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30th October 2024

Canterbury, England

Some clients you could just smell before you saw them.

The great hints of vegan duck curry, rich spices and freshly fried pawn crackers filled Private Investigator Bettie English’s kitchen as she sat down at her white marble kitchen island. The bright copper kitchen was perfect for a rare date night with its bright copper cabinets, marble countertops and copper appliances.

The cute appliances and other copper and bronze finishes reflected the soft golden light of the hanging lights perfectly. Bettie still wasn’t impressed a bunch of companies had gifted her everything for free as a thank you for her service to the community over the years, she could easily afford it. But it was nice and the results were amazing.

She loved her kitchen more than any other part of the house. Maybe, except the bedroom, of course.

She grinned at the amazing plate of food in front of her. She had to admit that duck curry wasn’t much to look at on a plate being just a brown slop, but it was going to taste delightful.

The freshly fried pawn crackers were in a cute copper bowl between her and another hot plate of fried pawn balls with dark red sweet and sour sauce. Bettie smiled at the idea of having a great date night with the beautiful man she loved, Special Detective Graham Adams.

It had been ages since they had just been able to relax, be a couple and have a date night. She shivered in excitement at all the adult fun they were going to have later on. Her nephew Sean was out with friends, her cute twins Elizabeth and Harrison were sound asleep upstairs and they didn’t have any major cases at the moment.

If this wasn’t the best time for a date night then Bettie didn’t know what was.

Then the damn doorbell had rung, Graham had answered it and the entire house just stunk of cigar smoke.

She frowned, pushed her delicious plate of food away and just hoped beyond hope the delightful takeaway wasn’t going to become contaminated by the cigar smoke. 

A few moments later, Graham came back into the kitchen with his sexy navy blue shirt, tight black trousers that left little of his sexy body to the imagination but he was frowning. He pushed his own delicious plate to one side and Bettie just rolled her eyes.

This was a case. A case in the middle of their date night.

Bettie forced herself not to throw her arms up in the air. She loved cases, she liked helping people and making the world a better place. Yet after all the chaos of the past few months with the criminal mastermind kidnapping them, Graham’s left arm and hand being torched and Sean’s boyfriend Harry needing expensive assisted-living because of his injuries. She just wanted one damn night of peace.

“Miss English,” an elderly man said wearing an expensive black suit that barely covered his beer gut, he carried an unlit cigar and he just stunk of cigar smoke.

Bettie thought she recognised him, but she couldn’t place him. The man’s deep smile lines didn’t react to her, he breathed heavily and he coughed like he was already at death’s door.

“Are you Bettie English?” a woman asked. Bettie had to do a double-take at the woman. She wore a weird black gothic lacy dress, a black veil and her black nails shone in the golden light.

The elderly man sneered at the woman, they both stood at the end of the kitchen island and they didn’t look like they wanted to be here any more than Bettie wanted them here.

“I am Bettie English, private investigator and President of the British Private Eye Federation, and you are?”

She didn’t really need to add that she was President of an organisation with more power than the governments of most small countries, but she wanted to do a bit of a power play. Anything to help her return to her date night.

Even though she already knew she would much rather help these two strangers than have a date night anyway. It was simply who her and Graham were.

“I am Miss Isadora Ashdown of the House of the Sacred Graveyard,” the woman said. 

Bettie just looked at Graham. “Please put the kettle on. I have a feeling we’re going to need a lot of coffee to get through this one,”

“I’ll have one too,” the elderly man said smiling. “You have no idea how crazy this one and her family are,”

“Be silent Richard. Just because you do not see the power of the Sacred Graveyard does not mean me, my family and our empire are crazy,”

Bettie really wanted that coffee to hurry up but she couldn’t deny she was already loving this case. She loved crazy characters almost as much as Graham.

She took out her phone to make notes, she leant forward and Bettie offered them both a seat.

“No thanks,” the elderly man said. “I am Mr Richard Bradley of the Thanet Raiders,”

Bettie smiled. She was talking to two gang leaders. She had heard a little of the Thanet Raiders over the years, but organised crime wasn’t really her specialist subject. Especially when it came to unimportant local gangs that were hardly worth her attention. 

The Thanet Raiders were just a few elderly men, middle-aged unemployed people and young kids who raided shops, bakeries and just caused trouble. Not exactly a thriving criminal empire. 

“You must help us Miss English,” Isadora said. “The Sacred Graveyard is under threat, the Raiders are in danger of being wiped out and the marriage of my daughter to his grandson could be the sight of a massacre,”

Bettie just looked at the beautiful man she loved, they both nodded and she just grinned. 

They were going to take the case, protect these criminals and just hope beyond hope they could save a lot of innocent lives.

This was going to be so much better than a date night.
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30th October 2024

Canterbury, England

Special Detective Graham Adams popped on the copper kettle, tried to grab four mugs but pain shot up his left arm and he grabbed some instant coffee too. As much as he had been hoping for a nice, relaxing and peaceful date night with sexy Bettie tonight. He was rather excited by the case.

It had been over a month since him and Bettie had had any major cases. He had been constantly at the hospital having more hand surgeries, consultations and his first skin graft. He hissed in pain as the pain radiated through his entire body. And Bettie had been focusing on running the Federation, managing their family and making sure that everyone was okay.

She was superwoman as far as he was concerned. 

He leant against the white marble countertops and Isadora and Richard just looked so out of place in the wonderfully copper and bronze accented kitchen. The golden lights reflected off the copper cabinets, appliances and oven perfectly so everything was coated in a soft light, but Richard and Isadora were not soft.

They were hard, evil and corrupt criminals that Graham only knew too much about.

Richard looked as awful, sick and deathly as always. Graham had interviewed him twice in connection to various murders across Thanet, but of course, nothing ever stuck. Witnesses disappeared, CCTV footage was destroyed by corrupt officers and the Crown Prosecution Service never wanted to press charges.

There simply wasn’t enough evidence.

Graham coughed at the sheer amount of cigar smoke that poured off Richard. He wasn’t even smoking but the kitchen smelt like he had lit a bonfire of cigars. Richard tapped an unlit cigar against his leg, he coughed loudly and Graham really didn’t want him to wake the kids up. 

If Richard dared wake up his precious twins, there would be hell to pay. More because he didn’t really want to read them yet another three stories to make them go to bed.

The twins were little hellraisers but he loved them.

Isadora took Graham’s seat at the kitchen island, she lifted up her black veil and she wiped her eyes. Graham was surprised at how young she looked, she looked barely thirty and he knew she was about forty.

Maybe the goth lifestyle stripped back the years.

Isadora dabbed her eyes again. “The Sacred Graveyard is my gang,” 

Graham didn’t bother listening to Isadora as she caught Bettie up on her criminal activities. He had seen the case file on the Sacred Graveyard a few times as a detective for Kent Police and it was thin as anything but the rumours amongst East Kent were full of details.

And lies too.

Some said the Sacred Graveyard was a death cult dedicated to the sacrifice of young women in the hopes of resurrecting a long-dead God. Other people said the Graveyard was a gang that ran drugs, exotic animals and people trafficking in and out of Kent for a massive fee. Another person said that they were simply urban myth.

Richard stepped forward. “My grandson, Charlie, is going to marry Isabella-Thorn in two days as part of our gangs and family coming together,”

“And the Graveyard will get bigger and our sacred mission will get reinforcements,” 

“Oh be quiet,” Richard said. “This will end the war between our families. It will keep my family safe and it will mean our legacies can live on,”

Richard coughed, splattered and sounded like he was about to keel over at any moment. Graham looked at Bettie but she was intensely focused on Richard. He added water to the mugs, stirred them and added a splash of milk.

“Thank you,” Isadora said as Graham passed her a mug. “May the Graveyard protect you, your girlfriend and your children,”

Graham really didn’t know how to take that. He bit his tongue and didn’t say anything.

“What’s the crime here?” Bettie asked.

Richard rolled his eyes, waved Isadora silent and he looked to the ground.

“Three hours ago,” he said, “the barn where the wedding was meant to take place was burnt down. Both of us are under pressure to call off the wedding, renew the war and expand our criminal empires,”

Graham came over and nodded. “You’re here to stop a gang war,”

Isadora took Richard’s hand in hers. “We do not like each other. Richard thinks I am mad. I think Richard is an unholy
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