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Whisked to the hospital, sirens blazing, I arrived shortly behind Billy and Chambers.  My injuries paled in comparison to both of theirs, so I knew my hospital experience would be different.  That being said, Snow stayed by my side for the entire time, holding my good hand and repeating the same words to me again and again.  ‘It’s going to be okay.  You did the right thing. You’re amazing.’  I had no intention of believing them, but they were reassuring for my anxious mind to hear.

After being x-rayed, I found myself waiting to hear about what damage I’d done to myself.  Left in a hospital bed waiting, Snow quickly rejoined my side.

‘There she is,’ she smiled, walking in.

‘Don’t worry-I haven’t gone anywhere,’ I joked, knowing that we needed to talk.

She gave me a rueful expression.  ‘Yeah...about that!’

‘I’m sorry, Snow,’ I told her, balefully.  ‘I know what I did...’

She scanned my eyes.  ‘Let’s not do this now,’ she said, softly.

‘No, I need to, Kate.  I couldn’t bear it when you left like that.  I couldn’t bear it that I hurt you...upset you...continued to break your trust.’

‘Is that why you left after me?’ she questioned.  ‘Because you thought I was upset with you?’

‘I guess that was most of it,’ I nodded.  ‘And I’m just not able to stop myself right now,’ I admitted.  ‘It’s like I’m on self-destruct.  I couldn’t stop myself from heading into the centre of the danger.  It’s like I’m a glutton for punishment.  Somehow, I knew that going down there was going to make things implode.  Perhaps not in the way they did...I had no idea it was Chambers...but I also can’t make myself regret it.  Billy needed help.  Otherwise, he would have died on that basement floor.’

‘I know,’ she nodded.  ‘And I may not have encouraged you to go, but I’m surely glad you did,’ she told me.

‘Really?’ I questioned.

‘Really,’ she agreed.  ‘You knew something sketchy was going on, didn’t you?’

‘I did, yes...but I got it all wrong.  I’d seen the pollen stain on Hunter’s jacket lapel, and it had aroused my suspicion.  What I didn’t realise that it was actually Chamber’s jacket.  He talked me into that car so easily, Snow...it was in there before I’d even twigged that something bad was going on.  He was a smooth operator-could fool people with a fake façade,’ I told her.  ‘What was underneath...the man I met in that basement...well, he was a whole different animal.’

She shook her head.  ‘Well, you certainly took him down effectively!’

‘It was the only weapon I could find,’ I told her, quietly.  ‘And rest assured, he was going to kill us both.  Probably rape, kill and maim as well,’ I murmured.

‘Without doubt, Ally.  You did the right thing,’ she told me.

‘I asked him all the questions I could,’ I told her.  ‘To distract him as I knew you would be coming...’

‘I was,’ she nodded.  ‘You left plenty for me to go on! The phone with the tracking app...the tracker at the bridge to nowhere...’

‘You found it all?’ I smiled.

‘I did,’ she nodded.

‘If you look through my handbag, you’ll find more evidence,’ I told her, tiredly, my head aching terribly.

‘We will?’ she frowned.  ‘What do you mean?’

I sighed. ‘I’ve become a bit of a psycho too, Snow...I got myself quite a few devices to try out.  You’ll find a camera recording everything and another device which records sound.  Everything’s on there hopefully...everything he told me about his motivations and reasons for killing everyone he murdered-beginning with the first-his mother.’

She gasped.  ‘Are you serious?’

I sighed.  ‘The fucker was basically killing his mother over and over again ever since that first death.  The bastard just had to keep going.’

‘And you reckon you’ve got recordings of all these admissions? His confessions? Albeit obtained through interesting means?’

‘If they’ve worked as they should have, then yes.  Check it out,’ I told her, ‘When you next see Hunter.  Where’s Hunter?’ I added quickly.

‘He’s with Billy.  I really want to go and find out if he’s okay, but I haven’t wanted to leave you,’ she admitted.

‘No! Go and find out! I want to know too! It was a nasty wound, and he’d lost a lot of blood.  Go, Snow! Go and see your brother!’ I implored.

‘Alright, okay...well, I won’t be long,’ she said, standing.  ‘Don’t you dare go anywhere!’ she warned.

‘Where would I go?’ I said, softly.

‘And be polite to the doctors and nurses...’

I rolled my eyes.  ‘I’ll try!’

Snow headed to the door, lingering briefly before lifting her hand in a brief wave. I smiled back and then she was gone.

I didn’t have time to even think about what had just happened because the doctor came in straight after Snow leaving and came to stand beside my bed.

‘Hello, Detective Emerson, I’m Doctor Michael James.’

‘Hello, Doctor,’ I greeted him.  ‘I’ve messed up my hand, haven’t I?’ I questioned.

‘Why do you say that?’ he questioned.

I sighed.  ‘Doctor, just give it to me straight.  Since breaking this hand, it’s been re-traumatised by a kidnapping I was involved in and then to escape this latest nightmare, I had to pull it through metal cuffs.  I know I’ve probably messed it up something rotten, right?’ I asked.

His face grew serious.  ‘I’m afraid there is considerable damage to your hand, yes.’

I scanned his eyes, waiting for more. 

‘Where a bone is refractured, multiple times, it can lead to complications,’ he told me.

I nodded, having expected this.  I had a feeling his news was not good news, but then I’d done what was necessary, so I had to live with the consequences.  The difference was, I got to continue with a life. Chambers hadn’t managed to snatch it away. ‘Yes...what are the complications?’ I asked.

He sighed.  ‘When fractures happen multiple times, you can have delayed union, nonunion or malunion.’

‘Okay.  What does all that mean?’ I questioned, frowning at him.

‘Delayed union is where the bone takes longer than usual to deal,’ he explained.  ‘Nonunion is where there is a complete failure for the fracture to mend itself, and malunion can result in a misshapen limb and impair function.’

I frowned at this.  It was all my worst fears, realised.

‘So, what’s going on with my hand?’ I asked him.

‘That’s just it-we don’t know just yet.  Past x-rays show the previous damage-I requested them and took a look at what happened.  Your latest update from down south showed delayed union,’ he added.  ‘But now obviously this happened.’

‘What happens next?’ I asked him.

‘Surgery,’ he said, bluntly.  ‘You need to have a surgical operation on your hand soon to fix the damage done.  It will mean a general anaesthetic.  I’ve added you to the list and the soonest it would happen would be tomorrow morning,’ he revealed.

I nodded.  ‘Okay then, doctor.  You know best,’ I told him.

‘You’re fine to go ahead?’ he questioned.

‘Yes,’ I agreed.  ‘I’d like to try and have it fixed-even though it sounds like there could be complications down the line.’

‘Okay, great.  Well, rest up and I’ll let you know when it’s likely to be soon.  Nurses are coming in to stitch up your head,’ he told me, indicating my hair.

‘What? I need stitches?’ I frowned.  I hadn’t realised it was that bad.

‘Yes, I’m afraid so.  One gash definitely requires stitches there. Likely the glass from the car window, I suspect? From hearing what happened...’

‘Oh...yeah,’ I sighed.  ‘The bastard slammed my head against it hard.’

‘Very hard,’ he nodded.  ‘Well, is there anything else you would like to ask about?’ he questioned.

‘Yes,’ I said.  ‘Two other patients brought in with me from the same abduction/attempted murder situation.  The other victim-Billy Snow-was shot.  The murderer-policeman Dean Chambers-I attacked him with a hammer to stop him killing us.  Can you give me a brief update as to how they’re getting on?’

The doctor sighed, clearly having expected this from me by the look on his face.  ‘Billy Snow is currently in surgery.  They’re working hard, but he’s lost a lot of blood...’

‘What does that mean? Please don’t tell me he’s dying?’

‘He’s lost a lot of blood, Detective Emerson.  They’re doing a blood transfusion and repairing the bullet hole wound as we speak, so we need to wait and see on that one.’

Sickness swirled in the pit of my stomach.  How would Snow cope if Billy were to die? ‘And Chambers?’

He sighed again, whole-heartedly.  ‘The hammer was lodged into his skull...fracturing it and causing potential damage to the brain.  They’re operating now, but we will have to wait to see what long term effects the brain injury might have.’

‘Do you mean he...’ I paused, realising what he was telling me. ‘Do you mean he might not be the same again? Mentally?’

‘It would be classed as a catastrophic brain injury, Detective.  The brain is difficult to determine whether there will be recovery, some recovery or none.  With him, we will just have to wait and see.’

I nodded.  ‘Alright.  Well, please keep me updated.  Obviously, I’ve got a vested interest in this case-being the other victim of this guy.’

‘Of course.  Rest up, Detective Emerson.  I’ll go and book your surgery.’

‘Thank you very much,’ I told him, gratefully.

With the doctor gone, I was left alone for the first time.  Lying back against the soft pillows, I breathed, long and slow.  No answers made me anxious, and the main person on my mind was Billy.  Realising now that my own foolish actions had led Chambers to the flat which Hunter and Billy shared made me feel guilty as hell.  He’d have had no access to Billy if it weren’t for my interference.  If Billy died, it would be my fault, I decided.

Blinking at tears which fell I swiped them away with my good hand.  Holding it out in front of me afterwards, I spread my fingers wide and stared at the functioning hand.  My left.  My non-dominant.  Maybe I’d need to learn to use this one way more, I mused.  The right one was clearly trashed now, and no surgery was going to return it to how it had been before.  Three incidents were more than enough to destroy a working limb, it seemed.

The minutes stretched into an hour and then I began to feel lonely.  I knew Snow would be with Billy, and that was where she should be.  It didn’t make me feel any less sad though.  I wanted to get up.  Be there with them, waiting for news on his condition.  Shaking my head at the very possibility of him dying, I closed my eyes tight and prayed that Billy would make it through this.

The clock on the wall told me that it had been two hours since I’d last seen Snow.  I watched the minutes tick by, impatient to see her again and find out any updates.  Still, she didn’t come.  

Nurses appeared and stitched up my head wound, which was painful and uncomfortable.  I was glad when it was over and then was left on my own once more.  

Eventually, Snow came back.  It was almost three hours later, and I was tired and miserable.

‘Hey!’ I exclaimed, brightening as she came through the door.

‘Hey, Ally,’ she said, her eyes tied and her body moving slowly as she made her way to the bed.

‘How is he?’ I asked, without prelude.  It was all that mattered right now.

‘He’s hanging in there,’ she said, sadly.  ‘He’s been pretty critical at times.  He had to have a blood transfusion.  He’s still out, but Hunter is staying with him.’

‘Hunter...’ I murmured.  ‘Hey-before I forget-Billy spoke to me in the basement.  I think he thought it was the end when he said it.  He told me to tell Billy that he loves him,’ I told her, holding her eyes.

Her eyebrows lifted in surprise.  ‘Oh! Wow...’ she murmured.  ‘I’ll tell Hunter.  That’ll help him right now,’ she nodded.

‘Is he in a bad way?’ I questioned.

She nodded, her eyes grave.  ‘Like a broken man,’ she told me.

‘Oh...’ I murmured.  ‘I did all I could...’ I told her, my eyes swimming with tears.

‘Ally don’t cry!’ Snow immediately exclaimed.  ‘Please don’t cry! You were amazing! You did everything you could for him in the circumstances!’

‘I slipped the cuffs by rebreaking the bones,’ I sniffed, emotionally.  ‘Then I got my jumper and compressed it the wound,’ I cried, ‘But I don’t know if there was something else that I could have done.’

‘You did everything, Ally.  You went above and beyond anyone’s expectations, and likely saved Billy.’

‘Will he live?’ I asked, tearfully.

‘Damn right he will!’ she said, fiercely. ‘He’s strong, Ally.  Really strong.  He’s fighting hard, and I have no doubt that he’ll come through this.’

‘Really?’ I questioned, realising I needed to hear it more than most.

‘Yes, absolutely.’

I nodded, sniffing at my tears. ‘Apparently, I’ve caused a ‘catastrophic brain injury’ to Chambers,’ I said then, my voice shaking.

‘Ally, stop beating yourself up.  The man was going to kill you.  He had it coming...you acted in self-defence.’

‘I really did.  I have no doubt that he would have killed us,’ I told her.  ‘But be that as it may, to onlookers who know no better, I’m meant to be police.  A woman of the law.  I’ve caused one man to fall down the stairs to his death, abandoned his body and left it there rotting and now sunk a hammer into a murderer’s skull.  Who am I, Snow? Who in the hell have I become?’ I asked, shaking my head.

She sighed.  ‘Stop, Ally...just stop...you were a victim of Cameron and then a victim of Dean Chambers.  You acted in self-defence both times.  Any fool can see that.  You also tell me you have evidence.  Like with Cameron before; you’ll be cleared of this when the evidence is shared.’

‘I really hope it was recording,’ I murmured.  

‘Yeah,’ she frowned.  ‘Where’s your bag?’

‘Over there,’ I said, pointing to the small, black bag.  ‘It was attached across my shoulder the whole time I was there the whole time I was there, I believe.  Hopefully there will be something you can use,’ I told her.

‘Amazing,’ she murmured, going to collect the bag.

‘What-that I’m a psycho-stalker too now?’ I said, in disbelief in many ways about my actions.

‘No, Ally.  You clearly wanted to understand why and how Cameron managed to track you, monitor you and keep tabs, right? I’d be curious too.  I’d have probably bought some of the trackers and filming devices to understand it as well! I think it’s part of your way of coping,’ she told me.  ‘Understanding him, how he did it and testing them out yourself.  It just so happens that we can use your intrigue to our advantage in this case.’

‘None of it would hold up in a court of law, Snow,’ I sighed.

‘Perhaps not...but we’d still have answers.  Understanding.  Proof.  Plus, I don’t know if Chambers is ever going to end up in a court of law,’ she said, grimacing.

I stared at her, taking this in with a nauseous feeling circling around the pit of my stomach.  ‘You think he’s...’ I didn’t finish my sentence.  I couldn’t.

‘I don’t know, Ally,’ she said, shaking her head.  ‘But the hammer was...’ 

This time it was Snow who didn’t finish her sentence.  

‘Who knows? We’ll just have to wait and see,’ she told me.  ‘Besides-this is still not our case, Ally.  We still stay backed off, even now.  The loose ends will be for Hunter to sew up...with Billy, if at all possible.’

I sighed.  ‘What a horrible, horrible ending...’ I murmured.

‘Yes, but you got him, Ally,’ she pointed out.  ‘No matter how grisly, how awful...you got him.  He’s down.  Done.  Well and truly finished.’

I nodded. ‘I guess so.’

‘It is so,’ she insisted.  ‘What’s left now is recovery.  Healing.  Time to get past this...and what happened back home.’

I looked at her, tilting my head at her and studying her eyes.  ‘Do you think I’m cursed, Snow?’ I asked, after a time.

‘What?’ she exclaimed.  ‘Cursed? What are you talking about, Ally?’ she scoffed.  ‘No, I don’t think you’re cursed! Unlucky, perhaps? Yes, with Cameron and now this,’ she agreed.

‘Don’t forget about Gainsworth,’ I pointed out.

‘Yes, but that was an extension of Cameron’s evil,’ she told me.  ‘I think you’ve been through a lot-but this latest ordeal? I blame myself, Ally.’

‘What? Don’t be ridiculous!’ I told her.

‘Well, I do! Who brought you here?’ she questioned.

‘You,’ I said.  ‘But I wanted to come! I agreed to come, readily!’

‘But I don’t think you were signing up for what we encountered!’

‘Maybe not,’ I conceded.  ‘But I was prepared for any eventuality,’ I told her.  ‘I mean, we were here to find what we considered could be a ‘missing person’ potentially.  You never know how they’re going to pan out.’

‘Well, this was the last way that I’d expected or hoped it would end,’ she sighed.

‘At least no-one else is dead,’ I murmured.

She nodded.  ‘Yeah...hey, have you had the doctor in yet?’ she asked.

I sighed.  ‘Yes, I have.’

‘And?’ she prompted.

‘He basically said it’s fucked,’ I told her, miserably.

She frowned at me.  ‘He did not come in here and say-Emerson, your hand is fucked.’

‘No, not in so many words,’ I replied, ‘But that’s what it all meant,’ I tried to explain.

‘Tell me?’ she encouraged.

I rested my head back, wincing at the tightness of the stitches.  ‘He explained that because this was the third time my hand has been fractured, that it can cause long term issues.  He said that the bones might not heal properly, that they might be misaligned or something like that. He basically said that the hand would not necessarily return to full function and it needs to be operated on asap.’

‘I hope you told him yes!’ she exclaimed.

‘I did, don’t worry,’ I told her.  ‘But I’m not holding out much hope for a full recovery.  I’m going to need to learn to rely on my left hand more.’

She nodded.  ‘Probably.  At least for a while.  Perhaps don’t write it off though.  I’m sure over time and with a proper recovery, the hand will become at least functional.’

‘I hope so,’ I said, eyeing her carefully. ‘Would it be...’ I paused; not sure I wanted to finish the sentence.

‘Would it what?’ she questioned.

I sighed.  ‘Would it be...off putting to you...if it didn’t? I mean, if it ends up being like a little Nemo fin, would it bother you?’ I asked.

She surprised me by laughing.  ‘A Nemo fin? What on earth does that mean?’ she questioned.

‘Don’t tell me you’ve never seen it?’ I questioned.

She shrugged.  ‘Can’t say I have.’

‘Oh my God, Snow! You’re ridiculous.’

‘Am I?’ she chuckled.

‘Yes, you are.  Anyway, little Nemo is a fish.  He was born with a poorly fin, and it’s small and doesn’t function as it should.  He’s embarrassed by it and others think it makes him weak.’

‘Emerson!’ Snow frowned.  ‘You’re not like Nemo!’ she told me.  ‘And no! No way would it bother me if your hand never returns to normal-which I’m sure is highly unlikely! You’re bound to have aches and pains and maybe a little less movement than your left hand, but hey! It’s been shattered three times! Some damage is expected!’

‘And if it comes out after all this like a limp, messy mess?’ I asked her.  ‘Would you hate it?’

‘No, Ally,’ she told me, moving closer.  ‘No!’ she said, again, lifting my chin, to make me look at her.  ‘You’re amazing.  Every inch of you.  Just like your scars, I would not be bothered by a permanently broken hand, sweetheart.’

‘Well, good,’ I told her, feeling heat flood my cheeks at the intensity of her gaze.  ‘Because I’m pretty sure it’s fucked.’

She chuckled, shaking her head.  ‘Stop saying that!’

‘Make me,’ I challenged.

She smiled at me, and then bent towards me, softly kissing my lips.

‘Oh, whoops...excuse me!’ a male voice apologised from the door.

Snow rose swiftly, turning to see Hunter turning around.

‘Hunter!’ I exclaimed.  ‘Sorry! Come on in! Please, come in!’ I told him.

‘Emerson,’ he said, striding in, looking haggard and tired, but with a smile on his face.

‘How’s Billy?’ I asked, immediately.

‘Hanging in there,’ he nodded, smiling, looking from me to Snow and back again. ‘He’s stable now, they say, so just waiting for sedation to wear off to see how he is when he wakes up.’

‘That’s really good,’ I said, warmly, holding his gaze. 

‘Yes, it is.  And Emerson? Before anything else, I just want to say thank you,’ he said, looking worryingly like he might start crying, he was so emotional.  ‘I know what you did for Billy down there...and I know the sacrifice to your hand to get to him...’ he added, his voice sounding strained.  ‘You stopped the worst of the bleeding, and that’s likely what saved him.’

‘I don’t think I did anything,’ I said, feeling tears slip down my cheeks, even though I didn’t want to become upset.  ‘I tried to help him...but I didn’t know what else to do aside from get to him and try and stem the bleeding.’

‘That was all you could do,’ he assured me.  ‘And you did great,’ he added.

I sniffed, feeling shaky.  ‘Hunter...Billy spoke to me down there, when he could.  He told me to...I think he thought he wasn’t going to make it...he told me to tell you that he loves you,’ I said, tears streaming like rivers down my cheeks now.  ‘I’m sure he’ll tell you himself when he wakes up...I just wanted you to know...he was thinking of you,’ I told him.

Hunter’s own tears now did fall, and he wiped them roughly with the back of his hand, trying to maintain his composure.  ‘Thank you, Emerson,’ he nodded.  ‘Thank you.’

‘Hunter?’ Snow spoke up then.  ‘Ally says she has evidence from the basement,’ she said, clearly trying to help calm things, by distraction for us all.  The emotional side of the situation was weighing heavily, so to focus on the policework was helpful.

‘Evidence?’

‘I had a recording device active in my bag. I also had a camera working at all times. I don’t know how much of it was caught on film, but hopefully you’ll get something good. I talked to him for quite a while. I was trying to distract him, you see...give you lot time to get to us.  I asked him why he started killing and found out that it was because of his hatred for his mother.  I found out that he killed her and then covered it up with a fire.  I found out that he gouged her eyes out because he felt she was always looking at him and judging him.  The women which followed were killed because they reminded him of her...and he hated them for it,’ I summed up.

‘Wow! This was quite the conversation then?’ Hunter commented.

‘I mean, I was really stalling for time,’ I chuckled.

‘You did good,’ he nodded.  ‘Amazing in fact.’

‘That’s what I keep telling her,’ Snow added.

‘Believe it, Emerson,’ he said, with a smile.  ‘I’m forever in your debt.’

I frowned.  ‘Don’t be silly.’

‘I’m serious as hell, Detective.  You ever need anything, or I can do something in return, name it,’ he said, seriously.

‘Not necessary,’ I told him, quietly.  ‘But I have to say, I’m glad it wasn’t you in the end, Hunter, because you’re growing on me,’ I admitted.

‘Oh yeah? I’m not all that bad,’ he said, with a wry smile.  ‘Hang on-you suspected me?’ he questioned.

‘Not exactly-but you were so close to it all...and the jacket with the pollen stain from the lilies down at the memorial at the bridge to nowhere had me mightily suspicious.  Then, when I saw the tracker down there, I thought it was you in the area! It didn’t make sense to me that you were the killer, but I felt like you could be involved.  Turns out I had it all wrong!’

‘No, actually you had it all right,’ he pointed out.  ‘You’d noticed the jacket, seen the pollen stain and connected the dots.  The thing you didn’t realise was that the jacket was not mine. I’d just borrowed it for warmth that one time.’

I nodded.  ‘Yes, exactly. When I realised, the jigsaw fitted together and finally everything made sense.’

‘Well, we suspected him for a while...which is why we had Billy undercover.  He was clever though. Canny.  You know he has a wife and kids? Lives an ordinary life.  A great cover for his real true self...an evil bastard of a killer.’

‘Do you...’ I didn’t know how to ask what I wanted to say.

‘What, Emerson?’

‘I mean, I’ve asked Snow, and she says not to beat myself up about it, but I feel strange about what I’ve done to Chambers.  The doctor say he has had a ‘catastrophic’ brain injury because of the hammer blow,’ I said, feeling my stomach tighten with tension.

‘Good,’ Hunter said, coldly.

My eyebrows rose.  ‘Hunter!’

‘He killed multiple women, Ally! He shot Billy! He was going to murder you too!’ he exclaimed.  ‘I’m not going to lie and say it’s a sad thing that you brained him with a hammer! He’s got a touch of his own medicine.’

I let that wash over me for a minute, realising that Hunter was still reeling from Billy’s brush with death.  I wondered if he’d perhaps change his view once Billy was recovering and they wanted to hold Chambers accountable for his crimes.  ‘But I...’

‘Emerson; what you did was try and protect yourself and Billy,’ he told me, interrupting my fears.  ‘It was self-defence, pure and simple.’

‘That’s what I said,’ Snow agreed.

‘But I killed my husband too!’ I interrupted.

Both of them looked at me sharply, my words alarming them simultaneously.  

‘No, Ally,’ Snow said, gently. ‘No, you didn’t.’

‘But it was...it was...it was my fault.  It’s my fault he’s dead...’ I broke, crying messily as my head bowed.

‘Ally,’ Snow said, coming to me and pulling me gently into her embrace as I sobbed. ‘You did not kill him.  It was an accident.  An accident which occurred when he was trying to harm you yet again.  The video proved that.  Remember?’ she said, lifting her head to meet my eyes and make her point.

‘But it feels like my fault...and now I’ve gone and launched a hammer attack on Chambers!’ I cried.

‘Ally, stop!’ she commanded me, sternly.  ‘He had shot my brother! He had abducted you and no doubt planned on murdering you like the others-as well as likely raping, maiming and gouging your eyes out!’ she exclaimed.  ‘You had to do whatever it took to stop him! I would have done exactly the same! Hunter would have too!’

‘I would have done worse,’ Hunter told me, backing me up venomously.  ‘He wasn’t stopping, Emerson.  You stopped him, with the only instrument available to you.  No-one...absolutely no-one...is going to blame you for that.’

‘I feel like someone I’m not,’ I said, slumping back.

‘You’re tired, Ally,’ Snow said, softly, her hand reaching to smooth my hair back from my forehead.  ‘We all know the person you are, Emerson...and we’re all in agreement, okay? You’re amazing,’ she told me.

I nodded, wishing I believed her.  As tears slipped down my cheeks, she gently wiped them away.  ‘Sleep, Ally.  It’ll make things seem better.  A little easier,’ she promised.

‘I’m so tired,’ I said, my breath coming shakily now.

‘Of course you are, sweetheart.  Close your eyes and sleep,’ she instructed.

‘Will you be here?’ I asked, feeling empty inside.

She nodded.  ‘I’ll be here in the hospital at all times.  If I’m not by your bedside, I’ll be by Billy’s okay?’

‘Okay,’ I agreed.  ‘I’m tired.’

‘I know,’ she said.

‘Sleep well,’ Hunter said, making his way to the door, subtly leaving us.

Snow bent to my head and kissed my forehead lightly. ‘Sleep,’ she instructed.  ‘I’ll stay until you’re resting peacefully.’

I nodded, closed my eyes, and gave into the exhaustion.

When I next woke, it was to voices and laughing.  It was a joyful sound and the voices were familiar, which was even more pleasant to wake to.  Opening my eyes, I saw that I was still in the hospital room but that a curtain was drawn to my left, blocking my view of the neighbouring patient.  Behind that curtain, though, I could hear Snow.

‘Snow?’ I called.

Instantly, the curtain was pulled and she appeared.  ‘Hey! Did we wake you?’

‘No,’ I replied.  ‘Who is back there?’ I asked, curiously.

She grinned, a massive, wide and expressive happy smile.  ‘Look!’

Snow pulled the curtain open with a flourish, and to my pleasure, there was Billy.  He was sat back against the pillows, his eyes open and his smile wide.  

‘Billy!’ I gasped.

‘Back from the dead!’ he joked.

‘Don’t say that, idiot!’ Hunter laughed.  

‘You’re okay!’ I said, idiotically.

‘I’m good...thanks to you, Ally,’ he smiled.  ‘I’m so grateful for everything you did down there. I know I couldn’t tell you at the time, but I am so, very appreciative.’

‘I didn’t do anything,’ I said, embarrassed.

‘You saved me, Ally!’ he exclaimed.

‘Oh shush! Are you okay? In pain? How are you doing?’ I asked him, eager to hear.

‘I feel fine! I’m dosed up with a whole load of pain meds, so I’m feeling pretty happy right now,’ he grinned.

‘Blimey,’ I commented, looking at Hunter and Snow.  ‘That was a quick recovery!’

‘The sedation wore off and he woke up like this! He’s strong, clearly,’ Hunter commented, smiling down at him.  

‘I’m not ready to die,’ Billy told him.  ‘I’m very glad to be given this second chance.  Very grateful for your help, Ally.’

I mumbled something, embarrassed.

‘I heard everything as well.  You did so well to distract him,’ he commended me.

‘I just wanted to keep him talking. I thought if I did that, it would give Hunter and Snow a chance to get to us and help.’

‘Well, you did amazingly! And the evidence!’ he chuckled, sounding pleased.

‘You checked it?’ I exclaimed, asking Hunter and Snow.

‘Yes, while you were sleeping,’ Snow responded, her whole face brightening with animation.  ‘You caught the whole thing! We’ve got video, we’ve got audio, and it’s all clear as day!’

‘No way!’ I gasped.

‘Yep,’ Hunter nodded.  ‘If he survives this, he’s going down.  He’s going down anyway, but it depends in which way,’ he added.  ‘Health wise or by prison sentence.’

‘Well, that’s good! That bloody stalking stuff came in useful after all,’ I commented.

‘I explained why you had it,’ Snow told me, softly.

‘Oh...yeah, well...I’m not ordinarily such a psycho,’ I told the two men.  ‘I mean, I wouldn’t normally be walking around recording or videoing people
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