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Dedication to come


Must be Love

Cathy Woodman began her working life as a small-animal vet before turning to writing fiction. She won the Harry Bowling First Novel Award in 2002 and is a member of the Romantic Novelists’ Association. She is also a sessional lecturer in animal management at a local college for land-based industries. Must Be Love is the second book in the series, following Trust Me, I’m a Vet, based in the fictional market town of Talyton St George, in beautiful East Devon, where Cathy lived as a child. Cathy now lives with her husband, two children, two ponies, three exuberant Border terriers and two cats in a village near Winchester, Hampshire.


Also by Cathy Woodman

Trust Me, I’m a Vet


Chapter One

It’s a Vet’s Life

When I took the plunge and bought into the partnership in Otter House last year, I thought I had a pretty good idea of what I was taking on: a quiet country practice in the peaceful market town of Talyton St George. Moving to Devon from London, where I worked as a busy city vet, I was expecting something of a culture shock, but I was also looking forward to having time on my hands to get to know my lovely new clients and their pets, and generally living life at a more leisurely pace.

Gazing across Reception towards Frances, who’s behind the desk, which is covered with cards and gifts, I find myself smiling at how naive I was. Frances is looking fraught. Her wig – the almond-coloured one that reminds me of candyfloss twirled on a stick – has gone askew, revealing wisps of her scant grey hair.

She takes payment from Mrs Dyer, wife of the local butcher and one of our regulars, for a bag of prescription diet food and a Christmas-cracker toy, which squeaks when she passes it through the scanner. As it squeaks for a second time, Mrs Dyer’s enormous Great Dane (the Harlequin version, which looks as if someone’s taken a white dog and flicked black paint at it), who was trembling on the scales in the far corner of Reception, takes a flying leap towards the desk with Izzy on the end of his lead.

‘Brutus! No!’ Izzy’s eyes flash. The snowflakes on her hairband flash too, and something in the tone of her voice makes the dog stop in his tracks. Brutus might be a big dog – he’s so broad you could use him as a coffee table – but he’s no match for our nurse. He knows exactly who’s boss.

‘He thinks it’s a baby,’ Mrs Dyer announces to everyone else in the waiting area, whose pets have taken refuge on laps and under chairs. ‘He adores babies. He just wants to lick them to death.’

I notice how Lynsey Pitt – who’s brought Raffles, a small tan rescue dog short on legs and long on character, for a rather belated second vaccination – holds her baby daughter a little tighter as Brutus shakes his head, sending a glistening spatter of drool over Izzy’s navy scrubs, then pads meekly back to the scales.

Izzy persuades him back on with the aid of a healthy, low-cal treat while Diana, a white boxer with a big grin on her face, tries to join in. It’s no use Izzy scolding her, because she’s deaf and answers to hand signals – and that’s only when she feels like it.

An elderly woman I remember from the talk I gave to the WI back in November called ‘It’s a Vet’s Life’ struggles in through the double glass doors with a cat basket balanced on top of a shopping trolley, followed by a girl who can’t be older than twelve with a small box pierced with holes. Frances greets the woman with the cat and starts inputting her details onto the computer, the postman turns up with parcels to be signed for and the phone starts ringing. I answer it.

‘Otter House Vets’ – how I love saying that – ‘how can I help?’ Once I’ve ascertained from the panicking client that I have an emergency on my hands and she’s housebound, I arrange to visit. ‘I’ll be with you as soon as I can.’

Frances frowns as I put the phone down. I know what she’s getting at.

‘If you book anything else in, Maz,’ she says, surveying the packed waiting area, ‘we’ll all be here till Christmas.’

‘It is Christmas, Frances, pretty much.’ The day before Christmas Eve, anyway, I think, tearing my eyes from the hypnotic lime and yellow swirls on Frances’s top. Emma would prefer her to wear uniform, saying that the neo-hippy look doesn’t suit anyone, let alone someone in their late fifties like Frances, but I think she brightens the place up and provides a little light relief from the all-blue theme that runs through the practice: blue chairs, pale blue walls and blue-grey non-slip, easy-clean floors. It’s Emma’s choice – blue’s her favourite colour. ‘I’ve got to go. Will you let Emma know I’m on my way to Talyford?’ I won’t disturb her while she’s consulting.

‘Will do,’ Frances says.

I pick up the piece of paper on which I’ve scribbled down the address, grab my jacket and keys from the cloakroom and dash off with Frances’s voice ringing in my ears.

‘Maz, come back. Haven’t you forgotten something?’ I turn to find Frances holding out the visit case. ‘You’ll forget your head one of these days,’ she adds, with mock severity.

I fetch my car. It’s a sporty coupé which I’ve hardly used recently and the drive up to Talyford will do it good. That’s my excuse anyway – it’ll do me good too. I ought to change it for something more practical, but – not that I’m sentimental or anything – it feels like the last connection to my old life as a city vet, working in London.

While driving out of the car park at the side of Otter House, I glance back at the practice, a solid three-storey Georgian building rendered the colour of clotted cream. It has my name on it, along with Emma’s – my best friend for over fifteen years, and now my business partner – on a brass plaque outside. It’s like a dream, and if I wasn’t driving, I’d have to pinch myself. I still can’t believe my luck.

When Emma and I met over a dead greyhound at vet school, I hoped we might end up working together. I smile as I recall how one of our professors who thought himself a bit of a film buff referred to me as Gwyneth Paltrow on account of my blonde hair and Emma as Catherine Zeta-Jones.

I head out of Talyton St George, following the confusing one-way system, which has evolved because the streets aren’t wide enough to take two lanes of traffic. With the heater on full blast, I pass the butcher’s, where a queue of shoppers with coats and brollies stand under a striped awning to collect their pre-ordered turkeys and hams, before I emerge from Market Square, between Lacey’s Fine Wines and Lupins, the gift shop, and turn north on the road signposted to Talyford.

The local station Megadrive Radio plays an oldie from Wet Wet Wet. The rain pelts down, turning to sleet.

Talyford. There was a clue in the name, I think wryly as I stop at the edge of the murky stream that foams and swirls across the road before it continues its way down the valley to join the river. I guess it’s safe to cross. There’s no way of telling since the depth indicator post has been broken off and chucked in the hedge, but as I’m not sure I’ll find my way into the other end of the village if I make a diversion, I drive on, being careful not to make waves, and reach the other side.

Further down the hill, the stream passes in front of a handful of cottages, all painted pale pink, a shop with a post office, a small church and a courtyard of cob-and-thatch barn conversions with ‘For Sale’ signs outside, which make up the vast metropolis – I’m being ironic – of Talyford. I park in front of one of the cottages, the Old Forge, and make my way across a wrought-iron footbridge over the stream to the front door.

I knock, but there’s no answer and, remembering that this is Devon and therefore nothing happens in a hurry, I wait for a couple of minutes before knocking again. A dog whines from the distance, and eventually the door opens and a woman who’s a few years older than me greets me from a wheelchair. I notice her purple eyeliner and her smock, splashed with paint.

‘Hi. I’m Maz, the vet. Ms Diamond?’

‘It’s Penny. Thank you for coming so quickly …’ She spins her chair so she ends up facing down the hall and all I can see is the back of her head: the piece of ragged tie-dyed sheet tied like a bandanna and the wooden beads that adorn her multicoloured locks of hair. ‘Sally’s this way.’

She waves me past her into some kind of studio set up with an easel, and stacks of canvasses, some virgin white, others painted with eerie landscapes, some in the stark light of a fiery sun, others dark with slanting rain. I’m not sure how best to describe them: impressionistic or amateurish. Who am I to criticise, though, when I can’t draw or paint to save my life?

‘I’m sorry about the mess. When the estate agent described it as bijou, I didn’t appreciate quite how small the place was.’ Penny points towards the far corner of the room. ‘There’s Sally over there. I’m really worried – I’ve never seen her like this.’

I step around the easel, taking care not to tread on any of the tubes of paint scattered across the floor, so I can get close to a rather beautiful golden retriever with a pink nose and dark brown eyes. She stands in the corner in a harness attached to a short lead, panting and dribbling, her belly swollen so big she could pass as a cartoon dog.

‘She had Christmas dinner early.’ Penny twists the silver fretwork ring on her finger. ‘She stole mine from the worktop: turkey, sprouts, stuffing, the lot.’

‘When was that?’ I’m trying to keep calm, but I’m looking at Sally and thinking, Very sick dog, not much time.

‘About two hours ago. Declan, my carer – he comes in twice a day – took her out for a good run afterwards. “To get her to use up the extra calories,” he said. Apparently she drank lots from the stream on the way back, and since then her stomach’s been getting bigger and bigger.’ Penny’s freckled face crumples. ‘I’m afraid she’s going to burst.’

The dog groans and retches. Strings of saliva dangle from her jowls and make a sticky pool on the floor.

‘Is there something you can do? An injection? Tablets?’

‘I wish it was that simple. I’m going to have to take her straight to the surgery. She might have to stay with us for a while.’

‘I don’t think I can bear the thought of Christmas without her.’

‘It’s a shame, but …’ It’s non-negotiable. If Sally’s got any chance of survival it’s back at Otter House, not here in the wilds of Talyford.

‘I rely on Sally,’ Penny cuts in. ‘She picks things off the floor for me, fetches the phone …’

‘I see.’ Now I understand why the dog’s wearing a lead and harness indoors, and I can feel the pressure piling on as Penny chatters away as if she can’t stop, a side effect of living alone, I suspect. At least, I’m assuming she lives alone. Opposite the window that looks out onto a tidy lawn and shrubbery, there’s a wall with photos, including wedding pictures of a younger and much slimmer Penny in a 1920s-style ivory dress, standing beside a rather striking groom who has spiky hair and red drainpipe trousers.

‘It’s serious, isn’t it?’ Penny’s voice quavers. ‘I can tell from your face. She isn’t going to die?’

Not if I can help it, I think, but I refrain from giving grounds for optimism. I don’t want to raise Penny’s hopes.

‘Is there anyone who can be with you? Anyone you can go and stay with?’ I ask, worried how she’s going to cope, practically and emotionally.

‘I can’t impose on Declan. He offered to stay all day tomorrow, but I told him he mustn’t because he has his own friends. I can’t ask my sister because she’s in York with her kids. Sally’s my family now. Sally, darling,’ Penny calls. At the sound of the sob that catches in her owner’s throat, the dog looks up momentarily before returning to stare at a paint spot on the stone floor as if she’s depending on it for her survival. ‘What will I do without you?’

‘Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that.’ I take Sally by her lead and coax her out along the hall, following Penny, who opens the front door for us. ‘I’ll call you when I have any news.

‘Hurry up, Sally,’ I add, but once outside, Sally refuses to clamber into the front of my car so, with the sleet stinging the back of my neck, I have to half lift, half force her in. Her limbs are stiff and her claws scrape the paintwork. Her hard belly pings and pops like gas bubbling through an airlock on a demijohn.

‘For an assistance dog, you aren’t being terribly helpful,’ I tell her as I sit her in the footwell on the passenger side, praying she won’t be sick.

When I glance back at the Old Forge as I drive away, I catch sight of Penny at the window with a tissue pressed to her nose. Life isn’t fair, is it? I can’t imagine what it must be like confined to a wheelchair and dependent on other people – and a dog. I’m not sure I’d consider Sally a pair of safe paws.

I call ahead to the practice to ask Frances to warn Izzy to prepare theatre.

‘Izzy isn’t in this afternoon,’ Frances says. ‘She’s gone into Exeter to do some last-minute shopping.’

‘Oh?’ I’d forgotten. ‘You’d better tell Emma, then. I’ve got a possible GDV.’

‘What’s that in English, Maz?’ says Frances, then before I can explain that it’s a case of bloat with added complications, she adds, ‘No, don’t worry – I’ve got it.’

‘Cheers, Frances.’ I drive on back across the ford, slowly and steadily in first gear, and right in the middle, slowly and steadily, the car shudders and rolls to a stop, the engine cuts out and water starts flooding into the footwell, turning my feet to blocks of ice. Sally clambers onto the passenger seat and starts panting steamy breaths of fermenting sprouts into my face. I fiddle with the key in the ignition and press my foot to the floor, but nothing happens. The headlights of a vehicle come flaring through the rear window behind me, and the driver starts hooting at me to get out of the way.

What can I do, though? I think, as the water rushes on past and the hooting continues. What’s wrong with people? It’s pretty obvious I’m not going anywhere fast. I tighten my grip on the steering wheel, annoyed at whoever is behind me, but above all with myself because Sally’s chances are slipping away with every minute that passes.

I shove the door open. ‘Maz? Maz!’ someone yells over the sound of splashing.

I lean out of the car to find Alex, my current boyfriend and the best thing that’s ever happened to me, wading towards me, all six foot one of him.

‘What on earth are you doing here?’ I say, surprised and pleased, and more than a little embarrassed that he’s turned up in the middle of nowhere to find me in a predicament of my own making.

‘I’m on my way back from a stitch-up at the Wilds’ place,’ Alex says.

‘The horse sanctuary?’

‘That’s right. They rescued this poor young cob from near death and now it’s gone and got itself caught up in barbed wire. A case of sod’s law, don’t you think?’ Alex holds on to the car door, the water swirling around a couple of inches below the tops of his wellies: my knight with a shining four by four. ‘I took the short cut.’

‘Well, I’m very glad you did,’ I say, taking in the fierce, stormy blue of his eyes, and the way his dark hair is beginning to curl at the ends in the wet. I note the few hairs silvering at his temple – he is ten years older than me, after all – and the spatters of mud – no, blood – on the stonewashed denim jeans that hug his long, muscular thighs, and the yarn of his ancient Arran sweater, snagged here and there into loops.

‘I bet you are, seeing your sleigh has let you down,’ he chuckles. Then, noticing I’m staring at him utterly bemused, he goes on, ‘The antlers.’

Blushing, I whip them off and leave them, rather bent and battered, on the dashboard. They were one of Emma’s madcap ideas to make the practice feel more Christmassy. What must Penny have thought? I glance towards Sally. I could swear her belly’s blown up even bigger since I squeezed her into the car.

‘Alex, you’ve got to give us a lift,’ I say urgently as Sally retches again. ‘Me and the dog.’

‘Of course.’ Alex smiles, the creases at the corners of his eyes deepening – and yes, they’re definitely creases, not worry lines, because Alex isn’t the worrying type.

My teeth chattering with cold, I slide out of the driver’s seat and give myself up into his arms so that he can carry me to his four by four. I cling on to him just a little longer than necessary, breathing his scent of cow, penicillin and musk, before he lets me down, his lips brushing mine, our bodies briefly in full contact, my heartbeat quickening against his, and his hand squeezing my buttocks, so that all of a sudden I feel much warmer.

Alex hurries back for Sally and lifts her into the back seat, the boot being stacked up with his boxes of kit and drugs, calving gowns and buckets. (Alex and his father own the neighbouring vets’ surgery at Talyton Manor. It’s a traditional mixed practice, treating farm animals and horses, along with a few cats and dogs.)

‘I’ll get someone to bring the tractor up and give your car a tow back to the Manor, then we can have it seen to.’ Alex gets into the front seat and turns on the ignition. ‘What’s up with the patient?’

‘She’s OD’d on Christmas dinner. Her eyes were bigger than her belly.’

‘They aren’t now,’ Alex points out, as Sally lets out a gut-wrenching groan. ‘I’d better put my foot down,’ he adds, and the engine roars into life. ‘The dog’s in a bad way and you’re soaked through, Maz. In fact, I really should get you out of those clothes – as a purely preventative measure, of course,’ he goes on. ‘We don’t want you going down with pneumonia for the festive season.’

‘Alex!’ I pretend to scold him, yet I’d love him to strip me down and make love to me … I look back at Sally. Just not right now.

‘Unfortunately, though,’ Alex says as we head into Talyton at speed, ‘I’m on my way to another call. Mother’s booked in as much as possible for today in the hope tomorrow will be quiet. And talking of which, did you manage to do that swap with Emma?’

‘I’m sorry, Alex. She’s got Ben’s parents staying over Christmas. They’re only here for three days and they’ve driven all the way from Edinburgh to see them. And anyway, if Sally does pull through, I’ll have to stick around to keep an eye on her. It’s nothing personal.’

‘But I want us to spend Christmas together …’

‘So do I …’ Just you and me, I want to say, but I can’t because I’m afraid I’ll hurt his feelings. I’m not ready to enjoy a jolly family Christmas up at the Manor with Alex’s children and his parents. I watch the muscle in his cheek tighten and relax during the intervening silence.

‘Lucie will be disappointed,’ he says eventually. ‘She’s been planning to make up a stocking for you.’

I try not to feel guilty at letting her down – I mean, he’s the one who told her I’d be there when he wasn’t sure of my plans, not me. Lucie is Alex’s daughter. He has a son too, Sebastian, and I don’t want to get too involved with them, at least until our relationship is on a firmer footing. I can remember my mother bringing a series of boyfriends to the flat to meet me and my brother, how just as I’d begun to accept one, she’d dump him and go on to the next. Not that I have any intention of dumping Alex, you understand. I’m still a little afraid that Alex might one day dump me.

‘I was hoping to wake up and find you in my stocking,’ Alex says.

‘I didn’t know you wore them,’ I tease. ‘Stockings,’ I add when he pretends not to follow.

‘I’m not that in touch with my feminine side.’

‘What feminine side?’ I say archly. As far as I’m concerned, Alex is all man.

‘We’ll have to do Christmas next year, then,’ Alex sighs.

‘Next year,’ I echo quietly, afraid of tempting fate by daring to believe we’ll still be together in a year’s time. I can’t help it when my two previous exes both let me down just as they’d convinced me this was it, the happy ever after. I try to remain optimistic as Sally utters another groan, weaker this time. Why shouldn’t this be third time lucky?

Alex pulls across the road and onto the pavement outside Otter House, killing the engine before jumping out. He carries Sally ahead of me into the practice, striding out and shouldering double doors aside, as if he owns the place. Reaching the prep area, he puts Sally down gently on the bench, where she collapses, gasping for air, her tongue ominously blue.

‘She doesn’t look too good,’ Emma says, emerging from theatre with a cap instead of her Santa hat over her brunette locks, and carrying a stomach tube. ‘Hi, Alex. What are you doing here?’ she asks, as I throw a gown over my wet clothes and plug in the clippers.

‘I was between calls when I came across Maz stranded in the ford. How are you?’

‘I’m well, thanks.’ Emma touches her bump, all clucky and maternal. (She’s almost five months gone now.) ‘How about you? How’s business?’

‘It’s pretty busy at the moment.’ Alex holds on to Sally for me while I clip a patch of hair from her flank. ‘I’m booked up with calls all day.’

‘We’re rushed off our feet here too,’ Emma says with a competitive edge to her voice.

‘But not taking enough for your partner to buy herself a new car.’ Alex grins. Although it’s been a while since the Talyton Manor Vets tried to stop Emma setting up her plate in town, there’s always an element of professional jealousy between Talyton Manor and Otter House. It keeps life interesting.

I spray Sally’s skin with surgical spirit, which makes me sneeze – not only does it disinfect, it does wonders for clearing the sinuses.

‘We’re interviewing for new staff,’ Emma says, ‘but I’m sure Maz will have told you all about it.’

‘I wish my father would take on some staff. We could do with another vet,’ Alex says ruefully.

‘I second that,’ I say as I select three of the largest gauge needles we have in the drawer beside the bench. ‘You could take some time off.’ I slide the needles one by one through Sally’s skin. As they puncture the stomach wall, there’s a hiss of gas like a long, low fart, and a whiff of rotting veg. Sally’s belly softens, her breathing eases and her tongue turns a more reassuring shade of pink.

‘I’ll buy him a bottle of malt sometime, see if I can soften him up,’ Alex says.

I know Old Fox-Gifford’s a difficult man, but I can’t understand why Alex doesn’t stand up to him. I refrain from asking why he doesn’t take on another vet anyway and present it to his father as a fait accompli. Now isn’t the time.

‘Look, I’d better get going.’ Alex takes a step back.

‘Thanks for your help,’ Emma says, moving across to take Alex’s place at Sally’s side.

‘Bye, Emma. I’ll drop by later if I can, Maz.’

I lean into the brief pressure of Alex’s hand on my back and tilt my head for the touch of his lips against mine.

‘I hope the dog makes it.’ And then he’s gone, the doors swinging closed behind him and for the briefest moment I feel quite bereft.

‘Cheeky sod,’ says Emma.

She sets up a drip and anaesthetic, then lifts Sally’s head while I try to pass the stomach tube through her gullet, but it comes to a stop. I try wriggling it, twisting it and rolling the dog over, but it won’t budge. It’s a bad sign.

‘It’s a torsion.’ I stroke the sleeping dog’s ear, thinking of Penny alone at home, waiting for news.

‘There’s nothing else for it, then,’ Emma says. ‘You’ll have to go in.’

We move Sally into theatre, and soon she’s lying on her back in a plastic cradle, her body half hidden by blue cotton drapes. I pick up a scalpel and open her up straight down the middle.

‘She’s all right,’ says Emma, as if she’s reading my mind, ‘stable anyway.’

Resisting the urge to scratch an itch where my theatre cap rides up above the roots of my hair, I concentrate on gently untwisting Sally’s stomach, examining it as I go. There’s no sign of damage to the stomach wall, which raises my hopes for Sally’s chances until Emma dashes them again.

‘Maz, we’ve got a problem.’ Emma straightens, sending Sally’s anaesthetic chart clattering to the floor. ‘She’s gone a bit flat.’ Emma’s tone is cool and professional, but there’s a tinge of barely disguised panic as she goes on, ‘She’s stopped breathing.’

I let Sally’s stomach slop back into her abdomen and take a moment to watch.

‘I can’t get a pulse.’ Emma swears. ‘She’s going blue.’ She switches off the anaesthetic, turns up the oxygen and starts resuscitation, alternately pumping Sally’s chest and ventilating her lungs with the black rubber bag in the anaesthetic circuit.

The greasy scent of fat and blood cut through with spirit fills my nostrils and my hands grow hot inside my surgical gloves. I can hear my own heartbeat pounding in my ears as I stare at the blood vessels in the skein of tissue, mottled with glistening white fat, that covers Sally’s gut, praying for them to start pulsing once more.

Come on, Sally. I recall Penny’s tears as I left, the way she ruffled Sally’s soft fur, gripped her around her dribbling jowls and gave her one last desperate hug as if it were the last time she’d ever see her …

‘How long has it been?’ Emma asks. ‘I forgot to look.’

I can only make a stab at a guess – it feels like a lifetime.

‘Two or three minutes.’

‘We’ll give her three more …’ Emma’s voice trails away, because she knows as well as I do that you have five minutes at most. Any longer without oxygen, the sensitive cells in the brain begin to die off.

I start preparing to open Sally’s chest. This is the last resort. We’ll be able to massage the heart directly, shoot drugs straight into the muscle. Hand on heart – well, almost anyway – I think Sally’s had it.

‘Stop! Maz.’

My own heart plummets to the soles of my Crocs. It’s too late. She’s gone.

‘I’ve got a pulse. It’s very faint.’ Emma points to Sally’s chest, which rises, quivers, then falls again. I can see the relief in her smile when she goes on, ‘What do you want to do? Stitch her straight up or go on?’

It’s tempting to close her up, to let her come round.

‘I should go on,’ I decide. We’ve come this far. If I stop now, there’s nothing to prevent this happening to Sally again, and next time it could kill her. The muscles across my shoulders grow tight and perspiration trickles down my nose into my mask as I tack Sally’s stomach wall to a rib, and it isn’t until I’ve almost finished that I feel relaxed enough to chat with Emma once more.

‘I’m going to miss all this,’ Emma says.

‘How do you mean?’ I ask lightly, as I start to close up.

‘I’m talking about when I have the baby.’

‘You said you’d still come in to work.’ I’m worried. Emma’s making it sound like she’s taking eternity not maternity leave.

‘Ben and I have been talking it over and we’ve decided that whatever crazy scheme I thought up once I knew I was pregnant is no good. I can’t work all the way up to the birth like Superwoman. I don’t want to and I don’t need to.’ Emma pauses and I find myself blaming Ben, who’s a GP, for being overprotective. ‘I’m planning to cut down my hours as soon as possible, take my statutory maternity leave, then come back to work part-time. I hope that’s all right with you, Maz.’

‘I don’t suppose I have any choice,’ I murmur. I’m happy for her, yet I can’t help feeling a little disgruntled because I never expected Emma to do anything but return to work full-time.

‘I don’t want to miss out on anything, her first smile, her first tooth –’

‘Her?’ I interrupt. She? Suddenly the bump has an identity and I can see Emma as a mum with a baby in her arms: a girl with flyaway brown hair and dark eyes like Emma’s. My throat tightens – not with envy, because I’m not the maternal type, but with joy that Emma is so close to achieving her dream of starting a family at last. ‘I thought you didn’t want to know the sex.’

‘We tried not to look too closely at the scan, but neither Ben nor I could pretend we hadn’t noticed,’ Emma says, colouring slightly. ‘Anyway, it’s time we started looking for a locum.’

‘A locum?’ Sally twitches, making me jump. ‘I didn’t think you’d want another vet working here. You’ve always said it would be like leaving your baby with a stranger.’ I can’t imagine running Otter House with anyone else. It doesn’t seem right somehow.

‘So you can understand my dilemma. For once, though, the practice has to come second. It won’t matter too much because you’ll still be here.’ Emma’s lips curve into a cheeky smile. ‘I’ll return the favour for you one day. Your clock will start ticking soon. One day you’ – there’s the tiniest hesitation before she continues – ‘and Alex –’

‘No way.’ I hold up my gloved hands, which are covered with blood. ‘You know I’ll never have kids.’ I gaze at Emma. ‘I’m not like you. I don’t dream of the big house, the husband and two children, a cat and a dog.’

‘You have the cat part,’ Emma points out.

‘Not for long, I suspect,’ I say, thinking of Ginge, my rescue cat, and how the knobbles of his spine are almost sticking out through his skin. I’m still giving him the tablets for his overactive thyroid, but he isn’t doing as well as he was when I first took him in after the fire at Buttercross Cottage.

‘One day I’m going to have great pleasure in reminding you about this.’

‘About Ginge?’ I say, confused.

‘About not having children, Maz. I reckon you’ll end up with six,’ Emma says, chuckling. ‘You’ve got two already if you count Alex’s children.’

‘Lucie and Sebastian? Oh no.’ I tie the knot and snip the ends of the last stitch in Sally’s skin, aware of her breathing quickening as she begins to come round. ‘They’re strictly Alex’s department.’ He has them every other weekend and for parts of the school holidays, that’s all. The rest of the time they’re with their mother, Alex’s ex-wife. ‘They’re nothing to do with me.’

‘Does Alex see it the same way? What if he wants more children – with you? What would you say?’

‘He has a son already, a boy to continue the Fox-Gifford family name, inherit the Manor and take on the practice.’ He’s done the father stuff. He won’t need to do it all over again with me. I can honestly say I have no desire to procreate and pass on my genes to the next generation, to populate the world with more little Fox-Giffords. I have no desire to create another unhappy family like mine was.

‘Okay,’ Emma says lightly. ‘There’s no need to give me one of your killer stares, Maz. I’m not saying another word.’


Chapter Two

Once Bitten

The cutest tabby cat with a white bib is looking up at me from the consulting-room table, her green eyes wide with anxiety and a piece of thread dangling from her lips. I open her mouth, catching a flash of steel at the back of her throat before she wriggles back out of my grasp. Mrs King – another new client – steadies her and I try again, gently easing her jaw open. I reach for the forceps I keep on my tray of instruments, grasp the end of the needle and give it a cautious tug, at which Cleo goes berserk, raking my arms and sinking her fangs into my thumb.

‘The poor little thing!’ Mrs King exclaims, as I fight Cleo’s flailing claws. ‘She must be in agony,’ she goes on, while I hang on to the edge of the table, riding the wave of pain that surges up my arm.

‘I’ll admit her,’ I decide, watching the hairs on Cleo’s back sink back down flat along her spine, blood oozing from the base of my thumb. Five minutes later, having taken her through to the prep bench in Kennels and slipped a plastic apron over my scrub top and jeans, I remove the needle under anaesthetic, which is what I should have done in the first place. I blame my lack of judgement on a combination of caffeine deficiency and a lack of sleep – I stayed up most of last night with Sally.

‘Does she want it back?’ Izzy holds up the offending article. ‘Has Mrs King finished her quilt?’ she adds with a flicker of impatience when I’m slow to reply.

‘I’m sorry, I didn’t think to ask.’ I perch briefly on a stool in the prep area outside Kennels while I write up the notes, Cleo coming round on the bench beside me.

‘I’ll give it a rinse in case.’ Izzy gazes at me. Her complexion is pale and freckled and her short auburn hair is run through with silver threads. Since her engagement to Chris, a local farmer with a flock of sheep and a hefty acreage, she’s taken to wearing mascara and a touch of lip gloss, which makes her look closer to thirty than forty, lucky thing.

‘I’m sorry I had to drag you away from your party.’

Izzy runs a variety of classes: a slimming clinic and a senior club as well as today’s puppy party, a social gathering for clients with new puppies, in the hope it will encourage them to train their growing dogs to become good canine citizens.

‘It was an emergency. The clients understand – well, most of them do.’ She smiles wryly. ‘Antibiotics?’

‘No, she doesn’t need anything,’ I say, glancing towards Cleo, who’s so upset she’s still growling in her sleep.

‘Not for the cat. For you.’

‘I’m fine.’ I catch sight of the puncture marks from Cleo’s fangs on my thumb, which starts throbbing again.

‘You don’t have to be a hero, Maz.’

‘I didn’t know you cared,’ I say lightly.

‘I don’t,’ she says, half teasing. ‘I’m worried about how we’d manage with you out of action now we’ve got used to you being around.’

‘It’s all right – I’m not planning to take time off at the moment. What about you? Have you settled on the date for the big day yet?’ Izzy’s delayed her wedding once already, saying she and Chris should wait until after lambing. ‘You aren’t getting cold feet, are you?’

‘Of course not. It’s just that with the farm, and work and everything, it’s difficult to choose a day and stick to it.’

‘Well, you won’t have to worry about work. With a bit of luck, we’ll have a new nurse to help you out in the New Year. Emma and I are interviewing Shannon this afternoon.’

‘You know how I feel about that,’ Izzy says quietly. ‘Taking on a trainee will be a load of hassle, like taking on a puppy.’

‘Shannon’s eighteen. I’m sure she comes housetrained,’ I point out, but Izzy isn’t amused. ‘We could take on a qualified nurse, but Emma and I thought you’d prefer to train someone up to do things your way, the way we do things at Otter House.’

‘There is that,’ Izzy says grudgingly.

‘You’ll be able to delegate a lot of the work you do to Shannon – if we take her on.’

‘I hope you’re not suggesting I’m not up to the job.’ Izzy’s smiling, but there’s an edge to her tone that surprises me. I thought she knew she was indispensable.

‘That isn’t what I meant at all. I’d like you to feel free to take time off without worrying about what’s going on here without you.’ When it comes to taking leave, Izzy, Emma and I are as bad as each other. It hasn’t helped that Nigel, our IT troubleshooter and self-promoted practice manager, left us for pastures new back in the autumn. ‘You’re owed at least three weeks from last year, aren’t you?’

‘Emma’s paid me for those.’ Izzy touches the engagement ring she wears on a chain round her neck. ‘I’m putting the money towards the reception. I thought perhaps a buffet, rather than a sit-down meal. What do you think, Maz?’

‘It’s no use asking me. I don’t know much about weddings.’

‘But you and Alex are serious, aren’t you?’ Izzy says, which makes me wonder what exactly serious means. We aren’t living together. We aren’t engaged or anything like that. I suppress a small pang of yearning. I’m more than happy as we are.

‘The in-laws must think so,’ Izzy goes on. ‘They’ve invited you to the New Year party.’

‘In-laws? Sophia and Old Fox-Gifford? No way.’

‘It isn’t such an outrageous suggestion, Maz.’

‘It’s Alex who’s invited me, not his parents.’

‘Well, you really know you’ve made it when you’re asked to see the New Year in up at the Manor.’

‘Weren’t you invited?’ I have to ask. Emma wasn’t, not surprisingly.

‘We declined.’ The expression in Izzy’s eyes softens. ‘Chris and I are always in bed by nine – sleeping, Maz.’

I wish I’d managed to find an excuse not to go, because I’m dreading it. The only part I’m looking forward to is after the clocks have chimed midnight and Alex and I can be alone together. You see, we’re still in the heady, early days of our relationship when we can’t get enough of each other. At least, I can’t get enough of him, and I hope he feels the same way about me.

‘Do you want me to write you into the Accident Book?’ Izzy says.

‘Please,’ I say, knowing she knows full well that I’m just as likely to forget.

I watch her turn on her Crocs and disappear out through the door into the corridor, thinking how much easier it would be if we could just clone Izzy rather than take on someone new. Then, making a mental note to phone the doctor for a prescription for some antibiotics, I carry a rather dazed-looking Cleo to one of the stainless-steel cages that are built in against one wall of Kennels, to continue her recovery. I put her in one of the mid-level cages, not a high-rise, because although she looks like a complete pussycat right now, I’m not sure what mood she’ll be in when she wakes up properly.

I work on through lunch, then head up to the staffroom for a quick coffee to keep me going. Turning away from the DNA-like spirals of metallic paper that loop from corner to corner of the room, I gaze down through the sash window on to the street outside. The sky is dark and flurries of snowflakes drift down past the strings of white lights that twinkle between the elaborate Victorian-style lamp-posts, making Talyton St George look like somewhere out of a fairy tale.

A couple of cars and livestock lorries swish past, then a jingling of bells and clip-clopping of hooves replaces the sound of traffic, and two dapple-grey horses pulling a cart come into view. Father Christmas and some of his elves wave from the cart, which has a banner along the side, advertising Santa’s Grotto up at the garden centre on Stoney Lane.

I wave back.

‘Hey, Emma, Father Christmas is here. Em?’ I turn to where she’s sitting on the arm of the sofa, a three-legged black and white cat and an elderly ginger one having already staked their claim to the seat. ‘Are you listening to me?’

Apparently not. She has a doughnut in one hand and the bell of her stethoscope in the other, pressed to her bump. I watch how, apparently unsatisfied, she lifts the front of her navy sweatshirt, one embroidered with the Otter House Vets logo, and moves the end of the stethoscope over her skin. She catches a lock of hair that has escaped her Santa hat, hooking it behind one ear and leaving a glistening dusting of sugar across her cheek.

‘Emma?’ A tiny pulse of doubt begins to flutter at the back of my throat. ‘Is everything all right?’

She looks up, touching one finger to her lips, and I wait, holding my breath, until her face relaxes into a smile, her cheeks dimpling, her dark eyes creasing at the corners.

‘I know you think I’m obsessed.’ Emma pulls down her sweatshirt and hangs her stethoscope round her neck.

‘Not at all,’ I say, although it is the third time I’ve caught her today, checking up on the baby and listening for a heartbeat. I can understand why she’s concerned – she and Ben have waited many years for this child.

‘I just wanted to be sure,’ Emma goes on. ‘I’m sorry – you must feel like this is the longest pregnancy ever.’

‘It’s worse for you. You’re the one with the heartburn and puffy ankles.’

‘Yeah, I can’t believe I still have more than four months to go.’

‘Why don’t you go home and put your feet up?’ I offer. ‘I can hold the fort.’

‘Maz, you and Ben are as bad as each other. I can just as easily put my feet up here.’ Emma takes a bite from her doughnut. ‘This is so civilised. Imagine, instead of being tucked up here in the warm, we could have ended up as farm vets. Do you remember wrestling with those piglets?’

She means when we were at vet school together.

‘It was more like playing rugby,’ I point out, recalling how the only way to catch one was to tackle it from above, scoop it up all covered in slurry and hug it, squealing and wriggling, tight to your chest, while your partner injected it with an iron-containing preparation to prevent it becoming anaemic.

‘It was pretty disgusting, and freezing cold.’

‘It was more fun than doing meat inspection …’

‘The abattoir.’ Emma wrinkles her nose.

‘Where I didn’t realise that when the supervisor chap invited me into the cold store to look at a carcase, he meant his own.’ I chuckle at the memory. ‘You upheld my honour, turning up when you did.’

‘I knew exactly what he was up to,’ Emma says. ‘He had the hots for you as soon as he clapped eyes on you – in spite of the white overalls and the rubber boots. Still, I think we can safely say that the trials we had to undergo as vet students have made us what we are today.’

‘That’s true. And after that experience it’s no wonder I’m a vegetarian.’

‘Yes, I’ll never forget you trying to cook lentils for the first time. That stew – it was like eating gravel.’

It took some practice, changing my eating habits. I could list the dietary requirements for a cat with kidney failure, but I hadn’t a clue what I needed. In fact, by the end of the following term, I could have done with an iron injection myself. It was Emma who put me straight, buying me a veggie cookbook for my birthday that year, so I could take my turn cooking in the student house we shared.

Emma reaches for an A4 file from the shelf behind her, opens it up and pulls out a handwritten letter and a printed CV.

‘Shannon is Gillian’s daughter. You know Gillian, don’t you – she’s the florist.’

‘At Petals? The one who owns the bulldog?’

‘That’s right. Shannon says here that she loves animals.’ Emma scans the paperwork. ‘She’s got some good passes in her exams.’

I check on my watch, catching sight of the scar that stands proud of my skin like a strip of chewed gum just above the strap. It’s a memento of the fire at Buttercross Cottage last summer, a souvenir of what some might call bravery, others foolishness, when I risked my own life and Alex’s in a vain attempt to rescue one of my clients from her burning house. I try to suppress the images that flash into my brain, and the sensation of panic that shimmies up my spine. The flames. The smoke. The memory of Alex’s hands on my waist, pushing me to safety. Of Alex disappearing beneath an avalanche of beams and masonry.

I wander over to the sofa and stroke the ginger cat’s head. He mews softly, then breaks into a deep, rumbling purr, butting my hand in ecstasy. I notice how thin he is, and make a mental note to run a fresh blood test after the holiday.

‘What time did you ask Shannon to get here?’ I ask.

‘Ten minutes ago, but it’s gone quiet in Reception so there’s no great hurry.’ Emma stands up and walks over to the worktop, where she takes another doughnut from the plate. I take one too. It’s a bad habit. Since Emma started eating for two, I’ve been doing the same.

‘How long shall we give her?’ Flicking crumbs off my paw-print top, I take another look out of the window. When I turn back, Emma’s laughing at me. ‘What? What is it?’

‘You haven’t quite let go of your city ways, have you? Look at you pacing up and down. Chill out, Maz.’

She’s right, I think. It’s been eight months since I moved down from London to East Devon, and you might have thought I’d be used to the country lifestyle and the way everyone seems to keep to Devon time, which is at least half an hour behind GMT. However, I’m not complaining – I picture my tall, dark-haired, lightly tanned and utterly gorgeous man – it has its compensations.

‘Shannon’s here.’ Frances pops her head round the door. ‘Shall I show her in?’

‘Yes. Thanks, Frances,’ Emma says, and a young woman, dressed in black from top to toe, comes stomping into the staffroom. She hesitates, peering through a heavy black fringe, her eyes large with lashings of eyeliner and a hint of fear.

‘Come on in, Shannon,’ Emma says, raising her eyebrows almost imperceptibly in my direction. ‘We don’t bite, do we, Maz?’

I’m not sure I can say the same for Shannon. She looks as if she’s just stepped out of a coffin.

Emma introduces us and tips the three-legged cat off the sofa so Shannon can sit down. Tripod stalks away, mortally offended. Ginge stares over the edge, looking infinitely superior. However, as soon as Shannon sits down, Tripod returns and jumps up onto her lap. Emma tries to shoo him off.

‘He’s all right,’ Shannon whispers, as he butts his head against her chin. ‘I don’t mind.’

I do, though, I think, smiling to myself. Soon after I arrived in Talyton to work as Emma’s locum while she and Ben took a well-earned holiday, I saved Tripod’s life when he was hit by a car, and sometimes I wish he’d show a morsel of gratitude and pay some attention to me, instead of curling up with anyone who walks in off the street.

‘I didn’t want a practice cat’ – Emma pulls two stools up from beneath the worktop – ‘but Maz sneaked him in while I was away.’

‘He’s lovely,’ Shannon says, and I wish she’d make an effort to speak up a bit. Her complexion is pale – at first I thought she was unwell, but it’s make-up – and her lips are dark purple. I catch a glimpse of an ebony stud where her hair parts across her ear lobe, and wonder what Izzy will make of her. I’m not sure what to make of her myself. I suppose she’s a goth, or an emo, I’m not sure which, and now I’m feeling old and out of touch, and I’m only thirty-one.

‘So, what makes you think you’d like to be a vet nurse?’ Emma asks, sitting down.

‘I wanna work with animals,’ is Shannon’s mumbled reply, but there’s nothing wrong with that, is there? It’s exactly how I felt at her age.

‘It isn’t all about the animals. You’ll have to be able to get along with us and the rest of the team at Otter House.’ Emma’s eyes seem drawn to Shannon’s outfit, a black tunic over a black skirt. ‘We’re a happy bunch here. Cheerful …’ Her voice trails off as if she, like me, can feel the pall cast by Shannon’s presence. She’s brought the cold in with her.

‘How do you think you’ll cope with clients who are angry or upset?’ Emma goes on.

A flicker of uncertainty crosses Shannon’s face. She wrings her hands and clicks the joints of her long, lean fingers.

‘I dunno. Mum says the customer is always right.’ Shannon smiles for the first time, revealing a perfect set of teeth, not the vampiric fangs I was imagining. ‘Except when they’re wrong.’

‘I see,’ Emma says slowly when there’s clearly no more forthcoming. ‘How much experience have you had with animals?’ Shannon doesn’t respond with so much as a blink. ‘I’ve met Daisy, your mum’s dog, a few times.’

‘I’ve got a house rabbit called Angel,’ Shannon says eventually.

It’s the first time I’ve interviewed anyone for a job, and it’s more difficult than I thought. I’m not sure Emma’s getting anywhere, so I throw in a couple of questions of my own.

‘What kind of rabbit is he? What breed?’

‘He’s got floppy ears. I dunno what breed he is.’

‘What do you give him to eat?’ I say.

‘Rabbit food.’

I’m not expecting her to reel off the rabbit’s dietary requirements, but I thought she might give some indication that she’d read the back of the packet.

‘Before I give you the guided tour, have you any questions for us?’ Emma says wearily.

‘Um, not really,’ Shannon says, blushing, and I watch them go, Shannon wandering along behind Emma, her shoulders slumped as if she’s trying not to draw attention to herself. She’d be taller than me by an inch or so if she stood up straight.

Can I see her as a vet nurse? She seems painfully shy, but I think, given time and encouragement, her confidence would grow. She’s had experience of serving customers at Petals, and she appears fond of animals.

I think it’s a pretty good start, but Emma disagrees.

‘I’m not sure she’ll fit in,’ she says after Shannon’s gone, ‘and she’s so quiet you can hardly hear her speak.’

‘There isn’t anyone else.’ I put the lab report I’ve been trying to make sense of back down on the consulting-room table. We had other applicants, but we weeded them out for various reasons.

‘What about the thing with all the black? I can’t see how she’ll cope.’

I think back to the cat I put down earlier today, its scrawny body lifeless on the table, its owner too upset to speak, as Emma continues, ‘I mean, this job can be pretty depressing sometimes, and Shannon doesn’t come across as having a particularly buoyant personality.’

‘You mean, you think she might top herself?’

‘Not exactly. I guess what I’m saying is that she doesn’t seem tough enough to deal with some of the things we see day to day. She’s got support at home – I’ve known Gillian for years. She did the flowers for our wedding, and for Mum’s funeral …’ Emma’s voice trails off at the memory, I guess, of her mother’s untimely death from an aggressive form of pancreatic cancer almost five years ago now. ‘I’m afraid Shannon might find it all too much.’

‘She must have some strength of character,’ I observe. ‘She isn’t afraid to stand out from the crowd.’

‘You’re being rather naive, Maz,’ Emma says, smiling. ‘You should see her hanging out on the Green with her friends – you can’t tell one from the other because they’re all dressed the same.’

All I can think of, though, is what will happen to Shannon if we don’t take her on. There aren’t many jobs going in the area. She’ll end up serving coffee at the garden centre or frying fish at Mr Rock’s. Where’s the future in that?

‘I think we should give her a chance,’ I say stubbornly. Shannon reminds me of myself as a teenager, quiet and well-meaning, but lacking confidence. If Jack Wilson, the vet at the Ark, hadn’t given me the opportunity to work as a Saturday girl at his practice when I was at school, and encouraged me to study for my exams, where would I be now?

‘Oh, I don’t know,’ Emma sighs.

I feel quite strongly about Shannon and I throw in one last good reason to take her on, Tripod’s approval.

‘I’d noticed he’s somewhat fussy about the company he keeps,’ Emma says wryly, and I can see she’s weakening. ‘I suppose it might work. Izzy had a quick chat with Shannon when I was showing her around. She thinks she could probably get on with her.’

‘Keep her in order, you mean.’

‘Something like that.’

‘Why don’t we offer her a month’s trial? That way, if it turns out we’ve taken on a turkey, so to speak, we can let her go.’

‘That seems fair,’ Emma says. ‘I’ll call her. She can start in the New Year.’

Emma leaves via the door at the back of the consulting room, which leads into the corridor that connects the rest of the practice. I slide the door open at the front, catching sight of Frances scuttling off towards the noticeboard, where she busies herself with rearranging a piece of tinsel, her Dame Edna specs perched on her bosom and secured via a chain round her neck.

She clears her throat loudly, then turns towards me.

‘Gillian will be so relieved,’ she says.

‘Frances, have you been eavesdropping again?’

‘I couldn’t help overhearing. You and Emma – your voices carry so.’

Especially when you have your ear pressed to the door, I think, chuckling to myself, but my good humour doesn’t last long.

‘I think it’s very public-spirited of you.’

‘What is?’

‘You taking the youth of Talyton St George off the streets. Shannon’s given her mother such a hard time. Oh dear, oh dear.’ Frances puts her specs on and takes them off again. ‘I shouldn’t have said anything. I promised Gillian, but I guess it’s common knowledge.’

Common to everyone but me and Emma, I think wryly, as she continues, ‘That girl and her friends chained themselves to the security fences when the bulldozers moved in to start work on the new housing estate, and, before that, they sprayed graffiti across the butcher’s window in a protest against animal cruelty.’

‘She hasn’t got a criminal record,’ I say. Emma would never have invited her for interview if she had.

‘The young people were suitably contrite and their actions were put down to youthful idealism,’ Frances says. ‘In other words, they were let off.’

I don’t support criminal damage as a way of making your views known, but I’m not against standing up for your beliefs – not that I can imagine Shannon standing up for anything.

‘She doesn’t look as if she’d say boo to a goose.’ ‘She’s sulky, not shy. She has a problem with authority,’ says Frances. ‘If you want my opinion, the poor girl started going wrong when she lost her father. He died when she was eight years old. He had a weakness; a blood vessel burst in his brain. It was very sudden. Anyway, to cut a long story short, he was laid to rest in the churchyard and then, a couple of months later, Shannon and two of her friends were caught trying to dig him up. Now why on earth would a child want to do that?’

I start thinking about my father, how I have no idea whether he’s alive or not, and that familiar knot of anger and grief twists and tightens in my chest. Mine didn’t have the grace to drop down dead so we knew what happened to him. He walked out, disappeared without trace, when I was twelve.

The phone rings before Frances can go on. While she’s answering it – she has two voices, a sharply superior tone for the telephone, and a softer Devon accent for ordinary conversation – I go through the messages in the daybook.

There’s a note updating me on the progress that Jack, a springer spaniel, has made since I removed the plastic bead he’d accidentally snuffled up into his nostril, along with a reminder to find out the cost of giving a rat – Samuel Whiskers, another of my patients – a course of chemotherapy for cancer, and a last-minute request for travel-sickness tablets for Archie Smith – one of Emma’s – who’s heading to Scotland for the New Year.

‘Mrs King will be here in half an hour to collect Cleo,’ Frances says, putting the phone down. ‘I must introduce her to Emma – apparently, she runs antenatal classes from home. Oh, I almost forgot – as second vice chairman of the WI, I’ve been asked to invite you back to give our branch another talk.’

‘Frances, I’m really busy.’ I thought I’d put them off with my no-holds-barred stories of blood and gore – okay, I did exaggerate a little – but it seems I left them thirsting for more.

‘It doesn’t have to be this month. You know, you should join us as a member,’ Frances continues, as I wonder why I find ‘no’ the hardest word. ‘Everyone should know how to press flowers and bake the perfect sponge. Being a career woman is no excuse.’

Talyton’s Women’s Institute are a friendly bunch, much less stuffy than I expected, more Calendar Girls than Jam and Jerusalem, but even if I wanted to learn a few useful domestic skills, I haven’t the time. To make this absolutely clear to Frances, I head straight out the back to return Cleo to her carrier, reversing her in because she won’t go in forwards.

Change is afoot at Otter House Vets. I can feel it in the pit of my belly, in the throb of the pulse in my thumb: Emma’s baby on the way, Izzy getting married and a new trainee – an aspiring vampire with criminal tendencies, no less – about to join the team.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/images/title.jpg





OPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OPS/images/MyCoverImage.jpg
RANDOM HOUSI BOOKS

Must Be Love

Cathy Woodman






OPS/images/Copy.jpg
Mixed Sources

roductoroup from welmansged
Toessandother conroled sonces





OPS/images/Title-01.jpg
Al

arrow books





