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Cherringham  A Cosy Crime Series

Cherringham  A Cosy Crime Series is a series made up of self-contained stories. A new episode is released each month. The series is published in English as well as in German, and is only available in e-book form.


Main Characters

Jack Brennan is a former NYPD homicide detective who lost his wife a year ago. Being retired, all he wants is peace and quiet. Which is what he hopes to find in the quiet town of Cherringham, UK. Living on a canal boat, he enjoys his solitude. But soon enough he discovers that something is missing  the challenge of solving crimes. Surprisingly, Cherringham can help him with that.

Sarah Edwards is a web designer who was living in London with her husband and two kids. Two years ago, he ran off with his sexy American boss, and Sarahs world fell apart. With her children she moved back to her home town, laid-back Cherringham. But the small town atmosphere is killing her all over again  nothing ever happens. At least, thats what she thinks until Jack enters her life and changes it for good or worse …
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1. Checkmate

Brrr … thought Michael Edwards as he stepped out of his BMW estate and started up the steps to his good friend Quentin Andrews elegant townhouse  one of five that made up Cherringham Crescent.

The house, with its classic entrance flanked by two white columns, seemed more suited to an exclusive street in Holland Park than the quiet village of Cherringham.

But for those who were well-to-do and didnt want to live in the sprawling countryside, amid the rolling hills and meandering Thames, the houses on the Crescent were a perfect alternative.

And Michael loved the place.

When he came for his weekly chess game with Quentin, played over a carefully selected single malt, it always made him feel that he had  in fact  been transported back to London.

As much as he loved the village, part of him missed the pulse and excitement of that great city.

That famous Samuel Johnson quote … so apt: when a man is tired of London, he is tired of life.

Now, after having had a quick dinner with his wife, he knocked on the door, and then rang the bell.

He knew that Quentin enjoyed these weekly gatherings as much as he did.

It wasnt just about the chess  though theyd had some epic battles on the sixty-four squares.

No, it was the conversation. Michael loved discussing politics, foreign policy, and world affairs with his friend. Though Quentin obviously had some governmental background  which he never seemed interested in revealing  and Michael himself had lived a life in the services, they tended to discuss things on, well, a loftier scale.

The emergence of the new African economies. The challenge of maintaining a military in a dire economy. America and its role in the world was always a favourite topic. Had the great superpower lost its way, would it be able to find it again?

That  and the game, and the single malts made for a rich evening indeed.

But now, standing at the door, so decidedly chilly  there was still no answer from within.

He rang the bell again, hearing it chime inside the Georgian house. Then, gloves on, Michael gave some hard raps to the door.

His breath made clouds billow from him as if he needed reminders of how cold this late February evening was.

Come on, Quentin, he said to no one. Open the bloody door.

Still  nothing.

Michael looked away. Should he dig out his phone, give the man a call? Had he dozed off after his own quiet dinner?

Quickly  and clumsily with his frozen fingers  Michael slid out his mobile, a device that apparently did everything but make tea.

Most of its features were wasted on Michael, who remembered the days when a phone was just a phone.

He had to slip off a glove to access the contact list, search for the name and press call.

Then  up to his ear, to listen, ready to chide his friend for leaving him out here, at the entrance, freezing his

But it just rang, and rang … and, after seven rings, went to answerphone.

Michael didnt leave a message.

No, because, after the doorbell ringing and the knocks  and now a call  to have only silence, he was suddenly worried about his old friend.

He grabbed the doorknob, expecting the door to be locked but with some surprise, he felt it open.

Thats odd, thought Michael.

And he walked in out of the cold.

*

As soon as he was across the entrance, shutting the door quickly behind him, he called out loudly, Quentin. Where the heck are you? Lost your hearing, man?

Michael took off his camel-coloured overcoat, and draped it on an elegant chair in the entrance hallway, topped it with his calfskin gloves.

Quentin? he said again.

Though the place was silent, lights were on.

And while Michael didnt have an idea where Quentin was, or what may have happened, he now felt even more worried and confused.

He looked left, to the sitting room where the vintage chess set sat on its own claw-footed table, with two comfortable wingback chairs on either side for the combatants.

All ready for the evening.

The room though was empty.

He started for the stairs, again calling out his friends name …

Quentin?

He headed up the staircase that gently curved as it neared the first floor, passing Quentins small gallery of military paintings. Trafalgar, Waterloo, an impressionistic painting of the trenches and a bunch of ill-fated boys about to go over the top to face rattling machine guns.

Michael took the steps slowly, his hand on the polished wooden bannister, slow step after slow step.

He felt a dryness in his mouth, his heart racing no matter how slowly he took those steps towards the landing of the upper floor.

Three bedrooms up here … he knew from a tour Quentin had once delivered, his friend laughing at the very idea that hed ever have a guest to stay in those extra rooms.

Apart from their weekly meeting, Quentin seemed a solitary individual, and happily so …

Michael said his name again, even though by now it seemed pointless.

He walked to the left, traversing the rich carpet runner with its plush pile, a genuine Persian that ran from one end of the landing to the other.

Until he reached the master bedroom  the door open, a light within.

A slight pause  before Michael continued.

*

He walked in.

And for a second he took in what he saw and tried to interpret it in the best way possible.

There was Quentin, in a classic silk smoking jacket, belt tight, but otherwise dressed as if going out for dinner.

He was sitting in an armchair that faced his tall armoire and a large table with fresh-cut flowers in front of the frosted-over windows that looked down on Cherringham Crescent.

His friend.

Leaning back in the chair, head back, legs splayed out.

For a moment relief flooded through Michael. Hes sleeping. Thats all. Old fellow, let a snooze get the better of him.

But almost immediately Michael recognised that his thought was borne of hope; desperate, foolish.

Oh dear, he said to the empty room.

He walked over to the chair, to his reclining friend and saw Quentins wide-open eyes staring up at the ceiling.

Quentin Andrews was dead.

Michael knew that Quentin wasnt young any more, and had battled a number of illnesses of the type that seemed to rear their heads as one passed out of middle age into some other stranger and scarier land.

There had been heart issues. A hip operation a few years back. Quentin wasnt one for talking much about such ailments, but he hadnt fought going to the local doctor and even beyond to get the help he needed.

No  Quentin Andrews loved his life, and would do every sensible thing to see it continue as long as possible.

Now  that life was over.

Michael stood there, hardly noticing that he was shaking as he studied the scene.

To be so alone with someone who  quite clearly  had died not too long ago. A few hours maybe?

Then Michael looked across to the great chest of drawers, unadorned by the usual photos and memorabilia.

A mans treasures and secrets safely hidden deep inside.

But on top, just a few feet away, was a plastic vial.

Michael walked over to it; picked up the prescription medicine.

The instructions: In response to chest pain, take one pill immediately with water.

Michael looked at the container half-filled with the oblong pills.

Was that it then? A heart attack, like the one Michael himself had had a few years back, but this time, had there not been enough warning, not enough damn time to get to the pills that could avert disaster?

Avert death.

Michael walked back to his friends body.

Hed have to call someone. The police! Of course. And his wife. Yes he needed the sound of another human voice. Standing here, he felt so alone.

Maybe call Sarah as well. To hear the questions and concerns … and the voices of his dear family.

His phone was downstairs in his coat pocket. Hed have to leave his friend alone to get it.

But first, before he did that, he leaned down. His fingers splayed, outstretched, as he touched his friends eyelids and gently  as if pulling down the shades on a life  lowered them.

As Michael thought … Rest in peace, old friend, rest in peace …
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