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PROLOGUE
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‘Dear Ms Emma Susanna Rayburn,

You have recently had genetic testing for inherited mutations in the BRCA 1 and 2 genes, which are genes linked to the development of breast cancers. We are saddened to tell you that you have tested positive for these genes, and we would advise you to contact your doctor in order to discuss these results. At this appointment, pre-emptive treatment and further steps can be discussed. 

We hope you find this information useful.

Sincerely,

Dr Erin Kain

***
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Emma breathed out shakily as she read the letter. She had known it all along, deep down. She should never have put the testing off. her mother would have been furious with her, but she had been so, so scared. 

“Be brave, Emma.” she muttered to herself, placing the letter down, and walking into the small galley kitchen to make a cup of tea. A cup of tea would make her feel better, she told herself.

And it also gave her five minutes to figure out what she wanted to do. She had to tell Jon, but before she told Jon, she needed to have a plan. She knew he would be upset at this. He always struggled when she was sick. Holly said that she thought he was mean when he was sick, but Emma knew that he just struggled seeing her in pain.

But this wasn’t being sick, right? This genetic testing was pre-emptive. It was meant to work out if she could get sick, if she could also develop the awful disease her mum had died of. And now, she knew the answer, but she also knew that there were treatment options available. That was good, right?

She couldn’t tell Jon.

Her heart sank as she stared into the cup of tea, the teabag swirling around and around, the tea getting stronger and stronger. How could she tell him? She had nothing to tell at this point. No plan, no treatment, no answers.

No, she decided. She would go to the appointment, she would get all the answers, and then she’d tell him. That would work, she decided. That would work.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Emma could not believe how well the village fete was going. Everywhere she looked, children were laughing and playing, people were milling about, chatting. The sun was shining down on the large field, filled with stalls and games and people just having a good time. The event had gone off spectacularly. 

Annette Rayburn was a thing of wonder, Emma mused to herself as she watched her mother man the duck pond stall, ice cream, of course, in hand. The annual village fete Annette organised was always a success, but this one... this one had been her piece de resistance. This year, anything Annette seemed to touch turned into gold, but Emma didn’t know why she was surprised. It had been her mother’s twelfth year running this. She was a dab hand at this now, and she’d been showing Emma the ropes. Hopefully she could run this fete half as well as her mum could, one day. 

This year was easily Annette’s best. Gingham covered stalls were packed onto the field, selling all sorts of things from local artisans; cakes, pastries, cheeses. There were also artists and local makers stalls dotted in there. Emma would already be leaving with a beautiful canvas landscape for the living room, an intricately made leather bag and a significantly lighter purse. The local florist was handing out blooms to anyone who would take one. Emma’s old schoolmate was painting animals on children’s faces, and somehow, Annette had browbeat a local carnival company into lending games and rides for the day. Emma could hear children shrieking in joy as they hurtled down the helter skelter, and couldn’t stop a smile from pulling at the corners of her mouth.

She didn’t see her mum walk over to her, two ice creams in hand, until Annette softly bumped her shoulder to hers, laughing at Emma’s jump. She laughed loudly, ignoring Emma’s scarlet cheeks.

“Off with the fairies again?” Annette asked through chuckles, handing her a flake 99. Emma smiled as she saw the raspberry sauce covering the ice cream. Her favourite.

“I was just thinking about how well this year’s fete has gone.” Emma murmured, seeing her mother beam with pride.

“Oh, yeah. Kinda proud of it.” Annette grinned widely, but as Emma looked at her, she noticed the grin faded quickly.

“Everything alright?” Emma asked. Annette’s face was blank now, and it worried Emma. Annette was always bright and excited, smiling... this sudden change in demeanour was scaring her.

“Mum?” She went to grab Annette’s arm, but she seemed to shake out of it.

“Yeah, I’m fine. Eat your ice cream before it melts, you know it’s over £2 each now? What a rip off.” Annette chuckled before returning to her own ice cream, but Emma was now certain something was wrong.

“Mum, what’s wrong. ...You know you can talk to me, right?” Emma asked anxiously, aware that she could hear the concern in her own voice. She might be 25, but she still felt like a little girl asking these questions, worrying she was bothering her mum, scared she was going to get shouted at. Annette sighed, and Emma recoiled, her intestines churning. She moved her gaze directly to her now melting ice cream.

“I wasn’t going to tell you this here, but I guess you already must know. I bet Father Gerald’s already running his mouth.” Annette laughed, but it was forced and wooden. Her demeanour seemed to change almost instantly; shoulders sagged, mouth downturned, suddenly the greys in her hair and the wrinkles on her face seemed somehow suddenly more pronounced. 

“I’m, er... not doing the village fete next year. This was my last one, so I really wanted to it go well. And it has! It’s done fantastically! But, um, I’m going to miss it.” Annette’s gaze seemed to mist over as she spoke, not to Emma, but more to the air in front of her.

“Why not?” Was all Emma could ask, and it seemed to break the trance Annette had fallen into, as her head snapped to face Emma’s. Emma realised she was searching for reassurance, as if she was still a young girl, but when her eyes met Annette’s, all she felt was fear. Annette’s eyes were soft, and loving, and filled with uncertainty.

“You love doing the fete.” Emma continued, her voice fearful and shaky. “You don’t have to give it up, you don’t have to end it all on a high-”

“Oh, my girl.” Annette cooed. “Sometimes things just have to change. We might not want them to, but sometimes they have to.”

“But why?” Emma was aware that she sounded childish and petulant, but she couldn’t stop herself. 

“Because I’m sick, Emma.” Annette started, taking a second to compose herself, before carrying on. “I got the results back from my mammogram a week or so ago, and it confirmed what my doctor and I thought. They said that it’s breast cancer.” 
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