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CHAPTER ONE
The Sign-writer had just left with my cheque in his pocket. He had done a great job. Charles Winston Private Investigations in elegant gold lettering with a hint of black background shadow, on the top panel of the office door. He was not head-over-heels with delight at having to accept my cheque. “I would prefer cash if it’s at all possible Mr. Winston.” “I do not have that much cash on me George. I keep the cash I carry to a bare minimum these days. How about online? Do you have a PayPal account?” The look on his face told me the answer was no. “Stripe? No. If you give me your Bank details, I will transfer the amount within the hour.” Negative there also. 
Officially, I am open for business on this first day of the new business. I put a small advertisement in a local weekly paper, but I was hoping for a grace period before anyone came knocking. I have scribbled down tasks to do on a notepad: ‘Desk and leather chairs receive delivery of, small renovations, make the place presentable.’ Got to fix this place up before I scare off any potential clients. 
I take a deep breath and wander to the window, looking down at the street below. My office is on the second floor of a brick building in the heart of a middle-class neighbourhood. The building's old, made of red bricks that have seen better days. My window's dusty, but it frames a slice of everyday suburbia. The windows of the office are tall and wide, allowing ample natural light to filter in. Outside, the street is lined with neatly trimmed trees, their branches swaying gently in the breeze. Patches of well-manicured lawns stretch out between the sidewalks and the curbs. The houses on either side of the street are diverse in design.
A small, quaint park sits at the end of the block, offering a splash of greenery and a place for the local children to play. A wrought-iron fence surrounds the park. A green oasis where kids and dogs create their own kind of magic. How did I get here? I Spent years in the force, chasing down every lowlife and crook in the city. Seen it all – the lies, the betrayals, the desperation. I was good at it, too. But the brass never liked my methods. Too unconventional, they said. And I was up to here with their bureaucracy, their politics. So, I cut ties, hung up my badge, and decided to do things my way. No red tape, no compromises. Just me, and my gut. Moved on to work for the Private Investigation Companies. I had my fair share of sleuthing shenanigans working for those private investigation suits. But eventually, I decided it was time to hang up my magnifying glass and go solo. 
First off, those company bigwigs had more layers than an onion. Every case I cracked, they were right there with their corporate machinations, trying to spin things into a tidy little PR package. Then there were the clients. Oh boy, the clients. Half of them thought they were in some kind of noir flick, with me as their Sam Spade. The other half treated me like I was their personal errand boy with a trench coat. I had enough of being everyone's go to boy. I wanted to pick the cases that got my blood pumping, not just the ones that tickled someone's fancy. Ethics? Yeah, well, that's a can of worms. The company had its shady moments, and I’m not about to compromise my values for a paycheck. Going solo means I can do right by the clients without answering to any suits. 
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