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Blurb


Meet Detective Ahmed Hakeem, the private eye always down on his luck.

Ahmed's witty assistant, Yunus Amir, decided to bring him to Holding Park of all places for a relaxing afternoon of ice cream and sunshine.

But when the unthinkable happens, Ahmed is tasked with solving a mystery that might just be the twistiest one yet.

Nothing is at it seems in Holding Park.

And just who on earth is The Holding Hangler?

In this brand new short story, join the brilliant Detective Ahmed and his witty assistant on another twisty, thrilling mystery.






Child Missing

A Detective Ahmed Short Story


Detective Ahmed Hakeem wasn’t usually a fan of big parks, especially not ones where there was a lot of noise around—a light breeze rustling oak trees looming in the distance and children with their annoying playful shouts from the other side of the park. The sun was high in the summer sky, beaming down on them with more of a glare than a nice caress. Ahmed hated that as well—the sun. He preferred drier weather, grey like concrete slabs with a hint of wind carrying a nice coolness, though his assistant, Yunus Amir, would chalk that up to his dry personality as head detective. 
That title was, of course, something Ahmed had given himself as an honour. 
In any case, the swirling atmospheres of Holding Park were eating away at his insides as he sat on the roughest bench the world had ever known. It was less wood and more bark, and seemed eager to scratch every single patch of flesh it could find like a rabid dog on a killing spree, and Ahmed was no exception.
“Cheer up,” Yunus said as he sat down beside Ahmed. “Ice cream van guy said he’s got a special vanilla flavour just for today. Here, have a taste.” He held two cones in his hands and handed one to Ahmed. Ice cream, with a yellow serving of vanilla flavour too, which was Ahmed’s favourite flavour.
Still, the delightful taste of vanilla melting across his tongue did nothing to dispel the sour mood that had overtaken Ahmed, and it was for more than a mere day out in the park he’d been dragged into by Yunus and his pesky little schemes.
The detective agency which Ahmed had founded was out of cases. And that meant no money to pay the rent that was due the next week. The landlady, a somewhat polite woman even at the best of times, had warned them of what would happen should they miss a payment, and Ahmed didn't fancy having to live on the streets again.
“It’s a nice day out, isn’t it?” Yunus said, looking around to appreciate a side of nature Ahmed was blind to. 
“This really isn’t the time, Yunus,” Ahmed replied.
“I know deep down you’re enjoying it. I’m sure when you were a kid you came to places like this.”
“Sure I did. And I left pretty quickly, too. So there you go. Now, when do you want to leave, Yunus? We haven’t got all day, you know.”
“I never really went to parks when I was a kid,” Yunus said. “Just ‘cause I’m older doesn’t mean I can’t come here and get some fresh air and ice cream once in a while. You know, relive the childhood I never had.”
Ahmed’s voice softened a little when he next spoke, since he knew first-hand the troubles that Yunus had undergone in his childhood that prevented him from enjoying even the simplest of pleasures. Ahmed wouldn’t wish that sort of a childhood even on his worst enemies, and it was only a mere miracle that Yunus had made it out in one piece.
“Just don’t take too long, okay,” Ahmed said, and then he licked his ice cream. As he had suspected, the taste was legendary, and he leaned back and tried to enjoy the sunlight as Yunus was doing amidst the glorious taste of vanilla.
But the brief reprieve was short lived, as the sunlight was suddenly blocked by a large object, creating a nasty shade atop Ahmed. And, upon closer inspection, that object was a man with fraying hair and large eyes that were staring down at Ahmed with intent.
What kind of intent was the real question.
Ahmed stared at the man, right in his brown eyes, and then roved his gaze across the early oncoming wrinkles to a mouth that was moving and saying something Ahmed only then decided to listen to.
“Help me,” the man had said, and Ahmed had to lean in further and listen again closely. “Help me, please. My child’s gone missing.”
Ahmed was almost done with his ice cream, so he gulped down the rest, ignored the coldness that settled in his chest, and returned his attention to the man dressed in a black blazer, thick trousers and even thicker boots, as if he was shooting a Sherlock Holmes movie. Yunus inhaled the rest of his ice cream, chocolate flavour with sprinkles on top, before turning to the man.
“How can I help you?” Ahmed said. “And why did you come to me anyway?”
He glanced past the man and down the path to the little sand area on the other side of the park, with a rusty yellow swingset and more gleaming silver slides than Ahmed could count. It featured lots of kids playing with their parents, with glowing faces and happy smiles. Any one of those parents could’ve helped the man standing before Ahmed, but for some reason he’d walked across the concrete path to seek him out.
“I know you’re a detective,” the man said, still standing before Ahmed and blocking the sunlight. “I’m Nicholas, by the way. And it’s my daughter that’s gone missing. You have to help me, please. I’ve seen your advert all over Facebook a few times in the last week, so I know you’re the best man for the job.”
Ahmed snapped his gaze to Yunus, who was looking away at the rustling trees in the distance. You made a Facebook advert? Ahmed thought, injecting anger into his mind’s voice. No wonder the money ran dry a lot quicker this month. I knew it was all going somewhere, and we haven’t exactly had Slimmy’s in a while.
Slimmy’s was, of course, the chicken and chip shop Ahmed and Yunus frequented way too much for two adults that were supposed to be keeping tabs on their health to be good detectives. But it was cheap and tasty, a combination that could put entire nations in an obesity crisis if they weren’t careful.
“Then we’ll take it,” Yunus said, jumping up from his seat and shaking Nicholas’ hand a little too eagerly for Ahmed’s liking. Yunus smiled at Ahmed as if nothing was the problem, as if he hadn’t gone and wasted money on a useless Facebook advert for no good reason.
“Let me take you over there, then,” Nicholas said, and Ahmed hauled himself up from the bench a little reluctantly.
He’d only come with Yunus under the pretence that he was to rest and rejuvenate. Something he hadn’t done in a while, given the anxiety over finding new cases to pay the rent at the end of the month. If he knew a Facebook ad was quickly syphoning the money out of his account, then that anxiety would’ve doubled instantly.
And well, he had stumbled on a new case, but they hadn’t even sorted out the payment before beginning to help Nicholas. If Nicholas never paid them, then it would mean they’d gone and solved another case for absolutely no reason, and Ahmed wasn’t one to beg, either.
Though, if what Nicholas said was right, then a larger problem existed for them—a missing child. A missing adult didn’t usually raise too much of an alarm unless they were vulnerable in some way, because adults were, by and large, other than Yunus, responsible for themselves.
But when a child went missing, many times it was far from the innocent walk into somewhere they shouldn’t have been going and getting lost.
Many times, it was a lot more sinister than that, and the thought caused Ahmed’s arm hair to stand on end as if looking for clues as Nicholas entered the playground and kept the gate open for them to slide through.
“She was right here the last time I saw her,” Nicholas said, pointing to the centre of the sand pit. “She was right there, playing with a few of the other kids. And then when I look up, she’s gone.”
Ahmed, being intimately familiar with neglectful fathers, felt a steeliness enter his voice when he spoke next. “And whereabouts were you sitting?”
“I was over there, on that bench, just having a little vape break.” The bench being referred to was away from where all the other parents were sitting, isolated on the side, and the worst choice when one was attempting to keep a close eye on their child.
Ahmed stared at the bench, wondering what on earth Nicholas was thinking stationing himself there whilst his daughter played alone in a sand moshpit.
The other parents were giving Ahmed and Yunus confused looks, but Ahmed ignored them and settled his gaze in the middle of the sandpit where Nicholas had said his daughter was last seen.
If there was a crime that had taken place, then getting all the other parents into a panic was the last thing Ahmed wished to do. The more of a fuss they made, the more commotion it caused, and the greater the chance that the perpetrator managed to escape the clutches of justice.
“What’s her name?” Yunus asked, taking out the slip of paper he now carried around in his pocket. Yunus had taken to writing poetry in his free time—it was anything but good, though Ahmed didn’t have the bravery to tell that to the aspiring poet directly. Still, random slips of paper in a trouser pocket were useful to have—especially in the very typical scenario where one was thrust into a case when attempting to relax in a park of all places.
“Her name’s Gabriella,” Nicholas said. “And I need to find her. I…I don’t know why she left and when she left. Please, you’ve got to help me.”
“And you’ve got to remain calm,” Ahmed then said. “Getting worried is natural, but it solves nothing. We need you to answer questions as honestly and quickly as you can if we’re to find her again.”
At the seriousness of Ahmed’s tone, Nicholas nodded, though the sense of panic within his eyes didn’t lessen one bit.
“Good, now the last time you saw her was here, and she was playing with a few of the other kids. You remember roughly when that was?”
“The last time I saw her was about fifteen minutes ago,” Nicholas said, staring at his feet with shame. No child should’ve been left alone for that long in a public space without being checked on. “And then when I looked up from my phone she was gone. And that’s when I came to you.”
Ahmed surveyed their surroundings. The main street was to one side of the park, and if Gabriella had wandered off that way then it would’ve scared the little girl. Most children were afraid to go off on their own when it meant braving too much noise of cars and shouts and with bodies flurrying around them.
Ahmed’s glance then turned to the other end of the park, where a wall of trees blocked it from the rest of the little forest area before it. For a reason Ahmed couldn’t fathom, London thought it needed more green spaces around, so concocted these fake greenery areas so people could go and experience an artificial version of the Amazon rainforest.
Not many people did, but that didn't mean a child wouldn’t be curious about it. Especially if some of the other kids had spoken about it whilst they were playing.
And, since it was East London, loads of people had poked holes in the forest from the side for easy access in case they chucked their things over by accident
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