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    It was all that he wanted, a new life for Dr Alex Storm. Promotion to Specialist A and E Registrar at a good hospital in the North. He would be near his mother, his sister and her family, near the countryside he loved so much. Then a devastating letter made all his dreams and hopes seem futile. He would have to find release in work.




    Charge Nurse Sam Burns thinks the new registrar is definitely something special. They work well together, they become friends and soon it is obvious to her that they could be more than friends. But she knows something is wrong - why is Alex so afraid of committal? Somehow she must find out - and together they can solve the problem!


  




  

    Prologue




    It should have been one of the happiest days of Alex's life.




    His little hospital flat was now cleared, his bags, boxes and trunks in a pile in the centre of the floor, ready to be carried north the next day. He had enjoyed his farewell party, three nights ago, had said goodbye to all his friends. All ties had now been cut.




    For perhaps the last time he looked out of the window, surveyed the urban sprawl below, heard the constant din of traffic, smelt the ever-present traffic fumes. He had been in London for sixteen years now, at this hospital for eight of them. He had been contented here, but now it was time to move on. He intended to change his entire lifestyle—and when he made a decision he stuck to it.




    For all his life he had been a workaholic. He loved his job, but now was the time to ease off a little, to see what else life had to offer. He had a new post—Specialist Registrar in the accident and emergency department of the Dell Owen Hospital in Liverpool. He would start a new life.




    He had liked the city when he had visited it. He would buy himself a flat in one of the pleasant suburbs—or even a place in a converted city-centre warehouse, overlooking the river. Instead of working every weekend, he would take time off, walk in the hills of Wales or the Lake District, visit his sister and her family. He would make new friends—possibly even get a girlfriend. He smiled ruefully to himself! His love life so far had played second place to his career. Yes, life would be good in Liverpool.




    There was a knock on the door, a voice called, 'Letters, Dr Storm.'




    Dr Alex Storm opened the door and thanked the porter, laid the pile on his desk. Doctors got lots of letters. He pulled the waste-paper basket forward.




    Much was junk mail, to be discarded at once. There were a couple of magazines he would look through, a notice from the financial section of the hospital dealing with his pension contributions. His pension! He was only thirty-two. But he carefully put the notice to one side, to be filed later.




    And there was a hand-written letter from Australia. Printed on both back and front of the envelope, in heavy black letters, was the message, 'Personal—to be opened by Dr Storm only.!




    Alex frowned, looked curiously at the letter. It was postmarked Perth. He had a friend in Perth, Dick Fletcher, a doctor he had trained with, but this wasn't his handwriting. Besides, they corresponded by e-mail. He shrugged, and slit open the envelope.




    Inside was a single sheet of paper, handwritten. There was no home address, no post office box number. The writing was carefully formed, as if the writer had written slowly and carefully, thinking about every word.




    Alex sat back in his easy chair, read the first line. Then he jerked himself upright, his hands convulsed on the paper. Body tense, he read through the letter. Then he read it again and again. He picked up the discarded envelope, peered inside it as if there might be another message. Then he screwed up the letter, threw it across the room.




    He felt sick, and somehow managed to drag himself to the basin in the corner, drank glass after glass of water. He still felt sick. Some distant part of his mind noticed that his hands were trembling—his hands didn't usually tremble.




    Somehow he found his way back to his chair, sat for an hour staring vacantly at the wall in front of him.




    Then something struck him. Could it be a hoax? His heart leapt at the idea and for a moment he felt that... No. It wasn't a hoax, it was all too plausible, all too obvious. He grinned bitterly. He had always had the power to face facts, no matter how unpleasant they might be. He would face this one, too.




    He walked across the room, picked up the screwed up letter and smoothed it out. He read it again—though by now he had practically memorised the contents. There was no hope there, nothing new appeared.




    No address given, he knew why. But he could ask Dick to make enquiries, he suspected he could find the writer—if he wanted to. Perhaps it wasn't a good idea.




    But he had to check first. Yes, he had to check first. And until he knew he would lose himself in work. It was what he had always done.


  




  

    Chapter One




    'Goodbye, Sam, I'm going to miss you. And if you ever want a job, come to me. Africa could do with nurses like you.'




    The bearded specialist registrar wrapped his arms round Staff Nurse Samantha—always known as Sam— Burns, who kissed him back affectionately on the cheek. Then she felt a little sad. She and the older man had got on well together, they'd been a good team.




    'Bye, Richard, we're all going to miss you. Anyway, it's not goodbye yet. There's your leaving do tomorrow night.'




    'I guess I'm saying goodbye to the department. And to you in uniform.'




    He looked approvingly at the slim figure in front of him, the big beaming smile, the dark hair now in a tight French pleat. 'How anyone can look good in hospital scrubs I don't know. But you do.'




    'It's my natural charm,' Sam said airily. She looked quickly around her, leaned back to see along a couple of corridors. 'Things seem quiet. I'd better nip back to the nurses' station, got a couple of things to do there. See you tomorrow, Richard.'




    She kissed him again on the cheek.




    But she didn't go back to the nurses' station. Instead she hurried along the corridors, made sure all was quiet and returned to the receptionist's office. Matty Gray, the fifty-year-old receptionist, had seen most of what a hospital had to offer. She moved to one side, let Sam take her seat by the enquiries window—and in front of the public address system. Huddled in the corner of the office were three of Sam's friends, two female nurses, one male. They were giggling.




    'Have you got it?' Sam asked.




    Her friend Lucie Allott handed her a great black machine, a combination radio, tape and CD player. 'My oldest kid's ghetto-blaster,' she said. 'The tape's set exactly at the right place. And it's on maximum volume. Just put it by the microphone and touch that button there.'




    The five peered through the glass screen, saw Richard Stokes, the leaving SR, come into the waiting room and take a last look round. 'Now,' said Sam, and jabbed her finger on the 'play' button.




    A vastly amplified voice blasted through the room. 'Goodbye...goodbye...we all wish you a last goodbye...' And as the voice rose on the final falsetto 'goodbye', the four nurses put their heads by the microphone and added, in equally shrill voices, 'Dr Richard Stokes.'




    Startled, Richard looked towards the receptionist's office. Then he saw the four giggling nurses and shook his head. He came over to the window. 'You know, I've had to go to Africa to get away from things like this,' he said. 'But now I'm wondering if I'll miss you all.' Then he was gone.




    There was work for the other two nurses but Lucie and Sam were entitled to a break. They walked back to the nurses' room for a coffee. Sam was glad of Lucie's company; she was feeling just a little sad again. She and Richard had worked so well together.




    But Lucie was the one to take her mind off things. She was in her early fifties. She had taken time off to bring up three children and when they had been safely off her hands she had retrained. Now she was the hardest-working and maddest of them all.




    'Raffle tickets,' she said, producing a book from her uniform pocket, 'for that new machine on the children's ward. How many d'you want?'




    'Give me a fiver's worth,' Sam said absently, reaching for her purse. 'What's the gossip about who's coming to replace Richard?'




    Sam had been away when the new man had been shown round the department. She would have liked to have met him.




    'Nobody knows yet,' said Lucie. 'But I will. He's supposed to be a London wonder man, younger than Richard, so you'll have no trouble kicking him into line.'




    'Hope he knows how we work here,' said Sam.




    There were two other specialist registrars in the department and a single consultant, Herbert Train. But Herbert was seldom seen these days. He seemed to spend most of his time in London, working on BMA committees and making speeches to Members of Parliament. And the department was organised so that, as far as possible, nurses and junior doctors would work under their own particular senior registrar. Sam liked that. It meant she was part of a team. But the team needed a leader—or two leaders—and she knew that she and Richard Stokes had been good leaders. How would she work with this new man?




    'You're a bit low,' Lucie said, 'and we're all sorry that Richard is going. But tomorrow should be a great party. Here's something to cheer you up.' She fiddled with the ghetto-blaster and a moment later the room—  and presumably every other room nearby—was filled with the sound of the latest pop tune.




    Sam winced. This was not the kind of thing to play in an A and E department, even if it was a quiet Friday afternoon. She said, 'I think you ought to...'




    The door to the nurses' room opened, a dark figure appeared. The music blared out a little longer, then Lucie shut it off. In the sudden silence a voice said, 'I might like the music. Other people might like the music. But is it the thing to play in an A and E department?'




    Sam quite liked the voice, if not the message. It was a deep voice, musical, with the slightest of accents. Not a local one, from somewhere perhaps near South Wales. But there was an edge to it, a tone that suggested a man used to getting his own way.




    The man stepped into the room. Sam noticed the posture next, shoulders hunched almost protectively, as if the man was expecting a fight. He looked around, taking his time, and then said quietly, 'There seems to be a bit of a build-up in Triage. Perhaps you ought to be working there instead of...amusing yourselves and those around you. Treat them rather than play them music?'




    Of course, Sam knew he was right. But she didn't like being forced onto the defensive and as ever she was going to fight back. She said, 'Nurse Allott, I know you haven't finished your break, but you might go to see if you're needed.'




    Lucie glanced from Sam to the stranger, obviously decided that leaving was the best thing to do. Sam remained silent until she had left, and then said to the stranger, 'I am Charge Nurse Burns, I supervise the nursing staff on this shift. If you have any complaints to make, please make them to me.'




    'Not a complaint, Charge Nurse. What I made was a comment.'




    'It sounded like a complaint. And A and E departments don't have to be miserable places. Staff and patients both do better in a more relaxed atmosphere.'




    'I entirely agree. If there is medical care at the same time. As I said, I did not complain.' The man shut the door behind him, stepped further into the room. Thoughtfully he said, 'In fact, I've done a fair amount of general surgery. I once worked with a surgeon who had opera piped into the theatre. He said it calmed him and he also believed it calmed the unconscious patient.'




    'So saving on anaesthesia?' Sam asked cheerfully.




    'Perhaps that was a side-effect,' said the man. 'And, if so, to be desired.'




    'Please, sit down. And would you like a coffee?' Sam asked, and turned to the percolator. Now the tension had lessened she found herself rather taken with this man, whoever he might be.




    'That would be kind of you. Black, no sugar.' The man sat.




    Sam poured them each a cup of coffee, sat herself and surveyed the man, Yes, she was rather taken with him—though she wished he'd smile.




    It was nearing the end of summer, a warm late afternoon. The man was dressed in a lightweight grey suit and white shirt, but without a tie. He was big, dark-haired and his face was... noticeable. Sam couldn' t think of a better word than that. She knew it was a face she would remember.




    'May I help you? I take it that since you talk about surgery that you are a doctor, but this is still a private office. Which section are you from?'




    'No section until Monday morning. But then I'll be working here. I'm to be the new A and E specialist registrar and I just dropped in to say hello.'




    'Oh,' said Sam, and shook the offered hand. It was an interesting handshake. He didn't try to squeeze like so many macho doctors she had met, he held her hand firmly, assessing almost.




    She felt she ought to explain a little. 'We were just saying goodbye to Richard Stokes—he's the man you're replacing. We're all sad to see him go, we've worked well together.'




    'I see. I hope I can earn such loyalty myself. My name's Alex Storm, by the way, and you are Charge Nurse...'




    'Sam Burns,' said Sam. 'Your surname is Storm, is it? Is that an indication of your character? Are you stormy?'




    Now there was a smile, if only a little one. He appeared to consider. 'I suppose it could be an indication of my character. But I don't think of myself as stormy because I don't ask much. All I want is total and instant obedience, my every thought anticipated and staff who manage to fit twelve hours' work into an eight-hour shift.'




    'No problem,' said Sam. We regard that as the minimum.'




    Now he did smile and she was astonished. The rather stern features were transformed. A smiling Alex Storm was an entirely different person. She just knew that he was fascinated by her, he wanted her to be his dearest friend and in return she would do anything for him.




    All that from one smile, she thought to herself.




    Alex stood, wandered over to the window and pulled aside the blinds. 'I love a hospital set in grounds with trees,' he said. 'Trees like that fine oak there are a therapy themselves.'




    'This is different from London?'




    'Very different. My entire life is going to be different from now on.'




    Why did she think there was some kind of message there? It had been a statement of flat fact, not of hope.




    He went on, 'I take it that Sam is short for Samantha? I like Samantha, it's a lovely feminine name. D'you remember the song "Goodbye, Sam, hello, Samantha"?'




    'I know it and I like it. It was popular years before I was born but my mother fancied it. But Samantha is too much of a mouthful, there's not enough time in a busy department.'




    'No, there's not enough time. Never enough time.'




    'It's not that, it's..'




    The door opened, Lucie's head poked through. She didn't see Alex standing by the window and she spoke straight to Sam. 'Sam, we've got a nasty case in, a dislocated shoulder. We're low on doctors and that new SHO, Marie Penn, she's doing her best but she's not up to it and she won't admit it and she's getting flustered.' Then she saw Alex standing by the window, blinked and said, 'Oh!'




    'Thanks, Lucie, I'll see what can be done. Off you go.'




    Lucie seemed only too pleased to leave. Sam wondered what expression she had seen on Alex's face, but he spoke quite pleasantly.




    'You seem to get to know everything that happens in this department.'




    'I try to. And we all try to help each other. Now, Nurse Allott has more years experience of A and E work than Dr Penn has been alive. She didn't see you, that was intended to be a remark in confidence. She was interested solely in the welfare of the patient—and for that matter in the welfare of Dr Penn. It's the kind of honesty that I value in a nurse.'




    'I see.'




    She could see that he was considering this remark. Then he nodded and said, 'That makes sense. I think I'm going to enjoy working with this staff. D'you mind if I come along with you? Just to watch, of course, I'm not officially here yet. And is there a white coat I could borrow?'




    There was a white coat for him. Sam said, 'I'd love you to come along. But I've been instructed by my superiors that people who are not insured should not be permitted to help in the department. I can't be bothered with such things myself but a lot of doctors are very cautious.'




    'I'm a doctor and somewhere there's a patient. What place has insurance in the great scheme of things?'




    Privately she agreed with him. But she was surprised at the savagery in his voice.




    The patient was in the end cubicle. Sam swished the curtains aside, saw a man lying on his back, naked to the waist. His chest was covered in sweat. He was wearing tight white breeches, shiny black boots—obviously he'd been horse-riding.




    Sam winced. She had seen cases of dislocated shoulders before when riders had been thrown from their horses. It was very painful. And it was most important to get the shoulder back in as quickly as possible. If the muscles tightened up the patient could be in agony and would need a general anaesthetic.




    Marie Penn, the young SHO, was holding the man's arm straight upwards, trying to reduce the dislocation, to ease the arm back into place. She was being assisted by a young inexperienced nurse—not an deal combination.




    'Good to see you, Charge Nurse,' Marie said, a strained smile on her face. 'We're making progress here, but slowly. I could do with a little help.'




    Not a good sign. In time Marie would be a very competent doctor but as yet she tended to flap too much to be a good A and E worker.




    'Dr Penn, I'm Dr Storm,' Alex said quietly, 'the new A and E SR. I'm not interfering with your case, just having a look round, introducing myself, saying hello to people. D'you mind if I speak to your patient?'




    Marie was obviously impressed by this polite approach. 'Of course not Dr Storm. And I'd appreciate your suggestions.'




    Alex was now bending over the patient. 'Hi, I'm Dr Storm. How did this happen to you?'




    The man spoke through gritted teeth. 'The usual story. My horse got spooked just as we were coming up to a jump. She stopped dead and I jumped the fence without her. Landed on my shoulder. Should have taken more care. Doc, I've got to ride again tomorrow.'




    'Not with your shoulder like this you won't,' said Alex. 'But we'll get you fit enough to ride in a week or two. Where exactly were you riding?'




    Sam knew what Alex was doing. He was calming the patient, enabling him to relax. Marie's anxiety had communicated itself to the patient, making him nervous and his muscles taut. Difficult conditions under which to reduce a dislocation.




    The two men chatted for a minute, and Alex drew Marie into the conversation. Then he suggested that they try again. Alex lifted the man's arm vertically, applied traction. Then Marie rotated the shoulder externally. After a moment the head of the humerus jerked into place. The patient sighed with relief.




    'I'll leave you,' Sam whispered to Alex. 'There's things I should be doing.'




    He smiled at her quickly, nodded and then said to Marie, 'That's fine now. See if you can...'




    Sam closed the curtains behind her and walked down to corridor. Somewhere there would be something that needed her attention. She thought she was going to enjoy working with Dr Alex Storm. She was impressed, partly by his skill but mostly by the way he had dealt with Marie. He had made sure that Marie did most of the work, suggesting rather than instructing. Marie had quickly calmed down and Sam guessed she had learned quite a lot. Alex would be good for the department.




    A voice called down the corridor, 'Sam, we have a problem. Well, I have a problem. Perhaps you have an idea.'




    She turned to see the gangling form of Dr Jeff Reid. Jeff was another SHO but older and more experienced than Marie. Sam had every faith in Jeff. If he said there was a problem then there was. 'Tell me,' she said, 'did you know that fifteen minutes ago I thought was going to be a quiet shift?'




    'You should know better.' Jeff looked worried. 'We've got a suturing case in. Martin Farrell, a sheet-metal worker. A big sheet of steel fell on him and sliced him down from the neck to the middle of the chest. Clavicle fractured. I don't know how it missed the arteries, it must have bumped off a couple. But he's haemorrhaging badly and it needs suturing now.'




    'Not an A and E job,' said Sam. 'Send him upstairs and get a surgeon to sort him out.'




    'I've phoned, I've tried. The three surgeons on duty are all in Theatre and won't be out for hours. Either I do it or we patch him up and send him by ambulance to St Leonard's. And that is just not a good idea. He's pumping blood all over the place.'




    'Can't you do it yourself?'




    'I know my limitations. I'm just not good enough.'




    She admired his honesty. 'I've got an idea,' she said. 'Get back to your patient, I'll be with you on a minute. And see if you can scare up an anaesthetist.'




    She hurried back down the corridor, peered into the cubicle where Alex and were working. In fact, Alex was now standing back. Marie was confident and completely in charge. She beckoned urgently to Alex, who had a quick word with Marie and then stepped out to join her.




    'You said you worked in Theatre a lot,' she said, 'just how good are you at suturing?'




    'Pretty good,' he said matter-of-factly. 'Not as good as a good surgeon but pretty good.'




    'Then you've got another case. One of those hospital, bottlenecks that can't be foreseen.'




    She explained the situation to him as they walked rapidly along the corridor. 'I know the proper thing to do would be to send him off to a neighbouring hospital. And, once again, you're not insured. But moving him again would only—'




    'At least I can have a look,' he said.




    Sam winced when she entered the little cubicle. There was blood everywhere, the giving set by the patient's shoulder only just managing to keep his fluids in balance. Quickly she introduced Alex to Jeff and then left them to mutter together. She moved to the side of the young nurse who was assisting Jeff, smiled and checked that all the observations had been entered up properly. Accurate paperwork was often more important in emergencies than in simpler cases.




    'Charge Nurse Burns, this man needs attention at once.' Alex's voice was now formal. 'I gather there is a theatre we can use and an anaesthetist is on his way here. I'd like you to be our scrub nurse.'




    This rather surprised her. But without false pride she knew she was the best person for the job. Perhaps Jeff had told him that.




    'Start in about twenty minutes?' she suggested. 'We'll need that time to prepare the patient.'




    'Fine. Now, perhaps you will show me where I can scrub up?'




    As they walked rapidly down the corridor she said, 'I should warn you again that you might not be insured. That man could die and there might be all sorts of repercussions.'




    'Let's upset the little men who count money,' Alex said.




    Over her years Sam had worked with many surgeons. She thought that Alex was one of the best. He was infinitely delicate when he had to be but not afraid to make the bold cut when necessary. Neither did he work on his own, he was no prima donna. Jeff did his fair share of the work, was included in every decision. The gash had been horrendous, but slowly and carefully Alex sutured it together.




    Three-quarters of the way through the operation the theatre door opened and the senior hospital surgeon walked in, suitably masked and gowned. Sam had left word with his office as to what was happening and he must have come down as soon as he had finished work in his own Theatre. He introduced himself quickly to Alex, told him to carry on and watched. After five minutes he said, 'I'm not needed here. Send him up to my ward when you've finished.' Then he left.




    Finally the job was finished. 'Done all we can here,' said Alex. 'It's up to nursing care now, but he stands a fair chance.'




    'I'll get him sent up to Access Ward,' Sam said, 'as soon as I sort out his notes.' She looked at Alex, still clad in his blood-spattered green scrubs. 'Jeff ‘ll show you where you can shower and then would you like to come back to the nurses' room? You can have more coffee.'




    'I live on coffee,' he said.




    Ten minutes later he sat in silence, watching her organise the percolator, find two fresh mugs, even go to her own locker to take out a small cardboard package. She felt happier with him now, even though he was saying nothing. They had worked together, had moved a little way towards that unspoken intimacy that existed between the best surgeons and scrub nurses. They were a team.




    'There's going to be trouble,' she said, 'when I report that an operation was performed by a man who just wandered in from the street.'




    He nodded. 'Usually, I hate cutting corners, being a bit slapdash. Rules are there for a purpose, but this was a genuine emergency. If he doesn't mind, you could put down Dr Reid as being the surgeon and say I was just a visitor, watching.'




    'You don't want the credit? You know that was a great job, something to be proud of.' She was a little surprised.




    'I don't want the credit.'




    He accepted the coffee he handed her and watched in surprise as she opened her package to reveal a large slab of chocolate cake. She carefully divided it in two and handed him his half on a convenient saucer.




    'I have a weakness,' she told him with a smile. 'I'll do anything for a piece of chocolate cake.'




    'I'll remember that.' He bit into the cake. 'We'll be formally introduced next week, I suppose, but for now I want to say that I'm looking forward to working with you—Samantha. I think your full name is much nicer than the diminutive.'




    'Never enough time.'




    'No,' he said after a pause. 'There's not enough time. I'll call you Sam, then.'




    For some reason she felt rather uncomfortable with this, she wasn't sure why. But there were other things to consider. 'You know there's a party tomorrow night in the hospital social club? We're saying goodbye to Richard Stokes, the man you're replacing. Would you like to come?'




    'Very much so,' he said after a while. 'Would I be your partner?'




    Sam was a little confused. 'It's not that sort of party,' she said, 'just a big get-together. I suppose you'd be sitting with the other doctors and so on to get to know them.'




    'I suppose so,' he said. 'It makes sense.'




    She didn't know whether to be glad or sorry at the idea. She went on, 'I'll get you a ticket in a minute— incidentally, is there a Mrs Storm? Or have you a girlfriend? I could get her a ticket, too.' She found herself unusually interested in his answer.




    He shook his head slowly. 'No wife, no girlfriend. I've been too busy with medicine to form any long-lasting relationship. I've never found the girl I wanted to spend the rest of my life with. But I suppose it was fun looking.'




    'Was fun looking?' she asked.




    'Is fun looking,' he agreed. 'And, since we're asking personal questions, are you in any long-term relationship?'




    'Certainly not. I'm going to enjoy myself for a while. Life's too good to settle down yet. I'll think about it when I'm thirty-five or so.'




    'You shouldn't wait. You never know what life has in store for you. You might be too late.'




    He swallowed the rest of his coffee and rose. 'Bye, Sam. See you at the party. You will save me a dance?'




    'Possibly even two.'




    And then he was gone.




    Sam pushed her finger round her saucer, tried to pick up the last few crumbs of chocolate. She had had a fascinating afternoon. How was she going to work with this man? How was the department going to work with him? He was very different from Richard.




    Richard had instantly been one of the group, open and friendly, liked by everyone. Alex was less outgoing. There was a wariness about him, often she was not sure what he was thinking.




    Certainly he was a very competent surgeon and, what's more, seemed to have the ability to teach without being too intrusive. Both Marie and Jeff had appreciated the way he had worked with them. And he wasn't married—not that that meant anything to her.




    Sam poured herself another coffee, leaned back in her chair and thought more about the man. His voice was so attractive—and so varied. It was deep, but could vary from being curt and businesslike to an almost caressing tone that made the back of her neck tingle.




    He looked every inch the successful doctor. He had a face with the necessary capacity to hide what he was feeling. But Sam suspected that he was hiding more than was necessary. Odd hints, odd phrases here and there... Suddenly she felt angry with herself. Why was she spending so much time worrying over a colleague? She knew they would work well together. That was all she needed to worry about.




    It was warm in the late summer afternoon. Alex took off his jacket and slung it across his shoulder. It was pleasant, too. He was walking across grass, moving in and out of the shade of great trees planted years before. He thought that these hospital grounds were some of the most calming he had ever worked in.




    For the moment he was living in a hospital flat in a block built for doctors about five minutes' walk from the main buildings. He could stay there as long as he wished, or he could buy his own place. For the moment he didn't intend to leave.




    His afternoon had been eventful. There were things in the department that he had noticed; things that he felt should be altered. But he knew he could be happy there. There was a good staff. And there was Charge Nurse Samantha Burns. She was certainly attractive—slim, blue-eyed, with a generous mouth and a skin like that of a peach. But it was her character that interested him most. He liked the way she giggled, the way she was obviously dedicated to her work, the way she was willing to bend rules in the best interests of her patients. He just liked being with her.




    This was foolish! The last thing he needed now was to get interested in a woman. Any woman. There was just no future in it.
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