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Prologue. 



	Burbank, Los Angeles.  1989.


	A red-haired five-year-old girl wearing a summer dress walks along the path by a fast-moving stream flowing through a wooded glade. She stops, gazes into the distance. Her mouth crinkles as she smiles, waves. Her visage changes to one of incomprehension, her brow creases, her mouth falls open. She stands there, she trembles, hyperventilating, and then her eyes roll back as she falls forward onto the gravel path.


	 




	 


	Chapter One.


	 


	New York 2019.


	Thirty-five year-old Rachel Jones, supply chain technician at the St James Clinic, picked up the internal phone from the desk in her office. “Supply office, Rachel Jones speaking.” She listened to the voice on the other end of the line, “I’ll be right there,” she said. 


	She looked at her watch, ten minutes to finishing time. She’d completed her tasks for the day, her computer already shut down. As she rose from her chair she wondered what Jeff Stanton, head of security wanted, he’d asked her to come to the locker room immediately. She picked up her satchel, hurrying out the office.


	She entered the large room, saw them standing by her open locker. Head Nurse Madigan, a woman even a saint would love to hate, was there as well as her superior, Mrs Rowan, a person she owed favors to after she landed her this job. 


	Jeff, sixty-two, black, balding gray, was present with another guard, Paul Marx, his deputy, around her age; tall, shaven-headed, macho-type, wearing heavily-tinted glasses, the type women look at once and blank their minds. 


	She stopped before them, defiant, expecting something bad, as the air was sort of tainted. 


	Jeff pointed to her open locker, finger shaking like he’s sorry he asked. “Mrs Jones, can you explain this, please?”


	She looked inside her locker; on the shelf were a number of medication phials. She shook her head, she wasn’t surprised, didn’t show it. “No, I can’t,” she said, waiting for the next round.


	He said, “Nurse Madigan found your locker partly open, she spotted these six bottles, called me immediately.”


	The thought came to mind, ‘No prizes for guessing who put ‘em there.’ She glared at Madigan, receiving a smirk in response. Nosey bitch, she’d found her snooping around her office, examining her son’s photo taken three years ago, told her to get her ass out pronto.


	Marx stepped forward, eager, eyes glinting behind the shades, digital camera in hand, took several photos of her locker, his gait a swagger. 


	Jeff held out a plastic bag while Marx, wearing surgical gloves, removed the tiny glass bottles, placing them inside. 


	Jeff turned to Rachel. “Doctor Siemens would like to see you in his office, now.” Poor guy, he was the sort who couldn’t hide his feelings so he turned his face away from her. 


	She removed her gray overall, brushed past Marx, wishing he’d been stood on the edge of a precipice. 


	He regarded her, stone-faced. 


	She hung it up, took out her woolen jacket pulling it on while looking at Mrs Rowan, the kind lady who had given her the job. She stood there, her eyes glistening, staring straight ahead, past Rachel. 


	She pulled on her jacket, left them to it.


	*


	As Rachel Jones walked into his office on the top floor of the St James clinic, the first things Doctor Eric Siemens noticed were her scuffed outdoor-shoes, her faded patched-at-the-knee jeans. Her T-shirt must have been washed a thousand times; her home-made, gray woolen jacket was missing a button too. Her figure had held its beauty after child-birth; her flaming red hair had a healthy sheen to it too.  Her lips were full, a natural pink, devoid of lipstick. In fact she wore no makeup at all. He’d already decided she didn’t need it. 


	Now he had to tell her, her job was in jeopardy, though he wasn’t sure if he hadn’t been lied to by her superior, Nurse Madigan, always sucking up to him. As a simple plot formed in his mind he came to a decision. He turned away from her as he rose up, not before catching a glimpse of her emerald eyes as she glared in his direction.


	“Come in, please. Take a seat. I’ll just draw the blinds,” he said smiling.


	She watched him rise from his chair. His buttocks, his thigh muscles, clearly accentuated beneath his close-fitting, expensive-looking white slacks as he leaned over a set of drawers to let down the window blinds behind him, cutting out the rays from the setting sun. She knew he came from a rich family, she guessed the cost of those slacks would pay her twelve-year-old son’s medical bills for the whole year. Her son was the victim of a hit-an’-run driver. He was forced to use a wheelchair, crutches, leg-supports, to get around. She couldn’t afford the series of complicated, expensive operations to reinforce the bones in his legs. Now she was about to be fired for something she didn’t do. She’d love to give that bitch of a head nurse a broken jaw for accusing her of stealing. “To hell with it,” she murmured, turning on her heel. 


	She left his office not caring whether he wanted to hear her side of the story or not, not caring to hear his lament. ‘It has been reported –blah, blah, blah…’  She marched off down the corridor.


	“Mrs Jones, please!”


	His voice halted her in her tracks, it wasn’t a command she heard, but a request, the word ‘please’, obvious in his tone. 


	She saw his eyes upon her as she turned her head, no sign of animosity, ‘Okay, I’ll listen,’ she decided.


	He stood still, wondering what her tone would be, would it match his own. He put on his best smile as she faced him.


	She’d thought he would rant at her … now he’s smiling…‘What the hell is going on here,’ was all she could think.


	“Mrs Jones, can we talk, inside my office, please,” he said, seeing success as her eyes responded to his voice. 


	There was something in his voice; it wasn’t the sound of impending doom, but empathy, as if he had more to say. Then she realized she hadn’t given him a chance to speak, in fact she’d never heard him speak in the time she’d been there. She’d passed him about a dozen times in the corridor with nothing more than a friendly nod from both of them. Okay, so he was going to let her down easy. She had nothing more to lose, but she was determined to have her say in the matter.


	He watched as she approached. Her eyes showed determination. He hoped she wasn’t the argumentive type, would accept his proposals. He stood aside as she brushed past him into his office. Her scent was neutral, no perfume, just a refreshing womanly smell.


	“Take a seat please, Mrs Jones.”


	She sat on the sofa he indicated. 


	He seated himself in a matching armchair, facing her, leaning towards her, elbows on his thighs, fingers interlaced. “First of all, you are not going to lose your job. I’m not happy with the accusations made against you in fact I intend to look into the matter personally. For a start I want you to take two weeks sick leave with pay. After reading your qualifications, the reports from all the doctors and most of the medical staff I have come to the decision that you are too valuable to lose. What do you have to say?”


	She watched his lips move, kissable lips, showing white even teeth. As she listened to his voice her fears melted away, it wasn’t the words coming from those kissable lips that gave her a warm feeling, leaving her light-headed; it was the way he said it, in a thoroughly masculine way with a look from those soulful eyes that denied deception. She took a deep breath realizing she had just dodged a bullet by not being fired. She started slowly, “Thank you, Doctor Siemens, I value your words. I am aware of the accusations that a certain party has made against me. Of course I deny everything. Thank you for the offer of sick leave, I believe it is a right and fair decision.” 


	He felt a great weight lift off his shoulders, said, “In my opinion, Mrs Jones, this is the best solution for all concerned.”


	Her brow dipped slightly, “What do you propose I do after the two weeks is over?”


	His expression copied hers. “To be honest, I haven’t thought that far ahead yet, but be rest assured, I’m anything but satisfied with the events.”


	‘Who is he kidding, that a smoke screen, come back, someone in my place.’


	Her brow creased even more, she took a deep breath, leaned towards him. “Excuse me, Doctor Siemens, but my livelihood and my son’s health depend on me keeping this job, if you want to take the word of my superior against mine, then go ahead and I’ll find some-.” She stopped as she realized she had been almost shouting, she expected him to retaliate, but to her surprise he didn’t.


	The essence of a smile creased his lips. 


	‘Oh, those lips.’ 


	“I admire a woman who stands up for herself. Finding the stolen drugs in your locker does not mean you put them there. If you had taken medication to ease your son’s condition, I would have reprimanded you, but as that wasn’t the case I think it is best that you take a couple of weeks off so I can get to the bottom of this.”


	She knew the woman responsible. Nurse Madigan had been here for twenty-odd years, worked her way up to head nurse by kissing ass, reporting others for misdemeanors; whereas she had only been here for twenty-six months. 


	She realized she had little choice; his option was reasonable as she’d used all her sick leave. Not only that, being thirty-five she’d been damned lucky to get this job, she’d lost the last one as a secretary - a job she’d had for almost five years - after refusing to work long hours, stating she had a child to care for.


	She looked at her wristwatch, she was behind schedule. She said, “Now I have to get home to my son. The sitter doesn’t like it when I’m late.”


	He stood up with her. “Do you have a car,” he said, knowing the answer.


	“Yeah sure - on my pay! No, I take the subway,” she said, kicking herself mentally for her facetious undertone; then she saw the smile, wondering why he was doing this. ‘Wants a quick lay, maybe, … no, he isn’t the type, nevertheless, he has a cute butt.’
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