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30 SECONDS  

 

Here,your time…belong to me. 

 

MICHEL RUSSO 




SYNOPSIS 

 THIRTY SECONDS IS ALL IT TAKES TO LOSE EVERYTHING. 

 Donald Enzo is a man who rules the world through profit charts and ruthless decisions. For him, the luxury of an exclusive resort in the Algarve is merely the backdrop for yet another million-dollar deal. But while he discusses contracts on his encrypted phone and his wife, Karol, dives into the blue silence of the pool, a ghost’s stopwatch begins to tick. 

 A shattered crystal glass. A thirty-second dive. An empty deck. 

 Sophia, the heiress to the Enzo empire, has vanished without a trace, taking only her rag doll with her. There were no screams, no struggle. There was only the mathematical precision of a man known as The Architect—a master of logistics who turns kidnappings into works of social engineering. 

 Inspector Vaz, a veteran accustomed to the rot that the Algarve sun tries to hide, is called in on the case. But what appears to be a kidnapping for ransom turns out to be something far more sinister. When the digital blood trail points to Paris, the truth begins to emerge from the shadows: the betrayal does not come from outside. It shares the same blood. It sleeps in the next room. 

 In a manhunt that crosses borders, amid platinum watches and glass empires, Vaz realizes he is not chasing a criminal, but rather being guided by a master who controls time. 

 The game has begun. The board is silver. And time... that no longer belongs to them. 




CHAPTER 1: 

The Silver Platter 

 

The Gulfstream G650ER sliced through the stratosphere at 900 kilometres per hour, but inside the cabin the movement was imperceptible. The only sound was the almost hypnotic hum of the pressurisation system and the occasional clink of a silver spoon against fine porcelain. The air carried the scent of Italian leather, hints of sandalwood and the floral, overpowering fragrance of Karol Enzo. 

Donald Enzo wasn’t looking at the clouds. He was poring over an iPad Pro, whose bar charts reflected a hopeful green not to be found in his eyes. Donald’s face was etched by decades of ruthless decisions; he was a man who asked the world for no permission to shape it in his own image. 

“Donald, for God’s sake, put down the tablet.” Karol’s voice 

came from the other side of the corridor. She removed her sunglasses, revealing eyes that bore the weariness of someone who has everything, yet possesses nothing that is real. 

“The ‘board’ pays for this fuel, Karol,” retorted Donald, without taking his eyes off the screen. “The Algarve is changing. If we don’t secure the land north of the marina before the end of the summer, the Chinese group will get there first. I don’t come to  Portugal to sunbathe; I come to stake my claim.” 

Karol let out a dry sigh. She looked at her daughter, asleep in the armchair beside her. Sophia was the only thing in Donald’s life that didn’t have a price per square metre. Her childish face was an oasis of purity. She clutched a worn rag doll, Lulu, to her chest, which seemed an insult to the jet’s sophistication. 

“I know who she is, Karol. Everything I do is so she never has to ask anyone for anything. My surname will be her armour.” 

As the jet began its descent over the deep blue of the Atlantic, a thousand kilometres away, the atmosphere was the antithesis of that solar opulence. 

 

In Paris, the flat on Avenue Montaigne was plunged into artificial gloom. Heavy velvet curtains blocked out the city lights. Beatriz paced back and forth, her bare feet sinking into the Persian rug. Her face was lit only by the screen of her encrypted mobile phone. 
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