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INTRODUCTION
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As we enter the wonderfully summer month of July where we’re all looking forward to the warmer weather, maybe days out at the beach and hopefully the start of Holiday season (at least in the northern hemisphere), I wanted to create an Issue to provide you with plenty of escape.

So no matter if you’re on a beach in Spain or the Caribbean, or need a break from the kids when they go on school holiday or anything else. There are plenty of worlds for you to explore in these pages.

For example, you have the first book in a fast paced, gripping urban fantasy series in my new City of Assassins world. You’ll get to see how assassins think and how dark their world is.

You do NOT want to miss out on that book!

Then you’ll be transported to my Brownsea book as I’m showing you my second ever action packed book with Freedom. 

And for all of you who want to be reminded of the darker side of the summery season then you are in great luck. There are more than enough twisted, and not so twisted, mystery short stories.

Especially with my brand new series of twisted cold case detective mysteries. These stories you will flat out love if you like detective fiction, and even if you don’t, these stories should convert you.

So now you know all the brilliant fiction and worlds you’ll be able to explore, turn over the page and let’s go exploring!
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PROBLEM IN A CAR

A Bettie Private Eye Mystery Short Story
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PROBLEM IN A CAR
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When Bettie opened her eyes, she didn’t see anything. Everything was black, actually she wasn’t even sure if everything was black or if she was blind. 

She couldn’t see a thing.

Bettie forced her eyes to open but as she felt her muscles strain, she realised her eyes were wide open and she still couldn’t see anything.

A headache corkscrewed across her head and she hissed with pain as she felt pain radiate from the back of her head. Bettie tried to remember what had happened but she couldn’t. 

In fact she couldn’t remember anything.

Her body jerked as it felt like she was moving forward but after a few seconds she realised she wasn’t moving, it was what she was in. Bettie realised she must have been in some kind of vehicle.

As she closed her useless eyes and focused, Bettie frowned as she heard the distant sounds of honking, driving, screaming, talking, shouting and banging.

Bettie was hardly impressed with all this, she knew she was a Private Eye who might have been hired. Maybe this was connected to a case, maybe it wasn’t, maybe-

Maybe Bettie just had no idea.

As she tried to move she felt something move on her face, Bettie’s frown deepened when she realised she had some sort of thing over her face. It wasn’t tight but it was good at blocking her sight, it could have been a blindfold, a bag or anything for all Bettie knew.

Bettie tried to move and stretch out then she realised she was stuffed into something small with her knees pressed into her chest. She rolled her eyes. She was stuffed into the boot of a vehicle! 

Bettie didn’t know if the criminals or whoever did this to her was stupid or brave. Kidnapping was serious, Bettie felt her stomach churn as it dawned on her whoever did this to her probably weren’t some normal crooks.

She tried to roll over but stopped and hissed. Tight ropes sliced into her wrists and ankles as she tried to move.

Bettie tried again. She froze when she felt something tighten around her neck. 

Swearing under her breath Bettie didn’t doubt for a moment the criminals behind this had tied a restrictor knot around her. In other words, Bettie knew the more she struggled, the tighter the rope would get around her neck.

She was trapped.

A part of Bettie wanted to congratulate the criminals because this wasn’t an easy thing to do. A knot like that took skills, it took even more skills to kidnap someone like Bettie.

But the more she thought about it the more the cold fearful sweat dripped down her back, Bettie hoped she’d survive. She tried to cast her mind back but there was nothing.

Bettie was relieved to remember her beautiful, annoying sister Phryne. Her sexy, drop dead gorgeous friend/boyfriend Graham but she felt like there was someone else she needed to remember.

She tried to remember, the person felt like the centre of her world, someone she loved like her own child. Did she have children? Again, the memories weren’t returning.

Taking a few deep breaths, Bettie’s frown deepened even more as she breathed in the thick polluted air of London. 

She cocked her head at that idea, why was she in London? Sure she sometimes worked here and did a few cases for high power companies, Bettie knew that. But she lived in Kent, she remembered wanting to spend more time there to see what happened with Graham.

Bettie went to nod to herself but she remembered the knot around her neck. None of this made sense but-

She tried to think about the case or anything that might explain why she was kidnapped but another headache corkscrewed across her mind.

Bettie hissed.

Yet the headache passed she remembered something and Bettie instantly smiled. She remembered her amazing, beautiful nephew Sean and his boyfriend Harry. Bettie felt her stomach relax as she focused on Sean and his amazing smile and how happy he was with Harry. He truly loved him and-

The case!

Bettie gave a quiet cheer as she remembered something. They were all working on a case together, it was something to do with an accounting company who had hired her. The boss thought someone was stealing from the company and he only trusted Bettie to do the job right.

Bettie smiled more and more as she remembered what had happened. She was looking over the accounts in her office when Sean and Harry had popped in after a date. They wanted to know if Bettie wanted to go see her sister with them. (Also known as drive them home)

She remembered agreeing because she would do anything for Sean, and she wanted to hear about his degree as he was home for a few weeks from university. 

Bettie curse under her breath as she couldn’t remember anymore, but it was a start. The case had something to do with stealing from a company. 

Her body jerked as the vehicle ran over a speed bump. Bettie curse.

Casting her mind back, Bettie tried to consider what she normally did in these cases. Considering she must have involved Sean and Harry, the books must have been uneventful but there must have been something computer related. Bettie’s eyebrows rose as she remembered a few fragments of memory of Harry’s computer powers being useful in the past few months.

Her hands ached and the tips of her fingers felt numb so Bettie carefully moved her fingers. 

The rope tightened around her neck.

Another memory popped into Bettie’s mind as she remembered Harry suggesting she checked the employee’s finances and start from there. She normally did that first but perhaps the Client had made her start with the company accounts. 

Bettie couldn’t remember that clearly.

Her body moved forward as the vehicle braked. Bettie’s heart jumped to her throat. She relaxed when she heard the beeping of traffic lights. 

But her panic was realised as she knew sooner or later the vehicle (probably a car actually) would stop and she would be dealt with.

Dealt with.

Bettie’s eyes narrowed on the darkness as she remembered the entire case now. Those words were what she had found, they were the key to everything. They were the words she heard before she was kidnapped!

Fully remembering what happened, Bettie remembered Harry helping her check the finances and all the criminal records of the employees. She couldn’t believe how quick of a job it was with two people. It turned out the records and finances were clear.

But Sean found something in the books that Bettie had missed (She wasn’t too pleased with herself), he found there was a weird charge every month to an international company. Bettie knew Sean had a few friends doing Law and Business at university so she didn’t know why she was surprised when he told her all the strange ways companies used to hide money. Bettie remembered there was a former Fraud Investigator at the university too.

Bettie jerked forward. Her head hit something. Pain flooded her head.

The car sped off.

Bettie swore repeatedly as the pain cleared and she knew she had to hurry up and remember everything.

Retracing her steps she remembered looking into that international company. Yes! She smiled as she remembered breaking into the building in London the company was registered to.

The car turned violently.

Images of documents, people and rooms filled her mind. Bettie remembered finding a name, no not a name, an organisation. 

Then it hit her.

Bettie’s eyes wetted as she remembered every little detail in the clearest detail. When Bettie was looking through the office of the international company, she found some photos and she recognised them all. It was a photo of the office’s Christmas party a few months ago and an entire Syndicate of human traffickers were there that Graham had been hunting down in the last few months.

The Syndicate were trafficking people through the Port of Dover, there were bodies everywhere this group went, and now tears dripped down Bettie’s face.

She knew she was next.

Then she realised she couldn’t remember where she was when she was kidnapped. But there was a fragmented memory before everything went black. She remembered a smooth sexy voice of a handsome cop, Graham. 

Well she hoped it was Graham, she didn’t know, she could have been hoping. It could have been her would be killers for all she knew.

The car stopped. Door slammed.

Bettie’s heart pounded into her throat.

The boot door opened.

Someone grabbed her face.

They pulled off the bag.

Bettie forced herself not to scream as she stared at a tall middle age man in a tight black suit and a black face mask. It wasn’t expensive like the suit but the mask covered his head. But Bettie would never, ever forget those cold dark eyes.

In that moment, all Bettie wanted was for Graham to save her.

The man pulled a knife.

Bettie screamed.

He cut away the knot around her neck and Bettie moved a little. Feeling returned in her fingers but she still didn’t feel safe.

Then her Private Eye training kicked in, she needed to focus, she needed to survive. Her eyes narrowed on everything except the man, the man wouldn’t be any use to her. 

Bettie focused on the cold concrete ceiling and bars of flickering white light that ran across the walls. She heard other cars in the distance, maybe there were several floors up and the air stunk of urine and weed.

She hated it.

At least Bettie knew she was in a multi-storey car park. Her eyes widened as she realised what that meant, it meant the criminals were moving her into another car.

Her mind screamed at her to do something, the logical part of her knew if Graham was coming for her it all depended all on him being able to track this car. Perhaps the police had satellite or camera footage and they were following the car.

The police couldn’t afford for a change of vehicles.

Bettie’s eyes narrowed on the black suited man as she knew exactly what she had to do.

The man pointed the knife at her and cut her legs free. A small part of Bettie wanted to kick him but there was a chance the man didn’t see her as a threat yet. She needed to keep it that way for a long as possible.

“Can I sit up?” Bettie asked calmly.

The man nodded.

Stretching herself as she moved Bettie sat up inside the car boot and dangled her legs over the edge. She wasn’t going to dare get out yet.

“You know who I am, who are you?” Bettie asked.

The man cocked his head for a moment. 

“Come on. You’re going to kill me. I might as well know my killers are,”

The man nodded at that and took a step closer to Bettie. She breathed in his rich earthy aftershave.

“The Syndicate is who we are. We are the ones who plague nations. Build up countries. Tear them down,”

Bettie smiled. “A bit overdramatic,”

“Agreed. We always deal with more impressive people but the Syndicate sends me when they have a you sized problem,”

Bettie frowned. “A me sized problem?”

The man smiled. “I’m sorry. A small fish problem. No one will miss you. You kill a cop, diplomat, intelligence asset. You get a nation after you. Kill an everyday person...”

Bettie nodded. She was about to say something when she thought she heard footsteps. Even if she had heard them, they didn’t sound like normal footsteps, they were heavy, armoured and more than one.

She pushed those thoughts away. Bettie was being silly.

“What’s going to happen to me?”

Oddly enough the man looked sad and gently rubbed Bettie’s hand. 

“I don’t want to kill you. You intelligent. Nice. A good person even,”

Bettie wasn’t sure how to take that.

“But I’m getting paid. Normally I love the killing of stupid low lives who cross the Syndicate. But you missy...”

A part of Bettie wanted to try to stupidly talk him out of it, but she wasn’t sure if that would anger him or not.

She opened her mouth but closed it slowly when she saw a very small flashing light behind some cars tens of metres away.

Bettie smiled. “Tell me when did you start working for the Syndicate?”

The man started playing with his knife. “I don’t know maybe a few years back in Paris. Beautiful city, ever been?”

“Sadly not. Would love to go. How many Syndicate members have you met?”

The man pointed the knife at Bettie’s throat. 

“I know all six members. They know me and they pay me enough to kill you,”

The man pressed the cold blade against her throat. Bettie stared at him. Their eyes locked. 

“Do I have to make him say names!” Bettie shouted.

Armed Response Units stormed out.

Guns raised.

They prepared to shoot.

Graham rushed out.

Grabbing the knife.

Throwing the man to the ground.

Bettie breathed. She was safe. Her Graham had found her.

***
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A few hours later, Bettie allowed the warm toasty blanket to cover her entire body like a tight cocoon. She loved the warm feeling of safety it provided, Bettie gently moved her fingers over the soft baby blue fabric of her sister’s three-seater.

The air smelt delicious of warm hot chocolate and cheese toasties as everyone was in the kitchen making a fuss over her. When Graham had bought her back everyone cried in happiness as they saw her.

Bettie almost cried herself, she didn’t know the man had been that wrong about no one missing her. Her family loved her so much, and she loved them.

As someone moved her head, Bettie smiled as her focus returned to the love of her life and the only person who wasn’t in the kitchen. Looking up Bettie blew Graham a massive kiss, and she stared into his warm eyes as she admired his smooth handsome face.

The sound of her family in the kitchen trying to make sure everything was perfect for Bettie’s dinner and hot chocolate made her laugh a little. It still hadn’t sunk in how much her family loved her, even Harry who was basically family now had wanted her back.

Continuing to stare at Graham’s beautiful face, Bettie struggled to believe what she had found out today. Graham gave her a massive snog for helping him and his task force, there were whispers of major arrests going to happen now and Graham expected even more was going to happen after the Intelligence Service had interrogated the man. 

Graham was even grateful for Bettie’s client agreeing to tell the police everything he knew about the stealing. 

But Bettie wasn’t interested in that. 

As Bettie breathed in the delicious chocolate, felt the warm blanket and her amazing boyfriend and heard her amazing family in the kitchen. She realised she had everything she cared about, she was perfectly happy lying here and she felt safe.

Happy and safe.

Two things she hadn’t felt for years, but she had always had. Especially now with Graham in her life.

So as Bettie’s eyes grew heavier, she smiled as she realised she had everything, she loved everything and this all started with some problem in a car and how she was saved by the people who loved her.

Now that, Bettie could happily live with.
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AWAITING DEATH

A City of Assassins Urban Fantasy Short Story

Casting my mind back to the days before my... unique set of skills were employed by the rebellion. I remembered one of my first kills as a hired blade or the much harsher term assassin. This is what happened.

As I walked carefully down the long stone corridor of the castle's Medical Wing. My feet tapped on the cold stone floor as I went towards my prey. 

I gave Kind nods of support to my fellow doctors as I passed them in the corridor and breathed in their smells of chemicals and concoctions of potions meant to heal the sick. Some of the nurses smelt of herbs, whilst some of the others smelt of sweet honey. Compared to some of my other hits, this was a more pleasant one!

Continuing to walk down the corridor, I looked around confidently. Admiring the mighty grey stone walls that stood firm around me. A few patients shuffled along and nodded to me. 

I have to admit this is probably one of the best outfits I've ever stolen. These robes and this weird symbol on my chest definitely gives me power here. Hopefully, the target shouldn't be too hard to find. 

Although, when I arrived I did have to recite verses of old religious text. Not sure if I'm a fan of this religious Order. Especially, the verses about human sacrifice. 

As I started to pass wooden doors on either side of me, I felt a cool evening bleeze lightly chill my skin as a draft blew pass. Yet I was focusing more on finding my target in amongst all these rooms all around me. 

Casting my mind back to the man who hired me, he wanted me to do something that I never do. Kill someone who didn't necessarily deserve it. 

Now, I don't say this to be bad or immoral. I say this because the target is this man's terminally ill father and the family is in emotional agony waiting for him to die. So, the man wanted me to end the waiting. 

Of course, I did all the necessary checks to make sure he was telling the truth and he was. This family cried and cried every night about my target. Some of the family spend hours each day on their knees praying to some god to heal him. 

A whiff of sweet honey filled my nose as a nurse passed. 

Personally, I can relate to their despair. As I watched my best friend slowly choke to death in the Plague War for six hours, it was awful. I wished I had the courage to end my friend's life. Perhaps I could have saved him hours of pain. Perhaps then a lot of things would be different. 

At least, I knew this time I had the chance to stop this man's agony and hopefully the agony of his family. 

At last, as my feet continued to tap on the cold stone floor, I approached the end of the extremely long corridor where my target rested. Stopping my walking, I studied the closed wooden door for a moment. Acknowledging it's closed but unlocked appearance and the rough knobs and lumps of the wood. 

Subtly, I looked around to see no one walking this way. All the nurses, doctors and rogue patients were down the other end of the corridor. Thankfully, I was clear. You never know this might be a quick kill and I'll have time to go out for dinner before the evening's done. 

Turning around to look at the door once more, my hands briefly formed fists as I saw a tall man in polished silver armour step out of a large iron door at the end of the corridor. He stopped and stood there. Guarding the iron door. 

Normally, this wouldn't be a problem because he's just guarding an iron door. But he can see me. And I can't exactly go into a room and kill someone with a guard standing a few metres away. That's right! That stupid iron door is five metres away from the door to my target's room!

Anyway, I am an attractive woman so he might not focus on what I'm doing. 

Taking a deep breath, I held my head up high and I created an aura of confidence around me. As I walked straight towards the wooden door. 

Then I heard a deep annoying voice questioning me:

"Sister, may I help you?" 

At least I now understood what this uniform was and why everyone was so respectful towards me. They must have thought I was some snobby better than everyone else, religious Zealot. 

Putting on my best posh snobby voice I replied" No, peasant. There is nothing a person like you could do for me. Now, leave me. I must complete the work of my Lord. Not that you would know anything about that,"

I hated saying those words to him but I was impressed at my impression. Those military acting classes really helped! 

"Sister, you shouldn’t be going in there. The Mother Superior ordered the man in there not to be disturbed, "

My eyes narrowed at the man. 

"What door are you guarding?" 

"The door you're trying to enter. Leave now false Sister, or I will call the guards," 

Whilst I could have protested my innocence and the fact that I was a sister. I knew there was no point lying to this guard. At least he had the manners not to call security on me. 

Politely, I bowed my head and I quickly walked over to a large group of smelly whispering nurses. Though I really wanted to gag at the smell of them. When did they last bathe? 

Knowing that the guard couldn't see me, I thought long and hard about how I was going to pass him. I didn't want to kill the Guard. He seemed nice. But he was an obstacle to my target. 

Noticing a few of the nurses looking at me with cocked heads, I knew I needed to do something. Especially as the guard was looking this way at the nurses. 

Then I saw him wave his hands to the other side of the long corridor. 

I heard heavy metal footsteps bang against the cold stone floor. 

I really didn't want to make a scene but a memory came into my mind. Something about children being taken from nearby villagers and forced to convert to this religious Cult. Before becoming fanatical Zealots and killing all non-believers. 

Then it hit me. All this was a con. This might be a hospital to treat the dying but these were all lies to cover up a secret. 

People didn't look at me with respect. 

People looked at me with fear. 

I may not have known what these Sisters and their puppet nurses did to people. But I can try and stop some of it. 

I whipped out my two long swords.

Slashing the chests and throats of the nurses. 

Blood sprayed up the walls. 

The guards behind me started charging. 

I knew what I needed to do.

I dashed over to the guard.

He prepared himself.

He broke into a fighting stance.

I jumped up into the air. Knocking him to the floor.

Smashing my blade into his chest. Blood poured out of the wound.

I heard the other guards thundering down the corridor.

I rushed over to the wooden door. 

I grabbed the cold metal door handle, rushed inside and locked it using the latches on the inside.

The door shook violently as the guards banged into it. It creaked a little, but I was safe for now.

Turning around, I cocked my head in utter confusion. There was no man here. There was no dying soul. 

This chamber was nothing more than a freezing cold stone chamber with a strange black metal table with leather straps attached to it.

Taking a few steps closer, I saw dried blood all over the table. Hairs and skin were fused into the leather straps. The closer I got to the table, the more the air stunk of death, blood and rotten flesh. Something was terribly wrong here.

Looking around the chamber more closely, I noticed the badly washed blood sprays and claw marks. Presumably where victims had tried to claw through solid stone with their bare nails in pure desperation. 

However, I clocked two burning torches on the walls providing just enough light for me to see. This light was only amplified by the strange blood red light coming through the stain glass window on the end wall of the chamber. 

I shook my head at the glass window as I remembered the horrific figure whom the window was designed to honour. I may have forgotten the complete story, but I know this part of this world is terrified by the Lady Of The Black Death.

This was disgusting that a so-called Holy Order would have this symbol, but I suspect a much darker purpose. Perhaps these false Sisters even worship this demonic icon. 

Whatever the truth, I had what I needed. I knew the truth about this hospital. Now, I needed to end it.

The door shattered.

The guards stormed in.

I whipped out my swords, dashed over to the two torches and knocked them to the ground.

The leather burned instantly.

Creating a vast inferno.

The guards rushed back.

The fire spread.

The ceiling was made from thatch.

Quickly the flames spread to the corridor.

I felt the heat of the flames against my skin.

A drop of sweat dripped down my face.

The guards charged.

We were on the ground floor.

I turned.

I charged at the stained-glass window.

I jumped.

The window smashed.

I landed on the other side.

Running around, I heard the roaring fire engulf the screaming guards.

***
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A couple of hours later, I stood in front of the smouldering ruins of the hospital. Even more grand columns of black smoke rose up and veiled the sky.

Tiny, cracked fragments of the once mighty stone hospital smouldered and flickered with dying flames.

A part of me could still hear the screams of the dying and the guilty as the flames licked their bones clean. But this was business.

These sisters were doing something and I knew I needed to stop it. 

Of course, I felt bad. There were innocent people in there but they were going to die in agony judging by the table in the chamber. I know it didn’t make me right, but I trust in my abilities. 

Even now as I breathe in the disgusting smell of ash, burned flesh and smoke. I had to smile at my work. I had destroyed a source of evil all by myself. I didn’t know it back then, but I knew these skills would be useful later.

Almost forgetting, it took me years to find out what the Sisters were doing and who actually hired me. It turned out my new friends at the rebellion decided to scout me out and test my skills. They wanted to know if I could kill and stop the enemy. I think I passed.

And in case you’re wondering, the Sisters were working for a Dark Lord of sorts. They were researching torture techniques and dark rituals. Even now, I don’t really understand it but I’m pleased I stopped it.

So, when I heard the roaring of the dying flames in the background and the muttering of other people around me who came to marvel at the ruins, and their freedom. I knew my work was done.

Turning around, I saw the dim sun peeking through the smoke veiled sky. Walking off into the sunset, I went off looking for my next kill.
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THEFT OF INDEPENDENCE

A Scottish Independence Detective Mystery Short Story

Detective Amy Sawkins loved everything about the wonderful night, there was such a sense of magic, freedom and utter celebration in the air as all of Scotland celebrated their freedom. 

Amy loved that Scotland, after centuries of slavery to England, was now free. It was amazing that decades of fighting peacefully, demanding freedom and standing up for the rights of Scottish people had finally given them their freedom.

Amy might not have been born in Scotland (she was born in awful England to her horror) but after living here for two decades and hating UK politics and how they abused Scotland so badly, she was extremely glad to be living in a free country.

Even now she had no idea why she moved to Scotland in the first place, she was perfectly okay in London, but she never wanted to be okay, she wanted to thrive, be happy and be loved. And that was why Scotland was her home, and she wouldn’t have it any other way.

The smell of gunpowder shattered Amy’s celebration focus as she snapped back into the crime scene where she was, she didn’t want to be investigating a crime on this night. She wanted to be in the streets with her family, friends and boyfriend celebrating Scotland’s achievement.

But oh no, because some idiot had decided to break into a government building, Amy was stuck with some crime scene techs whilst the rest of the country partied like their lives depended on it. Amy was not impressed.

As she looked around the smooth marble walls of the little box room she was in, Amy hated the cold of the wind blowing in through the shattered window, and the crime scene techs took photos, dusted for prints and gathered whatever evidence they could.

Hints of horrible gunpowder, bitter coffee and even some fruit cake assaulted Amy’s senses as she stared at the remains of a wooden desk that once stood there, she wasn’t sure the purpose of the building, let alone what was housed in the office. 

But Amy’s eyes narrowed on a wall safe that was wide open and had clearly been emptied out. The massive black marks on the safe’s door told Amy everything she needed to know, and it just sickened her.

Someone had taken advantage of the nation’s freedom, partying and celebrating to attack this place and steal from the Scottish Government. If the crime had taken place any other time, Amy wouldn’t have been impressed.

Yet it happened today of all days so she was fuming. It was disgusting anyone would dare attack the Scottish Government today, to Amy this wasn’t just an attack on her Government, this was an attack on her people (or at least her adoptive people).

When Amy heard the crime scene techs stop their clicking, dusting and collecting, she looked at them and stood up perfectly straight as a man in a long black suit, shoes and a horrible blue tie walked in.

Amy had a good guess who he was, from everything she had seen about the senior positions in the Scottish Government, Amy could have sworn this was the Deputy First Minister (or deputy Prime Minister as he was now known). Even just that change in title made Amy smile and get excited, after decades of wanting freedom she was actually going to get it.

When the Deputy Prime Minister stopped and stared at Amy, she wasn’t sure what to do exactly. The highest ranking person she had had the pleasure of seeing was the head of the police force, not a government person, so she had no idea what the protocol was here. Did she bow?

“Detective Sawkins?” he asked.

Amy waved her head at the crime scene techs to continue and she nodded. “Yes,”

“How goes the investigation?” 

Amy was about to tell him she had only just arrived but the question that begged for her attention was why was the most powerful man in Scotland here? 

“I thought you would be off celebrating Deputy Prime Minister,” Amy said. 

He smiled and gestured towards the broken safe. “Our freedom is useless unless we can keep it,” 

Amy’s eyes narrowed on him. That made no sense at all, Scotland was only a country of two, maybe three million people and despite the voting age being lowered to 16 years old, all the votes had been counted, validated and sent to London before early evening.

The vote was over, Scotland was free. What could go wrong?

“I’m sorry Sir but I don’t understand,” Amy said.

“Inside that safe were the original validation documents signed by the Counters, me and the First... Prime Minister of Scotland,” 

Amy shrugged. 

“We sent copies to London but they weren’t happy. In a few hours the UK prime Minister is coming here personally to double check the results and if those documents aren’t there then he will nullify the vote,”

Amy laughed, more out of shock than anything else. “What? He can’t do that. The vote was fair, democratic and it wasn’t rigged,”

The Deputy Prime Minister took a step closer to Amy’s ear. “I don’t care that you aren’t Scottish by blood. But you must know our history. From the Old Alliance with France to Scots trying to build an empire during the Colony times to much more recent political acts. Whenever Scotland tries to do much better than the English, the English damage us,”

Amy nodded. She had studied Scottish History at university and it was twisted, awful and beyond understanding, and he was right, whenever Scotland tried to do well for itself the English would create some law, send some order or do something else to stop them.

Amy was never going to allow the UK government to do that this time. She had to find those validation documents.

***
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Half an hour later, Amy leant against the cold white window in her office as she watched the massive street parties in Edinburgh. People were jammed packed in the high street, dancing, singing and celebrating life. Then even Amy’s favourite attraction, Edinburgh Castle, was firing firework after firework in a stunning array of colours.

Amy couldn’t fail her people. 

Amy forced herself away from the window and sat at her massive oak table and looked at her computer. She clicked on the rushed lab results from the break-in and she was hardly impressed.

She wanted the criminal to make some kind of mistake, something that would allow her to save Scotland and go to the party she had wanted to go to quickly. 

That clearly wasn’t going to happen.

The results showed a few partial prints, some black fibres from the safe and some drops of blood on the shattered glass. To normal people that might have sounded like a lot of evidence to go on, but Amy had been doing this far too long now to know better than to get her hopes up.

According to the lab reports, the blood belonged to a white man and that was it. Unless Amy could find someone to compare the blood to it was as good as a paper coat in a storm, and as for the black fibres they were just your standard black tracksuit.

But something that Amy couldn’t understand was why the criminal would want the validation papers? That knowledge was specialised at best, she was well educated and studied election law for a term at university, but she still didn’t know that validation documents were important.

She certainly didn’t know the UK Government would claim an election was invalid and nullify it. 

Amy stood up and paced around her office for a while as she wondered who would know about the documents. It had to be someone within the government or someone working for the UK Government. Just the idea of that was disgusting, the vote was 80% in favour of independence so the idea someone from the minority would want to stop a democratic process was awful.

It was one of the reasons why she voted to leave, she didn’t want to be ruled by a government Scotland didn’t have the power to elect, but she knew some people preferred this fake democracy.

“Hello,” a man said from Amy’s door.

When Amy looked up at him, she instantly smiled as she stared at the beautiful smooth face and fit body of her stunning boyfriend Peter. She loved how his tight jeans and blue shirt left little to the imagination, she was definitely lucky in having him to herself.

And it was useful he was a detective too.

“Thought you were partying with our friends?” Amy asked.

Peter walked in and kissed her. “I couldn’t leave you alone tonight. A crime scene tech filled me in and asked me to make you check your emails,”

Amy’s eyebrows rose and she clicked on her emails to see a brand-new one with an attachment from an officer that she knew worked with the techs a fair bit.

“Look at this,” Amy said as she opened the video clip in the email. 

As Amy played it, she couldn’t believe it as she saw two men dressed in black kick in the reinforced glass window and break into the safe. At first she couldn’t believe it, because how would two men be able to shatter a reinforced window with just their kicks?

Then Peter pointed to the types of boots they were wearing. “Steel toe-cap. I recognise the brand from what my brother worn back in the day,”

Amy frowned as Peter gently pushed her aside and started searching for more security footage on her computer.

But it was all still bothering Amy how the criminals knew about the validation documents, she was convinced that was the key and as Amy replayed the footage mentally she realised the criminals didn’t double check if they had the right address. They knew exactly when to kick, attack and extract the documents from.

This was a professional job.

Somewhere in the back of Amy’s mind she started to think about MI5 starting to interfere and wanting to destroy the legitimacy of the election, it was possible. But unlikely, surely?

“Here,” Peter said, as he played a new piece of footage. 

As he played the new footage for her, Amy focused on the images of the two men in their black tracksuits walking away from the street parties and towards a rather old stone house in Edinburgh. 

It was definitely in the more expensive areas of the City and for some reason Amy just doubted these two criminals had enough money to buy a house in the neighbourhood, which only confirmed what Amy feared most. 

That someone from the government was behind this.

“Who lives there?” Amy asked.

Peter did a quick search and frowned. “The Deputy Prime Minister,” 

Amy felt her stomach flip, tense and churn as everything she feared was coming true. 

But Amy
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