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20th January 2023

Canterbury, England

Private Eye Bettie English stood in the Red Canterbury Bank waiting to be served. It was actually one of her favourite banks and as soon as she had become President of the British Private Eye Federation she had moved all the accounts over here.

She really liked how open and large and wide the bank was and it had a wonderful cozy feeling that so many banks missed. The lightly coloured wooden floors were a nice touch, the off-white walls reflected the light perfectly and all the little see-through glass booths where bank employees helped clients just gave the bank such a refreshing, modern touch.

Bettie stood in a long line of people of all different weights, classes and ages, as everyone waited to be seen too.

There was a large wooden counter at the end of the line, just a few metres from Bettie, and where a very posh elderly lady called Karen stood in the dark red uniform of the bank. She was smiling, chatting and making sure that every single customer felt loved and appreciated.

Bettie really did enjoy talking to Karen when the bank was quiet. It was always a joy to hear about Karen’s kids, grandkids and the latest DIY disaster that her husband had gotten himself into. The bank was just perfect.

The line might have been getting a little long, and Bettie really hoped the morning rush was going to die down at some point but she doubted that would happen. This was Canterbury after all and between all the young families (her included), the students from three universities and everyone else. Canterbury was never quiet for long.

People talking about the latest football game, what was happening at the university and what was going on with their pensions made Bettie smile. The bank was probably the one part of Canterbury were all the young and old, rich and poor and cheap and expensive could all come together and be under the same roof.

“Yes mum I’ll be home soon,” a woman said behind Bettie.

Bettie looked at the young woman who was carrying a two-year-old baby with her. The little girl was nowhere near as cute as Elizabeth but Bettie was still surprised how much it warmed her heart seeing other kids. 

Then the little girl started getting restless.

“My daughter Elizabeth hates the bank too,” Bettie said smiling. 

The young woman laughed as she rocked her daughter in her arms and the daughter started playing with her mother’s black hoody.

The elderly man in front of Bettie shuttled towards the counter and Karen waved at Bettie. As much as Bettie wanted to get back to her own 5-month-old twins she really wanted to help the young mother.

“Please go in front. Let’s get your daughter out of here,” Bettie said smiling.

“Thank you!” the young woman said louder than she probably meant to as her and Bettie swapped places.

Everyone else in the line grinned at Bettie like she was a good Samaritan or something, but she wasn’t. She understood how great and amazing kids were but they could be a minor pain in banks.

Bettie still loved it how Elizabeth refused to even step into a supermarket, that was a real pain but she did it in such a cute way that she didn’t really mind. 

The elderly man was done in three minutes flat and the young woman went in and Karen spoke to the baby a little and she seemed a lot more relaxed. All Bettie wanted to do was get a meeting with the bank manager for a loan because the Federation was still drowning in debt.

Of all the troubles she expected when she took over the Federation, she never ever expected that banning the far-left and far-right elements of the membership would result in the Federation losing 60% of its funding from sponsors. And Bettie had stopped investigating the sponsors months ago because she hated how a lot of the federation had been funded with neo-Nazi money.

It was disgusting. 

Bettie just hoped that the Bank Manager would agree that she was a great customer, even better person and they could easily sort out some kind of loan until Bettie managed to get the funding replaced.

She had her assistant Thomas Birch on the case, but as she was still on maternity leave for the most part, Bettie hadn’t really spoken too much to him. She really had to phone him.

“Of course we’ll open a saving account for the little one,” Karen said.

A few moments later the young woman looked so happy as she walked away with a bank book for her little one, and she winked at Bettie as she left. Bettie was glad to help her.

Bettie went over to the counter with Karen and waved her hello, but when she looked behind her, out past the line of waiting customers and out of the large floor-to-ceiling glass windows, Bettie was shocked.

On the cobblestone high street of Canterbury, everyone was running and screaming and shouting.

Bettie was about to say something when a middle-aged woman caught her eye and she was holding a gun under a newspaper shaking her head at Bettie.

Bettie nodded and just looked at Karen.

“You’re about to be robbed,” Bettie mouthed knowing Karen was too professional to give a hint of anything away.

Karen didn’t react and Bettie knew she had triggered the silent alarm so hopefully help would arrive soon.

The glass doors slammed up.

Bettie spun around.

Five armed men stormed in wearing body armour, black masks and automatic rifles in their arms.

“Get on the ground now!” they all shouted.

Firing into the ceiling.

As pieces of plaster rained down on everyone, Bettie just stood there and everyone else got on the ground.

Karen went to run out back but the white door opened behind her and three female bankers stepped out holding pistols.

Bettie just grinned as she shook her head and the tallest of the men walked over to her and stuck a gun in her face.

“I said get on the floor!” the man shouted.

Bettie laughed.

“Who do you think you are?” the man asked clearly outraged.

“I am Bettie English private eye and President of the British Private Eye Federation. And now you’ve taken me and I am the only chance you have of getting out of here alive,” 

The man laughed hard for a few seconds. “And who do you think is going to kill us?” 

Bettie just stared at him. “My boyfriend and the father of our children. He will kill you if you harm me,”
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20th January 2023

Canterbury, England

Detective Graham Adams sat at his desk in his latest redeployment within Kent Police. As much as he enjoyed being a floater detective so he wasn’t stuck to any single department of the police, he really didn’t like being in the Armed Response Unit. He hated guns, he hated shooting, he hated all of it.

His desk was the standard black chipboard thing that all police detectives seemed to get assigned, but the people in the unit were wonderful and some of the best guys he had ever had the pleasure of knowing.

The bullpen was a large room with bloodred walls that Graham wasn’t too sure he liked, he really appreciated the normal standard blue, white or orange walls of police departments but red was just a little weird.

The sweet aroma of doughnuts, roasted peanuts and hot dogs filled the air as the rest of the cops walked in wearing their tight t-shirts and trousers. Graham looked almost silly next to them, they were all shredded beasts that looked like they could rip through or kill anything.

Graham was just a normal slim built man in his early 30s. He had wanted to go to the gym again but with all the twins, him returning to work one day a week (with a different department each week) and him not knowing where he stood in the structure of the bullpen he just hadn’t had time.

As the ten other members of the Armed Response Unit walked in and laughed and hit each other like they were in some American frat house instead of a professional police force, Graham just stared at the person in charge of the department. Raff Harris.

He was a beast of a man with a perfectly smooth shaved face, a blue gym t-shirt that was three sizes too small for him and his biceps and eight-pack looked like they could be used as a washing board in case of emergencies.

He was also a dick.

Graham forced himself not to stare no matter how much he didn’t like the guy. Graham had been reading past reports involving Raff and there were always bodies, innocent people died and it always seemed to be black and Asian people and women that died. 

Graham had searched for a good hour and hadn’t found a single extra white male death in all five years' worth of reports involving Raff Harris. He was just looking forward to this being over.

“Graham bro,” Raff said half stumbling and half-walking over to Graham’s desk. “Thanks for joining the team mate. You’re going to have a lot of fun shooting the criminals with us,”

Graham forced himself not to react. That was an outrageous comment, the job of an armed response unit was to help protect people, bring in criminals peacefully and just defend the other cops at the scene. They flat out weren’t meant to shoot the criminals unless absolutely needed.

“Whenever we get a callout today, I’ll give you the honour of the first kill. I’m aiming for a hundred dead criminals this year,”

Graham gulped and wanted to throw up so badly but it was even worse that all the other people in the unit didn’t care about what Raff was saying. Some of them were even smiling and nodding along.

“I won’t be killing anyone if I can help it,” Graham said.

Raff frowned and hit Graham on the back so hard that pain shot through him like a bullet as Raff went off to his bros.

Graham really regretted taking that armed response training course a few years back, he had only done it because any cop with the training got paid an extra pound an hour for no extra work. That was seriously biting him in the ass now.

When he needed to get requalified, he wasn’t taking the damn training but it was weird how pro-gun and pro-killing Raff considering that wasn’t a normal attitude for armed response. Graham had worked with them a few times on different police operations but they never said things like that before.

Weird. Just damn weird.

Graham’s computer screen started flashing with a video call and he answered it. It was his boss, Chief Inspector Donny, a large fat man with an awful beard.

“Sir,” Graham said saluting him. 

“Calm down Adams, I’m only checking in on you
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