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9th November 2023

Canterbury, England

His life was about to change and he was going to get the beating of his life.

Detective Kinsley loved his job as a detective for Kent Police. He got to help the innocent, protect them and he got to put evil people away, but he had never ever expected things to turn this bad.

Kinsley went up a very long road with freshly laid black tarmacking, he was glad the local council had finally decided to fix the potholes along here. He flicked a look at each of the large, white, modern semi-detached houses as he went. 

Kinsley didn’t see anything too interesting in the houses. It was late at night and everything was coloured with the faint yellow light coming from the nearby streetlights but all the curtains seemed to be drawn shut, not a single car was driving about and no one was outside.

The faint aromas of chestnuts, spices and pumpkins filled the air leaving the taste of lightly spiced pumpkin lattes on his tongue, it was probably from someone’s dinner and Kinsley would have loved to have been at home with his boyfriend eating dinner together, but this was too important.

He kept going up the road because he had to give vital information to his friend and the only woman he trusted. He had to speak to Bettie English before he was killed.

He couldn’t let this information get into the wrong hands.

Kinsley had always been aware of police corruption, it was plain as day within the force, and he had always been too much of a coward to stand up against it. But this was different.

Kinsley heard a car slowly start to drive up behind him.

He had learnt of a top-secret cabal within Kent Police that abused its power, gave powerful positions to corrupt officers and they were corrupting the police force right up to the highest levels.

Kinsley had proof of it and he knew every single member of the cabal. It was only five people but they were so powerful, clever and influential that the Cabal didn’t need anymore.

The car behind him got closer and closer.

Kinsley went quicker and quicker.

He had to get to Bettie English and give her the memory stick. There was nothing more important in the entire world.

A crowbar smashed into Kinsley’s head.

He collapsed down to the ground and just saw a man and woman dressed in black lift up the crowbar and bought it down on him.

Again and again.

Until his world went black.
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10th November 2023

Canterbury, England

Private Eye Bettie English had always loved going out for early breakfast with her nephew, his boyfriend and her two little angels, Harrison and Elizabeth who just sat in their high chairs at the large square wooden table and just talked to each other about random colours and things they saw.

Bettie loved her kids more than anything else in the entire world and she loved her family. They were amazing.

She pulled in her warm metal chair a little bit more and rested her arms on the even warmer wooden table in the café she was in. Each of them had a large white mug of coffee and the two kids had some baby formula in a blue and pink bottle next to them.

Bettie had to admit this café did the most amazing pumpkin-spiced lattes ever. Even now she could smell the sweet spicy delights of the spices, the caramel and the sugar that made the great taste of pumpkin pie form on her tongue. She loved drinking here.

They had just ordered and Bettie smiled at her nephew Sean with his tasteful and very stylishly done pink highlights in his long blond hair, as he sat next to his boyfriend Harry. They were both wearing black jeans and trainers and a fake golden watch they had bought each other as a gaff gift for Halloween (Bettie still had no idea why) but she had to admit Sean’s light pink hoody looked great. And it was a nice contrast to Harry’s black one.

They were talking, smiling and whispering to each other like they were concocting some evil plan for the rest of the day. Bettie was never going to deny how cute of a couple they made.

She was a little surprised how empty the café was. Normally there was a long line of elderly women, middle-aged men and young families like Bettie against the orange brick wall on the far side. But the line was tiny today.

The rows upon rows of square wooden tables were almost empty but there was a largeish group of young mothers sitting behind them that Bettie had spotted them. They were singing quietly and just talking to their kids.

Bettie had wanted to laugh at the types of things they were talking about with their kids but Bettie had little doubt they were great mothers.

“What you ordering auntie?” Sean asked.

Bettie was about to answer as a large group of men and women walking past the hug floor-to-ceiling windows a few rows over caught her eye.

“I heard there’s a protest further up the high street today,” Harry said.

“What about?” Bettie asked really wanting to know if there was a potential case for her to help with.

“Mummy look,” Elizabeth said.

Bettie just laughed as she saw that somehow Harrison had popped off the lid of his bottle and thrown his milk over his sister.

“Don’t do that,” Bettie said to Harrison with a warning finger. 

The little one didn’t look happy but as the three adults dried up Elizabeth, Bettie gestured Harry to continue.

“Something about police corruption and the unfair dismissal of a young officer,” Harry said.

Bettie rolled her eyes. She was trying not to think about the damn police right now because this was the final day of her boyfriend, Detective Graham Adams’ police misconduct hearing. 

It was a complete kangaroo court that was fixed to get him out of the police because he was always exposing police corruption, showing up lazy officers and more but Bettie couldn’t do too much to help him.

She might have been President of the British Private Eye Federation, an organisation that had more power than the governments of most small countries, but when it came to internal policing matters she had no power.

And she hated it.

Bettie kissed Elizabeth on the head and looked at Harrison when her phone buzzed.

“Apologise to your sister,” Bettie said.

“Sorry,” Harrison said trying to give his sister a kiss but he was strapped into the highchair too well.

“Good boy,” Bettie said looking at her phone.

She was missed that it was from her assistant Fran and she wanted Bettie to call her.

“Big problem,” Fran said as soon as she answered. “Detective Kinsley was beaten within an inch of his life last night two blocks away from yours,”

Bettie just gasped. She couldn’t think of anything to say.

Bettie couldn’t believe someone would actually attack Kinsley, he was such a nice guy, a good cop and he was a great man. Why the hell would anyone want to attack him?

“I have to ask Bet,” Fran said, “did you see him last night?”

“What’s going on?” Bettie asked knowing Fran wouldn’t be asking questions without good reason.

“Because Bettie when the paramedics eventually found Kinsley he was only saying two words. Bettie Federation,”

“He wanted to see me,” Bettie said. “Where is he? I have to talk to him,”

“Impossible. He’s in a medically induced coma at Canterbury Hospital because of swelling on the brain,”

“I’m at Lotts’ Cafe,” Bettie said. “Get me a Federation vehicle immediately and get one of our security people to the hospital as soon as possible. Kinsley wouldn’t be attacked for no reason. Protect him,”

“Of course. The Federation Protects,”

“The Federation Protects,” Bettie said.

Bettie just held both her little angels’ hands as she looked at Sean and Harry. She couldn’t believe that something so bad had happened to such a nice wonderful man and poor Graham was going to be heartbroken when he found out.

Bettie shook her head. She needed to focus because someone had just attacked one of her friends and she knew this was going to be a major, major incident. Especially because if she had learnt anything over the years it was that whatever was happening to her and her friends were always connected.

Kinsley’s attack happened just a day before Graham’s final day of his hearing. 

The two had to be linked, Bettie had no idea how but the idea of the connection excited her a lot more than she ever wanted to admit.
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10th November 2023

Maidstone, England

Of all the damn places Detective Graham Adams didn’t want to be, Maidstone Kent Police headquarters had to be on top of the list. He sat on a very uncomfortable blue fabric chair in a large white room with a huge floor-to-ceiling window to his left, but the views were hardly great.

He didn’t want to see all the traffic, concrete buildings and shops of Maidstone. He wanted to see his girlfriend, his children and his nephews. He didn’t want to be in a silly kangaroo court that was designed simply by people that didn’t like him.

All Graham wanted to be doing was out solving crimes, helping people and just doing what he did best which was serving and protecting the innocent people of Kent. He loved his job and he wasn’t going to allow corrupt cops or idiots to railroad him. 

Graham leant on the small plastic desk like the horrible things he used to draw on back in secondary school to annoy his teachers. And he just stared at the three Panel members as they sat behind a long row of desks with files, papers and laptops on it.

The bitter, sweet aromas of strong black coffee, sticky glazed doughnuts and burnt bacon sandwiches filled the air and Graham licked his lips as the taste of bacon cruelly formed on his tongue. The smell had to be coming from the bullpen just outside the room but the silver
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