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The story so far
…

Hana Du Rose is forty-five, newly
married and unexpectedly pregnant to her English teacher husband,
Logan. As she deals with the problems in her married life, she is
forced to contend with the constant threat of a conman who preys on
widows for their wealth. An old lady’s last will and testament,
with the potential to overthrow the crook’s claim on her estate,
has somehow ended up in Hana’s possession and makes her the subject
of his interest. Hana and Logan become deeply embroiled in the
mystery, forced to go to extraordinary lengths to live their lives
in safety. But Hana’s rebellious spirit constantly puts her in
danger.

Her own adult children are
struggling to accept her secret marriage to Logan, amidst serious
problems of their own and Hana tries desperately to fit in with the
fickle, feud-ridden Du Rose whanau. Logan’s mysterious past
and secret life hinder his future with Hana and he finds himself
the subject of a criminal investigation. An event at the secondary
school they both work at means that things come to a dangerous head
as the doors are thrown open to the public and Hana becomes
immediately vulnerable.


Chapter 1

Logan
felt for a pulse on his friend’s blood soaked neck and found
nothing. His grip slipped in the red slick and he forced his index
and middle fingers into the space beneath the left side of Boris’
broken jaw. Closing his eyes, he waited. The weak, irregular beats
forced a sigh of relief from his pursed lips. “Let’s hope you’re
lucky, mate,” Logan breathed. He reached for the phone in his
pocket and dialled triple one for emergency, explaining his
location to the efficient operator. “Yeah, it’s bad,” he said,
casting an experienced eye over Boris’ twisted body. “Multiple
breaks and blood loss.”

While
the dispatcher chattered in his ear, Logan felt around Boris’
limbs, finding a broken arm and perhaps dislocated knee. He
snatched a cloth from a sideboard and balled it up, slipping it
beneath Boris’ head and wincing at the groaned response. “He’s
moaning, but not conscious,” Logan relayed. The bloodied phone
clattered to the floor as he leaned over the injured man’s mouth.
Guttural breathing rewarded him. “Come on, man. Help is on its way.
They won’t be long. What the hell did you get involved
in?”

“Don’t move him,” the ambulance operator stated when Logan
picked up the phone again. “Stay with him, monitor his vital signs
and talk to him.”

Logan
hung up before the man could tell him to stay on the line and
dialled Bodie’s number. The young police officer let out a string
of swearwords. “What the hell are you doing? I told you to leave
this alone. You know what will happen now, don’t you? Geez!” Logan
heard the rage in his voice. Then Bodie’s voice changed. “Did you
get blood on you?” Logan looked down at his soaked fingers, the
dripping phone and his bloodied shirt. He didn’t reply. Bodie
snorted. “Then you’re an idiot and you get whatever you deserve. I
spoke to Detective Sergeant Odering and he left half an hour ago to
speak to Boris. If you’d stayed at work, you’d have an
alibi!”

Logan
ground his teeth at the hint of victory in his stepson’s tone. “Way
to go, Du Rose,” he mouthed at his own stupidity. Boris stirred and
he dropped to his knees, rocking the man’s shoulder. “Boris, wake
up, mate. Who did this? Did you know them?”

Bodie
snorted. “Too late Du Rose. You put yourself in the frame and you
can stay there for all I care. I’ll take care of my mum and your
kid.” The call ended and Logan felt a flicker of fear. Sirens split
the gentle, rural atmosphere and he checked Boris’ weak pulse
again. The sound of tyres on gravel heralded more than one
vehicle.

The
ambulance men arrived, kneeling next to Boris and firing questions
at Logan. He answered with stiffness, knowing whatever he said
would incriminate him.

“No,
I found him like this about ten minutes ago.”

“No,
he groaned but didn’t regain consciousness.”

“No,
I don’t know what happened.”

“Yes,
the faint pulse was there when I arrived. No, I didn’t resuscitate
him. His breathing stayed slow and shallow. Yes, it sounded like
that.” Logan regurgitated the information he gave the operator,
keeping his story straight.

The
second vehicle disgorged two cops who entered hot on the heels of
the medics. “Just procedure,” the older cop said, halting Logan
with his outstretched palm. He peered over the head of the
ambulance crew.

His
younger colleague jumped to the obvious conclusion and took a firm
grip of Logan’s shirtsleeve. “Come on, sir, up you get!” he told
him, hauling on the material until the seam split. Logan gritted
his teeth and tried to put his hands down to stabilise himself, the
cop’s tug on his shirt overbalancing him. The light from the
doorway highlighted the man’s ginger hair like a halo.

“Wait!” he snapped. “My legs have gone to sleep.” The cop’s
blue irises became glassy and Logan saw the moment when the man
decided his guilt. He staggered as he rose, taking a moment to give
his blood time to refill his legs. Bending to rub at his numb
calves, he sensed the atmosphere change.

“Hands behind your back,” the young cop demanded, slipping
handcuffs from his belt.

“Sod
off!” Logan bit. “Is it a crime to call for assistance when you
find a mate collapsed now?”

The
young cop drew his baton and Logan ground his teeth. “Hands behind
your back,” the man asserted and Logan raised an
eyebrow.

“You
really wanna do this?”

Racism oozed from the ginger-haired cop and Logan’s heart sank
into his stomach as a familiar disappointment returned. More than
just anticipation laced the cop’s freckled face. His eyes blazed
with excitement and his nostrils pulled upwards in a sneer. “Come
on, dude,” he hissed at Logan. “You lot are all the
same.”

Logan’s gaze slid to the older man, seeing him distracted in
conversation with the paramedics. He looked back at the ginger cop,
assessing him and shaking his head. “I won’t give you the
satisfaction, mate,” he said, loud enough for the other man to
hear. “I’m sorry you don’t like my kind.”

The
older man glanced across and his face fell. His lips parted in a
gape of realisation as though it wasn’t the first time. He stepped
in Boris’ blood as he hurried towards them. “What’s going on?” he
snapped, his eyes wide. Logan turned around and presented his hands
behind his back.

“Your
colleague thinks I need handcuffs,” he said, forcing his voice into
a reasonable tone. “He’d like to use all his new toys.” A mirrored
dresser opposite showed the young cop babbling like a fool with no
sound emerging from his lips. He folded his nightstick at speed and
shoved it back onto his belt.

“This
dude lurched at me,” he managed, avoiding the older man’s eye.
“He’s dangerous.”

“My
legs went to sleep.” Logan turned around but kept his hands behind
his back. “How’s Boris?”

“Not
good, son.” The older man glanced backwards and looked at Logan in
sympathy. “You called us?”

“Yeah.” Logan sighed and when the older man turned aside to
speak into his radio, slid his gaze back to the young cop. Little
over twenty, he looked inexperienced and still thrilled with his
own sense of power. The latent racism handed down by his white
parents lay just beneath his veneer of professionalism. Logan shook
his head, hoping the police service recognised it before it got out
of hand. The cop’s skin, pale and freckled, flushed with excitement
and his carrot orange hair stood out from his head like the fluff
of a soft toy. Logan recalled a hundred boys just like him, the
butt of schoolyard jokes and bullying. It seemed a slender line
sometimes between victim and aggressor. History proved often how
oppressed became oppressor in a crooked twist of
circumstance.

The
paramedics pulled Boris’ distorted limbs into some semblance of
normality and he groaned again. The older cop turned around to
observe them sliding a splint under his leg. An image of Hana’s
trusting face floated past Logan’s inner vision and he put a hand
up to rub his eyes. She would freak out and accept Bodie’s
consolation. At his sudden movement, the young man twitched and
Logan experienced a spark of temper. “How much longer do I need to
put up with this joker?” he snapped.

Aged
around fifty, the older cop raised an eyebrow. “Exactly what I keep
asking,” he muttered under his breath. Tugging on Logan’s sleeve,
he moved them aside as the paramedics shuffled Boris onto a
stretcher. He let go and drew a notebook and pen from his pocket.
Flipping open the book, he jabbed a finger at the young man. “Now
you’ve drawn your nightstick, you need to record it in your pocket
book.” He kept the timbre of his voice slow as though speaking to
someone with limited understanding of English. Logan kept his face
straight and stared at a dent in the skirting board. The ginger
fluff rustled as the kid reached for his book.

The
older man turned to Logan with a casual smile. “I’m sure you
understand, sir, as the first person on the scene we’ll need to ask
you some questions. I’ll do that now, but we will revisit this at a
later date. Do you understand?”

“Yeah, sure.” Logan exhaled and moved his head to get a better
view of Boris. The unconscious man made tiny grunts as the
paramedics collected their gear and the stretcher wheels squeaked
on the wooden floor. “Excuse me,” Logan said, reaching out a hand
towards the nearest paramedic. The young cop went into another
paroxysm of excitement, redrawing his baton again.

“Bloody hell!” The older policeman exclaimed. He looked away,
rolling his eyes at the younger cop and shaking his
head.

“Hey,
how is Boris?” Logan asked, his tone urgent. “Will he be
okay?”

The
man barely broke his stride. “Too soon to say, mate.”

Logan
bit his lip, seeing his disastrous day progressing down the gurgler
faster than anticipated. He reran the morning’s conversations,
unable to count the threats he made against Boris’ wellbeing. He
groaned and put his head back, closing his eyes against
inevitability.

Both
cops rustled the pages of their notebooks, one logging his baton
frenzies and the other waiting for Logan’s attention. Logan turned
towards the friendlier of the two and made a valiant effort to stay
on track. The questions began, going in the direction he expected.
“I told the despatcher his name, age and all that.” Logan cringed
as the ambulance siren screeched into the sunlit garden and birds
scattered into the sky. The cop made him repeat it all so he could
scratch it into his book with a capitalised script. “When did you
last see Boris Lomax?”

“Earlier this morning.”

“Where?”

“At
work.”

“Where is that?”

On it
went until Logan grew bored. He answered with feigned interest
until the man asked if he knew how the injuries to Boris occurred.
His eyes narrowed at a memory. “As I pulled into the driveway, I
almost hit another vehicle coming out. Dark coloured saloon with
tinted windows.” He closed his eyes. “I saw two faces in the front
but I couldn’t see in the back seats.”

“Registration number? Identities?”

Logan
shook his head. “Too fast.” He eyed the younger cop sideways.
“Boris got into debt to Ted Larne. When I saw him this morning he
showed signs of injury. He limped and looked uncomfortable as
though he might have broken ribs.”

“Who’s Ted Larne?” The young cop knitted his orange brows and
sneered at Logan. “Are you trying to pass this off on someone
else?”

The
older man slapped his colleague on the back. “No, son. You’ll meet
Mr Larne’s thugs one day. Then you’ll need your night stick.” He
held out his hand to Logan, palm upwards. “Phone please, Mr Du
Rose.”

“What?” Logan looked from one to the other. Realisation dawned
and his shoulders slumped. “You’re kidding? I’m here, so I must be
your suspect? Sterling work guys as always.” Logan pursed his lips
and remembered his ill-timed call to Bodie. Hana’s image turned the
thought of karma into a regret. He drew the stained device from his
jacket pocket and dropped it into the bag the young cop held open
in front of him. “I’m wasting my time here,” he said. “I want to
talk to Detective Sergeant Odering and I’m saying nothing until he
gets here.”

The
cop wrote that down and shut his notebook with a snap. He nodded
towards the ginger cop. “Call it in. Get Odering here.” He pulled
Logan’s arm and led him towards the door. “Until then, you can sit
in the car, Mr Du Rose.”

The
slender detective arrived fast. Logan fought frustration as he
tapped his boot heel on the gravel with poorly disguised
impatience. Ginger cop stood over him, his fingers itching to pull
his baton free of its clip. The other man cordoned the house off
with police tape.

“Victim’s reached the hospital,” ginger-cop gushed with
excitement as he listened to chatter on the radio. His colleague
approached wielding a roll of marker tape. “Shall I take the
suspect in now?”

Logan
let out a snort and shook his head, experiencing another wave of
exhaustion. He sat in the back of the police car, his bum on the
seat and his feet on the gravel drive. “How is he?” he asked,
ignoring the bouncing idiot at his side.

“Too
early to tell, sir,” the older man replied with respect. “Detective
Sergeant Odering is here now.”

“Typical Māori lazy arses,” the young cop hissed beneath his
breath. “You think you’re owed because that’s how you’re
raised.”

“Hey,
enough of that crap!” the older man rebuked him. His blue eyes
narrowed into slits. “I’m not having this. You go on report the
minute we get back to the station.” He curled his top lip back in a
snarl. “You can make a complaint, if you want.” He directed his
last comment to Logan and he shrugged in response.

“What’s the point?” He massaged his scarred knuckles and
worked hard to control his temper, watching Odering descend from
the car. He wrinkled his nose as the detective spoke to a colleague
directing operations with a practiced air. They whispered with
their heads bowed together as though in prayer. Then Odering nodded
and turned towards Logan. His shiny shoes crunched across the
gravel and Logan watched his progress, noting the heaviness in his
step.

When
Logan tried to stand to greet him, the older cop pushed him back to
a sitting position. The Detective Sergeant stood with his hands on
his slender hips and looked at Logan. “What a bloody mess, Mr Du
Rose.”

He
nodded. “Yep.” Gritting his teeth, he stared at a point in the
distance, watching a white cloud scud overhead. The detective’s
superiority galled him and he cursed his diminished
circumstances.

Odering bent to his haunches, one neatly pressed trouser leg
resting in the gravel. “I know you didn’t do this, Logan,” he
whispered. “It’s not your style. But you must go to the station and
ride this thing out through due process. I suggest you comply with
everything asked of you for the time being.”

Logan saw the detective’s infuriating upward lift of mouth
and eyebrow. “You’re enjoying this,” he hissed. His grey eyes
flashed in the sunlight, speaking threat and revenge. Odering
grinned. “Mr Du Rose can go to the station now, please. Do the usual checks and hold him until I
get there.” He stood. Through the corner of his eye, he spotted the
ginger cop drawing his handcuffs. Logan endured a poignant moment
of hesitation aimed at unsettling him further. “There won’t be any
need for that thank you. I don’t think Mr Du Rose has any intention
of running.” He looked hard at Logan. “He has more reason than most
for needing to sort this out.”

At
the police station, Logan donned a white, hooded jumpsuit with
integral booties and watched them take his clothing as evidence.
The charge sergeant took his gold St Christopher and dropped it
into a plastic bag along with his watch and wedding ring. Logan’s
brows knitted at the sight of his bare finger, accustomed to the
mark of marriage even after such a short interlude. “Sorry, Hana,”
he whispered to himself, waiting for fingerprints and
photographs.

Each
facet of the procedure reinforced his status as an animal at a
cattle market, a criminal without relevance. After sitting for an
indeterminate amount of time in a bare cell in the bowels of
Hamilton central police station, the cop on duty allowed Logan a
single phone call. He couldn’t bring himself to alarm Hana and
without his phone, other helpful numbers escaped him.

“What?” Pete screeched amidst the throng of sweaty males. “I
can’t hear ya.” He turned aside and lost his place in the tuck shop
queue. “What?” A swarm of boys filled his place, surging forward
like water as Pete wedged a pudgy finger into his ear to drown out
their chatter. “Logan?” he yelled and then the colour drained from
his face. “Oh, bollocks!”


Chapter 2

“That’s the bloody last time I lend Du Rose my stuff,” Gwynne
complained when Pete broke the news about his impounded car. “I
should have gone with him.” He thumped his palm against the post
room door.

“What? To beat Boris up?” Pete’s eyes bugged like a frog’s. He
snorted and a bogey dived from his hairy nose onto Gwynne’s shoe.
They both stared at it for a moment. “Hey, bro?” Pete postured and
tapped Gwynne on the shoulder. “What if the cops find the drugs
under your front seat when they search your car?” He snorted again,
thrilled with his own humour.

The
older man fixed him with a penetrating stare that went on far too
long for Pete. Moving close and invading his personal space with
deliberate threat, Gwynne’s face creased into a grin that didn’t
reach his eyes. “I’d worry about the gun in the glove box,” he
hissed. “And keep your bodily fluids to yourself.” He turned on his
heel and stalked away.

“He’s
got a gun,” Pete squeaked, pointing at Gwynne’s retreating back.
“In his car.” He glanced at the Scottish hockey coach who walked in
to grab his mail. The man shook his head.

“He’s
joking Pete. Can ya still not tell?”

“Oh.”
Pete swallowed and edged away. “Are you sure?”

“Yep.” The coach dismissed him by turning his back.

Pete
pulled his collar away from his throat, feeling rattled. He hopped
from foot to foot, reluctant to break the news of Logan’s
predicament to his wife, Hana. His perpetual state of cowardice
sent him in search of the school principal, hoping he’d do the
dirty deed instead.

“Mr
Blair is delayed at his meeting and won’t be back for at least
fifteen minutes,” the principal’s-personal assistant informed
him.

“That’s okay. I’ll wait here.” Pete made a beeline for a stack
of women’s magazines on a credenza and clapped his hands. The
secretary grimaced.

“Snip
anything out this time and I’ll kill you,” she snarled, menace
dripping from her sentence.

“I
don’t have my scissors,” Pete said with regret. His bottom lip
protruded at the sight of Rachel Hunter on the front cover. “Damn.
I don’t have that one,” he muttered, making snipping motions with
his stumpy fingers. Denied his favourite pin up, he got busy
fingering ornaments and trophies and knocking over a bowl of
peppermints.

When
Pete upset the bowl a second time, he dropped to his knees and
collected the mints using the tiddlywink method. The secretary
stood up and screamed, “Out! Out!”

“I’m
nearly finished!” he grumbled. “Keep yer hair on.” He blanched as
she produced a cricket bat signed by the Black Caps. “You
wouldn’t!” he gasped as she wielded the priceless
object.

“Watch me!” she hissed and chased him into reception, slamming
the door in his face. Pete glared at the receptionist before
noticing another stack of magazines.

“Yay!” he exclaimed. He skipped across to the mountain of
bikini bodies and started tearing out the blondes.

Angus
Blair glided through the double doors, backside first. “It’s
raining,” he announced to a group of boys who waited for him to get
out of the way. His arms performed a flapping action with his
soaked umbrella, shaking off the droplets. His face scowled with
dismay at the sight of a giggling Pete attacking a guest magazine
with his teeth.

“Peter North! Go to class!” he bellowed. He strode into his
office with a cursory nod at his assistant. He misunderstood her
squeak of rage as a greeting, until he turned to hang his coat on
its hook and came nose to nose with Pete.

“Hi,
Angus.” Pete smiled and withdrew his finger from his left nostril
with a pop.

“Go
away, North,” the principal replied, pointing towards the door.
“I’m busy.”

Pete
nodded in sympathy, his bulbous eyes wide. “Me too,” he said.
“Sucks, doesn’t it?”

As
Angus filled his lungs with the intention of blasting the silly
little man, Pete dropped his bombshell. “The cops arrested
Logan.”

He
explained the situation and left Angus to break the news to Hana.
It wasn’t the plan but he missed lunch and if he hurried, there
might be a pie left.

Angus
sent for Hana and her face remained impassive as he repeated Pete’s
tale. “Logan is suspected of assaulting Boris.” He narrowed his
brow. “I rang the hospital. Boris is unconscious.” The tremor in
his Scots lilt betrayed his private anxiety and irritation. He
shook his sandy head. “Logan Du Rose has always behaved as a law
unto himself! I’m sorry my dear, but he’s a loose
cannon.”

Hana
sat in front of him, her stillness accompanied by an unnerving
silence. When she spoke, Angus raised a red eyebrow. “Logan
wouldn’t hurt Boris.”

Angus
sighed. “Your husband has exacting standards, Hana. He shows little
tolerance for those who don’t meet them.”

“I
think I know my husband,” Hana replied, her tone sharp. “He
wouldn’t hurt Boris.”

Angus
rolled his eyes and left his gaze peering at the ceiling. “I’m
inclined to agree with you, Hana. But the mess remains, I’m
afraid.”

Hana
leaned forward in her seat and hugged her knees with her good arm.
The other hung from the sling around her neck, the cast clunky and
awkward on her slender frame. “Do you know what happened?” she
asked. Shifting in her seat, she ran her palm across her swollen
abdomen and the principal’s eyes widened in realisation.

Leaning back in his seat, he steepled his fingers and tried to
fit the pieces together for her. “Boris admitted to me this morning
that he developed an online gambling addiction. He got into
financial difficulties and made a foolish loan from a drinking
acquaintance. When he couldn’t pay up on time, the debt became the
property of a small time money lender called Ted Larne. He received
threats and they roughed him up a couple of times. He wasn’t sure
how or when his job at the school became part of the mess, but he
received a visit from Larne some months ago. They demanded your
address.”

“Mine?” Hana screwed up her face and shook her head. As the
puzzle took shape in her mind, the colour drained from her cheeks.
“Oh, no.”

Angus
waggled his eyebrows and leaned on his elbows. “Quite. He ignored
them at first and kept them at bay with little payments. He took a
beating a week ago and gave your Achilles Rise address.”

“They
already knew that.” Hana shook her head and squeezed the bridge of
her nose between finger and thumb. “Laval’s men knew I
moved.”

Angus
pushed his glasses up his nose. “Who knows how these people work?”
he sighed. “I certainly don’t. I think we can safely link what
happened to you last week to whatever information Boris gave
them.”

“It
doesn’t make sense. The blonde man works for Laval and he turned up
there too. Yet that wasn’t new information. He attacked me there
before and staked out my house. I’m understanding none of this.”
Hana closed her eyes and rocked in her seat. “Perhaps Logan’s
right. I should go to his parents’ hotel until this is all
over.”

“Only
you can decide that, Hana.” Angus rose to his feet and walked
around his desk. He rested his backside on the corner and patted
her shoulder. “I can give you a leave of absence if you
wish.”

“I
don’t know what to do.” Hana shook her head and stared through the
tiny slit of a window, desperate for a touch from the watery
sunshine she saw outside. “I don’t understand why my husband is in
jail.”

Angus
inhaled. “Something happened this morning and Logan chanced across
an indirect exchange between Boris and Larne. What Boris said to
Logan suggests he’d done something foolish and regretted it. Logan
didn’t know what he meant at the time, but obviously we all do
now.” He spread his arms wide in defeat. “We don’t know if Boris
told them your new address or not. I’m guessing Logan went to find
out.”

Hana
sighed and closed her eyes. “Logan came to my office and made me
promise not to leave the building. He came back later and found
Boris.” She clapped a hand to her mouth. “I’m so stupid. I almost
gave Boris our address.” Her green eyes filled with tears. “Logan
stopped me writing it down for him.”

“Ah.”
Angus’ shoulders sagged in relief. “Then he doesn’t know where you
live.”

“He
almost did.” Hana looked tiny sitting in the big armchair, her
slender frame taking up little of the space. She ran a hand over
her cast. “I still don’t understand what happened to Logan. Last
time I saw him he walked away with Boris.”

Angus
swallowed. “Ah, yes. I’m afraid I mishandled the situation and sent
Logan away to avoid a punch up in my office. It seems it only
delayed the inevitable.”

Hana
exhaled amidst an exasperated tut. “Logan’s not stupid. He and
Boris used to spar in the gym before he broke his arm. He always
said they were a good match. Logan’s arm is still knackered anyway.
He goes to physiotherapy twice a week.”

“It’s
still weak?” Angus looked hopeful as he scratched his nose. “That
might help his case.”

“Logan didn’t hit Boris.” Hana gritted her teeth. “Something
else happened.” Her fingers picked at a frayed edge of her cast and
she held the principal’s gaze. “How do I get Logan out?”

Angus
quirked an eyebrow skywards. “Why, Hana my dear. You’re sounding
like a mafia princess.” His lips parted in a smile.

Hana
jerked her head back. “Where did that come from, Angus? What a
weird thing to say.” She sighed, a sound like an irritated snort.
“Where did all this happen?”

“My
rental in Gordonton. The police have cordoned it off.” He settled
back in his seat. “I feel more like retiring by the hour,” he
grumbled. Hana stood and walked across to the window. Flanked by
taller buildings, it enjoyed an impeded view of the rugby fields.
She watched a sports class cavort around on the grass. A thin,
dark-skinned boy captured the rugby ball and ran for his life as
though the hounds of hell chased him. He reminded her of Bodie with
his long-legged gait. She touched her fingers to the glass and felt
the chill from outside.

“Did
you know a mother can recognise her child by their scent?” she
asked. Memories of Bodie’s school days flooded back and she sighed.
“He was so naughty here, wasn’t he?”

“Bodie?” Angus gave an upward jerk of his head. “Yes. He and
Marcus led us all on a merry dance. But they turned out okay,
didn’t they?”

“I
guess.” Hana wandered back to her seat and settled into it. “I hope
Bo didn’t arrest Logan. There will be no coming back from something
like that.”

“Sure
won’t.” Angus widened his blue eyes and gave a slow shake of his
head. “What does he want from you, this man, Laval?”

“A
box.” Hana licked her lips. “We think a boy put a metal box beneath
my car. Perhaps the boy who attacked me in the chapel car park. We
don’t know when. It fell off in my garage and I didn’t realise. To
shorten the story, we found it again and Logan located the
contents. The police detective has it now, but Laval doesn’t know
that.”

“What
did the box contain?” Angus lifted his eyebrows in a show of open
curiosity.

Hana
shrugged. “Property deeds, a will and an engineer’s report. It
makes no sense but this man wants it. The cops believe he killed an
old lady over it.”

“So,
why can’t they arrest him?” Angus knitted his brow and spread his
hands in question.

“He
hides himself well. A blonde man does his dirty work and so far,
he’s evaded the cops too. The police can’t charge him with murder
when they never found the woman’s body. It’s stalemate and I’ll
stay in the middle of it until something dreadful
happens.”

“I
think it already has.” Angus patted her shoulder again. “Oh, Hana.
Go to Logan’s parents’ place. Stay safe.”

Hana
shook her head and stood. “I need to get Logan out of jail. And
Sheila wants me to work on the expo.” She walked to the door and
placed her hand on the handle.

“Hana!” Angus’ tone sounded sharp and authoritarian and she
braced herself for his rebuke. “Family first, my friend! Go
home.”

“And
do what, Angus?” Hana turned the handle. “Worry? Sit by the
telephone and wait?” The huge sigh seemed to come from her boots.
“Besides, Logan hid the car this morning and I don’t know where.”
She left the room, her steps sounding heavy on the parquet floor of
the reception area.

Angus
waited for the click of the doors leading upstairs and then heard
silence. He slumped in his throne and drummed his fingers on the
old desk, deep in thought. Generations of principals lined the
walls around him and yet none remained to provide advice. Austere
expressions faced him with no clue how to proceed. Angus stared at
his predecessor’s portrait. “Your quiet wisdom might prove useful
about now, my friend,” he muttered. When the tight-lipped man in
the painting remained silent, Angus shrugged. “Bugger you then.
I’ll sort it myself.”

He
made a phone call. “Ah, Mr Singh Johal,” he breathed, hearing
Bodie’s sharp inhale across the connection. “Angus Blair here. I’m
sure you’re aware of our mutual friend’s predicament.”

Bodie
snorted. “Yeah. Logan’s in the cells downstairs and he’s not my
friend. And his circumstances are not a predicament, but a result
of his own stupidity.”

“That
may be so.” Angus snatched his glasses from the bridge of his nose
and peered at the greasy smudges on the left lens. “I’m sure you’re
capable of lessening his burden.”

“I
don’t want to.” Angus imagined the young policeman’s eyes narrowing
beneath a single dark line of brows. “Logan Du Rose is bad news for
my mother. I want him out of her life.”

“Oh,
that won’t happen.” Angus sighed. “I’ve known Logan many years and
doubt he entertains any plans of abandoning Hana. Not
now.”

“The
baby.” Bodie spoke through gritted teeth and Angus grinned. No
matter how old they got, boys always fell for the same
ruse.

“Thank you for confirming that. I suspected as much,” he said,
listening to Bodie’s silent agony at the other end of the call as
he realised he’d blurted something private. “Hana needs to leave
but has no ride home. Logan hid her vehicle before work and has all
her keys. Are you able to help?”

Bodie
huffed out a breath. “I suppose so. I’ll finish my shift and pick
her up.”

“How
is Boris?” Angus asked. “I wish to see him.”

“He
just got out of surgery. They plated one of his arms and wired his
jaw. He’s a mess. They have him sedated now while everything
settles. He’ll stay in intensive care with a police guard for at
least a few days.”

Angus
hesitated. “A guard? That’s interesting. Why does he need a guard
if your colleagues arrested Logan at the scene and incarcerated
him? What do they think he might achieve from the cells beneath
your station?”

“I
don’t know.” Bodie conceded without grace. “Maybe he had an
accomplice. Or maybe he’s well connected.”

Angus
smiled, recognising a fishing exercise as one who felt himself an
expert. He hadn’t spent forty years teaching boys to miss obvious
ploys. “I need to speak to our board of trustees,” he mused,
changing the subject. “An emergency meeting is in order, but what
will I tell them?”

“That’s your decision.” Bodie sounded sulky. “They’ll fire his
ass and then maybe he’ll leave town.”

Angus
sighed. “It’s funny, you know. I was only thinking yesterday of
that incident with the marijuana in the gully. It’s amazing how the
account of it never made it into your student records. I might have
a wee poke around in the archives and see if I can locate it. It
doesn’t sit well with me knowing a student doesn’t have a complete
file, especially with you enforcing legal rules for a living.” He
paused, hearing Bodie swallow.

“Blackmail is a criminal offence.”

“It
certainly is.” Angus struggled to keep the smirk from his voice. He
lifted the phone away from his mouth and stifled a snigger. “I
wouldn’t condone it on any grounds. Sometimes secrets are like
flatulence, don’t you think?”

“How
so?” Bodie ground his teeth and his voice sounded tight.

“Well, better out than in.”

“What
do you want?”

“Oh,
how kind. We do so love it when our Old Boys stay in
touch.”

Bodie
inhaled and his answer emerged as breathy and laced with temper.
“Fine! I’ll give you regular updates.”

“And
pick up poor Hana.” Angus flared his nostrils and blinked to
disperse the tears of mirth. “Speak soon then.” He hung up the
phone and clapped a hand over his mouth, allowing himself a muted
chuckle. He winked at the photograph of his stern predecessor and
placed a finger over his lips. “Don’t judge, dear sir. I’m sure you
did it too. We told them often enough to live as though in front of
witnesses. It’s not our fault they weren’t more
careful.”

At
the other end of the site, Pete dealt with Logan’s other request.
He liked this one even less, but could think of no suitable
candidate to palm it off onto. He took deep breaths like a pervert
and dialled the number scrawled on the back of his hand in vivid,
waiting for someone to pick up. A woman’s voice answered. “Hello,
you’ve reached the chambers of Eliza Du Rose. How may I help
you?”

Pete
felt the pressure of dollar signs racking up with every passing
second. “Hi. Put Liza on.”

“What?” The slick voice slipped from obliging to hostile. “Who
is this?”

“It’s
Peter North. She knows who I am.”

“Give
me your phone number.” Pete rattled it off, his eyes crossing at
the close up view of a bogey on his index finger. “She’ll call you
back.”

“No,
she won’t.” Pete sighed. “She hates me. But Logan needs her. I have
to talk to her myself.” He rubbed at the black pen mark on his hand
where he wrote Liza’s number during Logan’s frantic call. It
remained solid like a bold tattoo. Pete reached out his tongue and
licked it. It tasted foul and he rubbed it into a dirty bruise up
his thumb and the bones in his wrist. The line went dead and he
paused in his licking, sighing with relief as music sounded through
the device. “Bitch put me on hold,” he whined and licked his hand
some more. A whiff of meat pie called to him as staff closed up the
tuck shop for the day. He sped across, holding the phone to his
ear. “You got any steak and cheese left?” he demanded through the
open hatch.

“Maybe one,” the girl behind the counter answered. She walked
to the oven and peered inside. Hauling the contents out using
tongs, she shoved it into a paper bag. “Only this one left,” she
said, sounding like she didn’t care. “That’s two dollars
fifty.”

“I’ll
pay you tomorrow.” Pete snatched up his prize and back-stepped out
of range.

“You’re not allowed a tab!” the girl called with indignation.
Pete turned his back on her, strolling to a bench out of sight and
slumping onto it. He held the phone one handed and bit into the pie
using the other.

“It’s
apple!” he wailed, the sound echoing off the surrounding buildings.
“Henrietta’s cursed me!”

A
woman’s voice spoke into his ear and he almost dropped the phone in
fright, spitting warm apple onto the flag stones in disgust.
“What?” he shouted into the handset. “Just what?”

“You
rang me, dickhead.” Liza’s voice slipped across the distance
between them, controlled and lethal.

Pete
let out a squeak of fear. “I didn’t want to. Logan made
me.”

“Let’s have it?” she sighed. “If he’s got you doing his
bidding, it must be bad.”

Pete
threw the offending pie in the trash and clutched his groin. The
sound of Liza’s acid tones went straight to his bladder on its way
to his bowels. He stammered the details to her, picturing her
haughty nose wrinkled upwards in distaste. She intrigued and
terrified him. Visiting Logan’s home in the holidays as a boy when
his parents didn’t want him, Pete developed a monster crush on Liza
Du Rose. He sought her out despite knowing the consequences,
retiring from her company with his self-confidence in pieces. Yet
he repeated the pattern many times on a loop of destruction, always
with the same result. A thread of utter thrill ran within the
overwhelming sense of terror, enticing him back like a brown moth
to a naked flame. “He mentioned none of this last time we spoke.”
Liza let the anger creep into her tone. “Who’s this
Laval?”

“He
got me bashed,” Pete said, craving sympathy. “On the
head.”

Liza
snorted. “Did it knock any sense in?”

“They
broke Hana’s arm.”

“The
English wife?” Liza spat the words and Pete nodded, forgetting she
couldn’t see him. She inhaled.

“Has
anyone set bail?”

“I
don’t think so. They let him have one phone call, but he couldn’t
tell me details. Someone in the background told him to shut
up.”

Liza
inhaled. “And he wasted his single phone call on you? That’s an act
of faith. Where is the wife now?”

“At
work.” Pete swallowed. “Are you coming down?”

Liza
tutted. “Yes. That woman’s made my brother soft. What was he
thinking?”

“He’s
trying to keep her safe.” Pete pouted and imagined seeing Liza
again. All thoughts of Henrietta faded. “You can stay at my place,
if you like.” He narrowed his eyes. “Can you find out if the police
cordon is off though? Otherwise we’ll need to get a
hotel.”

“In
your dreams,” Liza snorted. “I’ll stay at my brother’s house. Give
me the address and hurry up.”


Chapter 3

Hana
used the mindless administration and Sheila’s constant demands to
drown out the panicked, screaming voice in her brain. She left her
phone number with the secretaries of numerous lawyers, warned they
might prove too busy to help. Staving off the sense of
powerlessness through futile activity, she knew she wasted her time
but did it, anyway. Traipsing around the school site, she counted
power sockets for the expo, jotting their location on the floor
plan. When she arrived back at the office, Sheila changed her mind
about one of the presenters. “I don’t want them in there.” She
flicked a manicured nail at the map. “I want them in Q block. They
need a data projector. Did you see one there?”

“No.”
Hana sighed and turned to leave again. Her footsteps dragged on the
carpet. “I’ll check.”

Sheila’s brows knitted into a thin, pencilled line. “Is
something wrong, Hana? If you’re tired, I can send
Pete.”

Hana
shook her head and produced a less than convincing smile. “I’ll go.
I need the exercise.”

Time
passed in a strange blur, the hands of the clock speeding up as she
retraced her steps. Everything reminded her of Logan. She trailed
her fingers across the cupboard door on the split-level staircase,
remembering how his kisses took her breath away in the darkness a
lifetime ago. The steps to the gym forced her to recall the muscle
definition on his naked back and the thought raised a blush to her
cheeks. “What now?” she sighed. “Am I destined to raise my children
alone again?” Only the occasional raised voice or scrape of a chair
answered her.

Bodie
waited for her in the common room. He watched her climb the back
stairs as though every step drained valuable energy. His jawbone
showed through his cheek as he ground his teeth. “Hi, Mum,” he
said.

Hana
stopped half way up the stairs and gripped the bannister rail in
white knuckled fingers. “Hi, Bo.” She swallowed and drew on her
dwindling strength to stop herself crying. “I guess you’ve heard
what happened?” Disaster waited above her head, poised like a cloud
burst.

Bodie
nodded and waited for her to reach the top step. “Yeah, Mum. I
heard.” He opened his arms and Hana allowed him to enfold her. She
waited for his inevitable victory speech and tensed.

“I
won’t say it.” He read her mind and patted her back. “I’m here to
give you a ride. Angus asked me.”

“Thanks.” Hana smile looked forced and tightened the muscles
in her jaw. She gathered her belongings from the office and left
the amended floor plan on Sheila’s desk. Bodie led her down the
back stairs, the silence between them creating an air of awkward
foreboding.

Outside Amy’s house, Hana flew into a rage, the misery of her
situation mounting into a storm of emotion. “I want to see Logan!”
She locked the passenger door with her elbow and stamped her foot.
“Take me to the police station right now!”

“No.”
Bodie shook his head. “You can’t see him, Mum. Nobody can. Odering
will question him and Amy promised to ring me if there’s anything
to know. She’s the desk sergeant tonight. She’ll know before anyone
else because she’ll be the one charging him!”

Hana
ground her teeth as he got out and slammed his door. She watched
him step beneath the porch and fit his key into the lock. The
temperature dropped and she followed him in with great reluctance.
“You look very at home here,” she grumbled, throwing her handbag
onto the kitchen table and slumping into a chair. “Are you a
couple?”

Bodie
inhaled through his nostrils and let the breath go before turning.
“No. I’m doing my share with Jas at the moment. That’s
all.”

“Well
good for you!” Hana closed her eyes, ashamed of her behaviour. The
sound of a car door slamming preceded small feet running up the
concrete driveway. Bodie’s son barrelled through the doorway,
clattering against the wall as he made a beeline for his father. He
waved over his shoulder at Hana.

“Hi
Hanny, lovely to see you sitting there in my kitchen.” He turned
his attention to Bodie. “Dad! I maked you this.” He waved a lumpy
dough ball at Bodie’s stomach, growling as a blob detached itself
and landed on the floor.

“What
is it?” Bodie asked, narrowing his eyes in confusion. He poked it
and left a depression in the ball. Jas jerked back, taking offence
at his father’s inexperienced questioning.

“It’s
goo!” he complained, bending to pick up the lump and add it to the
mess. “You’re not having it now for being rude.”

A
delicate little girl nosed her way through the open door and Bodie
gave her a nervous smile. “Hi,” he said. “Who are you?”

Hana
bit her lip at her son’s complete lack of diplomacy. She smiled at
the girl and gave a tiny wave. The child returned her greeting as
though complicit in some intrigue Bodie wasn’t invited to take part
in.

“Hello.” A blonde woman stepped into the room and the small
kitchen became full. Hana pressed herself into the back of the seat
and fought a sudden wave of fatigue. Her awful circumstances didn’t
foster a desire to be sociable. The awkwardness sizzling in the
atmosphere drove her to act.

“Hi.”
Hana stood and held out her left hand. “I’m Hana. Nice to meet
you.”

The
woman looked relieved. She took it and gave a gentle shake,
acknowledging Hana’s broken right arm with a nod of understanding.
“Sharon. Likewise. Amy and I share the kids. We often work opposite
shifts, so we sort it out at the start of the month.”

“That’s awesome.” Hana cast her mind back to a conversation
with Amy and pointed to the children. “Jacinder, right?”

“Yes.” Sharon nodded with too much enthusiasm and observed
Bodie through the corner of her eyes. She checked him out and her
cheeks pinked when she noticed Hana looking. “I’ll take mine home,”
she said, gnawing on her lower lip as Bodie remained silent. “Amy
said to bring Jas home today, so I didn’t feed him.”

“That’s fine.” Hana gave her a beautiful smile and the woman
relaxed.

“See
you again, Hana,” she said and grappled for the hood of her
daughter’s coat. She missed.

Jas
seized the child’s hand and led her into the hall. “Poppa Logan
cleaned my room,” he said, the hitch of excitement in his voice as
he marched towards his bedroom. “And he got me new sheets with
soldiers on it. Come and see.”

“We
need to go,” Sharon gushed, catching the hood and almost garrotting
Jacinder. “Jas wants to spend time with his daddy.”

“No I
don’t,” Jas argued. “Jacinder can have him if she wants. I’ve got
Poppa Logan now.”

Hana
winced at the look of thunder in Bodie’s eyes. His upper lip
twitched and he walked into the hallway. “So, you don’t want the
burger I got you?” he asked.

Hana
heard a long pause and saw her son’s spine tense. Then pattering
feet grew nearer and Jacinder left with a flustered Sharon. Jas
followed Bodie into the kitchen and peered at the squashed offering
in the paper packet. He wrinkled his nose. “Did you sit on
it?”

“No!”
Bodie’s head jerked backwards as though slapped and Hana saw a man
so far out of his depth, he drowned each time he opened his
mouth.

“I’ll
microwave it.” She picked up the greasy mess and found a plate,
pushing it into the microwave and struggling with the settings.
“It’s nice of Daddy to get you something, isn’t it?” She turned to
see Jas nod with reluctance.

She
sat with him while he ate, avoiding conversation with her son.
Bodie leaned his bum against the counter and folded his arms,
watching how Hana interacted with Jas. She ached to soothe away the
lost look in his eyes, wondering how it must feel to come into his
son’s life so late.

“Wanna come play, Hanny? You do good games,” Jas asked, his
brown eyes wide and hopeful. He wiped his greasy mouth on his
sleeve and hopped down from the table.

Hana
tugged on his arm. “Get back up and ask to get down,” she said, her
tone discouraging argument.

“Why?” he asked, although he complied.

“It’s
manners.” Hana waited while he repeated the sentence and then
looked to her son for authority. “Is that okay, Daddy?”

“Yes.” Bodie swallowed and nodded.

“Seems a bit of a waste of time to me.” Jas shrugged and
slouched to his bedroom as the tense atmosphere descended over the
kitchen in his wake. “Up down, up down,” he chuntered like an old
man.

Bodie
sighed and ran a hand over his face. “Thanks,” he conceded. “He
won’t listen to me.”

“Don’t give up.” Hana threw the burger wrapper in the dustbin
and flicked the kettle on to boil. “The best things take time.” She
sighed and her mind returned to Logan. Her husband exhibited
unending patience, his experience with horses lengthening a quality
into a formidable skill.

“Are
you thinking about Logan?” Bodie’s voice broke the
silence.

Hana
jumped. “Yeah. I hope he’s okay.”

Bodie
ground his teeth. “He dropped me in the mess with him. Did you know
that?”

“I
don’t know anything.” Hana stared at crumbs on the table and pursed
her lips. “He wouldn’t do it on purpose.”

“Whatever.” Bodie rolled his eyes. “He rang me from the scene
to ask what he should do.”

Hana’s lips parted. “He rang you for help?” She gritted her
teeth to stop herself releasing any comment about the state of
desperation which might drive Logan to make that call. “What did he
say?”

“That
he found Boris messed up. He called the paramedics.”

Hana
nodded and gave a slow exhale. “I never doubted him.”

“Well, you should.” Bodie pulled out a chair and sat down.
“They took his phone as evidence and traced the call to me. I spent
an hour in the inspector’s room under threat of
disciplinary.”

Hana
shook her head. “He wouldn’t do it intentionally, Bo. I know you
don’t want to believe me, but it’s true. He’s a good
man.”

Bodie
pressed the flat of his hand against the table and shrugged. “I’m
so worried about you, Mum. Why won’t you listen?”

“Because you don’t say anything with any substance. It’s all
speculation and your off kilter gut feeling.” She stood to make
herself tea, waving a mug in his direction and sighing at his
refusal. “You give me nothing concrete, Bodie but you seem
desperate to hate him.”

Hana
took her tea to Jas’ room and played with him. She read a story
about an angry hedgehog and they fell asleep on the bed together,
curled up into a comfortable ball of cast, arms and
legs.

Amy
arrived home after six o’clock and Bodie woke Hana with a gentle
shake of the shoulder. She woke feeling groggy, with a toy soldier
stuck in her fringe. Amy tutted at the sight of her sleeping son.
“He won’t sleep tonight now,” she grumbled, pulling the elastic tie
from her hair. It cascaded to her shoulders in a ruffled,
attractive bob.

“Sorry.” Hana yawned and peeled Jas’ slender arm from around
her waist. “In his defence I think I nodded off first.”

“It’s
okay.” Amy’s gaze slid sideways towards Bodie and he ignored her.
She leaned over Jas and stroked his hair. “Come on dude. Let’s get
you washed and ready for bed.”

Jas
leaned across and planted a wet kiss on Hana’s cheek. “Night,
Hanny,” he said and yawned.

“Night baby,” she replied and gave him a little
wave.

“I
should get you home,” Bodie said. “Want me to stay with
you?”

“That
would be nice.” Hana felt a wave of gratitude at his olive branch.
“I’d like to speak to Amy before we leave, in case she saw
Logan.”

Bodie
tensed but allowed her to straighten the bed covers and tidy up
while she waited for Amy’s return. Jas pounded into the room first,
wrapping his arms around her thighs. “I love you so so so much,
Hanny,” he purred, kissing the front of her shirt.

“I
love you too.” She smoothed his curls flat with her palm and patted
his bare bottom. “Get your jamas on, gorgeous. I need to speak to
Mummy.”

“About me?” Jas used his trousers like a sail and ran naked
around the room.

Hana
laughed. “Maybe. And maybe not.”

“I
love riddles.” Jas pushed a bare foot into one trouser leg and
hopped around.

Hana
shot a sideways look at Bodie and walked into the hallway. She
stopped him with an outstretched hand as he tried to follow. “Spend
time with your son,” she instructed. “I’ll talk to Amy.”

Bodie
frowned and stared at the maniac bouncing on the bed in camouflage
pyjamas.

“I
can’t tell you anything,” Amy groaned in the kitchen. “It’s against
the rules.”

“Can’t you tell me if he’s okay?” Hana pleaded. “He must feel
terrified.”

“He’s
fine.” Amy sighed and poked in the fridge for leftovers. She
dropped a crinkled carrot into the dustbin and leaned in, pulling
out the burger wrapper. “Please tell me Bodie didn’t feed Jas this
crap for his dinner.”

Hana
swallowed. “What can I do to help Logan? I feel
powerless.”

“He’s
got a lawyer.” Amy dropped the wrapper into the bin and stood. She
narrowed her eyes. “I knew her. She was at your wedding
reception.”

“Mine?” Hana knitted her brow. “I can’t think who that
is.”

“Eliza Du Rose.” Bodie leaned against the doorframe and Hana
heard Jas pulling toys out onto the bedroom floor. “His sister.
Odering behaved like a man with a bee up his ass when he saw her
arrive.”

Hana’s face changed at the mention of the woman who
confiscated her phone and stopped her calling for help when Tama
attacked Logan. “What did she do?”

Amy’s
shoulders slumped. “Pushed everyone around. The evidence against
Logan is circumstantial.”

Bodie
snorted. “Apart from his threats against the victim.”

“He
didn’t mean them.” Hana sank into a kitchen chair. “He just learned
that our mutual friend sold my safety to the highest bidder. I’d
rather like to bash Boris myself.” She rubbed her eyes and the
paleness of her complexion betrayed extreme tiredness.

Bodie
straightened upright and nodded to Amy. “I’ll take her home. I’m
sure you’ll get the pleasure of giving her mafia husband breakfast
in the morning. I’d like to forget him for tonight.”

“Don’t be such an ass!” Amy rebuked him.

“Mafia husband?” Hana scraped her chair back with her legs.
“Why do you say such mean things?”

“Ass!” Jas squeaked, flying one of his dolls around the table.
The doll’s cape flew out behind its shoulders and he distracted Amy
as she tried to stop him falling over chair legs and the dustbin.
She grabbed him by the forearm and hauled him up onto her
hip.

“Stop
repeating grown-up language. Say night to Hanny,” she said, dipping
him forward so Hana could kiss his lips. He blew a raspberry and
giggled.

Hana
climbed into Bodie’s car in silence. He started the engine and
turned towards her. “Do you want to see if your vehicle is okay?”
he asked.

She
nodded and made suggestions about where Logan might have hidden it.
They located it in a side street in Fairview Downs, a short walk
from the school. It nestled between a truck with a wheel missing
and a decent saloon. Bodie nodded towards it. “Looks safe enough
for tonight. Without the keys it will have to stay
there.”

Hana
pressed a hand over her stomach and fought to maintain her
composure. Logan’s efforts to keep her safe spoke of devotion and
his awful predicament unpicked her from the inside. “He’ll be home
tomorrow,” she insisted. “He can pick it up.”

“Don’t count on it,” Bodie breathed. He turned his car around
and headed towards Ngaruawahia.

Pulling onto the bottom of Hana’s driveway, he didn’t expect
to almost rear-end the sleek red Mercedes blocking the gate. “Oh,
no!” Hana hissed and hid her face in her left hand.

“Who
is it?” Bodie demanded, undoing his seat belt.

“The
last person in the world I want to see,” she groaned.

Liza’s long legs preceded her haughty face from the driver’s
door and she strode towards Bodie’s window. “Open the gate,” she
demanded. “I’ve had a long day and what’s-her-name isn’t
replying.”

Bodie’s lips parted in surprise and he opened his window to
run a critical eye over the spectacular woman in front of him.
“Mum’s here,” he managed with a stutter and Liza made an irritated
sound with her lips.

“Open
the damn gate then!” she rebuked him. “It’s freezing out here.” Her
gaze slid over Hana’s cast and up to her face, but she made no
comment. Her expensive heels clicked in the gravel as she walked
back to her sports car.

Hana
exhaled and looked at Bodie. “Are you still staying the night?” she
asked, hope in her voice.

He
shook his head. “No thanks. It’s not appropriate under the
circumstances. It’s bad enough your husband phoned me after finding
Boris, but if I spend the night in the same house as his lawyer
they’ll fire my ass for sure.”

Hana
swallowed. Liza’s car ground up the driveway, navigating the turns
with car. The exhaust pipe hung about five centimetres from the
concrete and Bodie hissed as she almost lost it at the top of the
rise. Liza blocked the ramp to the garage, so Bodie dumped his car
in front of the porch steps. Hana struggled to extract herself
one-handed and emerged in time to see Liza dump her briefcase and
an overnight bag in his arms. “Don’t put them on the floor,” she
threatened and Hana saw her son’s back straighten in irritation.
She almost laughed as he turned towards her with a mystified look
on his face.

Liza
clumped to the top of the porch steps and tried the door handle.
She snorted like an angry bull. “Open the door then!”

Hana
shrugged. “Logan has the key.”

“I’ve
got mine.” Bodie struggled to support both bags in one hand while
he fumbled in his pocket. Hana clutched her handbag and kept her
left hand under her cast, not wishing to end up as a bag carrier
either. She stood on the drive and observed Liza’s long legs and
the expensive cut of her power suit. The youngest judge on the
circuit cut a dashing figure, even in the darkness.

Bodie
unlocked the door and deactivated the burglar alarm, shoving the
briefcase under his arm. He eyed the floor and bent as though
wishing to drop Liza’s bags. “Don’t you dare!” she warned and he
stood up straight and glared at Hana.

“Put
them in the room you used,” she said with a sigh. Bodie clumped
towards the open bedroom door and Hana smirked as he ditched the
bags on the bed without care.

“He
can’t stay here.” Liza pointed a manicured fingernail in Bodie’s
direction as he walked towards her. “If he’s involved with
incriminating my brother, he can’t hear anything I have to
say.”

Bodie
held his hands up in front of his face. “Don’t worry, I’m leaving.”
He raised an eyebrow and shot a cautious look at Hana. “I hope you
realise this is your life now, Mum.” He shrugged and stepped onto
the porch. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

“What’s he talking about?” Liza sneered as the front door
closed.

Hana
sighed and set her handbag on the floor. She fumbled the zippers of
her boots one-handed. “He thinks Logan is a mafia boss and that
I’ll spend the rest of our marriage prison visiting.”

Liza
laughed, a musical, tinkling sound. “This is Logan’s first arrest
and purely circumstantial.” Her face softened. “My baby brother’s
an idiot, not a criminal.”

Hana
nodded. “I know.” She stood up straight and inclined her head
towards the kitchen. “Have you eaten?”

Liza
nodded. “I dined with a local parliamentary minister after I
finished with Logan.” The snooty air returned. “I’ll get changed
and then we’ll talk.”

“Okay.” Hana pointed towards the allocated bedroom and Liza’s
nose wrinkled.

“It
isn’t what I expected of my brother,” she said, the words snide on
her tongue.

Hana
shrugged. “That’s because it’s mine,” she replied and turned her
back on her sister-in-law.

The
kitchen smelled of Logan’s aftershave and Hana closed her eyes. She
felt defeated and Liza’s presence in the house gave her no space to
unleash her negative emotions. Flicking the kettle to boil, Hana
pulled mugs from the cupboard and set out milk and
sugar.

Liza
appeared in the doorway, her clothing expensive but casual. She’d
released her long, dark hair from its severe bun and it cascaded
around her shoulders in ringlets. Inclining her head towards the
teapot Hana laid on the table, she asked, “Don’t you have anything
stronger?”

“Not
really. We don’t drink anymore.” Hana pulled open a cupboard door
and found a dusty bottle of cooking sherry. She plonked it on the
table and watched Liza struggle with the rusty lid.

“Help
yourself.” Hana pushed a mug towards her and watched Liza pour
black tea and add a glug of sherry to the dark mixture.

“That’s better.” Liza closed her eyes and a smile lit her
tight lips, curving them upwards in a beatific expression. Hana
watched in surprise as she lost the hard look and mirrored Miriam’s
fragile beauty. “I’ll get him out,” she said with confidence,
savouring her drink.

Hana
nodded and replied with a nod. She poured tea for herself and sat
opposite. Her stomach rumbled but the thought of eating induced
nausea and she ignored it. “How’s Logan?” she asked. “I know he
didn’t do it.”

Liza
inhaled. “The victim regained consciousness as I left the station,”
she said. “The detective went up to the hospital to speak to him.
My brother has no previous record of violence, so their only
evidence is circumstantial and the fact he ran his stupid mouth off
before following the man.”

Hana
nodded. “With good reason. Boris betrayed us.”

Liza
looked at Hana over her mug, “My brother can take care of himself,
but hitting someone from behind isn’t his style. If he had
questions for the man, why hit him with a sharp object over the
back of the head and then call an ambulance? Logan isn’t the type
for regrets.”

Hana
sighed. “Logan’s left arm is still weak from the break. He’s having
physio and chopping wood to regain its strength.”

Liza
tilted her head and frowned. “But an angry man can do extraordinary
things. It’s not a reasonable defence, although it can be argued to
influence a jury.”

“A
jury?” Hana swallowed. “It won’t go that far. Will it?” Her eyes
glazed over in horror and Bodie’s threat returned to taunt
her.

“No.”
Liza sniffed. “The doctors found splinters in the wound. Someone
hit him with a sharp, wooden object. They haven’t found it
yet.”

Hana
closed her eyes and imagined the villa’s hallway. “I don’t remember
seeing anything like that. But there’s a garage.” She bit her lip.
“Logan might have touched any number of things in there. He still
keeps a car on the property.”

“Just
let them find what they find,” Liza said, taking another sip of her
laced tea. “We’ll deal with it then.”

Hana
let out an audible sigh but Liza, used to other people’s misery in
her line of work, finished her drink without further comment. She
scraped her chair back from the table and stood. Pausing in the
doorway, she said, “If anything changes, they’ll call me and I’ll
go. They can only keep him for twenty-four hours while they get
their evidence together. They can apply to a judge for an extension
but I’ve already spoken to their list of possible signatories.
They’ve promised to make themselves unavailable. Nothing will
happen tonight. I can’t imagine they’ll wake him up for questioning
when they have all of tomorrow morning.”

“Unless Boris dies.” Hana lowered her gaze and tried not to
allow the possibility to permeate her fears too far. She opened her
mouth to thank Liza for her efforts, but the other woman’s parting
shot left her speechless.

“You’re the problem. You’ve made him careless and that’s on
you.”

Hana
sat at the kitchen table long after Liza closed her bedroom door.
Logan’s family seemed determined to blame her for everything that
went wrong. She sighed and pulled herself to the pantry to pour
kibbles into Tiger’s bowl as he wrapped himself around her feet.
“Don’t go climbing into bed with her by mistake,” Hana warned him
as he crunched on biscuits. “Although she probably sleeps upright
in a coffin.”

Feeling jaded and fretful, Hana shuffled off to bed. Sleep
wouldn’t come. The shirt of Logan’s she pulled on smelled of him
and underlined his absence while the moreporks sounded louder in
the bush as though on purpose. The baby danced a jig in her womb
and at midnight, Hana admitted defeat and got up again. She
wandered to the kitchen without turning lights on and closed the
door behind her. Flicking the spotlight on over the hob filled the
room with a calming glow and she started to relax. The boiling of
the kettle sounded deafening in the silence and Hana made tea for
herself. It didn’t take long to ferret out the chocolate biscuits
Logan hid in the cupboard under the sink and she smiled to herself
at his rubbish hiding place. “I told you I didn’t want to find
them, Du Rose,” she sighed. “You’re slipping.” Liza’s accusation
came back to torture her and Hana put them back without taking one.
A note fluttered to the floor as she shoved the biscuits behind a
can of furniture polish and she pulled it out.

“You’re not fat,” Logan’s slanted handwriting proclaimed.
“You’re beautiful and I love you just the way you are. Eat them
all.”

“Oh,
Logan!” Hana sank into a kitchen chair and pressed the paper to her
forehead. “How do we put this right?” The baby jabbed her with a
sharp kick as though to remind her of its presence. She rubbed her
left hand over her growing bump, grateful for the
solidarity.

Hana
drank her tea and stared at the pile of mail in the centre of the
table where she left it. A flesh creeping itch worried her beneath
her cast and she twitched, trying to shake it free. Distracting
herself, she reached for the envelopes, noticing holes in the
electricity bill where a slug made free with the post box. She
flicked it aside with her fingernail, deciding Logan would deal
with it when he got home. When. Not if.

“Not
again!” she groaned, staring at the address label of the one
underneath. “How many more times?” Her brow knitted in irritation
at the idea that a company named, ‘CircleLine Holdings Ltd’ might
be using her address. She’d sent four letters back to the sender,
marked as ‘unknown at this address’ in the past month.

“I
should search for them on the internet,” she told the cat as he
lapped up water from his bowl and
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