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9th August 2024

London, England

“Nothing Sir,”

Kent Police Detective Kinsley Knight gripped the lukewarm mug of strong bitter coffee with hints of dark brown sugar, hazelnut and toffee as he heard the latest set of bad news from uniformed officers. He forced himself to take a sip of the delicious coffee and he just wanted a moment of silence to himself.

All around him in the massive Met Police bullpen were rows upon rows of white desks with hunched-over police officers typing, shouting and barking orders at each other. It was just so much information and none of it was useful. It wasn’t helping them find private investigator Bettie English and her partner Special Detective Graham Adams.

They had disappeared with their nephew Sean twelve hours ago and no one could trace of them.

Kinsley focused on the livestream the humming, banging and vibrating projector was showing everyone on the dirty white wall of the bullpen. His hands formed fists. Bettie English and Graham Adams were there in pitch darkness, knocked out and he had no idea where they were.

No idea at all.

His best friends in the entire world. The friends that had saved him more times than he wanted to admit. And the two sensational people that were godsends to the UK were trapped and helpless.

Just like him.

Kinsley forced himself to look away from the screen. He had been staring at it for hours just hoping to find a detail, a clue, any sign that might reveal their location.

Nothing had turned up yet.

Kinsley smiled at a few uniformed police constables who were rushing round, and they all looked the same to him. The only real difference between the different officers was the length and colour of their hair. Some were brown, short and others had it long.

Everyone was simply blurring into one at this point.

“Detective Kinsley,” a woman said. “The Federation has nothing,” 

Kinsley hugged Fran, Bettie’s personal assistant. He had no idea how she managed to look as stunning as she did in her long blue dress, long grey hair tied into a tight bun and her bloodred lipstick. He hugged her for a moment longer but she broke it.

He looked like an absolute mess compared to her in his black suit with his untucked shirt, messy hair and undone tie. He ran a hand through his hair, only making it worse. At this point, he didn’t care about looking presentable. He only wanted to find Bettie, Graham and Sean.

They were his everything and despite the dismissive comments of the uniformed officers, there was nowhere else he would rather be on a Friday night.

He was not going to let his friends down.

Fran had been working her ass off for hours calling in every single favour the British Private Eye Federation had. Considering the organisation had more power than the governments of small countries, he didn’t envy her job and despite the massive bags under her eyes, she seemed to be okay.

Kinsley shook away the silly thought. None of them were okay. Their best friends had been kidnapped by the criminal mastermind all of them had been hunting for months. The same criminal mastermind who was behind so many murders, so many nightmares and so many crimes that he felt sorry for the person at the Crown Prosecution Service who was going to have to do the paperwork when this was all over.

Hopefully Bettie and Graham would still be alive.

“I’ve contacted everyone who owes me a favour,” Fran said folding her arms. “The CIA, our criminal contacts and the NSA have nothing. They’ve all promised to continue hunting too,”

Kinsley smiled. The Federation really had some weird and wonderful connections that had helped them all a lot over the years, but that concerned him. How could all those connections have no idea where Bettie, Graham and Sean were?

“Do you think they’re still alive?” Fran asked, a lump forming in her throat.

Kinsley was about to answer when he saw a tall man in a tight, expensive navy blue business suit storm through the bullpen towards him.

A few uniformed constables tried to stop him, he flashed his ID and they ran away.

“Agent Daniels, MI5,” the man said holding Kinsley his ID. “Bettie’s children are at Bettie’s Mum and I have forty SAS soldiers standing guard. What can I do to help?”

Kinsley bit his lower lip. It took him a moment to realise that Bettie and Graham had mentioned him a few times. Agent Daniels was a great man, a solid intelligence officer and they trusted him with their lives.

He had no reason not to do the same.

And he knew Bettie was a big deal politically, the Federation had tons of power and she was one of the most famous people in the UK, but he was amazed the SAS would get involved.

Yet in his experience, a risk to Bettie was often a risk to national security. Especially because if Bettie was replaced as President of the Federation. Everyone in Westminster would be scared about the Federation’s blackmail articles being released.

The articles rumoured to hold enough power to destroy a government or even destroy the world as we know it.

Finding Bettie English alive was everyone’s priority. 

“Do you have any leads?” Kinsley asked. 

Daniels folded his arms. “I’ve spent the past hour on the phone with all my friends in MI5, MI6 and GCHQ. Nothing. No one has any idea where this footage is being streamed from,”

Kinsley laughed. If even the UK’s best wasn’t able to find where Bettie and Graham was, he didn’t exactly have much hope for himself.

But he was going to try.

Or die trying.

No one hurt his friends, his family and his loved ones and got away with it.

The criminal mastermind was going to die today.
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9th August 2024

Unknown Location, Unknown Country

Bettie’s life hung in the balance whether she realised it or not.

Originally, Private Investigator Bettie English had wanted to spend the day helping the poorer members of the Federation with their cases so they could thrive, she had wanted to take her two beautiful twins for a nice walk in the park and then she had wanted to pick a new charity to volunteer for in her limited free time.

She had only wanted to help people today, like she did every day. She didn’t like people calling her selfless, a Goddess and a great person. Those things weren’t exactly untrue but she just wished other people would focus on the great organisations that were making a real impact in their communities instead of focusing on her.

She was nothing compared to the charity workers.

The Criminal Mastermind had said this was all going to end in August.

Bettie shook her head, smiled to herself and she sat up on the large dirty bed she was lying on. She ran a hand through her long brown hair. The bed itself stunk of mould, damp and vomit but she didn’t exactly expect first-class service from the criminal mastermind.

The room itself was as disgusting as she had expected for a prison. The cold, grey concrete walls were chipped and battered, but they were solid. She had wanted to find a hole, a weakness or anything she could have used to escape. There was nothing.

She got up, stepped in a small puddle of stagnant water with a few flies buzzing round it and she inspected the room even more. There had to be a hint in the room to how to escape, stop the mastermind and save everyone she loved.

The entire room stunk of mould, damp and rotting meat, even though she couldn’t see any meat. Everything just smelt awful and Bettie’s stomach churned. 

A few metres away tucked up against the grey concrete walls was a small wobbly wooden desk. It had been smashed and cut up a few times over the years. Bettie ran a hand over it, feeling every lump, bump and slash in the wood.

There were even a few drops of old dried blood.

Bettie flicked through the three crimson files on the desk, besides from the desk and files, there was nothing else in the room. The files were in Italian, but that wasn’t a problem. The advantages of Harry being Italian and she used to have an old Italian boyfriend so she was fluent.

The case files were detailing out the crimes, arrest warrants and eyewitness testimonies of her friend Olaf. Bettie had no idea what the mastermind would want with Olaf. Sure, he was a massive criminal gang leader with a criminal empire stretching all over Europe but he wasn’t a bad guy.

He was a kind, helpful and respectful man. He didn’t kill unless he had a good reason to and most importantly, he fed her so much information about criminal activity in the UK and abroad that he was one of her top assets.

Bettie laughed to herself. That was why the mastermind wanted him. The mastermind knew he was important to Bettie and that probably made him a good target.

The buzzing flies got even louder and something fell onto the floor by the bed, she turned round and saw maggots crawling out from the mattress. That was gross. 

Again, she didn’t expect first-class treatment.

Not after the criminal mastermind had killed more people than she wanted to admit and made it clear the mastermind wanted to destroy Bettie, her family and the Federation.

And given how skilled the mastermind had always seemed at coming and going, committing crimes and disappearing without a trace. Bettie wasn’t too surprised that the mastermind had grabbed her.

She just hoped beyond hope that beautiful Graham, her twins and Sean and Harry were okay. She would never ever forgive herself if anything happened to them.

Bettie lifted up the small case file, an image of a private investigator fell out and she picked it up. She smiled at the picture. The private investigator was young, maybe 22. Her long blond hair was messy, her blue eyes were striking and her smile was a little scared. 

A lot of her critics always liked to call her heartless, uncaring and a monster without a care in the world for her members, but she did. In a way, she cared about each member of the Federation like they were her own child. A child she would happily protect until the end.

Little did she realise that belief was about to bite her.
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