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Snow and I drove to the station, where Benson was shocked to see us.

‘Emerson! What are you doing here? Snow? I thought you two would be resting!’ he exclaimed.

‘I had to go into the hospital for a cast change,’ I said, lifting my arm, ‘So we did that, checked in on Jane and then decided to come here.  I need to make a statement, right?’ I asked him.

‘Yes, but it could have waited, Emerson! No-one expects you to be here today,’ he told me, supportively.

‘I know,’ I nodded, ‘But it actually feels good to be doing stuff, sir.  I can’t just sit and fester-especially while Annabel Arran is out there causing havoc, no doubt!’

‘We haven’t located her yet, I’m afraid, Ally,’ he told me.

‘No...’I sighed.  ‘All the more reason to stay busy-and stay with the people who are going to keep me safe.’

‘You are planning on being at Snow’s for now, right?’ he questioned, frowning.

‘Oh absolutely.  The little holiday to the beach is over!’ I exclaimed. ‘That one didn’t turn out too well, did it?’ I chuckled.

‘No, but we live and learn...and you did need a break,’ he commented.

‘I did.  I’m still planning on staying off,’ I told him.  ‘But spend the time with Snow instead now, if that’s okay?’

‘Yes, absolutely,’ he nodded, looking towards Snow.  ‘You happy to take the time, Snow?’

‘Yes, if that’s okay, sir?’ she asked.

‘Do it,’ he agreed.  ‘Emerson comes first-and let’s face it, it’s been hectic as hell, you could both use the rest, I think!’

‘Yes, we could,’ I told him. ‘I was all ready to take it! But bloody Annabel Arran got in the way!’ I said, shaking my head.

‘Well, how about we do this interview and get everything on record, then you can get back to taking a break-and recovering from this abduction!’ he added.

‘Sounds good.’

We went down to the interview room, and I sat across from Snow and Benson.

‘How weird,’ I commented, when I was seated.

‘What?’ Snow asked.

‘Being on the other side...makes me feel like I’m being arrested again,’ I said, ruefully.

‘You were never arrested, Ally,’ Snow reminded me.

‘It was like being arrested,’ I murmured.

‘Yes, but you weren’t,’ Snow said, long sufferingly.  ‘We all know that it was never going to happen, anyway. You didn’t do anything!’

I stared at her.

‘Anyway...’ Benson interrupted. ‘Shall we get started?’ he suggested.

‘Yeah,’ Snow agreed, looking over at him.  ‘Sorry.’

‘No problem.  Okay, recording,’ he said, turning it on. ‘Here today is Detective Kate Snow and me, DI Adam Benson.  We have with us Detective Ally Emerson who is answering our questions.  The time is 12.05pm.  Okay, Emerson, can you tell us how all of this happened?’

‘Yes.  I was staying at the beach hut down on the seafront for a temporary holiday.  I’d seen Annabel Arran earlier that day walking her dog on the sand but thought nothing of it.  Later that evening, there was a knock at the door.  I assumed it was Detective Snow, who’d been with me earlier in the day, but when I answered it, Arran came at me with a needle and injected something into my arm.’

‘And what happened next?’

‘I felt my arms and legs lose all sensation and then everything was black,’ I explained.

‘Do you remember how she moved you from the beach to the location you ended up at?’ he asked.

‘No,’ I replied.  ‘I don’t remember anything.  I woke in a room. A bedroom.  I was sat on a wooden chair; my arms and legs were tied with rope and there was a cloth gag in my mouth.  The room appeared to be empty at first but then I heard singing.’

‘Singing?’ Snow questioned.

‘Yes.  There was a double bed with a wooden box at the end of it-like a blanket box.  I could hear little sounds coming from inside.  Singing. After a while, the box opened, and that’s when Jane came out.’

‘And for the record, who was Jane?’ Benson asked.

‘At that point, all I saw was a toddler sized child-small, frail, gaunt and young-sounding in her speech,’ I told them.

‘And did she talk to you?’ Benson questioned.

‘Yes.  She asked me if I was hurting. She wanted to know if I was good or bad.  From the beginning, it was clear she was fearful...afraid of her surroundings.  She talked a lot about being a good girl...about how she or I would be punished if we were bad.’

‘Okay...and did she tell you who she was?’

‘No, at first, she just told me about ‘Mummy’ who was dead, in the sky.  She called our captor, Annabel Arran, ‘Mama’ as well.  Each time Annabel came into the room, she was terrified and would scamper off and hide or be sent to another room.’

‘And what happened when Annabel Arran came back inside the bedroom?’ Benson wanted to know.

‘Well, that’s where it got weird,’ I told them, frowning.  ‘Because she came in, poised and ready, sat before me and crossed her legs with her notebook on her lap and told me why I was there.’

‘And why was that?’ Benson wanted to know.

‘She told me I had been taken against my will because I’d refused her request for interview.  She told me that I was with her to be interviewed...that she was going to ask me about the Peterson case, and I wouldn’t be allowed free until I answered her questions.’

‘What did you do?’ Snow asked.

‘I did what I always do...I pushed back! Told her no! Argued! Each time I did that, she’d inject me with more drugs and I’d conk out, unable to move...unconscious.  I finally realised that the only way I was going to ever get out of there was if I actually engaged with her.’

‘So, you decided to talk?’ Benson questioned.

I nodded.  ‘I figured you’d all tell me to do whatever it takes to get myself out of there safely.  I did what I had to do. I answered her questions.’

‘I can’t imagine you made it that easy for her?’ Benson frowned.

I laughed.  ‘You know me too well,’ I told him.  ‘Actually, I didn’t. I told her I’d compromise.  If she’d answer my questions, I’d answer hers.  We made the agreement.  It worked.’

Benson nodded.  ‘I’d have done the same, Emerson.’

‘Well, I wanted to find out who the hell she was! Knowledge is power, right?’ I commented.

‘It sure is,’ Benson nodded.  ‘And at that stage, you didn’t know why she’d taken you right? Who she was?’

‘That’s right...and I wanted to know.  I didn’t know why I was being held captive by her, so I was keen to understand.  By answering her questions, it allowed me to find out more about her.’

‘And tell us what you found out,’ Benson requested.

‘I discovered who she was...’

‘And that is?’ Benson prompted.

‘The daughter of John Peterson,’ I told him.

‘We were unaware that John Peterson had any children, correct?’

‘Yes.  Annabel explained that she had been adopted out and grown up with other parents.  She told me that her biological parents though, were John and Jane Peterson.’

‘And what did she want from you?’ Benson asked.

‘It seemed that she wanted to prove to herself that Peterson didn’t commit the crimes we’ve been accusing him of. She seemed desperate to excuse everything I mentioned and claimed there wasn’t evidence and that there was no possible way we could determine he had done those things after such a long time,’ I explained. 

‘Ur...science?’ Snow mocked.

‘Yes, well, I tried to explain all that, but she simply wasn’t having it.  She talked a lot about sin and wrongdoing, and how the man she knew wouldn’t do such things,’ I told them.

‘Did you try to tell her that he had?’ Snow wondered.

I nodded, enthusiastically.  ‘Absolutely. But she wasn’t having any of it! She kept insisting what a bloody ‘wonderful’ man he was.’

‘Really?’ Snow said, dubiously.

I nodded.  ‘I told her facts bluntly, but she was oblivious to it all.  When it got to the point that she was hearing things she didn’t want to hear, she’d shut me down with injecting me with whatever was in those syringes.  I’d lose feeling in my body and then collapse into unconsciousness, and then the whole scenario would happen all over again.’

‘So, she tried to interview multiple times?’ Benson asked.

I nodded.  ‘Multiple times.’

‘And it was always with the intention of finding out information about John Peterson?’ he checked.

‘Always,’ I agreed. 

‘In between interviews, were you unconscious then?’ he asked.

‘At times, but then there were other moments when I woke and could be up and awake.  During those times is when I talked with little Jane, found out more about her and tried to talk to her some.’

‘Were you always bound and gagged?’ Benson asked.

‘No.  For some of the time I was released from all of it, but although I searched the room for escape routes, I found the window boarded up and no other exit, aside from the door.  I did try to escape the door too-further into the time I was being held.  I got myself a weapon by breaking off a chair leg and then waited, behind the door.  When she came in, I rushed her, but she overpowered me pretty easily-I think perhaps the drugs were still having some effect on me, but basically, she overpowered me, injected me and when I woke, I was tied up again.’

‘Oh,’ Snow murmured. ‘The drugs were probably still leaving you weakened.’

‘I think they were. Anyway, that’s when things changed.  The following time she came in, she was absolutely spitting mad, and her ranting began immediately.  It didn’t even seem like her talking in those moments, and I quickly realised-it wasn’t!’

‘What do you mean?’ Benson asked for clarification.

‘Well, the more she yelled and screamed at me, I realised she was being Peterson. She was embodying him and ranting the same thing that he must have said to her once upon a time.’

‘And what was he saying?’ Snow asked.

‘He was shouting at her, telling her off for having come to see him.  Yelling that they didn’t want her, and they never had.  He kept calling her a whore and saying she needed to be punished.  She was so incredibly angry that she was spitting as she talked.  Then, she got on me and started pulling at my trousers.  She was ranting that I needed to be punished, and I swear, if she was a man, she would have tried raping me at that point,’ I sighed.

Snow and Benson just looked at me, expressions serious and grave.

‘As it was, she stopped and backed off.  It was strange, because I don’t think she was herself in those moments.  It was like she’d become him, but then moments later she’d go back to being Annabel again.’

‘Like split personalities, maybe?’ Snow suggested.

‘Maybe,’ I shrugged.  ‘Something isn’t right with her mentally.  She’s unstable, that much is for sure.  Anyway, she stopped and then seemed to be Annabel again.  She appeared shaken and said, ‘well now you know.’

‘What did that mean?’ Benson asked.

‘I took it to mean that now I knew how Peterson had been with her...that he had gone for her, hated her, wanted to punish her and possibly rape her.  She calmed and talked to me-said that I didn’t know anything, and that he had only pushed her away the first time.’

‘What happened on the subsequent time?’ Snow questioned.

‘Apparently, she was welcomed with open arms the second time.  She was an adult by then and grown. I think she probably looked far different and reminded Peterson of Jane.  Annabel said that Peterson had called her the spitting image of Jane-which probably, knowing him, provoked his interest.’

‘And she was welcomed into the family at that point?’ Benson asked.

‘If you think of where his life was at that stage, it was ideal.  Jane was dead, and he liked reminders of her-his roses, remember?’ I pointed out.  ‘I think, at that time, it was a good time to bond with his daughter-whether he planned on killing her at some point, who knows? But she must have been seen as useful, because he made her take on little Jane.’

‘Did she say that?’ Snow asked.

‘Not in so many words, but the fact is that Dana Revell ended up buried under his rose garden while Jane or Daisy Revell ended up in Annabel Arran’s care.’

‘Which was an awful set of circumstances,’ Benson muttered.

‘It was, yes.  Jane is going to need a lot of help to recover-but she’s very young and now has a family who love and care for her.  Hopefully, from this point on, her life is going to look very different,’ I said, praying that it was true.

‘I’m sure that will be the case,’ Snow said, kindly.

‘So, she’s angry as hell, she’s yelled, screamed and threatened to rape...what next?’

‘She explained that the second time wasn’t like that and went on and on about what a wonderful man John Peterson was.  When I tried to say he wasn’t, she became frustrated with me again and injected me once more.  I conked out immediately, and when I woke, there was an officer there and I was cold.  I could feel concrete beneath me.’

‘That was when you were found in the station car park,’ Benson said, for the record.

‘She didn’t say anything about returning you beforehand?’ Snow asked.

‘Nothing at all.  I’m actually surprised that she just took me back like that.  I don’t know what provoked it,’ I frowned.

‘And Jane...she was left in her care, and she abandoned her. Why would she do that?’ Snow questioned.’

‘It’s perplexing,’ I murmured.  ‘And worrying.  She’s a threat to herself; that’s for damn sure.’

‘Why do you say that?’ Benson asked, frowning at me.

‘Because she’s volatile.  She’s unpredictable.  At times, it was like she was him.  Peterson.  I wouldn’t put it past her to do something violent or aggressive, thinking she is him. She’s a danger to the public, sir.  Police need to be on the lookout for her, urgently.’

‘We’re already searching, Emerson,’ he told me.

‘Good.’

‘But also, be conscious of your own words...aware that you’ve just said she’s dangerous and still out there.  You need to on your guard, Emerson-and you, Snow.  Just in case.’

‘We will be, sir,’ I assured him.

‘Okay, I’m terminating this interview,’ he said, finishing off with the necessary details.  Once the tape was turned off, he turned to us.  ‘What are your plans, detectives? Are you both taking this week as holiday now?’

‘I think it would be best,’ Snow said, nodding.  ‘So long as it doesn’t leave you short, sir,’ she added.

‘No, it’s fine.  You’ll take safety precautions?’ he requested.

‘Absolutely,’ she nodded. ‘You know me-I won’t let Ally out of my sight.’

‘But also, be aware of yourself too,’ he warned.  ‘Arran sounds unstable.  We don’t know what plans, intentions or potential danger she poses right now.’

‘Well, all I’m planning on doing is spending some quiet time resting, Benson, so I think we’ll be okay.  If I hadn’t been off on some random excursion to the beach, it probably wouldn’t have happened in the first place,’ I mused, frowning.

‘Don’t go blaming yourself,’ Benson warned.  ‘You should be able to take a holiday...enjoy a break, without some nutter abducting you!’ he ranted.

‘Yeah, well, I doesn’t seem so! Lately, I seem to be attracting them!’ I said, shaking my head.

‘We’ll turn it all around,’ Snow promised me.  ‘Go and take a break.  This time was meant to be about recovery.  Healing.’

I sighed.  ‘Yeah, it was,’ I said, looking from Snow to Benson.  ‘But you know what I realised before Arran took me?’ I questioned.

‘What’s that?’ Benson asked.

‘I realised that sometimes healing doesn’t happen alone.  Yes, I need time and space to myself sometimes, but I also need you guys.  My parents.  Ziggy.  Friends.  Colleagues even, if they can bear me!’ I laughed.  ‘I want you both to know that I see how much you do for me, and how much you care.  It means so much to me...’ I murmured, feeling embarrassed.  ‘I just wanted you to know that,’ I said, before standing and clearing my throat.  ‘And now I’m done making an absolute twat of myself, I’ll be making a move!’ I told Benson.

They both stood, and Benson surprised me by approaching me, arms spread.  ‘Be kind to yourself, Emerson,’ he said, while giving me a brief hug.

I couldn’t have been more surprised.  ‘I, uh...yeah...’ I said, feeling the lump in my throat, as my emotions threatened to overspill.  

‘Snow-take care of Emerson...and yourself for that matter,’ he advised.  ‘Take the week, and I’ll see you both next Monday.  No arguments!’ he said, strictly, holding his hand up.

‘I wouldn’t dare,’ I said, smiling a little.

Benson left and Snow and I turned to each other.

‘So!’ Snow announced.

‘So...’ I murmured.

‘Shall we get out of here?’ she suggested.

‘I guess so-although it feels weird.  Maybe we should stay and help.  Annabel’s not even arrested yet!’

‘No, Ally.  You need to take some time away.  This department is bigger than just us.  They’re not reliant on us alone.’

‘I know that.  I’m not arrogant enough to think that they can’t carry on without us on board, but I still want to finish this,’ I told her, frowning.

‘I know you do, but a few days off isn’t going to change anything.  I promise you, it will all still be here when you get back.  Everything takes time...the autopsies, the forensics, the return of test results, the background checks...we can take a few days for us and still be back to work on it all.’

I sighed. ‘You’re right.  I know you’re right...’

‘So, what do you want to do?’ she asked me.

I looked up at her. ‘What do you mean?’ I questioned.

‘In an ideal world.  What would you do? For this week’s break?’ she questioned.

I shrugged. ‘I don’t know...relax by the sea like I’d planned? But with more space would have been nice! That beach hut was tiny,’ I mused. ‘Oh, and I’d have you there, around all the time...and maybe Ziggy too...I liked the day we spent together.’

She gazed at me.  ‘Well, that sounds nice.  Why don’t we make that happen?’ she suggested.

I frowned at her.  ‘Are you crazy? What do you mean, make that happen?’ I questioned.

She smiled down at me.  ‘Come on, let’s go and collect your stuff and then go about making some plans for ‘us’ together, okay?’

‘Really?’ I murmured, feeling an unfamiliar bloom of hope coming from deep inside me.

‘Really,’ she said, reaching an arm around my shoulder and pulling me close.  

‘Come on, you.  We’re wasting our holiday,’ she smiled.

I rush of pleasure ran through me as I held her gaze.  This was what I needed for recovery, I knew.  To be surrounded by this kind of happiness.

We left the station and drove to the beach.  After parking, we walked down to the sand and slowly headed to the beach hut.

‘You know it’s a shame,’ I said, as I walked. ‘Because it is gorgeous down here,’ I told her.  ‘It would have been the perfect location for a holiday,’ I added.

‘And it is!’ she told me, enthusiastically.  ‘Just maybe not in such a tiny place and all on your own.  Holidays are always better when there’s someone to share them with, and obviously, a bit of space is good.  You’ve been stuck in your own head for some time now.  If you give yourself wide-open physical space too, you might feel a little freer.’

‘Hmm,’ I murmured, considering this.  ‘What are you cooking up, Snow?’ I asked her, curiously.

She smiled down at me.  ‘Well...’

‘Snow!’ I exclaimed, in warning tones.

‘I guess you don’t respond to surprises too well, I’ve noticed,’ she chuckled, ruefully.

‘I hate surprises.  What are you planning?’

‘I’m not planning anything,’ she told me.  ‘But I did have an idea to run by you.’

‘An idea? Go on?’ I encouraged.

‘Well, just what you listed earlier.  A holiday by the sea, in a spacious place, with me and the dog.  Why don’t we actually do that?’ she questioned.  ‘I bet we could find a place! There are not that many people are holidaying at this time of year-especially at the beach when there’s still snow on the ground!’ 

‘You want to book a holiday?’ I asked.

‘I just thought we need a neutral space.  Not my flat, not the beach hut, somewhere different.  What do you think?’ she questioned.

I stopped on the sand, staring at her. ‘Can it be a bungalow?’ I asked.

She threw her head back and laughed.  ‘Yes!’ she exclaimed.  ‘Yes, it can be a bungalow, Ally!’ she chuckled.

‘Then my answer is yes! Let’s do it!’ I cried, happily.  ‘I’ll get my little break by the sea after all!’

‘You will,’ she nodded. ‘Come on. Let’s grab your stuff from the beach hut, head back to my flat and see if we can book something immediately.’

‘No time like the present, hey?’ I smiled.

‘Exactly!’

An hour later, we’d collected my stuff, returned to Snow’s flat and had sat down together on the sofa, with her laptop.

‘Add the filter of bungalow,’ she suggested.

‘Ah yeah...there we go,’ I said, hitting the search button.

A whole host of options came up, but the very first captured my attention immediately.  Clicking on it, the pictures appeared and I navigated to the first one and started clicking through the photos. 

‘Wow, look at that,’ Snow commented.

‘It’s gorgeous.’

‘It ticks all the boxes.  It’s a bungalow, right by the sea, garden, very spacious...’

‘It’s even got a hot tub in the gazebo out the back,’ I told her, happily.

‘Now that sounds fun,’ she murmured.

I smiled up at her, amused.  ‘Shall I check availability?’ I asked her.

‘Yeah, go on...it’s ideal.’

‘It’s available until Friday, look...from Saturday there’s another booking.’

‘Well, we could go until then?’ she suggested.

‘Really?’ I murmured.

‘Yeah! If it’s free, then just book it! Let’s just do it, Ally.  Not think too much about it.’

‘There’s a number here.  I could call and talk about the possibility of acquiring it straight away?’ I said, hopefully.

‘Do it!’ she encouraged.  ‘I’ll grab my card.’

‘No, you’re not paying!’ I objected.

‘Just have it ready in case the owner agrees. We can stick it on my credit card and figure it out later, okay?’ 

‘Okay, but you’re not paying the whole thing,’ I told her.

She rolled her eyes. ‘No, of course not!’

‘I’ll call,’ I said, reaching for my phone.

Ten minutes later, we were booked into the place, having had a positive conversation with the owner and even agreeing a reduced rate for the days available, as it wasn’t a full week.  Told we could arrive anytime from 4pm onwards had us up and packing our bags, preparing for our mini break ten minutes from usual home.

‘I’m packed,’ I told Snow, as I walked back into the lounge.

‘Me too,’ she replied, moving her bag and putting it by the door.  ‘If we go a bit earlier, we could do a food shop, so we’ve got essentials in?’ she suggested.

‘I was going to say the same thing,’ I nodded. ‘Oh, and...’ I hesitated.

‘What?’ she questioned, stopping to turn and look at me.

‘Well, I was just thinking...in my scenario earlier, I’d thought about one addition to the set up.’

‘What are you talking about?’ Snow questioned, looking confused.

‘Ziggy,’ I told her, softly.

Her eyebrows rose, and she went still, watching for me for a long moment.  ‘Ziggy?’

I nodded. 

‘You want to consider taking Ziggy?’

‘Well, the woman did say it was pet friendly when I asked...’

‘But I thought you didn’t want to have him, ultimately.  I thought the idea upset you? Bothered you?’ she frowned.

I sighed.  ‘I haven’t made a final decision,’ I said, slowly, ‘But my reaction when you told me was completely off the scale in terms of having a meltdown.  I took what you were saying as all negative, when that wasn’t your-or Benson’s-intention.  What I’m saying is that I’d like to try it...if we’re allowed to take him from the shelter and do a kind of trial?’

She nodded.  ‘Well, I could call them and ask...speak to Suse perhaps and explain...’

‘Bloody Suse!’ I exclaimed, rolling my eyes.

‘Ally!’

‘I’m joking!’ I laughed.  ‘No, do it! Call Suse and see...he’d be good to be with too.  To see how it would work...you know, you...me...him...our little family,’ I added, with the dawning realisation that that is what it would be.  My eyes lifted to hers and I saw happiness radiating back at me.  I smiled, my heart beating faster, and saw her eyes soften as she gazed back at me.  

‘Family,’ she repeated back.

I felt the sting of potential tears, unnecessary, because I was so happy.  ‘Okay.  I’ll load the bags in the car.’

‘Nope! Wait for me,’ she said, shaking her head.

‘Why?’

‘I’m not letting you out of my sight!’ she warned.  ‘And that’s a threat-and a promise!’ she told me.

‘Oh...yeah...I almost forgot there!’ I exclaimed. ‘Blimey, where’s my head at?’ I questioned.

‘Trying to rest, no doubt.’

‘Too right!’ I agreed. ‘You don’t think I’m still in danger, do you? Really?’ I asked.

She cocked her head at me. ‘Actually, with how unstable you described Annabel Arran, I really don’t think you can be too careful.  Don’t do things without me right now. Not while she’s out there and the police are still looking for her.’

I sighed.  ‘Okay,’ I murmured. ‘Well, alright.  You call the shelter and I’ll put the bags by the door.  How about that?’

She smiled.  Satisfied.  ‘Now that sounds more like it!’

Twenty minutes later we were leaving.  With bags loaded into the boot, we drove to the shelter, because Snow had made it happen.  Ziggy was ours for a trial week! We then headed to the supermarket where no-one batted an eyelid over Ziggy’s presence.  It helped that Snow had picked up herself a little addition to his harness-a fluorescent yellow attachment which read ‘Police Dog. Working’ which stopped any complaints from being passed our way.  Once we’d bought a couple of bags of food, we went back to the car and loaded everyone in before driving out to the air b and b home.  It was strangely familiar, because the location was minutes away from the beach and the beach hut location, so we’d be in walking distance of the sand which pleased me.  

The house was situated at the end of a very quiet cul de sac, nestled down a drive which was well-developed with large bushes and trees.

‘This is gorgeous!’ I exclaimed, as we pulled into the drive.

‘Isn’t it?’ she smiled.

‘Look how spread out it is! It looks huge!’

‘Yes, but it’s all on one level, remember? So, it’s going to have a greater floor space, rather than going up.’

‘Anything to avoid the staircase dreams!’ I muttered.

‘Shall we head in?’ she asked.

‘Yes!’ I exclaimed, happily.

We grabbed bags and headed for the door.  We’d been given a code to open a lockbox and inside were the keys.  After unlocking the front door, we dumped all our bags at the door and headed in to explore.

I fell in love with it straight away.  The hall was spacious and as I headed left, a wide-open lounge and dining room spread out before me. ‘Oh, wow!’ I exclaimed, heading down to the back where French windows led onto a patio, which overlooked the garden.  ‘Snow, look at this!’ I cried.

‘It’s gorgeous!’ she agreed. ‘Wow, you chose well!’ she commented.

‘We chose well! Let’s go and see the garden!’ I said, unlocking the door.

I went outside and walked on the patio, finding a swinging egg chair.  ‘Oh my God! Look! This can be my thinking chair!’ I laughed, as I clambered inside and sat swinging contentedly.

‘Perfect!’ Snow laughed, before turning to walk down the garden.  ‘Hot tub up here!’ she called.

I climbed out of the chair and followed her, laughing as Ziggy lumbered down the garden, running around happily, barking at nothing.  ‘What do you
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