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The holidays were such a dumb time of year for anyone let alone me, Private Detective Peter Griffins.

If the holidays were such a wonderful time of year with happiness, joy and all the other absolute rubbish, then I had no idea why I was standing outside a very large red metal shipping container, on a long dark street with no one on it. 

Oh wait, I know exactly why I’m here. The Holidays were dumb, I didn’t have a family so I had to come to a stupid bar in the middle of nowhere just to be near some other idiots because that was where I had to be apparently during December. Whoever made up that rule was simply stupid.

The red shipping container wasn’t exactly Christmas cheer but at least the owner Frank tried. I kept telling him each year to stop being silly but he said he wanted to make an effort.

Believe me, I looked at the slaughtered, gloomy cigars outside the container every single year as they littered the damp, ice frozen ground and nothing could make the container seem happy. Even the cigars looked grateful to be dead now, at least they didn’t have the misfortune of looking at the container and its so-called marvellous decorations.

Frank had of course tried to make the container look good with dead decaying tinsel hanging off the container. I think it was meant to be red or green or even purple but I have no clue now.

It was all bleached out and dead. As dead as I was inside.

I leant against the God-awful icy coldness of the metal shipping container and enjoyed as the sheer coldness tried to burn me through my thick black trench coat. I needed to feel alive after the sheer trauma of having my bank card declined because apparently I didn’t pay my credit card bills or my overdraft last month. Stupid banks and their money gathering schemes. I paid those bills, I was going to at the very least.

The entire neighbourhood just beyond the container showed how awful this place was. The container was sitting on a long dark street without any street lamps, any road signs or anything else that normal neighbourhoods had.

I was sure the street used to have different signs and safety rubbish, but these chavs and scally peeps properly ripped them down and used them for plates or baking trays.

Yeah. That was the sort of stupid neighbourhood I was in, and the only sound in this entire God-awful place was the drunk laughter of nobs in the container behind me. Complete and utter nonsense that I just tolerated each year.

Even the street was absolutely awful filled with massive potholes filled with deadly, disease-ridden water because the neighbourhood had no working sewage system.  Thankfully, the air didn’t smell too bad and it almost just smelt of cigar smoke from all the little cigar-corpses around me.

There wasn’t even a partly alive corpse for me to save. I loved using half-smoked cigars because those damn things were expensive and I had to spend my money on whiskey, scotch and burning coffee. Not some cigar crap.

I was about to go and start calling a cab so they would ride me home back to my wet, damp and gloomy hellhole of an apartment. Well, that was if the idiot cab driver could find the container, survive the pothole obstacle course and put up with me on the way home. So many silly drivers dumped me on the side of the road, when something caught my eye.

Apparently I was opinionated. The dickheads.

There was a very thin young woman running down the long dark street opposite me. I could only see her because she was using her phone light to see.

She certainly didn’t belong here. She was very fit, young and looked far too innocent. The woman looked banging in her longish but tasteful black dress that accented her okay-looking brown hair and even from this distance she looked to have the eyes of innocence.

I doubted the woman wasn’t a virgin bless her.

“Excuse me,” she said as she started crossing the street.

I just rolled my eyes at her. She had to be some idiot to come over to me. I’m six-six wearing a massive trench coat, black leather gloves and my frown lines were immense.

This woman was clearly stupid and she had never been to this place before. She was going to get eaten alive here in very short order unless I did something.

No. I do not help people. I might be a private investigator but apparently I’m a bully, shady and an awful person. I certainly do not help random silly women just because she’s lost.

“Excuse me,” the woman said more firmly.

“Listen lady,” I said. “You need to get out of here now. This ain’t a good neighbourhood and if these people see you here they will attack you, have fun with you and you will never escape here until you’re in the ground,”

The young woman nodded like she already knew that. She was even more stupid than I imagined. She knew the danger and yet she was still here.

“I know the neighbourhood this is now,” the young woman said. “I know I don’t have the look of you folk that you protect me here but my friend does have the look. And she’s in danger. I need to help her,”

I laughed.

I have always loved the sheer stupidity of youth these days. These young people clearly have no idea what happens in an awful neighbourhood like this and the crimes that even I don’t pay attention to.

“Listen,” I said, “if your friend does have the look but she’s in danger. She’s really gone. Just move on and forget about her. I’m a private investigator and I have to do that,”

Damnit. I hated myself for mentioning that I was a private investigator, clearly some dumb part of me was still wanting to help her.

“I will pay you twenty thousand pounds if my friend is bought back alive and unharmed,” she said.

I actually looked at her for a moment. I did love money, I didn’t care about this young woman and her friend, but I could buy some great whiskey with twenty thousand pounds. And there was something excellent about this woman’s appearance and manner and attitude that made me believe she really did have twenty thousand pounds in her possession.

“I need new whiskey anyway,” I said. “Where is your friend then?”

The young woman just smiled and I just knew that stupid grin anywhere. She had hunted me down and convinced me to help her. Damn her.

“She said she was working her job at the Pleasure Palace two nights ago and she was never seen again,” the young woman said.

I rolled my eyes. When these young people learn the silliness in their ways, you just don’t do something as stupid as becoming a pleasure girl or whatever the hell they call themselves these days in dodgy areas like this.

Hell, even more so when the Pleasure Palace was run by a local gangster. I mean do these young people not read, watch TV or movies. That would help them a lot but these idiots are all probably too busy on social media and whatnot.

“Please help me,” she said.

I did not want to help her or her friend but I wanted the money, I wanted the whiskey and I wanted to punch the local gangster right in the balls. 

“I need your name love,” I said as I started walking down the long dark street.

“My name is Ariana Collins,” she said as she quickly followed behind me.

I just smiled because that was a silly pompous name belonging to a very pompous and even sillier woman. 

But I just hoped by the time we walked to the Pleasure Palace I would have a plan on how to get my money and save the girl because I didn’t have one right now.

Not a plan at all.
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The Pleasure Palace was exactly the sort of God-awful hellhole that I imagined given the neighbourhood. Because as soon as I was inside with Ariana, we both leant against the horrible depressing wooden bar that was tucked away in one corner. The bar was foul with random strings of semen and sticky alcohol everywhere making my fingers almost become attached to the bar itself.

I would have happily burned it all down. The bar didn’t even have much alcohol or at least the good stuff. It was all cheap knock-offs with clear glass bottles with fake, damp labels on them making the ink running off them. Clearly no one in this neighbourhood cared about fake alcohol.

I did though, so I was certainly not ordering from a foul place like this, and to be honest the rest of the bar wasn’t any better.

There wasn’t a single shitty Christmas decoration anywhere in the massive box-room that formed the seating area for the bar. The dark brown wooden floors were sticky, mouldy and just horrible and I could have sworn I saw strings of semen dripping across the floor.

The air was salty with hints of cheap alcohol, disgusting peppermint and ridiculous ginger filling it. I hated the smell of the place let alone what actually happened here.

There was a large gap in the dark deadly black walls that were covered in strips of metal chains that led deeper into the building. I had already seen a few barely clothed young women, older men and even some very young men walk in and out of that door since we had arrived.

“Where is my friend?” Ariana asked, clearly uncomfortable in a place like this.

“As soon as I arrived I suspect the barman went off to tell the owner I was here and the local gangster will turn up very soon,” I said knowing exactly how my reputation was perceived in hellholes like this.

And it was a great fact to know that I had already done jobs for the lowlife scum of the owner a few times, but I wouldn’t sacrifice a working relationship that had given me hundreds of thousands of pounds over the years for a mere young woman.

It just wasn’t my way.

“Investigator Peter Griffins, what do I owe this pleasure?” a man said from behind me.

I looked at the local gangster, Tiny Tim, in his six foot-six muscular build I was shocked that he looked so disgusting in his tight, clearly worn three-piece black suit, and even worse he had a bleached-white gloomy looking piece of tinsel hanging around his neck. He might have well not have bothered.

He was pathetic.

“What you want Peter?” Tiny Tim asked.

“This mere woman wants her friend back,” I said gesturing to Ariana who was nervously nursing a dirty glass of gin.

“You? Are you Sally’s friend?” Tiny Tim asked. “You ain’t as boney as she described,”

I had to agree with Tiny Tim. Ariana was all skin and bone that none of the men in this neighbourhood liked those sort of women but then again men in this neighbourhood weren’t exactly fussy.

“I want my friend back. Sally came here two nights ago and she hasn’t been home yet. I called around and found you kill people,” Ariana said.

Wow. I have met some dumbass people in my time but for a woman who flat out didn’t belong here to point out to a local gangster that he was a killer. That was stupid. Especially when we were in his palace filled with his employees and his customers and
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