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DEDICATION

To all the LGBT+ people that think it is best to end it all, life gets better.
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22nd May 2023

Rochester, England

Two deaths opened Bettie’s eyes to a victimised world. 

Before Private Eye Bettie English became a private eye, mother and president of The British Private Eye Federation, she used to absolutely love hiking around the southeast of England. She knew all the routes, their level of hardness and she just loved being out in nature.

Granted as Bettie and her nephew Sean with his tasteful and stylish pink highlights in his blond hair, started to walk along the huge Medway Bridge, she was starting to realise that she might have been a tat out of shape for hiking.

Medway bridge wasn’t anything too remarkable for a bridge. It was an immense, almost endlessly long concrete bridge where all different cars and lorries in their wide range of shapes, sizes and heights zoomed up and down travelling at full speed.

The huge black road was covered in potholes, lumps and bumps that Bettie seriously didn’t want any of the cars to hit in case something went wrong. She never wanted anyone to suffer, especially in a car accident.

At least there was a large reinforced metal fence between the endless red footpath that could probably be another road lane in itself. And at least the footpath was smoother, better maintained and no one was actually on there today besides her and Sean. 

A little odd considering May was the month of hiking in Bettie’s experience but it just meant she didn’t get stuck behind anyone.

Bettie liked how a warm spring breeze rushed past her gently as her and Sean started their journey across the bridge. They had already been walking for an hour or two and Bettie had wanted to do at least another ten miles before returning to the car.

A large black convoy of SUVs rushed down the motorway bridge and Bettie wondered what they were up to. Maybe they were important people, security services or even the police. But why they would want to be in Medway was a mystery all to itself.

The air might have had hints of burning petrol mixed with the fresh scent of the river below them, the local pine forest and the delightful hint of freshly cooked meat coming up from the retail park and restaurants below, but Bettie really liked the smell. 

It was the perfect reminder that she wanted to get away from all the urban areas and just hike in the coldness of the woodland areas nearby. 

Bettie was really glad that Sean had decided to join her for the hike. He had been busy for the past month with his Masters Dissertation and getting the bulk of that done so him and his wonderful boyfriend Harry could go on holiday together for a week.

Bettie had to admit when they had gone away to Grand Canaria for a week, it had been weird, confusing and one of Bettie’s friends had said that she was suffering from empty-nest syndrome. 

She agreed but she didn’t like it. 

“The river’s choppy today,” Sean said, looking over the side. 

Bettie nodded as she stared down the sheer drop into the cold, icy, deadly river below. The water was swirling and whirling around itself violently. Small waves smashing into each other.

“Let’s just be glad no one’s on the river today. Can you imagine what would happen if they fell in?” Bettie asked.

Sean shook his head like he wanted to shake away the thought.

Bettie hugged as the two of them kept walking on. “Thanks for coming with me,”

“You’re welcome. I’ve been wanting to get out more anyway,” Sean said. 

Bettie was about to reply when she saw two figures up ahead. She could have sworn it was Sean’s best friends Eric and Nathan.

Bettie kept on walking and realised that it was. She could recognise the cute couple anywhere, and they were wearing their normal jeans, t-shirt and trainer outfit they always did and the look just suited them.

“I didn’t know Eric and Nathan walked through here,” Bettie said.

Sean looked up ahead. “Na, I didn’t either. I haven’t talked to them for two, three weeks because of uni work and the holiday. But I shared plenty of pics with them,”

Bettie really hoped Sean had only shown them the G-rated photos he had shown her and her boyfriend Graham and not anything more. Bettie really regretted borrowing Sean’s phone once.

But it wasn’t like her phone didn’t have artful photos of Graham.

Bettie noticed Eric and Nathan were taking a selfie on the bridge and they weren’t looking very happy. It was a little weird for people to take a selfie on a bridge, especially on something as dull as Medway Bridge.

Bettie had always liked Eric and Nathan. They were funny, great people and they were so, so good with Bettie’s twins Elizabeth and Harrison whenever they came round.

Then Bettie noticed that Eric and Nathan were climbing up onto the metal railing that stopped hikers falling into the river.

They climbed over the bridge so their legs were dangling off the edge.

Bettie immediately realised what was happening.

She ran as fast as she could.

Sean joined her.

Bettie had to stop them.

She had to run faster.

Sean overtook her.

He was shouting.

The couple shouted something to Sean.

The couple jumped.

Bettie went to stop.

Sean started to climb up too.

He was going to jump in after them. He wanted to save them.

Bettie tackled him to the ground.

He kicked. He screamed. He punched.

Bettie just gripped him as she heard the splash. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2

[image: ]


22nd May 2023

Canterbury, England

Detective Graham Adams sat on the warm wooden floor of his living room with his two little precious angels crawling about like no tomorrow, saying random words as they went and his mother sat up on one of the two large black sofas as they all watched the kids play.

Graham absolutely loved Harrison and Elizabeth, they were so cute, playful and just chatty. They were both wearing bright white baby-grows, which Graham now realised was a very silly thing to do because they were turning greyer and blacker by the hour.

He knew that Bettie had only cleaned yesterday but Graham hadn’t realised she hadn’t made it to the living room because of that work meeting she had. He had no idea why Private Eyes or the Federation worked on Sundays, but he loved her so he didn’t care.

Harrison crawled over to him and climbed on Graham’s knee, trying to use it as something to hold onto and stand up by himself.

Harrison laughed when he managed to do all himself and Graham’s mother praised him and Graham kissed him on the head and smiled. His kids were amazing and he loved having days off to spend with them.

The best times were obviously when it was him and Bettie with the kids, and that 99% of the time but he completely agreed with Bettie that they both needed their own lives and their own free time from time to time. It was why Graham was still a police officer and even though he was a floater detective so he wasn’t tied down to any one department, he still loved the work.

And there wasn’t a hope in hell’s chance that Graham would ever ask Bettie to give up being a Private Eye. It was who she was, she loved the work and now that she was President, she definitely couldn’t give it up. And Graham couldn’t deny he didn’t love having a private eye girlfriend.

Graham’s mother started coughing and Graham forced down a wave of sadness as he looked at his sweet little mother who was living with him and Bettie until she died of lung cancer. She used to be so awful granted, but Graham was so proud of her for how much she was trying to make up for all the bad years.

Graham really did love her and at least she wouldn’t be in pain much longer.

Elizabeth crawled over to her grandmother and padded her on the leg. Then Elizabeth used her grandmother’s black trousers to climb up so she was standing upright.

Harrison laughed and sort of nodded at her. Graham loved seeing them get along well.

“Well done,” Graham said. “You worked really hard,”

His mother cocked her head at him. “Why don’t you say clever girl or something?”

Graham was so excited about answering this question. “Because me and Bet read in a textbook and a bunch of research papers that showed that saying clever baby bought up the child thinking that they were intelligent and everything was down to them being smart. But when you link their achievement to hard work, when they encounter something hard later on in life they will realise they need to work harder so they can do it,”

“Instead of them giving up because they don’t think they’re smart enough,” his mother said.

“Exactly,” Graham said. 

Harrison put his arms like he wanted carrying or picking but Graham laughed and shook his head. “No bud, you need to learn how to walk and move yourself about,”

Harrison frowned, crawled over to his grandmother and put up his arms to see if it would work on her. 

Graham just looked at his mother and smiled. “Don’t do it,”

His mother laughed and looked down at little Harrison. “Stand up and I’ll do it,”

Harrison didn’t look so sure but he stood up as tall as he could and then Graham’s mother picked him up and tickled him so much that his laughter echoed around the entire house.

“Anyone heard Sean,” Harry said in his white shirt, jeans and black shoes as he came into the living room.

Graham was relieved to see that Harry’s speech was getting a lot better now after his brain injury following that disgusting homophobic attack last June. He was fairly sure he might be fully recovered before December like the doctors had predicted.

“No,” Graham said. “I know he went hiking with Bettie. Why?”

Harry sat on the floor and Elizabeth bombed over to him. “Because I was meant to be meeting him in Rochester and he was going to text me when he was hiking through the forests to get there. He wanted a lunch date hence the outfit,”

It was nice that Sean and Harry were still finding ways to be romantic, and Graham just played with the black metal promise ring on his wedding finger. Bettie’s little gesture of love and devotion, a promise to getting married in the future.

Something Graham was never going to say no to.

Graham’s phone buzzed and he gasped. It was a text from Bettie saying that they needed picking up and made sure to bring Harry to relax Sean.

Graham passed the phone over to Harry and he frowned. 

“What happen?” he asked.

Graham had no idea but he knew that Bettie wasn’t unfit so they could easily finish the hike, he had no idea what could make Sean so stressed that Harry was the only one that could relax him and Graham had no idea at all why the woman he loved needed him desperately.

But Graham was going to find out no matter what.

And no matter how much he knew he wasn’t going to like the answer. Not one bit.
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