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A late September chill set in early this year, sending residents of Parkview Towers Apartments scurrying for their wool sweaters and space heaters. Trish McDonald hunched over her keyboard, the glow of her monitor casting shadows across her cluttered desk while typing furiously. Come on, girl! Speed writing for the win! 

A shadow appeared beside her, reading her work.

The electrical modifications implemented at Parkview Towers appear to circumvent city code regulations 17.3 through 17.8. Trish stopped to rub her fingers together before continuing to write. Documentation from the city records showed systematic failures to meet minimum safety requirements dating back approximately fourteen months.

Ray set a fresh cup of coffee on the desk. “Getting better with those autocorrect features.” 

Trish peered at him over her shoulder with a pout. “I can always let you write it.”

Ray held a hand and sipped the drink in his hand. “You’re much better at telling who the culprit was than I am.”

Trish sipped her coffee and glanced at the stack of documents in the bins-Inspection reports, electrical schematics, and a series of text messages between Jason Collier, nephew of the building owner, Walter Collier, and three maintenance workers. “Could use practice,” she grumbled under her breath, setting the cup down. 

The messages gave explicit instructions for bypassing required upgrades and falsifying compliance records. They’ve investigated the Parkview situation for a week, ever since an anonymous tip came over my phone about residents experiencing power surges and electrical fires. 

“Fascinating how a routine story about aging infrastructure quickly evolved into a more sinister plot.” Ray said. 

“What we get for sticking our noses where it don’t belong.” Trish flexed her fingers and put them over the keyboard.

The phone rang, and Ray picked up the line. “Inspector Banks.” He put it on speaker. “What can we do for you?”

“Tell me how you got those documents, and I’ll call us even.” Banks sounded gruff, even a bit excited.

“You know the rule for reporters.” Trish stated as a fact. 

Banks sighed. “Worth trying. How did you figure out that his nephew ran the scheme and not Walter Collier?”

“Follow the funds,” Trish said.

“Jason pocketed the difference between the city’s allocated funds and what they spent on bare minimum repairs.” Ray continued. “It was simple when we traced that guy's spending. Seriously, over thirty thousand pounds at a nightclub and no one noticed?”

“Not fair.” Banks grumbled. “You two are giving us a run for our money, solving these cases. Sure you don’t want a job over here?”

“No way!” Trish said in a rushed tone.

“Same.” Ray hid a smile behind the mug, sipping the coffee. 

“Thought I’d try.” Banks' voice sounded muffled, yelling in the distance. “Just be careful. We arrested them this morning, but you’re pissing off quite  a few people.”

Trish glanced at Ray. “I’ve got the perfect bodyguard.”

A wave of heat seared Ray’s throat, nearly choking on the coffee, his eyes watering instantly. A warning flared in his eyes while setting the coffee on her desk, silently telling her to back off.

“I look forward to reading your next story.” Banks hung up.

Trish handed over a napkin, then returned to the article with renewed purpose. I’m finishing this today! 

Ray skimmed the words across the screen, admiring her fast typing. “Careful.” He pointed at the word on the screen. “Misspelled blackmailing.”

“No, I didn’t!” Trish snapped, and stared at the word. “Damn autocorrect! I turned you off!” Her face contorted with disgust, tying the correct word.

“Brackmail?” Ray asked in a taunting voice.

Trish hissed at him. I’m not asking you to fix this computer. Quit correcting it! 

Ray pressed his lips together, not daring to say a word.

“There, fixed. Anything else, Mr. McGreed?” Trish’s voice dripped with honey while having an underlying tone of don’t you even dare.

“Yes.”

Trish turned in her seat and crossed her legs. “Oh?”

“Lunch.”

As if on cue, Trish’s stomach rumbled, a deep hollow sound that filled the room. It wasn’t loud, but annoying enough that he could tell when she was hungry. “If you’re laughing, I’m decking you!”

Ray’s eyes gleamed with amusement and leaned over, pressing the send button. The email containing the article zipped across the web. “Email sent.” He stood up, completely unphased.

Damn him for always rattling me like that. “You’re buying.”

Ray went over to his desk, set down the empty mug and picked up the cane. “Shall we?”

Trish put on her coat, buttoning it up. The elevator doors opened, and they stepped inside.

Ray paused with a hand over the button. “Walk or drive?”

“Walk,” Trish said. 

Ray pressed the button. “Already got that clever mind brewing up the next story?”

Trish folded her arms and waited for the elevator to open. She walked out and waved to Ronald on the way out.

Ronald waved.

“There’s a Piccadilly Cantina near here.” Trish stepped outside into the fresh, crisp air. The sun was out, not even a cloud in the sky. “That should fill my belly.”

“Ah.” Ray kept a steady pace beside her. “Burger and chips, then, little lady.”

Trish snorted. “Yes, my lord.” She replied sarcastically. “Right. I forgot to bow.” She pivoted on her heel, forcing him to stop, and gave a deep bow.

Ray’s lips twitched in amusement. “A lord paying for burger and chips. What will they come up with next?”

Trish smirked and turned around, picking up her pace. It wasn’t far, and hearing his cane behind her became more of a comfort than an irritating sound. Just up ahead was a booth with the sign, Piccadilly Cantina, on it. She stopped in the line, then glanced at the side door leading to the restrooms. Wouldn’t hurt to be safe. “I’ll take a twins double smash burger with chips.”

Ray watched her step out of line and up to the door. “Where are you going?”

Trish paused at the threshold, then pointed up to the sigh. “Restroom, duh. You said you were buying.” She inwardly giggled at his blushing face and stuck out tongue. I got him!

Ray groaned and shook his head.

A man standing in front glanced at him and snickered. “She got one on ya, eh?”

Ray nodded and continued to wait in line. The line went pretty fast, ordering his food and Trish’s, then waited by the bench with foil covering on them.

Trish rounded the corner and spotted him, then rushed over. “Ooo Food!” She sat down and picked up the plate. “I’m starving!”

Ray helped himself to the burger on his plate. “Got any free time this afternoon?”

Trish popped a chip into her mouth. “Mm.” She swallowed after chewing. “Finished the last book?”

“Mhm,” Ray said.

“Why not?” Trish took another bite of the burger. “I... wa-nt, mphm, gi-ger... b-er.”

Ray nearly laughed out loud. “Don’t talk with your mouth full.”

Trish shot him a warning glance.

“Fine. One ginger beer coming up.” Ray teased.

Trish held up two fingers. 

“Alright! Two.” 

They finished their food with time to spare and headed to the basement garage after Trish got her things. She was eager to catch up on those books from that one case. 
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As Ray pulled his sleek, silver hyper-car up to the curb outside Trish’s apartment, the sky’s transformation into an unnatural, deep grey was instantaneous and unsettling; a stiff wind whipped around them.

Trish leaned forward, clutching her purse. It was like someone dumped a bucket of water on the vehicle, splattering a ting, ting sound against the exterior. “Won’t hurt to wait inside my place for a while till the storm passes.”

With alarming speed, the sky darkened, blotting out the sun and leaving only a faint, ominous glow on the horizon. A chilling wind picked up.

Not even past six. Wasn’t supposed to be a storm. Trish checked the phone app, not even seeing an alert.

Ray’s fingers tapped the leather steering wheel. “I can make it home before-”

A deafening crack of thunder drowned the last of his words. Within seconds, the buckets of water escalated into a violent deluge; rain hammered the hood of the vehicle.

“Maybe not,” Ray conceded with a wry smile.

The wind picked up with alarming speed, bending trees along the boulevard at precarious angles. Debris—fallen branches, scattered leaves, someone’s forgotten umbrella—tumbled down the street like urban tumbleweed. The vehicle's advanced suspension system absorbed the buffeting, but even its sophisticated stabilizers couldn’t entirely mask the force of the September gale.

Then came the hail—first a few scattered pings against the metal roof, then a relentless barrage, each ice pellet a stinging blow. Ray frowned at each impact, imagining the dents forming. 

“That’s going to leave a mark,” Trish said.

“I can fix it later.” Ray glanced at the streetlight flickering once, then twice. “You go first.”

“Roger.” Trish clutched her purse, took a deep breath, then rushed out of the car straight towards her apartment. The wind nearly swept her off her feet those first few steps, but she finally  got to the front door.

Ray appeared behind her, placing both arms on the door and using his frame to block the wind. 

Trish fumbled with her purse. Damn keys, where are you? She yanked them out and missed the first try of getting them in the socket. It took three tries, and upon opening the door, she fell inside, heaving and completely drenched, even with Ray shielding her.

Ray shut the door, then helped her to her feet. “Get the first shower.”

Trish wiped her eyes with the back of her hand and squinted at him. He was soaking wet. “I’ll make it quick because you need one too.”

“Deal.” Ray took the coat off her shoulders and stepped into the kitchen, wringing it out in the sink. He did the same to his jack and hung it up in the closet.

The shower turned on.

Good. At least she won’t catch a cold. Ray took off the shoes and quickly cleaned up the trail of water on the floor. He pulled two mismatched cups from the cabinet and placed them both on the counter. 

The kettle hummed a silent tune, then grew louder.

Ray turned it off, filled the mugs, and let the bags simmer while placing them on the coffee table in the living room.

Trish stood in the hallway behind him, towel wrapped around her head. “There’s an extra towel on the basket near the shower. And some oversize sweat pants and a shirt.” She had on a pair of clean jeans and a green tank.

“Uh-huh.” Ray couldn’t help feeling this situation came out of nowhere.“Trying to turn me into a green goblin, eh?”

Trish leaned over the sofa and inhaled the lovely scent of Earl Grey. One of her favorites. “Could be.”

Ray shook his head and marched back into her room, where the shower was.

Meanwhile, Trish sat on the sofa and sipped the tea. It was refreshing. She set the drink down, then reached up and took the towel off her head, wiping a few loose strands that always dangled in front of her face. Why didn’t we get an amber alert?

Her phone beeped and vibrated in her purse.

Trish dropped the towel on the sofa, reached over, and dug it out. “Massive amber alert, all over Manchester?!” She read a text from her friend, Hailey growing concerned.

“Hope you’re ok. Storm came out of nowhere.” Hailey texted.

“I’m fine. Stuck at home for the night so I might watch a movie or something.” Trish texted back.

“Oo! Movie night! Got company for a scary movie?” Hailey texted with a smiley face that stuck out their tongue.

“Nope.” Trish texted back. Not even going to admit Ray’s staying over at my place. She set the phone on the table and dug out her laptop from underneath the table. Really glad I left this at home. 

Turning it on, and bringing up a web page, revealed a massive storm stretching from the shoreline on the west side, heading straight inland. Moving fast.

Trish glanced at the window, the steady rhythm of rain and thunder still echoing in the distance. “Gonna be here for a few hours.” The hair on the back of her neck rose in a prickly sensation and she peeked over her shoulder.

Ray stood in an oversized green sweater and pants, the sleeves falling past his hands. Despite him rolling up the sleeves, they bunched up, resembling oversized mushrooms protruding above the elbow. His pants hung high on his waist, even with the cuffs barely stopping just above his knees. “Not one word about how this looks.”

Trish snapped her head around and covered her mouth with a hand, stifling a giggle that threatened to come out. He looks like a full english breakfast topped with extra mushrooms on the side. 

With a shrewd look in his eyes, Ray settled down next to her on the soft sofa, the cushions sinking slightly under his weight. “You laugh; I’ll take this pillow and whack you!”

Trish barely held her tongue, then swallowed the laughter. She removed her hand and picked up the teacup. “I’m good.”

“Mhm.” Ray sipped the tea and glanced at the screen. “All night?”

“Looks like it,” Trish replied. “Guess you're stuck here. I’ve got some toad in the hole in the fridge I made yesterday.”

“That sounds yummy!” Ray watched her step into the kitchen. “It’s a good thing you can cook.”

“Oh?” Trish took out the pan from the fridge, and set it in the oven, then turned it on. “Is that what it takes to make a partner happy?”

“Makes it easier on the stomach.” Ray smiled behind the cup at his lips. The silence lingered and instead peered over his shoulder.

Trish stood just past the wall with both hands on her hips. “You pick the movie.”

“Me?”

“Yup.” Trish stepped into the kitchen, turning the faucet on.

Ray inwardly groaned. “Fine.” After browsing several videos from the cabinet, he took two out and turned to spy Trish placing two plates on the table. “I can’t decide.” He held them up.

“For your eyes only is an awesome one;  Focuses on made-belief stuff that the British Intelligence does.” Trish sat down and picked up the tea. “Police Academy is a comedy. Supposedly, that’s how they train there.”

The storm continued to howl outside.

Ray put back the one video. “I need a good laugh.” He took out the VHS, and put it in, then sat down with her. The meal was delightful, and so was the movie. Even the part where Micheal Winslow made those sounds himself. 

Trish cleaned up the dishes.

Ray wiped down the coffee table and took out a blanket from the top of the closet. “Sleep tight.”

Trish watched him spread out the thin blanket over the sofa. “Need another blanket?”

Ray smiled at her. “Offering to keep me warm?”

Trish snorted. “Forget I said anything!” She stormed into her room, slammed the door shut, and locked it. “Damn Wanker!” She wasted no time yanking the covers back, hopping into bed, and pulling them up to her chin. “OO! I forgot to change into my pajamas!”
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Trish drifted awake, grumbled, rolled over, and slapped the pillow over her head. don’t wake me up! 

The silence continued.

Trish peeked out from underneath the pillow towards the window. “Storms gone?” She rose and studied the window pane, only a few drops sliding down. Great. I don’t wake up at thunder, but when it’s really quiet.

“Do I even have to tempt him?” Ray spoke in a loud voice.

Trish glanced at the closed door to her bedroom. “Ray?”

“I don’t wanna!”

Trish looked at the night clock on the stand. Seven past midnight. I’m gonna regret this. She carefully opened the door, half expecting Ray to be standing there, then tip-toed into the living room.

Sure enough, Ray laid on his stomach on the sofa, his arms outstretched over the side, with his feet curled in the corner. A good portion of the blanket was already on the floor.

Trish pursed her lips, spotting him in a pair of boxers and a thin white tank. At least he got his clothes washed. She picked up the blanket and set it over him.

A dramatic swing of his arm sent the blanket flying as Ray readjusted on the sofa, his bottom rising higher, a small, pained whimper escaping him. “Half... past... a monkey’s..... Ass.... zzz.”

Trish sat, stunned, on the coffee table, staring at him. Um... I’m going to blame the movie we watched. She pressed her lips, still struggling to contain her laughter, and the growing curiosity. “What’s past a monkey’s ass?” She couldn’t resist the urge.

“Quarter to his balls!” Ray flopped over on his back with a hand over his eyes. “Don’t... make me do this again!” 

Trish snickered and quickly put a hand over her lips. One for the books. She rolled out the blanket on top of him, then went into the kitchen and prepared a small cup of warm milk to help her get back to bed. I wonder what really woke me up. 
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It was just another day at the office. The noticed board just past the row of tables with stacks of paper, pencils, pens, and other tools had only a few stories on it. 

Got the Book prize awards, a new representative from Salford University arriving, or a new shop opening downtown Manchester. Trish tapped her pencil on the side of her jeans. There just weren’t any good stories, unless there was a juicy topic from the new shop opening. 

“Why not take the university one?” Kat asked from behind.

“With all the students causing riots?” Trish grimaced. “No, thank you.” She really didn’t care for college, and those stories were more of a headache than anything. 

“Well, I’ll take that one.” Kat reached up and took the note down.

Trish rolled her eyes. Maybe I need to look for a few things happening. Mmmm.. what about Mayfield park? She poised the pencil between her lips, her brows furrowed in concentration. Would tricks allow me to get a case walking in through the door? 

A male shadow stepped in her path, letting out a low snicker. 

Trish glanced to the side, spotting Ray. Not fair, you look so darn smug!

The steam from his mug curled around Ray’s face while he held a twinkle of amusement in his eyes. “Care for a trick?”

Trish couldn’t tell if he was joking or being serious. 

“Trish! Ray!” Harvey’s voice yelled at the top of his lungs.

Trish jumped, and the pencil fell to the floor, rolling to the side and under the table.

Ray lowered the mug, giving their boss his full attention.

“This ain’t a dog show! If there ain’t news you’re interested in.” Harvey took out the cigar in his mouth and jabbed it in their direction. “Go outside and find some!”

Trish scowled and picked up the pencil from underneath the table. 

“Yes, boss.” Ray said and followed her to the desk. “Where to first?”

Trish tossed the pencil into the cup holder with a clatter, then rested her chin in her palms, her lips pressed together in a tight line.

“Coffee?”

Trish angled her head up at him with a mocking expression. “Why-”

“Yo, Trish!” Mik said with a few folders in his hands, then glanced from Ray to Trish. “Am I interrupting a moment?”

“No,” Ray said.

Trish folded her hands on the desk. “What’s up, Mik?” 

Mik peeked over his shoulder, noticing a woman in a crisp, clean suit; though not expensive, it flattered her figure, and her hair was pulled back in a neat ponytail. He cleared his throat and turned his gaze back to them. “Her names Mrs. Bright and wanted to talk with you in private. Won’t say what it’s about either.”

Trish leaned back in the chair. “You know how dangerous that is, Mik.”

“Ya, I know. But... she’s just so cute!” Mik said with admiration. “Think if you talk to her, I can get her number later?”

Not bloody likely. “Did she tell you anything else besides her name?” 

“Afraid not,” Mik replied.

Ray set the coffee on the desk. “We could just listen to her, figure out what she wants.” He reached over and picked up a pencil. “Unless you want to hunt for your story?”

Trish could have decked him for that remark, her hand twitching. “Show her in the room down the hall.” 

Mik walked back to her with a smile, escorting her to the side room.

Trish dug out a notepad and her laptop. “Think we need a recorder on this one?”

“Not yet.” Ray twirled the pencil in his hand, then handed it over. “I’m curious to see why she’s agitated.”

“Agitated?” Trish asked. 

“Mhm.”

Trish walked with him down the hallway to the side room, peering inside. Mrs. Bright appears calm, outwardly at least. Her gaze went to how tightly they were clutching her purse, their knuckles turning white. “You want the stage first?”

“Perish the thought.” Ray opened the door.

Circling the long oval table, Trish seated herself on the far side. 

Mrs. Bright laid her purse on the table, then lifted her green eyes.

Never seen anyone with such vivid green eyes before. “Trish McDonald and my partner, Ray McGreed.” 

Mrs. Bright nodded. 

Ray leaned back in the chair with his arms crossed. “Your name’s Mrs. Bright?”

“Yes.” Mrs. Bright glanced over her shoulder, then sighed.. “From what I’ve been hearing, you get to the truth of the matter, correct?”

“Yes.”

Mrs. Bright took out a note from her purse and handed it over. “I’m not sure who sent this, but I’ve been receiving threats like these for the past few months.”

Trish read the note. “To my dear sisters, who came from afar. Beware the curse you brought to our shores, for we will have our revenge.” 

“Wouldn’t the police be able to handle this better?” Ray asked.

Mrs. Bright shook her head. “I... can’t go to the police because of a lot of things happening.”

I’m already not liking this. “When did this start?”

Mrs. Bright averted her gaze towards her purse, her lips pressed into a thin line. “I... it was when we were forced to leave Denmark.”

“Forced?”

“Me and my sister lived in the northern isles of Denmark. It was fine for a while, but after a certain incident. Rumors spread that my crafts made people become lustful towards me and demand I make products for them at a cheap price.”

“What did they want you to make?” Ray asked.

Mrs. Bright took out a small purse from inside her bag and handed it over. “I create handbags. I’m currently working for IL studio in Salford, just north of here.”

“The one on Littleton Road?” Trish asked, then studied the purse. “My word. I’ve never seen seams like this.”

Ray leaned over and folded his hands on the table. “This craft forced you to run over here?”

“We were in Hornsea for a while, but I got an offer to work at IL handbag studio for a reasonable price. And I have my line of products that I self manage so I can set the price.” Mrs. Bright said. Her shoulders sagged. “As much as our boss from the main office is helping me stay on task, a co-worker of mine is causing a lot of fuss about the price of my products.”

“Who is this co-worker?” Ray asked.

“Oh, Rick Boon.” Mrs. Bright watched their attention focus on him and said quickly, “For sales, he’s the top of his game.”

“But?” Trish felt there was more to tell.

“While he doesn’t say it, his eyes insult the women he fancies.” Mrs. Bright shivered. “It feels vulgar the way he does that.”

“Doesn’t your boss do anything about it?” Trish asked. I know if Harvey ever caught anyone doing that, it wouldn’t be his words that’d be flying. 

“Not yet. Rick is the sales manager, so it’s more of, she said to he said. Not really on video.” Mrs. Bright grimaced. “I’m pretty sure he’s not the one sending me these.”

“Why?” 

“The awful handwriting for one, and two. The receptionist always receives them in a box with my name on it. Both mine and my sister's full name,” Mrs. Bright said.

“Mm.” Trish tapped her fingers on the table. “When did these notes start arriving?”

“Six months ago.” Mrs. Bright stiffened, as if a thought dawned on her. “I never connected to two, but it was that same week my sister got harassed at her work by this bloke named Darren.”

“Darren?”

“Don’t know the last name, but the boss of the Yum Yum diner seemed to. Told me not to worry that the boy was messed up,” Mrs. Bright said. “Please, could you find out who is sending us these awful notes and spreading these rumors?”

Trish frowned, because it wasn’t really a case. “Why not go to the police?”

Ray observed how her fingers stilled over the purse. “Their involved?”

Trish stiffened.

“I don’t know if they are or not, but six months ago, concerning my sister. A detective known as James Floundy was called down there to handle the situation and even put a restraining order on the lad.” Mrs. Bright took out another document and handed it over. “That bluebottle of a copper didn’t do one damn thing.”

Trish pursed her lips at that remark. Bluebottle copper... I’ll need to remember that one. She skimmed the document and stilled. “Not even a documentation of the event happening. Didn’t you go down there?”

“Bet your bollocks I did!” Mrs. Bright said. “Even went to the main office and reported the mishap, but they were busy with another case. Said they’d handle it and I’ve never been back because I get cited by my co-workers for gossip in town. How I’m seducing people to purchase my product.”

That right there would be a story if a detective was keeping secrets under the rug. Out of the corner of her eyes, Trish saw Ray nod. “Basically, no idea who assaulted your sister, sent you these notes, or if the coppers are involved. You want us to find out who?”

“Yes.” Mrs. Bright said in a firm voice. “And you can stick one to their noses, too!” Her phone beeped, and she reached over and checked the message. “Blast it! How did they get my number?!”

Ray leaned over and asked, “Who?”

“Oh.” Mrs. Bright texted a reply. “This Lady Keeves VonCraft, or whatever she wants to call herself.” She put the phone back in her purse. “Don’t know why the boss keeps her around these past four months, but I don’t trust that one.”

“What does she look like?” Ray asked in a controlled voice.

Trish glanced in his direction, noticing how rigid his shoulders were. 

“Long brown hair that looks coarse, and pale white skin. But don’t let those crisp blue dagger eyes fool ya.” Mrs. Bright stood up and pulled her purse over her shoulder. “I’m sorry, but I’m going to be late for work. Will you still take the job?”

“We’ll look into the matter for you.” Ray escorted her out of the room.

Trish opened her laptop and typed in the name Mrs. Bright. Let’s see what that search brings back. After studying it for a while, she clicked on her sister’s profile.

Ray walked inside and put both hands on the table, leaning forward. “How’s their background holding up?”

“Pretty straightforward. Moved from Denmark to Hornsea six years ago, then to Salford for work at IL handbag studio. Her sister works at the Yum Yum Diner near there, and they live just across the lane.” Trish mused, then studied Ray’s set jaw. “What’s got you riled?”

Ray pulled out a chair and sat down. “It’s the person, Lady VonCraft, she mentioned.”

“Oh?”

“She’s been dead for over five years. Died at age 96,” Ray stated as a fact. “Not even from this country.”

Trish blinked. “This wouldn’t be something from your time in that field, would it?”

“It would, and it bugs the hell out of me.” Ray took out a phone from his inner pocket and texted. “I’ll reach out to a source and see what they say.”

Trish approached the phone and picked it up. “Think I’ll make some phone calls to the Diner, and Jess’ workplace.”

“I’ll work on looking up this Darren fellow.” Ray walked out of the room to his desk.

Trish dialed the number and got a strong male voice on the line. “Yum Yum Diner, Pick up or Delivery?”

“Is Wren Bright working there?”

“Look. If you’re a friend of Jacob Weber, you can screw your ass and look elsewhere.” Click.

Trish stared at the phone for a few seconds. Um... that was the weirdest response I’ve ever gotten. But it told her one thing: more than one hand was involved in harassing them. She dialed the number for IL handbag studio.

“IL handbag studio, how can I direct yer call?” A female voice spoke over the line.

“Mrs. Bright.”

“I’m sorry, but all calls to her have been officially postponed. I can direct you to our complaint line or Mr. Midcoff for any other matters.”

This is interesting. “May I speak to Nick Boon, please?” Trish asked.

“One moment.” The music played in the background.

Having brought her laptop, Trish started recording. Let’s see if I get lucky.

“I’m sorry, miss. He’s going to be in a meeting all day. Would you like his voicemail?” The receptionist asked.

“No
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