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17th February 2023

7:00 am

Canterbury, England

John Smith had always loved walking in the countryside surrounding Canterbury. The thick large oaks, pines and silver birches were large, imposing and looked like something out of a strange creepy film at night with their huge branches that shot out in all directions. 

That was why John really preferred to be out walking in the early hours of the morning. The cold February air was crisp, damp and filled with so much natural goodness that John was so looking forward to his day. His dog Sam would love running up and down the long narrow trail he was walking on now.

The mud moved loudly under his feet, the cold wind howled through the imposing oaks making the branches smash into each other like they were fighting. John really liked it out here and no matter how soul-destroying his office job was, he knew after a day out in the cold forests he would be fine.

Maybe he could talk to Tina today, flirt with her and maybe even ask her out. That would be great.

John kept walking up the long narrow trail, marching through deep dark puddles like they were a child’s toy to be stepped over when he noticed something in the distance.

At the very edge of the trail was a boot, a military boot just poking out of the bushes up ahead.

As much as John didn’t want to look, he rushed over and he gasped.

In the dark green holly bush at the edge of the trail was a tall man gasping for air, a massive gash across his head made dark rich blood drip down his face into his right eye whilst his left eye focused on John in terror.

John immediately dialled 999 and knelt down on the cold soft mud to get closer to the man. As soon as John was close enough the dying man gripped his t-shirt’s collar with a strength John was surprised the man had.

The man gasped and looked like he was trying to speak but no words formed.

The man gasped deeper like he was about to die so John helped lower him to the ground as he knew from his first aid course that the man was going to die. He would die even before an ambulance or paramedics arrived.

The man gestured John to get closer so he did and he didn’t understand what the man’s dying words were.

“Just ask Bettie English,”

John just looked at the man as he picked up his phone, checked the time to give the cops an accurate Time of Death and as he started talking to the 999 operator there was a single question that echoed in his mind.

Who the hell was Bettie English?
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18:00

17th February 2023

Canterbury, England

Private Eye Bettie English absolutely loved standing in the near-total darkness of her twins’ nursery with only a small orange nightlight over each of the white cots for light. The nursery was so peaceful, calm and relaxing that Bettie just loved watching her beautiful, precious children as they drifted off to sleep.

There was nothing more precious in the entire world. 

Bettie had really enjoyed making the nursery with her boyfriend Graham the last few months of the pregnancy. They had “debated” which colours to paint the room, what furniture to get and what cot to buy because only the best would do for their precious angels.

Granted Bettie wasn’t so sure how much longer they would be angels, especially with them being six months old now and the fear of them being able to sit up by themselves lurked over her. She loved her kids, but she loved being able to plop them down anywhere and know they would still be there five minutes later, even more.

Bettie always admired the soft blue, red and orange stripes and swirls they had stylishly painted on the walls to give their kids as much visual stimulation as possible. The large lion rug in the middle of the nursery was a great find that Bettie loved sitting on for hours.

There she, Graham or her nephew Sean and his boyfriend read to the kids for hours each night, just spoke to them and basically used them as a soundboard whenever they were stuck on a particular case or Graham just wanted to vent about the nobs at work.

Well, the kids had to hear a lot of words to boost their language development, and sometimes Bettie had her best ideas about investigations after talking to the kids.

The shallow, peaceful sound of their breathing was such a nice little sound over the sheer silence of the house. It was meant to be a peaceful Friday night, Graham was down on the sofa watching some murder programme because clearly they didn’t get murder, mayhem and crime in their day jobs and Sean and his boyfriend Harry were out on date night.

Bettie was so looking forward to going downstairs, spending alone time with the man she loved and not having a single crime to solve in the meantime. 

The day had been chaotic with the twins doing a lot of “talking” to each other, wanting to constantly smash down all the block towers her and Graham made for them and the twins seemed to be the most energetic today than they ever had been before.

Bettie was refusing to take that as a scary sign of her future as a mother. But after three conference calls with different companies, her staff at the British Private Eye Federation and a catering company for an event coming up in the Private Eye calendar, Bettie was so looking forward to a nice relaxing evening with her boyfriend.

All whilst her little angels slept peacefully.

“Bet,” Graham said so quietly she wasn’t sure she had actually heard anything.

Bettie looked around at Graham who was still beautiful even in the darkness of the bedroom door.

“Need you downstairs soon,” Graham said.

Bettie nodded. She had no idea why but she loved him and she trusted him, maybe he was planning something romantic. Bettie just grinned and blew Graham a kiss as he nodded and walked away.

She went over to the little white cot tucked lovingly away in opposite corners of the nursey and so badly wanted to kiss her little darlings on the cheek before she went downstairs, but she didn’t dare wake them.

They looked so small, cute and precious as their tiny chests rose and fell peacefully, Harrison and Elizabeth had to be the cutest kids she had ever seen. Bettie supposed she had to say that but it was the truth.

Bettie waved her little darlings goodnight and she went out the nursery, down their long hallway to their brown staircase and went down it. 

Maybe she should have freshened up a little because Graham was clearly going to be romantic for a change, she probably should have put her perfume on and maybe she should have changed her underwear to the little lacy pair that Graham got her on Valentine’s day.

But they were basically married in all but name, they both had careers and two even more amazing kids. They didn’t always need to go all out in the romance department (going all out was what made them have kids in the first place) but as Bettie went down into the kitchen she just frowned.

Graham wasn’t being romantic in the slightest because there was a man in a black three-piece suit sitting at their large marble kitchen island in their large copper-finished kitchen with a police badge sitting on its freshly polished surface and Graham was sitting opposite him like they were best friends.

Bettie felt so under dressed in her black jogging bottoms, hoody and socks. All her conference calls had been online so there was no point changing into something nice and it was too cold to go out so she hadn’t dressed up at all.

Graham was still in jeans, a posh hoody and black shoes so compared to the cop he looked amazing or average.

Bettie just folded her arms and looked at the man she loved.

“Bettie, this is Detective Kinsley, homicide division and he has some questions to ask you because a dead man said you knew what happened to him,” Graham said.

Bettie just grinned. Her quiet evening was as dead as the man they were talking about but Bettie had to admit this excited her a lot more than she ever had the right to feel.
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18:15

17th February 2023

Canterbury, England

Graham just watched as the sexy woman he loved climbed up onto the red plastic bar stools that they had circling the great marble kitchen island that Graham had to fight for so long to get, Bettie was so damn beautiful and the entire copper kitchen just seemed to accent her stunning beauty.

Graham had never ever been sure before on a copper kitchen but it was the best decision him and Bettie had ever made. All the cabinets and cupboards were finished with a copper coating that made the light shine and dazzle and memorise in a stunning way and with white marble worktops the copper worked even better if such a thing was possible.

Graham looked at Detective Kinsley who had just sat back down again after making Bettie a fresh mug of coffee (the only thing she had got back too after her pregnancy). He knew the Detective from work and he was a great officer, very passionate, very good and very rule focused. He didn’t actually think Detective Kinsley could break a rule even if his life depended on it.

His suit looked good and considering that Kinsley was still very young for a detective, Graham was sort of glad that Sean and Harry were on date night. The last thing he wanted was the nephew he loved like his own twins, staring at Kinsley constantly.

Graham could perfectly understand it. Kinsley was fit, clean shaven and his suit definitely suggested that there were massive biceps, six-pack and a fit body underneath them but still.

“What’s this about then?” Bettie asked.

Graham was really put off by the sheer silence of the house and Kinsley. The TV was off, the babies were thankfully sound asleep and everything was silent so this had to be important. Graham seriously didn’t want to be involved in another murder just yet.

The sweet aromas of coffee, ice cream and salted caramel (vegan of course) filled the air from their dessert and Graham loved the sweet taste of the ice cream that formed on his tongue. And he actually wished he had some of it with him now, he felt like he was going to need it.

“At 7 o’clock this morning a walker found the body of a dying man and his dying words were just ask Bettie English,” Detective Kinsley said.

Graham just looked at Bettie. He was fairly sure his girlfriend hadn’t killed or attacked anyone.

“I don’t know who you’re talking about. I’m not aware of any plot, threats or attacks against me, my people or anyone else,” Bettie said wrapping her hands around her mug.

Graham was so relieved to hear that. As much as he loved Bettie being the President of the British Private Eye Federation he did hate the amount of death threats she got. Thankfully, they were just nutters that wanted to spread hate.

Kinsley nodded. “Then I’m sorry to tell
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