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THE EVIDENCE DOESN’T STAY STILL
 
A DASHING DRAG DETECTIVE CASE BOOK
 
1: CRYSTAL BALLS
2: TICKETS PLEASE
3: PIECES OF EIGHT
 
Word count approx: 36,000
 
 
Very slowly things are changing, but Clive and Vera are still unaware of the part they will ultimately play.
Strange events
Unconnected crimes
People who tell lies
 
Is it true that, ‘all the World’s a stage’ or is there something more sinister going on?
 
Join Clive and Vera as they start to unconsciously unravel someones plans.
 
This book or any portion of it, may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.
 
The stories contained within this volume, the characters, and any incidents portrayed are fictitious. There may be some reference to ‘real’ world events and places, these are here to add weight and to the setting of the stories.
No identification with actual persons (living or deceased) should be inferred. Although some characters are based on people I know or have met, or even seen at the beach , etc.
 
Fully spell, grammar & punctuation checked, although there may be some errors.
The stories are written in my voice and it's not perfect. So neither is this book.
 
Portions of this Novella were originally released in the collection Tea for Two: This edition has been extensively rewritten and expanded as part of the Benidorm Mysteries Series to provide an interconnected narrative experience.
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Crystal Balls
 
On one of our regular walks with the ‘care in the community’ group, who are our friends, I suggested to some of them that I might write stories centred around a group of pensioners. This was before someone else took up a similar idea, but as I am not famous, my story went unnoticed. I decided to rewrite it and proposed to one of our friends that I feature her in a tale involving Tarot and fortune telling. However, as a no-nonsense Liverpudlian, she was quite direct in telling me where to go. Consequently, I excluded her from the narrative, as I couldn't find a way to incorporate her character effectively. Well, more like do it in a way where she wouldn't thump me anyway. BJW
 
It was early on a Wednesday morning, and Detective Gabriela Rodríguez was sitting at her desk, attempting to organise paperwork before her meeting with the Chief of Police, Esteban Gomez. He had called her at home the previous night, requesting that she arrive at the police station early to review something important.
Although she didn't mind, these early starts were becoming somewhat routine. It wasn't the meetings that were the issue, but rather the large glass of hot chocolate the Chief insisted accompany each one; she was convinced she had gained at least five kilos over the past month.
Sighing and looking at the clock, she realised that it was almost time to go, so she got up and headed for the top floor and the rather palatial office to see what the Chief had for her this week. 
Clive was still fast asleep while this was happening, and he was in the middle of a wonderful dream, one in which Vera had just been given the keys to the City of Carlisle, and she was on an open-top bus waving frantically to all and sundry. He rolled over and nearly fell out of bed. ‘Bum’ he thought, ‘I won’t know now if they renamed the end stand at the football ground after me.’
As he was almost out of bed, he decided to get up for real, and he shuffled into the kitchen and put the kettle on. Lazily Clive headed to the bathroom and then back to the kitchen, he thought about having toast, but there was no bread. So he plumped for bacon and eggs, and smiling he thought, ‘oh well, there goes the diet’
After breakfast he settled down on the sofa to read the local newspapers, when the phone started ringing. Huffing as he got up, he headed to the hall and picked up the receiver.
“Morning, Clive,” came the far too happy voice of Gabriela. “How are you today?”
‘Shagged’ thought Clive. ‘I bet we have another waste of time case.’ 
Instead he said. “I’m fine, raring to go as usual. What do we have for today?”
“I will be over in about fifteen minutes, and you might want to think about dragging out Vera; we have something fun to do and this will be perfect for her.” Replied Gabriela, and she rang off.
Clive walked back to the kitchen, and cleaned up, and then went to wash up and shave. The door buzzer went and buzzed her in and opened the front door, he then headed back to the bathroom to finish washing. 
“Morning,” called Gabriela as she walked through the door. 
“I’m in the boudoir,” said Clive “what is Vera wearing today then?” 
“Something exotic and mysterious will be perfect for what I have in mind” Gabriela said. “Just you wait until I have told you where we are off to.”
Clive sat down on the sofa and waved his hand.
Gabriela smiled and said. “You will be going undercover at the Golden Mermaid Hotel for the next few days. There is a big show and gathering for all the mystical and psychic people.”  
“A what?” said Clive in Vera’s unmistakable tones. “A bloody psychic fair, I suppose you think I will go as a Gipsy and stare into my crystal ball!”
“The organisers didn’t say, just that you should dress for the occasion.” Replied Gabriela with a smile.
“Impossible,” said Vera, “we will not lower ourselves to such actions. Anyway, why undercover, has the crime not happened yet?”
“An accident occurred yesterday and an ambulance was called, and the organisers have said that some strange things have been going on.” Replied Gabriela.
“Well,” started Vera, “if they are psychic, why didn't the woman see it before it happened, or do they have no idea?” and she started laughing. “Oh, all right this should be fun. Do I have a backstory, or are they expecting me?”
“Who said it was a woman who called us?” said Gabriela. “Maybe you really do have the gift.”
“Ha,” laughed Vera, “just a good guess, that’s all. Come on, help me sort out something ridiculous for the job then.” 
And Vera lifted her tutti frutti hat out. “Nope, I don’t think old Carmen would be a good look.”
 Finally, she chose an unusual black corduroy jumpsuit and a matching velvet cape with a mauve lining. She finished off the look with a black velvet cocktail hat with a white veil, white gloves, and a black cane. It was time for Vera to show up as ‘Madam Vera Foresight’ the drag fortune teller.
Gabriela whistled and said, “Wow, you look just the part; I nearly didn't recognise you.”
****
They sauntered out to the waiting car and drove off to the Golden Mermaid Hotel, one of the older and, regrettably, somewhat worn-out establishments at the Rincon end of the beach. It had certainly seen better days, but Vera smiled at the fond memories she had, when she was the resident drag performer. During the ride, they discussed their tactics, and upon hearing the name of their contact, Vera decided on a divide-and-conquer approach. When they arrived at the hotel entrance, Vera jumped out of the car and made her way towards the reception area.
A small group of people, all brandishing placards, instantly surrounded them. Vera pushed past one individual and noticed the sign the group was gathered around, which advertised an exhibition in Calpe sponsored by the Los Tenacidad group; they were campaigning for it to be held at the Mermaid instead.
Everyone halted and stared as they walked by. A girl, who Clive might have described as one of those slightly fluffy Eco-warrior types, pressed a leaflet and a gaming chip into her hand as she passed. 
Vera scowled at the girl, who instinctively backed away. As she continued her stride towards the revolving door, the sound of her shoes clicking on the tiles echoing in the air; conversations ceased momentarily before resuming. A crowd began to follow at a distance, and Vera became almost as nervous as she had the first time Clive had been in Drag, and come out into the light
‘Sod this,’ she thought, spinning around and letting her Blakeys spark against the tiles. 
“What are you all gawping at?” she exclaimed. “You should have known I was coming. Call yourselves psychics?” 
With that, she turned back and continued walking. Inside, she was in fits of laughter, secretly hoping someone had recorded the moment.
Satisfied with her grand entrance, Vera and Gabriela head to the main office to meet the organisers and to find out what had been going on. As they entered, the manager was on the phone and they heard the last part of his conversation.
“…and remember that none of this is to reach the newspapers, or all bets are off. We would never live it down, and think of the bloody headlines.” He hung up and stared at the open doorway.
And there stood Vera in silhouette, her hair flailing about, the hat attempting to escape, and the cape billowing dramatically. 
The moment was shattered when the bulb blew in the lamp and the maintenance man tripped over the cable that was powering the fan.
“Ladies,” gushed the manager, “I’m Len, Len Ticular, and what an entrance, I must say; you were awesome. We were expecting Detective Clive, though, but nevertheless we are dazzled.”
“No, it’s Vera you are getting sunshine.” And she looked at him and thought, ‘Perfect name. Your mum must have had the gift.’
Len was short and round; in fact, he was aptly named. A double convex man with a round, cheerful face, he was completely bald and sported the thickest glasses Vera had seen outside of the lighthouse in Albir. However, she was never one to judge. She shook his hand warmly before turning to greet the lady sitting at the end of the desk.
‘Now there was a face that navies launched ships for,’ thought Vera, ‘escape being the first thing they would have been trying to do.’ 
Having a 'Poker face' was another term that sprang to mind, although not in the way Vera was thinking.
The face stood up, and there was a jingle as a large bunch of keys slipped off the desk. 
The face said. “You must be the drag dick we’ve heard all about; so we’re getting Vera Copsicle to solve our little problem are we?”
As Vera felt the air cool, she bent down to retrieve the keys and noticed a poker chip along with something resembling an old threepenny bit hanging on a chain, albeit with fewer sides. And picking up the bunch, she happily replied. 
“We thought it best if I came in some form of disguise, but it seems you’ve been well informed. Your spirit guide, perhaps?”
“Cobblers, but well done for getting in the spirit of the thing.” She said. “I am Dorothy Follofewe; one of the organisers of the fair, I am glad the police haven't bothered to take this seriously.”
Gabriela stepped forward and said. “Miss Followthrough, we are taking this seriously, and that is why Clive is here as Vera. She will be the perfect foil and gain the trust of your clients, while I watch from the wings and investigate the case.”
Vera looked over at her friend and made a face at her.
“I’m the sodding comedy relief, am I? And the young lady’s name is not Followthrough, as that would be ridiculous; it’s Follofewe. A very distinct olde English name if I am not mistaken.”
Dorothy smiled, which was the response Vera had hoped for. Dorothy pointed to some chairs and then opened a folder that was on the desk. A man in a tight baseball cap and dark sunglasses stuck his head through the door and quickly spoke to Len in Spanish. Gabriela smiled a little as she listened.
Len looked dejected and shrugged, so Gabriela asked.
“Who was that, and why was he blaming you for the problems?”
“That’s Enrico Tenacidad; he is the conference manager, and he keeps trying to move the dates for the psychic fair. Well, to be honest, he would be happy if it never happened again; he would be over the moon if that lot from Calpe would come here instead.”
Vera decided to bring the conversation back on track.
“Ah, that gives us some motive already. But let’s have some history, and then let’s see where we can help.”
“Ladies,” Dorothy began, “let me put my cards on the table here. ‘International Diviners, Empaths and Associated Crafts.’ But we like to call ourselves IDEA for short. Has been tenaciously running these psychic fairs for the past twenty years, in various countries in Europe, and we have never had any occurrences anywhere else.”
Vera smiled. “Don’t you mean IDEAC? Although that’s rather a mouthful, so I can understand why you dropped the ‘C’. So, is it local then, is there someone or something connected to this hotel or Benidorm itself?”
Gabriela was just about to speak but Vera continued. “We will reach out to our version of Jean Talazac and have him sift through newspapers and police reports. In the meantime, could you please clarify what exactly we are up against?”
Dorothy looked at Len. “It’s only a little ‘c’ and IDEA has a certain ring to it. We have had some unusual goings-on over the past couple of days. It all became too much yesterday when one of our hosts was injured and had to be taken to hospital and another had to be attended to by the local surgery.” 
Gabriela asked, “And that’s why you contacted us. So what exactly happened?”
Dorothy replied, “I arrived last Friday and started to oversee the setup and the arrival of the stages and booths, and that’s when it started to go wrong. One of the lorries turned up full of empty boxes.”
“Empty boxes. You mean the things all TV shows use when cars crash?” said Vera.
“Exactly,” replied Dorothy, “it was the fault of the warehouse in Calpe, and it got cleared up the next day. We did have a couple of incidents last year, but they were just the usual sort of thing: stuff going missing, the ferret guy got bitten somewhere delicate, and our flower arranger caught a bad dose of fairy ring.”
At this Len’s mobile rang and he made some excuse and had to leave, and Dorothy continued explaining what had been happening.
“We have been getting threatening letters; they are in this folder.” And she handed it to Gabriela. “All the words look like they have been cut out of a magazine.”
Gabriela pulled them out and handed them to Vera; they looked like the normal type, with bold letters, spelling mistakes and far more exclamation marks than any sane person would ever use.
Most, if not all, referenced an obscure ‘reckoning’. One letter warned of an impending catastrophe, while at least two others threatened the organisers and the hotel, stating that unless they cancel the conference in the future, some accidents would happen and then we would regret carrying on.
Vera enquired, “What other things have happened, you mentioned some little things?”
Dorothy sighed. “On Saturday morning, Elsie Partridge, the  lady responsible for the water nymph display activated the fountains of Jeremejevite. Instead of the expected clear, tumbling water, we were confronted with a blood-coloured waterfall that morphed into a bubble bath. Poor old Elsie nearly had a heart attack when she slipped on some stray suds.”
Vera sniggered, but Dorothy didn't notice.
“And the other day the lights flickered, and the PA system didn't work during the opening ceremony on Monday night, the electrician couldn't find anything wrong. Some of my more spiritually aware members think that the words that could be heard were a kind of curse. Someone or something doesn't want us to be here. We didn't see Len until Monday night because he had to leave on Sunday. He was very upset, but he has been strong and is doing his best to deal with everything. And then the computer broke down while they were trying to check in all the guests. Some of them come from the UK, and we even have some from Canada, you know.”
“So no real actual danger to anyone yet?” said Vera. 
“Well, not unless you include the unfortunate accident with the lion tamer.” Replied Dorothy.
“Lion tamer,” exclaimed Vera “what do you have one of those here for?”
“Oh, Gerald,” said Dorothy, “he is harmless and would not normally hurt a fly. But he nearly gummed poor old Reg, the poor man.”
“Is Gerald the tamer or the bloody lion?” Asked Vera.
“Gerald is the Lion, of course.” Replied Dorothy. “He must be about twenty-five years old, and he is part of Reg’s act. Here, take a look at his pamphlet.”
Vera took the pamphlet and looked at it, a smile playing on her lips.
“So Gerald is like Reg’s connection to the spirit world, and he gives advice to people from a toothless and clawless fleabag lion?”
“If you put it like that, then yes.” Replied Dorothy, “But it’s not the point. The pair of them are heroes, and they have a big following, you know. The other injury was to the Mystic Supai, who tells fortunes by throwing knives into cards that are placed on a slowly spinning disc. He was testing the wheel, and the first knife he threw bounced back and stabbed him in the foot. In case you need to know, his real name is Ralph Smith, and he comes from some place called Northolt.”
“Did anyone check the equipment after?” asked Gabriela.
“Len did, and he said that there was nothing wrong; the knife should have stuck in the wooden base. The card positions are cork covered, so the knife has something soft to dig into,” replied Dorothy.
“Just like the Supai’s foot,” said Vera. “and when did all the trades turn up then?”
“On Sunday and Monday most of the diviners, empaths and trades set up the rooms, and then yesterday the stargazers arrived and checked in.”
Gabriela looked up from her notepad and asked. 
“Stargazers and diviners, could you explain, please?”
“Sorry,” said Dorothy, “anyway, ‘stargazers’ are the punters; they come from miles around and all basically want the same thing. To know what's going to happen in the future, some collect mystic runes, have their bumps read, use Tarot cards and do many other things. Diviners are the trades, the card readers, palmists, crystal healers, astrologers and lots of companies selling goods and whole foods, and there is even a holistic estate agent.”
“All sounds a bit Zen to me.” raid Vera
Dorothy said, “Oh, we have one of those too. He makes sand pictures that tell fortunes, and I know you'll fit in. I bet you know more about your destiny than you are letting on. Look at how you are dressed, like you are about to play the odds. You could easily be a psychic or even a mystic, and I bet you could even read the cards if you wanted to.”
Gabriela was writing all this down, and Vera looked over at her and grinned.
Dorothy continued, “Len has been our contact for the last three years. The conference has been held here for twelve years now, and each year it seems to dwindle slightly. I suspect the hotel wants to make a change, but we still have several years left on the contract; the only way it could end is if they buy us out or if we are compelled to cancel.” 
She paused, sweeping her hair away from her eyes, though it did little to hide her squint.
Vera was hooked. ‘How could she have been unaware of all these mystical practices before? The girls were going to love the ideas she was getting for new acts.’
“Do you organise other conventions then?” asked Gabriela 
“Oh yes,” replied Dorothy, “we have a gardening convention hosted by the one and only Freddie Green. You must have heard of being fingered by Freddie?”
Vera couldn't believe this. Whatever next? She looked at Gabriela, pleading for her to continue, but she didn't ask any more questions.
After Dorothy had finished, Vera had decided that the whole lot of them were mad, but at the end of the day, a job was a job. 
“So,” she said, “what have you got for me then, a
	Tenacious. Other words are the same; see Vera.

	Tenacidad (to fulfil)

	Gambling: What is faro?

	Copper or cheque?

	Keyring

	They look the same.

	Follow the money.

	Unexpected cases 

	Curious suspects 

	And more than a few surprises 

	Laughter, Lies and Lip Sync 

	Girls, Gems and Giggles 

	Men, Music and Moments
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