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Two authors with one voice makes: J. L. Harland. 

Janet Laugharne and Jacqueline Harrett enjoy the creative process 
of working together and producing stories that have a unique, 
blended voice. What Lies Between Them is their debut novel and 
they are currently editing a sequel. J. L. Harland short stories 
have been published in anthologies and online and a novella is 
out on submission. Their website, jlharland.co.uk, has a blog on 
writing where further information about their work can be found. 
Individually, Janet Laugharne’s poetry has won or been placed in 
competitions and appeared in Black Bough, Atrium Poetry, Sar-
asvati and The Dawntreader (forthcoming). Jacqueline Harrett’s 
crime novel, The Nesting Place, featuring D.I. Mandy Wilde, is re-
cently published with Diamond Books.

What Lies Between Them is a moving novel about resilience and 
compassion, and what it takes to follow your dreams. It’s a sto-
ry of love, friendship and family, asking questions about power, 
particularly for women - how much can be sacrificed before we 
lose our sense of self? How much are we defined by the events of 
the past and can we outrun our own history to find the future we 
desire? A compelling novel for our times.’

Katherine Stansfield, poet and novelist, author of Cornish 
Mysteries Trilogy and co author of D.K.Fields’s Tales of Fenest 

Trilogy with Dave Towsey.

‘Emotional, sensitive and thoroughly satisfying.’
Judith Barrow, author of The Heart Stone, The Memory, A Hun-

dred Tiny Threads, The Haworth Trilogy.

‘A slice-of-academic-life novel that underscores the role of the per-
sonal in the political cut-and-thrust of today’s university milieu. 
How is she [Elin] going to face a reiteration of the tug between 
family responsibility and personal achievement?’

Angela Graham,  author of A City Burning.
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Chapter One

Elin
Mid-December

The university car park was deserted, as Elin Fiorelli pulled into 
her usual spot beside the library. It was good to be driving 

again after three months away. In late September, when she’d left 
Cardiff, it had been a hot day, an Indian summer mixed with Au-
tumn leaves, crimson, gold, amber and brown carpeting the earth. 
Today, there was a light covering of snow on the ground, crunching 
underfoot, still crisp and frozen. Seven a.m. and dark as a raven’s 
wing. She shivered as she inhaled the icy air, her breath leaving 
ghost-like traces as she hurried to the entrance of the main building, 
where Brynderwen University slumbered in the December stillness.

The night porter nodded his balding head to her as she passed. 
A Christmas tree twinkled behind him, its multi-coloured lights a 
welcome reminder of the festive season. She stepped around the 
young girl, head down with purple-tipped hair bobbing as she 
mopped the floor in the corridor. The familiar smell of the lem-
on-scented disinfectant filled the air making her feel as though 
she’d never been away. A comforting feeling. Her high-heeled 
boots clicked on the laminate floor and echoed in the near empty 
building. As Elin climbed the stairs, she could hear her breathing 
in the silence.

When she arrived on the top floor, Elin found her office airless 
and musty, abandoned, as though the room hadn’t been used for 
quite a while. She opened a window and a blast of fresh, cold air 
whipped around, rustling a pile of papers that encroached on her 
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half of the space; discarded by a visiting professor. As she took her 
set of research notebooks out of her bag and placed them on the 
desk in a neat pile, a cloud of dust puffed towards her, making her 
sneeze. She shrugged off her coat, flopped down in her desk chair 
and paused, staring at the blank computer screen. Once logged 
on, she knew the flood of emails would delay her from delving 
into the research notes.

A knock on the door startled her, as Sue Deacon’s smiling face 
peeped round. ‘Elin, great to have you back from the wilds of 
Finland.’ Sue’s blue eyes were full of warmth as she greeted her 
friend.

‘Good to be back.’
‘I didn’t expect to see you today. When did your flight arrive?’
‘Four a.m. You know what it’s like.’ Elin sighed. ‘Exhausted, 

but brain doing overtime. I managed to sleep for a couple of hours 
and that was it. So, here I am.’ She grinned, holding her hands 
aloft.

‘Oh God, I know that feeling. You want to sleep but your head’s 
buzzing.’ Sue nodded in agreement, adding, ‘You look really well, 
though, glowing.’

‘I look a mess. In desperate need of a trip to the hairdresser and 
to get my nails done.’ Elin pulled at her unruly dark brown curls, 
almost the same shade as her hazel eyes. Three months without a 
haircut had left her pixie style overgrown.

Sue came in and sat on one of the office chairs, after clearing 
a pile of the professor’s papers. Elin noticed she looked smart in 
a new black trouser suit and scarlet blouse; her hair was a shade 
blonder and she seemed to be wearing more make-up than usual. 
A whiff of sultry perfume wafted around her. Was there a new 
man on the scene?

‘Anyway, I needed to come in and make a start on writing up 
the research. I wanted to add some extra observations, while it’s 
all still fresh in my mind.’ Elin glanced up at the clock on the wall. 
‘And what are you doing in so early? There was no one around 
when I got here. I thought most people would be off on leave. No 
rest for the wicked, eh?’

‘Big Departmental meeting this afternoon, you know,’ Sue 
said, leaning forward a little and frowning as she thought. ‘I need 



11

WHAT LIES BETWEEN THEM

to check through the monthly finance report before the rest of the 
office staff get here. So, then, Elin, tell me... how was your research 
partner, Herr Wolfgang Richter?’ Sue winked.

Elin knew what she was implying. Before the trip they had 
discussed the probabilities, possibilities and temptations of time 
spent isolated with a rather fit young male. 

Wolfgang and Elin were research partners on a project called 
TechSWell, looking at the links between technology and well-be-
ing, funded, in part, by Fonetym, a multi-national technology com-
pany. The three months away had been spent in a study house in 
rural Finland without access to any technology and little contact 
with the outside world. The house itself, set on the edge of a pine 
forest, was basic, but the landscape of snow-capped mountains, 
sparkling waterfalls and varied wildlife more than compensated. 
Elin had visited Sweden and Iceland before to present papers at 
research conferences. This was a whole other Nordic experience.

At twenty-eight, Wolf was several years younger than Elin, 
and Sue had teased that he might want more than a professional 
relationship.

Elin laughed as she recalled her research partner. Her mem-
ories of that first night were fresh in her mind. ‘Ah, Wolfgang. 
Tall, gorgeous and a prude. The first night I went to the sauna and 
when I jumped into the outside pool afterwards, he was just on his 
way for a walk. I thought he was going to pass out. He went pink 
and turned away.’ Elin giggled at the memory. ‘Wolfgang doesn’t 
do nude. That evening at dinner he asked me if I intended to use 
the sauna and pool every day.’

Elin pulled her slight frame into a more upright position and 
assumed a severe expression. She was a great mimic. ‘I think, Dr 
Fiorelli, that perhaps a rota we should have for the sauna, yes? I 
should not wish to you... em, er... by sharing your... em... private.’

Hand over her mouth, Sue’s shoulders shook with laughter as 
she pictured the scene.

‘He meant privacy, of course, and it’s naughty of me to make 
fun of him. He didn’t finish what he wanted to say as I was gig-
gling so much. So embarrassed, poor boy. Anyway, I explained 
that I’d been to Finland before, and it was quite the norm to be in 
the nude in the sauna. He was not impressed.’
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‘So, you didn’t become more than research colleagues? No sex 
in the sauna?’ Sue tucked a smooth strand of blonde hair behind 
one ear and grinned.

‘No way.’ Elin shook her head, grimacing as she recalled the 
scene. ‘He told me all about his mother’s great cooking and how 
he missed his girlfriend. Such a techno geek. Once he realised I 
wasn’t after his body, he relaxed.’ Elin grinned and added. ‘I felt 
liberated after the first few days without all the tech stuff, but poor 
lad, he had trouble hacking it.’

Sue nodded, eyes wide. ‘I can’t imagine being without my 
phone, or computer, or even television for a week, never mind 
three months. I understand poor Wolfgang’s point of view. What 
did you do all that time, Elin? Apart from flaunting yourself in the 
sauna, that is.’

‘And discuss the meaning of life with Wolfgang, of course.’ 
Elin laughed and tilted her head to one side, remembering. ‘What 
did I do? Read a lot, walked a lot, learnt how to catch and cook 
fish. Believe me, I know a dozen ways to prepare them now. We 
ate so much it’s a wonder I haven’t developed gills.’ Elin’s voice 
wobbled with laughter.

She stroked her notebooks, relishing the texture and smell of 
the leather covers, as she explained. ‘We had to keep these diaries 
for the research, so that took a bit of time. Writing in longhand 
is a different experience than hammering on the keyboard. And 
I made lots of notes for the book on well-being that I’m writing.’ 
Her eyes sparkled and her voice thrilled with excitement. ‘Hon-
estly, Sue, it was like a wonderful retreat as far as I was concerned. 
Poor Wolfgang leapt on his phone the moment it was given back 
to him. I’ve left mine switched off. I know my mother will be wait-
ing to nag me, so I’m in no hurry. I rather think Wolfgang’s find-
ings on well-being and technology will differ considerably from 
mine.’

The knowledge that her findings would be controversial and 
stir up debate, not only in the university, but in the research com-
munity was exhilarating. This was the final step to her professor-
ship. Elin bubbled with anticipation as she smiled at Sue. ‘It’s all 
up in the air at the moment. We’ll see. So, get me up to speed 
before I pop in to see Huw to tell him I’m back. I want to give him 
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the potted version of the research. What’s been happening while 
I’ve been in exile? Any gossip?’

For a moment Sue had a startled look, eyes wide and her hand 
clasped over her mouth. ‘Oh, God. I’d forgotten you hadn’t had 
the news.’ She hesitated; her tone strained. ‘Huw had a heart at-
tack–’

‘What? He isn’t...? ’The coldness of the room made her shiver 
again. All Elin’s senses seemed to be on alert, as she braced herself 
for more bad news.

‘No, no. He’s alive, but he’s had a triple bypass operation. He’s 
probably going to be off for the whole year.’

Elin released a pent-up breath of relief. The Dean of Human-
ities, Huw Bevan, had always been supportive to her, not like 
some of the other management bods. God, at death’s door, and 
she hadn’t known. One of the negatives of being isolated in the 
research field for months. Must include that in the findings. Poor 
Huw.

‘So, who’s acting Dean? Not Geraint, I hope. Organisation isn’t 
his strong point. He’s a bit too fond of being one of the lads. He’d 
think you could sort everything by taking everyone down the 
pub after a match. A lovely man, but not a great manager.’ Elin 
frowned. What a difficult time for the Department and for Sue in 
her role as finance officer. Shocking how suddenly things could 
change.

At the mention of Geraint, Sue shook her head. ‘No, they head-
hunted for someone to cover for a year. Thing is, when Huw went 
off ill, it was only the week the auditors were in. It was hell. A 
full-on nightmare. You know how Huw was so free and easy with 
money? The Department’s in a bit of a state financially now.’ Sue 
chewed a thumbnail. ‘I tried to warn him, you know, but he kept 
on spending. To be honest his heart attack got him out of a tricky 
situation. Mind boggling how much we have to save. A bloody 
nightmare, you know.’

Despite her groomed appearance, when Elin looked more 
closely at her friend, she could see that Sue had lost weight. The 
black rings under her eyes, hidden in part by make-up, told their 
own story. Was Sue’s job on the line because of the financial mess? 
Anyone could be given the push or persuaded that they should go 
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elsewhere. It wasn’t a pleasant thought. Elin’s voice held a hint of 
her concern. ‘So, they brought in someone who can do that? Turn 
things round quickly?’

‘Yeah.’ Sue continued to worry at her thumb. ‘The new guy has 
a reputation for efficiency. Was working in the United States, but 
his wife is Welsh, and they were thinking of coming back to the 
UK in any case. If he can sort this, they have a bigger job in mind 
for him, you know, down the line. The role of Dean would be up 
for grabs anyway if Huw doesn’t come back.’

Her head buzzing with questions, Elin just stared at Sue. She’d 
forgotten how fast Sue spoke sometimes when she got excited or 
nervous. Huw out of action. So unexpected. And how was that 
going to affect Elin’s application for the professorship? Would the 
new Dean support it? Surely with the TechSWell project under 
her belt, Huw had hinted as much, but this new bloke... ‘Hmmm. 
So, who is this Wonderman? Is he old? Young? What do you 
know about him? You’ve been working with him for a couple of 
months?’

Sue blushed and her eyes had a shine to them. ‘Oh, Elin. You 
wait. He’s drop-dead gorgeous, you know. Forties. Dark-haired 
with a touch of grey at the temples. Sort of James Bond type. He 
has all the women academics, as well as the office staff, eating out 
of his hand. He’s very distinguished and has loads of charisma. 
Confident, know what I mean?’

Elin guessed that Sue’s more groomed appearance was not co-
incidental, judging by the gush of words. ‘Americans often seem 
to ooze confidence. So, someone from outside.’ Elin raised an eye-
brow. ‘I see. Interesting.’

‘Oh, he’s not American, just been working there. He’s English. 
Worked in Bristol, then Edinburgh, set up a consultancy with his 
second wife. Huge. Big dosh.’ Sue paused for a moment. ‘Went 
belly up with her and then he started over again in the United 
States. He’s got a great reputation, you know, and we’re lucky to 
have him.’

This new guy seemed to be too good to be true. Elin listened 
but had her doubts.

In her usual garrulous fashion, Sue was still rattling on with 
enthusiasm. ‘I think he’s been recruited because of his reputation 
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for troubleshooting. Plus, he’s got heaps of contacts in the UK and 
abroad. Maybe you know him? You did your doctorate in Bristol, 
didn’t you? His name’s Michael Hardwick.’

Elin’s stomach churned, light-headed, as her breath seemed to 
be stuck somewhere in her chest. It couldn’t be true. She fought 
hard to keep her voice steady when she replied, ‘Oh, I know him 
alright, although I’ve managed to avoid him for the last fifteen 
years.’ She closed her eyes for a second. ‘Huw gone and Michael 
Hardwick in his place? I can’t believe it. Sue, he’s totally unscru-
pulous. He’ll do anything to get his own way. My God, what have 
I come back to?’

‘No,’ Eyes opened wide in disbelief, Sue said, ‘that’s not the 
impression I’ve had. I can’t believe he’s that bad.’ She pulled her 
hand with its bitten nails away from her mouth and thrust it in her 
trousers pocket. ‘What did he do to you to make you dislike him 
so much? Steal an idea? You academics are so weird. Anyway, he 
floats my boat.’

With a glance at the clock, its ticking clear in the moment’s 
silence, Elin replied. ‘Appearances can be deceptive. I’ll tell you 
about Michael Hardwick sometime, tho’ shouldn’t you be getting 
ready for that meeting?’

At last, Sue noticed the time, ‘Oh, God, got to go – now. Papers 
should be ready for me from the copy shop. See you later.’

Sue rushed out, leaving a trace of her perfume in the air. A 
groan escaped from Elin as she sank back into her chair, shoulders 
slumped, weariness taking over as she contemplated how much 
everything had changed in the three months she’d been away. 
Outside the sparrows were chattering and a blackbird joined the 
morning chorus heralding the new day. She had planned never to 
see Michael Hardwick again and here he was, invading her world 
once more.


