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“How many bodies could you fit in there Auntie?”

Private eye Bettie English just laughed and grinned as she leant against the icy cold metal pillar at the car dealership she was visiting with her nephew Sean. She had to admit that the car dealership was rather nice considering this was Medway of all places, with its wide forecourt that wrapped around the main metal building perfectly.

There was a great range of cars on display, and Bettie couldn’t have cared less about their names and models, because she was useless at cars. But there were plenty of red, black and blue cars in all different shapes and sizes in neat little rows on the forecourt.

Bettie sort of recognised some of the brands like Fiat, Citroen and Ford, but she had to smile to herself because she was useless at their models. They all just looked the same to her, a metal box on top of four wheels.

Bettie waved at a young man in the dealership’s tight black uniform as he led a young couple followed by a first-time buyer round the forecourt. She had no idea why a first-time buyer was looking at cars at this end of the court. They were stupidly overpriced and Bettie was only up here because she had wanted to play a game with Sean.

The game was simple and Bettie couldn’t deny it was great fun. Whenever her and Sean opened a car boot, they had to guess how many bodies they could fit inside. 

Bettie had no idea how she was going to tell her Detective boyfriend, Graham Adams, later on but she knew she would and they would laugh about it.

Bettie went over to Sean and he definitely had great taste. He was looking at a small black car that would be hard to notice, it would fit in small gaps easily enough and it was probably quicker than it looked. Bettie wasn’t sure if the price tag of £6,000 was right and she could afford that from a single hour of work but she wasn’t buying it for Sean.

The entire point why Bettie had come with Sean to the dealership was to help him find a good car (not that she knew what she was looking for) and she wanted to teach him that even though she was a millionaire and him and his boyfriend lived with them. It never hurt to learn money lessons, which was why Sean had to buy this car with his own money.

“I’m thinking two bodies,” Sean said grinning and running a hand through his longish blond hair with tastefully done pink highlights.

Bettie smiled and shook her head. He wasn’t wrong, the black car did have a big boot but it wasn’t big enough for two adult bodies inside. Maybe an adult and a dwarf but not two adults.

“Miss English?” 

Bettie turned around and forced herself to smile as the head of the dealership came over with a massive frown on her face. The woman looked rather good in a dirty white blouse with tons of creases in it, her black trousers had holes in and her high heels looked like they were about to break at any moment.

“Are you the President of the British Private Eye Federation?” the woman asked.

Bettie nodded. She loved being the President of the Federation who oversaw all private investigators in the UK that allowed her to help innocent people, improve lives and she had the power equal to some small countries thanks to the Federation’s blackmail files. Something she intended never ever to use.

“Yes I am,” Bettie said. “Can I help you at all?”

The head of the dealership came closer and Bettie looked at her name tag, Cindy. Bettie wanted to cough as the sheer awful hints of fish, chips and fried food filled her senses. It was awful.

“I found a body of sorts in the boot of my car attached to a note that says I’m going to die in ten minutes,”

Bettie looked at Sean. As much as she wanted to keep looking for a new car, this was definitely going to have to wait. Cindy was in danger and Bettie couldn’t let anything bad happen. And it would be good for business to (Cindy might even give them a free car out of it).

“I need to see your car,” Bettie said.

“Of course,” Cindy said. “Oh thank you, thank you Miss English,”

Bettie just grinned at Sean because she had a feeling that this case was going to be wonderfully weird, chaotic and very odd indeed.
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A few moments later, Bettie frowned as Cindy opened the booth of her large silver Fiat in the back car park of the dealership. There was a high, thick green fence that ran along the sides of the car park, and you could only come through it by the forecourt and a small blue door that led into the main building.

Both required a passcode. 

Bettie liked how Sean looked like he was playing on his phone, but he was probably already “hacking” into the dealership’s security cameras. She loved having a postgraduate with her specialising in Advanced Technological Engineering, or a drone and computing degree as she liked to describe it.

“Here you go,” Cindy said. “I hate this, I just hate this,”

Bettie gently rubbed Cindy’s shoulder as she went closer to the boot. There was a large manakin inside without a face, features or any clothes on. But there was a handwritten note that had been taped to the face of the manakin.

Bettie wanted to focus on the note but she leant into the booth of the car for a moment. She carefully looked around the rusty trim of the boot, and checked for any fabric, fibres or anything else that might tell her who did this.

There was nothing.

The sound of customers laughing, making offers and bargaining made Bettie smile. She really hoped everyone here was getting a good deal for their cars and everything was working.

She had heard way too many horror stories of dealerships selling bad cars to too many innocent people. She really wanted everyone to get good cars here, it was the least the people of Medway deserved. Most people in this district could barely afford heating and food, let alone a new car.

Bettie put on her gloves that she always carried with her, and she read the note out to Sean.

“In ten minutes, I’m going to kill you, bury you and make you pay for what you’re doing here,” Bettie said.

Sean smiled. “Well, that would explain what I’ve found in your security logs and your computer systems?”

Bettie folded her arms and just looked at Cindy. She knew something wasn’t right here.

“You,” Sean said, “have been coming to the forecourt at 2 am at night every Monday for the past four months. You log in and you’ve been changed financial records to increase the interest people are paying after they’ve already signed the contracts,”

Cindy leant against her car. “You have no right to hack into my systems. That’s a crime,”

“I could call my detective boyfriend and see what he has to say about this,” Bettie said.

Sean took a step closer to Cindy. “Even worse, you keep digital records of all the faults in your cars, but the paperwork you give to buyers say they are perfectly in order,”

Bettie really hated Cindy. How the hell could she betray, hurt and con so many innocent people that only wanted a cheaper car instead of going to a franchise of a major brand. It was disgusting.

“My death threat though,” Cindy said.

Bettie nodded. “We’ll investigate that but I promise you there will be a price to pay for your criminal activities,”

Cindy shook her head. “Just find out who wants to kill me,” 

Bettie was about to say something but Cindy just walked off, so Bettie focused on the note and noticed it had been written on the dealership’s own branded paper.

“You know someone here wants revenge,” Bettie said. “Cross-reference all the employees and their families with any purchases in the last, two years,”

“Okay,” Sean said.

Bettie went over to the thick green security fence that separated the forecourt from the secured parking area. The small silver pad was perfectly clean with no marks, fingerprints or signs it had been interfered with.

Bettie was sure it was an employee of the dealership and that only confirmed her theory even more. If an outsider had done this then there would be signs of someone trying to break in.

“No signs of anyone coming or going on the security footage, but I think it was looped round so it wasn’t really recording. It isn’t even picking us up now,” Sean said.

Bettie really liked having Sean with her. He was always a brilliant crime-solving partner. She felt lucky to have him in her life, unlike his mother.

“Anything on the purchases?” 

“Still cross-referencing,”

Bettie nodded and she headed over to the blue door on the other side of the secure parking area and went inside the main building. She needed to talk to someone and she needed to get to the bottom of this threat before a woman died.

Cindy might not have been innocent but she never ever deserved to die.
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“You could fit tons of bodies in that car,” Sean said grinning.

Bettie laughed as she stood in the middle of the beautiful showroom in the main building, and she was shocked at how great it looked. The grey tile flooring was shiny, sterile and Bettie was slightly pleased to see she had lost most of her baby weight (at last) in her reflection.

There were eight posh, expensive BMWs, Land Rovers and a lot more expensive cars she didn’t recognise, lined up against the floor-to-ceiling windows facing the forecourt, and the small offices looked impressive behind the glass wall behind her.

Bettie had no idea how the hell people were meant to afford the BMWs, Land Rovers and other cars, but this dealership clearly had ambition.

And Bettie couldn’t deny Sean wasn’t wrong about the boot of the Land Rover. A killer could probably fit tons of bodies inside, something she hoped would never ever be tested.

“Can I help you?” a middle-aged man asked.

Bettie was glad her plan had finally worked. Being President of the Federation had always meant she had needed to look imposing, scary and powerful time to time, and apparently she had the look down perfectly these days. So she could activate it whenever she wanted.

And con artists, like this dealership, always liked money and power.

“We’re looking for a car for my nephew and I’m wondering what would you recommend,” Bettie said. “Can we talk in your office?”

Bettie noticed the middle-aged man's name tag said Carl, and he was a step down from Cindy. Maybe he wanted to kill her to take over.

“No, I’m afraid some trainees are in my office at the moment,” Carl said gesturing behind him where there were five trainees watching someone on a computer.

Bettie hadn’t realised there might be trainees here, and there was a chance that someone might have gotten a job as a trainee to target the dealership. They wouldn’t pop up on the main employees list because they were “only” a trainee.

“Um,” Sean said clearly making the same connection, “how many trainees do you have at the moment? I have a friend that might want a job,”

Carl’s face lit up. “Oh that is wonderful. We always need more trainees and we have a lot of great benefits, but I’m afraid we’re fully booked
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