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CHAPTER 1

DETECTIVE WORK.
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Conner sat in his office, frustrated that the case involving the disappearance of so many people and rumors of illegal human experimentation remained unsolved. His boss, Chief Brown, had warned him to stay out of trouble until they found more evidence, but Conner couldn't shake the sense of urgency to solve the case.

After hours of brainstorming, Conner hatched a crazy idea. He would use someone as bait to lure out the gang responsible for the disappearances and then follow them to make an arrest. It was a dangerous plan, but Conner was willing to take the risk.

He approached a trainee named Britney and offered to help her complete her training faster. She agreed to Conner's proposal, not realizing the danger she was putting herself in.

That evening, Conner positioned Britney on a quiet street in Atlanta and waited in a nearby dumpster. Hours passed, and just as Conner was about to give up, a car drove by slowly. Several men stepped out and approached Britney, asking if she wanted to come with them.

Terrified, Britney shook her head and claimed she was waiting for someone. She expected Conner to come to her rescue, but he didn't show up.

The men grabbed Britney and threw her into the back of their car. She screamed for help, calling out to Conner, but he remained silent. As the car sped away, Conner quickly jumped into his own car and chased after them. Britney's cries for help echoed in his mind, urging him to catch up to the kidnappers.

The men noticed that they were being followed and stepped on the gas, swerving through back alleys and shutting off their headlights. Conner lost track of them and searched for hours, but to no avail. The sun began to rise, and he knew he had to return to work.

In his office, Conner studied maps of Atlanta, hoping to pinpoint where the kidnappers might have gone. But his search was interrupted by the Chief, who walked in and asked if he had seen Britney. Conner tried to play it cool, insisting he had no idea where she was. The Chief left to continue his search, and Conner breathed a sigh of relief.

He realized that if Britney was being held for ransom, they would have contacted the police by now, but he had heard nothing. Conner waited for several hours, but the call never came. He knew he had to confess to the Chief and ask for help.

As his shift came to an end, Conner made his way to the Chief's office. He nervously admitted that he had made a mistake. The Chief looked at him angrily, questioning whether he had done something stupid.

Conner nervously looked up at his boss, Chief Brown. He knew it was going to be bad, but he had never expected this. "She... Uhm... she got kind of kidnapped yesterday," he stammered out.

The Chief's face contorted in anger. "WHAT?!" he boomed. Conner shrank back in his chair, feeling the weight of the situation.

"I had a plan to find out who was kidnapping the people, and she volunteered," he explained quickly, hoping to appease his boss.

The Chief's disappointment was palpable. "Conner, tell me exactly what happened," he demanded. Conner took a deep breath and recounted the events of the previous day. He knew he had messed up badly, but he hoped that by being honest, he could salvage the situation.

But it was not to be. The Chief's expression hardened as Conner finished speaking. "Detective Wilson, you need to give me your badge," he said sternly. "This was your last mistake."

Conner's world seemed to crumble around him. "What?!" he exclaimed, his mind reeling.

"You let a gang kidnap a trainee! I can't let you work here if you keep on being reckless," the Chief continued.

Conner knew that the Chief was right, but he couldn't believe what was happening. "Please give me another chance!" he pleaded. "This is everything I have!"

But the Chief was resolute. "Britney also said that, now you both have nothing," he said, referring to the trainee who had been kidnapped. "I'm sorry, Wilson, I can't give you another chance."

Conner felt his heart drop. He had lost everything he had worked for. He couldn't say anything anymore. He just nodded and walked away.

As he left the police station, Conner couldn't believe what had just happened. He had dreamed of becoming a detective ever since he was a boy, inspired by his father, who had also been a detective in the same department. But his father had been killed while working on a big case, something similar to what was happening now. Conner had wanted to follow in his father's footsteps, but now he had failed.

He arrived home and went straight to the kitchen, feeling numb. Instead of making dinner for him and his girlfriend, Sharon, he opened up the fridge and grabbed the whisky. He started drinking one glass, and then a second. He had so much pain, his dream job was just gone, all because of his own stupid mistake.

Sharon came in and saw him lying on the couch with his drink. "Conner, I thought you were going to make dinner today," she said, her voice tinged with annoyance.

Conner looked up at her, his mind foggy from the alcohol. "I wasn't really in the mood, Sharon," he slurred. He took another sip of his drink.

Sharon walked over to him and grabbed his glass, preventing him from drinking any more. "Why are you drinking right now? You hate alcohol!" she exclaimed.

Conner looked at her, feeling lost and defeated. "I don't know what else to do," he said quietly. "I've lost everything."

Conner's heart sank as he uttered the words, "I got fired today."

Sharon's eyes widened in disbelief as she angrily asked, "What?! How?! Why?!"

With a heavy sigh, Conner explained, "The trainee got kidnapped because of me. I should've stopped the people who pulled her in the car, but I didn't."

Sharon's face contorted with rage as she spat out, "Conner, you screwed up again!"

Conner hung his head in shame, feeling the weight of his mistake. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean for it to end this way," he muttered, barely audible.

Sharon's voice rose to a screech. "You are a terrible person, keep on sipping your stupid drink!" She grabbed the glass from his hand and flung it at him, drenching him in the process. Without a backward glance, she stormed upstairs, leaving Conner alone in the darkness.

The silence was deafening as Conner sat there, feeling the weight of his mistakes crushing him. As the night wore on, he drowned himself in alcohol, hoping to numb the pain and forget his troubles.

Despite his best efforts, the memories kept flooding in, and he couldn't shake off the feeling of regret. After many drinks, he fell asleep on the couch, the empty bottles strewn around him. As he drifted off, he knew that he needed to make things right, no matter the cost.
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CHAPTER 2

FOR HIRE!
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Conner woke up to the sound of his girlfriend slamming the door shut. She had already left for work while he was still asleep. He lay in bed for a while, trying to come up with a way to make some money. After hours of thinking, he was still at a loss. Conner had always dreamed of becoming a detective, but he had been fired. Then it hit him—he would become a private detective. People could come to him when the police weren't able to do their job. He spent the next few hours researching how to start his own detective agency.

Later that day, his girlfriend came back home and apologized for her behavior earlier. She knew that Conner just wanted to make the world a better place. She asked him why he had been drinking so much lately. He was clearly wasted, slurring his words. He told her that he had something to celebrate.

Sharon asked him what he had to celebrate, and Conner replied that he was now his own boss. Sharon pointed out that he couldn't be his own boss if he didn't have a company. Conner smiled and told her that he had started his own private detective agency. Sharon was surprised. She told him they would discuss it further in the morning. Conner fell asleep soon after.

The next morning, Conner was shaken awake by someone. He opened his eyes and saw Britney standing before him. She looked like she was melting, and she told him that she was dying slowly. Conner was shocked and terrified. But then he really woke up, and Sharon was there, shaking him. She asked if he was alright. Conner looked around, confused, wondering where Britney had gone. Sharon asked him who he was talking about.

Conner's head was pounding from the previous night's drinking. He sat up and tried to remember what had happened. Suddenly, a fleeting image of a dream flashed through his mind. He shook his head and muttered to himself, "Never mind."

Sharon, his girlfriend, was sitting across from him, watching him with a curious expression. "What?" she asked.

Conner looked at her, confused. "What do you mean?"

"You said 'never mind,'" Sharon replied. "What were you talking about?"

Conner realized that he had said it out loud. "Oh, it was just a dream," he said dismissively.

Sharon raised an eyebrow. "What kind of dream?"

Conner shrugged. "It doesn't matter. Listen, about my private detective company..."

Sharon interrupted him. "Tell me about it."

Conner scratched his head, trying to remember. "Well, I was thinking of starting my own private detective agency. That way, I can still be a detective and help people."

Sharon looked skeptical. "And how do you plan on doing that?"

"I'll figure it out. But first, I need to get my license."

Sharon nodded. "Okay, but where will you have your office?"

Conner hadn't thought about that yet. "I don't know. I'll figure that out, too."

Sharon stood up. "Well, detective Wilson, I need to go to the store. Do you want anything?"

Conner thought for a moment. "Some whiskey and vodka, please."

Sharon gave him a stern look. "I think you've had enough already, don't you?"

Conner pleaded with her. "Please, just a little more. I promise I'll stop after this."

Sharon relented. "Fine, but just those two bottles."

As soon as Sharon left, Conner went to the kitchen and poured himself another glass of whiskey. He downed it quickly and then went outside to his car. He knew it was a bad idea to drive, but he couldn't bear the thought of living in pain. He drove to the city hall to get his license. When they asked him where his company would be located, he realized he hadn't thought that far ahead. "Uh, I'll get back to you on that," he said.

When he got home, Sharon was back, and he was eager to tell her the news. But she wasn't impressed. 

Later that day, the two bottles that Sharon had bought were already empty, and Conner was passed out on the couch.

The next morning, Sharon woke him up and said, "Come on, we're going."

"Going where?" Conner asked groggily.

"To the store," Sharon replied, rolling her eyes.

Conner groggily got up from bed, his clothes from the previous night still on. As Sharon drove him to an unknown destination, Conner began to feel a sense of unease. Suddenly, he spoke up, "Wait, this isn't the way to the store."

Sharon, with a hint of annoyance in her voice, replied, "We'll be there soon."

Conner was confused. "Where are we going?"

Without further explanation, they arrived at a building. Sharon led the way, with Conner trailing behind. As they waited in a room, Conner couldn't help but feel frustrated and out of control. He blurted out, "What are we doing here?"

Just then, a woman entered the room and introduced herself as Sophia Carter, Conner's therapist. To Conner's shock, Sharon had arranged for him to attend therapy. "My what?!" he exclaimed.

Sharon pleaded with him, "Please do this for me, Conner." After a moment of hesitation, Conner reluctantly agreed. Sophia led them to a room with a bed, instructing Conner to lie down and relax.

Sophia wasted no time in getting to the issue at hand. "So, you have trouble with your alcohol consumption, right?"

Conner scoffed, "Well, it's not a problem." Sophia made a note in her book, ignoring Conner's confusion.

"When did you start drinking?" she asked.

Conner hung his head in shame. "A few days ago."

Sophia probed further. "How much have you had to drink in those few days?"

Conner's voice was barely above a whisper. "Eight gallons, I think." Sharon couldn't bear to look at Conner, disappointment etched on her face.

Sophia delved deeper. "Why do you drink? Is it just for fun, or is there something else?"

Conner's response was immediate. "I've been feeling down since losing my dream job."

Sophia sympathized. "There are healthier ways to cope with your emotions. You could try taking anti-depression medication."

Conner was apprehensive. "I don't know about that."

The therapist's words echoed in Conner's mind as he sat in his car, staring blankly ahead. "Just try it. I'll give you a prescription, and you can get them." Conner had agreed to try the pills that the therapist had suggested. He had taken one, and it had made him feel high, a sensation he didn't enjoy. Instead, he craved the familiar numbness of alcohol.

He and Sharon returned home, and Conner felt a sense of unease settle over him. He wasn't ready to disclose the location of his company to Sharon yet, and he didn't want to discuss it. They settled onto the couch and watched a movie, but Conner's mind was elsewhere.

When the movie ended, Sharon asked if he was coming to bed. Conner put on a fake smile and told her he wanted to watch something else. As soon as she went upstairs, Conner headed to the kitchen. He opened the fridge, hoping to find some alcohol, but Sharon had emptied the bottles into the sink.

Conner felt a panic attack coming on. He hated the feeling of the pills and didn't want to take them. After a moment of deliberation, he got into his car and drove to the night store to buy alcohol. He returned home and drank half a bottle, feeling his anxiety ease. Knowing that he couldn't keep the alcohol in the fridge, he hid it in a cupboard that was locked with a key. He noticed a pile of money lying in the cupboard, the same money that he and Sharon had saved for a baby room. He left it there for now.

The next morning, Sharon woke up beside Conner and kissed him on the forehead, praising him for stopping drinking after one therapy session. Conner smiled weakly, knowing that he hadn't stopped. He spent the whole day calling and emailing people for his business. When Sharon returned home, she found Conner asleep. She assumed he was tired from work and let him be. But the truth was that Conner had passed out from drinking again.

The following week, Sharon had a bit of extra money and decided to spend it on the baby room. When she opened the cupboard, she was shocked to find so many bottles of alcohol, and all the money gone. She confronted Conner, who was outside with a big truck parked in front of their house.

"What is this truck doing here?" Sharon fumed.

Conner looked surprised for a moment before remembering. "Oh right, I'm sorry. I forgot to tell you. Our house is going to be my office!"

Sharon was livid. "You want to turn our house into your office?!"

Conner tried to calm her down. "Just the first floor," he said.

Sharon sighed, her anger dissipating. "You know what? I'm okay with it."

Conner was relieved. "Thank you for understanding me. But why are you okay with all of a sudden?"

Sharon broke down in tears. "Because it's over with us! You're an alcoholic! You still keep drinking, and you used all our money for your stupid company instead of a baby room!"

As soon as Sharon uttered those words, she dashed inside, collected her belongings, and hopped into her car. Conner scrambled after her, pleading, "Sharon! Please wait, I'm sorry!"

But Sharon, tears streaming down her face, replied, "I've given you way too many chances. I'm sorry, too." And with that, she drove away, leaving Conner standing alone outside.

Conner broke down in tears, feeling utterly defeated. Suddenly, the men from the truck approached him and declared, "We're done."

Conner shot them an angry look, but they simply shrugged and said, "Alright, bye." And just like that, Conner was alone once again.

He stumbled inside and immediately reached for the bottle, guzzling it down within an hour. Once he finished, he hurled it against the wall in frustration. He knew he needed to keep busy to avoid dwelling on his misery, so he decided to turn his first floor into an office.

With his laptop in hand, Conner created flyers and advertisements to promote his business. Despite being drunk, he managed to make numerous calls and secure advertising spots on TV and billboards. However, he had spent almost all of his money in the process.

Exhausted and intoxicated, Conner trudged upstairs and grabbed another bottle. He felt the need to cleanse himself after the day's events, so he headed to the bathroom to take a shower. As he stared at his reflection in the mirror, Conner could only see an addict, a failure, a mess, a screw-up. He became so overwhelmed with self-hatred that he roared, "I hate you!" and smashed the mirror with his fist.

The glass shattered into a million pieces, scattering all over the bathroom floor. Conner crumpled to the ground, repeating the words, "I hate myself."



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 3

I KNOW THIS CASE!
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The doorbell rang at 8 a.m. Conner stirred from his sleep and groggily made his way to the door. He opened it to find a woman and a man standing before him. Conner looked at them with confusion and asked, "Uhm... Can I help you?"

The woman and her husband looked sad as they replied, "You are a detective, right?"

Conner suddenly remembered his private detective company and responded, "Yes, I am. How can I help you?"

The woman introduced herself as Scarlett and her husband as Hank. They explained that they were searching for their daughter, but the police had refused to help them.

Conner nodded in understanding and said, "Of course I can help. Come in, and we'll talk about it."

Scarlett and Hank walked inside Conner's office. Conner asked them if they wanted something to drink, but they declined. He sat down behind his desk and asked, "So, what is your daughter's name?"

Hank replied, "Elisabeth, Elisabeth Smith."

Conner scribbled down the name and asked, "When and where did you see her for the last time?"

Scarlett replied, "We saw her about a month ago at our house. She was on her way home after. She should've texted us when she arrived home, but she didn't. We called her, but nobody picked up the phone."

Conner wrote down the details and realized that he had heard this name before. He asked, "You've also reported this to the police, right?"

Hank's face contorted with anger as he asked, "How do you know that? Are you following us, or did you do anything to our daughter?!"

Scarlett tried to calm him down, but Conner calmly replied, "No, of course not. I used to work at the police station."

Hank began to relax and asked, "Why did you stop? Were you fired?"

Conner knew he couldn't tell them the truth, so he replied, "No, no, of course not. The police wouldn't let me solve some cases, like yours, so I decided to go on my own, in my own way."
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