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Standing there, I packed up the mess, stacking the plastic Chinese containers into one leftover pile.  As I did, I felt a rush of emotion which was both unexpected and unwelcome.  

Turning away before she could see me, I left the room, heading to the back doors and walked straight into the garden as she called my name.

‘Ally?’ 

I kept going, not wanting her to see me upset.  I didn’t know where the emotion had come from either.  It had just welled up from nowhere.

‘Ally! What are you doing? It’s freezing out here!’ Snow said, following me.

‘Leave me alone,’ I told her, walking further.

‘Ally, what’s wrong?’ Snow asked, reaching me and turning me by grabbing my arm.  ‘Ally, what...why are you crying?’ she gasped, shocked and unhappy sounding.

‘Leave me alone,’ I said, again, pulling my arm away.

‘But I’ve upset you...’ she said, sounding heartbroken again, her eyes hollow and saddened by seeing me crying.

‘Can you just back off, Snow!’ I almost yelled at her, bursting into tears. ‘You’re just so, goddamn perfect...so gorgeous and intelligent and great company...you come here, making me feel so bloody complete again and then...then...’

‘Ally,’ she frowned. ‘What is it?’

‘How could you have lied like that?’ I exploded.  ‘Why didn’t you just tell me?’ I ranted.  ‘I would have understood if you’d explained it back in the beginning! Now you’ve just fucked up everything,’ I rambled, crying as I spoke.  ‘And everything we could have had is being messed with...I don’t know if you’re even going to be able to put things right,’ I continued.

‘I will put things right, Ally.  One way or another.  I will find her and end things.  Then we can be together as we planned.’

‘But it’s not the same,’ I cried. ‘You’ve made me...made me...question it...question you.  I can’t trust you like I used to be able to! I thought you were so perfect, and I liked you so much, but it was all based on a lie.  I’m so hurt right now,’ I told her, crying again.

‘I’m so sorry, Ally,’ she said, gathering me close and holding me as I cried.  

Unable to help myself, I sobbed in her arms, unhappiness racking through me.  I wasn’t quite sure what had got into me, but I went with it as the release felt like a relief. Also, I liked being held by her and connecting with her. The truth was, despite my resolve, I didn’t want her to leave. I wanted her to stay in the bungalow, hold me all night to help me sleep and then wake me with her mouth on mine, making me feel aroused and satisfied by her touch.  

As my tears slowed, I calmed and my broken heart began to ache a little less.  In its place came the realisation that even though that scenario would be nice, it wouldn’t solve anything.  The following morning, the same problems would exist between us.  The same issue would remain.

‘You should go,’ I said, easing back.

‘Ally...’Snow objected.

‘Can you not do this...?’ I requested, stepping back from her embrace.

‘But Ally, I hate seeing you this upset,’ she told me.

‘Then don’t tell me you’re bloody married!’ I said, angrily.  Anger was so much easier than sadness.  I found it far more straightforward to deal with. ‘I don’t know why I’ve allowed this tonight, Snow.  I shouldn’t have.  It’s already gone way too far than it should have.  I appreciate the dinner but enough is enough. I’m sticking to my guns.  Our personal relationship can resolve when your marriage ends.  As it stands, I refuse to get back involved with you while it’s still going on.’

Snow stared at me, her eyes sad. ‘Ally...’

‘No, please don’t...this seems to get harder the more we talk,’ I told her, shivering.

‘Come on...let’s go inside.  It’s cold.  Really cold.’

I glanced up at the white, dark sky.  The clouds were thick and heavy, as if snow was on its way once more.  ‘I’ll go inside...but I want you to go now,’ I told her.  

She nodded.  ‘It’s okay, I’ll go...you’re right, I’ve pushed you too far tonight and I can see I’ve upset you.  Come on-inside in the warm,’ she encouraged.

I let her lead me into the lounge where she encouraged me to sit down.  Then, she turned and grabbed a fleecy blanket to cover me with. Ziggy seemed to like this idea, as he immediately came and sat beside me, curling by my side.

‘Ah...there you go.  You still have company for the night,’ Snow pointed out.

‘Yeah,’ I murmured, feeling an ache inside which was now starkly familiar. It was loss.  Loss at losing someone I loved.

‘I’ll go now if that’s what you want,’ she offered.

‘I think it would be best, ‘I told her. 

She nodded.  ‘I understand,’ she replied.  ‘And I’m going to go home and do some more digging on where Maria could be,’ she told me. 

‘You are?’ I questioned.

‘Yes, I am,’ she nodded, looking fierce.  ‘I’m the one who messed up, so I need to fix this,’ she told me.  ‘Don’t worry, Ally.  I’m going to find her, end it properly and then start trying to make it up to you, bit by bit.  I know it’s not an easy fix, but the sooner I start, the sooner I can resolve it, I hope.’

I nodded.  ‘You do that.’

‘Are you still willing to give me a chance after I do?’ she questioned.

‘Damn right,’ I replied, clearly.  

‘And you can forgive me?’ she asked, looking uncertain.

‘Yes!’ I exclaimed.  ‘Just finish it, Snow! That’s all I ask.’

She nodded. ‘Can I book to see my parents this weekend? Will you come?’

‘When?’ I asked.

‘Saturday?’ she wondered.

I nodded.  ‘Sure,’ I replied.  ‘That would be nice.’

‘What about Ziggy?’ she questioned.

‘What about him?’ I asked.

‘Well, he’s only with us on trial remember, Ally.  Till Friday...as is the bungalow.  You’ve got a few days before you decide what you want to do next.’

‘For fuck’s sake,’ I muttered, sighing heavily.

‘I’m sorry, Ally, but these are things which need deciding...need sorting.’

I nodded.  ‘Leave it with me,’ I told her.

‘But I...’

‘I said leave I with me, Snow,’ I said, again. ‘I don’t need you making my decisions for me. I’ll sort myself out-like I always do.’

‘But I liked being able to think about things together...to plan what we were going to do as a couple.’

‘Yeah, well, you fucked up,’ I told her, bluntly.  

She stared at me.  ‘I did...’

‘You could have told me...early on...I would have understood then. I didn’t understand because you lied and hid it.’ I stared at her, finding it hard to keep going with this. ‘Look, Snow, can you just go now?’ I asked her. ‘I need some time by myself.’

‘Yeah,’ she sighed.  ‘I’ll uh...I guess I’ll see you tomorrow?’

‘Bright and early no doubt,’ I muttered.

‘Yeah.  Okay, well, I’ll go if that’s what you want?’

‘It is,’ I told her.  ‘We can talk when this resolves.  Let’s just go back and focus on being colleagues and find Maria Strava in order to remove her from your life.’

She nodded, her expression grim.  ‘Yeah...yeah, okay.  Well, you stay there,’ she told me.  ‘I’ll see myself out.’

‘Okay,’ I agreed, not planning to move.

Snow moved close and then bent to kiss my cheek.  ‘I love you, Ally,’ she said, as she stood, her eyes on mine.

I met her gaze but didn’t say it back.  I couldn’t.  Not in that moment.

‘Right...well, I guess I’ll go then.’

‘Yeah,’ I murmured.

‘I’ll see you tomorrow, Ally,’ she said, hesitating.

I breathed heavily.  ‘Just go...don’t prolong this,’ I told her.

Her expression looked resigned.  ‘Yeah.’

‘Bye, Ally.’

‘Bye,’ I replied, watching her go.  I wondered if she’d fight me a bit more, but it seemed that she had accepted my request and was actually leaving.  She paused at the door, lifted her hand in a wave goodbye and then she was gone. Staring at the closed door, Ziggy lifting his head beside me, looking at me intently.

‘Don’t say it, boy...’ I murmured.

His gaze was fixed on me.

‘I know...she’s nice, but she’s also not...’ I told him, stroking his head.  ‘It’s hard to understand, right?’

Ziggy looked bemused, his gorgeous eyes fixed on me, never wavering. 

‘It’s just, I had to make her go, alright...’ I tried to explain to him.  ‘Because there’s a lovely, good side to Snow, but there’s also the black side,’ I sighed.  ‘The bad part of her...’ I murmured.  ‘She’s messed up, Ziggy, and she knows it.  Don’t worry though,’ I said, stroking him.  ‘I plan for it to work out in the end...we just need to solve this stupid case first! Fancy going missing just when you need someone, hey? It’s so frustrating.’

He whined at me, looking baffled.

‘Do you need to go outside?’ I asked him.

Another whine told me he did.

Getting up, I went to the door and stood at the French windows while Ziggy did his business.  While I was standing there, my phone rang.

‘Emerson,’ I answered, without looking at the display.

‘Hey Emerson, it’s me,’ Benson said.

‘Oh hey.  Everything okay?’ I asked him.

‘I’ve got a weird request,’ he said, on a half-laugh.

‘Oh yeah? What is it?’ I questioned.

‘Well...’ he drawled.  ‘Tommy’s been allowed home and he’s already going out of his mind with boredom,’ he explained.

I laughed. ‘Oh dear.’

‘Yeah-so I was just wondering.  Do you have any jobs that Tommy can do from home relating to the Maria Strava case?’ Benson questioned.

My eyebrows lifted in surprise.  ‘Ooh...actually yes! Yes, I do!’

‘Ah nice.  That’s good news.’

‘How about I pop by in the morning and then go through with him what would be useful?’ I questioned.

‘That’s perfect,’ he told me.  ‘I’ll message you my address.’

‘If I pop by 7.30am before heading in for eight, does that work?’ I questioned.

‘Yes, that’s great,’ he agreed.

‘I can’t wait to see him in person too,’ I told Benson.  ‘Tell him I’ve been thinking of him.’

‘Oh, he knows...I’ve been telling him about everyone who has been asking after him.’

‘Good, because we’re all so relieved to know he’s doing so well,’ I smiled.

‘Thanks Emerson.  Well, we’ll see you in the morning then,’ he said.

‘Yeah. Night sir.’

‘Night, Emerson,’ he replied.

I hung up, called Ziggy in and then headed for a shower.

Once I was in bed, only then did I let my mind relive the evening with Snow.  She’d been wonderfully attentive, and it had been so nice to be back in her arms.  The trouble was, it didn’t feel right yet.  Something was holding me back, and that something was her blood wife.  Curling onto my side, I struggled to get warm in the cold bed.  I wrapped my arms around myself closer and then appreciated Ziggy coming closer to cuddle by my side.  Putting an arm around him, I closed my eyes and remembered lying with Snow on the sofa.  Losing myself in memories of her kiss, I focused on that rather than anything else.  As I drifted off to sleep, I thought of her gentle, searching mouth and relived her kisses.  I went to sleep feeling warm and content.

––––––––
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THE FOLLOWING MORNING, I headed to Benson’s house early.  I was there by 7.30am and being welcomed in by Benson, who looked as immaculate as always, dressed in a smart suit.

‘Morning Emerson,’ he said, ‘Come on in.’

‘This is weird, right sir!’ I commented.  ‘I’ve never been to your place before.’

‘Yes, well there’s a first time for everything,’ he told me, smiling. ‘And if you can get Tommy off my back, then it’ll be a bonus.’

‘Why isn’t he just chilling? I’d be loving a few days lying down and doing nothing in front of Netflix.’

‘Tommy likes being on the go-and he likes his work.  He’s not allowed to be back yet, so he wants to feel useful doing something,’ Benson explained.

‘Fair enough...well, I’ve got plenty he can do!’ I told him, following him through his flat.

‘Tommy? Emerson is here,’ Benson said, walking through to the lounge area.

I had to stop the gasp at seeing Tommy for the first time.  The damage to his head was extensive, and although I was sure it was better than before, I hadn’t seen him since it had swollen badly and now his face was a myriad of colour, his eyes barely open.  ‘Hey Tommy!’ I exclaimed, trying to hide my shock behind a forced smile.

‘Hey Ally,’ he said, tightly.  ‘I am smiling, but it’s hard to see that on my face.’

‘Yeah...fucking hell, Tommy! She did a number on you, didn’t she?’ I commented, unable to hold back.

‘She really did,’ Tommy chuckled.  ‘But thankfully, I woke up.’

‘You’re literally black and blue,’ I murmured, sitting down to one side of him. ‘Are you in much pain?’ I asked, concerned.  I wasn’t sure what I had been expecting, but this hadn’t been it.  He looked way worse than I’d been imagining.

‘It’s not too bad, actually,’ he told me.  ‘They’ve got me on pretty strong pain meds.  The worst part is boredom when Adam isn’t here,’ he sighed.  ‘Which is why I got him to call you.’

‘Well, I’ve got a great job for you, if you’re sure you’re up to it!’

‘Oh, I’m eager to do any computer-based work.  I might not be able to move around very easily right now, but I can sit with my laptop on my knees,’ he told me.

‘Well, good for you.  I’m so glad you’re back with us, Tommy.  We were all so worried about you and so pleased you fought back and came back stronger,’ I told him.

‘Thanks Ally,’ he said, glancing at Adam.  ‘I’m pretty glad I woke up because it turns out it was worth it...’

‘Ooh, yeah, I heard,’ I chuckled.  ‘You and Adam, huh?’ I smiled.  ‘Public and proud.’

‘He made some pretty significant changes while I was lying half-dead in the hospital,’ he smiled.

‘I know he did,’ I replied, seeing how happy that made Tommy.  ‘And I’m so happy for you both.  Benson was so happy and relieved to have finally come clean about your relationship with them all.  it was so nice to see him find his voice,’ I told him.  ‘And I love that you’ve taken him back and want to make a go of things.  He was so eager to make it up to you.’

‘Oh, I was never going to end things, Ally, but to wake up to Adam saying that he loved me openly and in front of my family was incredible.’

I beamed at him.  ‘I’m so, so happy for you.’

‘Thanks, Ally.  Anyway, what work can I do? I’m bored stupid lying around watching shit on TV.’

‘Ah! Well, what do you know about romance scams?’ I asked, as Benson came in with coffee.

‘I’ve investigated a few, actually,’ he told me, surprising me.

‘You have? Aren’t they relatively new?’

‘Well, since the internet has been around, there’s been a select, few people using it for nefarious reasons-romance scams are one of those things.’

‘Interesting...well, I have a case for you, Tommy, and it’s one close to my heart-because it involves Snow.’

‘Ah...I might have told Tommy about this...’ Benson admitted.

‘Oh, you did?’ I asked, turning to him, as he passed me a coffee.

‘Yeah, well, it’s pretty interesting news,’ he said, looking guilty.

‘I guess it is,’ I sighed.  ‘Interesting but really, really shitty, annoying and the worst news I could have ever imagined or ever hoped less for.’

‘She’s married?’ Tommy questioned.

‘Can you fucking believe it?’ I ranted, then shook my head.  ‘Sorry...sorry...I’m just frigging annoyed about it. And upset.  Really, very upset.’

‘Of course you are,’ Tommy sympathised, his swollen face painful to look at.

‘It’s to be expected, Emerson,’ Benson added.  ‘I mean, you had a good thing going, right?’

‘We really did!’ I exclaimed.  ‘It worked, and I was-dare I say it-happy!’ I told them, on a role now. ‘This has just spoiled everything!’

‘It’s such a shame as you worked together well, and seemed genuinely happy,’ Benson commented.

‘I really was! And more fool me, because I thought Snow was whiter than white! I felt like she could do no wrong! That she was perfect.  Now, it turns out she has a dark side.  A part of her which is black inside.  She’s not only lied, cheated and committed adultery, but done so when I was guilty of hiding something from her first! She should have known that she could have opened up to me, because I did the same towards her and we got through it.  Why she felt the need to hide it is beyond me.’

‘It seems out of character, from what I know of Snow too,’ Benson commented.  ‘I mean, what she did isn’t okay...in law as well as morally.’

‘I know.  I think this woman literally has some kind of weird hold over her.  She basically scammed her and got her to do what she wanted by hooking her in,’ I sighed.  ‘Which is where you come in, Tommy.’

‘Tell me,’ he encouraged.

‘Well, it turns out the woman Snow is married to is missing.  She’s been missing for three months.  Proof of life checks are showing up nothing so far.  She’s not been seen or heard of for three months from roommates and the boyfriend.  She has no bank transactions for the past three months.  She hasn’t travelled abroad-she’s originally from Lorca in Spain. I checked immigration records and it’s clear. Now we’re onto social media, which is where you come in.’

‘Go on,’ he encouraged.

‘Well, I discovered that her Facebook was shut down due to ‘scam’ reasons but know no more than that.  I set up on yesterday entitled ‘Find Maria Strava’ which I’ll give you access to. I’ve heard from several people that she was potentially up to some shady stuff and have heard the words ‘romance scam’ bandied around some too. Can you do some digging? Find out who this woman really is? Find out if she’s been involved in scams of any sort? Find out if she is who she says she is...that kind of thing.’

‘Of course! Thank God! Something to do at last!’ he commented.

‘Great!’ I replied, handing him the information.  ‘Everything is written down here.  I’ve also written the link to all the search evidence completed so far in case you want to look into.’

‘What’s the goal here?’ Tommy asked.

‘Find and locate her.  Get the divorce,’ I said, succinctly.

He nodded, slowly.  ‘Okay, then, well that’s good.  I can do that today while Adam’s at work.’

‘Do you have other’s popping in and checking up on you?’ I asked.

‘Yes, but even that gets annoying,’ he told me.  ‘I’d much rather get back to normal as fast as possible.’

‘I know what you mean,’ I smiled, glancing up at Benson as he carried his cup from the room.

‘And hang in there with Kate, Ally,’ Tommy advised me.

I sighed.  ‘Urgh, it’s been such a nightmare, Tommy...’

‘I know, but if you love them, it’s worth it, right?’ he told me.  ‘I’ve been through it with Adam-dealing with the dark side of him, where he kept me a secret and wanted to live a life in the shadows.  Kate will want to resolve this, surely? If I know one thing, it’s that she thinks the world of you, Ally.  Give her a chance to put all this right.’

‘I will-once she divorces the woman.  As it stands, I can’t bear the thought that she’s remotely attached to anyone else.  It just hurts too badly.  But you’re right...she is worth it.  I do love her, so I will stick with it.  That’s why we’re doing this.  That’s why finding Maria Strava is top of the agenda.’

He nodded.  ‘Well, if I find anything, you’ll be the first to know.’

‘Thanks Tommy. I appreciate it.  I really do,’ I said, standing. ‘Well, I better get to work.  I’m so glad you’re home, up and functioning as normal again,’ I told him.  ‘It’s such a relief to see you looking so well.’

He laughed at that.  ‘Well, give me a few weeks and I’ll have my handsome good looks back,’ he quipped.

I chuckled.  ‘Give it a month...’ I joked.

‘Oi,’ Benson said, from behind me.  ‘He’s gorgeous.’

‘If you like that sort of thing,’ I laughed.

‘Well, perhaps not your cup of tea, Emerson,’ Benson grinned. 

‘No,’ I sighed.  ‘I’ve got more of a penchant for tall, gorgeous blonde women.’

‘We know,’ Tommy chuckled.

‘I really need to locate this damn woman, Maria Strava, then I can get my life back on track.’

‘What is it with certain women being a complete nightmare?’ Tommy questioned. ‘First Annabel Arran and now Maria Strava?’

I shook my head.  ‘I don’t know, but I tell you one thing-I’ve had enough of it!’

‘Be patient, Ally,’ Tommy advised. ‘I’m sure it will all come right in the end-like it did with me,’ he said, kindly.

‘Thanks, Tommy...and thanks for looking into the social media aspect.’

‘Not a problem.  You’re doing me a favour by giving me something of importance to do! I’m not designed to sit around doing nothing. Makes me feel pointless.’

‘Well, let me know if you find anything,’ I said, heading for the door.  ‘See you at the station, Benson,’ I told him.

‘Yeah.  I’ll be there soon.  Thanks for popping around, Emerson.’

‘No, thank you.  I’m sure Tommy will have information for me before I know it!’

I headed for my car and then drove myself to the station. The whole way I was thinking about Snow and the situation with Maria Strava.  I just wanted it done and over with.  When I reached work, it was 8am and Snow was already in.  She looked up in surprise as I walked in.

‘Morning,’ I said, sitting down.

‘I expected you earlier somehow,’ she told me.

‘Oh, I went by Benson’s this morning...’ I replied.

‘Benson’s? Why?’ she questioned.

‘Because Tommy’s home and bored stupid.  He wanted something to do and let’s face it-he’s the best tech guy we know, so I figured he could help,’ I told her.

‘Seriously?’

‘I’ve asked him to look into the social media side of things,’ I said, turning on my computer.  ‘He’ll have some answers for us in no time.  He’s the best.’

‘He certainly is...how is he?’ she asked.

I frowned.  ‘Actually, he looks beyond awful.  It’s like he’s in there somewhere, hidden behind a mask of scary black, blue and greenish bruises, swollen flesh and distorted skin.’

‘Oh wow...’ she breathed.

‘But although he looks horrendous, he’s alert, attentive, talking and bored stiff.  It’s good he wants to do something, because it will make him feel useful as well as help us.’

‘Very true,’ she sighed.  ‘Because at the moment, I feel like we’ve got a big, fat nothing and I’m really frustrated about that.’

‘Yeah?’ I questioned, eyeing her with interest.  She seemed uncharacteristically unsettled and jittery, which wasn’t like her.

‘Yes.  I just wanted this sorted so I can have you back in my life.  I don’t want it hanging over us like this, affecting everything,’ she rambled.

‘Did you sleep last night?’ I asked her.

‘No, I didn’t. Why?’

‘Because you’re acting all kind of...floopy,’ I told her, scrunching my nose up a little as I observed her.

‘Floopy isn’t a word, Ally.’

‘Yes, it is,’ I told her.  ‘It’s how you’re acting right now.  Cut it out.  We’re not going to get anywhere by just complaining about it.  Let’s get on with the day,’ I told her.

‘Yeah, you’re right.  Sorry, Ally...last night just got me pensive.’

‘In what way?’ I asked her.

‘Because I love you, Ally!’ she exclaimed, far too loudly for my liking, with people within earshot and probably keen for the gossip it provided.

‘Shush! Everyone will hear you!’ I exclaimed.

‘I don’t care!’ she responded.  ‘I actually don’t care! I love you and I don’t care if the whole world knows about it.  I don’t want to still be married.  I want it all to just go away so we can go back to building the foundations of a life spent together,’ she told me.  ‘Please, Ally, help me to make that happen.’

‘That’s all I want to, you idiot! But it doesn’t just magically disappear, for fuck’s sake! We have to put in the work.  Find the bloody woman, speak to her, discuss and agree to a divorce and then actually go through divorce proceedings-which I looked up by the way, and in simplest form, takes at least six months.’

‘Six months!’ she exclaimed, sounding shocked.

‘Yes, six months. This isn’t a quick fix, so stop acting like a petulant child and realise that sometimes, mistakes need correcting and it can take a while.’

‘But I don’t want to wait six months...’ she said, sounding anguished.

‘Do you think I do?’ I retaliated, hurt as well.  ‘But that’s where we are.  That’s what we’re dealing with-and that’s once we locate her! That could take time, as you well know, also.  Missing people take time to find, Snow.  Sometimes, they don’t even get found.’

She groaned, dropping her face into her hands.  

‘But, we’ll work on it...and we’re the best at this, right?’ I murmured, looking for a reaction.

She lifted her head.  ‘We are?’

‘The absolute best.  We solve missing persons cases.  That’s what we do, right?’ 

‘It is,’ she agreed.

‘So sit up, shake off this shitty attitude you’ve brought with you this morning and let’s get back into it.’

‘Okay,’ she nodded, doing as I asked, and adjusting her position to sit up.

I almost saw her square her shoulders, preparing herself for what could be a long haul, finding her missing wife.  ‘Good.  Now, let’s get to work.’

The day passed slowly, and in that time, we gained no new information about Maria Strava, despite searching several avenues.  I was called out briefly to be told that an arm had washed up at Friar’s Edge, and after checking in with Doctor May, she assured me she would deal with it and send me any information about it later on.  We didn’t hear from Tommy, but then he’d only just started, and I supposed these things took time.  It was just frustrating, as we wanted results immediately, even when that wasn’t necessarily possible.

Towards the end of the day, Snow looked over at me.  ‘Hey, Ally?’

‘Yeah?’

‘Would you come to dinner with my parents tonight instead of Saturday?’ she asked, holding her phone in her hands.

‘Sure,’ I agreed, immediately.

Her eyebrows rose.  ‘Really?’ she asked.

‘Yeah.  Why not?’

‘I don’t know...things aren’t great between us right now...it’s also a bit of an ask-going to visit the parents, you know, it’s a hassle,’ she shrugged.

‘I don’t mind,’ I told her.  ‘It’s a free dinner, I’d like to meet them, and you want me to see them, so it’s a yes,’ I replied.

She stared at me, surprised.  ‘Wow...well thanks, Ally. I’ll arrange it.’

‘Give me a chance to change clothes after work though, please? I don’t want to turn up looking like I’m ready to interview them for a crime.’

She chuckled.  ‘You don’t go around looking like that.’

‘I actually do look exactly like that,’ I said, gesturing to my work clothes.

‘Well, dad was police, you know.’

‘Still-let me make a good impression, alright? And I’ll need to inject Ziggy first anyway.’

‘Okay. Well, how about if I told them seven? That would give us the chance to head home, change and then go over there?’

‘How far is it?’ I asked.

‘They live about forty-five minutes away,’ she told me.

‘Oh, okay.  That’s fine.  Put me down as a yes,’ I smiled.

‘Thanks, Ally.  It’s good of you.’

‘No worries,’ I said, turning back to my computer.

An hour later, Tommy
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