
  
  

PRAISE FOR DARRELL PITT



‘I found myself laughing out loud which rarely happens.’

Sondra Kerby



‘An amazing book that has all the elements 

of a great whodunnit.’

Ursula Sorensen



‘I’m very much looking forward to reading the next book in the series.’

Alice Hazelbaker



‘This was a fun book to read. It had me laughing 

a lot throughout.’

Sandy Mill



‘ I look forward to future installments.’

Caley Gredig



‘What an awesome book!’


	Michelle









  
  BY DARRELL PITT



The Boy from Earth

Balloon Girls

A Toaster on Mars





Teen Superheroes

Book I: Diary of a Teenage Superhero

Book II: The Doomsday Device

Book III: The Battle for Earth

Book IV: The Twisted Future

Book V: Terminal Fear

Book VI: The Invisible Weapon

Book VII: The Alpha Project





Teen Superhero Bounty Hunters

Book I: Snakebite

Book II: Fear Fight

Book III: Stormfront

Book IV: Past Shadows

Book V: One Small Step	





The Steampunk Detective Adventures

Book I: The Firebird Mystery

Book II: The Secret Abyss

Book III: The Broken Sun

Book IV: The Monster Within

Book V: The Lost Sword





Rosie Ryan Cozy Mysteries

Book I: Sun, Surf and Murder

Book II: Rings, Rocks and Murder

Book III: Knives, Knots and Murder

Book IV: Flowers, Fish and Murder

Book V: Pizza, Pugs and Murder

Book VI: Aliens, Apples and Murder

Book VII: Cats, Castles and Murder










  
  [image: ]




  
  kentstreetpress.com 
Copyright © 2022 by Darrell Pitt         
The moral right of Darrell Pitt to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted. 
All rights reserved. Without limiting the rights under copyright above, no part of this publication shall be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise), without the prior permission of the copyright owner and the publisher of this book. 
For permission requests, contact admin@kentstreetpress.com.
This edition published by Kent Street Press, 2025
The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.
ISBN: 978-1-923360-39-6 (paperback)
ISBN: 978-1-923360-30-3 (ebook)
A catalogue record of this book is available from the National Library of Australia. 







  
  





For Cleo









  
  1

‘Murder!’ the voice screamed down the phone. ‘Murder! 
Most people probably wouldn’t want to start their day like this, but I wasn’t most people. 
‘I’m sorry,’ I said. ‘Who is this?’
‘Edna Crayborne! There’s been a murder on Rockman Street!’
Working as a journalist for the Cape Carson Gazette meant I was always on the lookout for news. Picking up the phone could produce anything, a lead story, or a whole lot of nothing. Cape Carson was so small that sometimes the nothing made it to page one. 
Hopefully, this is more than that. 
‘Edna,’ I said. ‘This is Rosie Ryan. Can you tell me who’s been murdered?’
‘I don’t know their name.’
I was standing in the Gazette’s reception room. My coffee was still in hand, and I’d only taken one tiny sip of my jumbo double-shot caramel latte. The call of the coffee was strong, but I had to take things in order. 
Fortunately—or unfortunately, depending on how you looked at it—I was well acquainted with Edna. She’d lived in Cape Carson her entire life and knew everyone and everything. 
‘Have you rung the police?’ I asked. 
‘What do you think I am? Crazy?’
I didn’t answer that question. 
Edna continued. ‘Of course, I rang them,’ she said. ‘They’ve done nothing! Nothing!’
‘Tell me what happened.’ 
‘I was out on a walk with Mister Smith.’ 
Mister Smith was Edna’s three-year-old Pekinese terrier and the focus of her undying attention. I could understand her love of dogs. Trixie, my own three-year-old beagle, was my constant companion. She gave me an adoring look from her place at my feet, and I bent down to rub her head. 
‘And then?’ 
‘I happened to look in the window of the old Bailey house,’ Edna said. ‘You know that place.’
I knew it. Everyone in Cape Carson knew the most haunted house in town. Twenty years ago, Justin Bailey had shot his wife dead in the attic before turning the weapon on himself. Even now, it remained one of the town’s most talked-about tragedies. 
Edna went on. ‘I pass by every day when I take Mister Smith for a walk. You know what that place is like. Run down. And it just keeps getting more and more dilapidated.’
That wasn’t too surprising. Haunted houses rarely looked better as time passed. Although complaints had been made to the council over the years about the house’s condition, nothing was ever done. The old Bailey house just sat there looking more and more like a location for a horror film. ‘And what did you see?’ I asked. 
‘There was a blind pulled down over a window on the ground floor. It suddenly flew up, and there was a woman at the window. Her face was purple and gasping as she clawed at the glass! A man was strangling her!’
‘Did you see the man?’ 
‘The room was dark, and he was in the shadows. But I could see the woman. Her eyes were bulging, and her tongue was sticking out. It was horrible! Horrible!’ 
It didn’t sound like the way anyone would want to start their day. Either for the person being strangled or for anyone passing by. 
‘What happened then?’ I asked. 
‘The pair dropped out of sight, and I rang the police.’ 
‘And what did they do?’ 
‘They went into the house, but you’ll never guess what they found.’ 
‘What?’ I asked, taking the bait. 
‘Nothing! They came out and said there was no evidence of foul play. But I know what I saw!’
I took a long, thoughtful sip of my rapidly cooling coffee. ‘I see,’ I said, trying to process everything Edna had told me. She’d always been prone to exaggeration. There was the time Edna rang to say that a tidal wave had swept down her street, but it turned out to be a burst main. On another occasion, she’d said that a fire had almost destroyed her home, and it turned out to be a malfunctioning toaster that had reduced two slices of bread to charcoal. 
Still, I’d never known Edna Crayborne to downright lie about anything, and that got my journalistic senses tingling. ‘I suppose it was Constable Turner who attended?’ I asked.
‘Yes! That idiot! And that new fella.’
A new sergeant had just taken over at the Cape Carson Police Station. I hadn’t met him yet. ‘What’s the new officer like?’ I asked. 
‘No idea. Probably as clueless as Wilson.’
The previous head policeman had been as unlike Sherlock Holmes as I was the Queen of England. Sergeant Peter Wilson had spent as much time fishing as he had policing. The day of his retirement must have been the happiest of his life. 
He had also issued no less than three defect notices to my red 2005 Jeep Wrangler. True, my passenger side mirror did have a habit of falling off as well as the horn blaring endlessly for no reason at all. I knew my car was in bad shape, but I didn’t like other people pointing it out.
Sergeant Wilson had not been one of my favourite people. 
Thanking Edna for her call, I put the phone down and took a sip of my cold coffee. At that exact moment, the door behind me opened, and Doris Glow marched in. Seventy years old and sharp as a tack, she was our receptionist and was always one of the first people into the office each day. 
I’d always secretly admired her dress sense. My own grey suit combination always looked a little shabby compared to her pretty blouse and skirt. 
‘A murder?’ she said, once she’d sat at her computer. Her keen grey eyes peered at me through her glasses. ‘I’ve never known Edna to make things up. Unless she’s finally lost it.’
I took a sip of my coffee. Edna hadn’t sounded crazy, and her story had the ring of truth to it. In my gut, I knew she’d seen something. 
The question was—what? 
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Doris and I were still looking at each other when the office phone rang. ‘I’ll chat to Harry about her,’ I said to Doris as she snatched it up. 
The editor of the Cape Carson Gazette is Harry Blackshore. A thin man with grey hair parted to one side, he has a long welcoming face, soft eyes and a drawl. I’d never say this to his face, but Harry always reminds me of the actor, Jimmy Stewart. 
His office is the first door on the right as you head into the building. Harry was on the phone as I lingered at his door. 
If you’re thinking the office of the Cape Carson Gazette looks anything like a newspaper office, you’d be wrong. The building used to be a house. A sandstone building with a tin roof, it sits on a small side street off the main road.  The original Gazette building was on Percy Street until it burnt down in nineteen twenty-five. Back then, moving to this new location on Kerr Street was supposed to be temporary, but the paper had operated from here ever since. 
Back in the day, bedrooms in these cottages were small, and this room was made even tinier by the desk, swivel chairs and filing cabinets. The dozen piles of back issues rising like tower blocks to the ceiling didn’t help either. 
Ancient clippings of old Gazette stories papered the walls. Stories about the ’92 storm that cut off power to the town for three days. The bushfires back in ’89 that threatened to destroy Cape Carson. 
And there were a few stories that weren’t even local. The frontpage from the Melbourne Age when man landed on the moon. One about Nixon resigning. Another about the withdrawal of troops from the Vietnam war. 
The newspaper business was different these days. It was all electronic media, and small papers like ours were lucky to keep going. 
Although luck probably had little to do with it. Harry’s motto is keep it local, and we do. We’re fiercely independent too. We aren’t owned by one of the major conglomerates that have gobbled up most of Australia’s regional papers. The Cape Carson Gazette couldn’t compete with them, so we didn’t even try. We catered to people who lived in the scattered communities in this remote corner of Southern Victoria. Probably just about everyone had been featured or photographed for the paper at one time or another. 
‘Big news,’ Harry said as he put down the phone. ‘There’s a woman who designs giant sunflowers from papier-mâché. It would make for a great photo-op.’ 
Wonderful, I thought wryly. Paper-mâché flowers.
I’d once had dreams of being the next Lois Lane. 
Unfortunately, I never ended up as a feisty investigative reporter. Instead, I worked for twenty years as an entertainment journalist for a Melbourne newspaper before moving here five years ago. Big news back then had been interviewing some visiting overseas celebrity. Big news in Cape Carson has a whole different meaning. 
My move had been instigated by my cheating ex-husband, who had decided to practice the horizontal tango with his secretary. To make matters worse, I’d walked in on them just as the tango had reached its crescendo. Some things you can’t forget; that’s one of them. 
Harry scribbled the paper-mâché woman’s details onto a notepad. ‘I’ll get onto that,’ I promised. ‘But I better tell you about the call I had from Edna Crayborne.’
After I told him what Edna said, Harry frowned and stroked his chin. ‘I’ve never known Edna to make things up,’ he said. ‘Exaggerate? Yes. But concoct lies out of nothing? No. This bears looking into.’
‘So you think someone got murdered in the old Bailey house?’ 
‘It wouldn’t be the first time.’
That was true. 
‘Head down to the station,’ Harry said. ‘And then you can contact Sandra.’
‘Sandra?’
He held up the notepad. ‘Paper-mâché.’
I groaned silently. 
‘Great,’ I said. 
Taking the note, I headed down the hallway where the sound of typing came from the second door on my left. I looked in to see Ellie Applegate already at work. 
The twenty-two-year-old handled our website, social media, and advertising. She was a slender young woman with dreadlocks, a nose piercing, and clear, sharp eyes. Despite me being twenty years her senior, we were good friends. 
‘You’re an early bird,’ I said. 
‘Catching the worm,’ she replied, stifling a yawn. ‘There was a problem with the website at four o’clock this morning. I got an automated alarm that the server had fallen over, and so I had to come in.’
‘Don’t tell me you’ve been here all that time.’
‘I tried fixing it from home,’ she said. ‘I came in when that didn’t work.’
She lived at a commune called Wattle Farm. I’d been there once. The people who lived there looked like hippies and deadbeats. Everyone had long hair or beards. It had taken me a while to realise that most of them were retired professors or business owners.  
‘You finally got it fixed?’ I asked. 
‘I rebooted the system.’
‘You mean you turned the computer on and off again?’ 
A smile creased the corner of her lips. ‘Amazing how often that works,’ she said. ‘By the way, did I hear you say you were going to the cop shop?’
‘I did.’
‘A new sergeant’s started there,’ she said, giving me a look. ‘He’s nice.’
‘Can’t be worse than Wilson.’ 
‘Ralph delivers sandwiches around there.’ Ralph Eaglemont was Ellie’s long-time boyfriend. Besides raising bees and growing organic food, he supplemented his income by delivering food to offices around the town. ‘He’s got a new standing order for a ham and salad roll. Apparently, the guy’s as big as the Hulk.’
‘Really?’ 
I wanted to ask about his height, but that would have sounded desperate. Being six-one, I hated dating men shorter than myself. I liked men who were my height or taller. For some inexplicable reason, most of the men in Cape Carson seemed to be terribly height challenged. Sighing, I wished her a good day before shuffling into the tiny office I shared with Jay Patel. He was the newbie reporter in our office and as nice a guy as you’d hope to meet. Fresh out of university, he covered sports for the Cape Carson Gazette. That, and the endless rewriting of press releases submitted by local organisations. 
‘Hey Rosie,’ he said, glancing up from his computer. ‘Is there one R in enrolment or two?’
‘Doesn’t spellcheck tell you?’
‘Yes, but I don’t trust it.’
‘Good. We must be prepared for the robot uprising,’ I said. ‘There’s one.’
I dumped my bag beside my desk before quickly checking the email on my computer. Trixie settled down next to me, and I gave her one of my homemade doggy snacks. There were a few leads for stories, but nothing that required immediate attention. I took a sip of my coffee.
‘Ugg,’ I said. ‘That’s dead cold.’
‘Try to drink it when it’s hot.’
Wow, I thought. Those years of university weren’t wasted. 
‘Thanks, Jay,’ I said. ‘That’s great advice.’
I picked up my handbag and headed out of the office. 
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I made my way down to Percy Street. Our town was a long way from the tourist centres like Warrnambool, Apollo Bay, and the Twelve Apostles. The tourists we got were looking for remote spots to visit or were just plain lost. Still, I didn’t mind, and neither did a lot of other people in town. Cape Carson was one of the most beautiful places in Australia, and I was glad I lived here. Breaking up with George had been painful. Probably the most painful thing I’d ever been through. The one consolation was that it brought me back here. 
I used to visit my grandparents in Cape Carson when I was a kid. This was where George grew up. It had been his town. In fact, his deadbeat brother, Nico, still lived here. It was on one of my holidays to Cape Carson, when I was eighteen, that I met George. It had been love at first sight. Or infatuation. Or something. 
We spent the next twenty-odd years in the Melbourne suburb of Collingwood building a life. We got married. Had a daughter. He was a plumber. I was a journalist. It wasn’t a perfect life, but it was a good life. Sometimes good is the same as perfect. 
After my marriage broke up, I moved to Cape Carson with my daughter Amanda. That first year had been both wonderful and terrible. Moving in with Nan and Pop, Amanda quickly met a lovely guy named Tom and got married. That was the wonderful part. The terrible bit was when Pop—Frank Ryan to the world—died from a heart attack. 
Although I’d thought living with Nan would be temporary, it had become a way of life. My parents were still in Melbourne. Despite loving them dearly, I didn’t see them as much as I would have liked. And living with Nan can sometimes be…
How can I put it? 
Challenging? 
Still, I wouldn’t want her any other way. Although Nan could be downright difficult, she was also the most supportive person I’ve ever known. I cast my gaze to the street. A few people sat outside cafes. Some walked along the beachfront. Despite it being autumn, a few kids were frolicking about in the water. A man and woman walked hand-in-hand along the path that followed the beach. 
At one end lies the lighthouse at Carr’s Promontory. At the other is Cut Rock Lookout. In between, a breakwater protects Cape Carson bay, which makes it too flat for surfers. They ride their boards around the other side of the lookout. 
The police station was a street back from Percy Street on First Avenue. It was as I turned onto this that I spotted Kim Chen on the other side. She has a soft round face, short black hair, and an easy smile. She’s also my best friend, though, in so many ways, we’re similar and completely different. We both love movies, mystery novels, and junk food, but whereas I’m almost six-one in height, Kim’s five-one. She’s also a fitness fanatic. The words fitness and Rosie Ryan don’t go together. My body type can best be described as hourglass, but only if your hour measures seventy-five minutes.
I can also be terribly clumsy. Giving Kim a wave resulted in me accidentally shot-putting my coffee all over the footpath. 
‘Oh—!’ 
Trixie gave an excited bark. 
‘Hey, you!’ Kim said, crossing over. ‘I didn’t see you at the gym this morning.’
‘I know,’ I said, eyeing the puddle that used to be my caramel latte and which Trixie was now eagerly lapping up. ‘That’s twelve thousand days in a row.’ 
When would she learn that Gary’s Gym was not my scene? On the one occasion I went there, I dropped a dumbbell on the owner’s foot, breaking one of his toes. It was the only time Gary Carletto had ever cancelled a membership without the patron asking. 
‘You’ll never guess who I saw there,’ Kim said, as she jogged on the spot.
‘Robert?’
‘And Alex.’  
Oh, dear. That was a double whammy. Robert was her ex-husband, and Alex was the man for whom he left Kim. They were now running an auto repair shop on Cutler Street. 
‘At least he didn’t leave me for another woman,’ Kim said, sighing. ‘But I should have seen the signs. I knew he loved The Sound of Music too much.’
‘I don’t think you can love it too much.’ I liked musicals, and The Sound of Music was the perfect melding of song, dance, and evil Nazis. ‘That’s no real sign of anything. That’s how he’s wired.’ 
‘They just looked so happy,’ she said. ‘It’s awfully unfair.’
‘If only they’d looked miserable,’ I commiserated. 
Kim glanced at her watch. ‘Are we still on for the movie night? And are you coming to book club this week?’
Movie night at my place was a ritual for us. Plus, we both liked reading. Maybe that’s why Kim and I were such good friends. 
Kim was the head librarian at the Cape Carson library. 
Her specialty was local history, but she also ran the Cape Carson Mystery Book Club. Each month, a book was set to read, and we met with a few other interested locals to compare notes. Or not. I rarely got around to reading the book and just turned up for the tea and cakes. 
‘Movie night’s still on,’ I said. ‘What are we reading for book club again?’
‘Dummy!’ Kim said, good-naturedly. ‘The Murder at Grimshaw Hall.’ 
‘Oh, that.’
‘Don’t be horrible! It’s a fantastic book. There are three murders by the end—and it’s so romantic!’ 
Tears rushed to her eyes. This didn’t surprise me. Kim cried at anything romantic these days. ‘I’m assuming the love story was between the live people and not the dead ones,’ I said, thinking, I’d better get moving. I needed to follow up on Edna’s call. ‘Anyway, I’ve got to go. I’m off to the cop shop.’
‘Oh? Are bad boys your thing now?’
‘I said the cop shop. Not the jail. I’ll see you later.’
Kim said ta ta and jogged away in the direction of the lighthouse. Trixie and I continued to the police station, where Constable Jim Turner was staffing the front desk. Aged in his mid-twenties, Jim had a gangly build, prominent teeth, and a crooked grin. He always struck me as looking too nerdy to be a police officer. I also happened to know that he was part of a local gaming group that played a board game called A Steam car in Dinosaur Town. 
I’d always wondered. Could someone play fantasy board games and still be a police officer? Weren’t there rules about such things? Shouldn’t there be rules about such things? 
‘Constable Turner,’ I said. 
‘Hello, Rosie,’ he said. ‘What can I do for you this bright morning?’
‘I was wondering if you’d had a call from Edna Crayborne?’
‘Oh, yes.’ He frowned. ‘She did contact us.’
‘About a murder?’
‘Supposed murder. Yes, Edna rang up. I went out with Sergeant Parker, but we found nothing.’
Oh dear, I thought. So neither of you noticed a dead body lying around. 
‘So what’s the new sergeant like?’ I asked. 
‘He’s like me.’ 
The voice came from behind me, and I turned to see the man who Ellie’s boyfriend had described as being like the Hulk. He wasn’t wrong. Sergeant Parker was like a walking wall. He was my age, maybe a little older, and had black hair cut in an army crewcut. His face was cheekily boyish—and oddly familiar; I put that down to a passing resemblance to a young Bruce Willis.
Unable to stop myself, I glanced down at the ring finger on his left hand. No ring. 
‘Todd Parker,’ he introduced himself and shook my hand. He had a delicate grip considering his size. Maybe he had learned restraint by breaking bricks with his bare hands. ‘And you are?’
I handed him a card. 
‘Rosie Ryan,’ he read. ‘You’re a journalist. I wouldn’t have thought there’d be much to report around here.’
‘Are you kidding?’ I said. ‘Cape Carson is a happening place.’
‘Really? What’s happening?’
Actually, I couldn’t think of a single thing, and then noticed Todd Parker had piercing blue eyes. Guys with blue eyes have always been a personal weakness. Blue-eyed men and anything with chocolate. Those blue eyes sent my mind blank, but this time Trixie chose that moment to give a bark in greeting to Cape Carson’s latest pin-up. 
‘What a beautiful dog,’ Todd said, ruffling her head. ‘And beagles are smart, too.’ 
I nodded, determined to keep the conversation on track. ‘I’m assuming Edna Crayborne’s call didn’t lead you to a dead body?’ 
Todd gave me an amused smile. ‘Not even slightly dead.’ 
‘Edna doesn’t make things up.’
‘It’s easy to see things that aren’t there.’ 
‘Really? Murders do happen in this town.’
‘I did notice that there’d been a few,’ Todd admitted. ‘Sergeant Wilson must have—’
I made a pshaw sound. ‘Sergeant Peter Wilson couldn’t have found his own nose if it were signposted,’ I said, glancing over at Constable Turner. ‘Wouldn’t you agree?’
Jim Turner was already disappearing through a rear door. ‘Better file these papers,’ he said. ‘Should have done it…er, last week.’ 
Todd watched him go before turning back. ‘Well,’ he said. ‘Somebody must have been doing the investigating.’ 
‘You’re from Melbourne?’ 
He nodded. 
‘I came from Melbourne too,’ I said. ‘Lovely city, but it’s not like Cape Carson. We have our own way of doing things. Even the crimes can be…different. So that’s why I’m wondering if you’re sure that Edna imagined a murder at the old Bailey house.’
Todd hesitated. ‘Constable Turner and I searched that place from top to bottom,’ he said. ‘There’s no sign that anything happened there.’
‘I hope you’re right,’ I said. ‘Otherwise, we’ve got a killer on the loose.’ 
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‘Kim,’ I said. ‘I need you to help me find a dead body.’ 
Kim sighed. ‘And you wonder why you’re still single.’ 
‘I don’t wonder that at all. I know why I’m single.’
I was standing outside the office of the Cape Carson Gazette, phone in hand as the late afternoon sun beat down onto the bay. Besides the interview with the woman who made papier-mâché flowers, I’d also started on two other stories. One was about council funding cuts to a local health centre. The other was a new classroom opening at the primary school. Now that the day was over, I was finally able to follow up on the Bailey house. The police may have thought there was nothing to investigate, but I wasn’t so sure. 
Sighing, I stared out at the ocean. Heading south-east from here, you’d reach the island state of Tasmania, but if you went due south—and kept going—you’d eventually hit Antarctica. All that snow and ice was only five thousand kilometres away, but it was sometimes hard to believe. This was autumn and the day had turned hot and blustery. 
As was often the way, a weather front was moving across the underbelly of the continent. A storm was on the way. I could feel it in my bones. 
‘You set very high standards,’ Kim said. 
‘Like wanting my man to be loyal?’
‘Most men are. They’re not all like George.’ 
‘So they’re not all lying, cheating mongrels?’ 
‘Not at all.’ She paused. ‘Although there was a guy who lived in town back in the sixties who turned out to be a bigamist. Or a trigamist, if there’s such a thing. He was married to three women at once.’ 
‘You’re not making me think any better of men.’ 
‘There’s plenty of nice guys out there,’ Kim said. ‘You just need to find them. Thank goodness you’ve got me.’ 
There was something in the way she said it that worried me. ‘What are you saying?’ I asked. Kim was constantly trying to find me a life partner. The problem with Kim was that she didn’t always think things through. ‘Have you done something crazy?’
‘Not crazy. Just for your own good.’
‘Now you’ve got me really worried.’ 
‘Have you heard of Ideally Yours?’ 
I had. The icon for the dating app was of two kissing lips. The company had been advertising hard across the whole south coast. 
The Gazette had even run a few ads for the company. 
‘Yes,’ I said slowly. ‘But you know I don’t go in for—’
‘That’s why someone had to take charge,’ Kim said. ‘You’re going on a date! Isn’t that exciting?’ 
Exciting wasn’t how I’d phrase it. ‘How can I go—’ I stopped. ‘Kim, what have you done?’
‘What needed doing. I created an online profile for you, and there’s been quite a lot of interest.’
Kim was telling me all this in the same way you’d say, I cooked a sponge cake for dessert, rather than I’ve stuck my nose in where it’s not wanted! Gripping the phone tighter, I stared in dismay at the sparkling water. 
‘You didn’t use my real name,’ I said. ‘Did you? I’ve got a reputation. A good reputation.’ 
‘Of course not, silly! All the user contact information is kept behind the scenes. That way, you know you’re not meeting up with an ex-con. Not unless that’s what you’re into.’ 
Oh, dear…
‘That’s the great thing about Ideally Yours,’ Kim continued, oblivious to my horror. ‘The app allows you to create an anonymous profile. You can even do it on behalf of other people.’
‘And my username is….’
‘Wow88. Turns out the other eighty-seven Wow usernames were already taken.’
‘And you chose Wow because….’
‘It stands for Woman of Words. What do you think?’
I was thinking quite a lot at that moment. One, that I should have chosen my best friend with greater care. 
‘Anyway,’ I said, deciding to change subjects. ‘I need your help with something.’ I patiently explained about Edna ringing to say she’d seen a murder at the old Bailey house. ‘The police investigated but found nothing.’
‘Wow. The Bailey house. It’s got that secret passageway.’
‘Huh?’
‘You don’t know about that?’ she said. ‘Justin Bailey had it put in when the house was built.’
Actually, I did recall hearing about a secret passage. Todd Parker probably hadn’t known about it. Someone could have been killed at the house, and their body hidden out of sight. 
Kim continued. ‘So you want to….’
‘Follow up on Edna’s call,’ I said. ‘Investigate the Bailey house and see if we can find anything.’
‘Hmm. That’s right up my alley. You know my aunt was sensitive?’
‘You mean she felt things keenly?’
‘No. My Aunt Alice used to hold seances. She could feel the presence of spirits. She even predicted future events.’
‘Does she live locally?’
‘No. Aunt Alice was run down by a truck while crossing the road.’ Kim was thoughtful. ‘She didn’t see that coming. Anyway, I’m happy to come with you. I’d love to help you find a dead body. Or a ghost. You know I’ve always wanted to be an investigator.’
Kim had mentioned it one or two hundred times. 
‘We can be like Holmes and Watson,’ Kim continued. ‘Or Poirot and Hastings. Or Lord Peter Wimsey and Harriet Vane.’
‘So which of us is which?’
‘We can take turns.’
‘Fair enough.’
I arranged to meet her at the house and hung up. Before I went there, though, I needed to head home and change. My red jeep was parked up the street. Climbing in, I was quietly pleased when the engine started on its third attempt. 
‘Kim’s still trying to get me hitched
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