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19th April 2024

Canterbury, England

Private Investigator Bettie English flat out loved walking into Canterbury in April. It was the start of spring and everything was finally returning to normal in historic Canterbury after such a long, cold winter that had left the streets deader than more corpses and cases she investigated.

Today was thankfully just the right amount of warmth. It wasn’t so hot that she was sweating in her blue jeans, light jacket and white t-shirt, but it wasn’t so cold that she wished she brought a coat. She had been caught out by a change of weather more times than she wanted to admit.

The bright April sunshine was warming up her neck nicely as she went along a wide open street next to the beautiful Cathedral. The ancient Roman walls made from haphazard blocks of flint stood tall to her left and she had to admit, she was impressed they were still standing after thousands of years.

Bettie stepped out the way of a young couple holding hands as she passed them. The young man in his white shorts and shirt was holding an expensive coffee cup that she didn’t recognise, and the young woman in a flowery orange dress was staring into his eyes.

It was great there were new coffee shops opening up again after winter. It was what she really liked about Canterbury and exploring her city, because it was a student city, there were always new things, new cafes and new dishes to try out. 

It was why she never wanted to leave Canterbury.

Normally, she just got the British Private Eye Federation to drive her into the small city, but today after doing far more tax paperwork than she wanted to admit, she just wanted to walk and be a normal person. As much as she loved April, the start of the new tax year was a nightmare.

Who knew being the President of a private investigator organisation that had more power than most small governments had so much tax paperwork to sort out. It was a nightmare but she loved it. 

“Miss English, three deaths is a pattern and I don’t want to die,” a man said behind her.

Bettie actually smiled because she didn’t know what to do. She kept going down the wide open street with a few Tudor and Victorian style houses to her right including a very wongy bookstore that she was sure would collapse one of these days. 

She had to admit it wasn’t exactly strange for her to have cases find her, chase her down in the street or for random people to come up to her. She was famous in the UK for being the best private investigator after all. But sometimes, it would have been lovely if she could just go outside and enjoy her day without a weird case finding her.

Yet Bettie doubted she would enjoy her life as much if that was the case.

She gestured whoever was following her to come and stand next to her and no one came up to her for a few moments.

The other side of the street had a few sweet-smelling rose beds in black iron containers, and a cute golden retriever was lying behind one of them. He looked completely defeated by the heat and she couldn’t blame him.

After the sheer icy coldness of winter, the dog was probably confused by the sudden warmth of spring.

“I am telling you Miss English, three’s a pattern,” a man said.

Bettie just nodded at the young man in his black jeans, boots and t-shirt under a light blue shirt. He was definitely a university student from his age and Canterbury being a student city, and she supposed a lot of girls would find him cute with his blond curtains.

“Tell me exactly what’s going on,” Bettie said as she kept walking.

She stepped out the way of another young couple who was holding another coffee cup from a new chain. She really had to find this new place. 

“For the past three years, every March or April someone in my family has died. Last year, my Mum died, the year before my grandma died and the year before that my great-uncle Tony died,”

Bettie forced herself not to stop. She couldn’t imagine how awful, lonely and upsetting that was. To lose a family member every year like clockwork having to deal and heal from all that pain and grief only for it to happen again and again.

Bettie shook away the silly thought about something happening to her precious, beautiful twins and her own mother. It had been a close call two months ago when her Mum was kidnapped and left for dead. That was painful and disgusting enough, she never ever wanted to actually go through the agony of losing her.

Her Mum was too precious, too important and too amazing to lose. She felt sorry for the man. She couldn’t begin to imagine the hell he was going through.

Bettie nodded. “I’m sorry to hear that. That sounds awful,”

“Please Miss English,” the man said, “don’t give me that,”

Bettie smiled and she stopped. She looked back at the golden retriever who was staring at her so she went over to the totally defeated dog. 

“Give you what?” Bettie asked knowing exactly what he meant but she wanted to know what sort of person he was.

“The same response that every cop, every other person and the rest of my family have given me when I talk about this topic,” the man said. “You are the best Private Eye the UK has, I need your help,”

Bettie knelt down and stroked the dog’s smooth, soft fur and the golden retriever even managed to waggle his tail a little at her touch. 

“What did they die of?”

“Tony died of dementia, my grandma died of cancer and my Mum... my Mum had a heart attack but she’s allergic to fermented things, like wine. They found wine in her stomach and she was super careful about it,”

Bettie kept stroking the dog and she really wanted to say no. She wanted to crack on with her day, she wanted to explore the city she loved and find this new coffee place that was clearly popular with the students. As much as people thought students were only obsessed with trendy places, they actually found some brilliant places.

And some bad ones too.

She wanted to see which type this coffee place was.

“I can pay you,” the man said.

Bettie just looked at him. “I’m a millionaire who gives to charity more than any sane woman should. You don’t have to pay me, just give me an interesting case,”

The man grinned. “Really? You’re going to help me,”

Bettie gave the cute golden retriever a final stroke and smiled. 

“Maybe,” she said. “If you tell me your name and you help me find this new coffee shop,”

“Theo Martindale,” the man said, “and thank you Miss English. Thank you so much,”

Bettie smiled and she stormed off with Theo to hopefully find her new favourite coffee shop and the idea of a brand-new case about three so-called random deaths that were actually connected. Now that excited her a lot more than she ever wanted to admit.

Even to herself.

This was going to be a hell of a lot of fun.
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19th April 2024

Canterbury, England

Special Detective Graham Adams just shook his head as he stopped leaning over his little laptop at his white marble kitchen island. He rubbed his eyes because nothing was working right and he still didn’t have leads on his own little private investigation on who was targeting Bettie and the Federation.

He got up and leant against the warm marble counter. Their amazing modern kitchen with its copper kettle, oven and fridge amongst all the other finishes that were perfectly contrasted with the bright white marble worktops and floorings, was meant to make the kitchen feel airy and relaxing.

The kitchen was the exact opposite of that at the moment. It was ridiculous. 

Graham ran his fingers over the smooth warm marble and tried to do a grounding technique that his therapist had really focused on teaching him last week. She was already concerned that he was getting obsessed with finding whoever was targeting Bettie and the Federation.

He shook away the thought. Him, Bettie and their team would find the criminal mastermind sooner or later, because together they could and would do anything. Bettie was incredible and she would help them all.

Graham focused on the smoothness of the kitchen island under his fingers, the gold and red silver bowls piled high with vivid yellow lemons and oranges that his nephew Sean was hoping to make into lemon curd later on and the small plate of glossy red cherry tomatoes that he had roasted up for the twins as a late snack. 

The hints of basil, freshly roasted garlic and sweet chocolate filled the kitchen too from his own lunch he had whipped up. And for a change it wasn’t actually that bad, he could cook at times. It wasn’t as good as Sean’s or his boyfriend’s Harry’s cooking but it wasn’t that bad.

Graham’s laptop rang and he smiled at the video call from Bettie’s personal assistant Fran. He answered the call and Fran might have been over 50, but she looked like a 20-year-old today in her sweeping white dress.

“You look great Fran,” he said. “I thought you’d be bogged down in tax paperwork,” 

Fran laughed. “Believe me, Bettie is amazing but the amount of charity work she does is a nightmare at tax time. I love her, but... her heart is way too good,”

Graham shrugged. He wasn’t sure it was possible for someone’s heart to be too good, especially because Bettie did the charity work because she believed in it and not as a tax break like so many other massive businesses. 

“I just wanted to call and see what you found about our criminal mastermind,” 

Graham buried his face in his hands. He had only told Fran so she could cover up his paper trail if she found anything and if Bettie was getting close to finding out what he was up to.

It wasn’t that he
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