Crown Prosecution Service reaching out to the so-called British Private Eye Federation. It was a completely stupid organisation made up of wannabe cops that were just as clueless as the people he arrested most days.

He just hoped this stupid woman wasn’t part of that awful hobbyist club, but he just knew she was.

A few seconds later, Graham slowed down his car to a stop and looked at the tall woman in her black trench coat, high heels and long black hair just stare at him as she stood in front of the black gates.

Graham took out his badge and waved her over.

The woman hardly seemed impressed but that had just confirmed his beliefs about private eyes. They were all so cocky, ignorant and awful people that had no respect for the law. 

But as the woman walked over to Graham’s car, he was just flat out stunned at how beautiful and sexy she was. Graham loved her amazingly soft, sexy lifeful hair that all Graham wanted to do was run his fingers through it.
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