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Private Investigator Amelia Pinkie had never really been a royalist in any sense of the word and most of the time she honestly couldn’t care less about the royal family, their money or whatever they actually got up to.

But she had to admit the royal family were great at two things. They were great for diplomatic work and representing the UK around the world in a positive light (something very few UK politicians did these days) and they were great people at unifying the country.

So Amelia supposed she had at least a bit of respect, interest and maybe even some admiration for the Royal Family.

As Amelia sat in her very spacious bright white office with her very modern computer and desk in front of her, her brand new coffee machine in the corner and her best friend Harvey The Ghost, wearing a ridiculous oversized hat as always, sitting on a chair in front of the desk. Amelia was really looking forward to today.

It might have been a public holiday and the second day of the long Jubilee weekend, but it was just another day at the office for Amelia.

Well. She had to admit that things had been painfully slow this week with Amelia only having to do background checks for the government, police and secret service to make sure everyone in London for the weekend wasn’t a terrorist.

It paid well. But Amelia just wanted a real case to sink her teeth into.

The wonderful smells of strong bitter coffee, almond syrup and freshly baked bagels filled the office as Amelia had just finished her wonderful breakfast. And she had even managed to share it with Harvey because he had been learning a new ghost skill.

Apparently inside everything that wasn’t alive there was a thing called a “Ghost Element” that allowed Harvey to pick things up, wear them or eat them. Then a few hours later the ghost element would reform.

It sounded amazing and Amelia was rather looking forward to when she died in six decades' time. Unlimited shoes, unlimited clothes and unlimited food.

It was perfect!

The gentle sound of the air crackling, popping and vibrating made Amelia glad to have Harvey with her. Neither one of them knew why having a ghost in the room made the air react like that, but to Amelia it was a sign that her best friend was there to talk, laugh and protect her.

Not that she needed protecting. More often than not it was Amelia protecting Harvey. A ghost!

After a few more moments of Amelia running a background check, she couldn’t help but feel like Harvey was staring at her wanting to say something.

And her stomach filled with butterflies, excitement and her mind spun. He was probably going to say or ask something that would kick off an amazing case for her.

That was exactly what she needed.

“You know Am. I actually saw the coronation all those decades ago,” Harvey said.

Amelia had known that Harvey had died during the 60s after being killed by his evil wife, but for some reason it still always surprised her to know what Harvey had seen, felt and experienced in his rather short life.

Amelia just nodded.

“I was one of the 24 million people who watched the coronation on our ancient TV,” Harvey said.

Amelia just couldn’t imagine anything worse. Sure she had watched some of the Jubilee celebrations with her boyfriend last night on the TV. But then they had watched other more gripping programmes, watching a coronation was not gripping.

Harvey laughed and Amelia quickly realised that her face must have shown everything.

“Am. Back in the day there was only one or two channels. It isn’t like it is now,” Harvey said.

Amelia just felt a bit embarrassed. 

“I assume there’s a reason you’re telling me this?” Amelia asked.

“Besides from my fascinating historical insights!” Harvey said smiling.

“You know how much I love them normally. But I know you, there’s a reason you’re telling me,”

Harvey pretended to look offended. “I would never impose anything on you but as you asked. You know I can sense supernatural things on this side of the Veil,”

Amelia nodded. It was one of the reasons why she kept him around.

“I’m... sort of feeling a strange sense of Jubilation but in ghost form and I don’t know how to explain it,”

Amelia shrugged. “Could the ghosts be celebrating the Platinum Jubilee?”

Harvey sort of shook his head. “Possible. Yet this feels more happy about something that will happen to the humans and not the Queen,”

Amelia frowned. She definitely didn’t like the sound of that, she didn’t want anything to happen to anyone. Especially on a long weekend where everyone was meant to be enjoying themselves.

“You think it’s evil?” Amelia asked, knowing how childish it sounded.

Harvey nodded. 

“Take me to the source of this ghostly jubilation,” Amelia said, a bit harsher than she meant to.

Harvey got up and grabbed Amelia’s arm.

The air hummed, popped and crackled as the world fell away from Amelia.

And her and Harvey teleported away.

***
[image: ]


No matter how many times she did ghost teleporting Amelia just knew she was never ever going to get used to it, because it was such a strange sensation. Just the feeling of the world falling away from you was almost enough to make her vomit.

Amelia was overwhelmed by the smells of sweet fruit cakes, rich mellowed whiskey that poured the ultimate smoothness and the very subtly hint of cigar smoke invaded Amelia’s senses.

She immediately focused on the surroundings and was surprised to see she was in an empty room of a gentleman’s club with its well-stocked and very old bar filled with the most expensive and rare alcohols she had ever seen, large brown leather chairs and exotic pictures of women serving men.

It was a disgusting place and no wonder immoral men came here. 

People laughing up ahead made Amelia frown at a large wooden door that made the hairs on her neck stand up like soldiers. Whatever was behind that door wasn’t good.

“Who are you?” someone asked.

Amelia spun around and just frowned as she looked at a very tall, hot young man wearing a very fine black suit and it was clear as day as that this young man had money to burn.

But as hot as he was in his black suit, Amelia much preferred her black trousers, white blouse and dark sunglasses rested on her forehead. It was what she called the smart-casual private investigator look.

At least she didn’t look like a jumped-up posh idiot like this young man.

“Private Investigator Amelia Pinkie, who are you? What is this place?” she asked.

The young man rolled his eyes and smiled. 

Amelia just looked at Harvey and thankfully she was the only person who could see him unless he revealed himself to others.

“If you do not know what this place is then I highly suggest you leave. This is not a place for women,” he said.

Amelia pointed to a very exotic piece of artwork where the woman in it was tied up like a sex slave. 

“I can understand why,” Amelia said.

The young man didn’t look impressed.

“Why are you here?” he asked.

Amelia wished she had an answer for him. She certainly couldn’t tell him about her ghost friend thought he sensed something evil going on. But Harvey was right about something for sure, this place just felt wrong.

“Miss Pinkie, leave now I shall call security,” 

Amelia went over to the bar and subtly gestured Harvey to knock over something.

A chair smashed onto the ground.

The young man jumped.

The sound behind the wooden door stopped.

“What was that?” the young man asked.

Amelia shrugged. “I don’t know. I’m not a witch,”

With the young man distracted she quickly looked behind the bar and realised that most of the alcohols were fakes.

Sure the bottles might be real enough but Amelia had done some work for a wine and spirit snob a few years ago. She had had to research some of these rare alcohols and the colours alone were very off. 

“Why are the alcohols fake?” Amelia asked.

“Am. We being watched. I can feel it,” Harvey said.

Amelia looked up into the corners of the dark ceiling and noticed that there were four cameras focused on her. She was definitely being watched but at least she now had an audience.

“I would like to know about the alcohol please,” Amelia said. “I would like to know-”

Harvey gasped as the wooden door opened and five men dressed in fine black suits walked out and two of them were holding rather large knives.

“Should I order them to do something?” Harvey asked.

As much as Amelia loved Harvey’s ability to mess with people, make them do things they might not do normally and even change the laws of physics. Amelia shook her head.

This wasn’t the time for theatrics. Something was definitely going on here and Amelia had to find out what.

No matter where it led her.
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This was absolutely ridiculous and Amelia flat out hated these idiots as she sat on an awfully cold and smelly bar stool with the two men with guns jabbing them into her back.

Amelia had no doubt they were going to kill her if she didn’t answer their questions, but Amelia planned to do something similar if they didn’t answer hers.

Amelia focused on the three very attractive looking men in fine black suits just staring at her like she was their prey. Where in reality they were most certainly her prey, Amelia just needed to finish off the trap first of all.

She had no idea whatsoever what the trap would be, but with Harvey by her side she was going to win this.

She hoped.

“What is a Private Investigator doing in my club?” the oldest and most well-dressed of the three men asked.

He was probably no older than early 40s but Amelia could hear the lived experience, tragedy and heartbreak in his voice. This man had clearly survived a lot.

“I was called to investigate something ‘evil’ going on here,” Amelia said.

Everyone laughed except the 40-year-old man.

“My name is Mr Grayson. I am the owner of his club and I do not understand why you are here,”

Amelia decided maybe being truthful was a way to deal with him.

“Listen,” Amelia said. “I don’t know why I’m here too. I get a call from a client, I come here and I do my job. And I’m a bit surprised at you really,”

Mr Grayson cocked his head. “Surprised?”

Harvey gestured that he should knock Mr Grayson to the floor so the two people with guns were distracted. Amelia subtly shook her head.

“Well yes. I don’t understand why such a so-called refined gentleman’s club has fake alcohol. You want to look all-powerful but your product is fake, criminally bad and just pathetic,”

Amelia hissed as the guns were jabbed into her even further.

Mr Grayson waved at them and the guns were taken away from her. But Amelia knew that the men were still fixed on her.

“Fake products. We do not buy, drink or consume alcohol here. You’re right that is just for show. In fact this entire club is just for show in case any annoying guests turn up,”

Amelia pushed herself off the bar stool. 

“Ask him why? And ask him to take you into the room behind the wooden door?” Harvey asked.

Amelia shook her head. “That’s okay Harvey. I think I know what’s going on. This entire place is
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