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  ‘Four women, one wedding and unexpected results. Great good fun’ Woman & Home




   




  ‘The kind of book beach holidays were made for’ Red




   




  ‘As bubbly as a glass of wedding champagne’ Cosmopolitan




  ‘Great feel-good quality, with echoes of moreish and much-missed television series like This Life and Cold Feet, along with Richard Curtis movies. I’m

  certain it will appeal to readers hugely’ Fiona Walker




   




  ‘There’s lots of bitching and a few tears in this fizzing read’ Woman’s Own




   




  ‘A ridiculously romantic story written from the perspective of four women as they gear up for a wedding that will have repercussions for them all’ Heat




   




  ‘Forget another tired old royal wedding and concentrate instead on Helen Warner’s sparkling debut . . . the ramifications are superbly dealt with’

  Mirror




   




  ‘At university, a group of friends vowed that they would attend each other’s weddings . . . It’s a day that will change their lives for ever – but will it

  be for better or worse? Girls, get the hats out, this is an invitation to what might just be the most entertaining gathering of the year’ Daily Record




   




  ‘Helen Warner paints a complex picture of friends and lovers’ Star




   




  ‘Brilliantly readable, escapist fun’ Weight Watchers Magazine
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  Prologue




  The door banged shut behind her and she trudged heavily down the flight of stone steps, clutching the brown envelope in her shaking hand. Taking a deep breath to steady

  herself, she sat down on the bottom step and stared at the innocuous-looking letter that contained the results. The results that would determine her future. She wanted to know and yet she also had

  a desperate urge to tear up the envelope into tiny brown pieces and scatter them into the wind, so that she never would.




  Minutes passed and still she couldn’t bring herself to open it. She watched the traffic on the main road in front of the car park, as cars jostled for position before drawing to a halt at

  the red traffic lights, the drivers’ faces screwed up in concentration as they performed a multitude of different activities. There was an overly made-up woman driving a white Fiat 500,

  chewing gum with her mouth open and chatting on an iPhone that was clamped to her ear, all the while her eyes darting towards her rear-view mirror. Behind her, a young, white-shirted man in a black

  BMW was leaning forwards and tapping furiously on the sat nav in the corner of his windscreen, before slamming the dashboard in a fit of temper. As the lights changed to green, they all moved off

  in a sulky procession, taking this snapshot of their lives with them.




  She shivered and pulled her coat around her more tightly as she imagined she heard footsteps behind her. She glanced up to see if there was any sign of him, but the door at the top of the steps

  remained firmly closed. She wondered briefly if she should wait for him but knew that it was just another delaying tactic.




  Nerves danced like butterflies in her stomach as she rewound the movie of her life in her head, smiling to herself as certain memories floated to the surface; but then sank away, to be replaced

  by long shadows that took her back down a darker path: to somewhere she didn’t want to revisit. To somewhere she wished she had never gone in the first place.




  She looked up, trying to find solace in the fat, white clouds that were scudding furiously across the cold, blue sky, then shivered again as the wind caught her hair and whipped it around her

  face. Whatever answer she was hoping to find was not going to be found up there. She bit her lip to stop the tears that tingled and threatened at the back of her eyes and throat. Then, taking a

  gulp of cold air and screwing up every last drop of courage she could muster, she slid her thumbnail under the flap and sliced the envelope open.




  





  SUMMER




  





  Chapter 1




  The fog of steam that had clouded the mirror was beginning to creep silently away as Amy peered closely at her reflection. The pores of her skin looked magnified at such close

  proximity, but her large, navy-blue eyes were clear and bright and her lips were pink, plump and moist as she pouted back at herself. Not bad, she thought, as she smiled at her reflection,

  amused at her own vanity.




  She stepped onto the scales and gazed down at the dial as it lurched drunkenly between the eight and the nine. Finally, it came to rest at exactly eight and a half stone. Amy frowned: how had

  she put on two pounds in one day? She had worked hard in the gym as usual and had only eaten salad for lunch. Towels. Of course! She hopped off the scales as she untwisted the wet turban

  from her long, damp, honey-coloured hair, then carefully undid the thick, white, fluffy towel she had wrapped around her body sarong-style and let them both drop to the floor. Once again, she

  stepped onto the scales and this time the dial came to rest where she wanted it to, at eight stone five pounds. She lifted one leg up behind her and balanced on her other foot, grinning as the dial

  inched a couple of pounds further towards the eight, before leaping off quickly so that it couldn’t change its mind. It was a daily battle that had continued over many years. Right now, it

  was a battle she was winning, but it took an enormous amount of willpower and effort; and it was getting harder with every passing year.




  Downstairs, Amy heard a door slam. That must be the children back from school, she thought, alarmed at how quickly the day had passed. What had she done with it? She pulled a wide-toothed

  comb through her hair and slicked on some lip-gloss, before hanging the towels back up on the rail and emerging from her en suite bathroom into the deep-carpeted quiet of her bedroom. She caught

  sight of her naked body in the full-length mirror and instinctively sucked in her tummy. It was the one bit of her body she had never been happy with, despite her husband Ben’s constant

  reassurance that she looked ‘pretty bloody good’ to him. Two children meant that no amount of sessions in their basement gym and endless sit-ups made a jot of difference: that strip of

  fat wasn’t budging by natural means. A tummy tuck was likely to be her only option, but she couldn’t quite bring herself to do it.




  Amy quickly pulled on her favourite jeans and a strappy pale blue top, before bounding barefoot down the stairs. ‘Mummy!’ yelled Sam, as he stood in the hallway and shrugged off the

  blazer from his select London day school. In his chubby little hand he clutched a painting, which he proudly presented to her. Amy knelt down and hugged him tightly.




  ‘Hello, handsome,’ she said, kissing his slightly sticky cheek. ‘What have we got here, then?’ She looked at the painting. It was a series of five fat splodges in primary

  colours and was almost identical to every other painting he had ever done.




  ‘It’s our family, silly!’ he laughed. ‘Me, Flora, Daddy, you and Maria!’ Amy laughed but a tiny prickle of discomfort rippled on the back of her neck at the mention

  of Maria as a member of their family. She looked at her five-year-old son, with his shock of dishevelled white-blond hair. His dark blue eyes, so like her own, danced with mischief in a way that

  never failed to melt her insides.




  His sister Flora, three years his senior and much quieter than her little brother, was busily emptying her satchel. Amy stood up and opened her arms towards her daughter. ‘And how’s

  my lovely girl today?’ she said. Flora flushed with pleasure and allowed her mother to wrap her in an embrace.




  ‘I’m fine, thanks, Mummy,’ replied her daughter. ‘Maria says she’ll make us her special tortellini for supper.’




  Finally, Amy allowed her gaze to settle on Maria, the young Italian nanny who had been with her since Flora was tiny and who had undoubtedly spent more hours with the children than she had.

  Maria nodded and ruffled Flora’s golden hair while Amy beamed. ‘How lovely,’ she said, thinking her voice sounded shrill in the echoing hallway. Maria’s dark eyes met hers

  and she smiled, one perfectly shaped eyebrow arching like a question mark. Amy nodded her assent and Maria turned towards the kitchen.




  It was such a delicate relationship, the one between a mother and a nanny, mused Amy as she sat with the children at the big scrubbed oak table in the sunny day room adjacent to their kitchen.

  Next to them, Maria moved expertly from one side of the kitchen to the other, lovingly preparing the children’s current favourite dish. On the one hand, Amy lived in mortal fear of Maria ever

  leaving her; but, on the other, she had never quite got used to the idea of another woman playing such a pivotal role in her children’s lives, and she often fantasised about letting her go.

  Sometimes, in her darker moments, she wondered if the children preferred Maria to her, and the thought made her heart constrict with hurt.




  ‘Can I read you the fable I had to write today, Mummy?’ asked Flora, in her slightly awkward way that managed to irritate and endear her to Amy in equal measure. She worried about

  Flora’s confidence. She had everything going for her but still she seemed so anxious. Too anxious for such a young child.




  ‘Of course you can, sweetheart,’ said Amy, shifting her chair along the hardwood floor so that she was sitting next to her daughter. Flora smiled and began to read fluently in her

  sweet, clear voice. She was a clever child who had inherited her father’s thirst for knowledge, and always seemed happiest when she was lost in a book.




  Sam was a different personality altogether. He was loud, funny and affectionate, with extraordinary charisma for such a young child. Everyone, from old age pensioners to babies, seemed to be

  drawn to him. He had a smile that stretched from ear to ear and a laugh so infectious that Amy and Ben sometimes joked that it should come with a government health warning.




  ‘OK, time for supper!’ announced Maria in her brusque voice. ‘Clear the table, please.’




  Amy helped the children to scoop up their books and her own glossy magazines, wondering for the millionth time why she so often felt like a naughty child in Maria’s presence. She was her

  employer, for God’s sake, so why couldn’t she do as she pleased in her own house?




  ‘It’s because you’re setting the kids a good example,’ sighed Ben, when she moaned to him later that evening. ‘You can hardly sit there with your arms folded

  defiantly while expecting the children to do as they’re told.’




  Amy laughed and reached up to kiss him. ‘You’re so wise,’ she said, stroking his face affectionately.




  Ben flushed. ‘No, I’m not. I’m not wise at all.’




  ‘Yes, you are!’ protested Amy, squeezing her arms round his slightly soft middle and burying her face in his chest, drinking in the spicy smell of him that she adored.




  ‘If Maria bothers you so much, maybe we should think about letting her go,’ said Ben, his voice muffled as he leaned his face on the top of her head.




  Amy looked up to gauge whether he was joking or not. She was shocked to see that his handsome face was taut with strain and his intelligent brown eyes, which normally swam with laughter, were

  creased with worry.




  ‘But I couldn’t cope without Maria . . . she literally does everything!’ Amy half laughed, trying to lighten the mood.




  Ben sighed softly. ‘It’s just that she costs a lot of money and now that the children are at school . . .’




  ‘Now that the children are at school, we seem to need her more than ever, with all their clubs and activities to sort out. Seriously, Ben, I think I’ll still want Maria here when the

  kids have left home. She’s like a nanny to me, too.’




  ‘Well, then, stop moaning about her treating you like a child!’ Ben said with an edge to his voice that Amy had rarely heard him use.




  ‘I’m not really moaning,’ she said, back-tracking quickly. ‘I’m grateful to have her. And I’m grateful to have you . . .’ she added, kissing him

  in the way she knew he was never able to resist.




  Ben held her tightly for a moment, before she felt the stirring that automatically seemed to follow any kind of physical contact between them. She thought again how lucky she was that after

  eight years of marriage they still felt such an intense physical pull towards each other. She reached for his hand and started to make her way towards the stairs, leading him behind her.




  ‘Actually, Amy, I’m really tired,’ he said, coming to a halt and not meeting her eye as she looked back at him in surprise.




  ‘Don’t give me that!’ she said with a laugh. ‘Since when have you ever been too tired for sex?’ Amy had never once known Ben to resist her advances. It didn’t

  seem to matter how stressed he was at work or how little sleep they were getting when the children were babies: he was always, always in the mood for sex.




  ‘Since now,’ he replied wearily, and she realised he was serious. She looked at him, his wide shoulders slumped as if he was carrying the weight of the world on them.




  ‘OK,’ she said, reaching up and stroking his face. ‘I get the message. Let’s just get an early night and have a cuddle instead.’




  This time, Ben smiled with relief and nodded his agreement. ‘That would be good,’ he said, sounding exhausted.




  Later, unable to sleep, Amy lay her head on Ben’s chest, the dark hair there tickling her cheek as she distractedly drew a figure-of-eight on his skin with her nail.




  ‘What?’ he said, sleepily. ‘What’s on your mind?’




  ‘I’m just thinking how lucky I am,’ she said, smiling contentedly to herself. ‘Handsome husband, gorgeous kids and a beautiful home.’




  She felt Ben tense beneath her. ‘We’re all lucky,’ he said quickly. ‘Let’s just hope it stays that way.’




  Looking back, Amy should have heard the alarm bells start to ring there and then. But she didn’t. She was enjoying her privileged life far too much to notice.




  





  Chapter 2




  ‘So . . . what are you saying, exactly?’




  Kate looked into the rheumy eyes of the man sitting in front of her, his forty-seven-year-old face made to look years older by the ravages of illness. His petite wife, not much older than Kate

  but looking at least twenty years her senior, perched beside him on their faded, once-flowery sofa, clutching his hand so hard her knuckles had turned white; her tiny, ashen face a perfect

  reflection of her husband’s.




  ‘Well,’ Kate began carefully, keeping her voice steady, so as not to alarm them any further. ‘As you know, you have heart failure.’ She paused, allowing her words to sink

  in before continuing. ‘But there are lots of things we can do to help your symptoms, and there’s no reason why you can’t lead as normal a life as possible.’




  She saw both sets of shoulders relax a little as she spoke. There was no point in telling them that although there were plenty of things she could offer to make him more comfortable, he probably

  wouldn’t be around to celebrate his fiftieth birthday. So, instead, she outlined her plans for his treatment over the next year, keeping her tone positive and her voice strong. It was such a

  huge responsibility to get it right, to not leave these people feeling that there was no hope; but it was so draining. Especially so in the past couple of years, since her own dad’s death.

  Now she knew the true agony of bereavement, and it made her heart ache for those who were about to experience the same thing.




  Half an hour later, as she let herself out of the shabby house on a sprawling estate that hummed with tension and the ever-present threat of violence, Kate gave herself a little shake and

  scurried towards the safety of her ten-year-old red Ford Fiesta, parked on the deserted street in front of her. Looking around her as she put her medical case in the boot, she then climbed into the

  driver’s seat, threw her mobile and stethoscope onto the passenger seat beside her and quickly pressed down the door lock, exhaling with relief as she did so. She started up the engine and

  the beginning of Steve Wright’s afternoon show on Radio 2 filled her ears, the familiarity of the chirruping voices and jangling tunes immediately soothing her nerves.




  Whenever she and Miles talked about getting a new car – not that they could afford it – Kate always remembered situations like this when she was glad not to own anything worth

  stealing. Unlike Amy, she thought wryly to herself as she drove off the estate on the outskirts of Banntree, the small Suffolk town where she lived, back into the comfort of the main roads

  and streams of traffic. She imagined how her younger sister would cope in her shoes. Badly, she decided. She wouldn’t be able to leave the Range Rover at home and would be mortally offended

  when she returned from a house call to find it jacked up on bricks and minus every window.




  At times, though, Kate felt a jealousy and longing to swap places with Amy that was almost overwhelming. Not particularly for the material benefits of having Amy’s seemingly endless money,

  big house or flash cars, but more for her lack of pressure and responsibility. The biggest decision she had to make in any one day was whether to have a skinny latte or opt for a smoothie

  instead.




  Kate loved her job as a community-based heart specialist nurse, but the strain was huge. She glanced at herself in the rear-view mirror and inwardly groaned at the prematurely haggard face that

  greeted her. Her shoulder-length, nutbrown hair badly needed cutting, and she decided that she really should invest in some more Touche Éclat to cover the bags under her eyes. But she

  hadn’t been able to justify forking out for it since the one Amy had bought her had run out. Money was always tight and Miles’s job working for the local council paid even less than

  hers. Paying the mortgage and buying shoes for the children were the priority, not make-up.




  She looked up at the clouds that were forming in the summer sky, bringing with them the promise of a rainstorm, then glanced at the dashboard clock. It was just after two. If she hurried, she

  could squeeze in a visit to the supermarket before the children came out of school but she would need to be quick, especially if it was going to rain. She began to compile a mental shopping list:

  bread, milk, washing powder . . . had they run out of cereal?




  As she swung the Fiesta into a parking space in the Tesco car park, Kate was feeling for her mobile phone to call Miles to check their cereal status when she heard the sudden, sickening crunch

  of metal on metal and her car juddered to an abrupt halt. Kate’s neck was jolted violently forwards and her mobile phone and stethoscope went flying into the footwell.




  There was a hissing sound, followed by a few moments of silence – broken only by the sound of a Bruce Springsteen song emitting feebly from the damaged car radio – before Kate

  managed to look up. In front of her, the tailgate of a shiny black SUV sat in a crumpled heap on the bonnet of her Fiesta.




  ‘What the fuck?’ yelled a voice and she involuntarily ducked down as a short, red-faced man leapt from the driver’s seat of the SUV, looking at the back of his car in

  disbelief. His mouth opening in shock, he turned his bald head towards Kate, who was still cowering behind the steering wheel of her car.




  Taking a deep breath, she gingerly pressed the ‘Unlock’ button on the dashboard, immediately realising her mistake as he strode over and wrenched her door open. ‘What the fuck

  were you doing?’ he yelled, the veins on his pockmarked face bulging dangerously.




  Kate looked again at the mess of crumpled metal in front of her. How the hell had she not seen him? ‘I, er, I don’t know,’ she whispered, undoing her seatbelt and gingerly

  climbing out of the car. Her legs were shaky and pains were shooting through her neck, causing her to wince. She was dimly aware that rain had started to fall in cold, plump drops all around

  her.




  ‘You stupid, fucking cow!’ yelled the man, his eyes blazing. ‘You’re going to bloody well pay for this!’




  Suddenly, there was a rushing sound behind Kate and, just as she was wondering what it was, everything turned black.




  ‘She’s coming round!’ said a male voice from somewhere above her. Kate opened her eyes and closed them again just as quickly, as a searing pain shot through

  her head. ‘You’re OK,’ said the voice gently. It was a lovely voice. Deep, resonant, soothing. ‘Just lie still. We’ve called an ambulance and it’ll be here any

  minute.’




  Kate did as she was told. She could hear the sound of rain spattering onto concrete and voices speaking in murmurs that were carried up into the air before evaporating. Her head and neck hurt

  like hell and she couldn’t remember where she was or what had happened. She felt someone putting a coat over her and registered a clean, soapy smell from their hands as they smoothed the damp

  hair back from her forehead.




  A few minutes later and, feeling better, Kate opened her eyes again and tried to get her bearings. She was lying on the ground in a car park, a small crowd of people gathered around her. The

  owner of the voice and hands was kneeling over her, silhouetted against the sullen sky above him. Seeing that she had her eyes open, he knelt down to one side and looked at her with what she could

  now see were a pair of the darkest brown eyes she had ever seen.




  He smiled. ‘You’re OK,’ he said, reaching over to stroke her forehead again. ‘The ambulance will be here soon. Can you tell me your name?’




  ‘Kate Robinson,’ Kate croaked, enjoying the feeling of being taken care of, despite the pain. Life was such a constant merry-go-round of looking after patients, the kids and Miles

  that it was nice to be looked after for a change. She hoped the ambulance would be a long while yet, so that she could just lie there, not having to do anything but have her face stroked by a

  handsome stranger. But, just as that thought faded away, she felt a small rumble in the ground beneath her and saw the reflection of a flashing blue light as an ambulance pulled to a halt beside

  them.




  Suddenly Kate remembered the children, who would by now be waiting in the pouring rain at the school gates and wondering why she wasn’t there. It wasn’t unusual for her to be late

  – in fact, she was more often late than not – but she always got there in the end. ‘My kids!’ she whimpered to the man, who was still kneeling beside her.




  ‘Where’s your phone?’ he said, immediately understanding and springing into action. ‘Tell me who to call and we’ll get someone to pick them up.’




  Kate pointed towards her car, where her handbag was still sitting on the front seat. ‘The front seat – on the floor . . .’ she said, her voice hoarse, as she gradually

  remembered how she had come to be lying on the wet concrete of a supermarket car park.




  The man strode to the car, retrieved her phone and grabbed her bag, before coming back to kneel beside her. ‘Right,’ he said, holding up her phone. ‘Who shall I

  call?’




  ‘Sarah,’ she said weakly. ‘Sarah Campbell. She’s one of the other mums. She’ll take the kids home with her until I can get Miles to go and pick them up.’




  ‘Miles?’ said the man.




  ‘My husband,’ replied Kate, as an ambulance man’s cheery young face suddenly loomed over her. As he began to check her over, her new saviour became obscured from view, but she

  could still hear his voice as he made the call to Sarah.




  ‘Hi, my name’s Jack Levine,’ she heard him say. ‘Your friend, Kate, has had a bit of an accident . . . No, no, she’s OK, just whiplash, I think, but she’s

  probably going to have to go to hospital to be checked over and she’s worried about picking up the kids . . . You will? That’s great, thank you. I’m sure she’ll call you

  herself later. Goodbye.’




  By now Kate was being moved onto a stretcher and loaded into the ambulance. ‘Can you call my husband, Miles, as well?’ she cried out, as the man ended the call. ‘Tell him to

  come to the hospital?’




  ‘Of course,’ he said, quickly scanning through her contacts list.




  It seemed to take an eternity for the ambulance man to secure the stretcher. Just as he was about to close the doors, a sudden jolt of panic gripped Kate. ‘My car!’ she said, her

  eyes darting desperately from side to side as she searched for someone to help her.




  Once again, her knight in shining armour appeared as he put her bag into the ambulance beside the stretcher. ‘Don’t worry,’ he said calmly, pulling out his iPhone and tapping

  on it. ‘I’ll get all the details for the insurance. Can you quickly give me your phone number?’




  ‘Oh! Er, yes, of course.’ Kate rattled off her mobile number, relieved that at least her memory seemed to be intact. He put it into his phone before stepping back to allow the

  ambulance man to start closing the doors again. ‘Thank you so much!’ Kate said, tears finally beginning to prick at her eyes as the ambulance doors slammed shut and he disappeared from

  view.




  





  Chapter 3




  Jennifer looked at her watch for the umpteenth time. Ten past ten. She was due to meet him at ten thirty. As she hovered on the doorstep of her pink, chocolate-box cottage, her

  car keys clutched in her hand, she questioned yet again whether she was doing the right thing. There was still time to back out, and her head swam with indecision. Finally, she nodded to herself

  and, pulling the cottage door closed behind her, headed out into the morning sunshine towards the old, silver Clio that was parked in its usual higgledy-piggledy fashion on the semicircular gravel

  driveway.




  Driving the short distance into the centre of Banntree, the small Suffolk town where she lived, Jennifer began to wonder how he would look now: whether she would even recognise him after all

  these years. His Facebook photo hadn’t given much away: it featured just his long, slim legs clad in jeans, and a pair of moss-green Hunter wellies, standing next to his black Labrador tagged

  simply as ‘Jess’. Back when she had known him, he had had very dark – almost black – hair and deep, chocolate-coloured eyes that had oozed sensuality. The memory of those

  eyes still caused her insides to flutter more than thirty years later.




  And how would he think she looked now, as a pensioner? She knew she had aged well: her long, formerly dark hair was now cut into a severe silver bob that draped over razor-sharp

  cheekbones, and her figure was still a trim size 10. In her twenties, even though she felt conceited thinking it, she had been known as a ‘head-turner’. When she hadn’t been

  working – and therefore wearing her regulation doctor’s white coat – her long, slim legs had usually been on display under a tiny suede or leather mini-skirt, topped with a

  figure-hugging roll-neck, which had clung to her surprisingly ample bust. A pair of knee-length, zip-up leather boots had ensured she got maximum attention; especially when she was astride

  Michael’s motorbike, her arms wrapped around his waist that was clad in his black, James Dean-style leather jacket. The wind rushing through her long, dark hair, they had sped through the

  streets of London fancying themselves as film stars.




  Michael. Jennifer stamped on the brakes as the pain of his loss hit her with its usual crippling ferocity, causing her to swerve violently. Luckily, the winding country road was empty and

  she took a series of deep breaths to regain her composure before straightening the car and continuing on her journey.




  Michael had been dead for just over two years but, if anything, her grief and anger were even more raw now than when first it had happened. The sickening feeling of seeing the police car draw up

  outside the cottage: Jennifer knowing instantly by the demeanour of the baby-faced officer that it was bad news. And not just bad news but the worst, most agonising news she would ever hear: hit

  head-on by a drunk, uninsured boy-racer as Michael had been making his way home after a day of consultancy work in London, he had been killed instantly. His Land Rover, normally so protective and

  safe, hadn’t stood a chance as it flew off the road and burst into flames.




  His funeral had been beautiful and unusual, just like Michael. He was buried in a natural burial wood, on a hillside just a few miles from their home. The sun had shone down from a clear, cobalt

  sky and glittered in the silver river at the bottom of the hill on which the wood grew. The sounds of a perfect summer’s day had been punctuated only by Kate and Amy’s pitiful sobs as

  they gripped each other for support, both so devastated by the death of the father they had adored. Jennifer, still too shocked to cry then, had stood in silence, consumed with horror that her

  beloved soul mate had gone. There had been plenty of time for tears later, alone at home, when the enormity of it all had finally crashed upon her with the force of a speeding train. She had

  contemplated ending it all then – in the hope of being reunited with him – but she knew that Michael would have been disappointed in her. And she couldn’t bear to leave her two

  lovely daughters and her beautiful, precious grandchildren.




  It took exactly eight minutes to reach the centre of Banntree. It was one of the oldest towns in England, and consisted of one long street, sprinkled with quaint, medieval buildings housing an

  old-fashioned variety of shops, a few pubs and one Michelin-starred bistro, which was where Jennifer had arranged to meet him.




  Her stomach began to flutter with nerves. She spotted a parking space in front of the village bakery and swung her little car into it. She undid her seatbelt and took a couple of deep breaths

  before opening the door and stepping out. It was a bright, warm day, with only a few wispy clouds to break up the watercolour blue of the sky – much like the day of Michael’s funeral.

  Jennifer wondered briefly if she would ever again appreciate what used to be her favourite season: now, every summer’s day seemed to taunt her with reminders of what she had lost.




  Shaking her head a little to try to dispel her thoughts, she locked the car, swung her large brown Mulberry bag over her shoulder and headed towards the bistro, which she could see was already

  buzzing with customers calling in for a midmorning latte or cappuccino.




  He didn’t mind coming to her, he had said in his message. His son lived in the area, so he knew it well and he would enjoy getting out into the countryside for the day. She hadn’t

  wanted him to come to the cottage: that would have been too intimate for a first meeting. She needed somewhere neutral where they would have the protection of other voices, should their own run out

  of things to say. Not that they had ever worried about running out of things to say back then: they had never particularly talked much. He was an enigma, whose smooth intelligence acted as a

  perfect complement to his brooding good looks. He had a compelling magnetism to both women and men. But especially women.




  Jennifer glanced in through the lemon-painted sash windows as she passed the front of the bistro. She thought she caught sight of him, leaning against the bar, sipping from an espresso cup. Her

  heart jolted and she hesitated at the door, her hand hovering over the brushed steel handle, unsure if she could go through with it. Why didn’t she just leave things as they were? But even as

  she stared at her own reflection in the dark glass of the door before her, she knew why. She gripped the handle, pushed it down and walked in impatiently to confront her past.




  





  Chapter 4




  ‘So, that’s six hundred and fifty pounds, please,’ said the sales assistant, carefully wrapping the pair of Louboutin shoes in white tissue paper before

  gently encasing them in their signature red shoe bag, and placing them into their buff-coloured box.




  Amy took her large leather wallet out of her soft black Prada handbag and opened it, searching for Ben’s credit card. Nothing quite compared to the high of buying the most beautiful shoes

  on the planet. These ones were particularly gorgeous. Peep-toe, with a platform and a skyscraper heel. Amy could just imagine Ben’s face when she modelled them for him later. He adored her in

  high heels and had never once balked at her spending to supplement her already large collection. At least, he never had before. Lately, he had started to comment on her spending but she knew that

  he wouldn’t be able to resist these shoes: especially if she offered to wear them with nothing else.




  ‘Are these for anything in particular?’ asked the sales girl, taking the credit card Amy proffered and swiping it through the machine in front of her.




  ‘Like she needs an excuse!’ laughed Amy’s friend, Jo, from behind her. She picked up a red patent shoe and gazed at it with her lips pursed, as if studying a painting.




  ‘You can talk!’ said Amy, feeling a spark of guilt mixed with irritation, as she gestured pointedly towards Jo’s own collection of designer carrier bags. The sales girl laughed

  but it was a laugh that didn’t sound genuine: it was the laugh of someone with an eye on their commission.




  ‘True,’ admitted Jo grudgingly, replacing the red shoe and moving languorously towards another shelf. ‘But it’s all essential . . . I mean, I have to do my bit at all

  these dinners and events that Tim expects me to go to with him. The least he can do is buy me something to wear.’




  ‘Yes, that’s true . . . It’s not as if you already have anything in your wardrobe, is it?’ Amy smiled as she turned back towards the sales girl, who had swiped the card

  three times and was now peering at the machine in puzzlement. ‘Is there a problem?’ she asked, her smile freezing slightly.




  A pink rash was starting to spread up the sales girl’s neck. ‘Er, it’s probably the machine but your card has been declined. Have you got another one?’




  Amy frowned. ‘That’s odd,’ she murmured, opening her purse again and taking out her emergency credit card, which she rarely used. ‘Here, try this one . . .’




  The sales girl beamed with relief as she saw her commission come back into view. She swiped the card and nodded emphatically. ‘There!’ she cried. ‘That’s fine. Sorry

  about that,’ she added, as she handed over the bag.




  ‘No problem,’ said Amy, taking it and throwing a quick glance towards Jo, who, she was relieved to note, was still browsing the shelves further down the shop.




  As the two of them stepped out of the shop onto the Mayfair street where they had already spent most of the morning shopping, Jo said, ‘So, what now? A little light lunch?’




  They both looked right towards Scott’s, just a few metres up the street, where the paparazzi were already gathering in feverish anticipation of the latest celebrity diner to tip them off

  that they would be arriving for lunch.




  ‘We’ll never get a table at such short notice,’ said Amy, quietly relieved, but allowing the corners of her mouth to turn down in a display of disappointment.




  ‘Then it’s a good job I booked, isn’t it?’ said Jo triumphantly, linking her arm through Amy’s and steering her towards the large artificial flames and giant awning

  that formed the front of the restaurant.




  Amy allowed herself to be propelled along. She could always put lunch on her own credit card again, but she wished she could shake the gnawing sensation in the pit of her stomach. Something

  wasn’t right; she just didn’t know what it was.




  ‘Wow, I need this!’ said Jo minutes later, having settled into her seat and taken a large sip of her Kir Royal.




  ‘Me, too,’ agreed Amy, gazing at her own Bellini. The rose-coloured bubbles tickled her throat slightly as she sipped it.




  ‘It’s hard work, all this shopping and lunching!’ said Jo with a glib smile, her eyes darting around the large room in search of celebrities. ‘Ooh, that’s Victoria

  Beckham over there! She looks stunning.’




  Amy followed Jo’s gaze and nodded indifferently, wondering why she didn’t feel as excited as she normally would. Instead, she felt the feeling of guilt that had been pressing down on

  her shoulders all morning get a little bit heavier, and gave herself a quick shake. She looked across the table at Jo, with her expensive caramel highlights, perfectly manicured nails and gym-toned

  body, and wondered if she ever questioned her role in life. At least Amy had produced two beautiful children, whereas Jo had remained childless by choice, saying she couldn’t bear the

  thought of something ruining her figure and her libido ‘only to grow up hating me’.




  Jo looked up from the menu she had been studying intently. ‘What?’ she asked, the corners of her artificially plumped lips turning up in amusement.




  Amy blinked back at her, wondering whether to confide in her. They had been friends for years, ever since Tim and Ben had gone into business together. But there was a hardness to Jo that meant

  Amy had never quite felt that she could fully trust her. Jo had never wanted children and yet she had never wanted a career, either. She seemed happy to be Tim’s trophy wife and spend her

  life spending his money: the guilt that had always dogged Amy about not working didn’t appear to trouble Jo. But then Tim and Jo’s relationship was very different to Amy and

  Ben’s, and reminded Amy of a business partnership, rather than a marriage. She also knew that both Tim and Jo had been unfaithful in the past, but they seemed happy with the arrangement they

  had come to.




  ‘Have you . . .’ Amy paused and tore off a small piece of bread from the metal bowl full of bread in the centre of the table. She put it in her mouth and chewed slowly; more for

  something to do rather than because she wanted to eat it. ‘Have you noticed anything different about Tim lately?’




  Jo frowned as much as her Botox would allow and shook her head slowly. Her shoulder-length hair swung from side to side as she did so and Amy got a waft of her Hermes scent, which always

  reminded Amy of summer, whatever time of year it was. ‘No. Why?’




  Amy swallowed the piece of bread and took a deep breath. ‘Oh, it’s probably nothing. It’s just that Ben seems a bit crabby lately, especially whenever I mention work. I just

  wondered if Tim had said anything.’




  Jo shook her head again, but she hesitated for just a fraction of a second and Amy knew she was holding something back. ‘Not that I can think of,’ she said at last, looking around

  for a waiter and picking up her menu again. ‘Come on, let’s order,’ she said, brusquely changing the subject. ‘This is my treat today – you paid last time. Now I fancy

  the crab linguine . . .’




  ‘Jesus, Amy!’ sighed Ben, nine hours later, lying in their large bed. He looked up at Amy, who had just emerged from her dressing room wearing nothing but her brand

  new Louboutins.




  ‘Aren’t they gorgeous?’ she purred, sashaying towards her husband. ‘I knew you’d approve.’




  But instead of grabbing her and throwing her onto the bed, as she had hoped he would, Ben’s face seemed to sag with misery. ‘I approve,’ he said half-heartedly, ‘but I

  dread to think how much they must have cost . . . I take it they aren’t a cheaper, high-street rip-off?’




  Amy stopped in her tracks, now feeling ridiculous in her nakedness. She dashed the final few feet towards the bed and dived under the duvet. ‘Since when have you cared how much they cost,

  as long as they were high and sexy?’ she said indignantly, pulling the crisp white duvet right up to her chin.




  Ben tried to smile but it didn’t reach his dark eyes.




  Amy looked at him for a moment, before reaching out and starting to stroke his forehead rhythmically with her thumb, the way she did with Sam when she was putting him to bed. Ben closed his eyes

  and seemed to relax slightly.




  ‘Are you OK, honey?’ she asked softly, noticing how clammy his forehead was and wondering if maybe he was coming down with something. It would explain his tetchiness, which was

  unusual for him.




  Ben groaned slightly, before opening his eyes again. He rolled onto his side so that he was facing her, and propped his head up with his hand. The shadows under his eyes had darkened in the

  half-light from the bedside lamp. ‘I’m—’ He hesitated and looked away, as if deciding whether or not to continue. ‘I’m . . . a bit stressed, that’s

  all.’




  ‘Why?’ Amy mirrored his position, her belly filling with coldness as she steeled herself for the answer. ‘It’s not . . . us, is it?’ she added, her heart pounding

  in her chest. Ben and the children were everything to her: her one reason for being. To think of anything coming between them filled her with a fear that was all consuming.




  Ben’s face softened and he reached out to stroke her anxious face. ‘No! No, of course it’s not . . . I love you as much as ever.’




  The chill in her belly faded slightly and Amy exhaled with relief. ‘Well, what is it, then?’




  Ben’s hand moved from stroking her face to stroking her breasts. Amy’s nipples hardened immediately at his touch. ‘It’s nothing,’ he said, his pupils dilating as he pulled back the duvet and gazed with longing at his wife’s body. ‘Forget it. Let’s try these new shoes out,

  instead.’




  





  Chapter 5




  ‘Hi, Kate, how are you feeling?’ asked Sarah as she slid into the chair beside Kate’s hospital bed. ‘You poor thing, you must have had such a

  shock.’




  Kate smiled, despite the pain in her neck and shoulder, pleased to see her friend. ‘I’m fine really – I feel a bit of a fraud being here. They’re keeping me in for

  observation overnight but they reckon it’s probably just whiplash.’




  Sarah nodded and bent down to retrieve a bunch of grapes from her oversized shopping bag. She placed them on Kate’s lap. ‘You look very pale,’ she said, her eyes scanning

  Kate’s face. ‘Are you sure you’re feeling OK?’




  ‘I’m fine. A bit sore, but hopefully after a good night’s sleep, I’ll be right as rain.’ Kate tried to make her voice as upbeat as possible. ‘Thanks so much

  for picking the kids up for me,’ she added.




  ‘Don’t be daft. It was no problem. Miles has taken them home and my mum is looking after mine.’ Sarah’s eyes drifted for a moment before she seemed to remember something.

  ‘Oh, and who was that man who called me? He sounded very nice on the phone!’




  Kate felt her face flush as she recalled Jack’s deep voice and his handsome face, looking down at her with concern as she came round. ‘Oh, er, him. Yes, he was very helpful,’

  she stuttered.




  A mischievous glint appeared in Sarah’s pale blue eyes. ‘Was he good-looking by any chance?’ she asked slyly, leaning her blonde head towards Kate. ‘Only you appear to be

  blushing.’




  Kate sighed. Sarah had a finely tuned antennae for any kind of gossip or scandal, and she looked like she knew she was on to something. ‘I didn’t really notice,’ Kate replied

  primly. ‘I was too worried about what would happen to the children.’




  ‘Liar!’ Sarah said with a laugh, refusing to be deterred. ‘What did he look like?’




  Kate laughed back, knowing that denial was impossible thanks to her rapidly reddening cheeks. She recalled those delicious brown eyes, framed with the longest lashes she had ever seen on a man.

  ‘He was quite handsome,’ she began coyly, aware that her pulse had quickened just at the memory of him. ‘His name is Jack something. I can’t

  remember—’




  ‘Levine. It’s Jack Levine. I remember now,’ interrupted Sarah, picking a grape from the bunch and popping it into her mouth. ‘Go on,’ she said, a trickle of juice

  spilling from the side of her mouth as she spoke. She dabbed it away carelessly with the back of her hand.




  ‘Well, anyway,’ continued Kate, trying to remember the details of what happened. ‘I crashed the car . . .’ she said slowly, then, ‘Oh God, I crashed the car!’

  she groaned, putting her hand over her face. ‘Shit! What the hell has happened to the car?’




  ‘It’s fine,’ said a deep voice to Kate’s left, making her jump, then wince, as pain shot through her neck and shoulder again. Tentatively, she glanced in the direction of

  the voice and felt her heart skip a beat. Standing there, looking just as handsome as she remembered and clutching a bunch of creamy, velvety roses, was her hero from the afternoon.




  ‘Oh, er, hi!’ she stammered, knowing that her cheeks were getting pinker by the second. She was about to introduce Sarah, when Sarah leapt out of her chair and almost clambered over

  Kate’s bed to get to him.




  ‘Hi!’ she gushed, reaching out to shake his hand. ‘You must be Jack! I’m Sarah, Kate’s friend. You called me earlier.’




  Jack grinned a slightly lopsided smile and shook Sarah’s hand, shoving the roses under his other arm as he did so. ‘I did, indeed,’ he said. ‘Did you get to the children

  on time?’




  Sarah stole a look at Kate, who was beaming with pleasure that he had asked about her children before anything else. ‘Yes,’ Sarah replied. ‘They’re fine. Miles,

  Kate’s husband picked them up from mine about an hour ago.’




  ‘That’s good,’ said Jack easily, ignoring Sarah’s emphasis on the word ‘husband’. ‘I brought you some flowers,’ he added, unnecessarily, his gaze

  returning to Kate.




  ‘Thank you!’ she smiled up at him, wondering if she would ever get to meet him face to face or whether she was destined to only ever see him from the angle of lying down.

  ‘Sarah, can you see if you can find a vase?’




  Sarah raised her eyebrows slightly and looked at Kate pointedly. ‘Please?’ added Kate, looking back at Sarah equally pointedly. After another pause, Sarah reluctantly turned and made

  her way down the ward towards the nurses’ station.




  Jack shifted his weight from one foot to the other. ‘Sit down!’ urged Kate, motioning towards the empty chair beside her that Sarah had just vacated. Jack smiled again as he walked

  around the end of her bed and sat down, laying the roses carefully on Kate’s bedside table. There was an awkward pause before they both spoke again: ‘So!’ they both chorused,

  before stopping and laughing. ‘You go first,’ said Jack.




  ‘Well, I just want to say “thank you”,’ began Kate, feeling hot tears starting to prick at her eyes. ‘That is, for helping me out so much. For calling Sarah and

  Miles . . . he’s very grateful too, by the way.’




  Jack waved his hand dismissively. ‘No need,’ he said. ‘I’m sure he’d have done the same thing. And I’m sure he’s just relieved that you’re

  OK.’




  It was true. Miles had come racing into the ward earlier, looking panic-stricken, his open face flushed and his bright blue eyes looking perilously damp. ‘Oh, thank God!’ he had

  exclaimed when he had found that, apart from her sore neck, she was fine.




  Kate had watched him slump down in the chair beside the bed, his tall, wide frame only just fitting into it. He had still been dressed in his smart work clothes of grey trousers and a white

  shirt and he was panting slightly from exertion, which explained the damp patches spreading from under his arms. Kate was touched by how worried he was about her. ‘I’m so sorry about

  the car,’ she had said in a small voice, knowing that as they could only afford third-party insurance – and that the accident had been her fault – they would have to buy a new

  one, which was the last thing they needed.




  Miles had shaken his head and clasped her hand in his. ‘Believe me, baby, the car is the last thing I care about right now’, he had said, his eyes brimming.




  ‘So,’ Kate said again, pushing the thoughts to the back of her mind for the moment and looking back at Jack. ‘What were you going to say?’




  ‘Well,’ Jack began, ‘I came because I wanted to let you know that it wasn’t your fault. The crash, I mean.’




  Kate frowned in confusion. ‘But . . . I smashed into the back of him. How could it not be my fault?’




  Jack shook his head. ‘No, you didn’t. I was there, opposite you, when you pulled into the space. It was empty. But he reversed into it out of nowhere, going far too fast, from the

  other side. He reversed into you. There was no way you could have avoided him.’




  Kate’s mouth opened in shock. She had been so sure it was her fault. ‘But that man . . . he was so aggressive,’ she said, as the memory of the other driver’s round, red

  face, veins pulsating with anger, flashed through her mind.




  ‘Of course he was aggressive. He wanted to make out it was your fault. But he hadn’t reckoned on witnesses.’ Jack smiled, almost proudly. ‘I gave the police a witness

  statement, so hopefully he’ll be liable for any costs.’




  Kate gazed at him, her heart swelling with gratitude and something else not quite so innocent. ‘Thank you,’ she whispered. ‘Thank you so much. I owe you.’




  At that moment Sarah reappeared, clutching an ugly yellow vase. ‘This was the only one I could find,’ she said, holding it up apologetically, before plonking the flowers into it,

  still wrapped in their raffia-tied brown paper. ‘Sorry, Jack, your lovely flowers deserve better.’




  Jack grinned good naturedly, and stood up to let Sarah sit down. ‘It’s not the container,’ he said. ‘It’s what’s in it that matters.’




  Sarah and Kate looked at each other and swooned simultaneously.




  ‘Anyway, I’d better be getting off,’ he added, seemingly oblivious to the effect he was having on them. ‘I’m glad you’re OK, Kate. And, fingers crossed, Mr

  Angry will have to stump up a fair bit of cash to compensate you for your distress . . .’




  ‘Thank you,’ Kate said again, happily. ‘Thank you so much. Goodbye.’




  Sarah, who had sat down, suddenly leapt up again. ‘I’ll walk out with you, Jack,’ she cried, gathering her bags. She bent down and kissed Kate on the cheek. ‘Glad

  you’re OK,’ she said, beginning to walk off with Jack. ‘I’ll see you tomorrow.’




  Kate grinned at her ruefully. ‘Yes, thanks for coming, Sarah. Your concern is truly touching.’




  Sarah smiled and stuck her tongue out at Kate over her shoulder. Kate watched them walking out together and felt a prickle of jealousy, before reprimanding herself. She was happily married and

  in love with Miles, whereas Sarah was single, her husband having walked out on her and the children several years ago, when his PA took her personal assistant duties just that little bit too far.

  She was happy if Sarah could meet someone, especially someone as lovely as Jack. It was just . . . she couldn’t help it. She could feel herself being drawn to him by some irresistible force

  that could only mean one thing: trouble.




  





  Chapter 6




  ‘Hello, Jennifer,’ he said, his dark eyes flickering with danger in exactly the same way as they always had. Time seemed to slip into slow motion and Jennifer

  suddenly felt as though she was wading through water as she approached the bar.




  ‘Hello, Hugh.’ Her words seemed to travel slowly over the short distance between them, as if muffled by cotton wool. They both hesitated as she finally reached him, unsure how to

  greet each other after so long. Eventually, Hugh leaned down and kissed her gently on one cheek, then the other. The shock of his physicality and the smell of him brought so many memories racing to

  the surface that Jennifer felt her legs go weak, and she stumbled slightly. She shouldn’t have come here today. She couldn’t cope with seeing him again. Not now. Not ever.




  As if sensing her thoughts, Hugh gripped her elbow firmly, partly to steady her; partly, she thought, to keep her from turning and running out of the restaurant. ‘Let’s get a table,

  shall we?’ He searched her face with his eyes and she nodded hesitantly.




  ‘Sorry,’ she stammered, as they sat down at a round wooden table in the corner, having ordered Jennifer a coffee. ‘It’s just—’




  ‘I know,’ he said, interrupting her. ‘I know.’




  Jennifer nodded. Even after all this time, there was still a shorthand between them. He hadn’t really changed at all. His hair was heavily flecked with grey now, but it suited him: it

  emphasised the darkness of his eyes and the swarthiness of his skin. Watching him, she was instantly transported back almost four decades, to the day she had first looked into his eyes.




  ‘Is anyone sitting here?’ said a voice.




  Jennifer looked up in surprise. She had been engrossed in revising for her medical exams. She was tired and stressed, had rowed with Michael and had fled to the little coffee shop on the Kings

  Road to get some caffeine into her to help her keep going, when all she wanted to do was lie down on the floor and sleep for hours.




  ‘I suppose not,’ she replied grumpily to the tall, dark, sharply dressed young man who had asked the question.




  As she returned to her books, he sat down opposite her and ordered a black coffee from the pretty young waitress who had instantly and miraculously appeared at his side, before shaking a

  cigarette out of a pack and lighting it. Seeing her glance up, he motioned the pack of cigarettes towards her and raised his eyebrows. Without either of them speaking, Jennifer took a cigarette and

  leaned towards him as he lit it for her.




  For several moments, they sat in silence, smoking, looking at each other through the columns of smoke rising steadily and seductively from each of their mouths. Jennifer was transfixed by his

  deep, almost black eyes that seemed to glitter with amusement and – something else, something that she couldn’t quite place. Michael’s laughing eyes were navy-blue and his hair

  and skin were fair, giving him a Scandinavian appearance. Jennifer loved Michael’s face, yet she couldn’t draw her eyes away from this exotic-looking stranger. Still neither of them

  spoke until, eventually, Jennifer forced herself to look away from him and back down at her books. But she found that the words swam on the page and she couldn’t focus properly. She was too

  aware of him watching her intently.




  ‘What?’ she said at last, with a note of exasperation in her voice.




  ‘Nothing,’ he replied, in a velvety voice. ‘I just like watching you.’




  Jennifer tutted to herself and continued to stare in vain at the pages of her book.




  ‘Tell me what’s wrong,’ he said after a long while, during which he had lit another cigarette and ordered another black coffee from the ever-helpful waitress.




  Jennifer bit her lip and felt the tingling in her nose that always preceded tears. ‘What makes you think there’s anything wrong?’ she replied defensively, still not looking up,

  her voice thick in her throat.




  ‘I just know,’ he said simply, taking a long drag on his cigarette and exhaling smoke in rings, expertly puffing them out one after the other like a miniature steam train.




  Suddenly, Billy Ocean’s ‘Love Really Hurts Without You’ came onto the jukebox, causing Jennifer’s heart to skip and her eyes to swim as the words of the song resonated.

  It really did hurt without Michael around, especially after they argued. She waited until the tears in her eyes had started to recede before looking up at the young man again, as she stubbed out

  her cigarette. There was something vaguely hypnotic about him in the way he stared at her without blinking: as if he could see right into her soul.




  ‘Do I know you?’ she asked, after yet another long pause.




  ‘No, but I feel like I know you. I’ve watched you often enough.’




  Jennifer’s eyes widened in surprise. He gestured his pack of cigarettes towards her and she took another, which she let him light again. ‘When?’ she said, inhaling deeply,

  enjoying the kick of nicotine as it combined with the caffeine to give her the buzz she so badly needed.




  ‘I work near here. I see you a lot. Usually with some blond guy.’ His eyes narrowed. ‘Is that what’s wrong? I do hope so,’ he drawled.




  Jennifer’s eyes overflowed before she could stop them. He leaned forwards and handed her a thin paper napkin, which she took and used to wipe her eyes as delicately as she could.




  ‘Good,’ he said, the corners of his full mouth turning up.




  ‘It’s not funny!’ gulped Jennifer, between sobs.




  ‘Not funny, no,’ he agreed, looking up to one side, as if he was considering it. ‘But good.’




  ‘It’s just a tiff,’ she protested. ‘We haven’t broken up. And, for God’s sake, I don’t even know you!’




  ‘Not yet,’ he replied. ‘But you will.’




  ‘You’ve hardly changed,’ he said now, slowly and deliberately, breaking through her thoughts. ‘You’re still very beautiful.’




  ‘Liar,’ she said. She took a sip of her cappuccino with a smile, though – secretly pleased with the compliment. Hugh didn’t reply. There was no need. They both knew that

  he wouldn’t have said it if he didn’t think it was true. One thing she had always loved about him was that there was never any need for small talk. He chose his words carefully and used

  them sparingly. He wasn’t afraid of silence as, just like now, they sat engrossed in their own thoughts and memories.




  ‘So, did you make the right choice, Jennifer?’ he said after a long pause, as if emphasising her thoughts.




  Jennifer looked into those mesmeric, inky eyes and watched the movie of another life that might have been play out before her. Snapping back into the present, she finally spoke: ‘Of

  course. Did you, Hugh?’




  ‘I didn’t have a choice,’ he replied.




  





  Chapter 7




  As Amy drove up the driveway to her mother’s pretty cottage, she felt her chest muscles tightening with tension – the way they always did when she visited her.

  Surely it should be the other way round, she thought, parking her Range Rover at an angle to her mum’s battered old Clio. Surely getting out of London should help me to relax?

  But it was the disapproval that she knew her mother wouldn’t be able to hide that always put her on edge.
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