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‘Benson’s calling,’ Snow murmured, as we left the kitchen.

‘You should answer,’ I told her.

‘You okay with that?’

I sighed, meeting her eyes.  ‘Back to reality, I guess.  It couldn’t last forever, could it?’ I commented, feeling a sense of regret that we’d be back focused on other things, and the moments which had passed in the past day were going to come to an end.

‘I’m sorry, Ally, but I feel like I better answer.’

‘No, it’s fine,’ I said, watching her look at the phone and then answer.  ‘Snow,’ she said, into the receiver.

I watched as she listened, frowning when she replied to what he was saying.  

‘What-today?’ she questioned.

I sat down on the sofa, watching her from afar.  She gave me a nod and then left the room, leaving me alone.  I heard her voice fading as she walked down the corridor away from me, which left me staring at the murder board Snow had created on the wall.  Carly’s photo stared back at me from the centre, and my stomach tensed and tightened.  A brief flash of panic rushed through me that I’d let myself become so distracted and unfocused and had forgotten the real reason I was here.

Dropping my head in my hands, the ramifications of what we had established here began to rush through me and little did I know, but everything I was worried about was about to magnify beyond my wildest dreams.

The door slammed and I heard footsteps down the hallway.

‘Benson wants us both down the station,’ Snow told me, without preamble.

‘What? Why?’ I questioned.

‘He has an update, apparently-and they want to interview you again, Ally.’

‘Why?’ I asked, frowning.  My stomach had tensed painfully and fear gripped me.  Was I about to be arrested for the murder of my husband? Although I hadn’t done it, I was fearful that I could still be found guilty due to leaving him dead.  ‘Oh God, is this it? Is it all over?’ I questioned, fretting.

‘No, Ally-they just want to ask you more questions,’ she told me, all business now.

It was like the past twenty-four hours had evaporated in those brief minutes we’d been talking.  Snow was clearly in the mind set of being ‘back to work’ and I was clearly destined to be back in the interview room, explaining myself.

‘About what?’ I wanted to know.

‘I told Benson about everything you told me-and it’s raised some new questions.’

‘Told him...everything?’ I said, slowly, frowning at her.

‘Yeah-things that came up while we were creating this,’ she said, pointing at the wall.

‘Snow!’ I exclaimed, upset.  I got to my feet and felt my hackles rise.  I felt betrayed for some reason, as I felt threatened at this new development.  ‘I thought this was our investigation! You’ve been passing on all the information to Benson?’

She frowned at me.  ‘Ally! If something of note came up, of course I spoke to him about it! Why the hell do you think I’m doing all this? It’s to make sure your name is cleared and the only way we’re going to do that is if we actually solve Carly’s murder and figure out all the ins and outs over what happened with Cameron Emerson.’

I stared at her.  ‘You’ve linked all of this?’ I asked, gaping at her.

‘Yes, I have, Ally.’

‘What have you told him? What am I going into?’ I questioned.

She shrugged.  ‘He didn’t want to tell me on the phone, so I said we’d come in.  Let’s just go, Ally.  Come on-the sooner we do, the sooner we know what’s going on.’

‘I don’t want to go back there,’ I said, crossing my arms.

‘Ally, come on...’

‘You said I wouldn’t have to go back there for a while! You said I would have the chance to rest and recuperate, but now I find out you’ve been snitching to Benson at every opportunity and now I have to go and explain everything that we’d been talking about privately in a public setting.’

She narrowed her eyes at me, frowning.  ‘Ally, come on.  You must have known that this was going to happen.  Your husband has died in difficult circumstances and as you said yourself, you’re going to be looked at for this, which means your whole life will be subject to scrutiny.  I’m sorry, but it’s true.  You know it is.’

‘Back to bloody business then, is it?’ I ranted.  ‘Clearly our time spent together is quickly forgotten,’ I said, as I was angry.

‘Stop it, Emerson! We’re just popping in to talk to Benson.’

‘Yeah, right...and we’re back to ‘Emerson’ are we?’ I demanded.

‘Hey, that’s not fair! I can count on my hand the number of times that you’ve called me by my actual first name.’

‘Yeah, well...’ I muttered but had no response to that.

‘And when you have, it’s only when we’re intimate, so you can’t throw that back in my face,’ she told me.

I turned away, wrestling with my emotions. I heard her walk towards me, then her hands were on my shoulders.  ‘Ally, this isn’t over,’ she told me, gently.  ‘We just need to stay focused and help your case in any way we can.’

I felt myself trembling. 

‘We can pick up where we left off as soon as we come home.’

I pulled away.  ‘Home?’ I said, angrily.  ‘This isn’t my home! This is your home! My home is a bloody crime scene!’

‘That’s not my fault!’ she cried, in retaliation.

I reared back, taking every little thing she said to heart because I was feeling vulnerable and on edge.  ‘Oh, it’s my fault?’ I exclaimed, almost shouting.  ‘I knew you thought that! I knew I’d be charged with this death!’ I cried, ranting at her angrily.

‘I didn’t say that, Emerson,’ she replied, crossly, ‘You’re twisting everything.  Calm the fuck down and get your shoes and coat.  We’re going-whether you like it or not.’

I walked away, too angry to deal with her anymore.  I got myself ready on automatic pilot, unable to do anything else in this situation.  I heard her call for me, her voice no nonsense now she was back in work mode ad I walked obediently to the door.

‘Emerson! Let’s go!’

I reached her, face grim.

‘It’s going to be alright, Ally.  Let’s just get this done, okay?’

‘Whatever you say,’ I muttered, miserably.

‘Ally, don’t be like that,’ she said, pausing at the door, hand holding the handle.

‘Like what? Let’s just go,’ I said, barely looking at her.  ‘And when they arrest me, you can pretend like you’re surprised,’ I said, pushing past her and heading out into the cold, winter air.

‘Emerson, wait...’

I didn’t wait.  I marched away, off to the car to head for the fate which I’d been expecting since all of this had happened.

Snow didn’t talk to me as we got in the car and headed to the station.  We both stayed silent, and I supposed that was better, as I was angry and knew I’d say things I’d regret.  Snow’s mouth was set in a grim line too, completely unimpressed with all of this too.  I stared out of the window, feeling so much regret over everything which had happened after Carly’s death.  Things had just gone from bad to worse, and now my life was over, just when I’d met someone special.  

Glancing at Snow, I felt such regret running through me that my time with her was over that it was overspilling into anger.  It was the easiest way to deal with the overwhelming sadness I felt that what we had was done.  It had been, without a doubt, the most incredible twenty-four hours I’d ever experienced and yet now, I was heading to the station to be questioned again over my husband’s death.  My heart had sunk low in my stomach and I felt so, incredibly low.

Before I knew it, Snow was pulling into the station car park.  

‘Let’s get on with this,’ she spoke, breaking the silence.

I said nothing and got out of the car and started walking alongside her. 

‘Snap out of it, Emerson,’ she said, as we headed into the building.  ‘Remember you’re trying to get this over and done with, okay? The only way to do that is to co-operate, answer their questions and find out why all of this happened.’

I stepped onto the elevator, intent on ignoring her.

‘Ally, come on...why are you pissed off with me?’

I glared at her.  ‘We’ve had this conversation.’

‘What-because I shared personal things from us talking about your history? Seriously? We’re all focused on the same goal, surely? Closing this case for you-whilst also solving Carly’s murder to understand all this as well.’

I frowned at her, angrily.  

‘Come on, Emerson.’

I turned away.  

‘At least talk to Benson when he questions you.’

I reared on her, angrily. ‘What the hell aren’t you telling me here?’ I questioned, frustrated.

Her eyes scanned mine, but just as she opened her mouth to reply, the doors pinged open and we had arrived.

‘Come on, let’s get this done,’ Emerson said, and led me down to the interview rooms.

I was taken to interview room one and sat down before being left there by Snow.  I felt miserable and sat there wondering what the hell I had been called in for.  This time though, I was not left waiting for long.

‘Emerson!’ Benson announced, striding in.  ‘Good to see you!’ he boomed.

‘Hello sir,’ I replied, glancing at the other detective who followed him in and sat down.

‘How are you, Emerson? I trust Snow has been keeping an eye on you? Looking after you?’ he questioned.

I vowed not to blush.  ‘Yes, absolutely,’ I answered, straight-faced.

‘Good, good.  Okay; well, I’ve got some updates and things I need to discuss with you.  I felt that it was better to do this in person rather than over the phone.  There are some quite heavy things to share, I’m afraid.’

I swallowed hard, gathering courage. ‘Just arrest me already,’ I murmured, feeling lower than I had through this whole ordeal.  Now I had more to lose, and I was feeling it, viscerally. 

‘Arrest you?’ he frowned.  ‘No, no, you’ve got it all wrong, Emerson.  I’m not arresting you.  I’ve called you here to let you know what we’ve uncovered since you were last here.  It’s not pretty I’m afraid, and Snow wanted me to tell you all of this in person-with the evidence to support it-to help you to understand.’

‘Snow...?’ I said, quietly. ‘She...she knows all this.’

‘Of course,’ he nodded, agreeing, not realising why that mattered to me so much.

She’d lied to me.  Straight, to my face.  She’d lied and told me she didn’t know why we were coming in.  I felt instantly upset.  Instantly hurt. 

‘Are you ready for me to begin?’ he asked.

I nodded, although I suspected I wasn’t ready at all.

‘Okay,’ he said, opening files.  ‘Well; we’ve been looking into everything found at Cameron Emerson’s house-your house, too, obviously.  We also searched his office at the hospital he works at, and I’m afraid we’ve found extensive evidence and also footage which shows that his whole life was a string of criminal offences-because of which he would undoubtedly be behind bars for the rest of his natural life, if he were still alive.’

‘I’m not following,’ I said, leaning forwards, interested.

‘No...’ he sighed.  ‘Because I believe you’re unaware of a lot of what we’ve discovered.

‘Tell me,’ I insisted, eager to hear what they’d found.

‘I’ll go chronologically,’ he told me, ‘Because that, I believe, builds a picture of the man we’re dealing with, and what we’ve found.’

‘Okay,’ I said, feeling unsure.

‘Okay.  Well, going back a long way.  I believe you know that Cameron Emerson’s parents died, right? Before you knew him and his twin sister, Carly?’

‘Yes, that’s right. They died in a house fire,’ I replied.  ‘Carly and Cameron escaped while the parents were trapped in an attic room.  They both perished in the fire, sadly.’

‘I know they did,’ he told me, gravely, ‘But previously, the cause of the fire was listed as ‘undetermined’ right? That’s what you told Snow?’

I nodded, a sick feeling growing in the pit of my stomach.  ‘That’s right,’ I replied, gingerly.

He sighed.  ‘I’m sorry, Emerson...we have found evidence showing that there was a root cause of that fire-that it was started by Cameron Emerson himself.’

I went stock still, shock running through me as my heart pounded in my chest.  ‘You’re not serious?’

He nodded, his sigh heavy and heartfelt.  ‘We’ve discovered extensive footage of Cameron Emerson and the people in his life.  It turns out he was an avid recorder of his crimes and life and the clips date back to that fire.  That’s the earliest footage we’ve discovered.’

‘What’s in the footage?’ I questioned, shaking.

‘Cameron himself, talking to the camera.  He’s got a lighter, he’s flicking it and talking about how he hates his parents and how he’s going to murder them.’

‘I don’t believe it,’ I exclaimed, shocked beyond measure.

‘We have the footage, if you’d like to see him say all this.’

I nodded, breathing ragged.

‘There’s also footage of him filming the parents sleeping before lighting the fire.  I can show you it all,’ he offered.

I nodded, shakily.  ‘I have to see it.’

Benson turned to the other detective. ‘Jacobs, can you load it up?’ he requested.

I waited and then watched as a young Cameron filled the screen, beginning to talk and then list his parents’ shortcomings before a second clip, clearly showing a darkened room, with two adults sleeping before Cameron could be seen lighting a teddy bear on fire by the carpet and then leaving it to spread.

When the clip was done, I sat back in my chair, my heart hammering in my chest.  ‘I can’t believe it.’

‘I’m sorry, Emerson.  This must be very difficult to view.’

‘I...I...I can’t tell you how...how difficult it is...to know that he...he...’

‘I understand, Emerson, but I’m afraid that this is the tip of the iceberg,’ he said, seriously.

I gaped at him.  ‘What?’

‘There’s more...a lot more,’ he told me. ‘Do you want support in here? I can ask Snow to come in if you need her?’

‘Just tell me what else there is to know,’ I demanded. ‘I’m not about to break on you, alright? Just get on with it!’

‘Okay,’ he nodded, his expression grim.  ‘Well, I suppose, the next, chronologically, may be the hardest for you to hear about.’

I frowned at him.  ‘Just tell me, Benson.  None of this is easy, right? Let’s just get it done...what was the next crime on his list?’

‘Carly,’ he said, without preamble.

I felt my tensions rise instantly as my body went frozen still, my eyes the only thing moving as I stared at him.  ‘No,’ I said, flatly. 

‘I’m afraid so, Emerson...’

‘No,’ I interrupted him.  ‘I get that you’ve been talking to Snow, and I know she has her suspicions regarding Cameron for the murder, but that isn’t the right call!’

He frowned at me.  ‘Tell me why you think that, Emerson,’ he demanded, his tone gruff.

I returned his deep frown.  ‘Because I found him trying to save her! He was trying to save her life, not take it! Plus, there was forced entry at the window-from outside! He had no reason to kill her.  She was his sister.  His twin sister! He loved her-absolutely loved her! Unconditionally! You’ve never seen a brother and sister so close, Benson! I’m telling you-it wasn’t him!’ I exclaimed, passionately.

He stared at me, an almost sorry expression written all over his face. ‘I’m going to tell you the opposite now, Emerson. I’m sorry, Ally, but we have evidence to support the fact that Cameron was responsible for Carly’s death.’

I stared at him, completely aghast.  ‘No!’

‘Yes, I’m afraid so, Ally. There are clips showing his obsessive behaviour following and watching you and vlog type filming sessions where he talked of his intention to kill Carly so he could have you to himself.’

I was frozen still, completely in shock.  

‘We trawled through footage, and have found images and videos of Carly, pre-murder and during the fact...before any of the crime scene footage appeared.’

‘Because he was there, Benson! He was there because he came home and found her!’ I cried, feeling like my core beliefs were being shaken.  If Cameron had killed Carly, then everything I had ever believed was wrong, and the whole reason I’d stayed and put up with the abuse was unfounded.  I’d always believed part of it was down to my guilt towards Cameron.  I’d stayed with him for the whole time because of a sense of duty.  A shared grief.  Now, I was finding out that the whole reason she’d died was down to him? ‘It can’t be true, Benson!’

He sighed, heavily.  ‘I figured it’d be hard for you to accept-so we have the clips ready for you to watch.’

I stared at him.  ‘Clips? What...what...Benson, I don’t...I can’t...’

‘Just watch them, Emerson, and then tell me what you think,’ he told me, his expression somewhat sad.

I could feel myself shaking, but I had to do it.  I had to face this.  Nodding jerkily, the other detective turned the laptop towards me and opened up a folder which had about ten clips saved inside it.  He started playing the first one, and my heart began hammering in my chest as I watched a young Cameron talking into the camera.  He was talking about me, and how much he wanted to be with me.  He held up a photo of me to the camera, asking rhetorically why his ‘bitch twin sister’ got to fuck me instead of him.  Then, once he’d finished ranting, I watched as he unbuttoned his dick and then jerked off, finally coming all over my photograph.  

The detective cleared his throat as the clip ended, and I glanced at Benson, stunned.  ‘That’s disgusting.’

He nodded, curtly, his lips forming a grim line.  ‘I’m sorry, Ally.  It’s about to get worse.’

I felt like crying.  My whole belief system was crumbling, and I felt like I was breaking from the inside out.

‘Next one?’ Detective Jacobs questioned.

I nodded, eyes moving back to the screen.

What followed were the musings of a crazed man.  The footage detailed an obsessed man, upset with his twin sister over the fact that she had me in her life.  There were clips of him stalking me, clips of me sleeping, clips of him taking my personal belongings, showing them to the camera and wanking over them. There was film of me with Carly, when I’d been unaware that we were being watched.  There was a terrifying clip which followed of Cameron wielding a knife, talking to the camera about his hatred for his sister, and how much he wanted to ‘slice her up’ and kill her.  He talked of his plan to do just that, how he’d make it look like an intruder came in and killed her, and then how much better life would be-as he’d have me all to himself.  

The last two clips were the worst of all, because this time, it was clear.  Benson was right.  The first was shaky and frantic, but showed a terrified Carly, begging for her life, while she was bound and tied, eyes wide as he released her mouth gag and told her to ‘beg him’ to live.  The second, and final clip, was horrendous.  It began as the camera being dropped to the floor, then just sounds and muffled background noise before Carly fell to the floor, quickly followed by Cameron, who was seen clearly in the clip recorded. He straddled her, fighting with her while she moaned and fought against his restraints.  His words were full of hate, as he told her, in cold, low tones how much he hated her, how much he wanted her to die, and how she didn’t deserve me in her life.  The clip ended with the knife being lifted and then Carly was stabbed, struck and her throat slit.  I didn’t want to watch, and yet I did, because I had to see.  I had to understand. I had to accept it.  

The clip finished and I looked to Benson, seeing him waiting for my reaction.  It didn’t come.  I felt stone cold.  I felt like everything I’d ever believed had been a lie.  It left me feeling numb.  ‘What else?’ I asked him, calmly.  ‘You said there was more.’

He nodded.  ‘There is,’ he agreed.

‘Show me.’

He scanned my eyes, looking uncertain. ‘Are you ready for more?’

‘Show me everything you’ve got,’ I told him, coldly.

He hesitated but then sighed.  ‘Everything is catalogued digitally, Ally. There are extensive records, clips and footage of your life with him since marriage.  He filmed you, often.  He liked to catalogue his abuse of you.  There are even clips to him jerking off to watching him hurt you afterwards.  All the instances of abuse you told us about are on film-and I’ve watched them-it’s clear and obvious that it’s you, and that you were the victim in all of it.  There’s even the...the c section,’ he told me, awkwardly.  ‘And, uh...just...’ his nostrils flared with anger.  ‘Awful.  Just awful.’

I held his gaze. ‘What else? More?’

‘Yes,’ he nodded.  ‘Affairs.  Sex with other women-like you suspected.  And clips of him hurting one of the women.  She’s an absolute dead ringer for you, Ally.  Looks incredibly similar.  There are multiple files of him hurting her, physically abusing her and emotionally abusing her too.’

‘What else?’ I said again, feeling cold inside.

‘Another possible murder.  There’s a final clip of him slamming this woman’s head against a wall and then her crumpling to the floor.  She doesn’t get up, and the clip doesn’t continue.  We’ve tried to get in touch with the woman-who is a nurse at the hospital. We can’t, so we’re concerned she might be dead.’

‘What else?’ I questioned.

‘That’s it,’ he finished. ‘That’s what we’ve found so far.  I have filmed footage of everything I’ve told you thus far, so those are the facts.  I’m so, so sorry, Ally,’ he said, and his sincerity was so heart felt that I could he was affected himself by what had been found.  ‘Feel free to react as needed...Snow?’ he said, turning to the mirrored wall.

I hadn’t realised she had been behind the screen, but she came in within seconds, coming to my side and kneeling down beside me.

‘Ally...’ she said, her hand on my arm. ‘I’m so sorry.’

‘Get off me,’ I said, snatching my arm away. 

‘Ally, it’s okay.  It’s so much to take in...cry, scream...do what you need to do,’ she told me, stroking my arm.

‘Get the fuck off me!’ I yelled at her, pushing up to my feet, making the chair screech across the floor as I stood.

She stepped back, hands defensively up.

My eyes darted wildly, my breathing ragged as I found it difficult to contain my emotions.  I wanted to scream and shout, cry and wail, but the overwhelming emotion which reared its ugly head was pure, unadulterated anger.  

‘Ally...’ Snow began, as I turned.

I let out an almost guttural roar of anger as rage consumed me and my fist came up, before I slammed it into the wall, punching the solid concrete so hard that I heard bones crack and pain shoot up my arm.  I welcomed the pain and slammed it again twice before I could be stopped.

‘Ally, no!’ Snow yelled, coming up behind me and restraining me immediately, stopping me from hurting myself any further.  My wide eyes dropped to my broken hand, and I stared at the shattered, limp mess, the pain from it welcome.  As my knees slipped out from under me, Snow caught me before I could hit the floor.  Gathering me into her arms on the floor, my breathing was shaky and ragged, as panic seized me.  I couldn’t catch my breath, and the walls seemed to be closing in all around me.  

‘It’s okay, Ally.  Breathe,’ Snow told me, her voice calm and commanding.

I couldn’t.  I felt like I was about to die, and my eyes darted wildly, as I struggled to catch my breath.  

‘Slow,’ she told me, placing a hand on my chest.  ‘In for four...hold for four...out for four...hold for four.’

She kept talking to me, instructing me on how to breathe so clearly that I found myself following them.  By the time she had me breathing normally, I felt absolutely exhausted, and slumped my head against her shoulder, staring into space.  

Now I’d released my anger, I was numb.  

‘That’s swelling badly,’ Benson said, from somewhere behind me.

‘She’s going to have to have it x-rayed,’ Snow said, from above me. 

‘Are you going to take her to the hospital?’ he asked.

‘I can do,’ she replied, holding me close.

‘I think she needs TLC from this point on, Snow,’ Benson instructed.  ‘There’s going to be a massive investigation now-and so much to be done-so you focus on looking after Ally, okay?’

‘Will do, sir.’

‘Thanks for coming in, Snow-and for everything you’re doing.  Take her to the hospital to check the hand and then get her home, okay? Resting and recuperating.’

‘Okay,’ she agreed.  ‘Leave her with me...I don’t think she’s up to any more information or anything else today.’

‘I absolutely agree.  I’ll let you finish up here, Snow.  Thank you again for what you’re doing.  I look forward to having you as part of our team,’ he told her.

‘Thank you, sir.  Same here.’

I heard the door open and close, as Benson and Detective Jacobs left me alone with Snow. I was alert to everything around me but felt so numb and broken inside that I couldn’t function as normal.  

‘Can you get up, Ally?’ Snow asked, arms moving to position me a little more easily in her arms.

I didn’t speak to her.  I didn’t say a word.

‘Come on...let’s get off this cold floor,’ she said, shifting me. 

I found myself being lifted, even though I wasn’t helping whatsoever.  I was a deadweight, surely, and Snow struggled a little as she got me up and tried putting me down on my feet. I didn’t feel in control of my body though, and my knees began to sink again.

‘Whoa, there...hang in there, Ally,’ she said, lifting me again.  I curled my head into her shoulder, unaware of little else apart from being carried from the room.  Closing my eyes, I blocked out the noise and the voices and just tried to focus on my breathing.  I was finding it hard to stay calm, so the movement out of there was much needed.

Snow walked with me to the lift, set me down leaning against her for a short time before lifting me again and carrying me all the way out to the car.  At the car, she propped me against the car, opened the passenger seat and loaded me inside.  All of this she did in her stride, as if it wasn’t hard for her, which it must have been, all things considered. 

‘Okay; I’m driving you to the hospital, Ally,’ she told me, talking to me even though I wasn’t responding.  ‘We’re going to have to get your hand checked out-and see if you’ve done any damage.’

I stared out of the window, lost in thought.  I was wrong. Everything I’d ever believed had just been systematically disproven and I couldn’t take it all in.  It was all too much for my traumatised brain to deal with.

Because I was trapped in my own mind, the drive was spent replaying everything Benson had told me, my brain on a loop, with the slice of the knife Cameron had used blaring at me constantly.  

‘We’re here,’ Snow said, by my side.

I turned to look at her, frowning in confusion.  Blinking my eyes clearer, so that I could see her properly, I finally spoke again. ‘What?’

‘We’re at the hospital, Ally,’ she told me, cupping my cheek with a gentle hand.

‘Why?’ I asked, baffled.

‘For your hand,’ she told me, looking down.

I looked down at my hand in confusion and moved it, before crying out in pain.  ‘Ah!’ I exclaimed, shocked at the
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