Chapter 1
No matter how long he closed his eyes, there wasn’t a single way to get out of this place. It wasn’t like he hated his job – it was far from that. If there was anything he hated, it was being moved to the countryside – in the middle of bloody nowhere – just to pick up the promotion he had been working extremely hard towards. The only detective work he could do was between finding lost pets, breaking up fights between stoned teenagers, and filling in copious amounts of paperwork for simply being on duty. Felix didn’t ask for much, but the thrill of something actually needing solving was slowly beginning to eat at him – day in, day out – until that fateful yet annoying phone call that woke him up at 3:14am.
Being forced awake by the ringtone on his work phone, a hand reached over to the bedside cabinet with intention of catching the phone with his fingers. It took a few times for him to find the target, and with it taking the bait of finally shutting up, he managed to reel it in successfully (even if it did take – or what felt like – an eternity).
“’ello?” A tired and disgruntled greeting slipped his lips, as the phone was placed beside his ear.
A familiar male voice began to speak on the other end of the grainy connection (bloody signal). “Hi Det, it’s PC Anderson? The DI told me to call you because she needs a little bit of help on a case.”
His hand carefully slipped through his hair as he listened to the voice on the other side of the phone, eyes fighting the urge to open and then having to inevitably wake. “Hm..? What do you mean the Detective Inspector said that? What help would she even need my help for?”
Anderson’s voice went silent and something about that didn’t sit right with Felix. After a moment passed, his voice once again began to sound – but there was a hesitancy that didn’t seem right somehow. “About that… There’s been a murder.”
That simple last word was the last attempt at convincing he needed in order for his eyes to snap open in both surprise, shock and a sense of haunting devastation that grasped his neck at that very moment. “There’s been a murder?!” Felix exclaimed, his voice raising in volume – enough so to catch the previously sleeping dog’s full attention with a yap. “Haven’t you done the scan on the chips local to the area?”
“Of course,” the constable’s voice on the receiving end of the phone snapped back into his normal tone almost instantly. “We’ve even tracked for anyone who was in the area at the time and… the weird part is, there was no one.”
A sigh left the detective’s lips as he pushed his body with determination to sit up in his bed. As much as part of him knew he needed to defeat the urge to fall back to sleep, the warmth of the blankets and pillow were just enough to tempt him. “Okay… That is weird. I’m gonna head over there as soon as I can. Does the DI want me at the scene or?”
“The DI’s in her office. The victim was moved about an hour ago for autopsy and the forensics are currently at the scene. So, if you could just come down to the station as usual, that’d be great.” Forensics – it had been a while since he’d even heard that term. Old Ben was probably chuffed that he’d even been remembered in these high-tech police forces. But then again, it wasn’t like Staffordshire had much of a budget.
“Okay, see you there then. Thank you.” And quicker than a flash of lightning, the call had ended and the duvet had once again been thrown aside in the cold air of night.
If Felix could honestly thank anything about this morning in its entirety, it was the fact that the early morning traffic was virtually non-existent meaning he was thankfully in the station within a half hour of being woken up, but one of his favourite childhood bands from back in the day playing on the radio made him wish that maybe the ride into work was longer. He had just about begun to wrap his head around the news that had been bestowed upon him not even an hour before upon entering the station.
“’Morning.” His head looked up towards the young PC Anderson covering reception duty, though it just brought back memories about how night shift was a killer. Everything was just coming together to make him feel old today, wasn’t it?
A smiling PC Anderson gave a quick nod of his head, before greeting the older officer with a simple “’Morning.” For someone who was on night shift and then probably had an extended shift as a result of the sudden discovery of a murder victim, Felix did find it odd how the younger managed to stay chirpy – but each to their own, or so he guessed.
Before he knew it, waiting was all he could do as he heard shuffling about in the office marked with the name Miyoko K. Williams, his superior officer. He had seen her maybe once or twice, but had honestly never really said much than a greeting due to the fact that… what work was there to be done for a detective? Hell, he was more surprised that she had managed to keep hold of her position.





















Critical Commentary
In this sample of my own original work that I am going to continue to edit and eventually hand in as a part of my own Creative Project, I decided to go for a murder-mystery set in a police environment. As well, I wanted to create a universe that the audience could understand and engage with, but also one that they may not know so much about. My main influences for this come directly from my own former interest in television shows such as ITV’s The Bill, Len Deighton’s alternative history novel SS-GB and the synopsis for a Japanese animated series and video game called Serial Experiments Lain.
My initial idea was to delve much more into a new world of cybertechnology and possibly holograms in order to communicate with people who have passed, even if their data (memories) are in turn suffering from a kind of corruption. But instead, I thought it would be even more interesting if instead of such – to make the policing aspect much more dramatic and almost daunting to the audience as they also try to figure out the perpetrator behind the crime.
In order to be in a position to tell the reader of the setting, I decided to set it in an alternative version of Staffordshire – where I lived previously before moving in order to further my education, and where my family come from. By thus, I have personal links and ideas on location settings. I also set it in this county opposed to cities such as London and Birmingham as a result of cities being able to obtain better equipment and funding compared to rural and sub-rural locations in the United Kingdom.
To go further with this, I feel I might try and edit this sample a little more to possibly engage the reader a lot more with the story than they would be currently. I believe that by finding new ways of writing different things, will also increase my knowledge in this subject. Currently, I feel the writing that I have offered feels plain and bland compared to other author’s works, so I may also read a lot more novels and short stories around this particular subject in order to grasp confidence with my writing.
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