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I disconnected the call, gently pressing my lips against the screen before doing so. The notion of Connor being away for work was far from appealing, but given the circumstances, passing up the opportunity wasn’t an option. While the transition hadn’t upended our lives significantly, a sense of isolation clung to me in this unfamiliar town. In times of need, I had only my sister, Ellie to rely on, her presence providing some comfort.

Our move to Cleethorpes was, in fact, a result of Ellie’s flourishing business, which had proven to be obscenely successful, much to my annoyance. It wasn’t that Connor and I were ungrateful for the lucrative job offer she extended to him; rather, Connor was wary due to a piece of advice he held close. Never mix business with family or friends. He understood that maintaining a delicate balance between his personal and professional life would pose challenges, yet for now, this choice served a purpose, chipping away at the mountain of debt that loomed over us.

“Alexa,” I called from the bathroom, “what time am I meeting Ellie?”

“Your meeting with Ellie is at 12:30 PM,” Alexa dutifully replied.

“Alexa, what should I wear?”

I knew it was a dumb question, yet I found amusement in crafting inquiries deliberately challenging for Alexa to answer. This had evolved into a personal game for me. During stretches when Connor, my only real companion, was off on his ventures—humorously described as attempting to sell snow to the Eskimos—I had grown dependent on my small, circular, black technological marvel. It provided a semblance of sanity throughout the extended periods of solitude. I wasn’t really sure how much snow Eskimos needed or how much it cost, but his endeavours allowed me to arrange weekly gatherings with Ellie. Our get-togethers, aptly named ‘Cocktails and Nails’, became a cherished routine.
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