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PROLOGUE

It was pitch dark when Jacqui Foster began to surface from a very
bad nightmare. Her mouth felt so dry that her tongue stuck to the roof
of it and tasted really bad. She winced as pain in her back shot
through her body. She felt sore and couldn’t understand why, as her
bed was usually soft with its memory foam mattress to cushion her.
She lay still taking stock, before she recognised she wasn’t
actually lying on a bed, it was way too hard a surface. Rubbing her
eyes to try to clear them because she couldn’t pick out any shape or
form of light wherever she was, the fear took hold and understanding
began to creep over her.
Then she remembered…….
It was at the gym, as she searched her sports bag for her car keys
someone had put a cloth over her face and she had blacked out. Then
there was the smell of…….something strange.
Placing her hands either side of her body she pushed herself into a
sitting position thinking that it might help her focus more clearly if
she sat up. Her head swam and she felt giddy, still unable to see
anything; she listened, trying to pick out any sound that might
indicate where she was or why she was sitting on such a hard surface.
She tried to stand up, her head hit something hard above her and
it forced her back down, making her turn onto all fours – she tried to
crawl. Once again her head hit something hard as she moved forward
and touched its surface. It felt like chain fencing, hard, with no give to
it. She moved her hand to the right and followed the surface feeling
her way until eventually it turned at right angles, so she kept going.
The surface felt icy cold, metallic as she continued until she hit
another right angle. Feeling her way, her knees aching as she moved
until eventually she understood that wherever she was the surfaces
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were continuous and she counted four right angled turns. She was, she
knew, totally encased in……..a box?
She moved her hand upwards until she felt the top that had hit
her head when she tried to stand upright. The box, if indeed that’s
what she was contained in, had a top in the same hard riveted metal
frame as the walls. She tested the surface again and found it had
holes, and they were even and big enough to poke a whole finger
through the gap.
Not a box, more……..like a cage?
Fear hit her forcibly and all she wanted to do was scream - it rose
like bile. The noise that came out of her mouth was a muted groan as
her mind began to engage. She told herself she was after all a police
officer and she ought to be thinking like one. Wherever she was she
had to wait until she could reassess her situation. If she was locked in
a cage there wasn’t much she could do about it until she could see and
assess the strength of the structure. At some point someone would
come to check on her.
Wouldn’t they?

CHAPTER 1

1
Simone Squires’ grandmother was far from friendly especially
when he showed his badge and told her who he was. Her face was
weathered as if she’d spent most of her life outside in the sun; she
showed no signs of welcome. It made Alun Pritchard feel he’d made
a huge mistake coming here to see her – why would a grandmother
want to take on a 13 year old?
“What do you want?” was the greeting, such that it was.
“To talk to you about Simone.” Her face didn’t soften. “It was
you who reported her missing, wasn’t it?”
“Yes it was me,” she replied making no move to invite him in.
“You’ll know we found her?”
“Of course,” she seemed hostile, defensive. “Her father took
her.” There was a deal of venom to the words – no love lost there
Alun thought.
“He didn’t exactly ‘take her,’” he told her.
“Well what else would you call it?” The old woman was beginning
to get frustrated by the conversation and Alun was himself becoming
irritated by her attitude – he went in with the shock factor.
“Her mother, Rosie Bentley, requested him to take her.” As he
spoke her face turned angry in an instant.
“No way!” she snapped. “Now you’re lying to save your own
face.”
“How do you make that out?” His voice short and stern. “Why
do you think her mother didn’t report her missing?”
“She thought she’d run off again,” she explained. “Done it before,
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a few times and she’s quite a handful.” She fed him the Rosie
Bentley excuse; she’d obviously fallen for it.
He leaned in towards her – she was a small woman with the
gypsy features he now recognised. Long grey hair untidily tied back
in a ponytail at the nape of her neck, she was probably once very
dark and had bright blue eyes – she had an Irish lilt to her voice.
“I’m surprised you bothered,” he ventured. “Seems to me you’ve
been fed a story, and I can see you don’t really care about Simone –
so I’ll leave it there!” He turned away from her and began to walk
away.
“Wait!” she shouted. “What story?”
He stopped half way down the front path, made no move to go
back. “The only one lying around here is Simone’s mother,” he
alleged looking back at her. “She got Johnny Squires to take her
because the boyfriend was trying it on with Simone.”
“You’d better come in, detective,” and as she spoke she scanned
the nearby houses to see who was watching.
He went back and into the house. She led him into the front
room. It was messy – a coffee table looking greasy and dusty with a
large ash tray in the middle. It held a variety of cigarette ends, ash
and some cold discarded chips with congealed grease and tomato
ketchup on them. He felt a little queasy, so he sat down – not looking
to assess how clean the seat of the chair was.
“You’d better be quick,” she declared. “I’ve a client coming soon.”
Client? What was she? She could see him frowning so she
added, “I read the cards for people.”
“Oh, I see,” he sounded almost relieved, more because his mind
had jumped to the wrong conclusion which would have made the
trip to see her null and void, had she turned out to be an aging
prostitute. He filled her in on Simone’s circumstances and she
seemed genuinely surprised.
“Is it true?” she seemed less hostile now, more subdued. “My
daughter….” She faded out not wanting to put it into words.
“Yes, it’s true, I spoke to Simone myself, and her father was
planning to marry her off very soon.” He expected another outcry or
at least an adverse reaction.
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“It’s the way,” she uttered, her voice holding a tinge of nostalgia.
He could see despite her grey hair and weathered features that she
wasn’t that old for a grandmother and he wondered if she’d been a
young gypsy ‘bride.’
“You used to travel?” he enquired watching as she sat deep in
thought.
“Aye, most of my life on the road, reading cards…..” she recalled
wistfully.
“Then you’ll know what the life is like…..you’re settled now?” he
was wondering what social services would make of her, finding it
less than satisfactory a place for Simone. What other alternative did
the kid have, to go into care with all its other problems.
“Do you know Simone wants to be a vet?”
“Aye, talks about it all the time.” Simone’s grandmother
pronounced with pride. “She’s the brains enough for it.”
“If she’s allowed to stay in school, have a stable life…..somewhere
she can study.”
“You want her to come here, don’t you?” It was direct and at
least he hadn’t needed to raise it.
“I reckon she’ll be safer with you….stand a chance to achieve her
dreams,” he revealed getting finally to the point of his visit.
“Does she want to?”
Good question he thought. He had purposely not put it to
Simone, not wanting to raise her expectations in case the
Grandmother was against it. “I don’t know, haven’t mentioned it to
her…no point if you won’t take her.” He thought, ‘of course there’s
Social Services to deal with.’ He went on, “You’ll need to make sure
that the boyfriend, Kev, keeps away – we’re looking into him.”
“I see.” She went quiet before she added, “He’s a waster,” as if he
hadn’t already thought of it, “takes drugs!” He wondered what Rosie
Bentley would say if she knew her mother thought this of him.
“Yes, well we’re looking at all of his habits at the moment I
assure you,” Alun confided. She went quiet at this point and waited
for him to speak again. “I do know for certain that Simone wants to
come back - go back to school and study,” he told her.
When he left she was standing at the door watching him, or so
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he thought until he saw a woman approaching on foot. She gave the
impression she was nervous and looked thoroughly miserable.
He turned as she passed him and watched her walk through the
gate and up to Simone’s grandmother, who ushered her inside and
closed the door.
That would be the client, maybe not as threatening as he first
thought – better than a long line of male clients. Clairvoyants
usually attracted women, especially unhappy ones and he wouldn’t
have been surprised if she refused ‘male clients’ altogether – she
seemed to have a total disregard for men in general. More than a
match for boyfriend Kevin he thought.

2
News came through to the Major Crime Unit that another body
had been found in exactly the same place at the top of Farm Hill in
the first field just outside the village of Barston. No one could
believe it. The case of the other two bodies found there had now
been detected, although Margie Cooper would not stand trial due to
her mental state, the whole of the Major Crime Unit were taken
aback by the latest reports.
When Detective Inspector Luc Wariner came on duty no one
seemed to be doing anything other than standing around talking
about the reports.
“What’s going on?” Luc enquired stopping on his way to his
desk, he could see that something was wrong.
It was Archer who broke the news. “They’ve found a woman up
at Farm Hill, in the first field!”
“Tell me you’re joking?” Luc was astounded standing staring at
all the detectives.
“No, boss,” Barney Johnson continued the story. “This one is still
alive.”
Just as he spoke the door to the MCU flew open and Assistant
Chief Constable Nigel Brandon came with it almost falling over in
the process.
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“Wariner!” he yelled, “can you come to the Command Suite you’re needed?”
“Yes, Sir, of course,” Luc Wariner replied seeing his face and
knowing something was really wrong, “right away.” He turned to
his detectives. “Can someone tell the DCI when she gets here where
I am?” Nigel Brandon’s face was fraught as he stood with the door
open looking down at his feet waiting - he was far from patient.
Luc followed him all the way to the Command Suite, neither of
them spoke on the way and the ACC immediately took him into his
own room and shut the door.
“What’s wrong, Sir?” he enquired anxiously.
“The woman, who’s been found, is Joan, Luc!” Nigel Brandon
declared referring to his now common-law wife, who had once been
the late Harry Beddoes’ wife.
“What?!” Luc was dumbfounded. “Is she okay, Sir?” was his first
thought quickly followed by, “Not Beddoes?”
“That we don’t know yet,” he replied. “It looks like she’s been
half strangled and who else wanted her dead other than her
husband!” He was pacing in front of his desk and Luc could see he
was beside himself with worry.
“Jesus!” Luc sat down on a chair because he was in shock. He
had spent a great deal of time the previous year keeping Joan
Beddoes safely ensconced in a Private Nursing Home under a false
name, to keep her out of the reaches of her brutal husband Harry
Beddoes the one time Detective Chief Inspector head of the Major
Crime Unit.
“We won’t know what really happened until she comes round.”
Nigel Brandon was pale and obviously worried. “She came close,
Luc,” he added quietly.
“Why do it in that place, it doesn’t make any sense?” Luc
Wariner had completed the case file for the murders of Melanie
Cooper and P.C. Becky Kingdom who’d been the Cooper’s Family
Liaison Officer. Both bodies were found in the same field.
“We don’t know for sure why he took her there, and there are
no signs of him,” he reported. “Scenes of Crime are looking at where
she was found.”
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Luc was mystified. “Who found her, Sir?”
“Oh, some local beat officer, P.C Bott?”
Luc Wariner didn’t smile even though he saw the irony of it, he
merely acknowledged, “Bloody hell!” Hugo Bott was the beat officer
for that part of the world and had found one of the previous bodies
on his rounds of the village. His reputation that he was always in the
right place at the right time, Luc thought, was clearly well voiced.
Nigel Brandon looked at him curiously. “Wasn’t he the officer
who found the murdered Cooper girl?”
“Bott’s a legend in his own lifetime.” Luc was shaking his head in
disbelief. “He’s always in the right place at the right time.”
“I understand it’s a good job he was, because left out there any
longer she would definitely have died!”
“Have you been to the hospital yet, Sir?” Luc asked his ACC.
“Yes, I’m going back now,” he told him. “I came here because we
have another problem.”
“God, what else can we get?” Luc was beginning to feel
exasperated at the range of cases thrown his way since Harry
Beddoes disappeared, faked his own death and Jacqui Foster took
over the helm.
“Detective Sergeant Pritchard has reported Jacqui Foster
missing,” he informed him. “Apparently they are a couple and she
didn’t come home or rather back to her own flat as expected last
night and he’s really worried about her.”
“Oh, God!” groaned Luc realising he hadn’t engaged with Jacqui
Foster since she told him she was being stalked. There had been
some really disturbing incidents that happened to her. “When was
she last seen?”
“He says she went to the Gym, usually he went with her, but on
this occasion he was tied up with a case, some missing school girl,”
he revealed.
“Yes, that’s the Simone Squires case, from north division, I think
he’s solved that little mystery and was in the process of charging
her mother with wasting our time, among other things.” Luc went
quiet for a moment and he added, “Look Sir, leave that one with me
and you go and find out whether Joan is okay.” He was mindful of

Boxed Off 13

the fact he was telling a Senior Officer what to do. He knew if it was
him he’d want to be at the hospital when she came round – that is if
she came round.
“Yes, I will,” Nigel Brandon agreed absentmindedly. “Luc, the
Chief Constable doesn’t know about Jacqui yet.”
Luc suddenly felt real concern. Jacqui Foster was the Chief
Constable’s niece and Luc wasn’t sure who knew about it and who
didn’t.
“I’ll tell the Chief if you want,” he offered, “and you can get
straight off.”
He got up and moved towards the door appreciating that he
wasn’t only going to appraise the Chief about a missing police
officer, but also about a missing relative and this one would be
tricky.
Luc Wariner thought, ‘Shit, it’s going to be one hell of a bloody
day!’ and suddenly he felt hemmed in.

3
The young couple walking their dogs through the woods were
laughing at the antics of the white Tibetan terrier as it zigzagged
across the natural pathway between the trees and disappeared, first
on one side and then the other. The golden Labrador limped along
at the side of them, content just to be there. Every so often the man
would stroke his ears in a comforting gesture as the dog caught up
with him.
The Beagle, slightly overweight, but strong of limb walked briskly
ahead watching as the fluffy white dog zoomed around in the
undergrowth. The Beagle stopped, as if she were listening, one leg
raised, ears pricked for any unnatural sounds. They caught up with
her and waited for the terrier to zoom back - it didn’t happen.
They heard the barking and the Beagle suddenly plucking up
the courage followed the sound and disappeared into the trees. The
man appeared annoyed and whistled waiting to hear the thunder of
feet and rustle of leaves, none came. He said something to his wife
and took a dog lead out of her hand walking off to the right,
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following the sound of the barking, as the woman and the Labrador
stood on the track and waited.
When he caught up to the barking he found the Beagle watching
the Terrier as it dug with its paws at the ground under the shade of
a large oak tree, its nose covered in earth. Leaves and soil flew out
behind it as it scratched away at the earth.
“Hey, boy stop it!” the man yelled as the dog continued to dig,
“come away!” He grabbed the collar bending down to attach the
lead clip to it.
Then he saw the maggots where the dog had exposed something
under the ground. He pulled the dog away peered once more
recognising human fingers and realised what the dog had found,
that’s when the smell hit him.
The woman watched her husband and the two dogs appear
back out of the undergrowth. She saw how white his face was, saw
him suddenly stop lean over, and vomit.
“Phone the police,” her husband blurted as he heaved once
more. “It’s a body buried out there!” He pointed towards where he’d
emerged from the trees.
The woman unquestioningly reached for her mobile and pressed
a few times against the screen and spoke into it, “Police.” The man
walked over to her, his face drained of colour and took the mobile
out of her hand and reported what he’d found and where they were.
When the police arrived the man was on his own. He told them
what he’d seen and that his wife had taken the dogs back home out
of the way. He took the two police officers to the oak tree and stood
back whilst they confirmed what he already suspected and one of
the officers moved to the side reporting it back to the control room
on his radio whilst the other one took the man to their police car.
Whilst they waited for the call out to produce a response team
of forensic and major crime officers they took the man’s details and
let him go home. The Major Crime Unit was notified and because the
D.C.I and the D.I were both missing, Detective Constable Barney
Johnson, one of the MCUs newest members was despatched to
Clipton Woods beyond the Village of Barston on the edge of the
countryside.
Barney Johnson found himself at the site of his first murder – a
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buried body and suddenly the Officer in Charge of yet another
murder in the county.

4
The Chief Constable was at first shocked, then extremely angry.
“How long has she been missing, Wariner?” he yelled.
“I believe since last night, Sir,” he reported knowing he didn’t
have the full story having been thrown in at the deep end.
“You believe?” The Chief sounded incredulous.
“I’ve only just been told, Sir,” Luc confessed. “I haven’t had the
opportunity to speak with Alun Pritchard yet.” He watched the Chief
who was clearly distressed.
“And what’s he got to do with it?”
“He reported Jacqui missing, Sir,” Luc offered. “I believe she
didn’t come home last night and he got worried, as time went on.”
“Oh,” the Chief flopped down in a chair and sounding more in
control issued instructions. “Look, go and find out Wariner, this
takes priority, okay?”
“Yes, Sir.” Wariner stood up waiting to get away from the Chief
as fast as he could.
“Well, go then!” The Chief spoke sharply.
As Luc left the Chief’s office to call into the MCU he phoned Alun
Pritchard. “Where are you Alun?”
“I’m at Jacqui’s flat, Luc,” he volunteered. “Is there any news?”
“No, stay there and I’m coming right over.”
He called into the MCU and spoke to Archer. “Where’s Barney
Johnson?”
“He got called out to a body found in the woods,” he replied.
Luc’s heart thumped. “God, it’s not a woman is it?”
Archer saw him become distressed and told him, “They don’t
know that yet, it’s been in the ground a long time.”
Luc felt relief briefly and dialled Barney Johnson’s number.
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“Wariner,” he announced as Barney answered. “What’s happening
there?”
“A young couple found someone buried in Clipton Woods, they’re
taking their time because it’s been there a while,” he answered.
“Look we’ve got Jacqui Foster missing, can you come back, leave
them to it for now, I’m going over to her flat to see Alun Pritchard.”
Instantly relieved at the news the body was long time buried.
“Alun’s already there?” Barney queried.
“He’s….” Luc began realising that no one knew he and Jacqui
were an item. “She didn’t come back home last night and we’re all
really worried, I’ll explain when I see you.” He gave him the address.
“Meet me there will you?” and he drove over to Jacqui Foster’s flat
hoping that she’d stayed with a girlfriend and it was all a big
mistake. But really believing that it wasn’t, he felt that he’d let
another colleague down.
He thought about Aidey Carter who was off sick, and alienated
as he was - trapped within his depression.

5
Tommy Brentwood was nursing his pint in the Nelson, a less
than salubrious pub in the centre of the city. He appeared more
morose than usual and on this occasion he was alone. His usual
football cohorts were out of town following the local football team’s
away match. He could neither afford the entrance fee, nor the
weekend away – hence his depression.
Slouching over the table deep in thought he heard a voice say,
“You okay Tommy?”
Looking up and seeing the face behind the voice as someone he
recognised, though not a close friend, he replied, “Okay, Wayne,
you?”
“You don’t look it, mate.” Wayne Price slipped in beside him
putting his full pint down on the table which was far from clean. He
caught the edge of his hand against it and it felt sticky. He wiped it
down his jeans and his face showed disgust.
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“I’m a bit pissed off, you know, not enough spends,” Tommy
confided. “My mates have all gone off to the away game.”
Wayne nodded knowingly. “I know I used to be like you.”
“Yeah?”
“Lost my girlfriend because I didn’t get paid for a job we were
doing and the cow found someone with money,” he moaned. “It’s a
bastard!”
“At least you had a girlfriend,” Tommy commented, and he sank
back down into his thoughts mumbling, “Nobody wants a loser!”
Wayne sat and sipped his drink and watched quietly as if he
was weighing him up.
“You got a job?” Wayne asked him suddenly looking like he’d
made a decision.
“If you can call it that,” Tommy replied. “They reduced our
hours and I’m on minimum wage as it is.”
“Right, times are really hard at the moment,” Wayne
sympathized. “I’m in building and I’m lucky really that there’s still
some work around.”
“Yes, but I don’t have a trade, do I?” Tommy Brentwood sighed
deeply. “Why did you ask?”
Wayne leaned into the table resting his elbows, forgetting for a
moment how unclean the surface was, he leaned towards him and
suggested, “You could always ‘top up’.”
“You mean get another job?” Tommy seemed surprised he
hadn’t considered it before. “Like a bar job?” He nodded over
towards the bar where a young lad stood stroking the acne on his
face, trying as he was not to scratch it.
“Well, wasn’t thinking necessarily of a bar job,” Wayne replied.
“Too much like bloody hard work!”
“So there are jobs around that are easy and pay for not much
effort?” Tommy sounded almost scathing.
“Could be for the right sort of person,” Wayne announced, still
watching him and hooking him in bit by bit. Tommy sank even
further into his thoughts lifting the remains of his pint to his lips
and drank deeply finishing it.
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“Want another?” Wayne invited.
Tommy perked up a bit having made the only pint he could
afford last for the past hour.
“Thanks, that’s good of you,” he told him and pushed his empty
glass over to Wayne who took it to the bar. He came back with two
full pints and sat back down draining his existing pint.
“So,” he continued. “You interested in a nice little earner?”
“Depends,” Tommy mused. “I take it it’s not kosher?”
“Well,” Wayne elaborated, “if you’re prepared not to ask too
many questions you could find yourself making some really easy
money.”
Tommy sat thinking about the kinds of things that he knew
would be ‘easy money,’ and could only think of one thing. What
flashed into his mind was doing something illegal and attracting the
attention of the law. He’d had a belly full of cops who kept asking
him questions and so far in his life he’d been law abiding. He
thought ‘look where that’s got me!’
He gave in. “Yes, I’m interested.”
That was the moment Tommy Brentwood found himself
manoeuvred into a new life and away from conventional morality.

6
When Nigel Brandon arrived at the hospital he found Joan in a
side room where they’d moved her from Accident & Emergency
admissions. There was a police officer standing outside the door.
Seeing one of the force’s Assistant Chief Constables the officer
immediately came to attention.
Nigel enquired, “How’s she doing?” to the officer, much to his
surprise.
“I think she’s still unconscious, Sir.”
The police guard had been placed after the initial examination
showed that someone had tried to strangle Joan Brandon and very
nearly succeeded.
“Right,” he sounded disheartened because he thought she might
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have woken up by now, he pushed the door open and went in. A
nurse was doing her obs. and was removing a blood pressure cuff.
She glanced at him briefly not asking him who he was.
“How is she, nurse?” he was moving to her side and looking
intently at his still deeply unconscious wife.
“She’s still unconscious, although she’s comfortable,” the nurse
gave him the stock answer. “We’re still doing tests and won’t know
until the results come back.”
“I’d like to speak to the doctor as soon as I can, and no one is to
be let in to see her.” She gave him a double take as he issued the
instructions. Nigel was worried about Harry Beddoes trying to get
in, because he was in no doubt that it was him who tried to kill her.
He sat down in the chair next to the bed as the nurse left the
room and he took hold of her hand. She felt cold and he felt helpless
seeing her lying there with the marks on her neck vivid against the
pallor of her skin.
“Oh, Joan,” he encouraged, “Come on love, open your eyes,” and
he squeezed her hand. “I need to talk to you.”
The doctor popped his head round the door. “Is it Mr Brandon?”
Nigel nodded looking intently at Joan for signs of recovery. “You
wanted a word?” and Nigel thought he can’t be more than a
teenager, he appeared to be so young.
“I need to know how she is,” Nigel asserted standing up.
“We’re waiting for some results to come back,” the young doctor
replied.
“I know all that,” he retorted irritably. “What about permanent
damage……and why doesn’t she wake up?”
“I understand it was quite a brutal attack and we don’t know
how long she had oxygen deprivation….although all her vital signs
are good,” the doctor explained.
“Why is she unconscious?” Nigel persisted.
“I don’t really know that,” the young doctor admitted.
“Physiologically there’s no reason.”
“I don’t understand,” Nigel persisted almost crossly, “are you
saying there’s no medical reason?”
“Well, yes,” the doctor was beginning to look very uncomfortable.
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Nigel felt his hand being squeezed, albeit very slightly and he
glanced at the tiny hand he was holding.
“She…….” He began looking at Joan he saw her eyes flutter open.
“Hey,” he gushed almost sobbing it. “Sweetheart?”
Joan Brandon came fully awake and in a weak faltering voice
she quietly whispered, “Don’t pester the doctor…….”
Nigel’s face was beaming. “Well doc, that’s put me in my place!”
He stated with relief and sat down again on the chair at the side of
her.
The doctor came over to the other side of the bed and took hold
of Joan Brandon’s wrist feeling her pulse. “Well, Mrs Brandon, nice
to have you back with us.”
“How are you feeling, love?” Nigel enquired.
“Sore……” She croaked, in an almost inaudible voice.
“You had us worried for a while,” he told her realising he was
stating the obvious.
The doctor ignored who Nigel Brandon was and warned, “Don’t
over tire her, Mr Brandon, she needs to rest her voice.” And he left
the room.
“So, Joan, I need to know, was it Harry?” Nigel posed the allimportant question.
She nodded slightly and whispered, “Yes.”
Nigel tried to allay any fears she might have, he explained, “We
don’t know where he is, so we’ve put an officer outside your room,
there’s no need to worry.”
He saw her frown. “What is it?”
“You ….. didn’t…… find him?” she inquired with effort.
“Find him?” he queried not understanding, “Where?”
She took a deep breath it was obviously an effort to speak, “In
the barn.” She could see by his face that he didn’t understand.
“Where you….found me,” she whispered with difficulty.
“We found you out at Barston, in the field where we found two
dead bodies recently.” Nigel Brandon spoke softly and waited.
“Not in a barn?”
“What barn, Joan?” he pushed gently.
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“I was taken to a barn…..to meet Harry,” she explained.
Nigel realised that there was a lot to take in and that she’d only
just come round.
“Look, love, let’s leave it for now and you rest up and we’ll do
the formal statements later,” he squeezed her hand and reassured
her. “You’re safe here.”
Joan Brandon nodded. She needed to think and to make sense of
what happened to her. The thoughts began to come thick and fast
and if she didn’t begin to understand them she thought they might
completely engulf her.
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