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9th December 2024

Canterbury, England

Private investigator Bettie English flat out loved cryptic notes as much as the next. It was even better when they were delivered by young cute children dressed in all black, a creepy smile on their face and they ran away laughing when giving her the note.

The note was simple. All she had to do was go to an old, abandoned warehouse on the outskirts of Canterbury.

Bettie went inside the massive, metal warehouse that was nothing more than an empty box as far as she was concerned. She shivered at the sheer coldness of the damn place. There were no machines, no signs of life and no signs that anyone had used the warehouse for a long, long time.

There was no dust. 

Bettie carefully looked at the cold concrete floor that covered the entire warehouse. It was easily large enough to fit three football pitches, and yet there was no dust. It was almost like the warehouse had been carefully polished, just for her.

The sweet hints of gingerbread, warm brandy and lightly spiced Christmas cookies filled the warehouse. Bettie bit her lower lip, whoever had sent her the note certainly had a flair for character. And she respected the hell out of them for that. 

The great taste of nutmeg, Christmas cake and gingerbread houses lingered on her tongue as she shivered. Whoever had sent the note, she was going to firmly tell them to put on the damn heating before she turned up next time.

Hopefully, there wouldn’t be a next time. 

She pulled her black trench coat a little tighter round her, she slipped one hand into her pocket and dialled her security detail and she went a little deeper.

She doubted the security detail, that she got because she was President of the British Private Eye Federation, would be here within the next ten minutes, but that didn’t matter. After all the different scraps, murder plots and even assassination plots she had been involved in over the years. She liked to imagine she could take care of herself. 

At least for a while. 

Bettie went to the centre of the warehouse, looked round for any security cameras and the entire warehouse was bare and empty.

A car pulled up outside.

Bettie tensed. She couldn’t run to cover, she didn’t have a weapon and her security detail was still eight minutes out.

A moment later, the heavy metal door opened and Bettie smiled when a young man, no older than 24 years old, wearing a black trench coat, black trousers and black hiking boots stepped in with a massive grin on his face.

The young man tucked a long black curl behind his right ear, he bowed and he giggled like a small child.

Leviathan had summoned her. 

She had only met him two months ago working on a deadly gang case, and Leviathan was the leader of a gang coming in from London. He wanted all the local gangs in Kent to join him, his organisation and he wanted to become the most powerful gang leader in the UK.

A lot of people would have laughed at Leviathan because of his young age, his youthful appearance and his childish giggle (something Bettie knew was an act), but she didn’t underestimate him for a single moment.

“I thought I told you to leave Kent and never return,” Bettie said smiling. She wasn’t going to tell Leviathan about her security detail, just yet. Even if Leviathan gave her, her private investigators and the Federation good information on other gangs, he was still dangerous.

Leviathan giggled like a young girl. “Madame English, the greatest investigator, the saviour of the UK and my personal best friend,”

Bettie couldn’t help grinning. She really wanted to dislike him, but she couldn’t. He was such a character and a lot of police officers might have argued that all criminals deserved to be locked up forever. Yet Bettie didn’t want anything happening to Leviathan.

Leviathan was a good man. He had a code, he had morals and he could be reasoned with. Better he survived and led the Leviathan Gang rather than another monster.

“Why did you summon me?” Bettie asked taking a few steps closer. “My security detail is on their way,”

Leviathan grinned, looked to the floor and shook his head. Bettie tensed. From everything she had heard of Leviathan, he might try to kill her. The damn warehouse was too big, too open and she doubted she could outrun a bullet. 

He whipped out a gun, dropped it on the floor and got a coffee token out of his pocket. 

“If your security detail is coming then I highly suggest, we go and get a nice coffee together,” 

Bettie went up to him, took the coffee token and noticed it was three years out of date. She shook her head.

“What do you want?” Bettie said. “Or I’m leaving and you can deal with whatever you want all by yourself,”

Leviathan frowned for a brief moment but started grinning yet again.

“My little brother Oliver should be revising for his biomedical science exams at the end of the week. Instead he’s in a prison cell at Kent Police. He didn’t know he was committing a crime. Now Kent Police want to charge him with terrorism,” Leviathan said.

Bettie shrugged and went towards the door. 

“It’s not my problem if one of your criminal schemes got your brother in jail,” Bettie said.

“He was the victim of a money mule scam,” Leviathan said. “Now, can we have a coffee with your boyfriend Graham Adams?”

Bettie’s phone buzzed, she took it out and she called off her security detail. As much as she knew that Leviathan was a killer, a gang leader and so many people had been hurt by his actions over the years, she couldn’t stand by and let an innocent man go to prison.

Especially when the crime wasn’t even his fault.

“I’ll call Graham,” Bettie said.
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9th December 2024

Canterbury, England

Special Detective Graham Adams almost couldn’t believe that Leviathan was back in their lives. After everything him and Bettie had been through over the past few months between the criminal mastermind Scarlett Bailey kidnapping and torturing them, Bettie’s nephew Sean getting his heart shattered and Sean’s ex-boyfriend Harry almost being killed. Hurricane Leviathan entering their lives yet again wasn’t what he needed.

Especially when he had surprise Christmas shopping to do, without Bettie knowing.

He sat on a very uncomfortable black metal chair in The Social Kitchen, their team’s new café of choice when working on cases, and the kitchen was certainly in the Christmas spirit. Graham really liked the cute little Christmas paper figures on each of the tables. 

He picked up the cute, little snowman made out of some recycled newspaper. It was a nice festive addition to the black metal table. 

The rest of the café had paper chains, popcorn chains and recycled photographs of Canterbury at Christmas throughout the decades. The decorations covered the bare exposed brick nicely, and it added a refreshing Christmas touch to the café.

Graham tapped his food gently away at some jazzy Christmas version of Winter Wonderland played in the background. A group of elderly ladies in the far corner in matching Christmas jumpers were recalling some 50-year-old dance they went to at Christmas time. They were laughing, smiling and giggling away like schoolchildren.

It had clearly been a great night for all of them.

He had wanted to get the large booth in the far corner of the cafe, because that was actually comfortable despite how rundown it looked. The red fabric was always ripped to shreds, all the padding slipped to one side and it just wasn’t that great. But sometimes it was comfortable.

Sadly some young teenagers, that probably should have been at school, were sitting in it. They were all drinking large milkshakes, talking about Christmas plans and smiling the entire time.

He didn’t have the heart to kick teenagers out of his favourite seat when they were having a good time.

“Mr Adams, it is a pleasure,” Leviathan said as him and Bettie came into the café.

Leviathan extended his hand, but Graham didn’t shake it. Touching Leviathan was the last thing he ever wanted to do, but he looked good in his black trench coat, trousers and hiking boots. Graham was glad he had put on a fresh shirt, jeans and shoes for this meeting.

He wasn’t going to be outdressed by Leviathan if he could help it.

“How’s the arm, Detective?” Leviathan asked with an evil grin.

Graham pulled the edge of the sleeve covering his left arm. He didn’t want Leviathan to see all the bandages and medical dressing wrapped round his left arm and hand.

He was just looking forward to next month when all his skin grafts would be healed and his physiotherapy would hopefully be over too. Then he would never have to think about how Scarlett Bailey had torched his hand and almost burnt through to the bone.

It would be like it never happened.  Sometimes he felt like that was a mad dream but he hoped beyond hope that it was true. 

“We aren’t here to talk about Graham,” Bettie said sitting next to the man she loved. “We’re here to help Oliver. Tell us everything,”

Leviathan sat down, grinned and stared directly into Graham’s eyes. It was damn creepy. Graham wanted to look away but he didn’t want to seem weak.

“Detective, do you know what a money mule scam is?” Leviathan asked.

Graham nodded. “Of course. A fake employer, romantic interest or someone contacts a victim asking them to transfer money from one account to another. The victim gets to keep a percentage of the transfer and it’s a form of money laundering,”

Leviathan nodded.

“Then,” Graham said, “this helps the fake employer or whoever hires the Money Mule, also known as victim, to set up additional layers of separation between themselves and the criminal activity,”

Leviathan giggled like a little girl again.

“And finally,” Graham said, “it is typically used by terrorists, criminals and other organised criminal gangs to launder their money. It’s illegal and people can end up in prison for being a money mule, even if they do not understand what they’re doing. But you already knew this,”

“I wouldn’t
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