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    Life has to go on. Lyn Pierce's husband is dead. Now there is no need for her to worry about whether or not she can have children. Bringing babies into the world makes her happy and so she is more than contented with her life as a midwife. Then Dr Adam Fletcher joins her practice. They meet first when he rescues her from drowning and they quickly become more than just friends. But Adam loves children, and is determined to have a family. He loves Lyn as much as she loves him. But could she marry a man when the chances are that they will never have a child of their own?


  




  

    Chapter One




    It was Sunday morning, and officially a day off, so midwife Lyn Pierce wasn‘t in her. smart blue-and-white uniform. However, Lyn didn‘t pay much attention to days off. She had promised to call in so she would do so. Her work was her life – she had few other interests.




    She looked down at one-year-old Edward Harris. Edward gurgled happily back at her, seeming the least concerned of anyone in the room. Behind Lyn were Edward’s anxious parents, Bill and Julie. Behind them, and much more relaxed, sat Bill’s mother and father.




    Lyn reached down to pick up Edward, holding him to her with an expert hand. ‘Edward is a wonder baby. I wish all babies were as healthy and as well cared for as he is.’




    ‘But we’ve never left him before,’ Julie said. ‘Since he was born I’ve never spent more than an hour away from him. Going away seems sort of uncaring.’




    ‘Not at all. Don’t be selfish. Let Edward’s grandparents have a look-in. They certainly know what to do.’




    ‘We ought to,’ the grandmother said with a grin. ‘We’ve had five children of our own and there are three other grandchildren.’




    ‘I’m more worried about you and Bill than the baby,’ Lyn went on. ‘You’ve done a great job so far in bringing him up. Now you need a rest, a bit of self-indulgence. Getting away will do you the world of good.’




    ‘Well, if you’re sure,’ Julie said slowly, ‘we would like to …’




    ‘I am sure, very sure. Now, get in that car, go away and enjoy yourselves.’




    ‘All right, we will.’ Julie had only needed a bit of reassurance and now she was suddenly quite determined. ‘Bill, fetch the cases down, we’ll get straight off.’




    Lyn winked at the grandparents, and the grandfather winked back. ‘I’ll be off, too,’ Lyn said. ‘I know there’ll be absolutely no need to call, but you have my mobile number.’ She walked out into the sunshine.




    Julie walked with her, now obviously delighted. ‘I’m looking forward to this now. Bill’s booked us into a hotel in York. I’ve packed clothes I haven’t worn for ages. And it’ll just be the two of us.’ She suddenly looked shocked. ‘Is that a terrible thing to say?’




    ‘No, Julie, it isn’t. Edward isn’t the only person in your life. You have a husband to love as well. Now, go and have a good time!’ Julie hesitated a moment and then left.




    Lyn walked to her car, checking that her boat was safe on its trailer. Then she drove away. As she headed out of the village of Keldale, she remembered the excitement, the joys, the fears of having a baby. And the pleasure of sharing those joys with a husband. Then she shook her head and drove a little faster. Those thoughts were none of her business now.




    She was driving to Lake Windermere, fifteen miles away. She loved it here in the Lake District at this time of year. The colours of the trees, lakes, sky and fields seemed different, more subtle in early autumn. Autumn suited her mood. She often felt autumnal, a little melancholy, as if the summer of her life was past. Then she shook herself. That was a foolish idea. She was a successful midwife, a career-woman of thirty-two.




    Lyn parked at the sailing club, slid off her loose trousers to reveal shorts underneath. Her smart trainers were changed for a disreputable pair with the toes cut off to let water out. Then she enjoyed herself, erecting the mast, rigging her dinghy, bending on the sails. Finally, blue sails flapping, she wheeled her dinghy to the hard and pushed it into the water.




    As she tethered it to a convenient bollard she caught sight of the name of her dinghy – the “Start Again”. Her shoulders hunched. Naming the dinghy had been a wild reaction against a malevolent fate. Sometimes now she thought it had been a little foolish. An over-reaction, perhaps.




    Back at the car, Lyn strapped on her lifejacket, then took a carefully wrapped parcel of papers and placed them into a waterproof box. She dropped in her mobile phone and her handbag. In a dinghy, you expected everything to fall overboard. Then she returned to the dinghy, carefully strapped down the box and pushed off. This was what she had come for.




    Carefully, she threaded her way through the other dinghies, passed visitors happily splashing in hired rowing boats, avoided the moored luxury cruisers. Nearer the shore the wind was erratic at first, but when she reached open water she found a stiff breeze that cracked open the sails and made her little craft heel. This was good!




    She sat out farther, listened to the hiss of water under the stem, felt the heat of the sun on the back of her neck. This north end of the lake was ringed by mountains, she could see the grey blue summits all around.




    Now she was away from other people. She was happy.




    Lyn tacked across to the west bank, turned to run along it to where she had been told there would be a large motor cruiser moored. After fifteen minutes she saw it – there was the blue superstructure, the flag indicating that it had been hired from the boatyard.




    As she saw it her boat heeled again and automatically she let air spill from the sails. A cold wind chilled her back and when she glanced over her shoulder she saw the dark line of a squall hastening towards her over the water. This was the Lake District, where the weather could change in half a minute. No matter, she’d soon be at the cruiser.




    She was calling on Dr Adam Fletcher. In a fortnight he was going to join the Keldale practice for six months while one of the other partners was on a training course. Lyn wasn’t looking forward to working with him.




    Just yesterday, when she’d accepted this job as water-borne postman, the senior partner of the practice, her friend Cal Mitchell had said, ‘It’ll raise the profile of the practice, Lyn. A real live television star. Just what we need to show how good we are.’




    ‘We don’t need a television star to prove we’re good. We’ve got the opinions of our patients. That’s all that matters.’




    ‘You don’t want to work with a TV star?’




    She knew Cal had been teasing her.




    ‘I want to do my work and be left alone! That’s all.’




    Cal had lifted a hand to calm her. ‘I interviewed him myself. I think he’ll be a good man. He has excellent references – medical ones, not from TV, from people I trust. And I’ve watched a couple of his programmes. I think they will help people.’




    ‘And don’t tell me – he looks absolutely wonderful.’




    ‘Yes, Lyn, he does look wonderful. But he’s still a good doctor. You have to give him a chance.’




    She trusted Cal’s judgement. ‘Whatever you say. I’ll give him a chance. Now, what is this packet I have to deliver?’




    ‘Just if you happen to be on Lake Windermere tomorrow. And you said you were. He’s hired a cruiser for a bit of peace. He wants to do some writing and some studying before he starts with us. I’ve told him there won’t be much chance afterwards. But this packet came for him and it looks important. I’d just like to get it to him to show him that we’re a practice that helps each other.’




    ‘OK, I’ll do it,’ Lyn had said. But she wasn’t looking forward to the job. She wasn’t expecting to like the new partner. She didn’t like successful, good-looking, flamboyant men. Not that she thought about men much at all.




    The wind was now growing stronger. Suddenly there were whitecaps to the waves and she found herself feeling cold. But she felt confident. She was a competent sailor, she could deal with this. She needed to be competent at everything she did.




     So far there was no sign of life on the cruiser ahead. Presumably, the doctor was writing or studying below decks. She was now almost alongside, and calculated that the best thing to do was to cut across the stern of the cruiser and come up on the shore side. There it would be sheltered; she could tie her dinghy to the side of the cruiser cockpit and climb aboard.




    She put her helm up, the dinghy careered across the cruiser stern and just at that moment the strongest squall so far raced across the lake. The dinghy heeled, water sloshed into it and she stretched and leaned backwards to jerk it back onto an even keel. She could hold it … just. But then there was a loud crack.




    No time for fear or panic. She knew her mast had snapped, knew that the sail would fall. The dinghy lurched upright and she was catapulted backwards. There was an instant’s shock as her body dropped into the cold water: Then a sudden blinding pain in her head. And then there was blackness.




    Lyn’s head hurt. She had been asleep, now she was waking up. Her head hurt and if she came thoroughly awake then her head would hurt more. She wanted to stay asleep, she didn’t want to wake up and hurt even more. But she didn’t seem to have any choice.




    Her eyes she kept carefully closed. What else did she know? She was warm, but some bits of her were damp. There were other pains apart from that in her head, and her right thigh hurt. She was lying on her back, more or less comfortable. How she wished she didn’t have to wake up. She couldn’t help it. She groaned.




    A voice said, ‘You’re waking up. Just lie there. You’ve had a nasty crack on the head but I think you’re going to be OK.’ It was a deep voice, a soothing voice, a comforting voice. She wanted to do what it said. But instead she opened her eyes. Just where was she?




    To her side was a brass porthole so she was on a boat – presumably the cruiser. Lyn turned her head and saw a shelf with a row of medical books. She looked downwards. There was a sheet and a blanket – and, suddenly, something else struck her.




    ‘Who undressed me?’ she asked.




    ‘I did. I thought it necessary. You were cold and wet and I wanted to look at your thigh to see how near that cut was to the artery. Besides, I am a doctor.’ The voice was reassuring but not apologetic. ‘Now, I’d like to look in your eyes.’




    His hands were gentle on the side of her head and Lyn stared upwards, not paying much attention to the face so close to hers. Of course, she knew what he was doing, checking for signs of concussion. Then she blinked and twitched, a cold drop of something having fallen on her face. ‘Sorry,’ he muttered, and added, ‘Pupils are the same size. I don’t think there’s any need for you to go to hospital. But you should rest for a while and then I’ll see about stitching up your head.’




    By now she was more conscious, able to think about what had happened, to take in her surroundings. ‘You’re wet,’ she said.




    ‘I certainly am. I had to jump in to pull you out, you were floating away. There I was, quietly working, when there was this great thump on the stern. I came into the cockpit, thinking that I had a visitor. And I had, but she was unconscious.’




     She’d think more about that later. ‘My boat! What happened to my boat?’




    ‘I’ve tied it to the side of the cruiser. No problem there but you’re going to need a new mast.’




    ‘I see.’ Lyn’s headache was getting worse. ‘Can you tell me what happened? I was rounding the stern of your cruiser and my mast snapped so I … what happened then?’




    ‘You fell backwards onto the cruiser’s propeller. It gave you a nasty cut.’




    She struggled, tried to sit upright. ‘The box! There were papers for you in a box and I …’




    Gently, he eased her back to the pillow. ‘I found the box. It’s on board and we can worry about it later. Now, apart from the head and the thigh, are there any other aches or pains? I had a quick look at you but I couldn’t see anything.’




    ‘My head’s the worst, but I don’t think there’s anything much else.’




    ‘You didn’t swallow any water? I think I got you out in time.’




    ‘No, I’m not going to drown.’




    ‘Then that’s enough talking. Just lie there for a few minutes, there’s no need to worry about anything. We’ll sort things out later. I’ll be sitting here, reading.’




    He had a voice that inspired confidence; a deep voice that made you want to do what he said. She lay back, tried to relax and let her confused thoughts sort themselves out.




    Her hair was still wet. He had put a towel underneath her head and she could feel the bulk of some kind of dressing as well. She was pleasantly warm, but there was some dampness and she realised that when he’d undressed her he’d left on her bra and knickers.




    Then she had to blush a little. Most of the time she dressed in her uniform or, when at home, in shirt and jeans. She didn’t have much occasion to wear fancy clothes. But she had a secret vice. Her underwear was always of the finest, most delicate lace. Just the opposite of what would be expected of a sensible midwife.




    Well, he had seen it. Let him make of it what he wished.




    For a few moments more she lay there and then decided she was strong enough to talk again. ‘Did you say you thought my head should be sutured?’




    ‘I’d like to put at least one in. Head wounds bleed a lot but I don’t think there’s any serious damage.’




    ‘Will you have to cut the hair away?’ Lyn couldn’t stop the note of anxiety in her voice.




    He laughed. ‘I very much doubt it. If I do, it’ll be the absolute minimum. Now, before we go any further, should we tell anyone where you are? Is anyone going to worry about you?’




    ‘No one worries about me. I look after myself.’




    She hadn’t meant it to sound so defiant.




    ‘I see. And did you say that you had some papers for me? How did you know I was here?’




    She sighed. Now they would have to get professional, and an explanation would be required and so on. ‘My name’s Lyn Pierce. I’m the midwife at Keldale practice. And I know you’re Dr Adam Fletcher. A parcel of papers was sent to you at the practice and Cal Mitchell thought they might be important. So, since I was coming for a sail on the lake anyway, I thought I may as well bring them to you.’




    ‘That was very good of you. Midwife Lyn Pierce, I’m very pleased to meet you.’




    He held out a hand and as she took it he noticed her ring. ‘That’ll be Mrs Lyn Pierce?’




    ‘I hope it will be Lyn. And although I’m Mrs Pierce, I’m a widow.’ Then she sat upright and looked at him properly for the first time. And he was sensational!




    He had longish blond hair, still wet and now roughly pushed back. His eyes were large, but she couldn’t tell what colour they were. They seemed an odd, indeterminate grey-green. His expression was concerned, thoughtful, but she thought there was humour underneath. And he was a big man! He must have changed because his clothes were dry, but the dampness of his body made the muscles show.




    With a shock, she realised that she hadn’t been so instantly attracted to a man in years. And it was mutual. Something passed between them, some consciousness that things had changed, that life would never be quite the same again. She saw his eyes darken, his expression change. He was as lost as she was. She let go of his hand. She had no idea how long she had held it.




    She tried to find refuge in the ordinary. ‘Well, I’m feeling much better now, Dr Fletcher, and …’




    ‘It’s Adam,’ he said gently, ‘and, as your doctor, I say that you aren’t much better. I prescribe at least another half-hour’s rest. I’ll fetch you a couple of painkillers and you can lie here quietly. I’ll go next door and read these papers you’ve been to so much trouble to bring. And you’re sure no one will worry about you?’




    ‘No one will worry about me.’




    ‘Well, I think that’s a pity.’ He handed her a glass of water and two pills. ‘Take these and try to rest.’




    So Lyn took them, and did as he told her. Soon the throbbing in her head diminished. It was strangely peaceful, lying there. She could just detect the slight rocking of the cruiser, hear the splashing of waves against the hull. She glanced round the room – no, it was a cabin. She was in a bunk, a double one. There were clothes on a stool and she could see male toiletries on a built-in dresser. A dressing gown hung from a hook. Obviously it was his bedroom and it felt oddly intimate.




    What had happened between them? Why that sudden feeling that they’d known each other before? She must be more shocked than she’d realised. But there was no chance that she would sleep. She’d just shut her eyes for a moment, and then call to him and...




    She seemed to have been asking herself this question a lot recently. Where was she?




    Then recollection flooded back. The trip across the lake, the accident, the pain in her head that was still with her. And meeting Dr Fletcher … Adam. He seemed to be … how did she know he was standing just above her? She opened her eyes, and there he was.




    ‘I heard your breathing change,’ he said, ‘I knew you were waking up so I brought you some tea. Want to sit up?’




    Adam put his arm behind her, eased her forward and dropped a pillow behind her back – just like an experienced nurse, she thought. But as Lyn sat upright the blanket and sheet fell away from her chest, and she clutched them back to her.




    Without changing expression, he threw her a large tracksuit top. ‘Wear this for now. It zips open so you don’t have to pull it over your head. Back in a minute.’ Then he left the room.




    He’s considerate, she thought, as she carefully pulled on the thick garment. We both know he’s undressed me, but he doesn’t want to embarrass me. I think I like him. She reached for the tea he had left her.




    When he returned he had her lean forward so he could lift the temporary dressing on the back of her head. ‘Doesn’t look too bad. I’d like to put a suture in, though, just to be certain. Now, ordinarily I’d ask a nurse to wash your hair. But I haven’t got a nurse, so do you mind if I do it?’




    ‘You, wash my hair?’




    ‘I don’t want you to try to do it yourself. So either I do it or you stay smelling of lake and crusted with blood.’




    ‘Did anyone tell you that you’re a very persuasive man? Where do we perform this hair-washing?’




    ‘I have a tiny bathroom. If we leave the door open, I think there might be room enough there for the pair of us.’




    Lyn borrowed his dressing gown and they decided that first of all she would have a shower. He passed through the rest of the tracksuit and she dressed, then sat on a tiny stool with her back to the washbasin. Adam was gentle, shampooing her hair and dabbing it dry. Then he decided that he didn’t need to shave any hair away and could suture her cut quite easily. She told him she could put a plaster on her leg herself.




    ‘What happened to my shirt and shorts?’




    ‘They’re in the cockpit, drying. You’re not going to put them on?’




    She waved at the basin in front of her. ‘I thought I might make use of your facilities and do a bit of clothes-washing. If you don’t mind?’




    ‘Be my guest.’ Adam fetched the garments and passed her a small packet of washing powder. This man was amazing!




    She washed and rinsed everything, including her bra and briefs, wrung them out then carried them through to the cockpit. She felt a little uneasy, wearing no underwear, but consoled herself with the thought that the baggy tracksuit would hide the fact.




    The sun was out again. The squall that had resulted in her capsizing had long passed and it was a glorious September day again. ‘Do you mind if I turn your beautiful cruiser into a washing line?’




    He waved an urbane hand. ‘It’ll make it seem more like a working boat. Spread your things on the deck, they’ll soon dry. Then sit here in the sun and we’ll get to know each other. And in a minute we’ll have some lunch. Are you hungry yet? Cold water makes me hungry.’




    ‘It would be nice to have something to eat.’ Lyn realised that, yes, she was hungry. But her native caution asserted itself. What had he meant when he’d said that they would get to know each other?




    While she’d been in the shower he’d somehow washed and combed his own hair. Now he did look like a TV presenter. There was something in his face that inspired confidence. She felt that whatever this man told her she would believe. He wasn’t the kind of man she usually took to, but, in spite of herself, she found herself liking him. And so she was wary.




     She sat on the other side of the cockpit from him, having spread out her washing, and huddled the folds of the tracksuit to her body.




    ‘It was good of you to bring those papers to me,’ Adam said. ‘They were quite important. I’ve got to go down to London tomorrow and I’m glad to have read them first. Now, would you like to dine in the saloon or shall we eat out here? That locker lid there cleverly converts into a table.’




    ‘I’d like to eat out here. But may I help you …?’




    ‘No need. I threw a few things together while you were asleep. Just sit there and recuperate and leave it all to me.’




    He seemed remarkably efficient. Within minutes there was a table fixed in the cockpit, a cloth and cutlery on it. He served soup, which she suspected was home-made. To follow came a tossed salad, chicken and hot rolls. ‘You did all this yourself? I thought TV presenters ate in expensive canteens and were taken out for posh meals.’




    ‘That does happen sometimes. But once I was a penniless student, and I liked to eat well. So I taught myself to cook. There’s not much difference in time or money between eating well and eating badly. I’ve got a fridge and freezer on board and every three days I call in for supplies. Now, more chicken?’




    Lyn was enjoying herself. It was easy to ignore the dull ache in her head, to forget that she was sitting in a baggy borrowed tracksuit with no underwear on. She was enjoying herself because she was with this man. And he seemed to be going out of his way not to alarm her. There was no aggressive masculinity. He was content to sit and be with her.




     ‘Why are you coming up here to work?’ Lyn asked. ‘We’re a long way from the bright lights of London.’




    ‘I’m a doctor,’ he replied simply. ‘It’s what I love doing more than anything. Even more than making TV programmes,’ he added with a smile.




    ‘I’m afraid I’ve never seen one of your programmes,’ she said, and found that she was genuinely sorry. ‘I just don’t seem to have time. But won’t you be lonely away from your friends?’




    ‘No. London can be a lonely place even though there are so many people there. I’m looking forward to something different.’




    ‘You’ll like the practice. We’re like a family, we look after each other.’ Lyn paused, wondering how to phrase the next question. She decided to be blunt. ‘You’re not married?’




    Adam didn’t seem to mind her frankness. ‘No. Never have been and there’s no one in mind at the moment. But I’m not against marriage. I just never met anyone … you said you were a widow? I don’t mean to pry.’




    She had told the story so many times before that she should have become used to it. But it was still hard. ‘I was married for five wonderful years. And then three years ago my husband was killed in a farming accident. I think of him every day. But I have my work and that is very fulfilling.’




    ‘I can imagine. You had no children? They can make a difference to even the saddest thing.’ His voice was gentle.




    ‘No. No children. I had a late miscarriage and there was never a chance again.’




    Rather to her surprise, she thought that he was genuinely upset by her story. She could tell that he wanted to know more, but was too courteous to ask. And for the moment she didn’t want to say any more.




    When their meal was over, he again refused her offer of help. I’ll clear away, I know exactly where everything goes. This won’t take me five minutes.’




    So Lyn sat out there in the sun, enjoying the coffee that he brought her.




    And when he rejoined her she said, rather reluctantly, ‘I suppose I ought to be getting back. Somehow.’




    ‘No problem. You’re still injured and you’re not to strain yourself in any way. I’ve got your boat tied alongside, I’ve baled her out and unshipped the mast. I’ll just tow her back to … where did you come from?’




    ‘I’m parked at the sailing club. I can leave the boat there and arrange to have a new mast fitted.’




    They both looked over the edge of the cruiser at the dinghy tied alongside. ‘I’ve never been sailing,’ he said. ‘Is it fun?’




    ‘It’s fun and hard work. If you like, when I get a new mast I’ll take you for a sail. ‘




     ‘I’ll hold you to that. Now, should I be towing you back?’ Adam’s face and voice were both bland. ‘Of course, you’ve had a nasty knock on the head so it might be a good idea if you didn’t drive straight away. If you don’t have to get back, why don’t you stay on board for the afternoon? We could go for a bit of a cruise, up and down the lake.’




    ‘Don’t you have work to do?’




    ‘I do. But I fancy a rest. And I came up here for the scenery. I’d like to share watching it with someone.’




    Lyn knew she ought to say no. But why not? It was just a trip up and down the lake with a colleague. ‘I’d love a cruise.’ She smiled.




    So Adam fastened her dinghy astern and they pottered down the quiet west side of the lake, admiring the views and trying to avoid the traffic on the east side. They passed the car ferry and headed for the centre of the lake, now blue and silver under the high sun. In the distance they could dimly hear the noises of civilisation – the rumble of traffic, the shouting of children in the chilly water, an occasional radio. But they felt alone. This was their own little world.




    After a while Adam said that he would take her back now. How had he known that she had been thinking it was time they returned? But she said nothing. They headed back towards town and she saw the buildings growing bigger and thought that in a few minutes they would have to part. Her clothes were now nearly dry. Lyn went to the bedroom to change, rather sadly taking off the baggy tracksuit.




    When they were nearly at the yacht club he hove to and she slid overboard back into her dinghy. She could paddle to shore from here. ‘Thank you so much,’ she called, ‘I have enjoyed…’




    ‘Not goodbye yet. I’ll see you at the club in a couple of minutes.’ Then he pushed the dinghy towards the shore.




    He must have moored the cruiser at one of the jetties belonging to the boatyard, because five minutes later, just as she was arranging to have a new mast fitted, he turned up behind her, then walked her to her car.




    ‘I’m sorry you hurt your head,’ he said, ‘but you’ve no idea how much I’ve enjoyed today.’




    ‘I’ve enjoyed it, too.’




    ‘Perhaps we could have another day out on the boat together?’




    This was heading into dangerous territory. ‘Perhaps,’ Lyn said uncertainly, ‘but I am kept very busy, you know. I don’t have a lot of time.’ She didn’t know quite what else to say and her words came out more stilted than she’d intended. ‘I’m glad to welcome you to the practice.’




    ‘I’m glad to join it. It’s nice to think that I’ve got at least one friend there already. Now, you know what head wounds are like – get yours checked.’ Adam leaned forward, kissed her gently on the cheek. ‘It’s been a good day for me, Lyn.’ Then he was gone.




    The streets of the little town were busy and it took all Lyn’s concentration to navigate the crowds of good-natured holidaymakers. But soon she was in the countryside, able to enjoy the scenery, to think over her day. She had a lot to think about.




    After being pulled out of the water she had really enjoyed her day – she couldn’t remember when she had enjoyed a day so much. She had felt an excitement that was new to her. Adam was such good company. He made her feel alive, he made her feel like a woman again.




    Then she felt foolish. All that was between her and him was simple animal attraction. He was a good-looking, charming man, probably practised because of his appearance on TV. She had been vulnerable to his charm because of the injury to her head. She had to remember that she was a widowed midwife, happy and fulfilled in her career and needing nothing more.




    Once she had been married. For five years she had been ecstatically happy – and then one afternoon her world had crashed about her. Her husband had left home one morning, and that afternoon he was dead.




    She’d thought she couldn’t survive the pain of that tearing apart. But somehow she had. And with survival had come a determination never to make herself vulnerable again. There was too much pain in love. She never wanted another man. Adam would be a friend – but nothing more.




    She drew up outside her home, one of the row of little terraced houses owned by the practice. Her neighbour Jane waved to her and called for her to come in for a coffee. Jane was the district nurse, and engaged to Cal.




    Lyn had plenty to tell her and when she had finished her story, Jane looked at Lyn’s injured head and decided that Adam was very competent and there was no need for Cal to look at the wound that evening. ‘Now, tell me, what’s he like?’




    Lyn shrugged. ‘He seemed pleasant enough. I think he’s a good doctor.’




    ‘He rescued you, fed you, took you for a trip round the lake and all you can say is that “he seemed pleasant enough”! I want details!’




    ‘I didn’t really notice. I suppose he’s good-looking and he’s got a nice voice.’




    Jane looked at her friend disapprovingly. ‘You know you get a little black mark on your soul every time you tell a lie,’ she said righteously.




    It was getting dark now. Some twenty miles away, Adam Fletcher was sitting in the cockpit of the cruiser, a glass of wine in his hand, watching the blood-red sun sink below the black line of the mountaintops. He’d had an interesting day.




    Lyn Pierce. If he closed his eyes he could imagine her sitting opposite him in the cockpit, wearing his old grey tracksuit. Strange how such a shapeless garment could look so good! And before that, when he had pulled off her wet outer clothes, she had been … no, that kind of thought was unprofessional!




    But one thing was certain. When she had opened her eyes, when they had first looked at each other, there had been a shiver of recognition, an instant attraction that both of them had felt. He’d felt it, he knew she’d felt it, too. But would she acknowledge it?




    At first sight she didn’t seem remarkable. Her face was pleasant, her figure trim. Her hair was cut short, close to her head. She seemed guarded. It had taken her a while to smile, and she tended to look downwards. Only after a while had she revealed herself. But slowly he had come to realize she was beautiful.




    What of her personality? He suspected that, having been widowed so suddenly, it had made her lock down her emotions. She’d been badly hurt and it wasn’t going to happen again. He knew she would be his friend. But if he indicated he wanted more than friendship, then what would happen? She would run.




    Did he want to be more than just her friend? After all, he had only just met her. It would take time. But something told him that, yes, possibly, this could be the woman he had longed for so much.




    How to persuade her of this?
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