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    Doctor Erin Hunter had been the Golden Girl in school.  She remembered Josh Harrison from those days, an amiable, athletic boy who ran in a different crowd from hers.       




    Now they are G.P.Registrars together in Keldale, the village where she had been born. They are living in adjoining cottages and necessarily see a lot of each other. Cautiously, they get to know each other and fall in love.




    But Erin has a problem. Is she engaged to David King? He insists that she is, says that she agreed to marry him shortly before they had the appalling fall from Helvellyn that resulted in David having  to have a leg amputated and she losing her memory.




    Josh helps her find the truth.


  




  

    Chapter One




    ERIN didn’t really know why she was coming back.




    It had been a long journey from London, and it had rained all the way. Now, as the train rumbled on the last few miles to Windermere, it was raining even harder than ever. They pulled up at the last little stop before her destination. Someone opened the door to step out of the carriage and Erin caught a smell she remembered. The raw, evocative smell of the damp countryside. She shivered. It was so much colder here than in London.




    For the first eighteen years of her life she had lived near here, and after she had gone to London to study medicine she had spent every holiday here. Until two years ago. Since then her visits had been as brief as possible. And even her parents had moved down to the south coast.




    Coming home was supposed to be exciting, comforting. She didn’t feel either excited or comforted.




    She shivered again. It was not her way to back out of a fight and she knew she was going to have to fight. She’d have to meet him … some time. But then she’d go back to practising medicine in London and she’d be the Erin she had been two years before.




    Time to think of something more cheerful, and perhaps inevitably she thought of Jeremy. Dr Jeremy Barley. Erin smiled quietly to herself. They had just met – as friends, that is. Previously they had been doctor and patient.




    She had had a fair number of boyfriends – but not for a while. It was good to have someone as a friend and nothing more. Jeremy was a supportive colleague; he didn’t want to be her lover.




    It was Jeremy who had suggested that she take a year away. ‘You still don’t know how you feel,’ he had said. ‘Your body might be cured but your mind is still fragile.’




    ‘The last thing I am now is fragile,’ she had told him. And this was true – partly.




    It was September now and the nights were drawing in. Through the train window the fells appeared nothing but a dark line against the slightly lighter sky. The odd solitary light made the view seem even lonelier. Her flat in London looked across a sea of lights at night, towards AlexandraPalace in the daytime. It was a view she now much preferred.




    But she was quite looking forward to her new job. For a year she was to be a GP registrar at Keldale, being trained by Dr Cal Mitchell. She had liked and admired Cal when he had interviewed her. She felt that she would learn from him. And a spell in the country would be good for her. After this she would spend all her life in London.




    The train was slowing now, they would soon be in Windermere. She stood, reaching for her overnight bag. Her other luggage had been sent up the week before. Rain rattled against the carriage window. Time to start her new life.




    Cal was waiting for her on the platform, a tall, tough looking figure whose very appearance seemed to generate confidence. ‘Typical Lake District weather.’ He grinned at her. ‘Welcome to the practice, Erin.’




    ‘I remember the weather and I can cope with it. I’ve brought my boots and anorak. It’s good of you to come to meet me, Cal.’




    ‘It’s nothing, we’re going to work together. And everyone in the practice helps everyone else.’




    He leaned over, took her bag from her. ‘Your main luggage arrived yesterday, it’s in your cottage already. Now, let’s get moving before it starts to pour again.’




    Quickly they ran to where his Range Rover was parked by the side of the station. For a short while there were streetlights shining on the wet road surface, but soon enough they were in the complete darkness of the countryside, with only the headlights for illumination. She pulled her coat round her. It didn’t get as dark as this anywhere in London.




    ‘I hope you’ll be happy working at the practice,’ Cal said. ‘Technically I’m to be your trainer but I hope you’ll learn from everyone.’




    ‘I’m looking forward to it. In hospital everyone seemed to be in a hurry, I often didn’t like to ask questions in case I held people up.’




    Cal laughed. ‘We’re always in a hurry, too. But if there isn’t enough time to help someone new then I’m not doing my job right.’




    ‘I’m sure you are.’ She thought for a minute, then asked as casually as she could, ‘In your last letter you said there’d be another registrar working at the practice.’




    ‘Yes, we’ve got another trainee, he’s been with us for three months. Doing very well, he’ll make a fine GP. In fact, he’s another local, he remembers you from school. He’s called Josh Harrison, a year older than you but he’s been out in Africa for a year. Remember him?’




    In the dark, Erin frowned. Josh Harrison? Yes, she remembered him.




    ‘He was a year ahead of me, I think. A good rugby player, did a lot of walking and climbing.’ Memories of her schooldays, not entirely happy, came flooding back. ‘He was big but he was … quiet. Lovely curly hair.’




    Cal laughed again. ‘He’s still big, still playing rugby and climbing, and he gets more results by not asking questions than many doctors do by asking too many. You’ll work well together. You didn’t see much of him at school, then?’




    ‘Not an awful lot. I tended to run with a different crowd. In those days I was very interested in acting and the amateur dramatics lot tended to hang together.’ She paused and then went on, ‘I was a different person then.’




    ‘Possibly. Now, there’s a turning here … we go up this track.’ The Range Rover started to bump and lurch its way upwards.




    ‘This isn’t the way to Keldale,’ Erin said.




    ‘We’re going to Leatherslack Farm. Since I’m in the area I thought I’d call on Mary Benson. She came out of hospital after abdominal surgery a couple of days ago and I want to check up on her. But you’re still wearing your town shoes so you can stay in the car if you like. They’ll only get filthy in the yard.’




    ‘My shoes will clean. I’d like to come with you if I may.’




    He smiled. ‘You’ll be very welcome. Mary likes Visitors.’




    He pulled up in the farmyard and they were invited straight into the kitchen by Billy Benson, Mary’s husband. ‘Glad you called, Dr Mitchell,’ he said. ‘We were going to phone the nurse tomorrow morning. Mary’s been in a bit of pain – more than before.’




    ‘Let’s have a look, then.’




    They were shown into Mary’s bedroom. Mary, a tough-looking fifty-year-old, tried to smile at them.




    ‘Sorry to cause you trouble, Doctor,’ she said. ‘I suppose I ought to expect to hurt after I’ve had a hole cut in me.’




    ‘It’s no trouble and I don’t like seeing my patients in pain. Billy said it’s got worse.’




    Mary shrugged. ‘Who knows what to expect?’




    Cal asked if Mary minded Erin being there, and if she could conduct the examination. Mary was entirely happy. ‘We all have to learn, love,’ she said to Erin. ‘If I can help, I’ll be happy to.’




    So Erin examined Mary’s abdomen. She was as gentle as she could be as she eased back the dressing, but she guessed from the hissing of Mary’s breath that she had still caused her pain.




    A normal surgical scar. No, not normal. The wound was angry. There was erythema, a reddening round the site. It had swollen and there was some pus exuding. Carefully, Erin took a swab and slid it into a phial. Then she asked, ‘You didn’t feel something give in the wound – perhaps when you were exerting yourself? No sudden increase in pain?’




    ‘No. I’ve looked after myself, or Billy has. And the pain came on slowly.’




    Next Erin palpated the sides of the wound, being as gentle as possible. Then she looked at Cal. ‘What’s your diagnosis?’ he asked.




    ‘I think the wound is infected. We’ll send the swab to be cultured, to make sure. There’s cellulitis round the wound so there’s infection in the subcutaneous tissue – I suspect streptococcus. I don’t think the muscle layers have split. I suggest treatment with penicillin or erythromycin.’




     ‘I agree entirely. And I have the penicillin in my car. What d’you think of Dr Hunter, Mary?’




    ‘She’s got soft hands. She’ll be good.’




    They were dropping down into Keldale village now. Erin remembered it – she had visited it in the past, though she used to live on the other side of Kendal. They splashed past an attractive-looking pub called the Red Lion and after five minutes pulled up outside a row of four tiny cottages. They belonged to the practice, and one of them was to be hers while she worked there.




    Cal didn’t get out of the car at once. Instead, he looked at the end cottage, and in the light of the dashboard Erin could see a smile on his lips.




    ‘My fiancée Jane lived in that cottage for a few weeks,’ he said. ‘In that cottage we really got to know each other. Happy times, Erin. I hope you’ll be as happy living there.’




    ‘I’m lucky to have somewhere so nice,’ she said. ‘I did have a quick look round and I know I’m going to be comfortable here.’




    It had started to rain again now so he took her case and they ran to the front door. He unlocked it, turned on the hall light and they stepped inside. Then his mobile rang.




    She had noticed that he kept it fitted to the car dashboard, but when he left the car he carefully unhooked it and put it into his pocket.




    ‘Cal Mitchell here.’




    She watched as he listened, his face becoming more and more grave. Then he said, ‘Of course I’ll come round, Alice. About twenty minutes. But you do know there’ll be nothing I can do? No, it’s no trouble at all.’




    The call ended and he looked seriously at Erin. ‘I’m going to have to leave you to find your own way around. That was Alice Brent. She’s been nursing her husband at home for the past five months. He’s got an inoperable brain tumour and it looks as if his time has come. She’s been expecting it but … she’d like me to be there.’




    ‘Shall I come with you?’




    He shook his head. ‘This isn’t medicine, Erin, it’s friendship. But thanks for the offer. I’m sorry I can’t show you where things are but I …’




    ‘I’ll help Erin get settled.’




    Erin jumped. Where had that voice come from? It was a soft but a deep voice. She turned, and just outside the door was a figure, haloed in the rain. A large male figure.




    ‘Thanks, Josh, that’d be a great help,’ Cal said. ‘Erin, welcome to the practice again. I’ll see you tomorrow morning. Get in about nine. Jane says when you get settled that you must come round and meet Helen again. Now Josh will look after you and I’d better go.’ He thrust the phone into his pocket, ran for the Range Rover. A moment later it roared away.




    For a moment Erin stared silently at the figure outside. Then she said, ‘You’d better come in.’ He followed her as she walked a couple of steps and found the switch for the living-room lights. Then they looked at each other and Erin nearly swayed with the shock.




    She remembered Josh Harrison as a schoolboy, neat in his uniform. Even though he had been big, he had been shy, had had little to say. He hadn’t been a member of the in crowd that she had belonged to. But over the past ten years he had changed.




    It wasn’t his appearance – though he had lost the expression of schoolboy innocence that she vaguely remembered. His face was calmly friendly, his hair still had the dark curls that so many of her friends had envied, now enhanced by drops of silver rain. She had recognised him at once – which was odd, since they had never been more than acquaintances.




     But as they stared silently at each other, there flashed some kind of message – a different kind of recognition. Josh was now a man and she was aware of his maleness, of what he could mean to her. Already he was inspiring feelings in her that made her uneasy. And something told her that he felt exactly the same way.




    She shook herself irritably. This was silly. All it was was a recognition that Josh had grown into quite a handsome man. She had met many handsome men – her last hospital had been full of them. It was just that she was tired, imagining things, non-scientific things like instant attraction. And the last thing she needed now was any kind of intense relationship. That could only harm her.




    But she could feel something pulsing between them, and knew he did, too.




    ‘Hello, Juliet,’ he said, after what seemed like an eternity. Still that soft deep voice.




    But he had said the wrong thing. He had annoyed her, though he wasn’t to know why. ‘My name is Erin – Erin Hunter,’ she snapped. ‘Nice to meet you again, Josh.’




    Feeling oddly formal, she held out her hand to him. He took it in both of his, held it in a way that was almost a caress. She liked it, but after a while she took her hand back.




    He smiled. ‘I’m afraid you’ll always be Juliet to me. I sat at the back for every rehearsal of the play, watched it for the three nights it was on. I thought you were wonderful in the part. It almost made me want to change from biology to English.’




    To be honest, she knew he was right. She had acted as she had never acted before or since. But that was a long time ago, and it was now clouded with unhappy memories. Sharply, she said, ‘That was nearly ten years ago. I’m a doctor now, not a schoolgirl in a school play. And the only reason you were there every night was because you’d been roped in to shift scenery.’




    He didn’t seem to notice her annoyed tone. ‘Not exactly,’ he said. ‘I could have played cards with the other scene-shifters. But I chose to watch you – you and … wasn’t it David King playing Romeo? You were good together.’




    How could he upset her so much? She guessed that he was merely being polite, trying to make her feel at home. And this was what she had come back here to face. But she couldn’t stop her voice sounding sharp.




    ‘That was a long time ago. I don’t want to reminisce; I want to look forward. As I said, we’re doctors now, not schoolchildren.’




    ‘True.’ He had now recognised her annoyance, but seemed more curious than put out himself. ‘I hope we’ll be good neighbours,’ he said. ‘And since we’re registrars together, we’ll be seeing a lot of each other.’ He considered this a moment, and then his voice became more practical. ‘Now, shall I give you a five-minute tour of the premises and then leave you alone to unpack? You see there’s a fire lit here and your luggage has been taken upstairs.’




    It did only take five minutes to look round the little house, to see where the meters were, how to operate the central heating system, what to do when the back gutter overflowed. Then he said, ‘I’ve got some studying to do now. But I’ve done a large pan of spaghetti Bolognese – it’s my student signature dish. If you want to come round for a quick meal in an hour or so, you’d be very welcome. Nothing fancy, this isn’t a formal dinner invitation.’




    Erin was hungry, but he had upset her, both by the shock of his appearance and by his references to her acting and David King. So she lied. ‘I ate on the train, but thanks anyway. I think I’d better unpack, get things straight and have an early night.’




    He appeared unfazed by her rejection. ‘As you wish. But if you change your mind, or if you have any queries, just knock.’ He turned just as he was about to leave. ‘Oh, and welcome to the practice from me, Erin.’ There was a blast of cool air as he opened the door and then’ he was gone.




    . She decided that the best thing to do was to work. First she had another quick look round the cottage, and she loved it. It was decorated and equipped with unobtrusive good taste. Then she changed into jeans and shirt and made the bed – a double, she noticed. Oh, well. She quickly unpacked, stacking her clothes in the built-in bedroom units, lining up her books and files in the bookshelves downstairs. She cleaned the shoes she had dirtied in the farmyard.




    In the kitchen she found a box with tea, coffee, fresh milk and bread and enough food for an evening meal and breakfast. There was a note from Jane, Cal’s fiancée. ‘A few groceries to start you on your new life. Hope you’ll be happy with us. Looking forward to meeting you again. Love, Jane.’




    Erin was touched. She had met Jane, who was both Cal’s fiancée and the district nurse, when she had come up for interview. She had liked her – and the little girl Helen. No one had ever welcomed her like this in any other new place. Perhaps she could be happy here. And then, after half an hour, she realised she was hungry.




    She could make herself a quick meal. Or she could walk down to the Red Lion in the village – she remembered that they served good meals and bar snacks. But she had come back here to regain some of her lost confidence. And she would have to work with Josh in the future. Perhaps it would be a good idea to go to see him, to talk about their training together.




    Then she remembered that flash of instant attraction – and put it to the back of her mind. It had been nothing. The surprise of meeting again after so many years. She could ignore it. She would have to ignore it.




    Before she could change her mind again, she hurried outside and knocked at the cottage next door.




    ‘I didn’t mean to be ungracious,’ she babbled when Josh appeared, ‘but I really would like to come to supper if I may?’




    He was as calm as he had been earlier. ‘You’re very welcome. Will you come in now?’




     ‘No, I can see you’re working. In about half an hour?’




    ‘That’ll be great. Settling in all right?’




    ‘I’m doing fine. Half an hour, then.’ And she was gone.




    She went back to her own cottage, found things to do and then did things whether they needed doing or not.




    ‘I haven’t got a bottle of wine to bring,’ she said when he opened the door for her. He waved her inside. ‘It doesn’t matter. I’ve got a bottle of supermarket offer-of-the-week red. In fact, I’ve got a caseful, there was five per cent off for bulk orders.’




    ‘I hope I’m not living next door to a secret drinker!’




    ‘Nothing secret about it. A glass of wine improves any dinner. Shall we have one before we eat?’




    He showed her into his living room. The shape of the room, the furniture were both very similar to her own living room. But there was the definite impression of Josh’s personality. There was a throw on the couch in barbaric but attractive reds and blacks.




    He saw her looking at it. ‘It’s a Navaho blanket. I bought it last year when I was climbing in New Mexico.’




    ‘It’s lovely. And how did I guess that you were a climber?’




    There could be no doubt about that. The only pictures on the walls were of mountains or rock faces. There was one of Josh in full climbing kit, waving cheerfully at the camera. And, far below him, in sickening detail, Erin could see a valley floor. She recognised the scene at once. Josh had been climbing on El Capitan, in Yosemite Valley. He must be good. How could he do it?




    ‘Climbing keeps me sane,’ he said. ‘No matter how hard I’ve been working, half a day on a rock face and I’m refreshed.’




    He poured her a glass of wine and handed it to her. ‘Don’t I remember that you used to do some climbing?’




    She shrugged. ‘Just a bit of walking. But I’ve left that all behind me now. I wouldn’t worry if I never saw another mountain. I’m here for a year and then I’ll probably spend the rest of my life in London.’




    ‘Never want to see another mountain? That’s a terrible thing to say!’ He looked at her curiously. ‘Is there any special reason for it?’




    He was astute! She turned away to hide her confusion, peered into the kitchen.




    ‘No reason at all. As I grew up I … just lost interest. What’s that wonderful smell? Is it garlic?’




    He seized on her hint. ‘Dinner shall be served at once, ma’am. In fact, we’ll eat in the kitchen if you don’t mind.’




    He led her through, seated her and refilled her glass. ‘This isn’t haute cuisine. But it’s nourishing and filling.’




    ‘And it smells so good it must taste all right. Shall I help myself?’




    He placed two dishes on the table, one of spaghetti, one of a rich red sauce. There was also a block of Parmesan and a grater. She noticed that the Bolognese sauce was obviously home-made, he hadn’t just opened a jar. And it did smell good. Then he opened the oven and took out two garlic bread rolls. They smelt even better!




    ‘You can’t eat this meal and be graceful,’ he said with a grin. ‘You’re bound to spill something. Here, have a napkin so you don’t spoil your shirt.’




    It was a wonderful meal. She hadn’t realised how hungry she was, and both dishes were empty by the time they had finished. Then they had fruit and coffee, and she felt at peace with the world.




    Erin realised she’d never really known Josh while they had been at school. He had a quiet, mischievous sense of humour, a sardonic way of looking at life. They talked about people they vaguely remembered, old friends who had drifted away.




    ‘We’re unusual,’ he said after a while. ‘D’you realise, nearly three-quarters of the people we’ve mentioned are married now? And most of them have at least one child.’




    She shrugged. ‘That’s medicine for you. It’s not only a career – it’s a lifestyle. And when you start you just don’t have time for that kind of full-time commitment.’




    ‘I’m glad you agree with me. So I take it you’re not in any kind of, well, permanent relationship now?’




    ‘Why do you ask?’ Her voice was sharp again.




    Josh shared the last few drops of wine between them. Casually, he said, ‘We’re going to be working together. It’s the kind of thing you get to know about your workmates.’




    She thought about this, then said, ‘I’ve no great need for any kind of relationship. I’m just not interested. And I have my career to think of.’




    It sounded a clumsy explanation even to herself, but it was true and it was all she was willing to give.




    He looked at her thoughtfully. ‘At school, people thought that you and David King were an item. Everyone thought you’d get married in time.’




    ‘Everyone was wrong! I never had any intention of marrying David! I had my medical career to look forward to. I wanted to be a doctor and that was all I was interested in. David was a friend and that was all.’ Then a thought struck her. ‘You haven’t heard anything about him and me, have you? Anything recently?’




    ‘Not a thing. Why, is there anything to hear?’




    ‘I just don’t want to talk about my schooldays. They’re over and …’




    She reached for her wine and in her anger tried to drink it while still speaking. A mistake. She coughed, choked and spluttered into her napkin. He stood to pat her on the back and then fetched her a glass of water. After a couple of heaving breaths she felt better.




    ‘Listen to me,’ she said, her voice still strangled. ‘The last of the great sophisticates. Can’t even drink a mouthful of wine.’




    ‘It could happen to anyone. You were saying about your schooldays?’




    ‘They’re over, long over, Josh. I want to look forward now.’




    ‘A good idea. I’ll get you a coffee then we can sit in the living room.’ He grinned. ‘At school all we could talk about was leaving, how we were going to have interesting and eventful careers afterwards. Well, we’ve had them. And what do we talk about after ten years? School again.’




    ‘Quite. And now we’re grown-up. We’re reasonable human beings, we’ve joined the vast majority of the reasonable human race.’




    ‘If you think the human race is reasonable,’ he said darkly, ‘you’re going to get a nasty shock when you start as a GP.’




    ‘True. D’you like working here, Josh?’




    ‘I love it,’ he said simply. ‘I even like it when people do daft things. That’s what makes them people. They have feelings, ideas that they can’t quite understand. Illogical, non-scientific ideas.’




    She thought he was trying to tell her something, she wasn’t sure what. ‘Give me an example,’ she said.




    He grinned again. ‘At school you were the Golden Girl.’




    He remembered that! She had almost forgotten it herself. ‘Just a silly nickname.’ She shrugged. ‘Because I had fair hair. Now give me this example of illogical thinking.’




    She realised that in spite of his careless manner he was watching her quite closely. He said, ‘Well, before, when I saw you for the first time since we were at school together, I felt a sort of … well, the attraction we all felt for the Golden Girl suddenly came back. It was as if you were seventeen and I was eighteen again. Quite a strong feeling, really. But I suppose it was just the shock of seeing you again.’




    ‘I felt something, too,’ Erin said. ‘But, like you say, it was just the shock of seeing someone again.’




    She looked at him, conscious that she had crossed a tiny bridge and was not sure where it would lead. They had both admitted to the attraction. Calling it the shock of seeing someone again was just an excuse.




    He went on, ‘I’m sure that’s all it was. Well, we’ll have to see.’ She saw him make a conscious effort to relax as he went on, ‘I’ve been here three months and I’ve learned more from Cal than …’ There was a knock at the door.




    He looked at his watch and frowned. ‘Perhaps that’s Cal calling back, but I thought he … I’ll go to see.’




    She heard the mumble of voices at the door, and then a stone-faced Josh ushered a woman into the room. ‘Erin, this is Annabelle Prentice. Annabelle works for Cawston’s, that new pharmaceutical company that set up near Kendal.’




    Erin stood and offered her hand. She was conscious that she was dressed casually, in shirt and jeans. Annabelle, on the other hand, was dressed in an obviously expensive grey suit, with jewellery, shoes and accessories to match. Somehow she seemed to have dodged the rain that was still pattering outside. Her face was expertly made up, unsmiling and beautiful. She touched Erin’s hand, dropped it at once.




    ‘Annabelle’s called to pick up a couple of books I borrowed,’ Josh said.




    ‘They’ll be in the bedroom,’ Annabelle said coldly. ‘That’s where I left them.’




    ‘Quite. Would you like a coffee?’ Josh spoke reluctantly.




    For the first time Annabelle smiled, a small, toothy smile. ‘No, thank you. I’m meeting my managing director for a late supper meeting in half an hour. There are things we have to discuss.’




    ‘Of course. I’ll fetch the books, then. Do sit down, Annabelle.’




    Annabelle sank gracefully into the nearest chair and Erin sat, too.




    ‘I gather you’re another trainee like Josh,’ Annabelle said, obviously not really caring.




    ‘We’re called GP registrars now. We are qualified doctors.’




    ‘Yes, quite. I thought of training for medicine myself, but …’ Annabelle shrugged, to show that she hadn’t been tempted for long.




    ‘These are the books you wanted,’ Josh said, suddenly appearing in the room, ‘I found a couple more you didn’t mention.’




    Annabelle rose, accepted the books. ‘You can keep these two if you want,’ she said, inspecting them. ‘They might be useful to you. I’ll be off to America in a week, the office will buy me American editions.’




    ‘No, you have them,’ Josh said. ‘I really would prefer that.’




    ‘Very well.’ Annabelle looked at Erin. ‘Nice to have met you,’ she said insincerely. ‘Do keep an eye on Josh for me, won’t you? But he doesn’t waste much time for a heartbroken man, does he?’




    Erin saw the muscles tighten in Josh’s jaw, but he didn’t say anything.             Annabelle looked round, smiled briefly. ‘I wonder how long I’ll remember this room?’ she asked of no one in particular, and then Josh followed her as she made for the door.




    Nothing was said for a while when Josh returned. He sat opposite her, his eyes and his thoughts obviously far away. Tactfully Erin yawned and then stood. ‘I’d better be going myself,’ she said. ‘I’ve had a long day and I’m quite tired.’




    ‘But it’s still quite early,’ Josh said half-heartedly.




    ‘I’ll go anyway. Thanks for the meal, Josh. I did enjoy it. And it’s been an … interesting evening.’




    ‘Hasn’t it just,’ Josh said, and managed a grim smile.




    In fact, Erin did go to bed quite early. But she didn’t sleep at once; there were things she needed to think about. She sat there, holding her cocoa, hearing the rain rattling on the windows. She felt warm, protected.




    First the good things. She knew she was going to be happy in this cottage and she thought that she’d work well with Cal and learn from him. She wanted to be a good GP.




    Now Josh, her new neighbour. She liked him. Partly, of course, because of how he remembered her – as the Golden Girl. Any girl would be pleased to be remembered that way. And there had been that sudden flash of – flash of what? It had been so strong! She wriggled irritably, as if she was suddenly uncomfortable. She was a doctor, she didn’t believe in instant attractions. She was just tired, that was all. Besides, the last thing she needed now was a relationship.




    But he was rather nice.




    And Annabelle? What was the relationship between him and Annabelle? When they had been together the atmosphere had crackled with hostility.




    Erin put down her cup and switched off the light. And for the first time she thought about her real reason for coming to Keldale. The biggest problem was yet to be faced. Well, she would settle in for a week or two – and then she would see to it. She would lay her ghosts if she could.




    She wondered about the nightmare. It had been a while since she’d had it, but she was back here now and … she would have to see.
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