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Private Investigator Leo Ashley just shook their head as they looked at the massive flowery display Sarah, their personal assistant, had done them on the massive ancient oak desk that covered half the office. Leo had always liked the office more than they cared to admit. 

It was their little slice of heaven and a safe beacon whenever they weren’t investigating a case, saving lives or simply doing stakeouts. Leo wasn’t a massive fan of stakeouts but clients loved to pay the bills so it was worth it.

And it was always worth it to see the happy, smiling face of a client. Leo really did love being a private investigator.

There wasn’t actually a lot to dislike about the office. Leo had always liked its large square design, with a small kitchenette in one tiny corner where they could make their morning coffee and afternoon tea. Leo had always enjoyed the bright warming sunlight that shone through the floor-to-ceiling windows that made the office seem classy, modern and like they were a well-to-do private investigator.

But as Leo just looked at the massive flowery display that covered the entirety of their desk. And made the entire office stink of lavender, roses and lilacs, Leo really wasn’t impressed and this just wasn’t normal.

Sarah had always mentioned that she loved flowers, Leo understood it and whenever they needed a flower opinion on a case. Leo had always gone to her because she was the expert but this was just flat out weird.

The rest of the office building was silent and Leo really wanted to know where their assistant was. Sarah was normally always on time, she was always dressed smart and she had never made a mess before.

Leo supposed they couldn’t be too angry. Sarah might have been busy last night, Leo always let her use the office space for whatever she wanted. They normally allowed her to paint, do crafts and even host dinner dates in the conference room for all her friends, because it was the nice thing to do.

But Sarah wasn’t here and that was seriously starting to concern Leo more than they ever wanted to admit.

They went over to the heavily-scented desk that made Leo want to cough more and more. They might have been non-binary but they could see the card written out on top perfectly. It was a small white card with black writing on it clearly in Sarah’s handwriting.

It read it doesn’t matter about the child. I will still love it.

Leo just grinned. They and their wife had been telling all their friends lately and everyone important to them that they were going to raise the kid gender-neutral until they were old enough to decide for themselves. Leo didn’t mind that and if the kid wanted to be a boy, girl or whatever then they were going to support them no matter what.

It wasn’t gender that made a kid a great person, it was the love, support and affection that was given to them. And Leo was going to love their kid so damn much.

Sarah still wasn’t here.

Leo took out their phone and dialled Sarah. 

A moment later a loud ring echoed across the entire office and Leo realised the ring was actually coming from the desk itself. 

They managed to search the desk and Leo found under a small pile of roses, Sarah’s black phone was still turned on, ringing and no one else had phoned her.

Leo couldn’t believe that Sarah was missing. She was such an amazing person, such a great worker and she was so damn popular. Leo was still amazed even after working with her for ten years how popular she was, they could be walking down the street and ten people could ask how she was these days.

Sarah lived on her phone and Leo doubted she even knew how to turn it off. Sarah was just never ever off the bloody thing.

Leo just bit their lower lip as they realised that Sarah really was in trouble and this wasn’t a joke, it wasn’t her trying to be harsh or anything like that.

She was actually in trouble and she needed his help, now.

Leo was tempted to call the police but they realised the flowers had to be the key. Leo had seen Sarah like and pick and bring in a lot of flowers before but never roses or lavender. 

Leo actually doubted Sarah even liked lavender. It was such a strong awful smell and Sarah had always liked sweet and more subtle tones. Lavender was just way, way too strong for her and that meant the kidnapper (and hopefully not killer) had brought them in.

Leo carefully searched through the flowers to see if the kidnapper hadn’t taken off the tags. Maybe there was still a sign of the kidnapper, a piece of forensic evidence or anything else that the kidnapper might have left behind.

There was nothing.

Leo had searched through every single flower when they realised each one was perfectly (almost forensically) clean and that was a mistake and rather revealing in itself.

Leo went over to the floor-to-ceiling windows and looked down at the wide cobblestone street below and tens upon tens of ancient masonry buildings lining it. The kidnapper hadn’t been normal and just grabbed a bunch of flowers and laid them out on the table.

They had been careful, cleaned them and made sure not a single flower could be traced back to them. That meant the kidnapper had been planning this for days, maybe even weeks or months and that meant Sarah was targeted.

Or maybe Leo was being targeted and Sarah was being held hostage so someone could get to them.

Leo shook their head as they knew of only one single person on this Earth that would be evil enough to do such a thing.

Their father.

Leo had never liked their father. He was harsh, evil and extremely backwards about the state of the world and trans rights, but that wasn’t what this was about.

Leo hated how their father had hated Sarah from the moment Leo had mentioned she was working for him. Their father had just never understood why a woman would be working in a male-dominated world.

Their father had always believed that women shouldn’t be investigators or assistants. They should simply be stuck in the kitchen and hurt if they left.

Leo grabbed their car keys because they had to see their father and Leo wasn’t leaving without Sarah. 

No matter what it took.
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About an hour later, Leo slowly drove up along the black gravel driveway towards their father’s little cottage. Leo had always liked how the yellow stone blocks of the cottage were weathered, chipped and looked like they had stood for a thousand years without collapsing. It was often how they described themselves, they had endured a lot of trauma and abuse over the years.

But now Leo was finally their true self and that was simply amazing.

Leo noticed movement at the bottom window and a grumpy ancient face was frowning back. There was a massive black SUV parked in one corner and Leo had no intention of allowing their father to escape so they parked in front of it.

Leo got out the car and was surprised at the sheer amount of damp, smoke and charred wood in the air. Their father was clearly having a house inside and maybe he was right too. The dark grey sky was hardly that inspiring but Leo just wanted to get Sarah and leave.

They went over to the massive brown front door and knocked on it. The deafening pounding echoed through the entire house and Leo wanted to punch their father for daring to do this.

A moment later their father opened the door, and their father laughed at him. Leo hated how their father looked with his awful frown lines, cardigan that didn’t fit him and he looked like a wreck. Leo had tried to help him over the years but their father was just foul.

Leo really did support why their mother had divorced the old bastard. Their mother just wanted to be happy with her life, and Leo understood that feeling all too well.

“What do you want man?” their father asked.

Leo smiled because they had always hated how their father had used that single word like a sword against them. This wasn’t the time for correction though, Leo knew who they were and that was all that mattered.

“Where’s Sarah?” Leo asked. “I know you took her and now I want you to free her,”

Their father smiled. “That little woman never should have worked for you. She was a left-winger and she supported your deluded crap. You are a man and you have to accept that or I will kill everyone who supports that crap,”

Leo just looked at their father. They couldn’t, just couldn’t believe that Sarah was dead because she was trying to be a good person, a good human being and the bestest friend he ever could have asked for.

“Get out,” their father said.

Leo pushed past him and went through a horrible dirty corridor and went into a massive living room. The sheer aroma of urine was choking and overwhelming, Leo hated it but they had never ever suspected to see Sarah just sitting there with a cup of coffee.

Leo just stared at Sarah with her long brown hair, perfect body and beautifully innocent eyes that were a strange mixture of fear and thanks for seeing them. Leo didn’t understand what was happening but they wanted to find out so badly.

The cold metal of a blade against their back made Leo realise that wasn’t happening peacefully.

“I was just getting to know my little house guest,” their father said placing Leo in a headlock. “I was just seeing what she liked, disliked and we were planning a life together,”

“He’s crazy,” Sarah said. “He took me, threatened to kill you if I didn’t go,”

“That’s what a good woman does-”

“Enough,” Leo said knowing their father was about to say something extremely sexist.

“I don’t want to hear another word out of you
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