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1st May 2022

Canterbury, England

Private Eye Bettie English loved May in Canterbury. There was just something so special about the month with all the university students coming back from their Easter break and the wonderfully warm spring air created such a wonderful atmosphere.

For the past month Canterbury had seemed strange without so many amazing university students with their talking, laughing and partying that always happened on the high street where Bettie’s office was. And finally the student life was starting to return to the city so finally it started to feel alive once more, and the utterly wonderful spring weather only reinforced that feeling.

Bettie continued to stare out of her large office window and down onto the cobblestone high street where she could hear the students happy to see each other once again, catching up about their break and even some of the local musicians were out playing on the amazingly warm spring day.

But the thing that Bettie truly loved about May was every single breathtakingly good bakery was opening back up filling the air with the utterly sensational smells of their freshly baked bread that melted into buttery deliciousness, sweet creamy cakes and some had their rich meaty pastries too on offer.

Sadly because Bettie was pregnant and her body didn’t like it, she wouldn’t stand at the window for too long with all those sensational smells. Otherwise her body would want to vomit at all the animal products, but Bettie just wanted to admire the spring May day for a little longer.

And she really wanted any excuse not to return to her laptop and continue doing those backgrounds checks that one of her contract businesses had given her to do. 

Bettie only had a few left but after doing twenty this morning, Bettie wasn’t sure if she wanted to do much more.

At this point she would almost give anything to have a break or something else to do. But the background check contracts paid well and most often than not they were fascinating. 

Sometimes Bettie felt like the only reason why she became a Private Eye was so she could dig into people’s lives and get paid for it. It was amazing what some people got up to in their youth, spare time and just for fun.

“Auntie!” a young man shouted.

Bettie smiled as she focused on the high street once more and saw her wonderful nephew Sean waving at her and he started to make his way up to her office. Bettie supposed she should have unlocked the door for him, but Bettie wanted to feel the warming sun on her skin for a couple more moments.

Bettie knew it was strange to love the sun, warmth and seeing young university students again. But after the absolutely awful weather with storms, rain and even some threat to life warnings, Bettie was more than glad to see some sun again.

She was even more happy to see her nephew who went away with his boyfriend to Glasgow for two weeks last month. Bettie hadn’t seen him for ages and she really, really wanted to catch up.

The sound of her laptop beeping made Bettie frown as she realised that she was getting more and more emails. Bettie knew it was the same sender and in the past ten minutes alone they had been sending her an email a minute.

Bettie wouldn’t have minded too much if they were about different things, but each email was the same.

It was from an insurance company.

Now Bettie had no problems with UK insurance companies because it turned out they had a lot of money, a lot of business and most importantly they weren’t that evil. So Bettie liked them.

But this particular insurance company was offering her £50,000 to help them with “a matter most secretive and urgent”.

To Bettie that meant one of two things. It was either extremely complex both personally and legally and they couldn’t get the cops involved. Or it meant it was just plain illegal.

And Bettie did not want to get involved in illegal business or shenanigans. She didn’t want to give birth to a baby in prison, that was not her idea of fun.

The laptop beeped again.

Sean knocked on the door, Bettie went over and opened it to him. Then she went to her large wooden desk and sat down, gesturing to Sean to sit down on one of the two chairs in front of the desk.

“Hi Auntie,” Sean said, grinning.

Bettie partly didn’t want to know why Sean was grinning, but she couldn’t deny it was great seeing him. He was wearing his normal outfit which was nothing more than some skinny jeans, a t-shirt and his longish blond hair with some pink streaks styled through it.

Bettie was still impressed Sean managed to pull it off. He was probably the only person she had ever met who could.

“Graham told me the news. You’re expecting twins!” Sean said.

Bettie gave him a thin smile. That was what she got from agreeing last month to have the baby scan. She and her boyfriend Graham had simply wanted to find out the baby's sex, but oh no the doctor just had to reveal a bit more.

She was having twins! 

One boy. One girl.

Bettie still didn’t know how to feel about it. both Bettie and Graham were both still shocked it and they hadn’t really spoken about it too much. Bettie... was pleased because she got the best of both worlds, but she was terrified.

Raising one child was hard enough, but two! 

“You’re not pleased?” Sean asked.

Bettie shrugged. “I... I don’t know. I hate to do this but... can we talk about something else,”

Sean came round the desk and gave Bettie a big hug.

“Sure thing Auntie,” he said.

Bettie forced down her tears. He was the first person in the entire family who had allowed her to do that, besides Graham. Everyone else had pressured her into talking about revealing how she felt, but that was where the problem lay.

Because she was so busy with seeing family (and them forcing her to talk about it) and then she had so much investigating to do. Bettie had no time to think about how she felt, in all honesty she just wanted some breathing room.

“Thank you beaut,” Bettie said.

Her laptop beeped again.

“For crying out loud,” Bettie said sharply.

“I only hugged you,” Sean said.

“Not you. This bloody insurance company,” Bettie said.

She opened the email and smiled as the insurance company had now sent her a brand new contract with a rather amazing bonus for this “most urgent case”. They were now offering her all expenses paid, £100,000 fee and a free holiday.

Bettie smiled. What this insurance company wanted, they were willing to pay for it and they were clearly desperate.

There was even an address included in Dover for a place to meet them. 

Bettie folded her arms. She did say she wanted a distraction and now she was going to get it.

“Sorry to cut this short Sean. I did to go,” Bettie said, getting up and grabbing her things.

“Can I come please? I can drive you. Please Auntie,” Sean said.

Bettie cocked her head. “Isn’t this university exam season? And you are in your final year, aren’t you?” 

Sean smiled. “Most of my units are coursework. I have three exams in June and that’s it. I’m all caught up. Please,”

Bettie rolled her eyes. It was becoming harder to drive with the babies getting larger, so as much as Bettie knew her sister was going to throw a hiss fit. She nodded.

“Come on then,” Bettie said.

“Great!” 

Sean rushed out the office and Bettie closed the door behind her.

Seems like she was going to Dover as fast as she could.
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1st May 2022

Dover, England

Detective Graham Adams never liked Dover for relaxing or anything else, because so much crime happened here. Of course, lots of people didn’t know about all the smuggling, human trafficking and drugs related things that happened in the large Dover City, but Graham was actually happy about that.

But his job definitely spoiled his view, opinion and attitude of Dover. 

The only remotely good thing about Dover had to be the massive castle with the tunnels from World War 2 under it that always looked imposing, scary and intimating as a ferry sailed through the English Channel.

Considering the amazing history of the castle, Graham was more than glad the castle had been built and was still around to this day.

He would definitely bring the twins here in the future.

Graham forced himself not to focus on the idea of twins, so he turned his attention back to what he did best.

His job.

As Graham stood on the hard metal floor of one of the massive ferries that always came in and out of Dover tens of times a day. Graham was surprised by the sheer scale of the ship, it was easily a kilometre long and probably half that wide. Even now Graham looked like a tiny spot on the deck with hundreds of other people cramped around him.

The smell of the salty sea air, the sweaty people and the salty crisps that the ferry served filled the air, and left a horrible taste in his mouth. 

But he was here for work after all.

As a Floater Detective in the Kent Police Force, Graham wasn’t tied to any one department or type of crime so he simply went to whatever department he liked and was willing to have him.

And thankfully after him and his sexy girlfriend Bettie had managed to stop a major threat to National Security last month, lots more departments seemed to want his expertise.

Graham wasn’t sure if he would call it expertise, but he did love his job. That was for sure.

Most recently, Border Force had reached out to Kent Police and requested Graham helped them with a police operation in France to stop drugs coming into the UK. 

Of course Graham jumped at the chance to help the French, because despite all the government propaganda that made the French out to be evil, scheming idiots. They were actually some of the nicest people Graham had ever met, and they really had a great Police Force.

Needless to say Graham absolutely loved working with them.

So when he got over to France last week (without telling Bettie. He was impressed with himself) he had been told there was a British gang of drug dealing who were shipping drugs from France into Dover and then the drugs spread up to London. 

Graham was hoping the drug suppliers were on the ship today, and hopefully it wouldn’t be too hard to find them and
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