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  ‘Knock knock.’




  ‘I’m hiding under the duvet. You can’t knock on a duvet.’




  ‘That’s why I said it instead.’ Dave lifted the covers and joined me underneath. ‘I brought you tea.’




  I took the mug he offered. Using our heads as tent poles, we managed to create a space and sit side by side on our bed.




  ‘Am I really going to do this?’ I asked him with a mock shudder, even though we both knew full well that I was.




  ‘Do you want to change your mind?’




  ‘She’d kill me.’




  Dave chuckled.




  She wouldn’t. For all her faults – impulsiveness to the point of recklessness being his least favourite – Belle would never do anything to hurt me. Deliberately. The broken arm I got when I was ten, after Belle nicked her brother’s roller skates and offered me a turn, was purely accidental.




  ‘She’s counting on you, Helen.’ I reached out to set my mug on the bedside cabinet, then leaned into him. As I did so, our duvet tent collapsed around us so Dave folded it back until it covered just our legs. I was relieved when he finished and put his arms around me again.




  ‘What if I get arrested?’ As unlikely as that seemed, if my history with Belle had taught me anything, it was to always expect the unexpected.




  ‘It wouldn’t be the first time.’ I felt his chest move against me as he laughed at the memories.




  ‘Will you bail me out?’




  ‘Always.’




  We scrabbled to get dressed. As apprehensive as I felt about the day ahead, I couldn’t risk being late. The shifts changed at 8 a.m. and, if I timed it well, I’d be able to sneak her out unnoticed.




  ***




  ‘I brought you a wig.’




  ‘Fuck ’em. If they can’t handle a bald chick in a wheelchair then that’s their problem.’ Belle swept the blonde curls out of my hand and onto the floor, where they landed to resemble a squished poodle.




  ‘Let’s take this with us.’ I gestured to the drip stand next to her bed.




  Belle stared at me. ‘Don’t you think taking that piece of scrap metal is going to get us spotted?’




  ‘Don’t you think me wheeling you out of here is a bit of a giveaway?’ As I spoke, I realized how true this was. There was no way I’d be able to get her out without being seen. I was about to panic and she must have sensed it.




  ‘Come on, Helen, I need to get out for a bit. I miss the sunshine. I want to see the sky again, the sea.’ I couldn’t bring myself to move. I wanted to give her a lovely day, but she looked so fragile.
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