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Private Investigator Amelia Pinkie had had many strange things happen to her in her decade long career as an Investigator, but this was just strange.

Amelia stretched her aching bones as she had stupidly been hunched over her laptop on her modern white desk for far too long, so she decided to take a break.

Amelia closed her laptop and simply focused on the bright white walls of her spacious office that always made her feel good, because this office cost far too much money in her opinion, but at least she had something that symbolised how good of a Private Investigator she was.

The air smelt wonderful of strong battery acid-like coffee that Amelia just loved because of its strong bitter burn. Particularly this morning, she just needed that burning sensation to help her run through all these background checks that too many clients had sent her.

Normally the summer months were always quiet on the background check front as so few companies hired at this time of year. But for some strange reason most of them had started hiring again, so Amelia had more than enough checks to perform for her valuable and prestigious clients (at least that’s how she spoke to them. Big companies always loved it when you stroked their ego).

Amelia wrapped her hands around her boiling hot cup of coffee and enjoyed the hot sensations it sent up her arms. After looking at a laptop for so long, it felt like the heat was waking her up a lot.

The office was filled with the delightful sound of the air crackling, popping and humming as Amelia’s best friend Harvey the Ghost was sitting on the floor in one corner. 

He was dressed in his normal business suit, tennis shoes and his massive oversized hat (she had no idea why he wore it). 

Amelia didn’t even know he was here this morning in the corner, he normally sat on one of the two chairs in front of Amelia’s desk, but today he had insisted on sitting on the floor in silence.

As Amelia knew arguing with him was pointless and the dead can argue forever (they don’t have a lot else to do), she just left him to his own devices whilst she cracked on with her own work. 

But strange as it sounded, Amelia just loved having someone else in the office with her. Sure Harvey might not have been his normal talkative self, but just having someone else with her made the office feel more alive.

Maybe Amelia needed an assistant or something for those times when Harvey wasn’t with her.

Amelia just shook her head and opened up her laptop again and rerun the name she had been looking up.

Mr Corey Dylan had recently applied for a new job as a Floor Walker at some big fancy department store in the heart of London. Amelia had worked with the company before and they were good people and paid well, so Amelia didn’t mind doing work for them.

The company had just wanted to know what the potential employees were like judging by this history, any criminal records and most importantly were they a risk to the company.

At first Amelia had hated that last thing on the to-do list. It had terrified her, but it turned out all she needed to do was write one or two lines about the person in her professional opinion.

No one read it anyway.

After a minute, her laptop flashed and simply told Amelia that Mr Corey Dylan didn’t exist, or he did and her computer programme just couldn’t find him.

Amelia typed in his name, date of birth and address into the criminal database all Private Investigators had access to, and she reran the search there.

Nothing.

Except for a single line commenting on Corey being a person of interest in a robbery three years ago.

Normally that would be more than enough for Amelia to complete the check. She did that for every one out of two hundred people (she guessed!), because some people had secret histories that were police and government protected, so normally Amelia just dismissed it as down to that.

But this time was different.

In all the times that a person she was checking out had been given a new identity or worked as a soldier or government asset, the database had always hinted that in the subtle ways. Be it a date of death, missing periods of time in their work history and a few other places.

Corey Dylan had no such markers, and as much as Amelia wanted to believe she simply had been out of the loop too long, and now the government was using another method of hiding people.

She knew that wasn’t the case.

Corey Dylan simply did not exist.

Amelia folded her arms. If she had another hundred or so background checks to do (which she did) she might have just dismissed the check and told the company not to employ the guy. But she was curious and she did need to get out of the office for a few hours.

She was still offended Harvey had gagged at the smell of the office when he floated in. Amelia had only been camping out here for two days to catch up on work.

Amelia clicked her fingers and Harvey floated over to her. 

“Ya called Missy,” Harvey said.

“Fancy helping me find someone?”

Harvey closed his eyes for a few seconds and opened them. “Sure thing,”

Amelia was about to shut down her laptop when Harvey shook slightly. 

“What were you doing in the corner?” Amelia asked.

Harvey smiled a little more. “I was practising Ghost Telepathy. I was trying to talk to my ghost pals on this side of the Veil,”

Amelia smiled and bowed her head slightly. That was actually rather impressive, if he managed that it would mean Harvey wouldn’t have to keep dashing off to the Ghost Realm to talk to his contacts and Networks.

And more importantly, he wouldn’t get stuck in the Ghost traffic on the way back. Amelia liked the sound of that.

“Did it work?” Amelia asked.

Harvey frowned. “Work in progress,”

Amelia closed her laptop and gave Harvey a quick hug and his icy coldness shot through her. 

As they both left the office, Amelia was determined to find Corey Dylan and find out why she couldn’t find him.

Amelia was great at her job and she loved a challenge.

She just wasn’t sure if Corey Dylan would be a challenge she couldn’t beat.
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The only next logical step for Amelia to take was to see her old best friend Detective Johnny Body who was the arresting officer on the robbery case that Corey Dylan was apparently involved in.

As Amelia walked through one of London’s largest green parks, she loved the wonderfully refreshing air that smelt so great pine and pure nature. It was a stunning contrast to the awful pollution of London, so she was more than happy to meet Johnny here.

Amelia sat on one of the black metal park benches and listened to the playing of children, talking of parents and the water splashing in a nearby water fountain.

Amelia wasn’t sure what she was going to ask Johnny, but she had to find out who Corey Dylan was, not only to stop her own curiosity, but to help her client too.

The air popped, hummed and crackled as Harvey appeared holding some ghostly blue documents, and he sat down next to Amelia. 

“So ta Ghosts Networks knew something ya know,” Harvey said.

Amelia smiled as she knew there were far too many people here to start talking to Harvey. That was definitely a disadvantage of her being the only person who could see him, unless Harvey allowed others to.

But for now only Amelia could see him.

And the last thing she wanted was people to start thinking she was crazy for starting a conversation with thin air.

“I met a ghost that delivered post to Mr Dylan three years ago,” 

Amelia smiled. That would make sense as that was around the time of the arrest and the robbery, but Amelia had to ask a few more questions to Harvey. She took out her phone and held it tight to her ear, so if anyone looked it would just look like she was on the phone.

“How did the postman die?” Amelia asked.

“He got run over by another postman reversing out of the post office,” Harvey said.

Amelia felt a chill run down her spine. She felt sorry for the postman, no one should ever have to die like that.

“What did he say about Corey?” Amelia asked.

“Nothing except he’s early thirties, white man living in London. He used to live at 2098 Bakerton Avenue,” 

Amelia smiled. That was a great massive lead, if she went out to the office she could research on the Land Registry who owned the house three years ago, and that would lead her directly to Corey.

But Amelia realised that all her databases looked at the Land Registry, so clearly Corey’s name wasn’t on there. 

“Amelia my darling, how are you?” Johnny said as he sat down and kissed Amelia on the cheek.

Amelia felt herself blush for a moment as she admired Johnny’s smooth handsome face, broad shoulders and tight-fitting suit. It was great to see him again.

“I’m good thanks. I need a favour,” Amelia said.

“Anything for my favourite PI,” he said.

“You arrested a man called Corey Dylan three years ago. He was involved in a robbery case,”

Johnny nodded. “I remember him. Sweet man. What do you want to know?”

Amelia just cocked her head a little bit. Johnny never used positive words to describe anyone lightly, so this Corey guy had to be a good man. That only made why he didn’t appear in any databases even more suspicious.

“I’m trying to run a background check on him for a company. But he isn’t in a single database that I have access to,”

“Checked for government markers?” Johnny asked.

“Of course,” Amelia said.

“Then my dear,” Johnny said getting up, “that is all I can legally say on the matter. If I was you however, I would look at the company that hired you. Why would a good sweet man who believed in morality want to get a job at your client’s company?”

Amelia smiled. Johnny might not want to be too helpful, but he was still a great friend. He always knew how to bend, push or manipulate the lines for her. And he just did again.

“Thank you,” Amelia said.

“For what my darling,” Johnny said with a massive evil smile as he blew her a kiss.

Harvey got up and folded his arms. “I don’t like him,”

“Ha! That’s just because he didn’t blow you a kiss goodbye,” 

“Well yeah. That’s just rude,” Harvey said.

Amelia was about to reply when she saw two mothers were staring at her, and she realised that she had spoken to Harvey without using any cover.

Amelia simply smiled at the mothers and walked away.

She needed to double check the Land Registry and what the company that hired her actually did.

Sometimes what a company officially and actually did were two extremely different things.

And that scared Amelia.

***
[image: ]


Two hours later (after almost fighting her way through London’s abominable traffic system), Amelia was back at her modern desk in her spacious bright office researching the company that hired her.

Amelia always liked to think that she did great research on all her clients when they first pitch her, but sadly she knew sometimes those checks weren’t as detailed as they needed to be.

And
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