STORY 1
Suddenly Big Ben started to speak to me!

It was late on a cold day of October. The streets were empty and the clouds blocked the
moonlight, only the lamps on the streets gave a mysterious light which cleared my way to the
river.

As | was walking by, | heard a sudden rustling noise coming from the direction of Big Ben. |
was intrigued by that special voice which broke the silence of London’s late night empty
streets. So | decided to approach the building for a chance to understand it. And then | heard
“ Charlotte Jackson, I'm Big Ben and | have to ask you a big favour: you must help me solve
a crime which was committed inside my walls years ago, | just saw the murderer walking
across the Thames, if you hurry you can still catch him!” And then it stopped, as if nothing
had happened. | could not believe what | had just heard. Was | going mad? Or was it all
real? | decided to follow my instincts and try catching that dangerous man.

| was walking across the Tower Bridge when | saw a man. He was tall, wearing a hoodie and
baggy pants. | walked towards him, he must have heard my steps because he turned
around, revealing his face. | could not say a word when | realised how gorgeous he was, he
was about 185 cm tall, had brown hair and ocean eyes in which | suddenly drowned. And |
was just staring when he asked for my name, | responded with a simple “Charlotte Jackson”
and then kissed him.

It was perfect. The time froze as | felt his arms tight around me and his lips on mine. While
the clouds moved away, revealing the moon, creating a romantic atmosphere, slowly, | forgot
everything the clock had told me. He softly pulled away from the kiss. The mysterious man
looked deep into my eyes and said “Did you just come to kiss a random guy or you also
wanted to ask something?” | came back to my thoughts, opened my mouth for words but
nothing came out so he said “My name is James Windsor...” and pulled me back for another
soft kiss that ended up killing me inside. | forgot everything, even my name. | could not think
about anything, anyone and especially the way | would get back home so | decided to trust
the murderer | was warned about by the fictive Big Ben voice in the first place.

The next morning when | woke up | could not remember a thing about the day before, my
memories were blurred and my thoughts were confused. But when | looked around me for
clues of where | was, | saw my bedroom and could smell cinnamon buns baking in the oven.
| looked through the window. It was a rainy day, but | was more intrigued by that sweet
fragrance of delicious pastry dancing around in the whole house, so | decided to head
downstairs to the kitchen.

When | entered the small room | saw James standing there in his boxers, with a knife in his
hand, full of pure blood...
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