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The cold, sharp wind made me shiver as I stepped out of my car, slamming the door shut.  Making my way into the police station, I hugged my coat close to my body to try and trap in the heat.  The early morning winter sun was trying to appear, but the sky still looked ominous.   I looked up at grey and white clouds, which were sitting low in the sky, looming above me.  They moved slowly, arduously crossing the sky above as I shivered once more.

Turning, I headed inside, striding into the building with my eyes fixed forwards.  I didn’t want anyone to greet me, talk to me, or try and engage me in conversation, so the easiest way to do that was to ignore them.  

Reaching the elevator, I rode up to the second floor and walked out towards the main floor. At this time, barely anyone was in, so I made it to my desk and started up my computer before there were any other people to deal with whatsoever.

Evergreen had been my home for over a decade now, and I’d been with this police department for seven of those years.  I knew I was good at my job, and yet the thought of getting through the day on this certain Monday made my stomach churn and ache, a tight knotted sensation filling the base of my gut and gripping hard.  Turning to look out the window, I saw the sun shining through the clouds, adding colour and light to the grey, winter day.  I stared at the puffy, brightening clouds for long moment, my thoughts deep.  The tense, anxious feeling in my lower stomach tightening painfully.

Releasing a heavy breath, I reached for my morning coffee.  As I did, my hand shook, and I snatched it back, chastising myself.  ‘Get a grip, Emerson,’ I told myself harshly, under my breath.  There was no time for such reactions here.  Not at work.  Taking a deep, steadying breath, I steeled myself and quickly typed in my password into my computer to log on.  As I set to work, typing up a report from a case I’d been working on the week before, the room began to fill up.  I steadily ignored everyone around me, working diligently, as I always did.  I was known as unsocial and sometimes rude, but the truth was a far-cry from what superficial eyes assumed.  Ignoring the steady throng of people filling up the space, I focused on my job, as I always did.

‘Emerson?’ a deep voice called, alerting my attention sometime later.

I turned to see my boss, DI Adam Benson walking towards me.  ‘Morning sir,’ I nodded.

‘Did you get the Myersade report sent back to me?’ he questioned.

‘Yes.  I just finished it.  It should be with you now,’ I replied.

‘Fantastic,’ he said.  ‘You’re so quick, Emerson! What would we do without you?’ he grinned.

I felt a sick feeling curling through my gut, snaking around painfully.  ‘Well...on that tack...any word on the office?’ I asked, curiously.  I’d requested a promotion, and a private office to work in.  Not being a people person, I struggled to work on the main floor, with people around all the time, talking, interacting and generally making me more anxious.  It bothered me to work in such a busy environment, but I hadn’t told Benson that.  I’d just used my good record to see if I could acquire my own working space without telling him that I was struggling.  That wasn’t my way.

‘Ah! There might be the possibility soon.  I’m aware of your request and am on it.  Let’s see how the next few cases go,’ he told me.

‘Next cases? Have I missed something, sir?’ I questioned.

‘We’ve got a missing child.  Briefing is in ten minutes,’ he told me, curtly.

‘Oh God, a child?’ I exclaimed.

‘Yeah,’ he said, wearily.  ‘On the Waverly pass, crossing over where Evergreen meets-hence our involvement. Waverly were going to take this one, but seeing as we have the team here, we’re joining forces.’

Joining forces? I didn’t like the sound of that.  ‘You know I prefer to work alone, sir,’ I reminded him, for the umpteenth time.  ‘And I get results-and still delegate tasks.’

‘I’m well aware of your idiosyncrasies, Emerson, and let’s face it, I’m usually pretty accommodating,’ he replied.  ‘However, this time, you might have to suck it up.  Do some work with others,’ he told me.

‘Why?’ I frowned, not liking this.

‘Because of the kid,’ he said, sighing.

‘Tell me,’ I encouraged, eager to understand.

‘The missing child is Briony Robertson-Kingston,’ he told me, long-sufferingly.

‘Should that mean something to me?’ I asked him, confused.

‘No.  I guess not.  Emerson, she’s the daughter of the Mayor.’

My eyebrows rose.  ‘Fuck...’

‘Exactly,’ he nodded.  ‘So, learn to play with others, alright? We may well be facing the biggest missing persons case we’ve done yet.  Meeting room one in ten, alright?’ he barked, still walking away.

‘Yeah,’ I murmured, quietly.  The mayor’s daughter? Christ.  This was going to be big.  I immediately turned to my computer and Googled him, searching for information.  

Mayor Thomas Robertson-Kingston, I read.  He’d been in position for six months now and was well liked by the public and staff he worked with.  He’d been active in his role, attending events and working on passing new laws.  I quickly moved onto his family life.  He was married to a woman called Lauren and had two children-a boy and a girl.  The boy was fourteen years old, and called James and the daughter, Briony, was eight.

I stared at the family picture presented of the perfect, four members of their family and felt a sick feeling twist in my gut.  I rubbed at it absently, wishing these feelings would just disappear and I could feel normal again.  It never seemed to change though.  

Turning my attention back to the computer, I quickly read through everything Google had to offer on this mayor that we would no doubt be dealing with and then when my ten minutes were up, quickly hurried to the meeting room to join the briefing.

When I went into the room, I was immediately struck by how busy it was.  Heading down towards the front, I took a seat on the far side and sat down, impatiently thrumming my fingers on the chair in an anxious way.  I didn’t look too closely at everyone who filled the room but did clock DI Benson come in to set up and appear to wait longer than necessary before starting.  One glance towards the door told me that this was more than just our department, because unfamiliar faces dotted around the room, standing chatting whilst we waited for Benson to talk.  I immediately turned away, not wanting to encourage any wayward chatting which I’d find hard to participate in.

After burying my head in notes from case files for five minutes, Benson finally called the meeting to order.  I was relieved because I’d felt very visible in those long, painful moments. I felt like all the eyes in the room were on me, despite that being ridiculous.  I’d felt my anxious body respond to the sensation of being watched, being seen, and felt my cheeks redden, my stomach tightens and a tremor shudder through the hand which held my pen.

Lifting my head, I looked towards Benson, hoping this meeting was short.  I hated being in rooms full of people, or busy, crowded areas.  Lately, it made me feel sick.

‘Welcome everyone.  Please take a seat,’ Benson began.  ‘For those of you who don’t know me, I am Detective Inspector Adam Benson, and I lead this department here at Evergreen.  Warm welcome to everyone who has made their way over from Waverly Police Department.  I know we’re going to be working closely with you on this case, and I hope everyone here makes you feel very welcome.  We appreciate the support, as this case is a big one,’ he said, solemnly.

I felt eyes on me, and I chanced a glance to the back of the room.  All I could see was a sea of faces, all blurring into one as they swam before my eyes.  Turning back to Benson, I blinked my vision clear and focused solely on him.

‘We have a missing child, as you all know.  The missing girl is eight years old and is called Briony Robertson-Kingston.  She is significant as she is the daughter of the Mayor-Thomas Robertson-Kingston.  She had been taken to a local park by her older brother James, who is fourteen.  They were on bikes, cycling around the recreation area and playground.  James reported that one of his friends arrived, and he was momentarily distracted by talking to him.  When he turned around, Briony was gone-her bicycle left on the field,’ he told everyone.  ‘The area has been searched by family, and they report no immediate sign of the girl,’ he continued.  ‘The family kept looking from early evening until the wee hours of the morning, when they finally called the police at...’ he looked at his notes, ‘4.24am,’ he told us all.

‘Why didn’t they call sooner?’ I spoke, surprising even myself.

Benson looked towards me instantly.  ‘Ladies and gentlemen-familiarise yourself with Detective Ally Emerson-she heads up missing persons here at Evergreen,’ he informed them.  ‘Emerson-that’s something we need to investigate urgently.  Thomas Robertson-Kingston was the one who finally made the call, but we’re unsure why he waited so long-when his eight-year-old daughter was clearly nowhere to be found.’

‘It was below zero last night, sir,’ I said, making the point I was sure everyone was considering. 

‘Yes, I’m aware,’ he nodded.  ‘And they’d reached the park at approximately half past five, so when you do the maths, it’s not looking good...’

‘Exposure to the elements, if nothing else!’ I exclaimed, concerned.  ‘Have we sent teams out?’

‘If I may, Detective Emerson?’ he said, stopping me with a hand lifted.

‘Sorry...’ I murmured, shutting up.  I was interrupting his flow, but my concern was piqued, and the weather was freezing cold-being mid-December and especially chilly.  My worry was that even if the girl had simply wandered off innocently, that she’d quickly succumb to hypothermia, given how cold it currently was.

‘The call came in at 4.24am,’ he continued, ‘And a team were sent out to look in the park and surrounding recreation grounds.  There were no sightings of the girl at all, which is when I was called.  At present we know little more than I’ve told you.  Briony is eight years old. She was wearing blue jeans, a white fox hoodie and a pink puffer jacket over the top.  She wore a pink woolly hat,’ he read, ‘Pink and white gloves too.  The bike was found abandoned in the middle of the field, and it has been taken into evidence.  The family are being brought in as we speak, and I plan to separate them and speak to each individually.  This will be led by our lead detective, Ally Emerson,’ he said, glancing at me.  ‘Whilst that is happening, I need teams assembled to head out to the recreation ground.  The whole area needs to be assessed and searched.  Alongside those efforts, we need a team trawling through any local CCTV in the area.  I’m going to call a list of names of Waverly personnel who will team up with our Evergreen staff.  If we pull together, this will go faster.  Questions?’ he finished with.

‘DI Benson,’ a man at the front spoke.  ‘Isn’t is suspicious that the mayor waited so long to call in the disappearance of his daughter?’

‘Yes,’ Benson nodded.  ‘We’re concerned.  That’s why we’re interviewing immediately.’

‘DI Benson?’ another police officer I knew spoke.  ‘Has there been any sign of ransom or demands made for money? Could that be why we didn’t hear from Kingston until a later stage?’

‘That is definitely one avenue we are pursuing-and despite being asked the question, the mayor insists that hasn’t happened.  We’ll wait to hear from interview though-the man could be scared.  We don’t know all the information yet.’

‘Benson,’ a fellow detective spoke.  ‘The fourteen-year-old boy-if he was the only witness to her disappearance, could he be involved?’

‘There was a second boy present at the recreation ground, who supports what James Robertson-Kingston reported, but yes-it’s something to consider.  We’ll of course follow up on that.  Okay? That it? Because we need to get a move on,’ he told everyone, curtly.  ‘Evergreen staff-head back to work and make a start.  Waverly, I’ll work with DI Underwood now to assign you to the right places.’

I stood up and left, keen to get on.  This was worrying.  The girl had been missing since 5.30pm the previous day.  I was doubtful a child of eight would have survived the weather, let alone a threat to her life-if that was what had happened.

I walked back to my desk and started reading up on everything I could find connected with the mayor, his wife and the children.  I was heavily engrossed in reading when I was rudely interrupted by DI Benson once more.

‘Detective Emerson?’

I turned, seeing Benson standing there.  He wasn’t alone, and that immediately got my hackles rising.  By his side was a woman, who I gave a very cursory glance over.  I did not want to work with any new people whatsoever, and I had the feeling that DI Adam Benson was about to insist on that very thing.  ‘Yes?’

‘Detective Emerson, meet Detective Kate Snow from Waverly Police Department.’

‘I work alone,’ I said, clearly, not even entertaining the idea.

‘Emerson, ordinary working arrangements will have to change temporarily due to the serious nature of this case.  So, I repeat-and be polite next time to our guests-this is Detective Kate Snow, and you are going to temporarily be partners.  No questions, no complaints.  That’s how it is.  Now, I’ll leave you to work out some way of working with Detective Snow, Ally-and I don’t want to hear you’re being awkward, alright? Remember this is about a missing child-not you,’ he said, fiercely.  With that, he left, stomping off, his stress levels clearly high.  I was left with my new, enforced partner, who immediately sat down beside me, far too close to my personal space than I appreciated.

‘Hi. I’m Kate,’ she told me, holding out her hand.

I looked at the offered hand dubiously, before lifting my gaze to narrow at the woman. ‘I work alone,’ I told her, ignoring the handshake. 

‘So, I heard,’ she responded, brightly.  ‘A lone wolf, huh? I get it.  I’ve been there at times, preferring to do things alone.  Trouble is, with a case like this, they can become huge very quickly, right?’

I stared at her, not liking how she’d just walked into my comfortable little life and turned it upside down with her overwhelming presence.  ‘Who are you?’ I demanded, a little spitefully.

‘I’m Kate,’ she repeated.  ‘Kate Snow-detective over at Waverly.’

‘I know all the detectives at Waverly.  You’re not one of them,’ I responded.

‘I’m new.  I’ve only been here about two months,’ she told me.  

I regarded her suspiciously, letting my eyes do a quick once over.  She was precisely the type of woman I didn’t want to end up having to work with.  Tall, strong, athletic grace etched through her stance and a face which would capture my most avid attention-if I’d have allowed it.  No, I thought to myself, looking away.  There was no way I was going to be forced to work with this woman.  ‘Well, I’m busy,’ I told her, looking towards my computer.

‘Yeah?’ she replied, sliding her wheeling chair closer.  ‘On what? Oh-the mayor, huh?’ she said, worryingly close to my ear.

I startled, turning and reeling back.  ‘Can you get the hell out of my personal space?’ I demanded, ranting at her already.

‘Okay!’ she exclaimed, chuckling to herself.  ‘Note to self-doesn’t like people or close proximity to others.’

‘You can take your fucking ‘note to self’ and shove it up your arse!’ I said, standing up dramatically, the chair sliding back in a whirl.  ‘I don’t want to work with you, Snow!’

‘Oh, call me Kate,’ she replied, with a smirk.  ‘It’s so much more personal...don’t you think?’ she grinned.

‘Fuck you,’ I muttered, angrily, my face a tight band of anger.

‘Name the place and time and I’ll be there,’ she said, her eyes sliding down and up me, in a predatory fashion.

‘Oh, you’ve got to be kidding me!’ I fumed.  ‘Right! That’s it. I’m not having this!’ I said, turning to march away.

‘Hey! I was joking!’ she called, laughing her head off at my reaction, which made me even more enraged.

I kept going, all the way to Benson’s office, my fury unrivalled.  Storming in, I spoke before even thinking about the consequences.  ‘I can’t work with her and I won’t,’ I announced, angry as hell.  ‘I don’t want or need a partner, Benson-and you know I get results, so there’s no need to insist on it. Give her to someone else.  I could do without the headache,’ I told him.

Benson stared at me balefully, his expression grim and then pointed behind me, making me turn.  To my horror, she was stood in the doorway, listening to every word, but to my surprise, her expression was fairly neutral. 

‘Apologise,’ Benson told me, his voice low. 

‘No!’ I ranted.  ‘You can’t make me work with her...’

‘Actually, I can, Emerson.  Get you head out of your arse and recognise this is not about you, Ally.  This is about a little girl who is missing.’

‘Who I can find, given the chance!’ I exclaimed.  ‘I don’t need to be working with her to do it!’ I told him.

‘Emerson; Detective Snow is your partner on this.  Now stop arguing with me.  You have thirty minutes until the family get here, and I want you interviewing them all, reporting back to me and then getting out to the field to oversee the search party.  Is that clear? Because if it’s not, I can find someone else-another detective to lead this team-even Snow herself comes highly recommended.’

‘No...no...I want this.  I’m the lead,’ I spoke.  ‘I’m always the lead,’ I murmured.  

‘Then start fucking acting like it, Emerson! You’re acting like a spoiled, entitled child who doesn’t know any better.  Learn to play better with others, because let’s face it-the job demands it.  Now go and make amends-and when I check in with Snow later, I expect to hear that you’ve apologised and made her feel welcome.’

I barely managed to stop myself rolling my eyes, such was my derision concerning this.  The truth was though, that I did want this job, and I did want to be the lead, so I would shut up and get on with it.  I’d work with the woman temporarily and then she’d be gone.  It’d be brief, I was sure.

Turning on my heel, I walked towards where she stood in the door, blocking my path.  When I reached her, she looked down at me, her bright, intelligent blue eyes intent on mine.  ‘You coming or what?’ I demanded.

She gave me a half-smile, almost a smirk, and then fell into step beside me.

I walked back to my desk area, and once again, she sat herself down beside me, startlingly too close for my liking.

‘Okay, back up,’ I said, lifting my hands in defence of myself.

‘I’m nowhere near you,’ she laughed, but moved back, nonetheless.

‘If you’re temporarily here, you need to give me a little bit more space than that.  I don’t work well with others-I put my hands up to that one-so at least get out of my personal bubble.’

She smiled at me slowly.  ‘I wouldn’t want to interfere with that,’ she murmured, her voice low.

‘Can you stop doing that, as well,’ I requested, narrowing my eyes at her.

‘Doing what? What did I do?’ she asked, all innocence.  

‘This,’ I said, using my hand to indicate her face. ‘This whatever you call it...this act you’re pulling around me.  I don’t like it, so stop it.’

‘What? Being friendly?’ she laughed, shaking her head in wonder at me.

‘No, it’s more than that.  I read people like a book,’ I told her, snarling a little.  ‘You’re pissing me off with this flirty, haven’t got a care in the world attitude.  Cut it out.  It’s fucking annoying.’

‘Well, aren’t you a barrel of laughs!’ she exclaimed.  ‘This is going to be fun-I don’t think!’ she cried.

‘I’m here to work, not make friends or have fun-or have you forgotten the fact that we’re here to start a huge, massive case? ‘I asked her.

‘No, I haven’t forgotten, Emerson-but we’re right at the start.  I’ve interviewed countless people over the years, so I’m ready,’ she told me.

‘Countless people? How old are you?’ I demanded.  ‘You can’t be more than thirty.’

‘Thirty-seven, actually. I’m plenty experienced, if you’re interested.  You can read my CV to check me out, if you wanted to,’ she offered.

‘I don’t need or want to do that, but I like to go in prepared,’ I told her.  ‘So, if you don’t mind, I’m familiarising myself with who the mayor is.’

‘Ooh yeah, good call,’ she said, sliding closer.

I immediately turned to look at her over my shoulder, and then bright blue eyes met mine instantly.  ‘Get...out...of my...space.’

‘How do I read over your shoulder then?’ she asked.

‘You don’t,’ I told her.  ‘Get your own computer.’

‘Aren’t you meant to be being welcoming?’ she questioned.  ‘Perhaps you help me acquire my own computer and then I could do my own research?’ she suggested.

‘Perhaps you can shut up and let me read for ten minutes?’ I added, turning away.

‘Fucking hell,’ she said, sitting back in the chair and sighing.  ‘This is going to be hard work,’ she said to herself.

I ignored her and got to reading, focused on trying to quickly find out anything I could about Mayor Thomas Robertson-Kingston and his family.  

‘I’m going to get a coffee,’ the woman to my side told me unnecessarily.  

I ignored her, continuing with my reading.

A few minutes later, Detective Kate Snow returned, sitting herself down beside me once again.

‘There you go,’ she said, placing a coffee in front of me and then sitting back to sip at her own.

‘What’s this?’ I asked, aghast.

‘Coffee?’ she replied, sounding amused.

‘Why did you get me one?’ I questioned, completely baffled by the woman.

‘It’s just a coffee, Emerson,’ she told me.  ‘Not a diamond ring.’

‘But...but...I didn’t ask for one!’

‘I know you didn’t, but you seem stressed and we’re about to be doing interviews, so a little fuel or caffeine is good, right? I’ve got a mars bar too, if you’re interested,’ she said, pulling them out of her pocket and pushing one towards me on the desk.  

I watched in stunned fascination as the woman undid her own chocolate bar and proceeded to devour it, her full, plush lips closing over the gooey treat and then licking the debris up for good measure.

‘What? You don’t like mars bars?’ she questioned.

‘It’s 6.45am!’ I exclaimed.

‘And?’ she laughed.  ‘This day might be long!’ she replied, drawing out the word ‘long’ on a drawl.

‘So, eating sugar and drinking caffeine is a good way to deal with that?’ I questioned, giving her a weary look.

‘Can’t hurt!’ she objected.

I turned back to the computer screen but then gingerly reached for the mars bar. I was in fact hungry, having not had any breakfast.  Almost hoping she didn’t notice, I undid the top and ate it surreptitiously as I read, before sipping at the coffee too.  When I was done, I glanced at her, seeing a self-satisfied smirk on her face.  ‘This doesn’t mean we’re friends alright?’ I told her, discarding my rubbish under the desk into the bin.

‘Right you are,’ she replied. ‘And I don’t suspect you have many friends, Detective Emerson.’

‘Oh yeah?’ I responded.  ‘And why do you say that?’ I replied, aggrieved.

‘Because you’re a bit of a bitch,’ she told me, bluntly.

I gaped at her, stunned at her rudeness.

‘But then you know you are,’ she said, ‘And I think it’s absolutely deliberate.’

I narrowed my eyes at her. ‘Why would I deliberately put on a bitch act?’

‘You tell me.  I’ve yet to get to know you, detective.’

‘You’re not going to get to know me, Detective Snow,’ I replied, cattily.

‘No?’ she questioned.  ‘We’ll see...’

‘Don’t do that,’ I muttered, looking away.

‘Do what?’ she replied.

‘The whole, ‘we’ll see’ crap. We won’t see anything.  There will be no ‘getting to know you’ rubbish, Snow.  I work alone, because that’s how I like it.  I’m not changing that because of you or anyone.’

‘Detective Emerson-you work in a police department.  Collaborative working is essential!’ she laughed.  ‘Impossible not to do.’

‘I mean having a partner.  Someone working side by side with.  I’m not inclined to do that, so back off.  I get the job done just fine.’

‘My, my, aren’t we prickly this morning?’ she murmured. ‘Well, let’s get this case done and dusted and then I can leave you on your lonesome, Detective Emerson.  It’s a limited period of time in which we have to learn to work together, alright? Let’s just make the best of it.’

I turned to her, giving her a look of distaste. My reply was succinct and curt.  ‘No.’

Her eyebrows lifted, as she gave me a look of surprise.  She followed it by a mirthless chuckle, and a little shake of her head.  Standing, it appeared I’d pissed her off enough to make her leave.  ‘I’ll see you at interview,’ she said, before turning and walking away.

I watched her for a moment more than necessary, and then turned back, shaking off the strange feelings coursing through me.  I wasn’t going to let some hotshot detective from another precinct get to me.  Hell, no.  I’d be professional of course, but that was it.

I turned back to what I was reading and kept funnelling information into my head until it was time to go down to the interview room.  Gathering the printed information I’d acquired, I quickly headed downstairs and found Detective Kate Snow waiting outside interview room one.  Walking towards her, her eyes did a once over, travelling down and then up, clearly making a very frank appraisal of me.  I frowned at her, not liking the way she was looking at me.  

‘What’s your problem?’ I demanded, as I reached her.

Her eyebrows arched up and she surprised me yet again-by laughing at me.  ‘Lighten up, Emerson.  I was just admiring your outfit, if you must know,’ she told me, grinning at me cheekily.

‘Well don’t,’ I replied, annoyed.  ‘We’re here for one reason only-and that’s to work.  Besides, detectives don’t ‘admire outfits’ Snow.’

‘They do if they’re covering a body like yours,’ she smirked.

I gasped.  ‘That’s sexual harassment!’ I hissed at her.  ‘I’ll have you thrown out of here if you keep making comments like that.  I don’t want or need your appraisal of me, alright? I’m not here for your amusement, either, so stop






























d2d_images/cover.jpg
AJ ﬁé ELLIAM






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





