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Bettie felt her stomach twist as she looked at her small silver watch and realised her sister Phryne would be meeting her soon. She loved her sister, she really did but Bettie would have preferred to wait a few more days to see her. She had no idea what could be so important her sister would want to see her before Christmas.

As she attempted (but failed) to push those thoughts away, Bettie leant on the cold concrete railings that run along the cold riverbanks with the lustrous green grass under her feet. 

Bettie remembered sailing on the large river below as a child with her family but none of them were into sailing anymore. 

She still loved it here in Rochester, England. As Bettie looked across the large river to the other side, she tried to count all the cars driving into the retail park with the cinema and bingo halls and even a few restaurants. 

Listening to the playing of children in the playground behind her, it bought a few happy memories of her playing with her younger brother a few decades ago but... but that was before he died. 

Bettie still managed to smile as she listened to them laugh, play and live. She just wished her brother would have been like that.

With the freezing wind howling, Bettie tightened her black woolly coat and hoped her sister would come soon, she didn’t want to be in the cold for too long. At least the air smelt amazing with the delicious hints of Christmas cake, mince pies and puddings filling her nose from the Christmas markets inside the castle behind her. She could taste the amazing flavours on her tongue now, she definitely needed to grab a pie at least later on!

Blowing on her cold hands, Bettie tried to figure out what her sister could want so urgently and before Christmas. She knew her sister loved her and Phryne did love seeing her, well she didn’t always act like it. Especially when she said Bettie was being silly for being a Private Eye. 

But from what Bettie remembered Phryne was still doing exactly what she always did. Working, working, looking after Bettie’s amazing nephew Sean and more working. Bettie loved the sound of Phryne’s job, she worked for the Crown Prosecution Service but the details of everyday life hardly interested Bettie. 

She felt a shiver ran down her spine as Bettie struggled to think how she would ever work in an office. She was a woman of action, investigating crimes and hunting down bad guys, she wasn’t the sit down at a chair type of person. 

Hearing the typical tapping of high heels, Bettie took a deep breath and turned to see her beautiful sister walk towards her. Well, walking was an understatement, more like strutting her stuff, with a massive black designer handbag. It was clear Phryne wanted everyone to know she had money and power, if she was on the other side of the river in Strood Phryne wouldn’t have wanted to do that. But Bettie knew her sister wouldn’t care if people saw her as a good target.

As Phryne stood next to her, the two sisters looked out over the river and Bettie tried not to cough or gag at the smell of her sister’s perfume. It was so flowery and strong, Bettie hated it. It was disgusting!

“Phryne,” Bettie said.

“Oh honey, come on now. We’re haven’t seen each other since last Friday. Thanks for bringing Sean home from university and his boyfriend’s nice. Isn’t he?” Phryne said, each word exaggerated and posh. 

Bettie smiled. “Yes they’re both great. How’s my brother-in-law dealing with it?” 

Phryne frowned and Bettie turned to look straight at her sister. Bettie hated to see how sad and wet Phryne’s eyes were, she knew something was very wrong.

“Bettie darling. I... I need your skills,” 

Phryne couldn’t help but smile. “Are you admitting Private Eyes have skills you don’t?”

“Oh honey of course not. I’m still better than you but I need you,”

Bettie rolled her eyes and they both turned back to the river smiling. She knew her sister would never admit she was good at this, but Bettie was going to prove her wrong.

“What’s wrong?” 

“Oh honey, I... think John’s cheating on me,”

Bettie tried not to smile because she knew this was going to happen sooner or later. Her brother-in-law was not exactly the nicest of people in the world, he was a racist, a homophobe and Bettie wasn’t exactly comfortable with Sean living with him now he was out. 

But she was a sister first, she had to be supportive. 

“I’m sorry. How you doing?”

“Honey I didn’t come here for a sister. I wanted you for your skills as a Private Eye. I need my sister later,”

Bettie could respect that. Phryne hardly needed anyone to support her if her jerk of a husband wasn’t having an affair, but Bettie did look forward to proving it. Her stomach relaxed at the idea of getting rid of her brother-in-law.

After the basic questions Bettie always asked she started to understand what was happening and why her sister was so concerned. Her husband was working late at night but friends had seen him in the high street, at restaurants and some of the lies didn’t make perfect sense. And yet there was something eating away at Bettie.

She knew she didn’t like her brother-in-law but she never ever made it clear in front of him or to the rest of the family, except behind closed doors, because Bettie always respected how he had treated her annoying, brilliant sister and Sean. So the idea of him cheating was odd.

“Oh honey, do you think he is... you know cheating on me?”

Bettie wasn’t sure what to say. “As a Private Eye, I don’t like to judge the outcome before I investigate. Did you bring his phone or anything?” 

As Phryne dug through her handbag, Bettie smiled as it wasn’t surprising her sister had bought something of him along. She didn’t quite know (or care to remember) what part of the Prosecution Service Phryne worked in, but it was always a good guess to know Phryne would know what evidence Bettie might need.

After a few moments, Phryne passed Bettie a small black smartphone and smiled. 

“Honey, I stole it!” 

Bettie wasn’t exactly sure why she was so happy about it, then she remembered this was probably the worse thing Phryne had ever done in her life.

Not caring enough to comment on her sister’s theft, Bettie wiped the cold phone, rolled her eyes that it wasn’t password protected and swiped through his calls and texts. 

There was hardly anything remarkable on it. Just a bunch of work things, a few calls to some restaurants and jewellery shops. All in all not very exciting and exactly what Bettie expected from a man who worked in hospitality, she thought he worked in a hotel thing or other. But she didn’t know.

All she did know was how much he boasted about having the chance to talk to film stars and models in London as he got them tickets and whatnot. 

Bettie hardly cared.

As she continued to swipe the cold screen, Bettie checked his GSP data which all phones had and so many people didn’t know about. Then she sighed as that data was about as interesting as watching paint dry. 

Except for one piece of data, Bettie’s eyes narrowed as she saw her brother-in-law had got to somewhere in Chatham, the next town over and... it wasn’t exactly the nicest of areas. 

“Phryne where’s John working now?” 

“Oh honey, he’s been showing someone around the Chatham Dockyard all week. Something about a movie director. I didn’t listen,”

“Director?” Bettie asked.

“Yes some new male one,”

Bettie wanted to roll her eyes as she knew that was another dead end, knowing how homophobic John was Bettie knew he wasn’t seeing the director. Bettie couldn’t understand the mismatched lies, the late working and everything else there was something odd about it.

Bettie just had to find out what.
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Watching her sister walk away with her massive black handbag, Bettie took a deep breath of the Christmas spiced air as she could almost taste the mince pies and delicious puddings. She supposed her sister could just be overreacting and making accusations out of nothing, but she would like to think she knew her sister a little better than that.

So listening to the children playing, laughing and talking on the playground behind her, Bettie got out her warm blue smartphone and dialled a number of an old friend. 

With the phone ringing, Bettie felt a drop of sweat run down her spine as she remembered who she was calling. A very hot attractive man, an old flame but still a very sexy blond cop she used to know.

“Bettie, how ya doing?” a man said, his voice middle age and full of energy. (Something Bettie wished she felt)

“Hi Graham, good thanks. I need a favour?” 

Bettie could hear his disappointment through the phone, she felt bad. She felt bad for a lot of things but now wasn’t the time.

“Glad to hear ya okay. Go on, what ya need?”

Bettie smiled whilst her stomach slowly twisted. She felt bad as she knew Graham would do anything she wanted, Bettie hated to think of herself as using him, she wasn’t. She was simply asking a friend she hadn’t spoken to for years for a favour.

That sounded bad.

Bettie felt bad, she needed to make it up to him. Yet deep down she already knew she was only acting like this because of a whole lot of other issues from the past. Issues she had to fix.

Right now though, she needed to focus on her sister.

“Thanks Graham. Do you still have that friend in John’s company? You know my sister’s husband?”

Bettie heard him chuckle through the phone. 

“Checking out ya own family, Bet. Isn’t that unethical?”

Bettie opened her mouth.

“It’s fine Bet. I still love ya so sure I have that friend. Great guy
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