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I was once hailed as Australia’s finest detective, but now I walk a path shrouded in shadows. In the wake of my partner Rachel’s suspicious death, and the attempted assassination of me that followed, I’m left with nothing but a burning vendetta.

I believe, without a doubt, that a sinister operation is at work, shielding the untouchables from justice. The system that I once believed in has betrayed me, and now I’m determined to dismantle it piece by piece.

Fuelled by rage and with nothing left to lose, I vow to expose the truth, no matter the cost.

My journey has led me to this final chapter, where I navigate through a web of deception, betrayal, and the complexity of seeking justice in a corrupt world. From the sun-drenched shores of Greece to the highest echelons of power in Australia, I’m driven by a need for redemption and the fire of retribution. The stakes are higher than ever, this showdown will test my limits and leave you breathless."
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Athens, Greece 

I had arrived at the historically rich streets of Greece, my eyes scanning the horizon with determination. This wasn’t just a vacation; it was a mission of revenge.

The superintendent who orchestrated the murder of Naomi and arranged to kill me had fled to this picturesque country, believing he could escape justice. But I was here to prove him wrong.

Amidst the bustling streets of Athens, memories of Naomi flooded my mind: her laughter, her warmth—all gone, stolen by the man I now hunted. Anger simmered within me, fuelling my resolve with each step I took. I knew I had to act fast to bring these perpetrators real justice for the crimes they had committed.

I had meticulously tracked down leads using Naomi's illegally obtained offenders list and exploited the classified information from my database to track down Graham, slowly piecing together the superintendent's whereabouts with the precision of a seasoned detective.

When I finally cornered him, after taking a ferry from Athens to the Greek islands, I had arrived today at my final destination in Santorini.

In a secluded restroom on this picturesque island, I prepared my disguise, adjusting the silicon mask over my face, transforming into a local businessman. Moments ago, I had been among the throng of tourists in the cable car, the breathtaking views of whitewashed buildings lost on me. But I was not sightseeing today.

The noisy cable car had bound its way determinedly to reach the top of this volcanic mountain, that had risen from the sea thousands of years ago. The island of Santorini was world-famous for its breathtaking sunsets, incorporating the white smooth building structures with their signature blue-domed rooftops as a spectacular backdrop.

I now knew of the secluded villa overlooking the Aegean Sea, where Graham would be staying. There was no room for mercy or hesitation; my rage was palpable and uncontainable. The confrontation was going to be immediate and brutal, a symphony of violence echoing through this ancient, bustling village.

My hands were steady as stone when I raised my weapon, the weight of my losses bearing down on me. But in that moment, I felt a sense of clarity—a sense of purpose. With a single gunshot, justice was served. As the Mediterranean breeze swept through the open windows, I stood alone in the aftermath, my heart heavy but my spirit unbroken.

This chapter of revenge had come to a close. For this fleeting moment, my most important box was ticked, with many more to come in Naomi and Rachel's honour. The scars would always remain—a reminder of the darkness I had faced and conquered.

Looking out at the endless expanse of turquoise blue, I knew that wherever life took me next, I would carry the memories of Naomi and Rachel with me, a silent testament to the sacrifices made in the name of justice.

It was now time to attend to the decomposing body of Superintendent Graham, the familiar copper smell permeating my desensitized nostrils, providing no discomfort whatsoever after my many crime scene attendances over my distinguished career. I decided to retain the pedophile member ring for my next victim, who was comfortably living back in Melbourne, Victoria. The ring would conclusively identify the recently deceased superintendent to the horrified receiver back in Australia.
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Santorini, Greece 

Colours and shapes danced in my mind as I meticulously arranged the scene of the crime I had orchestrated. I knew the gunshot, even with a silencer, would be enough to bring unwanted attention from the locals at any moment. I needed to act fast, confident I had avoided all the cameras once I entered the target’s villa, to prevent too much scrutiny of my biomechanics that could give me away if this high-profile murder case escalated to the FBI.

It was time to imitate the local Greek businessman leaving the crime scene. The silicon mask clung snugly to my face, replicating the features of a darkly tanned, balding man. Wearing the remaining jewellery that had not been planted at the scene was part of my plan to suggest a struggle had taken place, further directing attention away from me.

A low chuckle escaped my lips as I surveyed my handiwork, a twisted grin playing on my features. For the first time, I had stepped fully into the role of the “unsub” (unknown suspect), with my first untraceable murder now under my belt.

I glanced around the dimly lit room, my gaze lingering on the corners where shadows might have concealed hidden cameras. Every step I had taken had been deliberate, sidestepping the watchful lenses that might have tracked my movements. Every click of my heels echoed in my ears, reminding me of the silent surveillance that could have betrayed me. Yet I had moved with practised precision, evading their gaze and weaving my web of deception.

I had planted fingerprints, DNA, and personal items—including the jewellery—of a ruthless and shady Greek businessman known to local authorities as Dimitris Papadakis. Over the past few days, I had traced his connections to the underworld, revealing the sinister path that linked him to the deceased Superintendent Graham’s shady dealings.

After thorough profiling, I knew Dimitris wasn’t an active participant in the ring that Naomi had uncovered. But he was still complicit, profiting from their vile operation. That spared him from the Superintendent’s deadly justice, but it made him the perfect scapegoat.

The emails and final text messages I’d planted between Dimitris and Graham provided the motive as the final damning piece of evidence. A cigarette butt I’d taken and a clean fingerprint from a glass he’d handled at a café in Athens made it a productive reconnaissance effort over my recent days in the city.

It was enough. The case against Dimitris was solid—airtight. Circumstantial evidence, yes, but enough to satisfy the local police. Dimitris would never see the outside of a prison cell again, and I would have one less link to the untouchables on my list.

With the scene set, I adjusted my clothes, straightened my posture, and stepped out into the night. The cool Mediterranean breeze swept over me as I moved through the bustling streets. The mask remained secure on my face, and I disappeared into the crowd of tourists, just another nameless face in the throng.

This was only the beginning. Dimitris was just one step on my path to justice for Naomi and Rachel. They deserved more than a corrupt system sweeping their deaths under the rug. And I was going to make sure every single person responsible paid the ultimate price.

One down. Many more to go.
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Quantico, Virginia, United States 

The silvery-grey clouds hung heavy with the threat of rain, casting a sombre light over the Behavioural Analysis Unit (BAU), part of the FBI's National Centre for the Analysis of Violent Crime (NCAVC). Known for its expertise in profiling and investigating serial killers and other violent criminals, the BAU's base at Quantico, Virginia, was a hive of activity.

A top-level briefing in the situation room was set to begin at 9 a.m. sharp, with all lead FBI detectives required to attend. The high-priority case involved the murder of one of their own.

Senior detectives Nathan Stone and Robert Langston, renowned for their experience and high case-closure rate in this elite branch, had been summoned by an urgent memo from Assistant Director Johnathon HayesHe

“, Nathan,”  slurred, over his cluttered desk. “What’s all the fuss about? It’s not like I don’t have enough to do already.” The smell of whisky wafted toward Nathan, and Robert’s bleary, bloodshot eyes were a dead giveaway that he had been drinking heavily, even before his usual weekend binge.

“I don’t know, Rob, but it’s a code red, high-priority meeting. You need to drop everything you're working on. Let’s grab a coffee on the way,” Nathan replied, knowing all too well that his partner had been on the turps again. He decided it was best to try and conceal this with black coffee to bring along to the important management meeting.

The detectives arrived five minutes after 9 a.m., immediately catching the assistant director’s attention. A scowl materialized across his rigid face.

“Nice that you could both make it,” he said sarcastically, devoid of humour. Punctuality was his most treasured rule, and he was widely known to be obsessed with it.

“Sorry, Johnathon,” Nathan replied with a lopsided smile. “Just had a few loose ends to tie up on our cases.” He knew it was a white lie, as he had diverted to the canteen to grab their coffees and some mints, covering for his partner once again.

Nathan knew Robert was high maintenance, but when he was at his best, his brilliant mind for solving crimes resulted in their closure rate being the best in the department. Unfortunately for Robert, the stress of shift work and the daily pressures of dealing with brutal crime scenes had slowly broken him down, wreaking havoc on his personal life.

Nathan was not immune either, but he coped without alcohol or nicotine vices, choosing to train at the local pool and read in his spare time. He had been married for thirty-two years and had a pigeon pair: a boy and a girl, with whom he had a sound relationship.

In contrast, Robert's wife had left him two years ago. He had no kids, and his major drinking and gambling problem was sadly tearing him apart. All he had left was this job, and he was the best Nathan had ever seen at a crime scene. Robert had an uncanny talent for seeing through staged crime scenes and noticing clues no one else could, which was why his bosses had tolerated his antics from time to time.
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Virginia, America 

Recently, Robert had received written warnings about his drinking and reliability, but he always seemed to dodge the most serious bullets from his superiors due to his uncanny talent.

The Monday morning hustle began like most mornings for Quantico’s most hardened detectives. Nathan and Robert had a visit to the antiseptic- autopsy rooms scheduled for 9 a.m., as arranged by the assistant director.

This crucial aspect of an elite detective's role was not for the faint-hearted. It was a necessary evil for those who pursued justice in its rawest form. Nathan and Robert were the best at what they did, the opposites of the killers they hunted.

While psychopathic serial killers were experts at covering up their crimes, Nathan—and especially Robert—were masters of exposing their misdemeanours.

These hyper-focused individuals relied on an arsenal of forensic tools at their disposal, combined with an almost superhuman power of observation.

The autopsy rooms were always their first port of call if visiting the crime scene in person wasn’t practicable—such as when the crime occurred overseas. They already had all the CCTV recordings in a video file to review after viewing the body. It was like piecing together a twisted jigsaw puzzle, a skill that had been honed to perfection through years of experience. This particular case, however, was the highest-priority one to ever cross Nathan and Robert’s desk.

Nathan was the first to step into the sterile, imposing building known as the “Mortuary Examination Building,” with Robert following close behind. For once, Robert was clean-shaven and, remarkably, smelling faintly of roses.

Perhaps the increased scrutiny from upper management had finally had its desired effect on him. He knew he couldn’t afford to slip up, not today. Bringing the perpetrator to justice felt like an urgent, pressing need—a task that should have been accomplished “yesterday.” The overwhelming pressure bore down on him like a lead blanket, and for once, Robert seemed to take it seriously.
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The heavy, sealed door opened inward for Nathan, revealing a sterile, fluorescent-lit room that carried the distinct aroma of antiseptic mixed with the morbid scent of death. Nathan was the first to speak.

“This has to be the best part of the job for me because we’re going to figure out what’s going on with this murder if we just work together,” he said, his tone firm and convincing as he glanced at Robert.

Robert’s face was set in a grim expression. “Let’s focus and get this done,” he replied, his voice tight with stress. “A lot is riding on this, not least my job. I’ve used up all my chances.” The lines on his face deepened with worry as he finished speaking.

Nathan empathized with his partner but knew he needed Robert “on his game.” The pressure from the Australian Commissioner weighed heavily on Nathan too, as the murder of Superintendent Graham struck at the heart of Australia’s law enforcement.

To make matters worse, Nathan’s last communication from the Assistant Director included a confidential email stating that the Australian Prime Minister wanted immediate updates following the autopsy.

Amber Jones, the on-duty coroner’s assistant for today’s investigation, greeted them in the secure, stark mortuary room with a strained smile that contrasted with her rigid demeanour.

Behind her thick, Coca-Cola bottle-styled glasses, her large, intelligent eyes hinted at the gravity of her work—spending most of her days socializing with the dead.

Robert stepped forward first, extending his large, calloused hand. “Nice to meet you, Amber,” he said, reading her name tag. “I’m Robert, and this is Nathan from Quantico. We’re here under direct orders from the Assistant Director to have complete access to the body.”

“Pleased to meet you, Robert,” she replied, shaking his hand before turning to Nathan, whose handshake was more refined, betraying his desk-bound tendencies.

Amber spoke quickly, eager to move past the pleasantries. She wasn’t accustomed to speaking with the living, let alone intimidating men like these detectives.

“Okay, Amber, let’s get geared up and get this show on the road—the clock’s ticking,” Robert said, his tone serious as beads of perspiration began forming on his brow.

“Follow me,” she replied, donning her surgical gloves and offering PPE to the detectives, who accepted it without hesitation, knowing they couldn’t risk contaminating the evidence beneath the crisp white sheet.

Amber leaned forward and lifted the sheet, revealing a grotesquely swollen face with a clean entry wound to the forehead. At first glance, there appeared to be no exit wound.

Both detectives steeled themselves against the shock of the traumatic injury, and Robert was the first to speak.

“Amber, I need to see the back of the head more closely,” he said, his eyes narrowing as he focused on something Nathan hadn’t noticed.

“Yes, Robert, we’ll need to roll his body over to see that properly. If you can give me a hand, we can rest his face on this pillow,” she replied.

The detectives helped move the body, disregarding usual mortuary protocols. Amber, aware of the authority these career detectives brought with them, chose not to argue.

Nathan, take a look at this,” Robert said, gesturing at the wound. “That looks like a hollow-point—likely a .40-caliber Glock round. It’s consistent with rounds used by law enforcement globally, including here. The internal damage and lack of exit wound line up—these rounds are designed to stop a threat without over-penetrating.”

Robert’s voice quivered with excitement as he continued. “I need this skull CT scanned immediately to locate the bullet. It’s still in there, and no one’s tampered with it. I think we’ve got a lead, but I need all the facts before I go off half-cocked to the higher-ups.”

“Okay, Rob, I’m all ears. Amber, can we get that arranged today?” Nathan asked assertively.

“Yes, yes, we have a CT scanner in the building. I’ll arrange it right away,” Amber replied nervously, glancing between Nathan and Robert.

As she left the viewing room to organize the urgent scan, she couldn’t help but feel a quiet admiration for Robert’s sharp observational skills. “These guys must be the best of the best,” she thought to herself as she disappeared down the sterile hallway.
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The whirring noise of the state-of-the-art scanner filled the room as Robert and Nathan waited with bated breath. They focused on the high-definition screen in the radiology reading room, knowing they needed something conclusive to report back to their superiors.
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