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Into The Dark

AJ Estelliam


Prologue
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We drove, with Ziggy, to the crime scene.  It was a non-descript road of houses, which looked quiet and sleepy to the eye.  We approached, parking behind the one police car currently parked up on the road outside the home.

Heading to the front door, I knocked and waited while Marks came to the door.

‘Emerson,’ he nodded.

‘What have you got?’ I asked him.

‘Crime scene in the bedroom.  Pretty decent amount of blood,’ he told us.  ‘Forensics are on their way.  Better boot up before you enter,’ he added.

We did as requested and then headed in.  Going up the stairs, keeping Ziggy at a very close distance to my side, we went to the bedroom and looked in.  Sure enough, it looked as if something significant had happened in this room.  The bedcovers were scattered and left haphazardly while blood covered the bedding, carpet and walls.  It didn’t look like a complete bleed out in the room itself, but it certainly was a significant amount of blood, nonetheless.

‘Wow,’ Snow commented.

‘Yeah,’ I sighed. ‘That’s definitely significant.  Something happened here,’ I said, backing off and heading back down the stairs to meet Samson and Marks.  ‘Has the house and garden been searched?’

‘We’ve done a cursory search of the home and garden behind.  We found nothing so we called it in.  We thought we better let forensics work the scene first,’ he told me.

‘Well, we’ve got Ziggy, so it’s worth us having a look around to see if we can locate where she went.’

‘She could have been removed by car,’ Snow pointed out.

‘Yes true,’ I nodded.  ‘And that would follow suit with what happened to Emma Mooney.’

‘Do we have a picture of Hannah Jones?’ Snow asked, frowning at Marks.

‘Yes...come in the lounge.  Samson was just making the comment about the photos...’

‘What comment?’ I asked.

‘Oh, uh...’ he hesitated.

‘What?’ I demanded, none too politely.  ‘Just tell me! She looks like me, Marks?’ I questioned, angrily.

‘Well, uh...not dissimilar, shall we say,’ he said, tentatively.

‘Not dissimilar?’ I replied, striding into the lounge.  ‘Fuck me!’ I exclaimed, staring at the photo on the mantle piece.  ‘She’s another bloody carbon copy of me!’ I cried, looking back at them.

‘Not dissimilar, like I said,’ Marks said, carefully, clearly not wanting to rile me.

‘Oh my God, she’s another version of me, Snow.  It’s clear, right?’ I asked her.

Snow nodded.  ‘Yeah...he’s clearly choosing them based on their features.’

‘Mine!’ I ranted, walking through the lounge.  ‘Hey-look Snow...some washing which hasn’t been put through yet.  We could use it for scent-for Ziggy.’

‘Great idea,’ she replied, nodding. ‘Find something well-used, then he can have a hunt around,’ she agreed.

In the kitchen, I rifled through the dirty laundry and found a pyjama top which looked like it had been well worn.  Bending to give it to Ziggy, I let him have a long, interested sniff and then looked at him expectantly.

‘Okay, boy! Search!’ I told him, eagerly.

I let him off and he looked at me as if to question whether I was serious.  

‘Go on! Go! Search,’ I said again, encouraging him off. 

He began sniffing the lounge eagerly, quickly moving past it when he realised there was nothing of interest.  He seemed to linger near the door, so I hurried after him, glancing at Snow.  ‘I’m following...you coming?’ I asked her.

‘Yeah, I’m right behind you,’ she said on my heels.

Opening the door, Ziggy shot out in front of us, sniffing his way down the front driveway, frantically.  

‘He definitely seems to be following a scent,’ I commented, watching him.

‘He does,’ Snow said, keeping up with us.

He reached the side of the pavement and stood, looking at nothing, as if something should be there.  

‘What is it, boy?’

‘The car?’ Snow questioned.

‘Oh yeah!’ I exclaimed.  ‘You think she was put in a car?’ I asked.

‘It would make sense,’ she commented.  ‘But not helpful for our search-it’ll leave us at a dead end.’

‘Not necessarily,’ I said, as Ziggy loped off, across the road and running.  ‘Fuck, he’s fast.’

‘I’m going!’ Snow called immediately heading off at speed, after him, her easy athletic grace putting my own running to shame. 

Snow was out of sight and taking a left into the woods to the back of the houses within seconds, and I followed, panting, woefully out of breath as I was clearly that unfit!  I caught a glimpse of a man getting into a car, and my stomach jolted with recognition.  Blinking twice, I looked again and saw that the man I’d seen was just a normal, average looking guy.  Not similar to Cameron at all. Berating myself for being an idiot, I turned and ran in the direction Snow had been heading.

‘Snow!’ I shouted, at the edge of the wooded space.

‘Ally! This way!’ she called, not sounding too far away.

I was slightly freaked out.  This wasn’t the time to be left alone in some woods, I decided.  There was too much going on right now.  Yes, I could make sure I was more ballsy, but there was also common sense to follow as well.  I should have kept up, I knew.  Being out here alone, following a path Ziggy was scenting, was just not sensible on my own. 

‘Snow!’ I called again.

‘Come this way!’ she yelled. ‘This way...follow my voice...Ally!’

She kept shouting to me, so it was easy to jog towards her. When I did, I approached and Snow stopped me.  

‘What have you got?’ I asked.

‘Discarded clothing...and a shoe,’ she pointed out. ‘Looks like blood as well.’

‘Oh yeah...wow, good find, boy!’ I said, calling Ziggy over.  ‘Here...’ I said, handing him a treat. ‘Clever boy! Very good boy!’ I congratulated him.

‘He’s so fast!’ Snow exclaimed. ‘I didn’t want to leave you, but equally, I didn’t want to lose him.  You were just behind, right? It didn’t worry you, did it?’ she asked.

‘No, I was fine,’ I lied.  I could hold my own.  ‘Besides-it yielded results, right? You found this clothing!’

‘We did,’ she nodded.  ‘I’ll call it in,’ she said, reaching for her phone.

While Snow called in the find, Ziggy searched the rest of the area around us. There was nothing else, so we headed back to the house once we had passed over the area to forensics to collect the clothes.

‘Should we take him further?’ Snow suggested.

‘What Ziggy?’ I asked.

‘Well, is it worth trying? Up and down the local roads? Just see if there’s anything?’ Snow asked.

‘It’s worth a look around-what are you thinking?’ I wondered, curiously.

‘I don’t know...I was just thinking about cars really-because that’s how the first victim was found.  I don’t have any reason to think it could be the same this time, but it’s worth a look, right?’ she questioned.

‘Yes, you’re right.  Let’s walk Ziggy up and down the roads,’ I said, thinking she could be right.  There was every possibility that there was a car around somewhere with Hannah Jones slumped inside.  If there was, then I wanted to find her.

The three of us walked up and down the road where she lived, looking in each car and letting Ziggy sniff around and search.  When that yielded nothing, we headed to the roads surrounding the area, and yet again, found nothing.  Walking back the house, where forensics had arrived, I felt frustrated.  I felt like we’d failed.

Going inside, I saw May standing at the bottom of the stairs, which helped immediately.

‘May! You’re here!’ I exclaimed, pleased my friend and colleague had arrived.

‘Hey Ally.  We’re just starting to process the scene,’ she told me.

‘Yeah? What do you make of it? Crime scene wise, is that a lot of blood?’ I questioned.

‘It’s significant, yes...would I say she bled out in that room? No,’ she continued, carefully, ‘But it’s still a significant amount of blood which would leave a person gravely injured.  Basically, I’m saying if she wasn’t already dead, this could very much lead to her death.’

‘Would you say she was moved after some kind of violent incident?’ I asked, thinking about what I’d seen in that room.

‘Absolutely, yes.  You can see the drag marks, and the pattern of the blood on the floor. I’d say something happened...something violent...and then she was removed from the room, and the trail stops at the bedroom door-so something changed there.’

‘Like what?’ I asked.

‘Shoes were removed.  Feet were covered.  Something along those lines.  There’s nothing to show a crime has occurred beyond the door of the bedroom,’ she explained.

I nodded, sighing.  ‘Well, we found clothes in the woods beyond, but nothing else.  We’ve had Ziggy scouting around, but there’s no sign of her, unfortunately,’ I told May.

‘Don’t worry.  She’ll turn up.  Sadly, they always do.  Excuse me, detectives,’ she then said, ‘I must go and get organised.’

‘Of course,’ I nodded.  ‘See you later, May.’

She smiled and headed for the stairs.

Walking through the bottom of the house, I looked around the lounge.  

‘Nice place,’ I murmured, frowning.

‘Yes, it is...shall we have a look around? See what we can find out about Hannah Jones?’ Snow suggested.

‘Good call,’ I said, walking to the kitchen with Ziggy.  ‘Ah!’ I exclaimed.

‘What is it?’ Snow asked.

‘Cat trays! She has cats! Ah, Snow, they must be starving the poor things,’ I frowned.

‘Well, the trouble is, they will have run a mile when we all invaded their home.’

‘I could put some food out the back of the house,’ I mused.

‘Good idea,’ Snow said, walking through the kitchen to open the back door.  ‘Then they can come back when they’re brave enough.’

I located the cat food and put it out into the dishes before placing it on the patio outside.  While I was doing that, Snow had a find of her own.

‘Handbag!’ she called, as I came back in.

‘Yeah? What’s in it?’ I asked.

‘Wallet with ID. Hannah Jones.  Twenty-six years old.  Lists here as the home address,’ she read, and then put it back.  ‘More significantly-we have a phone,’ she added, producing it from the small, black handbag.

‘Ah, okay! Brilliant.  We could get Tommy onto that one, right?’ I suggested.

‘Absolutely.  Bag it as evidence and we can get him to have a look.  Hopefully whoever she was talking to is detailed in the messages,’ she said.

‘And actually, I should go and talk to the neighbours,’ I pointed out.

She nodded.  ‘Good idea.’

‘Because with Emma Mooney’s case, the neighbour had noticed her comings and goings, right? It’s what you do as a neighbour, if you’re around the home,’ I murmured.

‘Let’s find out,’ she encouraged.

Heading to one side of the house, we knocked and had no response.  Trying the other, an older woman opened the door and frowned at us.

‘Can I help you?’ she asked.

‘Hello.  I’m Detective Emerson and this is my partner, Detective Snow.  We’re looking for the woman who lives next door-Hannah Jones.’

‘Looking for her?’ the woman responded, confused.  ‘What do you mean looking for her?’

‘She’s been reported as missing, Mrs...’

‘Kent.  June Kent,’ she told us.  

‘Yes, well like I say, we’re concerned about her whereabouts and wondered, as her neighbour, when you last saw her,’ I continued.

The older woman frowned.  ‘Well, now you come to mention it, I haven’t seen Hannah recently...’

‘You know her? You’re on first named basis with her?’ I questioned.

‘Oh yes.  We feed each other’s cats when we’re on holiday,’ she smiled.

‘Oh, right! Okay that’s good-we’ve just made sure the cats have some food down, while the forensics are in there.’

‘Forensics?’ June frowned.

‘Well yes...there’s evidence of a potential crime, and we cannot locate Hannah so we’re considering every possibility.  When did you last see Hannah, June?’ I questioned.

‘Oh, well...’ she said, thinking.  ‘Let me see...not yesterday, for sure...perhaps the day before? Or was it the day before that?’ she pondered.  ‘I don’t actually know.  I’ve been quite busy with work and family commitments, so I haven’t been noticing.’

‘Work? What do you do, Mrs Kent?’ I asked, thinking she looked too old to still be working.

‘I volunteer at the cat’s protection charity shop in town.  I’m actually retired but I felt like I could offer some of my time to a good cause,’ she explained.

I nodded. ‘Very good of you,’ I told her, smiling.  ‘And would you normally see Hannah on a daily basis.’

‘Not to talk to, no...but we see each other in passing a lot.  She leaves early for work and comes back around five, I think.  I know I’m often in the kitchen when she’s arriving home because I’m making dinner at that time.’

‘I see,’ I nodded.  ‘Do you know what she does for work?’ I asked then.

‘Yes.  She told me she’s a legal secretary,’ she replied.  ‘Very clever girl!’ she said.

‘Okay,’ I murmured, ‘And does she live alone?’

‘Oh yes,’ she nodded.  

‘And do you ever see her with men? Or women? Friends? Anyone who comes back to the house?’ I asked.

‘Actually no. I’ve never actually seen her bring anyone back to the house, not once! Which is a bit odd, actually, isn’t it? I’ve often said to Arthur, my husband, what a lovely young girl she is. Such a shame she doesn’t have someone nice to share things with, instead of just Pickles and Scampi.’

‘Pickles and Scampi?’ I questioned.

‘The cats, dear,’ she smiled.

‘Ah, I see,’ I nodded.  ‘So definitely no people back to the house with her, June? No-one you’ve seen?’

‘Like I said, to my knowledge, she brings no-one back...ever,’ she told me.

‘Right,’ I frowned.

‘Mrs Kent, do you have a ring doorbell? Or cameras on your property?’ Snow asked her.

‘We have a security camera above the door, but it’s a little temperamental.  My husband, Arthur tinkers with it sometimes-which is why its temperamental,’ she chuckled.

‘Oh, I see.  Are we able to have access to it if required?’ Snow asked.

‘Yes, of course...just to note though, Arthur has Alzheimer's...so can be difficult at times.  Just be aware, if you’re coming here.  It’s sometimes a struggle because life can be confusing for him,’ she said, sadly.

‘I’m sorry, Mrs Kent.  We’ll be aware of that fact if we find that we need to look at your camera,’ I told her.

‘I don’t know what you’d see on it to be honest-like I said-there’s no-one that comes here to see Hannah.  If she’s arriving home, she’s by herself.’

I nodded.  

‘Who lives on the other side of Hannah?’ Snow then questioned.

‘Oh, a young couple.  They have a gorgeous little baby...Harry his name is.  Big bundle of joy! He was eleven pounds at birth!’ she said, joyfully.  ‘What a little chunk!’

‘Quite,’ Snow smiled.

‘Okay, well thank you Mrs Kent.  We appreciate your time,’ I told her, gratefully.

‘Not a problem, dear.  If you need anything else, just knock.  I’m most often at home these days...with Arthur.’

‘Thank you,’ I said, ‘By-bye now.’

We left and wandered back up to the pavement with Ziggy.  Frowning down at him, I was trying to think what else could be useful. 

‘I’m just going to call Tommy, Ally,’ Snow told me.

‘Yeah, sure...’ I nodded, thinking that was a good idea.  We needed him to look at the phone and the potential camera system next door. It could give us some answers that we so desperately needed.

While Snow did that, I paced with Ziggy, who looked at me curiously.  I didn’t know where to go next, because it seemed apparent to me that she must have been taken to someplace else in a car.  Otherwise, Ziggy would be on the trail.

‘Okay, Tommy’s going to come over here and seize the phone...check the cameras,’ Snow told me, after hanging up.

‘Oh good.  That’s one more thing done.  What next?’ I frowned, looking at Snow. ‘Shall we run Ziggy one more time? Just check what he does?’ I asked.

She shrugged, looking unsure.  ‘I mean, it’s worth a try, I guess.  We can’t do any more here while forensics are at work-and Tommy will be a while.’

I nodded.  ‘Let’s just try. I want to see what he does,’ I told her.

‘Okay. Try it.’

I got out the plastic baggie with the clothing from Hannah Jones in and held it for Ziggy to consider.  His nose was instantly into the bag and sniffing wildly, trying to figure out the scent.  When he’d had a good consideration of the contents, I met his eyes.  ‘Go! Search!’

Once again, he tugged at the lead, leading us off in the same direction as before.  Down the road then into the woods, he took us, leading us to where officers stood, cordoning off the scene where the clothes had been left. 

Once he’d considered that and alerted, sitting to show his interest, I rewarded him and then encouraged him on.

‘Where next, Ziggy? Where did he go after that?’ I asked him.

Ziggy tugged me back the way we’d come and I frowned in frustration, because he seemed to be leading us back to the house once more.  ‘Is he just taking us back?’

‘Perhaps that’s what our killer did?’ Snow mused.

‘I guess so,’ I replied, letting Ziggy take the lead and tug me in the direction he wanted me to go. 

Ziggy took us back along the road where Hannah Jones lived and then when he reached the front lawn, shared by Hannah and her neighbour June, sat down and panted at me, looking up at me with adoring eyes.

‘Good boy,’ I said, giving him a reward.  Looking to Snow, I shrugged.  ‘I guess he came back here...to the house.’

‘Well, that would make sense, right?’ she posed.

‘Would it?’ I asked.

‘Yeah! He hurts her, goes and disposes of her clothes and then comes back here...’

‘To do what?’ I questioned.  ‘Get rid of her body?’

‘Well, that’s the most likely scenario, right?’ she considered.  ‘He comes back to the house and then...well, what’s the most likely scenario? Puts her in a car? Her car...his car...a stolen car...then takes her someplace else.’

‘But why would he do that if he left Emma Mooney publicly like he did? He literally wanted her to be found...wanted the message written on her chest to be seen. Why then hide Hannah Jones?’

Snow shook her head.  ‘That we don’t know,’ she shrugged, as my phone rang.

Tugging the phone from my pocket, I frowned.  ‘It’s Benson.  Give me a second...hey Benson, what’s up?’ I said, speaking into the phone.

‘Hey Emerson.  We’ve got a woman-found in a car-same circumstances as Emma Mooney,’ he told me, directly.

‘No way! It must be Hannah Jones, right?’ I said, excited.

‘Likely, yes.  Can you get over there?’ he asked.

‘Yes, of course.  Whereabouts?’

‘Marina Drive.  Turn left into the road and it’s directly on your left. Emergency services are there and I’m about to redirect forensics there,’ he explained.

‘Well, we’re at Hannah Jones’ house right now.  Doctor May is working on the scene,’ I told him.

‘Don’t worry.  I’ll call her myself,’ he told me.  ‘Just head over, will you.  This is clearly ramping up, so we need to be on each scene quickly, managing proceedings carefully.’

‘Yes sir,’ I nodded.  ‘We’re leaving now.’

I hung up and turned to Snow. ‘A woman has been found dead in a car over the other side of town,’ I told her.

‘Hannah Jones?’ she questioned, eyebrows raising.

‘That’s what we’re assuming, yes,’ I agreed.

‘Let’s go then,’ she said, eagerly.

Hurrying to our car, I got Ziggy in and then started driving.  The location was about fifteen minutes away because it was on the opposite side of the town.  As we drove, we pondered the situation.

‘Why would he leave her fifteen minutes from her home?’ I questioned.

‘Who knows?’ Snow replied.  ‘To bide some time? To ensure she wasn’t found for a while?’

I frowned.  ‘It doesn’t make much sense,’ I commented.

‘No...’ she sighed.  ‘But at least she has been found.  When Ziggy came up with nothing, I was beginning to think we’d have a search on our hands,’ Snow commented.

I sighed.  ‘Benson described this as ‘escalating’ Snow,’ I told her.

‘Hey,’ she said, reaching a handout to touch my leg lightly.  ‘It’s alright...we’re doing alright, aren’t we?’

‘Yeah,’ I nodded.  ‘But more victims are just awful...because I feel like they’re related to me...or chosen because of me,’ I explained.

‘Ally, stop.  You can’t control the choices of some crazy, psycho killer.  It’s not your fault if he decides to kill people who resemble you.’

‘It certainly feels pretty crappy,’ I responded, glancing over at her.

‘I’m sure it does.  I’d feel the same,’ she assured me.  ‘But just remember this is not your doing...you cannot control it, and you are not responsible.’

‘Yeah...’ I nodded, focusing on the road ahead.  ‘Yes, you’re right.  It’s some bastard psycho.  I’m not responsible,’ I said, repeating her words.

‘Exactly.  Good for you,’ she smiled. 

I nodded, finding strength from inside since my conversation with May about balls.  

When we reached Marina Drive, it was obvious where the crime scene was due to the emergency services vehicles parked all around the scene.  

Parking a short distance away, we got out and headed over, showing our lanyards to the supervising officers, allowing professionals in and out of the scene.

‘Detective Ally Emerson,’ I told him, showing my ID.

He nodded. ‘Go ahead.’

‘And Detective Kate Snow,’ she added, coming up behind.

‘Yes.  That’s fine,’ the officer said, admitting us.

Walking over to the car, I saw that Samson and Marks were there already, standing by the cars, faces solemn.

‘What have we got guys?’ I asked, approaching.

‘Same MO,’ Marks told me, wincing.

‘Yeah?’ I said, easing closer, to peer through the window. 

Inside, the woman was slumped to one side, but what was apparent was the same crime as we had seen before.  A slit throat along with the same words carved across her chest.  ‘DIE BITCH’ had been carved across her chest with a knife blade, and I grimaced upon seeing them, because I knew they were directed at me.

‘Oh wow...it is the same,’ I murmured, looking a little closer.

‘Yes.  Same crime, same MO,’ Marks nodded.  

‘Is that Hannah Jones?’ Snow said, from my side, cocking her head to look at the woman, who lay slumped.

My head turned to look at her.  ‘What?’

‘I don’t think that is Hannah Jones, Ally,’ she told me.  ‘The profile is completely different.’

‘Is it?’ I questioned.

‘In the photo of her at her home, as a bridesmaid, she’s seen from the side, and there’s a bump in her nose and a large freckle here,’ she said, pointing to her cheek. ‘Forgive me if I’m wrong, but this woman looks different.’

‘Still similar to my basic look,’ I commented.

‘Yes-but very mildly,’ Snow replied.  ‘She’s small, dark and pretty, but these are similarities...it’s not like they’re all mirror images of you, Ally.’

‘No...just similar, right?’ I questioned.

‘Guys, did you pull up the car details?’ Snow asked.

‘Hadn’t got to it yet,’ Samson replied. ‘We were just holding the scene until it can be covered...till forensics arrives,’ he told us.

‘Oh okay...mind if I call in and check who this car belongs to?’ Snow asked.

‘No, go ahead.  That’s helpful,’ he added.

‘Okay...Ally, I’ll just be a second.’

‘Go ahead,’ I told her, leaning in and looking again at the woman in the car.  I began to think Snow was right.  She didn’t quite look like the woman in the photos back at the house, which meant we had a third victim-which was quite sickening.  Three victims in less than two days.  It was crazy.  It was too much to take in.

Stepping back, I frowned.  ‘How was she found?’ I asked the other detectives.

‘Passer by saw her...called it in,’ Samson replied. ‘Very similar to the first woman found.’

‘So, he kills them, leaves them in their cars and just waits for them to be discovered?’ I questioned. ‘I wonder if Hannah Jones just hasn’t been found yet? If she’s dead in a car somewhere too?’

‘Most likely,’ Marks agreed.  ‘It seems to be what he does.’

‘We should get the cars forensically examined carefully. He’s clearly been in both of the two we’ve found,’ Samson said.

I nodded.  ‘Absolutely,’ I agreed.

Snow came back then, her frown in place.  ‘The car belongs to a Maisie Kench,’ she told us. ‘She’s twenty-five years old.  Works as a dental assistant. Lives five minutes from here, in a flat.  I got them to send me over a picture of her driving license picture and look...’ she said, holding out her phone.

‘Oh yeah, that’s her,’ Marks nodded.

‘Yes, that’s definitely this woman,’ I agreed, looking at the dead woman once more. ‘So, wow! We’ve got two dead and one missing...three victims now, at the hands of this man?’ I questioned, shocked by how quickly this was escalating. 

‘And Hannah Jones is likely somewhere, in a car, waiting to be found,’ Samson added.

‘And all with ‘DIE BITCH’ emblazoned across their chests. Fucking sick bastard,’ I commented.

‘He sure is,’ Marks agreed.

‘This is all so public though,’ Snow said, looking around at the CCTV opportunities.  ‘He has to be caught on camera around here somewhere.  We’ll get a lead on him soon, and then we can find out who this guy is.’

‘You can’t avoid all these cameras...even if the ones at the house and flat locations were tampered with, these public ones would be far harder to mess with,’ I commented.

‘We’ll get him, Ally. Don’t you worry,’ Snow told me, reaching out to touch my hand.

I nodded.  ‘Yeah...I know.’

We waited until forensics turned up and then the white tent was erected to shield the scene.  Benson turned up with Tommy in tow, and we spoke to them, updating them on Ziggy’s unsuccessful search before being directed to check out the flat where Maisie White lived.  

Heading over, the day was passing quickly, with early evening approaching.  As we parked up outside another flat of another woman, it all felt far too familiar.

‘This is madness, Snow,’ I said, as we parked.

She looked at me.  ‘What?’

‘How many more women are going to die?’ I questioned.

She gave me a look.  ‘Now don’t go down that path again...Ally, come on.  Let’s just work this as we would do with any other case, okay? Keep going and see what comes of it all.  You don’t need to be taking on any of the blame or responsibility, because it’s simply not your fault, whatsoever.  This is some evil fucker who thinks he can mess with you-because of your link to Cameron.’

‘Because he believes I murdered him,’ I added.

‘Which anyone who is sane realises is just absolute crap,’ she retorted, angrily.  ‘Hell, we’ve got footage to prove it.  Undisputed.  Now come on...let’s do this, and then we need to call it a day. You’ve got the operation tomorrow, and you need to go home and sleep before that happens.’

‘Oh my God! I’d forgotten about that!’ I exclaimed.  ‘Snow, how can I take time out to do that now?’ I questioned, forlornly.

‘You can-and you will, Ally.  Keep putting it off and you’ll have no hand to use in the future! You’re far too young to just right it off and ignore the fact that this can be fixed.  Just get it done. It’s a couple of hours of your time and then we can even head into work-if you’re well enough.’

I frowned. ‘But I’ll have been put under for the operation, right?’ I questioned.  ‘What if I don’t feel up to it?’ I worried.

‘Then we keep you at home and look after you.  The department is bigger than just us okay, Ally.  Yes, we often lead the missing person cases, but there are other detectives, other officers, other personnel who can hold things together for a day or so, okay?’

I sighed.  ‘I guess I shouldn’t put it off again.’

‘No, you’re not going to.  I’ll drag you there kicking and screaming if I have to!’

‘That won’t be necessary,’ I replied, ruefully.  ‘I’ll do it. I have to, so it’s fine.’

She nodded.  ‘Good.  Right, shall we go in
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