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			To my husband, my partner in life and love.

		
	
		

		
			‘Courage is not the absence of fear, but rather the judgment that something else is more important than fear.’

			– Ambrose Redmoon

		
	
		

		
			Prologue

			A loud crack startled Cheryl Banes awake. Her head snapped up from the back of the couch, her eyes drawn to the front door as it flew open. She winced as the sudden movement made her head throb. The light streaming in from the doorway caused her to squint. The door hung open at an odd angle, still vibrating from being kicked. In the doorway stood two giants of men, looking like silhouettes with the bright sun behind them.

			Cheryl tried to focus. Something was not right, but she couldn’t get her mind to work. The Mary Jane she’d smoked for lunch and washed down with a bourbon slowed her mind. She’d fallen asleep sitting on her tattered lounge. In front of her, the ash from the remains of a cigarette sat in a foil pie case on the wooden box used as a coffee table. Her mouth felt dry. Without getting off the couch, she licked her lips and managed to wake up enough to swear at the men.

			‘Watcha fuckin’ doing? Yar wrecked the door.’

			The men moved toward her. With broad shoulders, bulging arms, and thick, heavy necks, they looked like the rugby players who drank at her local pub after a game.

			

			A man mountain stood over her menacingly.

			‘Where is she?’ he snarled.

			‘Where the fuck is who?’ Cheryl spat back.

			‘Your bitch of a daughter.’

			Cheryl laughed, which turned into a dry hacking cough.

			‘I dun know where she is. Wot she done?’

			The man nodded to his mate, who walked through the lounge to the back of the house.

			‘Oi, watch ya doing? I tol’ you she’s not ’ere.’ Cheryl pushed herself up and off the couch and stood glaring at the man.

			‘We’re going to see for ourselves.’ The man crossed his tree-trunk arms and stepped in front of her.

			Cheryl didn’t have the energy to put up a fight. She flopped back down onto the couch. These giants could do what they wanted. She was just pissed they’d broken her door. She licked her lips and eyed the empty bourbon glass on the box in front of her.

			Moments later, the second man came back and shook his head.

			‘Tell her we’ll be back.’ The men glared at Cheryl, then turned and walked out the broken door.

			Cheryl massaged her temples and rested her head back on the couch.

			‘Bloody cow. Now she’s done it,’ she muttered before dozing back into a welcome oblivion.

		
	
		
			

			Chapter 1

			Tory woke with a start. She sat up, her heart pounding in her chest. She glanced toward the bedside clock; the alarm would not go off for another ten minutes. Adrenaline coursed through her body.

			What had woken her?

			Through gaps in the curtains, early-morning fingers of sunlight invaded the room. Tory blinked in the half-light and looked at her husband, Brent, sleeping beside her. Unnerved, Tory felt a sense of vacancy, something odd in the air. She looked around the room, unable to pinpoint anything in particular. Nothing was obvious, but the unsettling feeling persisted. A sense the air around her had changed.

			Tory inhaled and detected a hint of the spicy deodorant still lingering after Brent’s shower last night. She looked around the room again. Nothing. Nerves on edge, she rolled out of bed, stepped over the cotton blanket kicked to the floor last night, and padded in bare feet to the other end of the house, where her beautiful daughter, Laura, slept. She stood in the doorway and looked in at her precious five-year-old curled up in the middle of her bed, the superhero coverlet tangled around her thin legs, her long blonde hair sticking out in all directions. Tory smiled. With her favourite superhero, Spider-Man, gripped in the crook of her arm, Laura looked peaceful.

			Reassured Laura was fine, Tory looked at her watch. She should get ready for work. Tory walked back along the corridor, through the kitchen and dining room, past the lounge room, to their bedroom.

			As she showered and dressed, the odd sense stayed with her. She gelled her short blonde hair to make sure it would stay spiked throughout the day. Her mind distracted, Tory applied her make-up and cursed as she realised the pink shade of lipstick just applied clashed with the red top and beige slacks she wore. She didn’t see many customers at the air conditioning business, but Tory liked to look good. After a wonderful season of summer weekends and exercise, Tory was pleased with how fit and tanned she looked.

			‘Look good, feel good, work better’ was her motto. She wiped off the offending lipstick and rummaged around in the cupboard under the sink to find a more suitable colour.

			Get over yourself, she thought as she smoothed the lipstick onto her lips.

			At this rate, despite waking early, she was going to be late. Tory knew they had a lot on at work today. Maybe she was just procrastinating to avoid work?

			By the time Tory walked out of the bathroom, both Brent and Laura were at the kitchen table, eating breakfast. Thanks to Brent, Laura sat dressed in her school uniform, hair tamed into two braids and a bowl of cereal in front of her. Laura chatted away nonstop to her father about the day she had planned. While the scene in front of Tory was one of domestic bliss, she could still not shake her unease.

			Brent looked up as she entered the kitchen and nodded in her direction.

			‘Morning, babe.’

			Brent looked very sexy to Tory, dressed in his usual ‘chippie’ work gear, khaki cargo pants with dark contrast utility pockets and a fluorescent safety shirt, his short brown hair combed into respectable neatness. Tory smiled hello.

			‘Good morning to my two most special people,’ Tory said as she walked to the kitchen bench, pulled a lunch box printed with fairies out from an under-bench cupboard, and opened a loaf of bread, taking out two slices.

			‘What do you want on your sandwiches today, Laura? Will cheese and Vegemite be alright again?’

			‘Yeah, that’s okay, Mummy. Hey, in my lunch box, can you give me extra of those tiny muffins today? I want to trade with Bella. She loves them … pleeeease,’ Laura pleaded, looking at Tory with wide eyes and an irresistibly cute smile.

			‘How can I say no to that face?’ Tory laughed. ‘And what will you be trading for one of my muffins?’

			‘She gets those fruit roll-ups, the ones you won’t buy. I love them. You don’t mind, do you?’ Laura asked, scrunching her nose up, looking at her.

			‘I don’t buy them because they are full of sugar. I suppose if you swap just once, it is okay,’ Tory said, shaking her head. Out of the corner of her eye, she watched Laura’s eyes light up as she did a tiny fist pump before going back to her breakfast.

			

			While she packed Laura’s lunch box, Brent walked behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. Tory turned and stood on tiptoes to give him a quick kiss, leaving lipstick evidence.

			‘I’ll take this out,’ he said, wiping off the lipstick as he picked up yesterday’s rubbish bag and headed towards the laundry.

			A moment later, he walked back into the kitchen. ‘Tors, did you forget to lock the back door?’

			‘Not that I can remember. I don’t even think I went out there last night,’ Tory replied, shrugging her shoulders.

			‘Who knows how long it’s been unlocked? We’ve got to be more careful.’

			Tory nodded and got ready to head off, urging Laura to grab her schoolbag and get in the car.

			‘Hey, did you move my handbag?’ Tory called out to Brent from the bedroom. She suppressed a flare of annoyance. He was always moving things and not putting them back.

			‘Why would I do that?’ Brent called back from the kitchen.

			‘Well, it’s not where I put it,’ Tory said. She looked under the bed, and the sense of unease returned. Worried, Tory walked to the front hallway, opened the door, and looked out. The garage door was open, and there was an empty space where her Honda should have been.

			‘Damn,’ she swore.

			Tory slammed the door shut and rushed back to the kitchen.

			‘It’s gone. The car, it’s gone,’ she blurted to Brent.

			With a sudden realisation, Tory understood why the back door was not locked and her handbag no longer sat on her bedside table. Her stomach clenched, and an icy shiver ran down her spine.

			

			‘Oh my God, they were inside the house. They were next to me in the bedroom while we slept,’ Tory said. She gulped for air.

			‘Who was, Mummy?’ Laura asked. Her face scrunched as if she was trying to figure out a puzzle.

			Tory paled. ‘I feel sick.’

			Someone, a stranger, worse, a criminal stranger, entered her bedroom last night. They stood next to her while she slept. The intruders may have carried weapons; they could have done anything to them.

			‘Brent, what are we going to do? They might have hurt us, or worse, killed us!’

			‘I’ll call the police.’ Brent pulled his mobile phone out of his pocket.

			Tory sat on a chair, bending forward, resting her head in her hands.

			‘Mummy.’ Laura shook her arm. ‘Mummy, are you okay? It will be alright,’ Laura reassured her.

			Tory looked at her wonderful daughter.

			Oh God, they could have hurt her, she thought in panic.

			Tory wrapped her arms around Laura and embraced her in a tight hug.

			‘Mummy, you’re squishing me.’ Laura twisted, trying to duck out of her mother’s grip.

			Tory, still breathing hard, released Laura.

			Brent looked at them both, quickly assessing Tory’s anxiety. He stepped forward, swept Laura up in his arms, and in a jovial voice told her, ‘I’m going to treat you with a trip to school in the truck, young lady.’

			

			As Brent walked out the door, he said over his shoulder, ‘Tors, I’ll be back in ten.’

			Laura, with a big smile plastered on her face, waved to Tory as Brent carried her to his truck.

			Tory knew people talked about feeling violated by having their space invaded. She never understood, until now, why they couldn’t just be glad no one got hurt and get on with their lives. It was the ‘what if?’ The possibility something worse might have happened. The realisation of just how vulnerable you were. Asleep in your bed, not knowing an evil person was standing right over you. It was the stuff of nightmares. Images of the ‘what ifs’ plagued Tory’s mind.

		
	
		
			

			Chapter 2

			A police wagon pulled up to the front of the house at the same time as Brent returned from dropping Laura at school. Tory noticed Brent didn’t park in the garage. Perhaps he assumed the police would want him to keep away from the crime scene, she thought.

			Tory watched from the lounge window as two uniformed police officers, a male and a female, met Brent in the driveway and shook his hand. Both officers looked very young. The male officer held a notebook and was writing notes as he listened to Brent. The female officer nodded as if she was agreeing with what he told them.

			Tory opened the front door and walked out to meet them.

			‘As I said on the phone, the garage door was open when we went out this morning, and the car was gone,’ she heard Brent say.

			Brent offered the introductions. ‘Tory, this is Sergeants James Long and Eliza Joyce.’ The detectives nodded their greeting.

			‘Please call us James and Liz,’ James said as he offered his hand to Tory to shake.

			Tory invited the officers into the house. They walked into the kitchen’s dining area. Brent pulled out a chair, indicating for them to sit around the table.

			

			‘Would anyone like a coffee or tea?’ Tory asked.

			Both officers shook their heads.

			‘No, thank you,’ James said. ‘We need to run through what happened. When you realised you were robbed, and anything that may be of interest leading up to that moment.’

			The officers were compassionate and kind. Liz seemed concerned about Tory’s welfare. She asked Tory several times if either of them was injured.

			James took the lead in asking questions.

			‘Apart from Tory’s handbag and car, was anything else stolen?’

			‘I’ve looked around the house and can’t see anything missing. Brent still has his wallet and keys. Our phones were still on the charger in the kitchen. They didn’t leave anything behind either, at least nothing we have noticed,’ Tory said.

			‘Did you hear the roller door open?’

			‘No, of course not,’ Brent said, his forehead creased into a frown. ‘Otherwise, I would have checked it out at the time. The manual override to open the roller door was activated. They probably used Tory’s keys to get into the garage in the first place. All my tools are still there. None of them were stolen. It’s weird.’

			‘There was a party at the first house in the street, about four houses up, at number two. Music was playing well after we went to bed. Perhaps the party masked the intruder’s noise?’ Tory said.

			‘I doubt they did the break-in, though. They are good people,’ Brent added.

			‘We will talk to them to see if they heard or saw anything,’ Liz said.

			

			‘Were all the doors locked when you went to bed last night?’ James asked.

			‘We think so. I don’t recall checking the laundry door before going to bed, but we always lock it when we come back inside from there,’ Brent said.

			‘I locked the front door and the sliding family-room door before we went to bed,’ Tory said.

			After they answered questions about the timing of events, James asked for specific details of what was taken.

			‘Tory, can you please make a detailed inventory of what was in your handbag, and anything in your car?’

			‘You’ll probably fill a notebook listing what you had in your bag,’ Brent said, looking at Tory as he gave a short laugh.

			‘Not funny,’ Tory said. She scowled at him. ‘Oh God, my purse. All my cards were in there. I can’t even remember what they all were.’

			‘Take your time. There will be detectives assigned to this case once we report back to the station. Because you were in the house when the intruders robbed you, it’s called an aggravated robbery. Senior police officers will take charge and investigate. You’ll be in good hands,’ James said.

			‘Aggravated robbery. That sounds so violent,’ Tory said.

			‘It might have been if you had woken while the intruders were inside. This is something we see as a very serious crime and want to apprehend the intruders quickly.’

			‘I don’t know if I should be grateful or horrified they didn’t wake us.’

			‘As things have turned out, I would say grateful,’ Liz said, her voice soft. ‘There have been some pretty bad outcomes when the owners have been woken.’

			Tory stared at Liz as she spoke, her mind leaping from one imagined scenario to another.

			‘You can give the list of handbag contents and anything else you realise has been stolen to the detectives when they come to talk to you, or email me at this address,’ James said, handing Tory a business card and giving her a supportive smile. ‘The forensic team will be here later today to dust for prints. The detectives will also come by today. Can you stay here for them?’

			Tory and Brent nodded their assent.

			Tory listened to the final questions, her mind in a fog. Brent answered on their behalf. Finished, the officers stood to leave.

			‘You’ll need to call the bank and cancel your cards,’ Liz reminded them as she followed her colleague out the door.

			Tory watched from the doorway until the officers got into their police wagon and drove down the street before she closed the door.

			‘Caffeine will be required. I’ll make coffee,’ Brent said, giving her a hug. ‘You make a list of things in your bag.’

			‘I can remember my credit cards, but I can’t remember how many loyalty cards I had.’

			‘Does it matter?’ Brent asked. ‘What can they do with those anyway?’

			‘I don’t know. I don’t suppose my driver’s licence is important either. They already know where I live.’

			‘Still, better report that one. Call the Services office soon. You don’t want to get a fine for not having your licence with you when you drive,’ Brent said. ‘I am going to have another look around in case we missed something. Might chat to the neighbours and see if they heard anything, although the party up the road might make it tricky to decipher if anyone seen in the street were partygoers or thieves.’

			Tory sat at the kitchen table and wrote her list as best she could. She sucked on the end of her pen as she tried to recall the contents of her purse. There were some cards she knew she’d forgotten but was out of ideas of what they might be. She put down the pen and picked up her phone from the bench to call the first bank. The protracted steps of the automated messages eventually connected her to a person to cancel her Visa card. An hour later, she leant back in relief, with three cards cancelled, a reissued driver’s licence, and a Medicare card in the mail.

			Tory looked up as Brent walked into the room.

			‘Everything takes so long,’ she complained. ‘In the time it takes to get put through to the right person to cancel the cards and then get them reissued, I feel like I could have walked to the bank and back. We still need to contact the insurance company. I’ll do that next. How did you go? Did you find anything? Did they take anything else?’

			‘I had a good look. Nothing was out of place. I can’t even see how they got in; there was no damage around the laundry door, so they didn’t break the lock. They must have picked it, I guess, unless we really did leave it unlocked. I spoke to Reg next door and Lois on the other side, and they didn’t hear or see anything. Reg said his dog was inside all night and didn’t bark, although the dog is half deaf and nearly blind, so that’s not much use to us.’

			

			‘It just seems so weird. I might understand it if my car was a luxury Lexus or Beamer, but it’s just a little Honda Civic. They wouldn’t have broken in just to steal the car. Surely not.’

			‘They got your cards. Perhaps they were the target, and the car was opportunistic. Who knows?’ Brent said as he shrugged his shoulders.

			

			Brent leant forward to put his arms around Tory’s shoulders as she sat at the table. It tore at his heart to see her so distressed. Knowing someone was inside their home made Brent angry. The bastards would’ve copped a thumping if he woke last night. There was no way he would allow anyone to hurt Tory or Laura. It worried him that he didn’t wake up when they were in the house. Despite Tory telling him he didn’t wake up to Laura crying when she was a baby, he always considered himself a light sleeper. The thought of not waking up last night made him uneasy. He wondered if he would sleep through other emergencies. He resolved to test the smoke detectors that afternoon to ensure they worked.

			‘Hey, Tors, I think just to be on the safe side, we should charge our phones in the bedroom instead of the kitchen. That way, we have quick access to them if we need to call 000 while we’re in bed.’

			‘Good idea,’ Tory said, and rested her head along his arm.

			‘I’m going to have a look around the place to see if I can make it any more secure.’ Brent kissed the top of Tory’s head and squeezed her shoulder.

			

			

			It surprised Tory when the two forensic police arrived an hour later. She didn’t know what she was expecting but hadn’t anticipated they would arrive so soon. They introduced themselves as Constables Grant McKimmie and Lucy Wright.

			‘It’s terrible what has happened to you,’ Constable Wright said to Tory. ‘But unfortunately, it’s not uncommon. We have more and more of these disturbances every month.’

			Tory watched the pair step into white overalls with the word ‘Forensic’ stencilled across the back. They made their way to the side of the house. The officers dusted for prints inside the laundry and on the outside of the door, leaving a fine, black layer of dust on everything they brushed.

			‘Looks like they were wearing gloves. We only found two sets of prints, which would be yours,’ Constable McKimmie said, looking at them. ‘The lock on the laundry door doesn’t appear damaged. So, either you guys left it unlocked or they picked it. Those locks are pretty easy to unlock without a key, if you know how,’ he said.

			Brent and Tory eyed each other, the assumption making them uneasy.

			‘I don’t reckon we left it unlocked,’ Brent said. ‘This arvo I’m going to get chains for the doors. Anything to make it harder for someone to break in, or at least wake us up if they are trying to.’

			A knock at the front door interrupted them.

			‘I’ll get it,’ Tory said as she walked to the door.

			Standing on the front porch were two detectives.

			The female spoke in a deep voice.

			‘Hello. I am Detective Robyn Blunt,’ she said as she held out her hand for Tory to shake. She turned to the man next to her and introduced him as her partner, Detective Peter Morgan.

			The woman was taller than her partner and more athletic-looking. Her mid-length brown hair was tied back in a no-nonsense pigtail. Tory guessed she was in her mid-thirties. She walked with an air of command, clearly the leader of the two. Detective Morgan was older, perhaps in his mid-forties, with a medium build and strong, square shoulders. Sunglasses were pushed back on top of his curly auburn hair. Both wore dark blue suits and sturdy boots. Detective Blunt wore a white shirt under her tailored jacket, while Detective Morgan wore a striped shirt and tie. Detective Morgan’s eyes were intense, and as he looked at her, Tory shivered under his scrutiny.

			Brent and Tory sat with the detectives at their dining table, where they repeated much of what they had told the other police officers earlier that morning. The detectives asked them to go into greater detail.

			‘Do you know if any of your neighbours have security cameras?’

			‘Not to my knowledge. I don’t think so,’ Brent said. ‘I haven’t seen any or any signs warning there are cameras at a house, but I don’t know for sure.’

			‘What about you, Tory?’ Detective Blunt said.

			‘Same as Brent. I don’t think so, but I haven’t had any reason to ask them about cameras before today.’

			The detectives continued to ask questions for an hour before the forensic officers interrupted their meeting, motioning the detectives aside for a brief exchange. The detectives nodded at what they were told before waving as the forensic team let themselves out of the house.

			

			‘No fingerprints on the laundry door, other than yours, means they were wearing gloves, which is not surprising, even if they were amateurs. However, considering their lock-picking skills, if indeed the door was locked, it’s likely they are experienced thieves,’ Detective Blunt said.

			A few questions later, the interview concluded.

			‘We will need to meet with you both again as the investigation progresses,’ Detective Morgan said.

			‘In the meantime, if you remember anything you would like to add to the information you told us today, please call or email me,’ Detective Blunt said as she handed Tory a business card.

			‘They seemed nice,’ Tory said after the detectives left.

			‘Yeah, they did. They seemed to care about what happened and were keen to find the intruders,’ Brent said.

			Tory made a coffee and carried her cup outside to the patio while Brent went to the local hardware store. She sat on a wicker chair and looked over the small, neat yard. Tory felt stressed, and the peace of the yard held a somewhat calming effect. Although it was late summer, the flower garden was still in bloom and looked pretty. The house they rented was one they would love to buy if they could save enough for a deposit. It was a renovated three-bedroom home built in the late seventies. It was comfortable and on a nice street. The main bedroom sat at the front of the house, and on the other side of the kitchen and family room was Laura’s room, with the spare bedroom at the back.

			At the side of the house, the external door of the laundry opened to the clothesline and an area where three rubbish bins were kept. Further on was a gate that led to the front garden.

			

			It puzzled Tory that she hadn’t heard the side gate being opened.

			With a deep, drawn-out sigh, Tory stood and walked back into the house. She pulled the insurance papers from a kitchen drawer and made the call.

			

			‘We don’t pay out the insurance on car theft for thirty days, unless the car is located earlier.’

			‘That long? I will need a car before then.’ Tory paced the room while listening.

			‘There was an option on your policy for a hire car, but you didn’t choose it, so I am afraid I can’t offer you one.’

			Shit. Shit, thought Tory.

			‘If your car is located and it’s damaged, we will arrange an assessor to look at it. After that, we can complete a payment or repairs to the vehicle. The value we have on your vehicle is $8,600.’

			‘Oh, is that all? It cost a lot more three years ago.’

			‘Yes, $8,600 is the book value we have. If there is anything else I can do for you, please don’t hesitate to call back.’

			‘Thanks for nothing,’ Tory muttered as she disconnected the call.

			What was she going to do without a car for thirty days? Tory sat on a dining chair and massaged her temples, trying to stave off a developing headache.

		
	
		
			

			Chapter 3

			‘I bought two sets of chains, one for each of the external doors. Luckily, I got a trade discount,’ Brent told Tory as he strode into the house, holding the chains out to show her.

			With Brent’s arrival, Tory felt herself relax. Brent dropped the chains on the kitchen bench and held his arms out to embrace Tory.

			‘You’ve had a tough morning, babe.’

			‘The worst.’

			‘It will be alright, Tors. You’ll see.’

			‘A-ha,’ she mumbled. ‘Can I help you attach the chains?’

			‘Nah, you can sit back and watch the master at work,’ Brent said. He puffed out his chest and bobbed his head from side to side, his blue eyes twinkling as he turned from her, picked up the chains, and headed to the laundry.

			‘Brent, do you think the landlord will mind us putting on the chains?’

			‘Nah, I don’t reckon they will mind. It enhances the place. If they do, I can always remove the chains when we move out.’

			Tory liked to watch Brent work. He had what his mother called ‘pianist’s hands’. Long, elegant fingers that would have been perfect for playing the piano, if he’d had an inkling to do so. Slim and fit, he was taller than her by ten centimetres. Tory found herself attracted to his powerful shoulders, that and his cheeky grin. Laura inherited her pale complexion from her father, although now, after working outdoors all summer, Brent’s skin was tanned. He was a skilled carpenter whose work was in demand. He’d been at the same company since completing his apprenticeship and had an easy and friendly relationship with his workmates.

			Chains installed, Brent turned to her.

			‘All done. They might be tricky to get on and off because I shortened the chains a bit to make it harder to open the door very far. I don’t want someone able to push bolt cutters through the door crack and cut the chain. Try it. See if you can get them to work.’

			Tory stepped forward, unhooked the chain from its catch and then re-hooked it.

			‘Good. They’ll work okay. Laura might struggle, but I am happy not to let her out too easy,’ Brent said with a smile.

			‘Do you think we should buy security cameras?’ Tory was still worried.

			‘Possibly, but they are expensive. We will need to up our internet plan too if we get them.’

			‘I guess cameras wouldn’t have stopped someone coming into the bedroom, though, would they? Let’s stick with the chains for now. Maybe we can get the cameras later?’

			‘They are not likely to come back again anyway. I reckon they got what they wanted last night,’ Brent said.

		
	
		
			

			Chapter 4

			Brent dropped Tory at her work and drove off with a wave. Tory smiled to herself as she recalled that morning’s intimacy with her hot husband. She walked through the familiar showroom of Jensen’s Heating & Cooling to the shared office space towards the back of the building. The showroom comprised half a dozen samples of heaters and air conditioners, several with external covers removed to show the inner workings of the unit. Large, bright posters and display banners lined the walls, and a reception desk sat along the back wall next to the doorway leading to the office space. Tory nodded a hello to the friendly receptionist, who was busy chatting on the phone as she passed.

			Tory loved her work. It made her feel successful and important. It also served as a sanctuary of sorts when Laura was hounding her. Working with the team of sixteen people was fun, and she sensed Frank, the boss, held a soft spot for her. Frank accepted her application when she wanted to leave her old job and get out of the rat race in Sydney, and Tory was grateful for the chance he took on employing her based on an interview over a video conference. Today, he looked much the same as he did when she first met him. Short brown hair, greying at the temples, wearing long black pants, tan work boots, and a yellow polo shirt with the company logo embroidered on the right-hand side. The polo stretched
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