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15th August 2023

Canterbury, England

This was the day she learnt her cases had deadly consequences because Thomas Birch was about to die.

Private Eye Bettie English was so glad to be alive as she walked down the long cobblestoned high street of Canterbury. She had always liked how wide, open and wonderful the high street was with its weird little roman buildings and city wall still visible a thousand years on.

There were delightful coffee shops, sweet bakeries and banks hiding in its ancient buildings made in the last century or two, and large shopping outlets in immense glass buildings that just somehow worked in amongst the ancient stone.

Bettie loved how Canterbury was always a strange mixture of new and old and that was certainly true for the students. Large crowds of young university students walked up and down the high street like raging rivers.

Bettie focused on the students from all different backgrounds, classes and ages walking about laughing with their friends and just having a good time.

She smiled at a young couple as they walked past hand-in-hand. The woman was wearing a very tasteful blue dress and the man wearing a cute white t-shirt. They looked good together.

Bettie was really glad to see everyone was okay. She knew it was precious to have small peaceful moments between cases and business work (she was the President of the British Private Eye Federation too) to enjoy normal life.

Bettie felt great to be alive as she continued towards her office just above the high street. She had finally secured extra funding for a brilliant new programme that would allow medical students, especially poor students, to get post-mortem experience before they graduated allowing them to have better skills employers wanted, and Bettie just couldn’t be happier.

She was doing what she loved, and she was helping innocent, wonderful people.

Her assistant Thomas Birch wearing a very expensive navy suit walked next to her. And Bettie really liked having Thomas with her, he was calm, collected and what he lacked in the detective department he more than made up for it in his business sense.

Bettie was surprised how many great ideas Thomas had come up with lately about ways to increase membership and convince more people to become private eyes. And it was brilliant that Thomas was going to become a dad in nine months' time.

“Morning,” Thomas said to someone as they walked past and he waved at a baby in a pram. 

Bettie really looked forward to getting home to see her own two little monsters, Harrison and Elizabeth. She didn’t leave them too often but she was determined to still be a private eye and do President stuff one day a week.

And every week for a single day Bettie hated being away from her 11-month-old twins but she couldn’t imagine being anything else but a private eye. She loved her job and she loved helping people even more. 

“We’ll drop these files off at my office then I think we can just go home,” Bettie said knowing Thomas wanted to see his girlfriend so badly.

“Thanks,” he said looking forward to seeing the woman he loved. “What tips have you got for being a dad?” 

Bettie laughed as she glided through a gang of tourists. “You’re going to be a dad in nine months. Believe me you have time just relax and enjoy the pregnancy,”

“Did Graham?” 

Bettie had absolutely no idea if her boyfriend, Detective Graham Adams, enjoyed the pregnancy. She knew that he loved her and the babies with all his heart but they were always working during the pregnancy and having fun on their cases. She had no idea what a normal non-private-eye pregnancy looked like.

“He loved every second of it,” Bettie said knowing it was basically the truth.

“Good,” Thomas said grinning like a little schoolboy. Bettie knew he was going to be an amazing dad. 

“Here we are,” Bettie said pointing to her office up ahead. She wasn’t sure why she hadn’t bought Thomas here before but at least he now got to see how she started off her private eye career.

It exploded.

Flaming bricks rained down.

People screamed.

People cried in agony.

People burnt alive.

Glass popped.

Glass shattered.

Slicing into flesh.

Bettie looked at Thomas.

His head exploded.

Bettie screamed.

Bullets screamed towards her.

Bettie scanned the area.

Five black armoured men raced towards her.

Firing as they went.

Bullets smashed into the cobblestones.

Bettie ran in the opposite direction.

Bullets smashed into innocent people.

Chests exploded.

Blood sprayed up Bettie’s face.

She kept running.

She took out her phone.

It exploded.

Cars screamed towards her.

Three black SUVs without number plates raced towards Bettie.

They jerked to one side.

More black armoured men leapt out.

They fired.

Not at Bettie.

At people chasing her.

A black car door opened. A hand gestured Bettie inside.

A bullet sliced into her arm.

Bettie legged it.

Diving into the SUVs.

The SUVs raced away.

Bettie just hoped she hadn’t traded one killer for another.
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15th August 2023

Canterbury, England

Detective Graham Adams was so looking forward to when his beautiful, sexy girlfriend Bettie got home. He sat on their wonderfully soft black sofa in their large living room with the bright golden sunlight of the late morning shining through the windows. Graham loved how the living room was the perfect suntrap because it was just heaven.

He was more than grateful that they had decided to repaint the living room two weeks ago because the bright white walls just reflected the sunlight a little too much and it was blinding. Not exactly relaxing.

Graham really liked the cream-coloured walls that made the living room feel bright and airy without it being too blinding. 

The large blue rug on the floor was covered in baby toy walkers, blocks and all the other toys that Harrison and Elizabeth just loved throwing about. He seriously loved it that they were walking now and they were even more of a nightmare together than they had been at 10 months old.

Graham smiled at Harrison and Elizabeth as they walked about holding each other’s hand going toy to toy, inspecting each one like whatever they choose would be the only toy they could play with for a while.

They were both wearing a matching blue baby-grow and Graham wasn’t sure if he liked them always wearing matching things but he couldn’t deny they didn’t look damn cute together. 

He just loved his kids and so did Bettie. She couldn’t wait for her to get back and then she could watch, laugh and play with the kids like he had been doing all morning.

That definitely had to be the best thing about being a floater detective with Kent Police so he wasn’t tied down to any one single department. And when no police department had work for him (or wanted him for being an incorruptible cop) he got stay at home and he was paid minimum wage. Graham just donated it to charity anyway, the advantages of having a millionaire girlfriend.

Graham was a cop because he got to help people, not because it paid well. It had never paid well.

A kitchen timer beeped a few times and the entire house smelt wonderful with hints of garlic, rosemary and lemon as the joint of lamb that their nephew Sean was cooking for a surprise lunch for Bettie was almost finished. 

Graham enjoyed the mutterings and random words Harrison and Elizabeth were saying as they decided to play with a small blue walker that they were slightly too big for now but the kids loved it, so Graham hardly had the heart to get rid of it.

Sean and his boyfriend Harry were in the kitchen talking about random university stuff that Graham really didn’t understand. He didn’t do engineering at university so he wasn’t really sure what the lovers were talking about, he was just glad they were happy.

Graham’s phone buzzed.

It was probably Bettie saying that she was late, wasn’t coming home til later or something like that. Graham loved her more than anything in the entire world but she was a nightmare at times.

He looked at his phone and the world changed.

Protocol R.

Graham knew the text message was a coded message from Bettie or someone they trusted. It meant the Russians were after them and they needed to get to safety now.

“Shit,” Graham said already up. “Procotol R!” 

Sean and Harry immediately stopped in the kitchen and they rushed out passing Graham rubber gloves. 

He put them on and Sean’s tasteful pink highlights in his blond hair went wild as he rushed to put them on.

The gloves were to make sure they didn’t touch any nerve agents in case the Russians had already attacked the house or where about to.

Sean and Harry rushed upstairs. The kids still didn’t know anything was wrong.

Graham ripped the cushions off the sofa and grabbed the large black suitcase underneath filled with clothes, baby toys and everything they needed.

Sean and Harry rushed down a minute later with their own to-go bags.

Someone pounded on the door.

They had all practised this so many times.

Harry and Sean grabbed the kids gently and took them out into the kitchen.

Graham picked up the black heavy crowbar that was also under the sofa. He went over to the door.

It exploded open.

A black armoured woman stormed in.

Graham swung it.

The woman screamed it smashed her hands.

She punched Graham.

He fell to the ground.

The woman whipped out a pistol.

Graham threw the crowbar at her.

The woman dived to one side.

Graham leapt up.

He jumped on her.

She punched him.

Knocking him off.

She climbed on top of him.

Grabbing his neck.

Graham felt she was about to tense.

A bullet screamed through the air.

Her corpse collapsed off him.

Graham grabbed her pistol aiming it at the door.

Agent Daniels MI5 stormed in wearing a tight black suit and nodded at Graham.

Harry and Sean ran towards them with the kids and to-go bags.

None of them were messing about.

The backdoor smashed open. More Russians were coming in.

Graham grabbed his to-go suitcase and everyone dashed into Agent Daniels’ car.

He just hoped that Bettie was okay and knew to follow the plan to the letter.

Or all of them were going to die.
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