
  
  [image: ]




  
  


Copyright © 2023 by Tom Kane 

This books and parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form, stored in any retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means – electronic, mechanical, photocopying or otherwise – without prior written permission of the publisher, except as provided by the United States of America copyright law.

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names and characters, places and incidents are products of the author's imagination or used fictitiously. Any similarity to actual persons, organisations and/or events is purely coincidental. The models used in the book and on the book’s, website are purely for illustrative purposes.

Cover Design: Mack Dundee

Author: Tom Kane







  
  
Foreword




The Demon Detective Agency is a third iteration of a book originally entitled The Writing on the Wall, written during NaNoWriMo in 2018. I wasn't happy with the genre or the book, so I unpublished and there it remained, languishing, for a couple of years.

By 2019, I had rewritten the book, renamed it and published it as The Demon Murders. I was still not satisfied with the book and removed it once more from sales. Again, the book languished, and I had other books to write. But still it lingered, gnawing away at my mind. Finally, I gave in and rewrote it again, this time releasing it in July 2023 as The Demon Detective Agency.

I must say, I like this version and am more than happy to give it my full blessing. They say, third time lucky. Let's see what happens this time round.
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Look and listen. Life will tell you everything.
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Chapter 1

The Devil is in the Detail





El Beheira Desert, Egypt 1963 

“This will be very interesting, Peter, I’m sure of it.”

Peter Samuels looked at his Uncle John and suppressed a snigger. 

Interesting? No, uncle, it won’t. It will be the same dull casket as before, full of sand.

The day had started out as any other. It was another sweltering day in the El Beheira Desert in Egypt, on his uncle’s archaeological dig. Sunny skies and rising temperatures threatened a cauldron of heat inside the chamber. If it hadn't been for the punkhawallahs his uncle had employed to continually fan the air in the chamber, it would have been too hot to bear.

As with all these things, the whole business was an unreserved bore. Peter Samuels didn't hate it, but he had friends back in London and it was currently the fab place to be. The Beatles had brought glamour and excitement to London, and he was young enough, only just turned twenty-one, and rich enough to enjoy it.

But no, his father had insisted he go with his uncle and 'dig a few fossils up, get an education and see what you want to do with your life.' He already knew what he wanted to do with his life, get drunk, get laid and get high, not necessarily in that order. 

Peter’s uncle John walked ahead of him, down the low shaft that led to the face of the tomb his uncle’s diggers had uncovered. Babu, the digger’s foreman, walked behind, alongside Peter. Peter and the older Babu had formed a close working relationship. They enjoyed each other’s company and Peter had learned a lot from his new tutor.

The Egyptian desert heat was stifling, despite the punkawallahs sterling attempts to keep the air moving, only giving them a limited relief.

“I don’t know how you stand it, Babu. This heat and all the clothes your diggers wear.”

“Master Peter, you should try wearing our rags sometime. They dissipate a lot of the heat. I will teach you how to wear our clothing at the next dig.”

Peter smiled down at Babu. “Do you think there will be another dig?”

Babu smiled a crooked smile, his toothless grin belying a mischievous youngster in an old man’s body. “Oh yes, at least one more. This I know from experience.”

“I see one of your assistants is a woman. Isn’t that forbidden, or at least unusual?”

“You are observant, Master Peter. She is a good worker. But not Egyptian. She has the mark of the Shaman about her. She brings us luck.”

Peter looked to his right, and just behind. Sure enough, the young woman was looking in his direction. Her head was hidden by the hood from her cloak, but her face was partially uncovered. Peter caught a glimpse of long auburn hair and an intensity in her eyes. Moments passed and Peter was entranced.

“Peter! Where are you boy?”

Peter looked toward his uncle; the spell broken. “Here, uncle.” Peter looked back at the woman, but she was nowhere to be seen.

At the shaft-head, the diggers had taken their shovels and pickaxes and moved away from the tomb’s entrance and awaited the arrival of the British to oversee the opening of the tomb. These diggers were mostly sutlers, men who followed the British army, offering services like charwallahs and punkawallahs.

The flickering oil lamps lining the shaft set off an odd array of shadows, some that looked truly frightening, caused by workers crouching down with their pickaxes on shoulders, the work tools making shadows that passed for the devil’s horns.

Peter and his uncle moved to the left side to allow Babu and his hand-picked men through. The other British contingent, the Egyptian expert professor Daniel Grey, a representative of Lord Harmend, who was funding the project, a representative of the British Governor’s office, a newspaper man and his photographer all moved to the right. 

A hush crept over the small gathering as Babu and his assistants worked their way round the opening to what they expected to be a burial tomb over 3,000 years old. The Mastaba, a pre-pyramid tomb made of mud bricks in the form of a low oblong structure had been buried for most of its 3,000-year existence. Now, Peter’s uncle was insisting his nephew would finally see an Egyptian mummy.

Peter wasn’t holding his breath. He had seen three tombs opened in the few months he had been in Egypt none of which had a mummy, let alone any treasure. No, Peter was certain this tomb would be no different than the others.

Babu called out for Peter’s uncle as the entrance to the tomb was finally unsealed and the huge stones removed.

Dust and the usual odd odour of damp sand, mixed with stagnant air that hadn’t been circulated for thousands of years, crept into Peter’s nostrils, and made him sneeze.

“Same smell as before, uncle. Grave robbers perhaps? Again.” Peter’s comments were ignored.

Uncle John held up a hurricane lamp and entered the tomb, followed by the small British contingent. Peter remained outside.

A few minutes passed and eventually Uncle John emerged from the tomb. He held an ornate casket in his hands and was grinning wildly.

“No mummy?” Peter asked.

His uncle shook his head. “But we have this. It may be full of priceless jewels.”

“Or sand, like the last one.”

“Oh, ye of little faith, Peter. I’ll hold it and you can be the first to look inside. The first human to see the inside in thousands of years.”

“No! No, Mister John. This is not for you,” Babu said, walking forward and trying to take the casket from John Samuels.

“What do you mean? I insist you let go, Babu. Let go of the casket, man.”

Peter walked up and pulled the foreman to one side.

“Please, Master Peter. Tell your uncle it is not wise to open this casket,” Babu said, fear evident in his pleading voice.

“Why, Babu. Why is it not good to open the casket.”

“Demons,” Babu whispered. “He will doom us all to eternal damnation. We will all die in this place if he opens the casket.”

“Babu,” Peter said, holding Babu’s shoulders and looking him in the eye. “There are no demons. It’s a fairytale. Be at peace and let me look inside.”

Babu began to object again, and Peter held up a warning hand. “No more nonsense, Babu. Step aside.”

Babu, clearly unhappy, complied and moved toward the exit from the cavern.

Peter looked at the front of the casket, no bigger than a rugby football, and located the hasp. He opened the hasp with a little difficulty and lifted the lid. By the light of the flickering oil lamps, Peter looked inside.

“Well,” his uncle said, unable to peer inside himself as the lid of the casket obscured his view.

“Sand,” Peter said. 

“Sand?”

“Yes, uncle. Sand, just like the last one. Wait a minute. There’s an odd glow in the sand.”

“Glow?”

“Yes, the sand is glowing, getting brighter. Good god!”

“What?”

An unearthly screech issued loudly from the depths of the casket. Making Peter step back and stumble, falling over into a recess in the tunnel.

His uncle dropped the casket as a swirling black mass erupted from it. 

“What is it? What is it?”

The British contingent gathered round John Samuels while the Egyptians kept their distance, backing away into the tunnel, ready to take flight.

The swirling black mass seemed to have attached itself to the tunnel’s low ceiling, gyrating, pulsing and almost throbbing with energy above the British.

In an almost instinctive way, the British had formed a circle, looking up at the swirling mass. It was within this circle that the mass suddenly dropped, exploded in a flash of blinding light, and resolved into an entity from mankind’s worst nightmare. A Minotaur, the head of a bull on the body of a man, roared its rage at the small gathering of humans and proceeded to rip into each and every one of them. The killing spree was short, dramatic, and horrific. Peter Samuels couldn’t take his eyes off the bloody spectacle, but still managed to shout to Babu.

“Run, Babu! Take your men and run!” 

The Egyptian workers ran for their lives, but the black fury that was the Minotaur charged after them.

Peter cringed in the small alcove, shocked at the scene of carnage before his eyes. The head of his poor uncle, staring down on Peter with mouth agape, topping the pile of body parts the Minotaur had ripped from its human prey.

The sounds of screams and the raging of the Minotaur in the tunnel told Peter the workers were meeting the same fate. He then realised it would be his turn next if the Minotaur returned.

As if on cue, all was silent with only the stamping feet of the Minotaur heralding the beast's passing down the tunnel. Then the monster appeared to Peter’s left, stopped, and sniffed the air. A deep growl emanated from the monster.

“Hooman,” it said, with a quivering bass voice, deep, deadly, and sinister. “I smell you, hooman.”

Peter lay still in the small recess and held his breath, then realised he had to breath. Panic almost hit him like a sledgehammer. 

The Minotaur moved forward, into the cavern area dug out by the Egyptian workers, sniffing the air.

“Hooman, I will find thee and tear thy heart from thy body.” The creature’s voice had an echo to it, giving off a reverberating mix coming from the walls, making Peter’s body quiver and shake.

The creature was tall, and not easily able to turn in the small cavern. It moved away from the fallen casket at the entrance and crunched its way across the pile of British remains, its dark black legs gaining an unearthly sheen of blood red.

Peter let out his breath, slowly. He calculated the distance he had to cross in as short a period of time as possible before the Minotaur could turn and attack. He realised, as the creature stood in the mound of body parts it had created, it would be slowed down by the slick of blood and guts. His erstwhile companions may prove to be a blessing in disguise. But even so, it would be a small advantage against the towering Minotaur.

“Use the knife, it has magical properties.”

Peter was startled by the voice of a woman in his head. He looked around the area slowly but could see no one. Then he saw her, opposite where he cowered in the small alcove. It was the Shaman, and she was in a similar alcove on the opposite side.

“See, the knife to your left.”

The voice again, but Peter could see the Shaman had not opened her mouth. He was finding it hard to understand what was going on, but he looked left and sure enough there was the remains of the casket, and a handle of bone was sticking out of the sand.

Peter felt sure it was a Jambiya, a curved dagger favoured by many Arabic men. Unthinking, Peter pushed himself up and ran the short distance to the casket, grabbing the bone handle, pulling it free and rolling over until he was at a standing position. Instinctively Peter took a crouching stance.

The Minotaur screamed its rage and turned, slowly, slipping and losing both balance and traction.

Peter took the time to examine the Jambiya. Sliding the blade from its weathered leather scabbard. The blade glistened as if it was new.

“Slice the beast’s blood and fire will consume it.”

Peter heard the voice again and had no idea what she meant.

The Minotaur saw the blade in Peter’s hands and screamed its rage once more.

“Is that all you’ve got, you devil?” Peter didn’t feel heroic, but in times of need fear had to be put aside.

Another scream issued forth and the Minotaur raised its ferocious Bull head and shook it.

It was an open invitation to Peter and his only chance as he saw the creature’s jugular stand out.

“Yes,” the Shaman said. 

Peter smiled. Now he understood. He leaped forward and ran at the beast and jumping up as high as he could, landing on the creature’s shoulder. He immediately stabbed and sliced the blade into the monster's jugular. To his surprise, each cut and slice caused a small fire in the creature’s neck, steam billowing out. The creature tried to grab Peter’s legs, but he held on for his life and managed to hack even deeper into the Minotaur. Finally, the monster grabbed Peter’s left leg and pulled him away, dashing him to the sandy floor.

Peter was stunned, but alive and alert enough to realise he must make his escape. Clutching the Jambiya and its sheath he ran up the tunnel for the exit, avoiding the carnage that may have hindered his escape.

The Minotaur raged and then lowered itself, headfirst, and charged up the tunnel after Peter.

Fresh, warm air hit Peter as he escaped the tunnel and ran down the crumbling side of the burial mound. 

The Minotaur was not far behind.

Peter looked back and could see the creature was in no way going to catch him. Swaths of dark gas and flames seemed to envelope the creature. Peter stopped, turned, and watched.

The Minotaur had also stopped and was swaying, back and forth, pathetic moans and half screams issuing from the smoky, fiery mass that suddenly vaporised.

The Minotaur was gone, and Peter Samuels was alone, in an Egyptian desert.


      [image: ]The desert heat, sand and moaning wind all contrived to make Peter Samuels want to drop to his knees, lie down and go to sleep. He was exhausted, but a grim determination made him move forward, to keep putting that next step down and then move his other leaden leg in front of it. One step at a time. 

If that's what it takes, that's what it takes. One step at a time.

Alone and with no supplies, Peter headed off into the desert to try to find help. There was none to be had, and he was soon lost.

But at least he had found his forte in life. He now knew what he wanted to do. Find demons and destroy them as they had destroyed his uncle and the men at the dig. He would forsake the high life willingly, he wanted revenge. He bitterly regretted not listening to Babu’s obvious wise words. But who in this technological age would believe in demons. Well, Peter Samuels for one.

It was this desire for revenge that drove him forward, but exhaustion made him stumble. He staggered forward a few feet, lost his footing and crashed, face down to the sandy ground. He rolled forward and then slid down the sheer slope of a large sand dune. He tumbled to a stop at the bottom and rolled over onto his front, panting, and choking.

When he opened his eyes, he saw a pair of British Army boots. Inside the boots, as he looked up, was the biggest man he had ever seen. Dressed in Arabic robes, he would have mistaken the man for a Bedouin, but the boots gave it away.

"Hello mate. You lost?" The big man asked.

Peter Samuels nodded.

"Me too, pal," he said, offering his hand to pull the younger man up. The strength in the big man's arms was impressive as he pulled Peter to his feet. He swayed a little as he let go of the other man’s hand.

"Tell you what, how about you and I trying to find our way home from here?"

"Okay," Peter said, with a smile.

The big man held his hand out, and Peter shook on it.

"Cedric, Cedric Abuthnott," the big man said.

"Peter, Peter Samuels," Peter answered.

“What are you doing out here in the desert?” Cedric asked. “You look as though you should be down the King’s Road, Chelsea, having a good time.”

Peter Samuels smiled. “Getting an education, Cedric. And you?”

Cedric smiled back. “Pretty much the same, I guess.”

The wind whipped up and blew sand in the two men’s faces.

“I suggest we get moving,” Cedric said. “If I remember rightly, we need to go due east to get to Wadi El-Shabbad.”

“Isn’t that going to be dry this time of year.”

Cedric nodded. “Unless of course you happen to know how to find water left over after the rains.”

“And do you?”

Cedric nodded again. “We dig. But first, we walk. See, you’re learning already.” Cedric produced a compass from the depths of his thobe. He looked at it, put it away, turned and strode off.

Peter watched the big man stride away and realised their meeting had been fateful. He strode after Cedric and the two men marched as best they could to whatever fate had in store for them.








  
  

Chapter 2

Death of a Friend





Present Day. 

May Brubaker settled to her knees and crouched down below the wall's top line of bricks. The walled entrance to the new upmarket condominium was hot from being in the sun all day and now giving off its stored heat at the end of the day. The heat was seeping through Brubaker's body armour, causing beads of sweat to trickle down her back. The apartment block nestled between two other complexes on the newly developed LA waterfront. In the dim late September evening light, she fingered her Glock special and slowly slipped the safety to off. She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.

"I heard that, Brubaker," Gary Mitchell whispered.

Brubaker smiled and let out a soft sigh.

"Are you ever going to forgive me for that?" 

"Never," hissed Mitchell in response, amusement in his voice. 

Mitchell was a few feet in front of Brubaker, crouching behind a similar wall across the entrance pathway. Three years ago, Brubaker had been partnered with Mitchell as beat officers in downtown LA. The two had an instant rapport and over the next year became firm friends as well as devoted partners in the LAPD.

It had been during a routine stakeout, in much the same surroundings they found themselves in now, that Brubaker, an inexperienced rookie, had inadvertently shot her partner in his left buttock. It had only been a nick, but it belied the inherent danger all police officers lived with. A simple mistake could cost a life.

Mitchell had taken it in good grace, but the whole department had ribbed Brubaker incessantly. They had even drawn lots to see who would have the misfortune to partner her while Mitchell recovered. No one had won as the captain had put Brubaker on leave at the same time and told her to go away and think about what she had done.

Although the incident had been dangerous, Mitchell forgave Brubaker at once, but still couldn't resist pulling Brubaker's leg about it, even now, three years later.

"Okay! Okay! I still owe you on that one."

"Big time," Mitchell hissed, a broad smile on his face.

Brubaker was sick of crouching, but there was little she could do. Since she and Mitchell had both made detective grade at much the same time and found themselves as partners once more, they had carried out more drugs bust stakeouts than anyone on the force in the last year, and each one required a wall that had to be crouched behind. The pair were with a half dozen uniformed officers, all in various positions close to their location, and each were now starting the inevitable fidget routine associated with long-term crouching activities. May was getting exasperated.

"My back's killing me," Brubaker whispered.

Mitchell looked across at his partner and smiled.

A subtle click in their earpieces told them that control for the bust was about to make an announcement.

"This is control. This is control. All units stand down. Target has been apprehended. Repeat. Target has been apprehended."

Brubaker and Mitchell looked at each other with astonished expressions. They were the lead pair and if anyone was going to apprehend anyone it should have been them.

Brubaker clicked her wrist-com. "Unit one to control. Say again and advise."

"This is Control. You heard me Brubaker. Mission accomplished and time to go home."

Gary Mitchell stood up and stretched his back.

It happened so fast that Brubaker thought she was seeing things.

The shot rang out and as if in slow motion, the bullet, from an underpowered rifle, was already spinning when it hit Mitchell's forehead. A single low crack pierced the still evening air, and the top of Mitchell's head was history. As Brubaker watched, Mitchell almost turned, and a small smile crossed his lips before his knees buckled and he slumped backwards.

Brubaker was over three feet from her partner, but the blood and small chunks of grey matter from Gary Mitchell's brain still managed to splatter May's face.

May Brubaker screamed.


      [image: ]May sat at the conference room table, head in her hands, staring at the shiny wooden table-top, numb to the activity going on around her. She was having a tough time making sense of Gary's death and had put the world on hold until she could work out what went wrong.

It was over; the bust had happened! What did we do wrong?

Questions tumbled through her tired mind, questions without answers. Only one thing was certain, Gary was dead. She would never see him again, never hear that infectious laugh.

"Brubaker! Brubaker!"

Captain Halloran's voice finally impinged on May Brubaker's stunned mind.

"Yes sir," May said, sitting up straight.

"Answer the question, Brubaker."

May shook her head. "Sorry, I missed that, what question?"

Halloran sighed and looked to Lieutenant Chapple. Chapple shrugged, not bothering to raise his eyes to meet that of his senior officer, concentrating instead on the pen he was twirling on the table. "I asked, Brubaker, why you and Gary stood down."

May frowned at the question. "It came over the comms, we were told the bust had happened and we were to stand down. I queried it, but as I did so Gary stood to stretch and…" May's voice trailed off.

"I didn't give any order to stand down," Chapple said in a deadpan voice, still not raising his eyes to look at anyone in the room.

"You told us to stand down," Brubaker almost shouted. "I heard you and so did Gary, why else would he stand up?"

Chapple shook his head, his tightly cropped blond hair almost twinkling under the glare of the neon lights. "We were on radio-silence, nobody transmitted."

"Are you telling me you didn't hear me query your orders?"

Chapple stood quickly and slammed a palm on the table, sending the pen he was toying with across the table and onto the floor. "I didn't give any orders! Are you calling me a liar, Brubaker?"

May also stood up, slamming both her palms onto the table, "Yes you son of a bitch, I am calling you a liar."

"Sit down, both of you," the captain’s voice boomed. "We have it all recorded, May, nobody broke radio silence, not even you."

May Brubaker screamed for the second time that day, this time in fury, as she stormed out of the conference room and out of the LAPD HQ.








  
  

Chapter 3

The Demons Domain





It was a darkness no human had ever experienced. Not only would it have been impossible for a human to see, but they would also have experienced a clinging, cloying and suffocating environment fit only for those banished to it. This was the demon’s domain, located at the end of all existence. A place only those dark of heart and intent inhabited. A part of the multiverse that was forever closed off to all others. A part of the cosmos that other domains refuted, ignored, or simply denied the existence. 

It was here the demon Lyssa spent her time plotting the revenge on her enemies she believed they richly deserved. Lyssa’s hate and the raging fury of her relative, Maniae, ruled this domain of ancient demons. Lyssa and Maniae’s anger were directed at human beings, these, they believed, were the cause of their banishment to the darkness. Lyssa plotted her revenge incessantly. But her hands were tied, both literally and figuratively. She could not escape the darkness without the aid of others who were, with enough power, able to escape the darkness into the human world. Once there, they could wreak havoc on the sorcerers of the world, culling their spirit energy and channelling it to herself. In that way, Lyssa believed she could break her bondage and escape to the world of humankind.

“There is a corruption in the power,” Lyssa said.

Lesser demons in her court acknowledged and agreed.

“I sense it too,” Polydorus, the demon-witch, hissed.

“Good,” Lyssa said. “There has been a shift in the balance of power. You, demon-witch, will use this power and invade the realm of humankind.”

“I shall lead your army to victory, Lyssa.”

“You will go alone.”

The demon-witch hissed in disgust. “To wreak revenge on humans I will need an army.”

“You will not. I have foreseen their destruction at my own hands. Yours is a different mission. You must seek out the Descalus.”

The demon-witch hissed once more, this time in obvious pleasure. “The Descalus? The ring? What of the blade and the challis.”

“You will seek only the ring. I will dispatch others to retrieve the blade and the challis.”

“To what purpose? The ring alone will not break your bonds, Lyssa.”

“I cannot afford for one to fail. All three I must possess. You will do my bidding or…”

The demon-witch shrank back at the implied threat. “I will do thy bidding, my mistress.”

“Good, time is short. Prepare for your departure.”








  
  

Chapter 4

Motherly Love





The darkness of the night fell abruptly at Jude Brubaker's desert home, matching the woman's mood. As she sat on the stone steps leading up to her front door, looking across the Arizona countryside, she could smell the fragrance of Whitethorn Acacia on the warm breeze. Though heady, the smell did nothing to lighten Jude's darkening mood. She recalled the title of a book she read years before, Something Wicked This Way Comes. When she read the book, all those years ago, it was disturbing to her for some reason she could not put her finger on.  Years later, with a lifetime of experience under her belt, Jude understood the meaning of malevolence and understood there were powers in this mortal world that were never meant to be seen, let alone used. And now, right here and right now, Jude knew the creeping, crawling feeling on her skin and she knew why there were tears in her eyes. 

Fear of the unknown? Fear of dying, even? Mostly fear of the unknown. 

Something wicked was most certainly on its way and she knew where its first stop would be.

"Perception," a dark voice said, "I like that."

Jude stifled a scream as the skin on her back crawled. Something was behind her, something dark, wicked, cruel, and yes, malevolent.

"Oh, please don't stop there," the voice said in a mocking friendly tone. "You make me sound so… interesting. And yes, I can read your thoughts, human."

Jude detected a rasping hiss in the voice, indicating the being had only just arrived and had not assimilated, yet. But she knew it was there, knew it was a shapeless mass of swirling blackness, distorted, wispy even, but most definitely forming into a human shape. In all her years in this mortal world, she had never felt such hate before.

"Yes, only just arrived. No time to drop my bags off yet," the voice said, giggling hysterically. "Aren't you going to turn and face me? Face your mistress?"

Jude's head shook, her long auburn hair shining in the faint light given by a now rising quarter moon. "You are no mistress of mine, spirit," she managed to gasp the words, but something was constricting her throat, tightening its grip.

"Spirit?" The voice screeched and Jude still did not turn, but instead smiled inwardly. 

Round one to me.

"Hah, you think. You think you can better me?"

Jude shook her head once more. "No, I cannot best you. But I know someone who can." Jude’s thoughts quickly surged to picture her daughter, May, but she suppressed the image just as quickly.

The fearful scream that followed made Jude's body reverberate and the fear she felt was so intense she cried out in abject terror and wept the tears of someone who knew her very soul was at risk.








  
  

Chapter 5

A New Start





May Brubaker walked backwards across the sidewalk, the summer sun making her squint as she watched the sign to her shop going up. This was a new venture for the ex-cop, and she wanted so much to make it work. Having left the police, May was unsure what she wanted to do, but certainly leaving the LAPD was the right move. The death of Gary Mitchell had hit her hard, and this was a way to put her previous life well and truly behind her. 

Nothing had prepared her for the death of Gary, and the aftermath had been an awful journey through sleepless nights and guilt at not being able to do anything to save Gary.

Now, as she watched the sign going up, she had the chance to start over and at thirty; she was still young enough to make a real go at this new venture.

Brubaker's Bits 'n' Pieces

The sign was in red, white, and blue and that had been at Phil's insistence. Phil Campbell was an out-and-out patriot and his desire to expound on the good things in America never ceased to amaze May. But the fact was that this shop and its online equivalent sold computer bits and pieces and, as everyone knew these days, it was all made in China. Patriotism didn't seem to matter when it came to business, and Phil had ignored May's comment when she had pointed this fact out. 

"Looking good, May." Phil's smooth salesman's voice made May jump.

"I've told you before, don't sneak up on me like that, I'm liable to knock you down."

"May, I work out, so I'm pretty fit you know."

"Phil, I was a cop and I work out too. Believe me, you wouldn't know what hit you."

This type of banal banter was a regular feature of their relationship and May was getting a little tired of it. Phil was the type of guy who always talked about himself and always talked himself up, especially to women. His idea of a good night out was to have dinner with a good-looking woman and talk about himself and all the things he had achieved in life, embellishing the tale with a fair dollop of bullshit. But he was May's business partner, albeit her junior partner. May had the money, and he had the expertise. It should work, but May was slightly uneasy about it.

As the two of them reviewed the sign, and the early morning sunshine promising another glorious day, May felt a wave of nausea and fear sweep over her and she grabbed Phil's arm.

"You okay, May?" Phil asked, a startled expression on his face. "You look sick."

"Yeah, yeah I'm fine… I was just thinking about my mother, and suddenly I felt nauseous,” May said, her voice giving little away of the sickness she suddenly felt inside. She drew in a long breath. “It'll pass,” she said with a small smile.

Phil nodded; his concern short-lived as he turned back to look at the shop.

May passed a trembling hand over her forehead. "Listen; I have to shoot off home and get on with my decorating. Jimmy's coming over later, so I need to have everything straight before I meet Dan at the airport tomorrow."

Phil sighed and brushed a flop of his long blond hair from his brow. "May, why are you bothering with a loser like him?"

It was a sigh that May had heard before and it was another little something about Phil that also annoyed May.

"Dan? You've never even met him!"

"No, Jimmy, not Dan. Get a pro in to do your chores; Jimmy's not going to be able to do some of the specialised stuff you need with that house of yours; like security. I know people who will do it for you and do it professionally."

May gave Phil a disparaging look and turned to leave. "Jimmy's good at just about everything," she called over her shoulder. "If you know what I mean," she added, looking over her shoulder and winking at Phil.







OEBPS/images/db0e0564-01c5-4112-878c-23822caeadc1.png





OEBPS/images/9063f3e1-14e8-485d-b47f-0ca6c3dcc4d2.png
The Demon Detective Agency

Copyright © Brittle Media Ltd 2025
Published by Brittle Media Ltd

Company Registration Number: 16668227
128, City Road, London, EC1V 2NX

/'/-\

BRITTLE
MEDIA LTD









