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Chapter 1


On the day that David Hennessy married the tall, thin, flame-haired bimbo bitch, Gemma went on a major spending spree. By the time that David and the bitch were exchanging vows, Gemma had amassed a bright orange jacket from Pia Bang, three silk tops from Airwave, a denim skirt from Principles, two pairs of shoes from Nine West and an outrageously expensive leather handbag from Brown Thomas. But it was at the Brown Thomas cosmetics counter - where she hadn’t originally intended to buy anything at all - that everything went horribly wrong.

The sales assistant, Monica Coady, smiled brightly at her. It had been a quiet day so far - the weather had kept people out of the shops and on the beaches - so this sale would help her commission figures considerably.

‘I’m terribly sorry, Ms Garvey,’ she said as she looked at the machine, ‘but authorisation has been refused. Maybe if you left out one item . . . ?’

Gemma looked at the Christian Dior cleanser, toner and moisturiser package in front of her, as well as the foundation, lipstick, blusher and bottle of Dolce Vita. She attempted to calculate how much might be left on the card after all her previous purchases were taken into account.

‘Oh.’ She tried to look nonchalant. ‘I must have got a bit carried away.’

Carried away was an understatement, she thought. It had been absolutely wonderful to walk into shops and simply buy things for the sake of it. She’d got a buzz every single time a purchase was wrapped in tissue paper and slid into a bag. The sales assistants had been smiling and cheerful and helped Gemma feel as though she should be smiling and cheerful too. And every time she signed her card she felt a little better.

Now she simply felt embarrassed.

‘I think I’d better forget it,’ she said, much to Monica’s consternation.

‘I’m sure some of it would fit on the card,’ said the sales assistant. ‘There’s no need to leave everything. Or you could use your store card if you have one? Or cash, of course.’

Cash! Gemma grimaced. ‘Not right now,’ she told Monica. ‘I think that I’ve done enough spending for the day. I’m sorry.’

‘OK.’ Monica tried to look friendly but it was difficult when she thought about the commission that had just disappeared. ‘See you again perhaps.’

‘Sure,’ said Gemma and walked out into Grafton Street. Beads of sweat had appeared on her forehead. Partly because it was in the full glare of the sun and partly because she was reliving the scene in the shop. She’d tried to ignore the curious glances of other customers as the sales assistant had taken back the cosmetics. But it had been humiliating all the same. She should have known how close she was to her card limit. She usually tried hard to keep track of any purchases she put on it. But she hadn’t kept track today because she hadn’t wanted to.

She gritted her teeth and pushed her way through the crowded street towards St Stephen’s Green. She needed to sit down and take the weight off her feet. Besides, she could feel a blister beginning to form on her big toe because she’d worn her leather shoes with no tights today. They were beginning to chafe at the heel too.

The park was thronged with people - men with no shirts and women with skimpy tops or, in some cases, nothing but lacy Wonderbras. Gemma wished that she had the nerve to take off her plain white Calvin Klein T-shirt and sit in St Stephen’s Green in nothing more than her bra and skirt. But it was one thing for a girl of eighteen to sit practically topless in the centre of Dublin, it was quite another for a woman of thirty-five to flaunt her sagging boobs in public.

There were no park benches available. Gemma walked across the grass, past a group of laughing students, and sat down in the shade of a chestnut tree. She arranged her packages around her and closed her eyes.

Thirty-five. She wondered when, exactly, thirty-five had started to feel old. Maybe it was when she realised that no exercise in the world was ever going to give her back the body she’d had when she was younger. The slim, taut body of someone who could eat as much as she liked and not put on weight. It wasn’t as though she was fat, exactly, now of course. But ten years and two children had changed her shape more than she would have liked. Sometimes, when she looked in the mirror, she felt as though she’d turned into someone she didn’t even know.

She was quite sure that there were hordes of thirty-five-year-old women walking around the city  who looked as good as they had when they were twenty-five and who felt as young as ever. Even worse, she’d opened a magazine today and seen a dewy-skinned Goldie Hawn smiling out at her. The woman was in her fifties, for God’s sake. A wrinkle or two would have been nice. Gemma sighed. She dreaded to think what she’d look like at fifty given how much her body had let her down already. Especially when she compared it to that of the eleven years younger, flame-haired bimbo bitch.

She’d always thought of her as the bitch. From the moment she’d heard about her. It was stupid, really, she didn’t even know her and it wasn’t as though she cared any more. At the time when David had first met her, he and Gemma were already in the process of getting a divorce so it wasn’t as though the bimbo had broken up their marriage. She hadn’t swooped in and lured David away from his wife and family. But it had bothered Gemma when she heard about it. David was seeing someone in the office, she’d been told, and the girl was young, red-haired and absolutely gorgeous.

When, one day, she finally met her, Gemma had almost choked. She’d seen Orla’s smooth, clear complexion, her riot of tumbling red-gold curls and her long, long legs shown off to such advantage by her short, short cotton skirt and she’d wanted to scream with rage that he’d found someone so lovely. She couldn’t help feeling consumed with envy that the young and beautiful Orla was in his life while she trundled towards middle age on her own. Except for the children, of course. David’s children. Yet, much as she loved them, they didn’t make it easy to start all over again.

She told herself that it wouldn’t last, that David  would get tired of Orla’s wide, beaming smile and irritating manner of clearing her throat before she spoke but it was hard to be sure. She’d seen the looks that they’d exchanged, the same intimate glances that she had once shared with him, the unspoken belief that they were the only people in the world who mattered.

She sighed as she buried her toes in the grass. It was funny how clear in her memory the day she’d met David Hennessy was. It didn’t seem like almost fifteen years ago. She smiled faintly. A true sign of age, she told herself, that fifteen years seemed like a short time.

It had been late on a Friday afternoon. A day almost as warm as today when the air was heavy and oppressive. Gemma was hot and tired and her back ached. There had been a constant stream of clients into the busy city centre hair salon where she worked and most of them had appointments with Gemma because she was a naturally gifted stylist and was always in demand.

At six o’clock that evening she still had Stephanie Russell’s cut and blow-dry scheduled. But Stephanie had phoned to say that she’d be a little late. Only fifteen or twenty minutes, Stephanie promised. She had to wait for a phone call from their US office. Half an hour at the most. It would be OK, wouldn’t it? It was only a cut and blow-dry. No colour or anything like that.

Stephanie was a regular customer and a generous tipper. Gemma told her that it would be no problem. Besides, she was glad of the break.

She sat down on the black vinyl settee just inside the door where she could get a hint of fresh air. Although all the fans in the salon were on, it was like a sauna and the smell of ammonia and hair spray lingered.

Then he walked in. He was at least six feet tall. He was tanned, square-faced and very attractive. He was built like a rugby player, with broad shoulders and muscular legs. Gemma could see he had muscular legs because he was wearing dark green Bermuda shorts. He also wore a beige T-shirt which said Be Nice to Me I’ve Had a Hard Day.

‘Haven’t we all?’ Gemma grinned at him. ‘Can I help to make it better?’

‘I need it cut.’ He ran his fingers through his hair.

‘I want something less casual and more business.’

She smiled. His hair was almost shoulder length and jet-black. She couldn’t wait to touch it, to allow it to slide through her fingers.

‘What kind of business?’ she asked.

‘Suit business,’ he replied. ‘I need something that looks good in a suit.’

‘OK.’ She looked at her watch. Plenty of time to do this before Stephanie arrived. And if she wasn’t finished, Stephanie would have to wait. Gemma wanted to be the one to cut those thick black locks.

She led him over to the basin and handed him a gown.

‘I don’t need this,’ he said.

‘Of course you do.’ She held it out for him. ‘You don’t want to get splashed, do you? Or get hair all over that T-shirt?’

‘I’m sorry.’ He smiled and the edges of his eyes crinkled endearingly. ‘It has been a hard day!’

‘Why?’ asked Gemma.

‘Because this morning I decided that I should stop fooling around with my life and get a decent job.’

‘And did you?’ asked Gemma as she turned on the water.

‘Well, yes.’ He looked abashed. ‘I did. With the proviso that I get my hair cut!’

She cupped her hand across his forehead as she began to wet his hair. ‘What sort of a job?’

‘A personal investment adviser,’ he told her.

‘What on earth is that?’ Gemma tipped some shampoo into her hand and began to massage it into his hair. She worked slowly, allowing the shampoo to build into a dense white foam, enjoying the feeling of closeness to him and the sensual pleasure of her fingers against his skin.

‘Actually, it’s life assurance and pensions,’ he said.

‘But we’re supposed to call ourselves personal investment advisers. It sounds better than insurance salesman. ’

Gemma giggled. ‘It sure does. And when do you start this job?’

‘Monday.’ He sighed. ‘I can’t believe I’ve done it.

Until now I bummed around, worked in bars, travelled - you know the sort of thing.’

‘I’ve heard.’ Gemma had never bummed around.

Her mother wouldn’t have approved. She’d started her apprenticeship as soon as she left school. She’d made quick progress from sweeping the floors to cutting hair herself and had looked forward to the day when she’d have her own salon and be her own boss. It had been her dream ever since the day she’d hacked the hair off her favourite doll to give her a more trendy look. Gemma had the interior of her salon mapped out in her head. And she’d already chosen the name - The Cutting Edge. All she needed was some time and experience.

‘Where have you travelled to?’ She rinsed his hair and rubbed it with a towel.

‘All around,’ he told her. ‘Europe, the Far East, the States - everywhere.’

‘Lucky thing,’ she said. ‘Torremolinos is as far as I’ve got. And Santa Ponsa.’

‘Travel is good for the soul,’ he said as he sat in front of a mirror. ‘You learn a lot about people.’

‘Probably,’ said Gemma. ‘Look, can you keep your head still? I don’t want you to end up lopsided. Or worse still, stab you in the neck.’

‘Sorry,’ he said.

She snipped at his hair.

‘You don’t think you’re being a bit radical?’ he said doubtfully as a lock slid down his gown and onto the floor.

‘A cut for suits, you said. We get a lot of suits in here. I know exactly what you need.’

Afterwards he looked at himself in the mirror and nodded. Gemma had applied gel to his hair and combed it back from his forehead. She’d cut it tight at the back of his neck.

‘My God,’ he said. ‘I look like some whizz kid.’

‘Maybe you are,’ she told him. ‘Maybe you’ll be a very successful personal investment adviser.’

‘I look the part,’ he said. ‘I didn’t when I came in.

Now you’d think I was born to it! Thanks.’

‘You’re welcome.’

He followed her to the till and paid her. He tipped her a pound.

‘See you again,’ she called as he walked out into the warmth of the evening.

‘Sure.’ And he waved goodbye.

‘Nice butt.’ Stephanie Russell, who had been waiting for the last five minutes grinned at Gemma.

‘Nice bod,’ said Gemma as she led Stephanie to the  basins. Even as she washed and cut Stephanie’s hair she was thinking about him.

It truly didn’t seem that long ago. Gemma could even remember what she’d been wearing - white jeans and a white top with huge shoulder pads and a sequinned lion on the front. Her own hair had been long, bleached blonde and piled up on her head so that she looked much taller than her five feet four inches. She’d worn her tomato-red sandals that day. She’d looked good. She’d been a size ten.

She ran her finger round the waistband of her skirt. She was a size fourteen now. Her pot belly had come after Keelin was born and all the exercise in the world hadn’t shifted it. And her hips had widened along with breasts that had expanded too. Her hair, though always well cut, was now her natural, unexciting light brown with occasional threads of grey.

David had said, at first, that he liked her better when she put on some weight. That she’d been too skinny when he’d first known her. That it had been strange to feel the bones in her body when he’d held her to him. And that he’d never really liked blondes anyway.

But she hadn’t quite believed him. And, of course, the flame-haired bimbo bitch, though not a blonde, was a lithe size ten.

Size ten and not much older than Gemma had been when she first met him. Did any man ever go for an older woman after his marriage had broken up? she wondered. Did they ever pick on someone with greyer hair and wider hips and saggier breasts? Or someone with a couple of quarrelsome, exasperating but always lovable kids?

And what was it that made a perfect size ten twenty-four-year-old marry a forty-year-old bloke who wasn’t  exactly the Diet Coke man himself? Surely sex was enough? Gemma shivered despite the heat. She didn’t regret divorcing David. Marrying him had been the mistake. She’d been taken in by his easy charm and his relaxed manner and his chat about bumming around the world. She hadn’t realised that, in cutting his hair, she’d cut away that part of his life too. She’d married him for the man she thought he was, only to find that he was someone quite different. She could see now that divorce had been inevitable. But she hadn’t ever imagined him marrying someone else. She hadn’t for one second ever believed that anyone would force him up the altar. Or, in the bimbo bitch’s case, into the registry office. She hated to think that it had all worked out so neatly for him while she couldn’t help feeling a failure.

She rubbed her temples. She wasn’t a failure. She really wasn’t. She’d done her best. Everyone told her that. But no one had been surprised when they separated. No one except David, who’d been shocked when she asked for the divorce. And Frances, her mother, who’d been (as Gemma had expected) utterly horrified. Neither of them understood how she felt. Frances had said, grimly, that David was the best thing that had ever happened to Gemma. Gemma, she told her, would be lucky to find someone like him again. When Gemma retorted that she hoped not, Frances had sighed and called her ungrateful. David had always wanted her to be grateful too - for the house and the holidays and the luxuries he provided. Despite her love of beautiful things and her enjoyment in spending money, Gemma could have gone without them if only he’d been home before ten every night.

Now she’d learned to cope by herself. Her life, though unexciting, was lived by her rules. She’d  brought up the children well. Her best friend, Niamh Conran, who’d worked with her in the city centre salon and had since opened a place of her own, had offered Gemma a job with flexible working hours which Gemma had gratefully accepted. She almost had it all under control. Except the finances, of course, which she knew she’d never completely get under control. Money management wasn’t her strong point. David had been the money manager in their marriage.

Now he was married again and she felt hurt all over again. She hadn’t expected to feel like this. She hadn’t expected to feel shocked, and stunned and - somehow - betrayed. Because she’d always expected that life would go on pretty much as it had for the past few years. Even if they didn’t love each other any more she knew that they were still joined by their cares about the children. David cared about the children. He saw them regularly, he never forgot their birthdays (although he’d never remembered when he’d been married to her) and he always took a keen interest in what they were doing.

She sighed. Now she felt as though he had succeeded in truly rebuilding his life while she was merely living. He’d moved on while she was simply treading water. She hadn’t gone out with a man since they’d split up. She hadn’t had the slightest interest in starting up another relationship. She hadn’t had the time to start up another relationship, for God’s sake!

Yet he had. David, who hadn’t had time to come home to her in the evening, who hadn’t had time to get involved in anything that wasn’t work-related, who hadn’t - then - ever had time to come shopping with her for the children’s birthday or Christmas presents - David had since found the time to meet somebody new  and marry her. And in doing so he’d managed to rock the foundations of the life that Gemma had so carefully reconstructed.

She got up and brushed dry grass from her skirt. I hate her, she thought. And I hate him too.
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Orla Hennessy, until that afternoon Orla O’Neill, stood in the gardens of Kilkea Castle and gazed into the distance. The gardens were a spectacle of vibrant colour against the backdrop of the cloudless blue sky. The sun beat down on her shoulders, warming her through the thin fabric of her dress.

She closed her eyes. It had been the oddest day of her life, she thought. She didn’t think that most people would regard their wedding day as odd, but for Orla it had been.

She couldn’t help being acutely aware that David had done this before. That he’d looked at Gemma Garvey in exactly the same way as he was now looking at Orla O’Neill and that he’d said the same things to her and that, then, he’d meant them. The short ceremony had flashed past her in a blur. She was married before she even realised it and the thought scared her. She hadn’t intended to get married until she was at least thirty but she loved David so much that it seemed exactly the right thing to do. The moment she’d first seen him there was an instant attraction and then, afterwards, when they’d finally gone out together she knew that he was the man she wanted to spend her life with. She knew that he loved her too. He’d told her often enough. She was very sure that they were doing the right thing. But she wished they’d done it  abroad, where they wouldn’t have had to worry about her family or his family and the obvious awkwardness that they felt about the relationship.

Orla walked down the gravel path and thought about their families. His parents hadn’t been too bad, really. Perhaps because they were older and didn’t much care what he did once he was happy. Although his mother had told her that she’d liked Gemma. That she still saw her because Gemma brought the children to visit and that she wouldn’t stop seeing her just because David had married Orla. Nothing against Orla, of course, Mrs Hennessy had said and smiled at her so that Orla felt as though the woman probably meant it.

David’s mother had, in fact, been much more relaxed about it than Rosanna O’Neill. Orla’s mother hadn’t approved of the marriage at all. Orla hadn’t expected her to be pleased but she’d been completely taken aback by how against it her mother actually was. Rosanna O’Neill hadn’t minced her words.

‘Are you off your rocker?’ she’d demanded. ‘He’s twice your age. And he’s married with kids.’

‘He’s divorced,’ said Orla calmly. ‘And he’s not twice my age. He’s fifteen years and three months older than me.’

‘Oh, don’t be ridiculous.’ Rosanna looked at her, eyes full of concern. ‘You’re a young girl. You’re pretty. You’ve got brains. You can do a hell of a lot better for yourself than a cast-off man and his family.’

Orla bit back the words of fury that she wanted to hurl at her mother. She could understand how Rosanna felt. But she knew that David was the only man for her. And she was quite determined that she was going to  marry him. As he was quite determined that he was going to marry her.

And now it had happened. They’d exchanged vows in the banal registry office ceremony and they’d come down to Kilkea Castle with a small number of family and friends to celebrate.

It was just that it didn’t feel real, thought Orla, as she sat on one of the stone benches. It didn’t feel as though she was married at all.
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When Gemma got home she carefully unwrapped all her purchases and hung the clothes in the wardrobe. It wouldn’t do for Keelin to see them yet. Her daughter would be furious if she knew that Gemma had blown their monthly budget on feel-good clothes. She wished that she felt good about them now. She ran her hand along the back of the orange jacket. It was lovely, though. It was a classic piece. She’d be able to wear it over and over again, even if orange was this season’s colour. And she’d needed the shoes. Especially the low-heeled comfortable pair. She was on her feet so much that comfort was very important in shoes. All the same, she sighed, she really should have paid some of the accumulated bills instead of adding to them.

She went downstairs to the kitchen and poured herself a gin and tonic. It was still warm outside. The tiny back garden of the townhouse in Sandymount was a flower-filled sun trap. The scent of her favourite soft pink roses hung in the air and soothed her. She took her drink into the garden and sat on one of the wooden chairs. It was peaceful here. She almost liked it.

It could never be the same as the house in Dun Laoghaire though. That had been so wonderful, with its spacious rooms, its magnificent views and its expensive furnishings. I must have been mad, she thought suddenly, giving up everything I had for this little matchbox. Three tiny bedrooms. One living room. A combined kitchen and dining area. The whole thing would have fitted into the living room in the Dun Laoghaire house.

But I wasn’t happy, she reminded herself. I wasn’t happy with David.

She looked at her watch. The children would be home soon. She swallowed the gin and tonic in three gulps.
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‘Are you all right?’

Orla turned as she heard David’s footsteps behind her. She smiled at him. ‘Of course.’

‘Why are you out here when everyone else is having a good time inside?’

‘I wanted a few minutes on my own,’ she told him.

‘Don’t tell me you’re regretting it already?’ He looked at her in mock horror.

‘Not quite.’ She smiled. ‘I couldn’t be happier.’

‘What, then?’ he asked.

‘I thought I’d feel different,’ she said. ‘I know that’s really silly of me. But I thought I’d feel different inside and I don’t. I can’t believe we’ve done it, David.’

‘I can,’ he said. ‘When I see you here, wearing my ring, I can believe it.’

She laughed.

‘It’ll be all right, you know,’ he told her.

‘All right?’

‘It’ll be perfect. I know you worry sometimes, Orla.’

‘I don’t worry,’ she said.

‘You do. You’re afraid that it won’t work out.’

‘Don’t be silly.’

‘But I love you more than anything.’

‘More than you loved Gemma?’ She couldn’t help asking him.

He took her hands and held them tightly between his own. ‘When I married Gemma I thought I loved her. But it was nothing like I feel for you, Orla. Nothing. And even though I never really wanted to split up with her, I’m so grateful that I did. Because otherwise I’d never have met you.’

‘You’d have met me.’ She grinned at him. ‘But we would have had an illicit affair.’

‘I much prefer being married to you than having an illicit affair with you.’

‘I love you.’ She touched him on the cheek.

‘I love you too.’ He kissed her on the lips.
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The sun slid behind the trees at the back of the house. Dapples of shade fell across the patio. Gemma got up and poured herself another drink. She’d promised herself that she wouldn’t get depressed today. But it was hard not to feel that way. Even though she should be feeling sorry for Orla O’Neill instead of resenting her.

She’d thought about driving down to Kilkea Castle. Of sneaking into the hotel and looking for David and Orla. Just to confirm for herself that they really had got married. Because, right now, it didn’t seem real to her.

She just couldn’t believe that he’d done it. It seemed so much more final than the divorce had ever done.
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Orla followed David inside and sat on the empty chair beside Abby Johnson.

‘You look lovely,’ said her friend. ‘Really great.’

‘Thanks.’ Orla patted the back of her hair. ‘I feel like I’m held together by spray and pins.’

‘One wrong move and the whole thing comes apart.’ Abby giggled. ‘It looks nice like that, Orla. And I love the outfit.’ Orla’s dress was cream silk which came to just below her knee.

‘Thanks.’

‘Would you have preferred the whole church thing?’ asked Abby.

Orla shook her head. ‘You know me, Abby. I was never really into it very much. This suits me much better.’ She grinned. ‘Even if my darling mother doesn’t think much of it.’

They both glanced in the direction of Rosanna who was sitting ramrod straight in her chair, an untasted glass of white wine in front of her.

‘She’ll get used to it,’ said Abby. ‘Statistically, I’m sure there are lots of younger girls marrying older, divorced men these days.’

‘You think so?’ Orla laughed. ‘She truly thinks that David is a second-hand husband. I couldn’t seem to get through to her at all. I didn’t expect her to understand straightaway, but I thought she’d understand enough. She doesn’t. And she freaks out every time she thinks of the kids.’

‘Do you?’ asked Abby.

‘Sometimes.’ Orla bit her lip. ‘Let’s face it, I’m only eleven years older than Keelin! Technically, I guess I’m her stepmother. But practically, I feel more like her older sister.’

‘How does she feel about it?’

Orla shrugged. ‘Hard to tell. I suppose she resents me. I know I would if I was her. But I didn’t break up her parents’ marriage. It wasn’t anything to do with me. She shouldn’t care about me too much one way or the other.’

‘It’s a bit of a task, taking them on.’

‘I’m not!’ Orla was emphatic. ‘David sees them every week - but I don’t have to see them with him each time. I haven’t seen that much of them, to be honest. I suppose I’ll see them more often now but I’m not going to get involved.’

‘It all seems terribly grown up,’ mused Abby. ‘And so does David.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘Let’s face it, Orla, he is grown up! He’s older than us. He’s not perpetually broke. He’s different.’

‘I’m not perpetually broke,’ said Orla. ‘But I know what you mean.’

‘Probably the fact that he has kids makes a difference too,’ said Abby.

Orla shrugged. ‘Maybe.’

‘Why didn’t they come today?’ asked Abby.

‘Who?’

‘The kids.’

‘We talked for ages about it. David asked them. But they said no. I think it was Gemma’s influence really but David didn’t want them to feel pressurised. He’s really good like that, Abby. And it might have been a bit emotional for them.’

‘Perhaps.’ Abby filled her glass with wine. ‘Anyway,

I hope you and David have a great life together, Orla. I truly do.’

‘Thanks.’

‘As long as you stay my best friend and don’t turn into some old married woman.’

‘How likely is that?’ asked Orla and the two of them laughed.




Chapter 2


Frances Garvey parked her green Volkswagen Polo outside her daughter’s house and took the keys out of the ignition.

‘Home at last,’ she told Keelin and Ronan. ‘Don’t forget anything.’

‘Are you coming in, Gran?’ asked Ronan.

Frances glanced at her watch. It was still bright although it was almost nine o’clock. ‘I suppose so.’ She pulled her bag from beneath the driver’s seat. ‘But I won’t stay for long.’

She knew that Gemma wouldn’t want her to stay for long. Certainly not today. She followed Keelin and Ronan up the path and winced as her grandson put his finger on the doorbell and kept it there.

Gemma opened the door. Ronan rushed past her and into the living room. Gemma heard the click of the TV being switched on.

‘Hi,’ said Keelin who immediately went upstairs to her bedroom.

‘Hello, Gemma.’ Frances followed Gemma into the kitchen where she took some mugs from the cupboard while Gemma filled the kettle.

‘How was the day?’ asked Gemma.

‘OK.’ Frances picked up a tea towel and wiped the cups. Gemma fought the urge to grab the cloth from  her. ‘Brittas was absolutely crowded as you can imagine but it was beautiful. Keelin lay on the beach all day - I made sure she was covered in sun screen - but Ronan met a couple of kids and they went off to play football. We couldn’t see him all the time but we could certainly hear him. Your father and I were on our own mostly. Keelin didn’t say anything, she just lay there with her eyes closed. Very adolescent! We stopped off for burgers and chips on the way home so they’re not hungry.’

‘Keelin wouldn’t have eaten burgers.’ Gemma dropped a couple of tea bags into the bright yellow teapot. ‘She’s going through a vegetarian phase.’

‘Don’t I know it!’ Frances grimaced. ‘She had a vegetarian burger. She kept talking about eating the carrion flesh of dead animals and I wanted to throw up.’

Gemma smiled faintly. ‘I know. She does the same at home.’

‘When did she start this lark?’ demanded Frances.

She flicked the tea towel over the table then sat down.

‘A few months ago,’ said Gemma. ‘She watched some bloody film about intensive farming.’

‘It’s not good for her,’ said Frances sharply. ‘And I’m not being conservative and stupid. She’s thirteen years old. She’s a growing girl - I’d swear she’s shot up another couple of inches since last month. She needs vitamins and proteins.’

‘Oh, I pack her full of supplements.’ Gemma sighed.

‘I was throwing vitamins down her throat and then I read some article saying that you can overdose on them. You can never bloody get it right. And yes, she has grown. With a bit of luck she’ll grow out of the veggie phase until she’s a bit older.’

She poured boiling water into the teapot. From the living room came the sound of AK47 gunfire punctuated by whoops of triumph as Ronan played his newest computer game.

‘And how about you?’ asked Frances eventually.

‘How was your day?’

‘Fine,’ said Gemma. ‘I went shopping.’

‘I might have guessed,’ said Frances tartly. ‘That’s always your solution, isn’t it?’

‘What do you mean?’ Gemma turned to face her mother.

‘Oh, come on, Gemma! Remember when you passed your exams? A shopping spree. And when you got the interview? A shopping spree. And when you got the job? A shopping spree. I pretty much guessed you’d be in town today.’

‘It helps,’ said Gemma defiantly.

‘Once you have enough money to pay for it,’ said Frances.

Gemma gritted her teeth. Her mother knew perfectly well that money was tight. And tighter, she thought, now that she’d gone right up to her card limit. Stupid, stupid, stupid! Frances would never have done that, she thought savagely. Frances would have walked around and looked at everything and realised that she could spend a couple of quid on a scarf and that would be that. She probably wouldn’t even have bought the scarf. She would have been sensible. Frances was a very sensible woman. Strange then, Gemma mused as she brought the teapot to the kitchen table, that she’d had two very unsensible daughters.

‘Have you been talking to Liz?’ she asked, changing the subject.

‘Not today.’ Frances stirred her tea and took a ginger nut biscuit from the tin on the table.

‘I was wondering how Suzy’s arm is,’ said Gemma.

‘Bloody silly child!’ Frances snorted.

‘Liz or Suzy?’ asked Gemma.

Frances looked darkly at her. ‘Your sister,’ she said. ‘What on earth Liz was doing letting Suzy out on those roller blades I’ll never know.’

‘They’re perfectly safe,’ said Gemma. ‘Usually.’

‘Suzy is only four years old,’ Frances snapped. ‘Liz should have known better.’

‘Plenty of four-year-olds have fun on roller blades,’ protested Gemma. ‘Admittedly she should have been wearing all that crash pad stuff, but it was a clean break in the end, wasn’t it? So padding might not have made any difference.’

‘I told Liz that she should cop on to herself,’ said Frances.

‘She was never great at copping on,’ Gemma told her.

‘Neither of you were,’ said Frances. ‘I often wonder where I went wrong.’

Gemma pursed her lips. She didn’t want to hear the where I went wrong lecture. She’d heard it often enough when she was a girl. When she’d told Frances that she didn’t want to study for the rest of her life, that she wanted to be a hair stylist. Frances had been appalled at that. The result was the ‘wasting a good brain’ lecture. When she’d gone on holiday with Niamh and three other girlfriends and her mother had seen the photos of them topless on the beach and not wearing very much else the rest of the time, that had brought on the ‘you’ve got to respect yourself ’ lecture. And, of course, she’d delivered the big lecture, the  definitive lecture when Gemma had announced that she was going to divorce David. Gemma might as well have told her that she was going to murder David for all the support Frances had given her. Not that Gemma had actually expected her mother’s support but it would have been nice all the same.

She sighed. Nothing that either of her daughters had ever done had been good enough for Frances. At least, though, Gemma said to herself, I actually managed to get married. That kept her happy for a while.

Her sister Liz, younger by a couple of years, was still single. She hadn’t been in a serious relationship when she’d arrived home and told them that she was pregnant. Gemma shuddered as she remembered her mother’s reaction to that. She hadn’t needed to hang around for Liz’s lecture.

‘Thanks for taking them today,’ she said, breaking the silence. ‘I know it’s not easy for you to put up with them.’

‘I wouldn’t have if I’d known you were going to shop,’ said Frances. ‘I thought you’d have been thinking about your life, Gemma.’

‘Thinking what about it?’ asked Gemma. ‘That it’s shit?’

‘Gemma!’

‘Oh, lighten up!’ Gemma snapped. ‘That’s what you think, isn’t it? That I was a rotten daughter because I didn’t go to college. That I was a rotten wife because I let my husband get away. That I’m a rotten mother because I have a vegetarian daughter and a hooligan son.’

‘I don’t think that,’ said Frances.

‘Don’t you?’

Frances sighed deeply. ‘I think you could have done things better,’ she said. ‘I mean, you must think you could have done things better yourself.’

‘Of course,’ said Gemma. ‘But I did my best at the time.’ She swallowed hard. She didn’t want to cry in front of her mother. Frances would think that she’d won if Gemma cried.

‘I suppose it was better than Liz,’ admitted Frances.

‘It wasn’t Liz’s fault.’

Frances raised an eyebrow. ‘Even you can’t think that.’

‘Not entirely her fault,’ Gemma amended.

‘She should have told the father,’ said Frances, ‘and made him face up to his responsibilities.’

Gemma said nothing.

‘At least Michael got it right.’ Frances smiled slightly at the thought of her son.

‘Sure,’ said Gemma. ‘He married the social climber and moved to London.’

‘Debbie is a lovely girl,’ said Frances fondly. ‘And she adores Michael--’

‘And they have two utterly wonderful children.’ Gemma finished her mother’s sentence for her. She’d heard this a million times before.

‘They are nice children,’ said Frances. ‘So mannerly.’

‘And mine aren’t?’

Frances looked at her in annoyance. ‘I didn’t say that.’

‘But you probably think it.’ Gemma stood up and put her mug in the sink.

‘It’s different for them,’ said Frances. ‘Debbie is at home all day. She can look after them.’

‘You’re not saying the right thing,’ said Gemma as evenly as she could. ‘I can look after my children too.’

‘Of course you can,’ said Frances. ‘It’s just that Debbie has more time for Thomas and Polly.’

‘Of course she has. I had more time when I was married to David. But I don’t now.’ Gemma gritted her teeth. ‘And I’m doing my best.’

‘I know you are,’ said Frances. ‘I know how much you do for them. It’s just--’

‘Drop it,’ said Gemma wearily. ‘I know you don’t mean to make me feel like the worst mother in the world.’

‘I don’t,’ said Frances.

‘Then let’s leave things as they are,’ said Gemma.

‘And thanks again for taking them today.’

‘Whenever you need a break you know I’ll take them,’ Frances told her.

But you’d prefer them to be Thomas and Polly, thought Gemma savagely. You put up with my children. You love his children. The perfect children from the perfect family created by my perfect older brother.
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Orla stood in the huge bathroom and disassembled her hair. By the time she’d removed the pins and clips, it fell around her face in sticky clumps. Anything less romantic than gelled and moussed hair she couldn’t imagine.

She stared at her reflection in the mirror. Her mascara had smudged, her long-lasting lipstick had given up the ghost and her eyes were red from tiredness. She turned on the shower over the bath.

‘What are you doing?’ David called from the bedroom.

‘I have to wash all this gunk out of my hair,’ she  yelled back. ‘I can’t stand it another second!’ She stepped under the spray and let the water cascade over her face. Instantly she felt better.

David pushed the bathroom door open. ‘Why?’ She pushed her wet hair out of her eyes. ‘Why what?’

‘Why can’t you stand it?’

‘It’s making me itch,’ she told him. ‘I feel like there’s half a can of spray in it.’

‘Let me help.’ David unbuttoned his shirt.

‘You’re joining me?’ asked Orla.

‘Oh, I think so.’ He took off his trousers. ‘You look like you need someone to help.’

‘You might be right.’

‘I know I’m right.’ He stood in the shower beside her and caught hold of her hair. ‘It feels all right to me.’

‘It’s not,’ said Orla. ‘It needs lots of shampoo.’

‘OK.’ David poured shampoo onto her head and began to massage it into her hair.

‘That’s nice,’ murmured Orla.

‘How about the rest of you?’ he asked.

‘The rest of me?’

‘You probably need a good scrubbing.’ He grinned at her. ‘Come here, woman.’ He tipped some shower soap onto his hands and began to slide them over her lean, taut body.

‘Very nice,’ she said languorously.

‘Enjoying it?’ he asked.

‘Absolutely.’

‘Glad to be here?’

‘Where else could I be?’

‘Happy to be Mrs Hennessy?’

‘I pity anyone who isn’t,’ she said.

He put his arms round her and held her slippery body close to him. ‘You know I love you,’ he said.

‘Mm?’

‘More than anything else in the world,’ he told her.

‘Promise?’

‘Of course.’

She wrapped her legs round him and he stumbled. ‘Are you OK?’ she asked anxiously.

‘The bath is slippy,’ he said. ‘It’s not designed for this!’

‘That’s what makes it exciting.’ She grinned at him.

‘Everything you do is exciting,’ said David as she slithered against him again. ‘Everything.’
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Keelin stretched out on her bed. Her shoulders were sore. She’d burned them today even though she’d worn plenty of sun cream. But she hadn’t managed to cover the very tips of her shoulder blades and they ached now.

It had been an awful day. It was all very well for her mother to come up with this great plan of going out with Gran and Granddad, but Keelin hadn’t wanted to. She’d wanted to go to David and Orla’s wedding. David had asked her if she wanted to go but she hadn’t been sure then. And he’d noticed her uncertainty and told her not to worry, it didn’t matter and maybe it was better if she didn’t come. But she’d wanted to. It would have made it seem more real to her. It had been weird lying on the beach and thinking about it all the time. She couldn’t quite believe that her father had married  somebody else. That this woman, Orla, was now part of their family.

Well, not exactly, she supposed. And Gemma would have a fit if she thought Keelin was thinking of Orla as part of the family. But how else was she to think of the woman who’d married her father? Some kind of distant friend?

She sighed. It hadn’t been comfortable, finding out about Orla. Her father had told her one Sunday as they had brunch in Bewley’s.

‘You’ll like her,’ he’d promised. ‘She’s a great person. I want you to meet her.’

‘Not today.’ Keelin had looked at him in horror from beneath her fringe. She wasn’t ready to meet her father’s girlfriend. She pulled at the sleeves of her green jumper.

‘Next time,’ said David. ‘When we go bowling.’

He often took her bowling. It was the one thing that both of them were good at and both of them enjoyed. She didn’t want this Orla person to be involved in their bowling. She didn’t want her to be involved in their lives.

Keelin had looked at Orla with her mass of curly red hair and her twinkling eyes and her ultra-fashionable clothes and couldn’t believe that she wanted to marry her father. David was positively ancient compared to the girl standing beside him who looked young and vibrant and fun.

Keelin couldn’t help comparing her to Gemma who walked around with a perpetual frown and who wouldn’t dream of wearing a skirt that revealed more than a centimetre above her knee. It wasn’t as though Gemma couldn’t be stylish - Keelin knew that a lot of Gemma’s clothes were very stylish - but they had  an indelible mark of maturity about them which the sky-blue miniskirt that Orla was wearing that day certainly didn’t.

Keelin didn’t want to compare Orla and Gemma. There was nothing about them that she should compare.

‘I’m really hopeless at this!’ Orla had just sent a second consecutive ball into the gully. So far, she’d hit one pin. ‘You’ll have to show me how you do it, Keelin.’

‘I don’t know how I do it.’ Keelin didn’t look up at her but lifted her 9lb ball and stood in front of Lane 2. She approached the lane and released the ball, swerving it from right to left so that it hit the pins perfectly for a strike.

‘You really will have to show me,’ said Orla again.

Keelin shrugged and sat down. She allowed her long black hair to hide her face and she pretended to be concentrating on the scores while she ignored the black looks emanating from her father who was clearly afraid to say anything out loud. She could sense how annoyed he was with her but she wasn’t going to make it easy for him. He hadn’t made it easier for her, had he? He’d left them to fend for themselves. So what if he’d given them money? He didn’t give them enough, Gemma was always saying that. Anyway, it wasn’t about money. It had never been about money.

Now he was going out with someone who could have been her older sister. Her prettier older sister. Her sexier older sister. Keelin shivered. There was something uncomfortable about it. Unreal about it.

Orla wouldn’t have wanted her at the wedding. David had said that she was perfectly happy to have Keelin along but Keelin knew that, in Orla’s place, she  wouldn’t have wanted her new husband’s kids there to remind her that he’d been married already. That this wasn’t the first time. That she was marrying a middle-aged man. Did she worry that her new husband was forty years old? Did it bother her? Did she ask David questions about what life had been like when he was still married to Gemma? When he’d lived with them in the five-bedroomed house in Dun Laoghaire and she’d had a huge bedroom with plenty of room for all her stuff instead of the little box that she had now.

‘Can I come in?’ Gemma tapped at the door and Keelin sat up.

‘Hi,’ said Keelin.

‘Hi.’ Gemma sat on the edge of the bed. She looked at her daughter thoughtfully. Keelin looked tired, Gemma decided. Her dark-blue eyes were solemn and her hair fell in disarray around her sunburned shoulders. ‘Did you have a good day?’ Gemma asked.

‘It was OK,’ said Keelin.

‘Your shoulders look a bit red.’

Keelin shrugged. It hurt. ‘I missed a few bits.’

‘Do you want me to put some aftersun on them for you?’

‘I did already.’

‘Did you use the aloe vera gel?’ asked Gemma.

‘That’s pretty soothing.’

Keelin shook her head.

‘I’ll get it,’ said Gemma. She returned with a bottle of the green gel and gently rubbed some onto Keelin’s shoulders.

‘Thanks,’ said Keelin.

‘How were Gran and Granddad?’ asked Gemma as she screwed the top back on the bottle.

‘The same as always,’ said Keelin. ‘Gran told Granddad what to do and he did it.’

Gemma laughed and Keelin smiled tentatively at her.

‘Poor old Granddad,’ said Gemma. ‘He didn’t know what he was letting himself in for when he married your gran.’

There was a sudden silence.

‘What did you do?’ asked Keelin.

‘Oh, bits and pieces,’ said Gemma. ‘I bought a few things.’

‘I thought we didn’t have any money.’

Gemma made a face. ‘We don’t.’

‘So how could you buy a few things?’

‘We don’t have lots of money,’ Gemma amended, ‘but we’re not destitute, Keelin.’

‘We didn’t have enough money for me to buy a leather jacket,’ said Keelin.

‘No,’ said Gemma although she could feel herself blush. She hadn’t liked the black leather jacket with the chrome zips that Keelin wanted. She’d told her daughter that they had better things to do with their money than waste it on an overpriced jacket. But it had cost less than the bag she’d bought in BT’s.

‘I’m going to get a job for the rest of the summer.’

‘What sort of job?’

‘I don’t know,’ said Keelin. ‘But I want some money of my own.’

‘Fine,’ said Gemma. ‘It’s a good idea.’

They were silent again.

‘Did you hear how the wedding went?’ asked Keelin eventually.

‘No,’ said Gemma. ‘I wouldn’t, would I?’

Keelin shrugged. ‘I just wondered.’

‘I’m sure it went well,’ said Gemma carefully.

‘I suppose so.’

‘You could have gone,’ Gemma told her. ‘I wouldn’t have minded.’

‘Yes, you would,’ said Keelin.

Gemma smiled slightly. ‘Well, I suppose I would. But I wouldn’t have stopped you.’

Keelin bit her lip. ‘I don’t think Dad really wanted me there.’

‘He asked you, didn’t he?’

‘But it was to be polite,’ said Keelin. ‘Not because he cared.’

‘Oh, Keelin, of course he cared. He still loves you, you know.’

Keelin had to fight the sudden urge she had to cry. ‘He doesn’t show it much.’

Gemma sighed. ‘That was the problem, Keelin. He didn’t show it very much to me either.’ She hugged her daughter, carefully avoiding her sunburned shoulders. ‘Are you staying up here or do you want to come downstairs for a while?’

‘I’ll stay here,’ said Keelin. ‘I have some things to do.’

‘OK.’ Gemma smiled at her and left the bedroom.

Keelin lay back on the bed and closed her eyes again. It had been such a weird day. And it was weird hearing Gemma saying that David had never shown her how much he loved her. That was ridiculous. He’d bought her loads of things. Anything she ever wanted.

Keelin rubbed her eyes. She’d always secretly harboured the hope that one day David would come back. That Gemma would realise how much he loved her. That they could live together as a family again.

Even after the divorce she’d clung to the hope that her parents might realise that they loved each other.

But there was no point in hoping that any more. He wasn’t ever coming home again. Orla had changed everything.

The bitch.




Chapter 3


Orla stood by the rail and sipped her glass of champagne. David had insisted on champagne even though she didn’t really like it very much. Too bubbly, she’d told him, but he’d laughed and said that absolutely everybody liked champagne.

She glanced down at the silver bucket near her feet. The bottle of Piper-Heidsieck was almost empty. They’d ordered it after dinner and David had drunk most of it. It was quiet on the top deck of the boat. Quiet and dark and peaceful. The night breeze was balmy as it gently caressed her bare shoulders. On the horizon she could make out faint points of light which, she supposed, were either the coast of Florida or one of the islands of the Bahamas. By morning they would have docked at Nassau. She’d always dreamed of a honeymoon in the Bahamas and it felt strange to realise that her dream had actually come true. The words of a Chinese saying sprung into her mind. ‘Be careful of what you wish for. You might get it.’

She shivered suddenly and laughed at her moment of fear. She’d got what she wanted and she was the happiest woman in the world. She put down the half-empty glass and leaned over the rail.

‘Not thinking of throwing yourself in already.’ David slid his arms round her waist.

She turned to him. ‘Would you dive in and rescue me?’

‘No.’ He grinned at her. ‘That’d ruin my suit. I’d throw you a lifebelt.’

‘Thanks.’ She laughed and cuddled up to him.

‘You’re beautiful,’ said David.

‘Thank you.’

‘No. I mean it.’ He gazed into her hazel eyes. ‘I’ve never known anyone like you before. I was watching you. From the doorway. And I couldn’t believe that this wonderful, gorgeous creature was actually mine.’

‘Why?’

‘I don’t know.’ He shook his head. ‘I look at you and I think that one day I’ll wake up.’

‘Don’t be so silly.’ She kissed him gently on the lips.

They stood side by side and gazed into the water for a while. Then they sat down on the sun loungers that still lined the upper deck. David closed his eyes. But he didn’t go to sleep. He recalled the moment when he’d first seen Orla. He’d known, even then, that she was going to be important to him. But then he’d thought it would be a work thing. Because that was the way he was used to thinking. People he met during the day were either rivals or clients. From the second that Orla O’Neill had walked into the room, he’d marked her down as a rival. He’d been giving the lecture on sales techniques. He gave it every time Gravitas Life and Pensions brought in a batch of new salespeople. He was introduced as the top salesman for the past five years, easily beating the man in second place each year. He was there to tell them how to close a sale and how much money they could make if they did.

He’d started the talk by saying that the top ten salesmen all loved their jobs. And Orla O’Neill had interrupted him almost immediately.

‘Are there any women in the top ten?’

He stared at her. She was wearing a charcoal-grey trouser suit. A white silk top. Gold earrings. Gold chain. And her long red hair was tied back behind her head.

‘Pardon?’ he said.

‘Women?’ said Orla. ‘Are there any women in the top ten?’

‘Not last year,’ he replied. ‘Last year, in fact, the top fifteen salespeople were all men.’

‘Why?’ asked Orla.

He raised his eyebrows in silent query.

‘Why? Is this technique more suited to men? Do women feel uncomfortable with it?’

‘They shouldn’t,’ said David. ‘And if they do then it really is their problem, don’t you think? After all, this is the technique that has allowed me to have an expenses paid fortnight for me and my family to Cape Town. And an expenses paid holiday to Aspen. It allows me to be in a golf club and drive a two-litre car and buy decent suits.’

‘Hugo Boss,’ she said.

‘Pardon?’

‘Your suit. Hugo Boss. It is nice.’ Her lips twitched in a half-smile.

‘Thank you,’ he said. ‘Now, if we can continue?’ He spoke for about an hour. He showed them the flash cards they used, the ones that said ‘Would you like to have extra income on your retirement?’ so that the customer had to answer ‘Yes’. He’d led them through the series of questions that they asked  and the way they should ask them. He brought them right up to the point where they should be closing the sale.

‘And that’s it.’ He smiled at them. ‘Peace of mind for your customer. Business for Gravitas. And money in the bank for you.’

The session co-ordinator walked in at that moment. ‘Coffee and biscuits next door,’ she told them. ‘And David will be joining you so if you have any questions I’m sure he’ll be pleased to answer them.’

He thought Orla would ask him a question. He’d put her down as the pushy type. The one who wanted to score points off you all the time. He loved them as customers. He could always get them eating out of his hand.

But she didn’t. She stood in the corner of the room sipping her coffee and leafing through one of the company’s brochures.

‘Will you last the pace?’ He stood beside her.

‘What?’

‘Can you do it?’ he asked. ‘Close a sale?’

‘I don’t know.’ She grinned at him. ‘It’s a challenge, though.’

‘Lots of people don’t like it. Because you have to make them say yes. Lots of people are no good at making people say yes.’

‘Why are there so few women?’ she asked.

‘Because they don’t like selling pensions,’ David told her. ‘Or because they sell the less valuable products. They look at the family’s outgoings and they think that they should keep them as low as possible. So they sell something cheaper.’

‘Better for the customer?’ asked Orla.

‘You get what you pay for,’ David answered.

She laughed. ‘Next year,’ she told him, ‘I’ll be number one salesperson.’

‘No, you won’t.’ David laughed too. ‘But I hope you have a damned good attempt at it.’

She wasn’t the number one the following year. David was. She was number four. Henry Gilpin, the man she’d beaten into fifth, was astonished.

‘Congratulations,’ he said. ‘Nobody thought you could do it.’

‘Thanks.’ She smiled and held her award close to her - a plaque and tickets for a weekend in New York.

‘Didn’t quite make it,’ said David. ‘But you sure put in a brilliant year.’

‘I did my best,’ she said. ‘Beaten by a better man.’

‘By three better men,’ he reminded her.

‘Oh, I’m not so sure about that.’ She smiled and David wanted to take her to bed. He was astonished at how strong the desire in him was.

‘What are you thinking about?’ Her voice brought him back to the present. He opened his eyes.

‘You,’ he said. ‘When we first met.’

‘Ah.’ She made a face at him. ‘You were rude to me.’

‘No, I wasn’t!’

‘You looked at me as if to say “Sit down, little girl, and don’t be bothering me.”’

‘I’d never say that to you.’ David regarded her in mock fear. ‘And you’re not little. You’re an Amazon.’

She laughed. ‘You know exactly what I mean. You tried to patronise me.’

‘Not intentionally.’

‘Absolutely intentionally,’ she said.

‘Maybe a little,’ he admitted.

She stood up and stretched her hands above her head. Her body, draped in the fine indigo-blue silk of the dress she was wearing, was long and lean.

‘Don’t do that,’ said David.

‘Do what?’

‘Stretch like that. You’re driving me into a frenzy.’ She grinned at him. ‘Good.’

‘I haven’t the energy to be in a frenzy,’ he told her.

‘Not yet.’

‘Come on,’ she said. ‘Let’s go to the disco and dance.’

‘I’ve even less energy for that,’ he protested.

‘Trust me,’ she told him. ‘You’ll enjoy it.’
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Niamh and Gemma sat together in front of the TV. Keelin was babysitting for the couple next door. Ronan was in bed.

‘Why should you feel jealous?’ Niamh’s legs were curled up beneath her and she took a chocolate from the box of Just Brazils that was open on the coffee table in front of them.

‘Because they’re on a cruise together. Because she’s young and she’s pretty. Because she’s so different to me.’

‘She’s older than you were when you first met David,’ said Niamh.

Gemma grimaced. ‘But she looks much, much younger.’

‘And what’s stopping you going on a cruise with some desirable young man?’ demanded Niamh.

‘Oh, come on.’ Gemma ran her fingers through her hair. ‘Don’t be bloody ridiculous. I wouldn’t know a  desirable young man if he was standing in front of me. And I can’t afford it.’

‘Borrow the money,’ said Niamh. ‘You deserve a break.’

‘And what about the children?’ asked Gemma. ‘If I suddenly took off. What exactly would they be doing in my absence?’

‘You could always let David look after them.’

‘David!’ Gemma looked horrified. ‘I couldn’t.’

‘Why not?’ asked Niamh. ‘Now that he’s married to Orla, he could take time off from work.’

‘You mean they could go and stay with both of them?’

‘Sure.’

‘No,’ said Gemma firmly.

‘Why not?’

‘Because I don’t want them to stay with her.’

‘Don’t be silly, Gem.’

‘I’m not,’ said Gemma. ‘I don’t want her getting to know my kids.’

‘She’s bound to get to know them.’ Niamh took another chocolate. ‘Let’s face it. Gemma, she’ll hardly be out of the apartment whenever they’re there.’

Gemma swallowed. ‘No.’

‘So she will get to know them.’

‘OK,’ said Gemma. ‘But I don’t want her to be friendly with them. And I don’t want them to be friendly with her. And I definitely don’t want them staying with him while she’s there.’

‘I think you’re being a bit unreasonable,’ said Niamh calmly.

‘No I bloody am not!’

Niamh said nothing.

Gemma sighed and rubbed the base of her neck.

‘I don’t know why I feel like this,’ she told Niamh.

‘It’s not as though I care about him any more, truly it isn’t. And yet I just can’t accept that someone like Orla O’Neill would marry him. And I absolutely can’t accept that my children should get to know her.’

‘Who did you think would marry him?’ asked Niamh curiously.

‘I guess I never thought about him getting married at all,’ replied Gemma. ‘I don’t know what I expected. I suppose I thought things would carry on the way they were. We’ve been pretty civil about it ever since we split.’

‘You decided it was over,’ said Niamh. ‘Not him.’

‘He made me decide,’ said Gemma shortly. ‘It was me or his job and he chose his job.’

‘What’s happening about money now?’ Niamh reached out and refilled their glasses with Californian Chardonnay. ‘I don’t like asking about it, Gemma, but surely he’s providing for you.’

‘He’s still providing for the kids,’ said Gemma.

‘Until they leave school. And if they go to college he’ll stump up the fees for that too.’

‘But what about you?’

Gemma shook her head. ‘He cut back on what he gave me once I went back to work for you,’ she explained. ‘He doesn’t see why I should get paid by him at all though I keep telling him that raising two kids is bloody hard work and bloody expensive too!’ She blushed as she remembered the carnage she’d inflicted on her credit card. She was going to have to economise again. All this time on her own and she still hadn’t got the hang of economising.

‘I’m sure it is!’ Niamh agreed. ‘Though I wonder  how the new Mrs Hennessy will feel when she realises how much he has to pay towards the kids.’

‘I don’t give a shit how she feels,’ said Gemma shortly. ‘It’s our money and we’re entitled to it. Besides - she earns a fortune too, the bloody red-headed bitch!’

‘Maybe they won’t be happy in the long term.’ Niamh steered the topic away from money although she wondered if she hadn’t jumped from the frying pan into the fire.

‘Oh, come on, Niamh!’ Gemma put her glass on the table. ‘Why wouldn’t they be? David’s over the moon and what does she have to care about that would give her grey hairs or worry lines or anything like that?’

‘Who knows?’ Niamh shrugged.

‘Skinny cow.’

‘But maybe she’ll spread a bit as she gets older.’ Gemma looked at her. ‘Why?’

‘Well, if they have kids she’ll hardly--’ She broke off as she saw Gemma’s expression. ‘What?’ she asked. ‘What did I say?’

‘He doesn’t want any more children,’ said Gemma.

‘He told me that. When Ronan was five I asked him what he thought and he said that he didn’t want any more.’

‘But she might want them.’

Gemma shrugged. ‘I don’t think so. She seems to be as caught up in her career as he does, though God knows why. It’s a rotten job. To be honest, I don’t know when they have time to even see each other!’

‘All the same.’ Niamh looked doubtful. ‘She’s young, Gemma. She can’t have made up her mind already.’

‘Apparently she has.’

‘Bet she changes it.’

Gemma picked up her glass and took a gulp of wine. ‘I don’t want her to.’

‘Why not?’ asked Niamh. ‘That way at least he gets to see her in her unglamorous role as baby feeder and nappy changer.’

‘I’d prefer if she didn’t,’ said Gemma. ‘I don’t like the idea of them having kids.’

‘Why?’

Gemma shrugged. Suddenly her anger had disappeared and her voice trembled. ‘I - well, the way things are, I’m the mother to his kids. It’s unique to me. If she has them, then maybe he’ll love her kids more than Keelin and Ronan.’

‘Oh, Gemma, no.’ Niamh leaned over and put her arm round her friend. ‘He wouldn’t think like that. You know he wouldn’t. He adores Keelin and Ronan.’

Gemma blinked to keep back the tears. ‘Now he does,’ she muttered. ‘But if Orla has children of her own, that might change. You can see that, can’t you?’

‘He wouldn’t love them more,’ said Niamh firmly.

‘He’d love them, but not more.’

Gemma pulled a tissue from the pocket of her jeans and blew her nose. ‘He wasn’t interested in them,’ she said. ‘Not really.’

Niamh said nothing.

‘He’d play with them, of course. But it didn’t come naturally to him. When he talked to them it was as though he was talking to adults. He didn’t make allowances for the fact that they were kids.’

‘And does he now?’ asked Niamh.

‘I don’t know.’ Gemma sighed. ‘When he picks them up I say goodbye and that’s it. I don’t see them together. That was part of the deal.’

‘I’m sorry, Gem,’ said Niamh. ‘I’m sorry it didn’t work out the way you thought it would.’

‘So am I,’ said Gemma ruefully. ‘If we’d still been married maybe it would have been me on that cruise!’

‘Did he pay for it?’ asked Niamh curiously. ‘Or was it one of the prizes this year?’

Gemma grinned shakily. ‘I don’t know. Maybe between them they brought in enough to be given the cruise!’

‘You got some great holidays, though,’ Niamh reminded her.

‘Aspen,’ remembered Gemma, ‘and Cape Town. I loved Cape Town!’ She sighed. ‘I miss that, Niamh. I bloody miss the money. I hate having to budget all the time. I’m useless at it anyway. I see things and I want them so I buy them. Besides,’ she grimaced, ‘I can’t always tell the kids that we can’t afford things. They’re entitled to whatever he can provide for them. It’s me who should be walking around in sackcloth!’

Niamh laughed. ‘It could be worse,’ she told Gemma. ‘You could still be married to him.’

‘Or worse than that again,’ said Gemma with forced gaiety. ‘I could still want to be!’




Chapter 4


It was hot in Nassau. Orla sat beneath the shade of a palm tree and waited for David to come back. She stretched out her legs in front of her and checked for signs of sunburn. Nothing so far, thanks to the copious amounts of heavy-duty cream she was using. Unlike David, with his dark hair and his sallow skin, Orla burned easily. Even though she loved the warmth of the sun she always sought out the shelter of the shade.

She leaned back against the tree and closed her eyes. They had been almost back at the ship when David had cleared his throat and looked at her in a shamefaced way.

‘What?’ she asked.

‘I have to go back to the shops,’ he told her.

‘Why?’

‘I need to pick up some things for the kids.’

She looked at him in astonishment. ‘Why didn’t you do that earlier?’ she asked. ‘When we were walking the length of Bay Street? Or while we were at the straw market? There were plenty of things there that I’m sure they would have liked.’

‘I know.’ David looked apologetic. ‘It was just that I didn’t like buying them in front of you.’

‘Oh, David!’ She put her arms round him and kissed him gently on the lips. ‘How bloody stupid!’

He smiled. ‘I know. I just felt that - well it’s our honeymoon, isn’t it? It seemed a bit crass to say I wanted to buy gifts for the kids.’

‘David, I expect you to buy gifts for the kids,’ she told him. ‘And I’ll happily buy them with you. But not now,’ she added darkly. ‘I haven’t got the strength to walk along that road again. I’ll wait for you here, in the shade.’

‘Thanks.’ He ruffled her hair. ‘I know I was being silly but I couldn’t help it.’

‘I rather like that you were being silly,’ said Orla. ‘It means there’s hope for the rest of us.’

She opened her eyes again. It was typical of David that he didn’t want to remind her that he had two children. Typical but stupid. His children were part of him. She had no intention of pretending that they didn’t exist, much as a large part of her wished they didn’t.

She still hadn’t got her head around the fact that she was the stepmother to a thirteen-year-old girl and an eleven-year-old boy. She didn’t feel like anyone’s stepmother. The idea that she had some kind of authority, however tenuous, over a girl who could just as easily be her sister was ludicrous.

Orla had no problem giving orders to people who worked with her. They knew their place in the hierarchy and so did she. But she balked at the idea of ever telling Keelin Hennessy what to do. She didn’t think that there was any love lost between Keelin and herself and she could understand that. Orla was certain that she would have found it difficult to come to terms with her father ever marrying again, so she could accept Keelin’s point of view. If, indeed, that was Keelin’s point of view. So far, her conversations with Keelin had been practically monosyllabic.

She shuddered as she remembered the day that she’d first met Keelin at the bowling alley. It had been David’s idea to meet there. Help break the ice, he’d said, and Orla had reluctantly agreed.

Keelin had looked at her from dark-blue eyes beneath a long black fringe and had said hello in the bored tone that teenagers can use when talking to an adult. Then she’d proceeded to get on with the bowling and said nothing else. She’d looked pretty disgusted when Orla planted the bowling ball firmly in the gully on her first attempt and when she only succeeded in nicking one pin with her second. Keelin had taken her turn and immediately hit a strike. Even when Orla had laughed and joked about her own ineptitude, Keelin had simply smiled in a distracted sort of way and said, ‘Never mind.’ She’d made Orla feel completely inadequate. And later, as they sat down to pasta and salad, the younger girl had hardly spoken at all.

The other times they’d met had hardly been any more successful. David had been worried but they both agreed it would just take time. It wasn’t a problem.

Like heck it wasn’t, she thought, as she watched a dragonfly skim through the air. That girl doesn’t like me. And, much as I love David, I’m not mad keen on his daughter either, even if she does have a lot to come to terms with.

A young Bahamian girl stopped in front of Orla. ‘Want braids?’ she asked.

Orla opened her eyes and shook her head.

‘I can do them real pretty.’

‘No, thanks,’ said Orla.

‘Real pretty. Whole head. Half head. Just one or two braids. You choose.’

‘I don’t want my hair braided!’ Orla closed her eyes  again and ignored the girl. They’d warned them on the ship about the hair braiders. Orla wasn’t going to waste her money on some colourful plastic beads that would be impossible to sleep on and would fall out in a couple of days.

She wondered how Keelin really felt about her father’s marriage. Did it truly bother her? Or did the fact that he’d already been out of the house for so long make it any easier? Was she simply wary of Orla because she didn’t know her very well? Or did she see her as a danger to her concept of what her family should be?

Orla had half expected the children to be at the wedding. She’d told David that she’d be glad to have them there and, to be honest, she wouldn’t have minded Ronan too much. He was a straightforward type of kid and he thought his dad could do no wrong. But when David told her they wouldn’t be there, she’d felt relieved. The idea of Keelin watching her and reporting everything back to Gemma was too chilling. And Orla was fairly certain that Gemma debriefed Keelin every time she returned from a visit to David.

She sighed. She didn’t want to think about David’s first wife. Not today. Not while everything was so perfect. She yawned. The warmth of the sun was making her sleepy.

‘Just a couple of braids.’ The girl sat down beside her.

Her own hair was a clatter of green and gold beads. ‘You will like them. Yes, you will.’

‘I don’t want braids,’ Orla told her. ‘Braids will mean that I get my head sunburned!’

The girl laughed loudly, showing perfect white teeth. Orla laughed too.

‘Little braids. Each side of your face. No sunburn,’ the girl promised.

‘Oh, all right.’ Orla sighed in resignation. Another time and another place she would have walked off. But she was too hot and the girl had her trapped. She thought that the girl had potential to be a pensions saleswoman when she was older.

‘What’s your name?’ asked Orla.

‘Coco.’ The girl began to separate Orla’s burnished curls. ‘You got curly hair, lady.’

‘I know,’ said Orla. ‘So do you.’

Coco laughed again. ‘Pick colours.’

‘Pardon?’

‘Beads. Which colours?’

‘Whatever you like,’ said Orla.

‘Purple,’ said Coco without looking at them. ‘They’ll go good in your hair.’

She deftly twisted the strands into a thin braid. She folded some tin foil round the end of the braid and slid the beads over it. Then she twisted the foil so that the beads wouldn’t fall off.

‘Turn around,’ she commanded Orla.

Orla shifted so that Coco could do the other side of her head. She waved as she saw David walking towards them.

‘What on earth are you doing?’ he asked.

‘What does it look like?’ she asked. ‘Getting my hair done.’

David looked at his watch. ‘We have to be on the ship in twenty minutes,’ he told her. ‘You don’t have time.’

‘I’m only getting a few each side.’ Orla grinned at him. ‘Coco has promised they’ll look real pretty.’

‘They do.’ Coco slid three beads onto the second braid and twisted the tin foil. ‘See?’

Orla peered at herself in the tiny mirror. She looked  like a red-headed version of the young Boy George with her braids and the hat that David had bought her earlier at the colourful straw market.

‘How much is that costing you?’ asked David.

‘A few dollars,’ said Orla.

‘The beads cost less than a dollar,’ he protested.

‘She’s paying me for my time,’ said Coco seriously.

‘And my expertise.’

Orla and David both laughed and Orla handed Coco the money.

‘Come on,’ said David, ‘let’s get back to the boat before you change your mind and get the whole lot done.’

They walked up the gangplank and held their hands under the ultraviolet lamp that revealed the stamp that had been put on them before they disembarked.

‘Makes me feel like a spy,’ muttered Orla as she followed David to their cabin. She flopped down on the bed. ‘What did you buy?’

‘Pardon?’

‘For the kids. What did you buy?’

‘Oh, nothing much.’ David opened the wardrobe door and put the plastic bags inside.

‘Don’t be a spoilsport,’ said Orla as she sat up again.

‘Show me.’

‘Just knick-knacks,’ he muttered. ‘Honestly, Orla.’

She reached into the wardrobe and pulled out a pink plastic bag.

‘T-shirts,’ he said. ‘And shells. Things like that.’

She unfolded a T-shirt which said ‘Jamaica Mon’. ‘We’re not actually in Jamaica,’ she pointed out.

‘Ronan won’t care,’ said David.

‘And what did you get Keelin?’ Orla deftly unwrapped a flat package and looked at it in surprise. ‘A photograph  frame?’ The frame was about four by four and was made of silver.

‘That’s not for Keelin,’ said David. He cleared his throat. ‘It’s for Gemma.’

‘Gemma.’ Orla stared at him. ‘You’ve bought a present for Gemma?’

‘I thought she might like something,’ said David. ‘She likes photographs. So I thought a frame . . .’ his voice tapered off as Orla continued to stare at him.

‘You bought Gemma a present?’ Her tone was one of disbelief.

‘Why not?’ he asked. ‘I thought it would be a nice gesture.’

Orla dropped the frame onto the bed. ‘Why not,’ she repeated. She pushed her fingers through her hair and the beads clattered.

‘It’s nothing special,’ said David. ‘But it seemed like I was bringing back lots of stuff for the kids and nothing for her. Besides, she’s been pretty good about everything lately and . . .’ He shrugged helplessly.

‘You’re divorced,’ said Orla. ‘There was no other way she could be.’

‘But she could,’ David told her. ‘She could have kicked up a fuss about the kids. Anything like that.’

Orla sighed. ‘Marrying me doesn’t mean she can deny you access to the kids,’ she said. ‘Gemma’s only ever done what she’s supposed to do.’

‘But it’s the way she’s done it,’ said David. ‘She’s made things easier for me, Orla. And I appreciate that.’

Orla bit her bottom lip and then smiled at him. ‘You’re a nicer person than I’ll ever be, David Hennessy,’ she said.

‘Not at all.’ He put his arms round her. ‘You can practise being nice to me now. I’m sure you have your little ways.’

‘I’m sure I do,’ said Orla as she kicked off her sandals.

‘Just let me show them to you.’
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Keelin was awake.

She’d been awake since the blackbird on the roof had started chirping at about half-four that morning. Every so often she’d drifted back to sleep again but it was only half-sleep and it was a sleep from which she’d suddenly jolt into wakefulness.

She looked at her radio alarm clock at around eight. The sun was streaming in the window. It was going to be a hot, hot day. Part of her wanted to get up but she had no intention of getting out of bed early in the summer holidays. So she lay there, looking at the crack in the ceiling, while she thought of her father and Orla O’Neill on honeymoon on a cruise ship.

She’d tried not to think about them but it was impossible to keep them out of her mind. They’d been the last thing she thought about before she’d fallen asleep and the first thing that had burst into her mind as soon as she woke up. Her father and Orla. She felt sick when she thought about them together. Had he seduced her? Or had she seduced him? Either way, it was disgusting.

Tears trickled down her cheeks. It was all very well for Mum to say that they were better off without Dad, but Keelin wasn’t so sure. Keelin had liked knowing that Dad was there in the mornings when she woke up, even if he wasn’t always there when she went to bed. She liked the way he looked sternly at her whenever she asked for something and then would laugh and say, ‘Of course.’ She missed him. Other people seemed to think that because he was living somewhere else she should  just forget about him. But they didn’t know anything about it - how could they? He was still her father and she missed him.

Gemma pushed open the door. ‘Are you awake?’ she asked softly.

‘I am now.’ Keelin sat up in the bed.

‘I’m off to work,’ said Gemma. ‘Ronan is spending the day with Neville and Jack. Make sure that’s where he goes, won’t you?’

‘Don’t I always?’ asked Keelin.

‘Of course you do,’ said Gemma. ‘But I have to say it all the same. That’s the way it works with mothers. We nag.’

A ghost of a smile flitted across Keelin’s face. ‘Too true.’

‘Gran will come around to fix your tea,’ Gemma told her.

‘I can do it,’ said Keelin. ‘Nobody has to come and look after us. I’m old enough, for God’s sake.’

‘I know you are,’ said Gemma. ‘But I don’t like leaving you on your own all day, Keelin. It’s not fair.’

Keelin shrugged. ‘I don’t care. And Gran doesn’t want to be here anyway.’

‘That’s not true,’ said Gemma forcefully.

‘Yes it is,’ retorted Keelin. ‘Gran moans at me all the time.’

‘She means well,’ said Gemma.

‘Huh!’ Keelin wasn’t convinced. ‘Anyway, I’m going to Shauna’s today.’

‘That’s fine,’ said Gemma. ‘Just be back here by six.’ Keelin made a face. ‘I might want to stay out later.’

‘You can go out again afterwards if you like. But let the Fitzpatricks have their evening meal in peace. Show some consideration.’

‘I do,’ said Keelin. ‘I’m considerate about everyone.

It’s just that nobody appreciates it.’

‘I do.’ Gemma sat on the bed beside her. ‘You know I do, Keelin. I think you’re the best daughter anyone could ever have.’

Keelin felt the sting of tears behind her eyes. She stared unblinkingly at her mother.

‘I’ll be home by eight,’ Gemma promised. ‘My last appointment is for seven.’

‘Why don’t you work the short days instead of the long ones?’ asked Keelin. ‘Why do you have to go in on late-night opening?’

‘Because that’s when they need me,’ said Gemma.

‘And that’s when I get the best tips. So that I can keep you in the style to which you’ve become accustomed!’

‘I thought Dad did that,’ said Keelin.

Gemma looked at her but Keelin’s gaze was fixed on the swirling pattern of her duvet.

‘Mostly,’ said Gemma finally. She got up and walked to the door. ‘I’ll see you later.’

‘Mum?’ Keelin called her back.

‘Yes?’

‘Will they have babies?’

Gemma felt as though there was a lump the size of a brick in her throat. ‘I don’t know.’

‘She won’t look so pretty then,’ said Keelin. ‘With a huge fat bump in front of her.’

‘No,’ said Gemma.

‘But I’m not sure if I want them to.’

‘Maybe they won’t.’

‘Maybe.’ But Keelin didn’t sound convinced.




Chapter 5


The rain was hammering against the ground when David and Orla arrived back at Dublin airport.

‘I don’t believe it,’ said Orla as they sat in the bus that took them to the long-term car park. ‘According to the news the weather here was great while we were away.’

‘Typical.’ David’s mood was as black as the clouds above. The flight had been delayed for three hours at Miami so that they’d missed their connection from London and had to hang around for another three hours in Gatwick’s overcrowded airport terminal. David hated crowds.

‘Never mind.’ Orla cuddled up to him. ‘We’ll be home soon.’

‘I don’t know whether that’s a good thing or not,’ said David. ‘The apartment is probably freezing.’

‘You’re exaggerating,’ she told him. ‘It’s summertime, David. It won’t be that cold.’

‘Hah!’ He pointed to goose pimples on his forearm. ‘And what do you think is causing those? A heat wave?’

She grinned. ‘You’re acclimatising again,’ she said. ‘Just because it was ninety in Florida.’

‘I wish I was in bloody Florida now,’ he grumbled as the bus moved off with a shudder.

Orla leaned her head on his shoulder. She was  exhausted but with David in this kind of mood she didn’t want to fall asleep. She wanted to cheer him up.

The bus pulled up near their parking bay and they got out.

‘Shit!’ David picked up both suitcases and sprinted towards the car. ‘I’m getting soaked.’

‘So am I,’ panted Orla, ‘and this dress is so light it’s practically transparent with the water!’

‘Really?’ David half turned to look at her and stepped into a puddle. ‘Oh, shit, shit, shit!’

Orla stifled a giggle and side-stepped the puddle.

David took out his keys and pressed the remote locking. Orla climbed gratefully inside, trying to hold her dress away from the seats.

‘Right,’ said David, having stowed the suitcases in the boot. ‘Let’s get going.’ He turned the key in the ignition. Nothing happened. Orla glanced at him. His jaw was set. He turned the key again.

‘Is it damp?’ she asked.

‘How the fuck would I know?’ David turned the key and stamped on the accelerator.

‘The Fiat used to give up the ghost whenever it rained,’ she told him. ‘I needed to use damp start on it all the time.’

‘This car shouldn’t need damp start,’ said David. ‘It’s a BMW, for God’s sake.’

‘Well, even the best of them sometimes give trouble.

Maybe it’s been raining like this for hours.’

‘I couldn’t care less what it’s been doing.’ David released the bonnet. ‘It should bloody well start.’ He got out and peered into the engine while Orla squirmed in the seat, trying to dry out.

‘There’s nothing wrong with it.’ David slammed down the bonnet. ‘Let’s try again.’ He turned the  key. This time the engine fluttered for a moment before dying.

‘Could the battery be flat?’ asked Orla.

‘For crying out loud, Orla, teach your grandmother to suck eggs.’ David looked at her in disgust. ‘I know all of the things it could be.’

‘I’m just trying to be helpful,’ she told him.

‘Yes, well, don’t.’ He turned the key again. As the engine fired he banged his foot down on the accelerator. Suddenly the car shuddered into life. He revved it for a couple of minutes. ‘See.’ He turned to Orla and smiled in satisfaction. ‘I knew what needed to be done.’

‘What needs to be done now is for me to get dry,’ she told him through chattering teeth. ‘I’m absolutely drenched, David. And I’m getting c-cold.’

‘Give it a minute or two to warm up and I’ll turn on the fan,’ said David. ‘It won’t take you long to dry out.’

‘I’ll catch pneumonia,’ she muttered.

‘If I’d known you didn’t mind getting wet I would’ve insisted you enter the Miss Wet T-shirt competition.’

She looked down at her body. The dress clung to every inch of her. She was so cold that her nipples were practically through the thin fabric of the dress.

‘They’re like little door knobs,’ said David.

‘David!’

‘Well, they are,’ he said. ‘Or coat hooks. You could hang a duffel coat on them.’

‘No you couldn’t!’ But she began to laugh and so did he.

‘Come here,’ said David.

‘Oh, no,’ she said. ‘I’m too cold and I’m too wet and

I’m sure we only have another couple of minutes to get out of this place!’

‘Loads of time,’ said David. ‘They charge by the day not the hour. Come here.’

She leaned towards him and he put his arms round her. He kissed her gently on the lips. Then he undid the buttons of her wet dress and cupped her cold breasts in his hands. ‘This’ll warm you up,’ he murmured.

She shivered. It should be exciting, she thought, but she was too cold. David seemed to have forgotten how cold he was. And how wet.

‘Have you ever made love in a car park before?’ he asked.

‘No,’ said Orla. ‘And, David, I really can’t now.

I’m too wet and miserable. Besides, people will see us.’

‘Who cares if they see us?’

‘I do,’ said Orla. ‘Please, David.’

‘Oh, all right.’ He released her breasts and sat upright in the driver’s seat.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said. ‘Really, I--’

‘It doesn’t matter,’ said David.
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