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Before I became a detective, I experienced some of the worst cruelties that anyone can 

experience. My life in my childhood and teenage years were some of the worst in my life. My 

parents disappeared when I was three and my grandparents were killed ten years later. After my 

grandparents were killed, I was sent to several foster homes over the next five years where I was 

often bullied and teased by the adults as well as the other children in the home.  

Growing up and finishing school was hard enough until I had met my first true friend 

Samantha Thomas. Samantha stuck with me regardless what had happened during my childhood 

and teenage years. Little did I realize all that was only the beginning. After I finished high school 

I went on and graduated from the police academy where I finished first in the class. Despite 

being raped, beaten, shot, nearly killed and seeing several of my friends and colleagues being 

shot and almost being killed nothing that I had experienced would get me prepared for what I 

was about to see.    

It was a dark and cold night in the outer skirts of London where several hundred people 

gathered dressed in white and dark robes gathered together around a huge bonfire. The leader of 

the gang was dressed in a yellow robe and had an awful looking wooden mask the type you 

might find on a witch doctor.  The gang was known for dealing major drugs like opium and 

heroin as well as getting run away and homeless children hooked onto the drugs. The group had 

brought with them on this night a young homeless girl who had run away from home a few days 

earlier.            

 “Who might you be?” the leader asked the young teenage girl.   

 “It’s none of your business who I am. Where have you brought me to,” the girl screamed 

as she tried to fight back. The cult leader wasted no time in spraying a hallucinating drug in her 

face as she suddenly quieted down for a moment before falling onto the ground unconscious. 

 “That will take care of her for now. It isn’t as concentrated as the other drugs so its 

effects won’t last long. Prepare for our young friend a more concentrated shot of the drugs so she 

will be completely under our control from now on,” the leader told one of the hooded men. 

 “Yes sir,” the man said.  

The cult originally came out of Czechoslovakia but had spread out throughout Europe 

and some cartels had also started appearing in the United States. No one knew much about the 

cult or the people who dressed in the robes or where they gathered for their meetings but reports 

had come in all over the world that the cult had managed to import several billion dollars’ worth 

of drugs into England, the United States and several other countries despite the security 

precautions the countries took and anyone who knew anything about the cult or how they got the 

drugs into the countries was shot and killed.        

 

**************************************** 

 

Rick was released from the hospital after several weeks of recovery and therapy and 

although he was happy to finally be going home he was not happy that he couldn’t return to work 



even working in the officer.         

 “This isn’t fair Emma. I want to work,” Rick said as I helped him sit down in his chair. 

 “Of course, you do but you’re not completely recovered yet and the doctor says you’ll be 

out for at least eight more weeks,” I said calmly.       

 “Do you realize Emma how miserable the hospital stay was and not knowing what was 

happening or what you were doing made it worse?” Rick said bitterly.    

 “Rick it will be alright. I’m just glad that you’re back at home,” I said quietly.  

 “I am too. So, what happened while I was gone,” Rick asked.    

 “Well we had trouble again with the Alphabet terrorist. He nearly killed my sister and the 

Godfather of Time used the time machine to pull a heist at Fort Knox and he too is still on the 

run and no one knows where either are but,” I started to say as Rick looked at me for second 

before speaking.           

 “What else happened? I can tell by the looks in your eyes,” Rick asked.  

 “Well we also had a run in with a black ops agent named Agent Harold Heath,” I replied. 

 “Agent Heath,” Rick replied.         

 “Yeah. Do you know him?” I asked.       

 “Agent Heath is extremely ruthless and doesn’t mind hurting or killing anyone that stands 

in his way to get his objective. In fact, the government hired him with a clause in his contract 

that allows him to use deadly force. He gets the real tough assignments especially after the 

government has used all of its other sources and the Alphabet terrorist is an assignment that 

would qualify. I’m very surprised that he didn’t try to kill you all,” Rick said as he turned and 

saw I was limping a little. “What happened did he shoot you in the butt?”    

 “He didn’t intentionally shoot me. The Alphabet terrorist and him were dueling and one 

of the bullets ricocheted off the lights on the ceiling and hit me there which hurt a little but 

Charles got hurt worse as he was shot several times,” I said calmly as I sat down.   

 “You’re extremely lucky. Most people who try to stop Agent Heath either wind up dead 

or their lives and credibility ruined. Just promise me you won’t do anything stupid or dangerous 

especially when he is around. Agent Heath will take any steps necessary to achieve his objective. 

He doesn’t mind killing you or anyone for that matter if he thinks you’re hindering his hunt and 

even if he doesn’t kill you he doesn’t mind destroying your credibility. Because he is a black 

operative he can make it that all the crimes you investigated or were a victim of concerning the 

Alphabet terrorist disappear off the books. It’ll be like being raped and watching your 

grandparents die all over again and knowing the Alphabet terrorist will get away with the crimes. 

I am saying this because I love you and don’t want to see you hurt all over again. Emma, do you 

remember the time I told you my parents and grandparents were killed by the Alphabet terrorist,” 

Rick said calmly.          

 “Yes I do why,” I asked.         

 “The Alphabet terrorist raped and killed several people in Ireland at time including my 

parents and grandparents. It was at this time I met Agent Heath who had been hired in Ireland to 

try to catch another terrorist. As far as I know no one has ever had any success in catching the 

Alphabet Terrorist and during our investigation into the Lord of Crime we accidentally got in 

Agent Heath’s way and he made us pay. He said he didn’t want to kill me as I was a child to him 

then, but death would had been preferable. He made all our cases we were working on suddenly 

disappear off the books just to show us he was not playing around. All the rape cases, all the 

murder cases, all the burglary cases even if they were not directly tied in with the Lord of Crime 

were wiped out. He did it with a blink of an eye and told us he had no bones to ruin us if it came 



down to it,” Rick said calmly as we looked at each other for a moment before I stood up and 

spoke as I started going into the kitchen.         

 “I will be extremely careful when dealing with Agent Heath,” I said quickly before 

turning around and facing Rick again. “Did you know that he said that I should just quite being a 

detective and get married and stay at the house? He also says I’m too emotional to be a good 

detective.”           

 “Ah Agent Heath has never been kind to anyone. He has always been extremely arrogant, 

and his work has always been for his personal glory and fortune,” Rick replied calmly.  

 “You can say that again. He is trying to go for the $50 million bounty on the Alphabet 

terrorist’s head,” I said.          

 “The bounty is fifty million dollars whoa! I am very surprised that the bounty isn’t much 

higher considering all the atrocities that the Alphabet terrorist has committed,” Rick said as he 

turned on the television.          

 “Police and Scotland Yard are baffled yet again with the disappearance of two more girls 

Jasmine Wilson age 14 and Marianne Johnson age 13. Both girls have recently been reported as 

runaways and police believe that both girls may now be under the control of the dark cartel that 

is known for its dealings in drugs,” the reporter said. Rick and I looked at the television as the 

reporter continued to speak. “Speaking of the drug cartel Scotland Yard detectives has arrested 

two men Harold Simms and Charlie Moss on suspicions of dealing crack cocaine and other high-

level drugs on the streets. Both men are suspected of having connections to the cartel and neither 

man is saying anything to the police.”         

 “I tell you Emma if you have never worked on a drug case it can be extremely bad. No 

amount of training or experience can get anyone ready to lose their family and career over 

drugs,” Rick said as the phone rang. “Hello.”      

 “Who is it?” I asked as Rick continued talking for a minute before hanging up.  

“That was Charles. Emma you better go home and get ready. It looks like you will have a 

long trip. He just called and told me that you will be going to London to help thee police solve 

the case.”  

I sighed. I really didn’t want to go as this was the first time Rick had been home for 

several weeks but I could tell by the looks of his eyes he really wanted me to go and I said 

nothing. We both stood up and grabbed each other and stood there for several minutes hugging 

before I left for my new assignment.  

.    

****************************************** 

 

I hardly got any sleep the night before and the next morning was the most miserable day I 

had in a while. Everyone in the office was extremely busy and no one seemed to look at me as I 

walked slowly into the office. Charles was on the phone talking with the feds as I walked into the 

office.             

 “Sit right down Emma,” Charles said sternly as he hung up the phone. “You and your 

friend Samantha Thomas will be going back to London to help Scotland Yard solve a case 

involving a mysterious dark cartel that is known for its drug importation. The same group is also 

believed to kidnap young runaway children off the street and drug them so they can control the 

children. The drugs that the cartel uses are very hallucinating and even one shot of these drugs 

will allow the cartel absolute control over your mind and body. The lieutenant at Scotland Yard 

told me that it is rumored that one of the drugs that the cartel uses on the children makes the 



children appear to be dead when in fact they are not. So, I really want you two to be careful over 

there.”           

 “You’re not coming with us Charles,” I asked, with disbelief in my voice.   

 “I cannot come even though I want to. The feds have ordered me to go and explain why 

we hindered Agent Heath and kept him from capturing the Alphabet terrorist. Agent Heath is 

trying to get our badges and weapons and I am going there to keep that from happening,” Charles 

said as I said nothing else. Samantha entered the office as Charles looked up and spoke again. 

“Ah I am very glad you came in. I just explained to Emma that both of you will be going to 

London and helping Scotland Yard investigate a shadowy cartel but please be careful both of 

you. From what I heard the drugs we’re talking about are extremely dangerous and there’s no 

better way to control someone than to poison their mind and body.”     

 “When are we leaving?” Samantha asked.       

 “Your flight leaves in five hours,” Charles said as Samantha and I stood up and before we 

could leave he spoke again. “Please be careful and come back safely. And by the way how is our 

friend doing?” 

“Rick, is bored out of his mind sir. He says he is ready to come back. Can’t stand to sit 

around and do nothing,” I said.         

 “That does sound like him too,” Charles said. “We wish him a speedy recovery. Now you 

two you have a lot to do before you leave.”        

 “Yes sir,” Sam and I said.  

 

**************************************** 

 

It was another cool night in the outskirts of London as the members of the cartel again 

gathered together but this time they brought with them the two missing teenagers. Jasmine 

Wilson was a tall white girl who had dark colored hair and light green eyes and Marianne 

Johnson was a short slender white girl who had blonde hair and light brown eyes. Jasmine and 

Marianne had once been very good students at their schools but both of their families had 

recently lost their homes and both girls had recently ran away from their families as they tried to 

find work and survive but they were both kidnapped by members of the cartel who patrolled the 

streets looking for runaways. Both girls were taken before the cartel leader who was pouring in 

one of the hallucinating drugs into a bowl.        

 “What are you going to do with us? We don’t do drugs,” Jasmine yelled loudly as she 

tried getting herself free.          

 “Your body and mind now belongs to us,” the leader said as he blew the hallucinating 

drug into Jasmine’s face. Jasmine fell onto the ground rather quickly screaming the most awful 

screams you can imagine as the members of the cartel laughed at her until several minutes later 

she quit moving altogether.          

 “Is she dead?” asked one of the other cartel members as he looked at Jasmine’s body. 

 “No, you fool. She isn’t clinically dead. All of her vital organs are still working, and she 

is still breathing but she is unaware of herself and all that is happening to her. She is relieving her 

worst memories in her mind unable to scream or ask for help. Now take her back to the temple 

by the time she does come to her senses in a few hours she will be under our control,” the leader 

said as he turned to the other girl. Marianne, like Jasmine tried to fight her way out but she 

quickly fell onto the ground in immense agony as the leader blew the hallucinating dust into her 

face.             



 “Take her to the temple also. We have work for both,” the leader said to the other 

members. The men wasted no time in complying as they grabbed Jasmine and Marianne and 

took them to the old temple where they also held their other captives.   

 

*************************************** 

 

Samantha and I arrived in London where we were greeted by two friends both of whom 

now worked for the police force in downtown London. Jacqueline Wilson and Jo-Ann Carter 

both met us at the airport as soon as we landed. Jacqueline was extremely tall, had dark black 

hair and light green eyes and had just started working for the police force a few months earlier. 

Jo-Ann Carter was taller than Samantha and me but was a little shorter than Jacqueline and she 

had extremely dark red hair and dark brown eyes. She had been on the police force for now more 

than a year and was moving up through the ranks rather quickly.      

“Hello Samantha. How’s everything going? Long time no see,” Jacqueline said happily. 

 “I’m doing extremely well. Tim and I are expecting our second child soon,” Samantha 

said. This was the first time I heard Samantha say this and I was quite shocked when she turned 

to me and spoke. “Oh I’m sorry Emma I forgot to mention it to. I just have been too busy with 

work.”            

 “I know we all have. Does Charles know of this?” I asked.     

 “I haven’t told him yet either,” Samantha replied.      

 “You haven’t told anyone and yet you volunteered to come here for such a dangerous 

assignment. Did you ever consider what would happen to your unborn child if the cartel got to us 

and gave us the hallucinating drugs?” I yelled angrily.      

 “Please calm down Emma. I’m sorry. I wanted to be on this assignment with you so you 

wouldn’t be alone,” Samantha said as I looked at her for a minute before speaking calmly again. 

 “Let’s take you to a hotel and keep you somewhere where you and the child can stay safe. 

I will do this assignment alone,” I said firmly.       

 “But I thought you needed someone with this extremely dangerous assignment,” 

Samantha said.           

 “I knew beforehand that this assignment would be extremely dangerous and the chance of 

being killed was extremely high besides I don’t have a husband yet or a child with another one 

on the way. How long have you known?” I asked. Jacqueline and Jo-Ann watched us for several 

minutes as Samantha and I argued.        

 “I only found out a few days ago and that I am only ten weeks into the pregnancy,” 

Samantha said as we turned and saw Jacqueline begin to speak.     

 “If it might help matters Samantha can stay in the hotel and I can come help you with this 

case, so you won’t be alone on this case,” Jacqueline said as both Samantha and I looked at each 

other for a moment.           

 “Emma I just want you to stay safe on this case. You’re like part of my family,” 

Samantha said. “Will you be alright with this?”       

 “I will be doing well knowing that my friend and her family stay safe and yes this will 

work out very well. I do confess that trying to do this case alone makes me a little unsettled,” I 

said quietly.            

 “Well if that is settled, we do have a lot of work to do,” Jacqueline said. “The Inspector 

in charge is expecting us in an hour.”  

 



********************************* 

 

I love my friend Samantha. She means the world to me. I wanted nothing to happen to 

her. I would never forgive myself knowing that she was pregnant with her second child and I 

allowed her to proceed with this dangerous case. In truth, I was nervous and scared. I read about 

the drugs that the drug cartel was suspected of using in this case. If Sam got sprayed with it the 

drug not only would harm her but potentially kill her unborn child which was something I would 

not allow. We wasted no time in leaving the airport and then taking Samantha to a nearby hotel 

where we knew she would be safe. Jacqueline, Jo-Ann and I then proceeded to their precinct 

where the inspector was already waiting for us.      

“You are late,” the Inspector told Jacqueline and Jo-Ann before he looked at me. The 

Inspector was a hefty man who was also extremely strong. He wasn’t completely bald but he 

didn’t have much hair which was light blonde on the top of his head. He had extremely light blue 

eyes and a rough sounding voice when he spoke. I looked at the Inspector again and knew he 

wasn’t a man to be crossed.          

 “We’re sorry Inspector Daniels. We had to take her friend to the hotel,” Jacqueline said. 

 “Why did you do that? We’re supposed to have two detectives from the Early Detective 

Agency here helping us,” Inspector Daniels said angrily.      

 “Well sir, her friend Detective Thomas failed to mention to anyone that she was pregnant 

and when we found out Detective Stevens thought it was best to leave her friend in the hotel,” 

Jacqueline said.           

 “Great job Detective Stevens. You were correct to send your friend to the hotel. If your 

friend had been sprayed or injected with the hallucinating drugs, chances were extremely high 

that she would have had a miscarriage and probably would have been killed herself. The drugs 

are that darn powerful and in fact not too many people survive after a few doses of them. The 

drugs are extremely dangerous hallucinogens and cause the person who is sprayed or injected 

with them to relive their worst memories. Here is Dr. Murata to explain more specifically of the 

drugs you are going to likely encounter,” Inspector Daniels said as he pointed to Dr. Murata.  

Dr. Murata was a short man who had extremely dark black hair and dark brown eyes that 

originally moved to London from Japan in the 1970’s. He moved to London to study to get his 

medical degree and he finally received it in 1980. Dr. Murata was a medical doctor who 

specialized in psychiatry and in how drugs specifically affected the body and his twenty years in 

the field he had never seen any drugs like the ones the police had recently encounter.  

 “I tell you detectives the drugs are very potent and very lethal. I’ve seen some patients 

who had been injected with these drugs a few years ago and they tell me that they still 

occasionally have a flash black of their worst memory. They also tell me that some of them 

injected with these drugs don’t even survive after the first injection. So when I did scans of the 

patients’ brains and compared them to normal healthy brains I found that the drugs quickly went 

through the body and started causing permanent damage to the brain and other internal organs 

and in one of the patients cases the drugs caused her to become infertile,” Dr. Murata said.     

 “So we’re not dealing with drugs that you would otherwise see almost daily,” I said. 

 “No, Detective Stevens you are not. These drugs are much more potent than even heroin 

and LSD so please take extreme caution when out there. We have lost several good officers 

because of being sprayed with these drugs and in fact one officer who never even had a single 

day of depression committed suicide after being sprayed with the drugs,” Dr. Murata said 

quietly.          



 “Jacqueline do we even know how the drugs got into the country?” I asked   

“These particular drugs have only one known source and that is the ever elusive Mahan 

cartel that supposedly originated out of Czechoslovakia but unfortunately no one knows who the 

leader or members are but Scotland Yard and the DEA of the United States are working together 

on this too as it is believed that there is a cartel in the Unites States supplying that is supplying 

the Mahan cartel with the drugs,” Jacqueline said.       

 “But if you already know what is happening then why did you need me or Samantha to 

come over here?” I asked curiously.         

 “Detective Stevens most of the officers here I admit are extremely terrified of the cartel 

and most of them would easily be recognized by the cartel members so we decided we needed 

some outside help that the cartel wouldn’t recognized and your agency has developed such an 

outstanding reputation,” Inspector Daniels said.       

 “Do we even know where we will be starting?” I asked.     

 “It is rumored that the cartel occasionally meets on the outskirts of the city. We need you 

and Officer Jacqueline Wilson to go there and investigate and find out specifically what kind of 

drugs they are so hopefully we can develop a treatment for them so the damage won’t be 

permanent,” Inspector Daniels said.         

 “Understood sir,” Jacqueline and I said.       

 “One more thing before you all are dismissed. Like Dr. Murata said earlier just use 

extreme caution. These drugs are more dangerous than anything we have ever encountered, and I 

don’t want to see anyone here come back in body bags. Understood?” Inspector Daniels said. 

“Yes sir,” we all said. 

“Dismissed,” Inspector Daniels said as we left the station.   

 

******************************************* 

 

Marianne Johnson and Jasmine Wilson just had the worst experiences in their lives and 

had been locked into a separate room from the room. Neither of the girls could remember much 

or where they were as they looked around the plain and undecorated room. The room itself was 

small and it was extremely cold and seemingly looked a lot like a prison cell as the one window 

in the room was barred and the door was locked from the outside.     

 “What’s happening?” Jasmine asked as she looked around the room. “Where are we?” 

 “I don’t know Jasmine but we need to find a way out of here,” Marianne said as they both 

turned and saw the door open and much to their horror a hooded figure approached them. “Stay 

away from us you creep.”          

 “Ah so the girl has recovered from the poison well here we go again,” the hooded figure 

said and much to Jasmine’s horror the man sprayed Marianne with the drug again.   

 “No, you monster. What have you done to her,” Jasmine yelled at the man.   

 “I poisoned her mind with a very light dose. It does the job by letting us control her mind 

and body but it doesn’t cause permanent damage to her and as long as you two do as we say we 

won’t give you the more damaging amounts,” the hooded figure hissed.    

 “You won’t control my body or mind,” Jasmine said as she kicked the hooded figure and 

got out of the room. The hooded figure quickly took out his radio and yelled “Stop the girl. Don’t 

shoot her. I will deal with her myself.” Jasmine kept running down the hallway hoping to escape 

but everywhere she turned she saw hooded figures.       

 “Oh no please there must be an exit,” Jasmine said as she turned around and started 



running in the opposite direction but a moment later she ran into the first hooded figure.  

 “Well now, where do you think you’re going?” the hooded figure asked as he grabbed her 

and took out a needle and injected her with a more toxic hallucinating drug. Jasmine quickly fell 

onto the ground unconscious as several hooded figures approached. “Take Miss Jasmine Wilson 

and her friend Marianne Johnson to the laboratory. Also get the drugs ready. The boss has 

something special for us tonight.”         

 “Yes boss,” the hooded figures said as they grabbed Jasmine and Marianne and took 

them to the laboratory as the first hooded figure watched.  

 

************************************** 

 

Jacqueline and I began by looking throughout downtown London in hopes of finding 

anyone that might know anything about the mysterious Mahan cartel. We began our search at an 

old fashioned restaurant which served some of the best salads I had ever tasted. While we waited 

for the salads Jasmine and I spoke to the owner of the restaurant which was a kind short older 

dark colored woman who had dark brown hair and dark brown eyes.    

 “I tell you Marianne Johnson and Jasmine Wilson were some of the kindest children I 

knew. I don’t know where they took the two children but I did over hear a couple of men earlier 

talk about them,” the owner said.         

 “What did the men say?” I asked.        

 “I overheard the men say that they took two children off the street. They didn’t say who 

the two children were, but my guess is that they were talking about Marianne and Jasmine. Well 

anyway they took the children and were now going to control the children’s minds and bodies 

and that whatever they wanted done the children would do or otherwise they would be 

punished,” the older woman said.         

 “Can you describe to us what these men look like?” Jacqueline asked.   

 “I can even do better for you. I can show you. I just recently had some security cameras 

installed and no one besides me knew about them. I installed them after the last robbery of my 

store,” the older woman said as she took us to the security room where the security tapes were 

and within a moment after putting in the previous days tape she pointed to us the two men who 

talked about the two children. “These two men were the ones who said that they took the 

children but they didn’t say where.”  

The first man was a tall and muscular white man who appeared as though he could bench 

press at least six hundred pounds. He had extremely dark blonde hair and dark blue eyes and he 

was also wearing a sleeveless shirt which revealed a dark royal purple tattoo of a gorilla. The 

first man also had a few deep cuts on both sides of his face which I thought he did intentionally 

to make him appear even meaner. The second man was much shorter and wasn’t as muscular. He 

was a short dark colored man who was bald and had dark brown eyes. The second man was also 

wearing a sleeveless shirt and his arm also had the same dark royal purple gorilla.   

 “Hey Jacqueline does this tattoo mean anything to you?” I asked as Jacqueline looked at 

the dark royal purple tattoo on both of the men.       

 “I’ve seen that tattoo before Detective Stevens. It is the symbol of the Mahan cartel. I 

also saw it on the body of a man who we found had been shot to death and thrown into the river. 

We don’t know who killed him, but we do suspect it might be someone else in the cartel,” 

Jacqueline replied.           

 “Then these men are probably the guys who took Jasmine Wilson and Marianne Johnson. 



We need to get this to the press and hopefully get people to call us with anything that they might 

know,” I said as we thanked the older woman before finishing our salads.    

“Ma’am, may we get a copy of the tape?” I asked the woman.    

 “Certainly, anything to help get the kids back?” the woman replied.    

 “It’s a start,” I said.          

 “Yes it is. A good one in fact,” Jacqueline added.      

 

********************************** 

 

As bad as things were for Jacqueline and me in London things were worse for Charles as 

he had to travel to Washington D.C for a hearing to explain why we interfered with Agent Heath 

and why we didn’t attempt to stop the Godfather of Time from striking. The chairman of the 

committee questioning Charles was a senator from Texas named Wylan Davies. Senator Davies 

was as tough of an individual as Charles had ever seen and he was a very big critic of how the 

agency handled the Alphabet case. Senator Davies was an older white man who was almost bald 

except for the small traces of gray hair on top of his head. He had dark brown eyes and had a 

stern sounding voice when he spoke.         

 “Detective Early you are here today to explain your agency’s actions of why you 

deliberately hindered Agent Heath,” Senator Davies said sternly to Charles who was sitting 

beside Agent Heath. Senator Davies and several other senators looked at Charles harshly as he 

began to speak.           

 “Senator Davies and the rest of the members of the committee as you are well aware my 

agency handles a lot of major and high-profile cases. We help other agencies with cases that are 

extremely difficult or that they don’t have the man power to handle themselves and during the 

course of our work we have had several encounters with the Godfather of Time as well as the 

Alphabet terrorist,” Charles told the committee.       

 “Ah yes and from the reports we’ve got from the agencies you helped you’ve done 

nothing but outstanding work but according to Agent Heath you and your partner Detective 

Emma Stevens was nothing but a hindrance to him. Agent Heath also says your partner is too 

emotional in the Alphabet terrorist’s cases and that in fact she lost her grandparents and was 

raped by him when she was younger and was almost raped a second time by him. What do you 

have to say about that?” Senator Davies said.      

 “What happened to my partner is her business only Senator,” Charles said sternly.  

 “What has happened to her Senator is the governments business and just recently her 

boyfriend Detective O’Malley nearly lost his legs in an arson attack and with all this that has 

happened to her I wouldn’t be surprised if her emotions caused her to act erratically and ruin our 

chances of catching the Alphabet terrorist. I have done my research Senator and found out the 

Alphabet terrorist is wanted in several dozen countries including here in the United States for 

several open counts of robbery, arson, kidnapping, rape and murder as well as other charges of 

criminal mischief. Three times before Detective Early and his partners had a chance to catch the 

Alphabet terrorist and three times they failed,” Agent Heath said as he turned and looked at 

Charles with a grin.           

 “Detective Early I must say that Agent Heath has done his homework but yet I am 

impressed with how you all have handled yourselves in times of crises,” another senator said. 

 “Detective Emma Stevens, has demonstrated wisdom and courage well beyond her years. 

Despite being only twenty-four years old Senator she in my view has demonstrated the capacity 



to be one of the best detectives I have ever had the chance to work with,” Charles said.  

 “Even better than your wife Commander Darlene Early, Ensign,” Agent Heath cut in. 

 “Leave my wife out of this,” Charles angrily said.      

 “You are out of order Detective Early,” Senator Davies said.    

 “I apologize Senator,” Charles said as he quickly calmed down. “But to answer Agent 

Heath’s question. Yes, I think Detective Stevens may even surpass my wife, who was a far better 

investigator than I am.”          

 “I have no doubt you have high regards for her,” another senator said.   

 “What do you think of her partner and boyfriend?” Senator Davies asked.   

 “Detective O’Malley is as competent of a detective as I have seen in my many years of 

law enforcement,” Charles said.         

 “That tells us he thinks highly of them,” another senator said.    

 “Of course Senator Mixon, Detective Early will say that. They are his partners,” Agent 

Heath protested.           

 “Indeed,” Senator Mixon replied.      

 “Where is Detective Stevens now?” Senator Davies asked sternly.    

 “Senator Davies she is in London right now helping them with a major case in which a 

cartel is suspected of kidnapping children and poisoning their bodies and minds with 

hallucinating drugs. It is suspected that the cartel is controlling the children and using them to 

deal drugs and commit other crimes,” Charles said.       

 “You are referring to the Mahan cartel case,” another senator asked before turning to 

Senator Davies.           

 “Yes senator,” Charles replied while waiting for an answer from the committee. Several 

senators began talking to each other quietly while Charles and Agent Heath waited patiently for 

an answer and after several minutes Senator Davies turned around and spoke directly to Charles. 

 “Several of my colleagues want to speak to Detective Stevens herself as well as Detective 

O’Malley before we make a decision and quite frankly, I agree. Agent Heath has done his 

homework, but we all want all the facts before we make a decision but for now the meeting is 

adjourned until further notice,” Senator Davies said loudly. Charles was glad the meeting was 

over while Agent Heath turned to him and gave him a nasty look as he spoke.   

 “This isn’t over yet Detective Early. I will have your badges and weapons before the time 

is up. You and your partner should have given up while you were ahead,” Agent Heath said 

threateningly as he walked out of the senate chamber. Charles said nothing as he sat there for 

several more minutes.    

 

************************************** 

 

Jacqueline and I continued searching downtown London for more clues and information 

about the missing two children Jasmine Wilson and Marianne Johnson and although most of the 

people knew the two teenagers most of them didn’t know anything about the Mahan cartel. It 

was not until the media showed the people pictures of the two men suspected kidnapping the two 

girls that did anyone come with any information and we had started losing hope of finding the 

two children when we walked into a pet shop. The pet shop was like any other I had ever seen 

although this pet shop had some of the most beautiful parrots I had ever seen. One of the parrots 

which was partly orange, blue, yellow, red and pink quickly spoke to me.     

 “Hello,” the parrot said as I stood there amazed. It again spoke the same word to me as 



the shop owner approached Jacqueline and me.       

 “How may I help you two?” the owner said. The owner was a short older Japanese man 

who had extremely dark black hair and dark brown eyes. Jacqueline approached the older man 

who she showed the pictures of the two children and the two suspects that kidnapped them. “Ah 

yes that is Marianne Johnson and Jasmine Wilson. They were two very good customers of mine. 

Jasmine loved birds and when she and her family had a home she had the most beautiful parrot I 

had ever seen but their poor family lost their home not too long ago. I cannot understand why 

they lost their home. The Wilson’s always made their payments early and from what neighbors 

and other people say they had took care of their apartment. In fact, it was the cleanest one out 

there. I truly didn’t know something was wrong until I spoke to her weeks before the landlord 

threw them out. She told me that she thought the landlord was doing business with the cartel and 

she also told me something about seeing a dark royal purple gorilla tattoo on the landlord’s arm.” 

 “Pardon me sir but do you know who the landlord is?” I asked.    

 “The landlord was a man named Eric Strong,” the shop owner replied.   

 “That might be the man who we found had been shot to death and thrown into the river,” 

Jacqueline told me.           

 “Was this told to any other officer?” I asked.       

 “No detective. The police never even came and asked me anything about the girls or the 

landlord,” the shop owner said calmly.        

 “Thank you sir,” I said as the owner went back and started feeding the animals as I turned 

to Jacqueline. “If Eric Strong was killed by a member of his gang that meant he either failed in 

his task or he had some very damaging information on the cartel. If Eric Strong was the Wilson’s 

landlord and they kept their place clean and made their payments then chances are he might have 

asked Jasmine’s parents for a favor and when they refused he threw them out onto the streets 

realizing that Jasmine would be vulnerable on the streets.”     

 “That may be true Detective Stevens but how does this connect with Marianne Johnson. I 

don’t believe that either child was just randomly selected off the streets. They were intentionally 

chosen and one more thing that is bothering me. Why didn’t any other officer come here and 

investigate,” Jacqueline said.          

 “There’s one way to find out. Let’s go back to the station,” I said as we both left the pet 

shop.         

 

************************************ 

 

Jasmine and Marianne found themselves locked in a lab and not remembering what 

happened or how they both got into the lab but both girls looked at their skin and saw that it was 

now pale white so pale that it looked as though they had died and became a ghost. Jasmine stood 

up and walked to a nearby mirror and saw her eyes was extremely red and that she also had 

several bruise marks on her hand and face.        

 “What is happening to me,” Jasmine screamed as she fell onto the ground crying as 

another flashback entered her mind. 

It was the most horrific scene she saw as she saw herself being beaten by a humungous 

muscular man who also had a dark royal purple gorilla on his shoulder. The man also seemed to 

be crushing her as his large knee was on top of her chest and he forcefully opened her mouth as 

he poured a white powered substance down her throat. Marianne didn’t know what was 

happening to her friend as she looked in the mirror and saw how pale she was and how red her 



eyes were as she also fell onto the ground crying. Several hooded men suddenly entered the 

laboratory as they picked both Jasmine and Marianne off the ground and put them into chairs. 

 “Now will you two be good girls or do we need another punishment round?” the hooded 

figure said. Neither Marianne nor Jasmine understood what he was talking about but they knew it 

was bad as he showed them a bottle containing a white powered substance. Jasmine seemed to be 

more frightened of the powered substance as it was the same one that she saw in her flashback. 

Marianne said nothing as the hooded figure turned and spoke to them again.  

“Please. Please don’t,” Jasmine cried.       

 “That’s a good girl,” the hooded figure said as he began rubbing his hand on her face. 

 “Please,” Jasmine cried again.         

 “Quiet, my young friend,” the hooded figure said again.     

 “What are we going to do boss?” the second man asked. “Now that the police are onto 

us.” 

“My friend I always have a trick up my sleeve,” the first hooded figure said.  

 “You mean the girls,” the second man said. The first hooded figure nodded in agreement 

as he turned to the girls. 

“Now my friends tell me that there are two detectives by the names of Jacqueline Wilson 

and Emma Stevens who are investigating our cult. I want you two children to kill them and get 

rid of their bodies.” Neither Jasmine nor Marianne said anything as the man again spoke this 

time more loudly. “Because of you don’t I will give you this white powder again and you two 

can wind up being dead like the landlord Eric Strong and thrown into a river.” Jasmine and 

Marianne cried for a moment but said nothing as they slowly walked out the laboratory.  

 “Boss do you think they will kill the two detectives,” one of the other hooded figures 

asked.  

“They will if they know what’s good for them,” the leader shouted.  

 

************************************** 

 

Jacqueline and I went back to the station as we entered the information we found out into 

the system and much to our surprise there seemingly was a lot more information on the Mahan 

cartel than we believed initially. The Mahan cartel which originated out of Czechoslovakia had 

spread to England, the United States and several other countries in the last decade.   

 “Hey look at this Jacqueline,” I said as we looked the files on the cartel. “The Mahan 

Cartel specializes in dealing very potent drugs the very type of drugs that can kill even after the 

first use but according to the records the cartel seemed to use less potent versions of the drugs 

which don’t kill as frequently but still poisons the mind and allows the cartel to control the body 

and mind of the drug user. The drugs show a very high dependency rate which means that even 

after the first use a in a person that individual unless given proper treatment will always have a 

physical dependency on the drug. The drug even in its less lethal form still causes permanent 

organ damage and in some cases causes infertility.”       

 “Does it say who the leaders were?” Jacqueline asked.     

 “According to the records in Czechoslovakia the leaders of the group were Nicolai 

Grevek and Gregory Hayes. Gregory Hayes originally came from the United States but has 

moved around the world and his current location is unknown. He is wanted by the FBI for 

several dozen counts of drug trafficking, murder, kidnapping as well as child trafficking and 

child endangerment. He was widely known for using children and teenagers to do his dirty work 



including killing off his rivals,” Jacqueline said.       

 “Is there a picture?” I asked as Jacqueline pulled up his picture. Neither man we saw on 

the security cameras matched his photo but somehow deep in my gut I knew that Gregory Hayes 

had something to do with the cartel here.        

 “Before we go Detective Stevens there is something, I need to tell you. There is nothing 

in the world and no amount of training can ever prepare you to have your whole family 

devastated by drugs. I had my first child when I was thirteen years old,” Jaqueline said.  

 “Thirteen,” I said, with shock and disbelief in my voice.     

 “I know. I was a bad girl. I was already sexually active before then. My husband and I 

eloped when we were very young, and we got married five years later and all that was taken 

away last year. My husband Jim had a debt to a man named Ivan Rogoff and when Ivan asked 

him as a payment of his debt to smuggle drugs into the country my husband refused. Ivan 

managed to have us evicted from our home so for a little while we lived on the streets and it was 

during this time the cartel seduced and kidnapped our daughter and poisoned her with the drugs. 

By the time my husband and I found her Tracy was dying. She had been poisoned so much that 

she was barely recognizable. Her skin was ghostly white and her eyes blood red. She could 

barely walk and it was then I spoke to her for the last time and her last words were ‘I’m sorry 

mommy and I love you’,” Jacqueline said. 

I was in tears by Jaqueline’s words. I thought I had it bad when I was growing up, but I 

realized that many others had it far worse than I did. I sat there saying nothing as she continued 

to tell me about her story. 

“My husband was extremely devastated by this, so he went out there to try to kill the drug 

dealers and he was shot and killed by them and thrown into a river much like was Eric Strong,” 

Jacqueline said sadly.          

 “I’m sorry to hear that Jacqueline but we will get them,” I assured her as we started to 

leave the station.  

We barely walked outside the station when we turned and saw Jasmine and Marianne 

pointing a gun at us.  

“What the?” Jaqueline said.        

 “The two missing girls?” I asked. 

“Yes,” Jaqueline replied. 

Marianne quickly pulled the trigger and began shooting at us as we quickly dodged the 

bullets. Jacqueline and I looked again and neither of us could believe it as both Jasmine and 

Marianne had begun shooting at us. Neither girl looked particularly well as both were ghostly 

white and their eyes were extremely red. Both looked as though they had just come out into the 

world for the first time in many years as though their skin hadn’t absorbed sunlight for a while. I 

hadn’t even begun to think of an idea when I saw Jasmine fall onto the ground crying and 

screaming in agony and Marianne immediately turned and watched for a second.  

 “She must be having a flashback. Let’s hurry,” Jacqueline said as we both approached the 

girls. Jacqueline had disarmed Marianne before she could turn around and begin shooting at us 

again. I helped lifted Jasmine onto her feet as she finally quit screaming and crying as she looked 

at me and spoke.  

“No. No,” Jasmine screamed. 

“It is alright,” Jacqueline calmly said while trying to get Jasmine to stop screaming. After 

several minutes Jasmine calmed down enough to speak clearly. 

“Who are you?” Jasmine asked calmly as tears still fell down her face.   



 “I am someone who wants to help you,” I replied calmly as Marianne began speaking to 

Jacqueline.            

 “What happened? Where am I? The last I remember I was in a laboratory,” Marianne 

asked as Jacqueline and I looked at each for a moment.      

 “Can you describe it to me at all?” Jacqueline asked calmly.    

 “It was huge and it was extremely cold. It was also frightening, and it was the last place 

they gave us the powered drugs. It makes me scream and holler and see things I don’t want to see 

but it makes Jasmine worse,” Marianne said.       

 “She might not realize either, but it appears that she also has been having flashbacks but 

not as bad as Jasmine’s. The drugs while potent seem to affect everyone differently. We need to 

get them to the hospital and keep them there and hope they aren’t permanent effects from the 

drugs in their bodies,” Jacqueline said.        

 “Alright Jacqueline take the two girls to the hospital. I have to make a call before we go 

back and look for these creeps,” I said as she agreed.  

 

************************************* 

 

I went back into the station and got onto the phone to talk with my friend Samantha about 

the case. Samantha had also been watching the television and had really got concerned for both 

Jacqueline and me.  

“Thank you Samantha. I just have a bad feeling here, but if you can do that I would be 

much appreciated.” I had just barely walked outside again when I bumped into a stranger.  

 “Hello detective may I talk with you,” the man asked kindly.    

 “Yes detective. My name is Kevin Wilson and I am the father of a missing child named 

Jasmine Wilson. She has been missing for a week and I was told that she was up here at the 

station,” the man said calmly.          

 “She was but she isn’t here much longer,” I said suspiciously. There was something about 

the man I didn’t trust though I couldn’t say exactly what it was. His voice was calm and quiet, 

and he was seemingly a man of business. He wore extremely fine business suit and he did have 

his blonde hair well-groomed but still I looked at his light blue eyes and I saw something in there 

that told me something was wrong.         

 “Do you know where she is then?” the man asked a bit more irritably.   

 “Yes, but I can’t tell you until the investigation is completely,” I said.   

 “Oh yes you will tell me,” the man said angrily as he grabbed me by the neck and within 

moments sprayed a hallucinating drug into my face. I had never felt as weak in my life as I fell 

onto the ground unaware of anything that they were doing to me. I quickly saw several 

flashbacks appear and each one seemed to be worse than the other. I saw the awful image of the 

Alphabet terrorist raping me and killing my grandparents all over again.    

 “Let my granddaughter go you thugs. I don’t care who you or your thugs are you all will 

be going jail,” my grandfather said loudly as the Alphabet terrorist and his thugs stood up and 

revealing to my grandparents what they did to me.      

 “Take a look at your precious granddaughter with whom my men and I just had the 

pleasure of making a woman out of. For her naked body will be the very last thing you will ever 

see,” the Alphabet terrorist said as he took out his gun and shot and killed my grandparents.  

 I wanted to scream until the day I died as the images of the Alphabet terrorist killing my 

grandparents kept appearing before my eyes and that was bad enough but what was worse was 



that I didn’t know exactly what Mr. Wilson and his men were going to do with me or where they 

were taking me.  

 

********************* 

 

Although the nightmares seemed like it lasted for days in truth it was only hours. I finally 

woke up realizing that I was now in a laboratory room. How long I had been in the laboratory 

room I wasn’t sure, but I knew it wouldn’t be long before the men would come back and spray 

me with the hallucinating drugs again. I looked around and saw there was nothing in the 

laboratory except for a window which was barred and a glass window that looked similar to the 

windows that they used in police stations in which the police could see the suspect from one side 

of the window but the suspect couldn’t see from the other side. I sat back down in the chair as I 

turned and saw two hooded men approach me.      

 “Now Detective Stevens you will tell us where you hid Jasmine and Marianne,” the first 

hooded man said angrily.          

 “I’m not telling you anything. Go ahead and do what you want with me but I’m not 

saying a word,” I yelled angrily.         

 “Brave you are but foolish. I tell you Detective Stevens that we all enjoyed watching you 

lie on the ground screaming like a baby and crying for help. You were shouting out ‘Please don’t 

hurt me. Papa. Granny. No.’ It truly was enjoyable. Whoever hurt you must have really done a 

number on you because you were screaming nonstop. As enjoyable as that was, and we did not 

even give you a full potent dose I warn you that we will give you a more potent dose unless you 

tell us where the two girls are,” the first man again said angrily. I said nothing as the hooded man 

grabbed my arm extremely hard as he took out a needled and injected me with a liquid 

hallucinating drug. The pain from the shot didn’t last very long as I fell onto the ground 

unconscious.    

 

************************************* 

      

Samantha had been reading the newspapers for the past several days when she came 

across an article describing the kidnappings of Jasmine and Marianne. At first Samantha didn’t 

think of it too much at first but when she reread the article and looked more carefully at the 

picture, she started slowly remembering a conversation she had with another detective three 

weeks earlier. Samantha didn’t think the conversation was too important at the time, but she 

immediately called Jacqueline as the picture matched the description of an area that the detective 

had been investigating before he was killed.         

 Jacqueline met Samantha back at the station as Samantha slowly showed Jacqueline the 

newspaper article with the picture of a large property just on the outskirts of London. Jacqueline 

seemed to immediately recognize the property as one they had searched through a few weeks 

earlier but found nothing indicating that the cartel operated there.    

“I tell you Jacqueline something in my gut tells me this is the one. When I talked to 

Inspector Neil before he was killed, he said he was sure that this property was where they were 

producing their drugs and poisoning their victims,” Samantha said.     

 “Samantha, like you I liked Inspector Neil. He was a good detective, but he was wrong. 

We searched the property and found nothing to indicate the property was where the cartel was 

operating,” Jacqueline said.         



 “Inspector Neil said that he believed that the property was at least six hundred acres,” 

Samantha said.           

 “Inspector Neil is wrong again. According to the deeds officially filed in probate the 

property is only two hundred acres,” Jacqueline replied.      

 “Can I see the deed?” Samantha asked.       

 “Most certainly but we will need to go down to the probate office,” Jacqueline said. 

 “Agreed. I think we will be in a surprise,” Samantha said as she and Jaqueline as quickly 

rushed to the probate office.  

 

*************************** 

 

Neither Samantha nor Jaqueline really knew what to expect at the probate office but both 

knew something was afoot when they arrived. It was not lunch time. Lunch was an hour earlier. 

Yet no one was in the office. They stood in the office for fifteen minutes before an office 

manager arrived.           

 “Hello, how may I help you?” 

“We need to get a copy of a property deed,” Jaqueline said.    

 “Property deed for whom may I ask?” the manager asked suspiciously.  

 “For our investigation,” I replied.       

 “Does this have anything to do with Inspector Neil?” the manager asked.   

 “Yes it does,” Jaqueline asked. “If you don’t mind me asking how did you know him?” 

 “We went back a long way. We actually went to school together. He was one of the best 

and cleverest officers I ever knew,” the officer manager replied as he got us a copy of the 

property deed. 

“The title deed here says the property is only two hundred acres but when I talked to him 

I was under the impression it was six hundred,” Samantha said as the office manager began 

checking the files and within several moments he came back with another deed. “Look at this 

detective. You and Inspector Neil were right according to the old deed the property was six 

hundred acres and there has been no record of them selling any of their property.”  

Jacqueline and I looked at both deeds and even though the same person signed both of the 

documents the signatures looked completely differently.  

“Jacqueline this second document is a forgery. If you look at it very carefully you can tell 

this one is a fake. The second document which list the same property and same owners only list 

two hundred acres and not six hundred. There is no record of them selling their property and if 

they still own it what happened to the other four hundred. I bet the police never checked in this 

and I am sure that this mysterious land is where the girls are being kept. There is no better way to 

hide your operation than to make four hundred acres of land mysteriously disappear.” 

“Agreed Sam,” Jaqueline said. 

“By filing the fake deed and claiming the second was a replacement for the lost original 

deed they simply made the other four hundred acres disappear and fooling the police in the 

process. You only checked the two hundred known acres and the police wouldn’t have known 

unless they came here and asked specifically. I think it is time to call a judge and get a warrant. 

By the way where is Emma? She told me she would meet me back at the hotel after checking up 

on a lead but she never came.”         

 “They’ve probably got her. The last I know she told me was going outside to check up on 

a lead. I had not seen her since,” Jaqueline said. 



“Alright. Let’s hurry before it’s too late,” Sam said. Jaqueline said as she called for 

backup over the radio. Neither Samantha nor Jacqueline wasted any time in going to the property 

just on the outskirts of London as the judge immediately signed another warrant for them to 

search the property.   

 

************************************** 

 

I had never felt so bad in my life as I did when I finally came back to consciousness 

several hours later and when I did I was horrified when I looked at my body. My skin was 

ghostly pale white and my dress had several rips and tears in it and I had several bruises on my 

legs and arms. I tried to stand up and immediately I knew I had cracked ribs and I looked in the 

mirror and saw that I had extremely red eyes and my face too was covered by bruises. I stood 

there and said nothing as I turned and saw the men approach me again.    

 “It looks like you woke up again. Now I will ask you one more time. Where are the 

children,?” the hooded figure said as he pointed his gun to me. “If you don’t tell me instead of us 

beating you we will simply just kill you.” I stood there not saying anything as I felt so sick that I 

couldn’t speak and I wouldn’t speak even if I could.  

The man finally took off his mask as he spoke again and much to my horror it was 

Gregory Hayes. The man looked more awful here than he did in the picture. He had rough 

looking dark brown hair and he had extremely dark brown evil looking eyes the kind that would 

make anyone afraid. His face was so thin that it looked like a skull that had some skin on it. He 

was extremely muscular and he had an extremely threatening voice. “Now I don’t know who you 

are Detective Stevens or where you came from, but I will make sure I will mail your body back 

in pieces to your relatives.” The man was about to shot me when the alarm went off. “What the 

heck? Go check it out two?” The other two hooded figures quickly ran out to see what made the 

alarm go off.           

 “It’s the police,” one of the men yelled a moment later as several dozen hooded men 

began getting their guns and running to the entrance. The first man also quickly left the room but 

locked the door to where I couldn’t escape and even if I could I didn’t feel like it as I again 

began having more flashbacks this time I saw the Alphabet terrorist again but it was when 

Charles and I were also in London investigating his recent attacks in the city.   

 “Boss should we kill the old man,” one of the thugs asked the Alphabet terrorist.  

 “No you cretin. Strip him of his clothes too. We will let him watch us rape his partner in 

front of him and then after we’re done having our way with her we’re going to tie them up to 

poles and kill them by carbon monoxide. We’re also going to leave these two humungous fans 

which will blow an extremely arctic wind into this building and therefore freezing both of their 

bodies. What a shameful way to go don’t you think Detective Early,” the Alphabet terrorist said 

as he threw me onto the ground.  The flashback was so horrifying that I didn’t think it could get 

worse but it most certainly did as I saw the memory of me standing in the old electronic shop in 

Miami when the Dark Hood struck again.        

 “Ah it is rather fortuitous that you are here Detective Stevens. For one so young and 

small you do have quite a large mouth and now I will make you as silent as a mouse” the Dark 

Hood hissed as we began hearing an extremely loud sound coming from the Dark Hood. The 

sound was so loud that it shattered nearly all the glass in the store and when the Dark Hood 

finally disappeared and we stood up I truly believed that the Dark Hood had made me deaf. I 

lied there on the ground truly believing that this was it and that I was going to die and that no one 



was going to be able to help me. I started to stand up again when I saw the awful flashback of my 

boyfriend Rick nearly getting his leg blown off.       

 “Get out of here. Get out of here. The bomb is about to explode,” Rick yelled as we 

quickly got out of the building and he was the last to exit as he barely got out as the building 

blew but unfortunately the blast caused fire to burn off his pants and burn most of his left leg as 

he fell onto the ground in agony. It was one of the most awful days I had ever experienced and I 

wanted to be at home so much with Rick but I didn’t know if anyone could hear me as I cried 

loudly.           

 “Someone please help me. I want out of here,” I cried not knowing if anyone heard and 

much to my happiness, I saw the door open and saw my best friend Samantha enter and quickly 

run to me.            

 “Hey Emma, my friend I am here,” Samantha said as she lifted me into the chair. “You 

will never have to worry about those fiends again. Gregory Hayes and the members of his cartel 

here are going to prison for life. The men were stunned by the amount of police officers we had 

coming to the scene and most of them gave up after a few minutes of a shootout.”   

 “Samantha,” I said quietly before becoming unconscious.     

 “Don’t give up Emma. Please don’t give up,” Samantha cried as Jacqueline and several 

other officers and paramedics entered the room. Samantha stayed in the room crying the entire 

time until she realized that the paramedics had managed to revive me after a minute. “Is she 

going to be alright?”           

 “We’re taking her to the hospital to run some test, but it appears that she is stabilizing 

now,” the paramedic said as Samantha became relieved. Jacqueline watched as the paramedics 

took me out as she turned and spoke to Samantha.       

 “I tell you Samantha your friend Detective Stevens is a tough cookie. Tougher than 

anyone else I have ever seen. How in the world did she survive with all that has happened to 

her?” Jacqueline complimented.       

 “Jaqueline you probably don’t even know half of it. Perhaps she will tell you too in time. 

But for now let’s just hope that everything is fine with her,” Samantha said as they were the last 

to leave the property.  

After everything was said and done a total of forty five men and six women were arrested 

and put in prison for kidnapping, drug possession and drug distribution, using a child for slavery 

and immoral purposes. Gregory Hayes pled guilty where the judge sentenced him to life but was 

also taken to the United States where he also faced similar charges.  

I stayed at the hospital for ten days which were miserable but much to the surprise of the 

doctors and nurses after they ran all their test they found out that the drugs, while I still might 

have an occasional flashback, seemed to have not done any other permanent damage to my body 

or organs. Samantha was extremely relieved to hear this as was Charles who came to London at 

once as soon as he heard what had happened.      

 “I’m awfully glad that you are doing better Emma and I also do have good news. The 

committee has postponed the hearing until you recover which officially should take a while, but 

the doctors are ready to release you and you can come back to work at any time,” Charles said 

calmly.            

 “I think Charles I’m going to take a few days off before I return,” I replied.  

 “That will be okay given what has happened. You did extremely well both of you and 

your friend Samantha was the one who helped break the case by helping find the forged property 

deed document. No one would have ever suspected that was a key to solving the case, but the 



difference was astounding. Four hundred acre difference in the two documents with no known 

sale of transaction and the man who signed it was Gregory Hayes. He confessed to everything, 

but Emma I was really scared when I heard you had been drugged and beaten,” Charles said.  

“Thank you sir,” I said. “By the way what happened to the kids?” 

“Foster care with real good loving families,” Jacqueline said. I nodded approvingly at the 

news. 

“You know Emma, when Scotland Yard told me you had been drugged and severely 

beaten my first thought that came to my mind was that you were going to have another Alphabet 

terrorist episode and that I was going to have to attend a funeral. Drugs is something that really 

can screw lives up and so many families are devastated by them,” Charles said. 

“Thank you sir,” I said. 

“Also, when the doctors told me the miraculous news that they found no permanent 

damage to your body or organs it was a happy moment for me as it was for Rick. He called me 

on the phone and told me when he heard about you that he wanted to come over here and kill the 

men but I convinced him not to and he is at home waiting anxiously for you. Now I must say by 

the look of your face that you’re ready to go home,” Charles said.  

I nodded in agreement. For the first time in a while I felt truly happy. I knew I was loved 

and appreciated. Being there with my friends made these awful experiences more bearable. 

Without them I am not so sure I would have survived the nightmares that I had experienced the 

last few weeks. I didn’t need to say any words as the doctors cleared my release from the 

hospital and Samantha, Charles and I went back home.      

  


