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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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