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Snow drove us out to the forested area where Briony Robertson-Kingston and Danielle Parker had been found.  When we pulled up, the forensic teams had indeed gone, but there was no sign of a van or Michael Ratcliffe.  

‘Huh...no sign,’ Snow summed up.

‘Not here, no,’ I murmured.  

‘Never mind.  I guess the idea was off,’ she sighed.

‘What’s at the end of here? A dead end?’ I asked.

‘Yeah.  Do you want me to drive down it?’

‘Why not?’ I responded.

Snow drove down to the end, then turned around in the small dead-end area.  It was heavily wooded and felt ominous as I looked around.  There were no vehicles, no vans, no missing man and no missing girl.

‘What about driving around this wood? To the other side?’ she suggested.

‘Try it,’ I enthused.  ‘We can just move around this area, right? Keep looking on the off chance?’

‘I think there’s a right turn up here somewhere,’ she said, slowing.  ‘Ah yeah...here, look.  It’s pretty hidden, and only really a dirt track,’ she said.  ‘Fuck!’ she then exclaimed, her voice rising.

‘Wha...?’ I began but then saw it.  Up ahead, there was a van stopped in the mud.  As we slowly approached, I could read the number plate...and it was the right one.  ‘Snow, it’s his van!’ I exclaimed.

‘Oh, my fuck! Are you suited up? Have you got anything on you?’ she exclaimed.  ‘He could be armed!’

‘I’ve got a taser.  Cuffs.  He killed with a knife, right?’ I questioned, in a rush.  ‘Taser then cuff him, alright? Then call for back up.’

‘Call now as we approach,’ she instructed, clearly concerned.

I quickly spoke on the radio, giving our location and requesting urgent back up-and for the message to be relayed to DI Benson.  

Snow was already out of the car by the time I was finished on the radio, clearly intent on finding Michael Ratcliffe before he harmed the girl.  I hurried out, fearing we were too late.

Raising my taser and pointing it towards the vehicle, I yelled loudly.  ‘Michael Ratcliffe! Come out of the vehicle with your hands up!’ 

No movement happened and we moved around slowly, approaching the driver side window.  It was immediately apparent that no-one was inside, so Snow looked at me, indicating the back.

‘Michael Ratcliffe! Come out with your hands up!’ I yelled again, as Snow reached for the catch to open the back of the van.

What followed happened in a hurried rush.  As the door opened, Snow revealed Ratcliffe overpowering the girl, a knife in his hands as he loomed above her, covered in blood.  Seeing the immediate danger to Maisie Webber, I didn’t hesitate to taser the suspect, making him arch and suffer, falling to the floor of the van in agony as he submitted to the pain inflicted upon him. 

Snow sprang into action, rushing to the aid of the little girl.  Picking her up and moving her out of his reach, she lay her on the forest floor and quickly began to try and stem the bleeding.  While Snow focused on the girl, whose throat was slit and was in danger of bleeding to death, I focused on Michael Ratcliffe, getting him into cuffs and maintaining him in the van until back up arrived, which happened within minutes of finding him.

When reinforcements arrived, the paramedics quickly took over with Maisie Webber while police officers helped me handle Michael Ratcliffe and load him into the secured police van.  Once he was in, I breathed a sigh of relief, and turned, looking for Snow, feeling jubilant. 

She was a few metres away, but her expression was flat.  Her eyes were haunted and her skin pale.  She was also covered in blood, literally all down the front of her clothing.  

‘Snow,’ I murmured, walking to her.  

Instinctively, I reached for her with my arms open, hugging her, despite our surroundings.  Releasing her quickly, I met her eyes.  

‘You okay?’ I asked.

She nodded, her face tense.  ‘Yeah...I just...I don’t know if they can save her, Ally.’

‘They’ll do everything they can, Kate.  She’s in the best possible hands,’ I added.

‘I guess so,’ she replied.

We both turned as our names were called.

‘Snow? Emerson?’

It was Benson. ‘Sir,’ I nodded.  ‘Ratcliffe is in the van and Maisie is being worked on by the paramedics.  Her throat was slit, sir.’

‘Fuck...okay, okay...at least we have them.  Well done, detectives.  Amazing work from both of you.’

‘It was all Snow,’ I commended.  ‘She noticed the dog on the phone and had a hunch about him coming here again.  It’s all down to her.’

‘Well, that’s fantastic, Snow! We might be asking you to stay when all of this is said and done!’ he smiled.

‘I’m not sure that would go down well with Emerson,’ she quipped.

‘Hey! I’ve adapted,’ I told them.  ‘And we’d be very lucky to have you.  If for any reason I wasn’t around in the future, I can think of no-one better to take over than you,’ I told her.

‘Why wouldn’t you be around?’ Snow asked me.

‘I will be, I was just saying...’ I said, evasively.  ‘You’d be a welcome addition to the team,’ I told her with a small smile.

‘What the hell’s happened here?’ Benson exclaimed. ‘Have you two actually bonded? Formed an alliance?’ he questioned.

‘I think we’re getting there,’ Snow chuckled, looking down at me fondly.

‘Don’t get too comfortable!’ I warned her.  ‘We’ve still got work to be done! Let’s get this little girl to safety and get this evil bastard behind bars before we celebrate too much!’

‘Agreed,’ she nodded. 

We turned our attention back to the job at hand and refocused on what was happening next.

While Maisie Webber was transported urgently to hospital, we joined the convoy in taking Michael Ratcliffe back to the station for questioning.  Snow headed off to change her blood-soaked clothes and then rejoined me in time for the interview with our suspect.

‘Good morning, Michael,’ I said, walking in. ‘My name is Detective Emerson, and this is Detective Snow.  We’re with the Evergreen and Waverly Police.’

‘Fuck off, pigs,’ he muttered, angrily.

‘We’re here to interview you about the abduction, rape and murder of two school girls-Briony Robertson-Kingston and Danielle Parker. We’re also going to talk to you about Maisie Webber, who has been taken to hospital with her throat slit.’

‘They all deserved what they got,’ the man said, snarling at me.  ‘I don’t give a fuck.  Lock me up and throw away the key, alright! I did it! I did all of them! Fucking little sluts! They deserved to die.’

‘Why did they deserve to die?’ I asked him, calmly, while inside I was horrified by his evil reactions to the murders.

‘Because they did! I’d have done all of them given the chance!’ he added.  ‘The whole fucking class!’

‘Because of your ex-girlfriend? Sarah?’

‘She’s not my ex! She’s my fiancé! I’m going to fucking marry her, pig!’ he ranted.

‘Please stop calling me that,’ I requested calmly.  ‘You planned on marrying Sarah Jackson?’

‘Yeah! If she gave up that stupid fucking job! She spends all her fucking time there! She doesn’t have enough time left for me and it pissed me off!’

‘Enough to kill some of the children in her class?’ I questioned.

‘They’re all fucking annoying little sluts! I was doing her a favour, getting rid of a few of them!’ he laughed.

I gaped at him.  When he’d sobered, I spoke again.  ‘You like little girls, Michael?’

‘You calling me a fucking paedo, slut?’ he demanded.

‘I’m asking if you have a sexual interest in little girls,’ I replied.

‘Fuck off! I’m a murdered, not a fucking paedo, bitch!’

‘I’d say you’re both actually, Michael, because they were raped, right?’

‘Fuck off, you stupid, little bitch! I’m no paedo, but I don’t miss a fucking opportunity, right?’

‘How’s that?’ I asked him.

‘To fuck’em!’ he responded.

‘Do you not understand that in saying that, it makes you a paedophile, Michael?’ I questioned.

‘Fuck you, bitch!’ he spat out, angrily.

‘No, actually.  It’s you who is fucked, Michael.  You’re going to spend the rest of your life behind bars after this,’ I said, standing.  ‘And you’re never going to have the opportunity to hurt another living soul again.’

With that, I turned and walked out, leaving him ranting abuse at my back.  Snow followed and we converged in the corridor.

‘He’s exactly as I expected,’ Snow told me.

‘Isn’t he?’ I responded. ‘At least we didn’t have to fight for a confession,’ I commented.

‘Not at all! He’s very upfront about what he’s done! Amazingly so, in fact!’

‘Yeah,’ I sighed.  ‘It’s sickening though, right? How someone can do such things to other human beings and then say that they deserved it?’

‘He’s not like us, Ally.  He’s clearly sociopathic.’

I nodded, looking away.

‘You look exhausted,’ she commented.

‘I am...this has all taken it out of me,’ I admitted.

‘Same.  We’ll be released soon, I’m sure.  Swap over with the guys for night shift.’

‘We should stay,’ I commented, sadly.

‘Let Benson make the call, but this case is bigger than just us, Ally, and we’ve got him now. The rest of the children are safe.’

I nodded, sighing. ‘Let’s go and speak to Benson.’

After updating Benson, he did indeed tell us to go.  With Michael in custody, it was all now processing and waiting time, so we were relieved by the other detectives and sent on our way to take the evening at home.

Leaving together, Snow and I walked to the elevator slowly.  We were clearly both tired, the emotional strain of the day taking its toll. When we reached the lift, I turned to look at Snow expectantly.

‘You okay?’ she asked, immediately.

I scanned her eyes.  She was really, very perceptive and I’d decided that she was the one I was going to turn to.  I needed help, and I hadn’t known where to turn.  ‘Not really, no.  I need you to drive me home, Kate,’ I said, using her name for once.  It was a rare occurrence, but this occasion warranted it.

‘You do?’ she frowned.  ‘Is everything okay?’

‘Not really, no, but can you just do it? No questions asked?’ I requested.

‘Sure,’ she nodded.  ‘Let’s get you home.  Anything you need, Ally.  Let’s get out of here.’

The elevator pinged open and we walked out of the front of the building.  Walking out into the cold, I shivered, aware of what was ahead in a way which had my stomach tight and aching.  There was no more ignoring the facts and pretending it hadn’t happened.  I needed to face my demons, and I’d found someone who could help me do that.

When we reached the car, she unlocked it and we climbed in.  

‘It’ll warm up in a minute,’ she told me.

‘What?’ I said, distractedly.

‘You’re shivering,’ she pointed out.

‘Oh...I’m alright.  It’s cold,’ I said, unnecessarily, even though that’s not why I was shivering.  I was too busy anticipating the confrontation to come.

‘Yeah, it is...Ally, are you okay? Do you want to talk before I take you home? Is this about what you didn’t want to tell me last night?’ she questioned.

‘It is,’ I said, slowly, ‘But I don’t want to talk about it...I just want your help...at my house.’

She sighed, scanning my eyes as she did so.  ‘Okay,’ she drawled.  ‘Well, let’s get going.  What’s the address?’

‘16 Green Lane,’ I said, slowly, feeling my heart start to thump faster in my chest.  

‘I know the place.  Let’s get going,’ she said, backing out of the parking space.

I felt panic stricken for the whole ten-minute drive to my house.  Even though I spent the time worrying, I still wasn’t ready when we pulled up to the house itself.

As she pulled into the drive, I felt an ominous foreboding fill me. My heart thumped erratically, and when I looked towards my partner, her face was eerily calm.

‘Okay? Is this the place?’ she asked.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

‘Shall we go in then?’ she questioned, looking bemused that I was taking so long to get going.

‘Yeah,’ I said, uncertainly.

‘Come on then.  Will I meet your husband?’ she asked, curiously, as we got out of the car.

My head whipped around in shock at her question, and my heartbeat accelerated to triple its usual beat.  ‘Can we just...?’

‘Sure, sure.  I’ll follow your lead.’

I turned and stared at the building, tremors running through me.  I couldn’t leave it any longer.  I just couldn’t.  Putting one foot in front of the other, I walked up to the front door on shaky legs and lifted the keys to the keyhole.

My hand shook so badly that Kate reaching for my hand, taking the keys from me and unlocking it for me. 

‘Here, let me do that for you,’ she said, taking over.

I said nothing, not trusting my voice.  I paused in situ, not wanting to move.  Trembling, I slowly took a step forward and then slowly walked into the house.  

The smell hit me immediately, as I knew it would.  I walked into the hallway and stood with my back to Snow, who I could hear walk in behind me.  

‘What the...?’ she said, her voice changing.

I turned, slowly, trembling as I held out my hands towards her.  ‘Cuff me,’ I told her, shakily.

‘Ally?’ she asked, eyes darting all around, searching for the source of the smell we both knew well from experience in the police force.  ‘What the hell’s happened here?’

‘Cuff me, Kate,’ I said, tearfully, close to breaking.

She strode towards me, accepting my outstretched hand and dutifully cuffing me as requested.  ‘Ally, tell me what happened?  Is it your husband? Where is he? Tell me where I’m going to find him?’ she requested urgently, her eyes wide and wild.

I pointed, with my cuffed hands, to the door to the basement.

‘Over here?’ she asked, walking towards the dreaded door.

I backed away, until I hit the wall and then slumped, crying as I eased down to the floor in a messy heap.

The door was pulled open and Snow gasped, as the smell of decomposing flesh intensified, filling the room with abominable odour.  Pulling her jacket across her mouth, she covered her face as she disappeared from view.  Hurrying down the steps, she went quiet.  

I waited, with bated breath.  When she reappeared, her expression was grim, and she didn’t look at me.  Instead, she reached for her phone and called in.

‘This is Detective Kate Snow with Waverly Police Department,’ she told them.  ‘I need back up at 16 Green Lane.’

I faded away, into my head as she gave details of the scene that she needed support at.  When she hung up, she made her way over to me and stood above me, looking down at me.  ‘Ally; what happened?’ she questioned, eyes wide.

I couldn’t speak, couldn’t react and couldn’t tell her what had occurred.  Instead, I retreated inside myself, closed down and stopped functioning.  My destiny now was prison.
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Curled into a tight ball, I held my knees to my chest, my head bowed in submission.  It was over.  The nightmare was over.  All I could hear for several moments was the blood rushing in my head, the frantic whooshing of my heartbeat in my ears as it overpowered my system.

‘Ally! What happened?’ Snow asked from above me.

I didn’t move, didn’t shift, didn’t so much as move a muscle as she kept asking me the same question.  I couldn’t believe it had come to this; nor that my life as I knew it was clearly over.  Sadness swept over me and regret swarmed.

‘Ally?’ 

Snow bent before me, putting her hands on my cold, cuffed ones.  

‘Ally, look at me!’ she instructed.

I slowly lifted my tear-stained face.

‘Ally; they’ll be here soon.  Police.  Forensics. I need you to look at me.  Properly.’

I blinked at the tears which had blurred my vision and finally met her intelligent, blue eyes.  They were staring at me intently, bright and all-seeing.  I found myself unable to look away.

‘Tell me what happened,’ she said, in a low, quiet, serious voice.

My heart thudded faster, and when my voice came out, sounded like a croak.  ‘It was my fault,’ I told her, emotionally.

‘Your husband’s death?’ she questioned.

I nodded, jerkily.  ‘My fault he’d dead...just...just...take me away,’ I told her, voice breaking as I spoke.

‘Did you kill him?’ she asked then, her voice cold.  Flat.

‘I...I...yes, it was my fault!’ I told her, crying now.

‘I didn’t ask if it was your fault-I’m asking if you murdered him, Ally?’

‘Not intentionally!’ I exclaimed, voice cracking once more. ‘But yes, I did! I murdered him! I murdered him!’ I said, losing control as I found I suddenly couldn’t breathe.

As panic ripped through me, I gasped for air, failing to inhale as the panic attack struck.

‘Okay, okay,’ Snow said, moving to kneel beside me, as I moved to all fours in my panic to breathe.  My bound hands made things even more awkward, and I slumped forwards, as her hand rubbed my back.  ‘Breathe, Ally.  You’re okay...you’re okay...’

Nothing was okay anymore.  Nothing at all.  My life was over as I knew it, and there was nothing anyone could do about that.  Not me, not Snow, not Benson.  I’d messed up.  I’d made my mistake.  Now, I would pay.

‘Ally!’ Snow’s voice beside me shouted, ‘Breathe into this.’

From nowhere, she produced a bag of some sorts.  

‘Breathe in for four...now out, slowly.  In for four...slowly.  Slowly, Ally.  That’s it.  Good.  You’re doing great, okay?’ she told me, soothingly.

Gradually, my breathing slowed, and I slumped further to the floor.  Lying on my side, I cried silently, tears slipping onto the floor in rivers.

‘Ally...’ Snow said, getting down to lie beside me.

Her move struck me as strange.  Lying on the cold, wooden floor in these freezing conditions wasn’t pleasant.  Why was she down here too?

‘Ally, look at me.’

I blinked, trying to meet her eyes through the tears.

Reaching across, she wiped under my eyes, brushing them away so I could see better.  ‘Ally; let me in,’ she told me.

I trembled, shaking visibly.

‘If you let me in, I might be able to help you,’ she told me.

I shook my head, terrified.  ‘Can’t help me...nothing...nothing can be done now...it’s over,’ I told her, brokenly, as I cried.

‘Ally; you mustn’t give up hope,’ she said, her gaze steely and determined.  ‘Come on, Emerson!  Where’s your fire gone?’ she demanded.

Clearly she hoped to rouse me through a little taunt.  It wasn’t working.  ‘It’s dead,’ I said, flatly.  ‘Like him.’

She stared at me, for a long time, her frown fixed and deep, furrowed across her forehead.  ‘Ally, come on...’

‘Just lock me up and throw away the key,’ I murmured, giving up.

She stared at me for a moment more before cars pulling up could be heard, feet on gravel and sirens.  She moved to her feet then, back to her job, ready to deal with this as I’d known she would.  I’d chosen well, I mused.  Snow would do it properly.  Take the case and see to it that I was put away behind bars for good-where I belonged.  Resigned to my fate, I lay on the floor feeling sick, the scent of death permeating my nostrils.

‘Snow!’ an angry voice exclaimed, marching in.

Benson.  I knew his voice a mile off.

‘What the fuck’s going on? Why is she in cuffs?’ he demanded.  ‘I got word of...’

‘Sir, can you come with me?’ Snow questioned, clearly wanting to take him somewhere out of ear shot.  ‘Officers-watch her.  Don’t let her out of your site.  Don’t walk around.  This area is now a crime scene,’ she instructed.  ‘No-one in and out except forensics when they get here,’ she added.

Then all I heard was footsteps, and the quiet murmuring conversation of the two officers left watching me.  I stayed where I was, closing my eyes to try and shut out reality, wishing it would just go away, when that wasn’t going to happen.

Minutes ticked by and it was a short while later when Snow returned.

‘Emerson,’ she said, reaching my side. ‘Time to get up,’ she told me.

I felt a hand at my arm pulling, and I winced as she tugged at my flesh.  Moving to a sitting position I was sat up.

‘Come on.  Up to standing,’ she told me.

This was it.  She was taking me in.  ‘Station?’ I asked her, quietly.

‘Yes, Ally.  I’m taking you to the station.’

I turned to see Benson standing on my other side, the look on his face steely.  I felt fresh tears well up at what I assumed was disappointment on his part.  I’d let him down.  I’d let them all down.  There would be no more cases, no more work, no more detection for me.  I’d be sat staring at four walls, for the rest of my adult life.  ‘I’m sorry, sir,’ I told him, tearily.

‘Stop it, Emerson. What are you saying sorry for? I suggest you keep your mouth shut until we’ve got you a lawyer and support down at the station.’

‘I don’t need all that,’ I cried.  ‘I killed him...me...it was me...just put me behind bars,’ I wept.

‘For fuck’s sake, Emerson, stop it.  Snow; get her to the station now.  Get her processed and then ready for interview, as soon as bloody possible,’ he instructed.  ‘You okay to do this? No conflict of interest?’ he asked her, curtly.

‘No, sir,’ Snow replied. ‘Let me do this.  I’ll do it right,’ she assured him.

‘I’m sure you will,’ he said, his expression grim.  ‘Get her out of here.  This is no place to be right now,’ he added.

Snow took my arm and led me towards the door.

Walking towards her car, I was confused.

‘What are you doing?’ I asked, shakily.

‘What do you mean?’

‘Why your car? Aren’t you going to throw me in the back of the van?’ I questioned, my voice trembling.

‘No, Emerson.  I’m going to drive you into the station myself,’ she sighed, still holding my arm.  ‘Even though I’d much prefer to be driving us home!’

I glanced at her, dubiously.  ‘Aren’t you afraid to have me near you now?’ I asked, tremulously.  ‘A murderer in your car?’

‘Stop talking, Emerson,’ she told me, opening the passenger seat to the car.  ‘Get in, you’re cold,’ she said, encouraging me to get in.

I eased into the car, hands on my lap, still cuffed. As she shut the door behind me, I startled at the noise.  My nerves were frayed, my anxiety peaked.  Shivering against the cold, I hung my head, just wanting a black hole to swallow me up.  Thankfully, Snow didn’t speak for a moment, which left me wallowing in peace.

Starting up the car, the drive began back to the station.  I’d thought she would start questioning me at that point, but she didn’t.  Instead, we drove in stony silence, silence so thick that that it could be cut with a knife. 

After about five minutes of sitting in the silence, it was me who spoke.  ‘I’m sorry, Snow,’ I said, quietly.

‘Stop talking,’ she told me, immediately.

‘Why?’ I questioned.  ‘You want to sit here in silence?’ I demanded.

‘Actually, I do.  Then, if it ever comes to it, I don’t have to recount a conversation about this in court.’

I went quiet for a long moment. ‘I’m so sorry, Snow.  I’m sorry I’ve dragged you into this mess,’ I said, quietly.

‘Don’t ever be sorry about that, Ally,’ she said, slowing at a red light.  ‘You turned to me because you know I’d help, right?’

I nodded.  

‘Well, guess what? You chose right, okay? Now; let’s say no more, because this conversation has to be done at the station-under the correct conditions.  You know that.’

‘I do,’ I murmured, softly.  ‘I just wanted you to know...that I’m sorry...’

‘We’ve done that,’ she murmured.  ‘Now stop talking and save it for the interview room.  We’ve got a long night ahead of us...and I don’t know about you, but I’m already tired.’

‘I’m sorry,’ I repeated.

‘Oh my God, Emerson! Stop!’ she said, shaking her head.  ‘Enough of the sorry! We’ll get through this, alright?’

‘There’s nothing to get through,’ I sighed.  ‘Just lock me up and have done with it.  That’s all that needs to be done.’

‘Stop it,’ she ordered me.  ‘Quiet, okay?’

I dropped my head for a long moment.  ‘Snow?’

‘Yes?’ she answered, her voice soft beside me.

‘I’m scared,’ I said, very quietly.  It was almost inaudible, even to my own ears.

‘I know,’ she said, surprising me by reaching over and laying a gentle hand on my cuffed hands.  ‘I know,’ she repeated reassuringly.

I noticed she didn’t say foolish things like ‘It’ll be okay’ or ‘don’t worry’ but instead just comforted me as best she could.  It meant a lot, in a moment when I felt vulnerable and scared.  Gently squeezing her fingers with mine, I held onto the support of her hands for a few, sacred minutes.  When she pulled her hand away to change gears, I felt the loss of contact deep in my gut.  My stomach was tense and knotted and my head was now pounding with tension.  Closing my eyes, I slowed my breathing and tried to calm myself before the storm.

When we arrived at the police station, we were not entering through the main entrance as we would have normally.  Instead, I was taken in a side door where I would be processed. Snow left me with officers where I was photographed, asked to provide fingerprints, have a DNA sample taken and then swabbed.  With that done, I was taken to a cell and left to sit and ruminate.

Left alone in the quiet cell, I was stuck wrestling with my thoughts. Everything I’d been shutting out for the last two days came barrelling back and I curled into a foetal position to protect myself from the memories.  The night of the incident flooded through my mind and my heart thumped erratically as I remembered everything which had happened-everything which I’d now have to share with the police.  Regret filled me, and the fear was visceral in nature.  

Minutes ticked by and soon became an hour.  The hour stretched into a second, and I lay on the bed, completely motionless aside from my eyes which were watching the ticking clock out beyond the bars.  

Eventually, I was collected by officers, who arrived at my doors with their heavy keys.

‘Detective Emerson? We’re taking you to interview,’ one of the men told me.

I got up slowly.  ‘Is Detective Snow there?’

‘Didn’t see her,’ the man responded.  ‘Marks and Samson are up there.’

‘Oh,’ I replied, disappointed.

‘Let’s go,’ he said then, leading me out.

I was taken to an interview room, where I sat down.  It felt so very different sat on the other side, awaiting detectives to join me and question me.  I was left for some time too, and I was intensely aware of the blinking red light in the corner of the room, the camera recording my every move. I knew I was being watched, and I felt unprepared to answer the questions which were inevitably coming my way.

After a long time of waiting, Marks and Samson eventually arrived, coming in and sitting down, filling up space.

‘Good evening, Emerson,’ Marks said, sitting across from me. ‘For the record, present is Detectives Marks and Samson along with Ally Emerson, who we will be questioning.  Ally Emerson is also a detective at Evergreen Police Station, for the note of the record.’

I stared at him, feeling my heart almost beating out of my chest.

‘Emerson, I need to read you your
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