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AJ Estelliam


Prologue
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Snow and I showered and got up before sorting breakfast for Ziggy and ourselves.  Despite our adventurous morning, we were still out of the door by 8.30am and on the way to Fenleigh Police Station for the first time.

On the way there, yet again, I could tell that Snow was longing for our holiday.  Her gaze, when I glanced at her, was soft, and she kept touching me, with a hand on my leg, a touch to my arm.  It spoke of our growing relationship, and I found I liked it.  I liked it a lot.

‘Should we go over yesterday, as we drive?’ Snow suggested.  ‘Seeing as we didn’t talk last night.’

‘I would, but than hand is kind of distracting,’ I said, referring to the hand she’s slipped to my thigh, to rest there while I drove.

‘Oh yeah?’ she smiled.  ‘But I’m barely touching you,’ she mocked.

‘Oh, behave...you’re centimetres away from indecency!’ I joked.

‘Relax, Ally,’ she sighed.  ‘If I thought I could touch you like that in the car, I would, but sadly that does cross a few lines.’

‘It really does,’ I agreed, pushing her hand away.  ‘Stop distracting me.  We should be calmer now; with the amount of sex we’ve had since last night.’

‘I don’t know.  I think it works the other way with me.  It just makes me hornier, somehow!’ she laughed.

‘I’ve noticed...not that I’m complaining,’ I smiled.

‘No...I think we’re pretty evenly matched as far as libido is concerned.’

‘We sure are, and I’ve never felt so satisfied, I can assure you go that.’

‘Good to hear,’ she replied.

The Fenleigh Police Department had no car park apparent that we could park in easily, so we parked at the nearest multistorey car park, and drove down to the bottom floor, which was dark and shadowy.  At this time in the morning, barely any cars were around, and so we found a quiet corner and parked up.

‘Before we go...’ Snow said, stopping me in the darkness, her hand sliding back to my thigh.

‘What are you doin...?’ I managed, before her mouth crushed mine, taking my lips in a devastatingly, passionate kiss.  ‘Kate!’ I gasped, before her tongue slid inside, stopping me from saying anymore.

I moaned against her mouth, unable to do anything but respond as she kissed me senseless.  Our breathing became mutually ragged and the hand which was on my thigh slid upwards to rub against me through my trousers.

‘Kate!’ I gasped again, pushing her away.  ‘We’re in a car park!’ I said, breathing hard, as arousal built again.

‘A dark, empty car park, with no-one around,’ she pointed out, sliding her hand back between my legs, to rub there through my clothes.

‘Oh my God,’ I groaned.  ‘Get your head back in work,’ I said, groaning as she kissed my neck.

‘I can’t...all I’m thinking about is you,’ she told me, kissing my cheek, softly. 

‘This is ridiculous,’ I complained, all the while becoming increasingly intrigued by the idea that she was going to push her hand inside my trousers and actually touch me for real, rather than toying with the idea.

‘No, it’s not. There’s no-one here,’ she said, turning to look over her shoulder, at the empty car park, with one car a way away, but that was it.  

‘It doesn’t matter! what about cameras!’

‘The cameras can’t see what I’m doing to you,’ she said, reaching for her jacket and throwing it onto my lap.  ‘Even more so now.  You just have to stay quiet...think you can do that?’ she asked, as she unbuttoned and then unzipped me, slowly, before sliding her hand inside my trousers.

‘I can’t believe I’m letting you do this,’ I murmured, in a whisper.

‘Open your legs for me,’ she replied, huskily, her voice sending shivers down my spine.

‘God, Kate...the things you do to me...’ I sighed, resting my head back.

‘Just relax and let me get you there,’ she responded, leaning over to kiss me.  

I kissed her back, eagerly, my mouth mating with hers as her fingers went from playing slowly to overdrive, rubbing me fast and hard, making me pant into her mouth with a desperation I couldn’t describe.

‘That’s it, baby...I can feel you’re close,’ she whispered, kissing my ear.  ‘Come for me, Ally...come all over my fingers,’ she murmured, her voice sending me spiralling.

I tensed, gasping in with shock, before climaxing royally.  I held onto my need to cry out and just gasped through the shockwaves of pleasure.  As my body twitched and shuddered, she slowed her touch until her hand rested between my legs.  ‘There...much better.’

I turned to her.  ‘Kate? What the hell? We spent all night, all morning, in bed? You’re insane!’

‘No, horny,’ she corrected, smiling at me as she withdrew her hand. 

‘Are you expecting the same back? Here in this car park?’ I demanded, eyes wide at the danger of being caught out by someone.  Seen, doing this.

‘There’s nobody here, Ally.’

‘That means yes then!’ I exclaimed.

‘Don’t deny you didn’t like the risk?’ she chuckled.

‘I could live without it,’ I told her. ‘But seeing as you’re making me come in public, you sure as hell should have to as well,’ I said, dumping the jacket in her lap and then sliding my hand down.

‘Oh God yes,’ she murmured, opening her legs while I manoeuvred my hand inside her clothing.  

‘You’re so turned on, aren’t you?’ I mused, as I found her, wet and ready.

‘I can’t even tell you...maybe it’s a hormonal thing...maybe it’s that we’re finally back together and it feels so good? I don’t know, but I love it,’ she said, shifting restlessly, as I began to rub her in circular motion.

‘You can do this fast, right?’ I said, leaning closer.  ‘We don’t have long, and I really don’t want to be found doing this, like a couple of teenagers in a car!’

She chuckled, lifting her hips. ‘Trust me, I’ll be good in a couple of seconds at this rate.’

‘Good,’ I said, beginning to rub her. I stole a look over my shoulder, but the car park really was empty.  No-one was in sight, and I couldn’t see any obvious cameras, either.  What I was doing was obscured by the jacket anyway, so there was no absolute proof of what I was touching, even if cameras were around.

Circling hard and fast against her clitoris, Snow rested her head back against the headrest, her breathing growing increasingly ragged.  She was so wet and slick that it was easy to slide my fingers against her sensitive nub, and she moaned softly as I applied more pressure, eager for her to come.  Turning to look at me, her eyes were dark with desire as I met hers.  Remembering how she’d pushed me over the edge, I spoke. ‘Come for me,’ I instructed, hoping it would have the same effect as the low, guttural, pit of the stomach punch it had had for me when she’d said the same, before.

‘Oh God,’ she said, dropping her head back and gasping.  

I sped up, working her through the orgasm, and then slowing as she shuddered, aftershocks flooding through her.  ‘Ally...’ she groaned, as I slowed my fingers to a half, feeling her flesh twitch and shudder as she recovered.

‘You...Kate Snow...are a law unto yourself,’ I told her, withdrawing my hand.

‘But you love me for it,’ she grinned, recovering quickly, her hands moving too quickly do herself up and straighten her clothing.

‘Ridiculous,’ I muttered.

‘Satisfying,’ she corrected.  ‘I can more or less get through the workday now.’

‘You’re horny as hell right now!’

‘Hey! I was meant to be on holiday, enjoying us! I feel cheated!’ she exclaimed, half joking but with a serious edge.

‘I know,’ I said, sighing.  ‘But we couldn’t not get involved, could we?’

‘No, not really, the way it turned out...it’s still rubbish though.  All the time we could have spent with each other, just one on one.’

‘We will get that time...just after this is all done and dusted,’ I told her.

‘Give me a hug,’ she requested, reaching for me.

‘Is this another sex thing?’ I frowned, before smirking at her.

‘No, dopey...it’s a hug.  I miss you.’

‘I’m with you!’ I said, moving into her arms.

‘I know, but I want all of you, all of the time.  We’re going to spend the day busy with the case,’ she sighed.  ‘I just want to hold you for a little while, first.’

‘Okay,’ I said, understanding. I felt the same way, despite not saying so.  Our holiday had been so intensely satisfying, and I was as reluctant as she was for it to end.  Be that as it may, the case needed our attention.  Tilly Miles needed our attention.

Drawing back, I looked up at her.  ‘I love you, you know? And we’ll get our time together soon, okay?’

‘Okay,’ she agreed, sighing.  ‘And I love you too,’ she smiled, gazing at me, happily.

‘I love you,’ I said, again, because the moment was soft, sweet and the way she was looking at me made me feel so complete.

‘I love you, baby,’ she murmured, smiling into my eyes in a way which allowed no doubt to be left about the way she felt about me.

Sighing contentedly, I moved back into her arms, holding her ever so tightly.  It was only Ziggy’s whine which finally parted us.

‘Oh, I’m sorry boy!’ I laughed, turning to see him on the back seat.  He was slumped down, chin on the seat, his face miserable.  ‘Is all this lovey dovey stuff pissing you off? Look at his face, Snow!’

‘He’s just jealous,’ Snow laughed.

I gasped.  ‘We could get him a girlfriend!’ I exclaimed.

‘Don’t even think about it, Ally!’ she frowned, shaking her head at me.

‘Ah, it would be so cute though!’ I grinned.

‘Come on, you...it’s nearly nine.  We’ll be late!’

‘Whose fault is that?’ I questioned, on an amused laugh.

‘Yours, for sure,’ she smiled.

‘How so? It was you wanting to get up to no good in this car park which has made us late!’

‘No, it’s you looking so gorgeous that’s made us late,’ she countered.

‘You’re ridiculous,’ I told her, laughing. ‘Come on! Let’s go!’

We finally got out of the car and headed to the stairwell and elevator which would take us to the ground floor.  From there, we could walk out to the street, and the police station was a short walk away.  

Heading into the reception of Fenleigh Police Station, I introduced us and told the receptionist that Mulloynes was expecting us.  Shown directly up to see him, we were welcomed into his office.

‘Good morning, Detective Emerson.  Detective Snow,’ he nodded, shaking our hands.

‘Good morning, sir,’ I said, taking a seat. ‘How is the land lying this morning?’ I questioned.

‘Well, the forensic team worked well into the night to remove the bones from the grave, so we’ve got her back here.  Doctor May is returning at today, I believe, to start work on identification, and then we can go from there.’

‘Great,’ I nodded.  ‘Did you hear about the vigil last night?’

‘I did indeed,’ he sighed.  ‘They’ve all assumed it’s Tilly Miles.’

‘I know,’ I commented.  ‘It was like a group of mourners, already!’

‘You attended?’ he questioned, clearly surprised.

‘Yes, sir! You know as well as I do that situations like that attract the guilty party-out of curiosity, or interest, or simply to find out what people are saying about them!’ I exclaimed.

‘Very true,’ he commented.  ‘Well, how was it? Did you get anywhere?’

‘It was interesting,’ I replied, glancing at Snow, whose expression was inscrutable now, the mask she wore at work back in place. ‘And I don’t know about Snow, but I was struck with just how many possible suspects you could have in this!’ I exclaimed, shaking my head.  ‘I mean, even off the top of my head, I could give you a whole list of names!’

‘Oh, go on then...that would be very interesting to hear, actually,’ he told me, leaning forwards, as if he were intrigued.

‘Okay...Lily Swanson, Mike Richards, Marcus Miles, Richard Miles, David Swanson, Jimmy Landers, Dan Taylor, Adam Right and Aiden Thomas.’

‘Wow!’ DI Mulloynes exclaimed.  ‘That’s a long list! And actually...if I’m not mistaken...contains many of the people who were interview back in the day,’ he said, looking at some case files.

‘Really?’ I questioned.

‘Yes...obviously they started with Lily and Mike, thinking there could be something there.  They were the last ones to potentially see Tilly, so they were looked at hard.’

‘Nothing was found?’ I checked.

‘Nothing at all,’ he said, shaking his head.

‘Marcus Miles?’ I wondered.

‘Oh yes...very angry, young man.  He was looked at by police, but again, nothing was found to incriminate him whatsoever.  He was released with no charge as well.  Still vocal to this day about how angry he is!’ Mulloynes sighed.

‘Well, it was his sister,’ I pointed out. ‘He has the right.’

‘I guess he does,’ he nodded.  ‘Then there was Tilly’s father, Richard.  They looked at him, but he could be alibied, so no go there.  Then there was David and Sarah Swanson, parents of Lily.  David wasn’t home the night in question, but alibied as he was at work on a call-out.  The woman he was doing the call-out verified his attendance at her house.  Sarah Swanson was home and had gone to bed, and nothing was found to suggest that wasn’t the truth.’

‘I see.  What about the four men I listed-the one’s who went to school with Tilly, Lily and Mike?’

‘The school was looked at, I believe.  The staff-teachers, caretaker, other children...no-one of interest was identified,’ he told me.

‘So, basically, nothing at all...everyone and their dog were looked at,’ I mocked, ‘And yet no-one did it?’

‘Absolutely no, real person of interest-which is where the stranger theory came in,’ he told us.

‘The stranger theory?’

‘Over the years, much has been made of this one.  Locals suggest that it wasn’t someone from the area who killed Tilly, but that she was actually murdered by someone passing through.  The road route she took could have meant that someone driving by saw her, stopped and picked her up.  That’s the most likely turn of events that we can suppose happened.’

‘That’s crap!’ I exclaimed, without thinking about my audience.

‘I’m sorry, what?’ Mulloynes responded, shocked by my outburst.

‘I apologise for my language, but what the hell, sir? Some random picks up Tilly and then buries her in a very specific location-known by locals for its rural nature and lack of human traffic? I don’t think so! Plus! You’re forgetting the very important detail in that the Dacre Station was broken into for evidence to be stolen! That alone tells me that someone around here did it-not your crappy stranger theory.’

‘Not my theory, detective!’ he said, holding his hands up, defensively.

‘No, well it’s shit,’ I replied, frowning.  ‘Absolute load of crap.’

‘What’s your thinking then, detective? If I may?’

‘Okay, well as far as I’m concerned, everyone I’ve met is most likely lying about something! There’s so much going on with each of them, that it’s tricky to know where to start...but I know where to start,’ I added, smiling at him.

‘You do? Who is lying? And where will you start?’ he questioned.

‘I think we start at the beginning...with Lily Swanson and Mike Williams.  They were there that night, and they’re the two to start with.  I don’t think we’re getting the full story with them.  I believe we need to separate them and learn the truth.’

‘What truth?’ he frowned.

‘Well, everyone I spoke to last night said that Lily and Mike were together back as teenagers as much as Tilly and Mike were.  That’s complicated.  That’s an awkward threesome of a love triangle which needs unravelling.  You’re telling me there weren’t arguments over two teenage girls wanting to be with the same boy? I don’t think so.’

Mulloynes was nodding. ‘Okay...’

‘And Mike Williams! He was waiting for her, right? There’s a gap of a good hour where we have no set location of Mike Williams.  He has the time period and opportunity to hurt her, then return to Lily’s house at 10pm.  He needs looking at again.’

Mulloynes was nodding. ‘Good call.  Where would you go from then?’ he questioned.

‘Next, I’d look at the home of the Swansons.  The mother...she went to bed? With a guest in the house, dark and late at night in winter? I don’t think so...’ I frowned. ‘Also, the father...called out to a job at 9pm at night? Really? I don’t think so...they both need questioning as well,’ I told Mulloynes.

He was nodding clearly thinking all of this through.  ‘Sounds good to me...’

‘Oh, I’m not done,’ I told him, bright eyed and bushy tailed.  I was on a role now, and not eager to stop.  

‘Oh!’

‘Yes.  Then I think you got to Tilly’s family. Some interesting characters there as well.’

‘How so?’ Mulloynes asked.

‘You’ve got the angry older brother, who was out ‘driving’ that night! He had the means, the time, the location is right...but why? What would his purpose be in hurting his sister?’

The DI stared at me, waiting me out.

‘And then you’ve got the parents.  Could Tilly have actually walked home instead? Did she get home, and then something happened to her?’ I suggested, putting it out there.

He nodded, waiting for more.

‘As well as Mike, there were other boys in that school who thought Tilly was quite the catch. I’ve spoken to four of them so far. I’d bring them in individually and speak to them. Adam Right, Aiden Thomas, Jimmy Landers and Dan Taylor.’

‘Noted,’ he nodded.

‘And there are the adults involved at the school.  There’s a caretaker, a couple of teachers who are still local...they all need considering.’

He nodded.  ‘I think we need your help in going through all this,’ he sighed.  ‘We just don’t have the experience in our station for a big case like this.’

‘We’re more than happy to assist,’ I told him, ‘But we’re not taking the whole thing on.  That’s never something we planned to do.’

‘No,’ he agreed.  ‘But you sound like you’re halfway to figuring this out already?’

‘I’m on a path to working it out, yes...but that’s not to say some of your officers can’t start interviewing and finding out more. Have you got the original case files we can look though?’ I questioned.

‘Yes, they’re here.  I’ve cleared some office space down the hall where you can base yourselves while you’re here.  I don’t know if you want to take the time to look at the case files and then head down to witness the identification process with May sometime after ten?’

‘That sounds ideal,’ I agreed.

‘Okay then.  Let me show you the way.’

After Mulloynes showed us the office space and left the case files with us, he promised to come back for us when he was headed to the morgue a little later.

‘There’s a surprising lack of get up and go around here, isn’t there, Snow?’ I commented, as we sat down beside each other.

‘You’re telling me! There doesn’t seem to be any real sense of urgency...and let’s face it, after twenty-eight years, they could use some!’ she exclaimed.

‘They sure could,’ I sighed, scanning her face, memories of the night before and this morning lingering in my mind.  Her mouth still looked soft and plump from so much kissing, and I found myself distracted, glancing at it.  ‘How did we get roped into all this?’

‘This boy!’ she laughed, stroking his head.

‘Yeah...holiday time, Ziggy! We’ve got to teach you how to take a damn break, fella!’ I exclaimed.

He panted at me happily, and I couldn’t be annoyed for one second.

‘Well, it needs solving...and I liked how you laid it all out for him.  You’ve got a good handle on the main suspects, I think.’

‘Yeah? We never did go through last night,’ I told her.

‘No, we didn’t...shall we see who the police came up with twenty-eight years ago and then discuss what we came up with last night?’ she suggested.

I nodded. ‘Let’s go through this.’

Opening the case file, we both poured over the information, reading everything from the first call, detailing Tilly’s disappearance, to all the interviews which had followed.  It appeared that the police had looked at a lot of people, but their main suspect seemed to be Mike Williams, who they’d brought in multiple times to interview.  The other person they’d talked to many times was Marcus Miles.

As we read and looked through paperwork, Snow’s arm lay next to mine.  The soft brush of her skin touching mine was a heady reminder of the connection we’d shared recently, and I found myself constantly slightly off...distracted and heightened.

‘You alright?’ Snow said, from beside me.

I huffed, sitting back in the chair, moving my arm away.  ‘You’re getting to me,’ I complained.

‘I am? How?’

‘By doing nothing, Snow,’ I grumbled.  ‘Just your presence...your damn, gorgeous, alluring bloody presence.’

She moved closer, smiling happily at me.  ‘Are you flirting with me?’ she chuckled, her voice husky and amused.

‘Shut up, Snow.  It’s just annoying, you know? We come on bloody holiday and what the fuck are we doing? Holed up in another shitty police station? What the hell are we doing?’ I ranted.

‘You know what we’re doing.  We’re helping Tilly Miles,’ she replied, calmly.

‘Yeah, but we’re meant to be assisting...not doing a full day’s work! We’re on holiday!’ I said again.  

‘I thought you wanted to do this?’ she frowned.  ‘You were the one encouraging me to get involved not too long ago.’

‘Yes, but then you made me remember what we’re meant to be doing out here.  Reconnecting.  Spending time together.  Having lots of sex.  Last night...this morning...it felt so good.  So satisfying.  This isn’t our case.  Why don’t we just step away a little when we can? They can manage this without us!’

‘We are only meant to be here for assistance, if anything.  Why don’t we read this, hear about identity and then if the officers have a little guidance about who to look at, then we can step back?’ she suggested.

‘Ah! You’re a wise woman, Snow,’ I told her. ‘Because let’s face it-we’ve sat in enough safe houses for it to become old! I’m not spending a holiday there, okay?’

‘Agreed.  We step back soon,’ she nodded.

‘Halle-friggin-luiah,’ I muttered.

She smiled at me.

‘What?’ I said, grumpily.  

‘I liked your little rant,’ she grinned, a smile toying at her mouth still.

‘What ‘little rant’ Snow?’

She laughed.  ‘Your ‘damn, gorgeous, alluring fucking presence?’ she chuckled.

‘Oh! Well, you’re getting to me...I just want to soak it up...bask in what we’ve found with each other right now.  I don’t want to be up to my eyeballs in murder and suspects.’

‘I know,’ she sighed, reaching over to take my hand.  ‘We’ll get time for us, I promise.’

I lifted my eyes to hers. ‘I wanted this,’ I said on a quiet sigh. ‘I wanted time for us.’

She nodded.  ‘I want that too...we’ll get it, don’t you worry, even if we have to fight for it a little harder.’

‘Good,’ I replied.

The door knocked then, so we dropped each other’s hand as Mulloynes came in.  ‘I’m headed to the morgue.  Do you want to join me?’

‘Yep.  We’re coming,’ I said, standing.  With Ziggy in tow, we all traipsed out, heading to the morgue so that we could talk to Doctor May.

Down in the basement, we found an assistant who was happy to dog-sit while we went in and then found May working busily in one of the autopsy suites.

‘Good morning, May!’ I announced, as we walked in.

‘Hello, Emerson.  Hi Detective Snow.  How are you both?’ she questioned.

‘Good, good...you just got here?’ I asked her.

‘Actually no.  I managed to get family to look after the boys, so I stayed overnight and worked through, pretty much.’

I gaped at her.  ‘No shit?’

She gave me a strange look.  ‘No, I’m lying...’ she mocked.  ‘Yes, I stayed, Emerson...I was intrigued and everyone seems to be desperate for answers, so I set to work.’

‘And...?’ I prompted, on the edge of my seat.

‘It is Tilly Miles,’ she told us, nodding.

‘Wow!’ I exclaimed, looking at Snow.  ‘I mean, we knew...but it’s good to ‘know’ you know?’

May shook her head at me.  ‘You do talk some weird nonsense sometimes, Emerson.’

I laughed, glancing at Snow.  ‘See how we get on now? I’ve actually got a colleague friend...oh, and therapist!’ I added, smirking a little.

‘I am not your therapist, Emerson,’ May said, long sufferingly.

‘No? Who else am I going to go to when Snow pisses me off then?’ I questioned.

‘Try an actual professional? Someone qualified in therapeutic methods, perhaps?’ she said, sardonically.

‘No way! You’re the best, May! A great listener, and someone who gives great advice...anyway, hang on...what the actual fuck? How do you know it’s her? How is it Tilly Miles for sure?’ I asked, getting back to business.

‘The dental records are a match,’ she told us all, showing the match on the screen.  ‘These are from her last dental appointment in 1998, and this is the skull.  See how we have a complete match?’

‘Yeah!’ I exclaimed, excited.
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