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Detective Jason Jenkins absolutely loved walking up the narrow little road of his ex-boyfriend’s. It was always the same and it was great to see that nothing had changed since they had broken up. All the semi-detached houses with their bright orange bricks were still the same, the windows were always clean and all the little front gardens were perfectly done.

Jason was hardly impressed that the damn pavement was still as lumpy, chipped and filled with little holes as it always had. He wanted to focus on the houses and the neighbourhood but he couldn’t because a rogue chip in the pavement might take him out.

When it was really cold his silly left knee still got sore because of a fall he had had when him and his ex had been carrying too many bags of shopping and had fallen off the pavement. Those damn chips and holes in the pavement were just lethal as far as Jason was concerned.

Jason shook the stupid memory away and he smiled at the sweet aromas of cherry, apple and blueberry pies that filled the air as he went past one house. It looked exactly like all the others but he had always liked the woman who lived there.

Ms Oliver was a wonderful lady and Jason had loved talking to her when in the evening and even baking with her when his ex had working late. She was a great woman and Jason was definitely going to catch up with her later on.

He was impressed to see some of the homeowners had decided to plant some roses and lavender, but they were the minority. Everyone else seemed just to be the exact same, but then again Jason really understood that people didn’t have the time to focus on their gardens these days.

He would have loved to spend more time in his own garden, attending to his flowers, vegetables and some exotic plants that his current boyfriend Felix had brought him on his travels around the world as a leading banker. Jason really did love Felix, he was just perfect, wonderful and hot as hell.

It was just a shame that being a detective was such a job at times but Jason wouldn’t have changed anything for the world. He loved helping people, putting criminals behind bars and just making the world a more just place.

When he got to the end of the street Jason frowned as he reached the dead end where his ex-boyfriend lived. The semi-detached house was exactly the same with its bright orange bricks as everyone else but the rusting black SUV on the drive told him his ex hadn’t changed.

Jason hated that his Superintendent had “gifted” him the honour of answering the 999 call. He hadn’t wanted to do it and he really wished he had passed it on to someone else but the call had been deemed serious enough to not be fake but not serious enough for a patrol officer to respond to, so Jason had sadly been given the short straw.

It was even worse that he had literally finished a robbery case about an hour ago and for once there weren’t any new cases lined up for him. Now he really wished there had been.

“I didn’t expect you to come,” a woman said.

Jason looked to his left and saw his ex-boyfriend’s sister Elena was walking towards him. She still looked as amazing as she always did with her white blouse, blue tennis shoes and black trousers that made her look a million dollars. Her husband might have been a lucky man, but Jason wasn’t sure.

“I didn’t expect to be given the call to respond to,” Jason said. “Do you know what happened?”

Elena shrugged. “Called and told me to get over here immediately and it was important,”

Jason laughed. His ex had always liked saying those types of stupid things when they were together when all he really wanted was sex and Jason just wanted to work.

Jason went over to the brown wooden door and knocked on it.

It was already open.

Jason rolled his eyes because this might have been serious after all so he took out his baton and got Elena to stand behind him.

Jason opened the door and was immediately overwhelmed by the smell of rich, greasy KFC. It was a sensational smell that Jason flat out loved but his ex didn’t like chicken for a reason he never shared. He never would have had KFC in his house.

Jason went along the short blue hallway with a staircase, living room and bathroom all jetting out from it.

The bathroom was clean, that was surprising enough in itself, and Jason checked the small living room. He couldn’t believe it was still as cosy as it always was with the massive TV on the wall, the small black sofa him and his ex used to cuddle up on in the evening and the glass cabinets along the far wall that housed all sorts of weird little items they had bought together on their trips.

Jason had loved those trips and he was surprised his ex had kept them after all this time.

His ex wasn’t in the room though.

Jason went through a small archway towards the kitchen with its chrome finishings. The chrome worktops were sterile, there wasn’t even a loaf of bread on the side and everything was positioned like his ex had never lived here.

Jason even checked the little chrome kettle and just as he had guessed, it was empty of water something his ex had never done. Someone had gone through the ground floor at the very least and cleaned everything.

“Don’t touch anything else,” Jason said to Elena. “I think a forensic team are going to be needed,”

Elena folded her arms. “What’s happening? Where’s my brother?”

“I don’t know,” Jason said, “but I need to know what time did he call you?”

“15:00. That’s one hour ago. You cannot clean any entire house forensically or whatever you said within an hour, surely?”

Jason couldn’t disagree even the professional crew his friends worked for couldn’t do a house that quickly. He wasn’t sure what that meant except there was a chance that the call to Elena was fake or his ex was a part of this criminal plot.

“Do you ever say his name?” Elena asked.

Jason laughed. “No, I just refer to him as the Ex,”

“He did love you, you know, and his name is Jack,”

Jason nodded. He had loved Jack too but Jack didn’t respect him, care about his career or give a damn about him being a cop and what that meant. It had been Jason finding the coke stash in Jack’s garage that had broken him.

He just couldn’t be dealing with that whilst being a cop.

“He’s clear too, has been for about a year,” Elena said.

Jason nodded and went up the little staircase towards the three bedrooms. The landing still smelt of wonderful KFC but the air was colder up here and Jason really wasn’t sure why the taste of warm chicken was forming on his tongue. Jack hated chicken, he would never let it in the house.

Jason went into the two spare rooms and they were as filled with crap as they always had been. Jason had never understood how Jack could find so much crap to fill cardboard box after box and perfectly organise it in the spare rooms.

Then Jason went into the master bedroom, his old room, and he just hissed as it looked exactly the same. The massive Queen-sized bed still had the delightfully soft white sheets that Jason had really enjoyed making love to Jack in, the white chest of draws and the in-built wardrobe were both still there and they looked as French and perfect as they always did.

Even the immense floor-to-ceiling windows that went out onto a small balcony area that just wasn’t practical at all were still perfectly clean.

“He couldn’t bring himself to change it,” Elena said. “I wanted him to but he just couldn’t,”

“Where is he?” Jason asked. “We’ve searched the entire house and we have to make sure he’s okay,”

Jason was surprised he cared that much but he just wanted his ex to be okay, safe and alive. He didn’t care about the past and he didn’t care what had happened between them, he just wanted, needed Jack to be okay.

There was movement out on the landing.

Jason went to turn around but Elena gasped and Jason felt the cold metal barrel of a gun press against the back of his head.

“Move over there,” a woman said.

Jason went to the other side of the bedroom and frowned as he focused on the awful woman with the Glock. She wasn’t that tall but in her long black trench coat, floppy hat and high heels, Jason couldn’t deny she looked scary as hell.

She sort of had that professional sexy assassin vibe to her that Jason had heard a lot of straight men talk about over the years, but never really understood it until now.

“Where is Jack?” the woman asked.

“I was hoping you could tell me that,” Jason said really wanting to know himself. 

“I broke in earlier to find him and then I was about to drive away when I noticed you two come in. I thought you might know what was happening,” the woman said.

“Who are you?” Elena asked.

“Oh of course how rude of me. My name is Sophie Cliffe, Jack’s ex-girlfriend. It seems he went bisexual after you dumped him but he dumped me and I do not take no for an answer,”

“So what’s your plan?” Jason asked. “Wait for him to come home and then torture him until he loves you,”

Jason shook his head as the damn woman nodded. He didn’t love Jack any more but he didn’t want him to suffer, he wasn’t a monster. All he wanted was for Jack to be okay but Jason knew that was impossible if Sophie got to him first.

“We don’t know where he is,” Jason said, “but if we go downstairs and make each other a cup of tea I am sure he will be back shortly,”

“There’s no teabags sorry,” Sophie said. 

“Why?” Elena asked taking a step closer.

“Because I am a paid assassin by trade and I like cleaning a house. I find it relaxing to get rid of a person’s identity and DNA after I kill them, but I started cleaning early and I never liked his teabags,”

“Same,” Jason said hoping to build a rapport with her. “They have a weird bitter taste to them don’t they?”

“Totally,” Sophie said taking a few steps towards Jason.

Jason so badly wanted to jump her but he wasn’t sure. He wanted to defeat her, to save Elena and Jack but he wanted a little more information first. If he could make her confess to a bunch of murders then there might even be a chance of him making homicide one day.

“Have you killed anyone famous or wouldn’t I have heard of you before?” Jason asked.

Sophie laughed. “Detective Jason Jenkins I am so good at my job that I never leave a body behind. I never get caught and all my victims are officially missing persons so I will always be okay. Unlike you,”

Jason forced himself not to take a step back as she came closer to him. Elena looked like she was going to make a move but Jason shook his head.

She didn’t listen. She jumped
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