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  ‘Charles Dickens once advised budding novelists to make their readers laugh, make’em cry, but most of all, make’em wait. And bestselling writer Colette Caddle

  does all three with an assured hand’ Irish Independent
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  ‘An engaging, warm slice of life with which all women will be able to identify. Highly recommended’ Publishing News
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  Chapter 1




  Grace wiped her hands on her overalls and stepped back to admire her handiwork. It might be just a shade deeper than magnolia but this paint had turned the drab, antiquated

  kitchen into a bright, airy space. Only the woodwork remained to be painted and she could call it a day. Tomorrow, she would leave the painting to the rest of the team and concentrate on the soft

  furnishings.




  ‘It looks lovely, dear,’ Mrs Magee said before collapsing into another coughing fit.




  ‘I’m glad you like it but I’d be a lot happier if you went over to the Centre for the rest of the day until the smell of the paint wears off.’ They had deliberately

  chosen odourless paint, but that didn’t seem to make much difference to the old lady’s lungs.




  Mrs Magee laughed. ‘Don’t worry about me, love, it’s hard to kill a bad thing.’




  ‘All the same,’ Grace linked the woman’s arm and led her towards the door, ‘a cup of tea would be nice.’




  ‘It would,’ the woman agreed, ‘but you must have one too. You’ve been working solidly since seven this morning and it’s time you had a break.’




  Grace was tired but also exhilarated. This project was giving her more satisfaction than doing up any of the mansions in a fancy Dublin suburb. She had initially balked at getting involved in

  the renovation of the pensioners’ flats; there were twenty-four of them and she knew it would mean giving up a lot of time. But it was her parish and she felt it only right to give something

  back now that she was doing so well. Who knew what the future held? Maybe she and Michael would end up in a place like this one day and be grateful for such charitable deeds. It seemed unlikely, of

  course, since apart from her own success, Michael was the sort to make sure to provide for the future. All he ever did with his money was save it.




  The one serious investment they’d made, after huge pressure from Grace, was to buy their beautiful detached home in large gardens at the foot of the Dublin Mountains. Michael didn’t

  see why they needed to move at all. Their three-bedroom semi was perfectly adequate and much closer to town. Grace had felt like screaming with frustration. What was the point of them working so

  hard, of making a success of two businesses if they weren’t going to reap some rewards? It wasn’t as if they spent all their money on holidays or hobbies. Both of them still worked long

  hours and rarely thought of taking a break. So at the very least, Grace told her husband, they were entitled to come home at the end of a busy day to a bit of comfort. Michael still wasn’t

  convinced, until she pointed out that a bigger house would allow them both to work from home, thereby reducing transport costs and increasing family time. That was what finally clinched it,

  although it hadn’t really worked out that way.




  ‘Grace, come and have a cup of tea.’ The parish priest advanced on her, smiling broadly. ‘I can’t begin to tell you how grateful we are for your help. You’re doing

  a marvellous job.’




  ‘It’s a good team, Father O’Dea,’ Grace said, waving a hand at the twenty or so men and women who were beavering away around the complex. ‘We are lucky to have so

  many skilled people in the parish.’




  ‘Indeed we are,’ he agreed. ‘I had thought that the flats would just be getting a lick of paint but now they’ve been rewired, had new bathrooms fitted and word has it

  that your curtains are stunning.’




  Grace laughed. ‘I wouldn’t go that far, but with the new carpets it should make the flats comfortable and warm too.’




  ‘And that’s another thing.’ The priest clapped his hands together. ‘Did I tell you about Jim Michaels – you know, the man who owns the electrical shop in the

  village?’




  Grace nodded.




  ‘Well,’ Father O’Dea went on, ‘he’s supplying and installing new electric fires in all of the flats – completely free of charge.’




  ‘That’s very generous. The residents must be delighted.’




  ‘Most of them are.’ He rolled his eyes. ‘But a few are already complaining about how it will affect their electricity bills.’




  Grace laughed. ‘Yes, I have been taken aside by one lady and told that it was all very well having pretty curtains but that they needed to be well lined to keep the heat in.’




  ‘Nora Dunne,’ the priest surmised.




  ‘That’s the one.’




  ‘She doesn’t mean to be so grumpy. I think she just needs to feel involved. She used to be quite senior in the Civil Service, you know.’




  Grace shook her head. ‘I didn’t. Maybe we should get her more involved in the whole project. She might feel a bit marginalized, what with us all marching into her home and taking

  over.’




  ‘You may be right but I think you have been very sensitive in that area. I’m told that each flat will have its own colour scheme and style tailored to fit in with the

  resident’s taste.’




  Grace shruged. ‘That’s my business, after all. That’s the part of it I love. I’m hardly going to impose my own taste on them. They’re the ones who have to live

  here.’




  ‘That’s not the way many people think,’ the priest murmured. ‘There are some who feel the residents should be grateful for whatever they get.’




  ‘Yes, well, they’re not in charge, thankfully,’ Grace said, her mouth settling into a determined line.




  The priest waved at someone behind Grace and called out, ‘Well, if it isn’t Michael Hughes! Have you come to see the wonderful work your wife is doing? Or,’ he winked at Grace,

  ‘maybe you’ve come to help.’




  Michael looked slightly uncomfortable as he joined them. ‘Sorry, Father, I have quite a lot of work on at the moment.’




  ‘Of course, I shouldn’t be greedy. One member of the family is quite enough, especially one as clever as Grace.’




  ‘Glad it’s going well, Father. I thought Grace would be finished by now and I was going to drag her off for a drink.’




  ‘Quite right,’ the priest nodded. ‘It is Saturday after all.’




  ‘I’d prefer to do a little bit more, Michael, if you don’t mind. Anyway, I need a shower before I’m fit to go anywhere. You go on home and I’ll see you in an hour

  or so. See you later, Father,’ Grace said, and went back to work, aware that her husband would be on her heels as soon as he’d shaken off Father O’Dea. She was painting skirting

  boards when he finally caught up with her.




  ‘I thought you were just doing the soft furnishings? Surely there are plenty here that can take care of that?’ he said irritably.




  ‘It’s a big job,’ Grace replied without looking up. ‘And, if you remember, you were the one who said I should take part in this project.’




  ‘Yes, but I thought you’d be making a few curtains, not giving up all your free time. You always take on more than you should. Nat and I hardly ever see you as it is.’




  Grace sat back and looked up at him. ‘Nat is going to be out all evening and I’ve told you, I’ll be finished here in an hour or so. Why don’t I pick up some fish and

  chips on the way home and we can open a bottle of wine?’




  Michael sighed. ‘Do I have much choice?’




  Grace smiled. ‘I’m not working tomorrow, promise. Hey, I’ll even do a nice roast for the three of us, if you like.’




  He thought for a moment. ‘It won’t be as nice as Rosa’s, but I suppose it’s better than nothing.’




  ‘Bloody cheek!’ Grace blew him a kiss. ‘See you later.’




  Grace thought of all the curtains that she had to make before Monday and wondered how she was going to cook a roast dinner as well. But she’d have to find a way or there would be terrible

  disappointment on Monday morning if she hadn’t at least one pair of curtains ready to hang. She’d start with Mrs Brown’s – she’d enjoy making those curtains with the

  pink roses on the rich creamy background. The curtains, like the woman, were heart-warming and cheerful and Grace couldn’t wait to see the pensioner’s face when she saw the finished

  job. The kitchen was a cheery primrose yellow, the curtains, yellow and white stripes, and Grace had even made an apron and some placemats to match. The lounge, hall and bedroom were all painted a

  rich creamy buttermilk. Grace had chosen the rose curtains and matching cushions which she was sure would look lovely against Edie Brown’s dark red sofa, and in the bedroom she had made the

  curtains and bedspread from a heavy lilac cotton material that was both warm and inviting. Grace rarely got an opportunity to use so many different shades as her clients usually went for a more

  contemporary look. But Edie was an exotic, vibrant character and it seemed only right to surround her with colour.




  It was a completely different story for Tom Devanney next door. An ex-Army man, Tom was a widower who had long dispensed with any of the feminine touches his wife had left behind. For him, Grace

  had used the same shade of buttermilk – it had been the one cheap paint that actually looked good – but teamed it with coffees and browns. The darkness was relieved by dazzling white

  paint on all of the woodwork and a golden-coloured carpet.




  ‘Why don’t you get off, Grace? We’ll take care of the rest.’ Olive Foley was standing in the doorway smiling down at her. A powerhouse of a woman, Olive was the one

  responsible for bullying, begging and threatening parishioners to get involved in the project. Anytime Grace needed anything, a word to Olive and somehow it materialized.




  ‘I’ll just finish the woodwork in here and then I’ll go.’




  ‘Make sure you do,’ Olive instructed. ‘If you don’t get some rest soon you won’t be able to sew in a straight line. And speaking of sewing, I’ve found you a

  couple of helpers.’




  Grace’s face lit up. ‘Really?’




  ‘Don’t get your hopes up. I’d say their talents are limited to hems and such.’




  ‘That’s fine, it will save me an enormous amount of work. You’re some woman, Olive.’ On impulse, Grace stood up and hugged her.




  ‘Oh, go on with you.’ Olive blushed and pushed her away. ‘Now all I need to do is find someone who can put up curtain rails. See you Monday, Grace.’




  ‘Bye.’ Grace smiled after the woman and marvelled again at the wonderful people she’d met in the last few days. So many of them had given up their free time, some had donated

  furniture and a lot had delved into their own pockets to help these pensioners out. Local businessmen had supplied all the materials either for free or at cost price, and one local electrician had

  lent them his apprentice to work full-time until the project was finished. Grace, who spent most of her life dealing with very materialistic people, found her faith in mankind hugely bolstered.




  It was dark by the time she got home and she hurried into the kitchen with their dinner, calling to Michael as she reached for the kettle.




  ‘About bloody time,’ he said, joining her. ‘I’m starving.’




  ‘Stop moaning and get out the plates. Do you want a cup of tea?’




  He shook his head. ‘I’ll stick with beer. Have you lost your mobile again? I’ve spent my evening taking calls for you.’




  ‘I must have left it in the car, sorry. Who was looking for me?’




  ‘Miriam and Bridget.’




  Grace raised an eyebrow. ‘All evening taking my two calls, you poor man. Did they leave a message? Am I to call them back?’




  ‘Miriam was going on about her bloody party. I hope you don’t think I’m going to that,’ he added.




  Grace didn’t bother answering. He always said that, but she knew he’d come in the end – he always did. ‘And Bridget?’ she prompted.




  ‘You’ve to call her. I’m sure it’s something hugely important like what shade of lipstick she should buy.’




  Grace laughed. ‘You’re probably right. Well, they can both wait until we’ve eaten.’ They sat down at the table and she divided out the food. ‘God, I’m

  tired.’




  ‘Oh.’ He frowned. ‘I thought we could go to the cinema later – there’s a good film on.’




  Grace opened her mouth to protest but stopped, realizing that she seemed to say nothing but no to her husband these days. ‘Good idea. Just let me grab a shower first.’




  Grace sagged at the thought of going out again, but at least she could doze off in the cinema. Undoubtedly it would be a film that she would have no interest in. Michael’s tastes ran to

  the macabre and violent, both of which she abhorred. After she’d finished her food, she took her tea upstairs, sat down on the side of her bed and picked up the phone. First she called

  Miriam.




  Her business partner was in the middle of arranging her annual party to celebrate the opening of her first boutique in September 1986. Everyone who was anyone attended these events. Miriam

  claimed they were the main source of new business, both for their design company and Miriam’s chain of fashion boutiques, and though Grace acknowledged the fact, she still didn’t look

  forward to the occasion. Yes, it was nice to be recognized as one of Ireland’s best interior designers, but it was the inane and superficial conversations that she dreaded.




  The phone was answered on the first ring. ‘Miriam Cooper.’




  ‘Hi, Miriam.’




  ‘Grace, where the hell have you been?’




  ‘I’m working on a community project. You remember I told you about it? We’re renovating a complex of pensioners’ flats.’




  ‘Oh yes, very laudable – but don’t forget you have your own business to run.’




  Grace bristled. ‘I am completely on top of my business, thank you very much.’




  There was an impatient sigh at the other end of the phone. ‘Oh, don’t get prickly, Grace. I need help with the guest-list.’




  ‘But you’re much better at that sort of thing than I am. I don’t know anyone important other than my existing customers.’




  ‘Don’t I know it,’ Miriam muttered. ‘But Michael must have some rich colleagues or customers that we could invite? He’s a quantity surveyor, for God’s sake.

  He must know at least some of the key people in the property business.’




  ‘I’m not sure,’ Grace hedged. ‘I don’t think he’d approve of us approaching them.’




  ‘Oh, for goodness sake, we’re only inviting them to a party.’




  ‘Why didn’t you ask Michael yourself earlier?’ Grace shot back.




  ‘Because he doesn’t like me,’ Miriam said in her usual blunt manner, ‘and as his wife I thought you must have ways of getting around him. Anyway, Grace, I don’t

  care how you do it, just do it. I need some names, big names. I have plenty from the fashion industry, it’s up to you to do your share.’




  And of course she was right. They were equal partners in Graceful Living and Miriam had come up with more than half of their current client-list. ‘I’ll see what I can do.’




  ‘Good.’ The other woman hung up.




  Grace drank half of her tea before calling Bridget. ‘Hi, it’s me.’




  ‘Hi Grace. Where have you been all day?’




  ‘Working.’ Grace didn’t have the energy to explain, and anyway, she knew Bridget Crosby wouldn’t be interested. At thirty-six, Bridget was nearly ten years younger than

  Grace, had no children and was only interested in talking about fashion, gossip or herself. They had worked together in a large department store before Grace had left to start up Graceful Living,

  and if it wasn’t for the fact that Bridget and Luke, Miriam’s brother, had started dating, Grace knew they would have lost touch long ago. Though Bridget made her laugh, Grace had

  little in common with the younger woman and she wouldn’t have thought Luke did either. When she’d introduced them nearly seven years ago, the attraction had been obvious but Grace never

  expected the relationship to last this long. Still, they said opposites attract, and it was obvious that Luke was still besotted with the diminutive brunette with the dark eyes and wide, sexy

  smile.




  ‘I wanted to ask you about the party,’ Bridget was saying.




  ‘Yeah, what about it?’




  ‘Well, everything. Who’s going to be there? What’s the theme this year? How glam is it going to be? I have this beautiful red dress but it’s full length and I don’t

  want to look overdressed.’




  ‘Why are you asking me?’ Grace asked.




  ‘Because Miriam hates me and tells me nothing, and Luke is a man and knows nothing.’




  Grace laughed. Like Michael, Luke had little interest in Miriam’s posh parties but he always attended. It was important to Miriam that he was there; she loved to show him off, and he never

  let her down. Though a lowly plumber – Miriam was appalled by her baby brother’s chosen career – Luke was handsome enough to be a male model and funny enough to be a wonderful

  addition to any gathering. Everyone loved Luke. It was a further cross for Miriam to bear that not only was Luke a tradesman but that he’d chosen Bridget for a girlfriend. Bridget was

  everything Miriam hated in a woman. She was unemployed, she was lazy, and Luke spent most of his time and money trying to please her. Miriam tolerated her because she was afraid of losing Luke, but

  when they were alone she left Bridget in no doubt of what she thought of her.




  ‘Your red dress will be fine,’ Grace told Bridget. ‘Miriam’s invited practically all of the fashion industry, and she wants me to rustle up some property tycoons.

  Alastair is organizing the catering – he’s going for a Japanese theme.’




  Bridget gave a little squeal of delight. ‘Oh, that sounds wonderful, I can hardly wait! What are you wearing, Grace?’




  ‘I hadn’t really thought about it.’




  Bridget groaned. ‘Grace, you’re impossible. I’ll call for you during the week and we’ll go shopping.’




  ‘No, I don’t have time. Don’t worry, Miriam will find me something to wear.’




  ‘She’ll put you in something dowdy. You know she’s jealous of you.’




  ‘Don’t be ridiculous, Bridget,’ Grace chuckled. ‘She’s a very attractive woman.’




  ‘No argument but she’s still jealous of you. Gotta go now, darling. My face mask is starting to crack.’




  Grace shook her head as she hung up. She drained her cold tea, gave her comfortable bed a look of pure longing and then went into the bathroom to shower.




  







  Chapter 2




  ‘How do I look?’ Miriam twirled in front of the cheval mirror.




  ‘Magnificent,’ Grace said honestly. The dress of royal-blue jersey with the intricate beading on the bodice and long narrow skirt suited Miriam’s trim figure and confident

  bearing. Sapphires and diamonds adorned her fingers, wrists and neck, and her dark blue eyes twinkled from beneath a shiny, platinum-blonde bob.




  ‘It’s a sample from a designer in Glasgow that I’m thinking of using,’ Miriam said. ‘Okay, let’s go and park ourselves near the door. I want to point out the

  people you need to concentrate on tonight.’




  Grace followed her partner down the impressive staircase of her Donnybrook Victorian mansion where the party was being held. ‘Not too many, I hope, Miriam.’




  ‘Enough to keep you in clover,’ her partner retorted, slightly irritably. ‘I organize these nights to source new business for you as much as me, Grace. I hope you realize that.

  Look at the number of clients you got out of last year’s bash. This is the best way – the only way – to make sure that your name is the first one people think of when

  they want to give their homes a makeover, just like Miriam Cooper and the Lady M collection is the first name they think of when they want to give themselves a makeover.’




  ‘You’re right, Miriam, and I am grateful. I’m just not as good at selling myself as you are.’




  ‘You don’t have to. Just ask them about their homes and tell them how you can transform them – they’ll be queuing up to give you money.’ Miriam flashed a smile at

  her before clicking her fingers at one of the waitresses they had hired for the event. ‘Two G and T’s,’ she ordered, ignoring the tray of champagne the girl proffered.

  ‘Large ones.’




  Grace was about to decline, but if she was going to have to schmooze with Miriam’s guests she would probably need a stiff drink. While she felt slightly embarrassed at this party Miriam

  insisted on hosting every year, she did enjoy being introduced in her professional capacity and it was especially nice when people already knew her name. It made a welcome change from the years of

  being introduced as ‘Michael’s wife’ or ‘Natasha’s mother’.




  Grace tuned out Miriam’s monologue as she thought of her daughter sitting at home, surrounded by books. She would enjoy hearing all about the party in the morning but refused point blank

  to attend. As she’d got older, Miriam had tried to push the issue, since the willowy twenty year old, with her shining hair and wide-set grey eyes, had the perfect looks and figure to show

  off some of her more unforgiving gowns, but Nat just laughed at the suggestion. ‘Not a chance in hell,’ she told her mother. ‘I’d rather walk over hot coals.’




  Grace had been more than happy to leave it at that. Like Michael, she was pleased that her daughter was more interested in her education than style. Unlike Michael, she was equally

  happy to let her daughter make her own decisions.




  ‘Concepta Mahon is definitely one you should have a word with,’ Miriam was saying, as she straightened the strap of Grace’s simple white cocktail dress. ‘Rumour has it

  she’s just bought a new apartment in Ibiza town. Play your cards right and you and Michael could get a free holiday out of this.’




  ‘Michael doesn’t like the sun,’ Grace said as the waitress arrived back with their drinks.




  ‘Take Natasha with you,’ Miriam suggested, swallowing half her drink. ‘She’ll love it there.’




  ‘Not with me around to cramp her style.’




  ‘Well, take Bridget, then,’ Miriam said, bored with the subject. ‘My God, girl, some people would kill for the perks that come with your job. Now why does Bridget come to mind

  again?’




  Grace chuckled. ‘Leave Bridget alone, Miriam. She just likes to have fun.’




  ‘She’s a lazy cow who’s bleeding my little brother dry. You know, sometimes I wonder if he’s really related to me at all. How can he be so stupid?’




  ‘She’s not that bad and I’m sure she loves him.’




  ‘What’s not to love? Has she told you she’s taking on Rosa?’




  ‘Pardon?’ Grace stared. Rosa Di Paola was the housekeeper that Grace and Miriam shared. She worked two days a week for each of them.




  ‘Bridget’s hired Rosa to come in on Wednesdays. She can’t cope with all that housework on her own, poor darling. Honestly, how or why Luke puts up with her I’ll never

  know.’




  Grace sipped silently on her drink as she absorbed this piece of information. It was a typical stunt for Bridget to pull and it was probably less about her needing a housekeeper and more about

  wanting to keep up with the Joneses. How Luke managed to finance it was a mystery. He was employed by a Dublin firm specializing in commercial business, and though he worked long hours Grace

  suspected it wasn’t easy to support Bridget’s lifestyle. She wondered how he felt about Bridget acquiring a housekeeper.




  ‘Showtime,’ Miriam murmured as one of her most important clients walked through the door. ‘Hilary, darling! Don’t you look fabulous?’




  Grace followed her partner down into the large hall and smiled as Miriam introduced her to the very large woman who was squeezed into a Chanel suit at least two sizes too small.




  ‘You’re the designer?’ the woman asked.




  ‘Hilary, she’s the only designer,’ Miriam laughed. ‘Let me get you some champagne.’




  ‘God no, can’t stand the stuff,’ Hilary snorted. ‘I’ll have a Jack Daniel’s, straight.’




  Miriam nodded at the waitress and then turned towards the door as more guests arrived. ‘Hilary, why don’t you and Grace grab a seat inside before the mob arrives,’ she said.

  ‘I’ll join you after I’ve done my hostess bit.’




  ‘Hate these do’s,’ Hilary confided in Grace as they moved into the drawing room, ‘but Miriam always puts on a good spread.’




  ‘I think we have Alastair to thank for that,’ Grace told her.




  Hilary’s eyes lit up as she saw the buffet table. ‘He’s a bit effeminate for my liking but he knows his food.’




  Grace bit back a retort; she was taking a real dislike to this woman. ‘Miriam tells me you have a beautiful home,’ she said politely.




  ‘I have three of them,’ Hilary responded, lowering herself into an armchair. ‘Where the hell is that girl with my drink?’




  ‘I’ll go and check.’ Grace pounced on the opportunity to escape and made her way to the kitchen.




  Miriam’s husband Alastair looked up and smiled as she approached. ‘I’m under strict instructions to throw you out if you try hiding in here.’




  ‘I’m just getting a cranky old bat – sorry, a valued customer – a drink.’ Grace rummaged among the bottles for the Jack Daniel’s and poured a generous measure

  into a tumbler.




  ‘Steady on,’ Alastair said, raising his eyebrows. ‘It’s not good commerce to kill the customers.’




  ‘I suppose not. Anything I can do to help?’




  Alastair shook his head. ‘The caterers have it all under control, but I’ll stay out here for a while just to keep an eye on things.’




  ‘Huh!’ Grace shot him a look of disbelief as she headed for the door. ‘It’s well for some.’




  He held up his hands and smiled. ‘Hey, I’m not the one who’s after their money.’




  Grace took the drink back to Hilary and was delighted to see her engrossed in conversation with the manager of Miriam’s boutique in Galway.




  ‘Oh hello, Grace.’ Jean started to get up. ‘Am I in your seat?’




  Grace waved her back into her chair, put the whiskey into Hilary’s hand and grabbed her own drink. ‘Not at all, stay where you are. Hilary and I can chat later.’ And she made

  her getaway.




  ‘Grace? Over here.’




  Grace whirled around and saw Bridget. ‘Hey you, nice dress.’




  ‘Nice? Excuse me, it’s gorgeous.’ Bridget looked down lovingly at the vivid red satin that clung to her every curve.




  ‘Is it one of Miriam’s?’




  ‘God, no, I wouldn’t buy anything off that bitch.’




  ‘What was that?’ Luke murmured as he appeared back with two champagne flûtes. ‘Hi, Grace.’ He bent to kiss her cheek.




  ‘Hi. You two look like you’ve just stepped out of a fashion magazine.’ Her eyes roved appreciatively over his black suit and grey shirt.




  Bridget beamed at her. ‘Well, you have to make an effort, don’t you? Where’s Michael?’




  ‘He had a meeting but he’ll be along later.’




  ‘Why didn’t I think of that?’ Luke said into his glass.




  ‘Honestly, you’re just impossible,’ Bridget hissed. ‘This room is full of very important people. Haven’t you any ambition? Do you want to work to line somebody

  else’s pockets for all of your life?’




  He shrugged. ‘I’m not that bothered. Anyway, one entrepreneur in the family is enough.’




  Miriam appeared at their side and put a hand on his arm. ‘Speaking of business, Luke, could you have a look at the loo in our en-suite?’




  Bridget shot her a murderous look. ‘Luke doesn’t do that sort of work.’




  Luke ignored her. ‘No problem, sis, I’ll just get my stuff out of the van.’




  ‘Oh, not now, come by tomorrow.’




  Bridget scowled. ‘He’s very busy, you know.’




  ‘Never too busy for family, are you, little brother?’ Miriam turned her steely gaze on Bridget. ‘You must be pretty busy yourself, Bridget. Rosa was telling me about your

  arrangement.’




  ‘What’s this?’ Luke asked.




  ‘Oh, nothing important, I’m just getting some help with the housework.’




  Luke blinked. ‘You’re hiring Rosa?’




  ‘It’s no big deal,’ Bridget murmured, looking away from Miriam’s victorious smirk. ‘It’s only one day a week.’




  Grace stepped in, feeling sorry for Bridget. Miriam could be such a bitch sometimes and she was always trying to stir it between Bridget and Luke. ‘She’s great, Luke, and she’s

  a wonderful cook.’




  ‘She’s going to cook for us?’




  ‘Luke, stop going on about it, you’re always complaining that we eat out too often.’




  ‘Grace, quick, there’s Concepta.’ Miriam grabbed her partner’s hand and dragged her away.




  ‘See you later,’ Grace called with an apologetic smile. ‘Let’s get another drink.’ Bridget smiled nervously and turned away.




  ‘Not so fast.’ Luke turned her back to face him, his expression grim. ‘Exactly how much is Rosa going to cost me?’




  Bridget took a deep breath. ‘Fifteen Euros an hour.’




  ‘What!’




  ‘But she’s only going to be there for seven hours and she’ll clean, iron all your shirts and leave dinner ready for us.’




  Luke’s eyes were like flint. ‘I don’t wear shirts, there’s little or no cleaning to be done and, at over a hundred Euros, I could order in from The Four

  Seasons.’




  Bridget’s face settled into a sullen pout. ‘Why do you have to be so mean? It’s not as if we’re poor.’




  ‘We’re not exactly rich either.’




  ‘We would be if you got off your backside and went out on your own. You’d easily get Miriam to invest in your business – she’d do anything for you.’




  ‘Don’t start,’ Luke said through gritted teeth. ‘I’m warning you.’




  Realizing she’d overstepped the mark, Bridget reached up on tiptoe to kiss him on the corner of his mouth. ‘Please don’t fight with me, darling,’ she murmured, looking

  into his eyes. ‘I hate it when you’re angry with me.’




  Luke shook his head and turned away. ‘I’ll get us those drinks.’




  Grace excused herself to go to the loo, confident that she had answered both Concepta and Hilary’s questions satisfactorily and could expect calls from both women within

  a few days. Maybe now she could relax and enjoy a drink.




  As she went upstairs to use Miriam’s main bathroom, she gazed down into the crowd wondering if Michael had arrived yet. She knew that he definitely had a meeting, but she also knew that he

  wouldn’t be in any rush to join her. It was probably just as well. He hated making small talk and would stand around looking awkward and feeling uncomfortable. That’s if she was lucky.

  If she wasn’t, he’d have had a couple of drinks and would be his blunt, plainspoken self and insult at least one of the other guests. As for when he and Miriam locked horns over

  politics or religion . . . well, Grace just felt like running for cover. Why couldn’t he be more like Luke or dear Alastair? She knew Luke hated these parties as much as Michael but he went

  through the motions and kept a smile on his face for Miriam’s sake. As for Alastair, he was a positive asset on nights like this. Although he didn’t particularly like or understand the

  kind of circles Miriam moved in, it was her business and he was happy to help her in any way he could. After all, it was her ambition and her drive that had attracted him in the first place.




  That was nearly twelve years ago now and friends and family on both sides had been amazed at the match; Alastair, a confirmed bachelor, teacher of history and art, lover of country walks and

  opera; and Miriam, divorcée, businesswoman extraordinaire and social animal. They made an incongruous pair but somehow it had worked and they seemed very happy.




  Grace finished repairing her make-up and stared at her reflection in the mirror. Would anyone ever describe her and Michael as very happy? Would she? She started as a tap sounded on the

  door. ‘Coming,’ she called, quickly combing her long hair and straightening her dress. When she opened the door, Bridget was standing there.




  ‘Oh, thank God it’s you, I was wondering where you were.’ Bridget pushed Grace back inside and closed the door. ‘You don’t have a cigarette, do you?’




  ‘I don’t smoke, remember?’




  Bridget pushed her dark fringe out of her eyes. ‘Damn.’




  ‘What’s up?’




  ‘Miriam is stirring it up again,’ Bridget grumbled. ‘She’s always trying to make trouble.’




  ‘Well, you don’t help matters. Why on earth didn’t you tell Luke about Rosa?’




  ‘I thought I’d just let her start and as soon as he saw how much better our lives were, he’d realize that it was a good investment.’




  ‘Oh, Bridget.’




  ‘Why do you always say “Oh Bridget” like I’m some kind of stupid little girl?’




  Grace laughed. ‘If the cap fits . . .’




  ‘Shut up! You’re getting as bad as that cow you work for.’




  ‘Work with,’ Grace corrected, feeling irritated.




  ‘Whatever.’ Bridget set about reapplying her lipstick. ‘But we all know who’s in control.’




  Grace picked up her bag and went to the door and Bridget whirled to face her. ‘Oh Grace, I’m sorry. Forgive me?’




  Grace stared into the huge brown eyes in the perfect heart-shaped face. No wonder Luke couldn’t refuse her anything. ‘Yes, but behave yourself. I haven’t done anything to

  deserve your smart comments.’




  ‘Of course you haven’t.’ Bridget hugged her before turning back to the mirror. ‘It’s just that old bat.’




  ‘If you don’t like her, you don’t have to come to her parties.’




  Bridget’s eyes widened as she stared at her friend in the mirror. ‘And miss the social occasion of the year? Are you nuts?’




  Grace sighed and sat down on the loo. ‘So what are you going to do about Luke? You know Rosa won’t mind if you don’t take her on.’




  ‘Of course I’m going to take her on. Luke will be fine about it. He just likes to blow off steam now and again. It makes him feel all macho and in control but he’ll agree in

  the end, he always does.’ Bridget finished applying mascara and turned to smile at her friend. ‘Now, let’s go and people-watch. You know, I’ve seen two TV3 newsreaders and

  that pretty blonde off Fair City. How on earth does Miriam do it?’




  Grace led the way back downstairs. ‘She invites the press along and everyone knows that celebrities will go anywhere if they think they might get their mugs in the paper.’




  ‘Oh, maybe we’ll get our photo in the paper too.’ Bridget paused on the staircase to scan the crowd below for a photographer. ‘I don’t see anyone. Oh, there’s

  Michael. Coo-ee, Michael, up here!’




  Michael looked up and raised his hand when he saw his wife and her friend. Grace went down to meet him. ‘You got here then,’ she said.




  ‘Yeah, sorry, the meeting went on a bit longer than I anticipated. Hello Bridget, you look lovely.’




  Bridget smiled broadly as he kissed her. ‘Hello, darling, how are you?’




  ‘Thrilled to be here,’ he muttered and then flashed his wife a cheesy smile. ‘Just kidding, darling, you know that. How’s it going so far?’




  Grace ignored his sarcasm and took his question at face value. ‘Fine. It looks like I’ve got at least two new clients. One of them has bought an apartment in Ibiza town.’




  Bridget gasped. ‘Concepta Mahon is going to be your client?’




  ‘How did you know?’




  Bridget rolled her eyes. ‘Oh Grace, everyone knows that. Don’t you ever read the gossip columns?’




  Grace and Michael exchanged a genuine smile. ‘I try not to,’ she replied.




  ‘Is Luke here?’ Michael asked.




  Bridget waved her arm around vaguely. ‘He’s around somewhere.’




  ‘Probably having a smoke outside,’ Grace said. ‘Why don’t you two go and find him and I’ll procure a bottle of half-decent red from Alastair and follow you

  out.’




  ‘Now you’re talking,’ Michael said, grimacing as he finished the champagne. ‘I can’t stand this stuff. It gives me wind.’




  ‘Too much information, dear,’ Grace murmured before moving away.




  ‘Ah, Grace, should you be here? Have you done your duty?’




  Grace sank down on the stool beside him. ‘Yes, sir, all done.’




  ‘Then let me pour you a drink.’ Alastair Summers went over to the wine-rack and selected a bottle of South African Shiraz.




  ‘I promised the others I’d meet them on the patio with a bottle.’




  ‘We both shall, but let’s have a drink together first, shall we? I haven’t seen you in ages.’




  ‘Oh, go on then. Where’s Miriam?’




  Alastair shrugged as he opened the wine. ‘Talking someone into parting with cash, no doubt. You know Miriam, she’s never off-duty.’ He looked up and smiled. ‘I

  don’t know what a woman like that sees in a boring old fart like me.’




  ‘You’re not boring.’




  He laughed. ‘So just an old fart then.’




  ‘Not that old.’




  ‘Sixty-two next birthday.’ He sighed. ‘I can’t believe how fast the years fly by.’




  ‘You look ten years younger,’ Grace told him honestly. Alastair had a healthy, outdoor glow to his skin, his eyes always twinkled with good humour and the shock of white hair against

  his tanned skin had a dramatic, youthful effect. He was a very attractive man.




  ‘It’s all down to Miriam. It seems as if I merely existed before she came along. Since we’ve been together, the pace of my life has increased tenfold.’




  ‘That’s so sweet. There aren’t many people who can say that.’




  Alastair noted the wistful tone in her voice. ‘Is everything okay, Grace?’




  Grace patted his hand and stood up. ‘Everything is fine – but it won’t be if I don’t bring this bottle out to my beloved.’




  







  Chapter 3




  ‘Where’s Mum?’ Natasha asked, coming into the kitchen and making herself some coffee.




  Michael looked up from his newspaper and frowned disapprovingly. It was almost two o’clock and Natasha was still in pyjamas. ‘At work. What time did you get in last night?’




  She shrugged as she put bread into the toaster. ‘About one.’




  He snorted. ‘It was a lot later than that.’




  ‘If you knew that, why did you ask me?’ she retorted in a bored tone as she rummaged in the fridge for some butter.




  Michael’s grip on the paper tightened. ‘Do you always have to be so sarcastic?’




  ‘Do you always have to interrogate me?’ she shot back.




  ‘God, I can’t even ask a simple question now.’




  Nat said nothing, just leaned against the worktop munching her toast and reading the TV supplement. ‘Oh, Shakespeare in Love is on tonight – will you record it for

  me?’




  ‘Why, where are you going? Oh no,’ he held up a hand. ‘Forget I asked. I don’t want you to think I’m interrogating you.’




  Nat smirked. ‘I’m going to a gig, Dad, okay?’




  ‘I’ll tape it for you,’ he said gruffly.




  ‘Cheers.’ Natasha scraped her crusts into the bin and headed for the door with her coffee.




  ‘Where are you off to?’




  ‘Just meeting a few friends.’




  Michael sighed. ‘Couldn’t you at least wait and have some lunch with us? Your mum will be home in an hour.’




  ‘No. I’ve had this now, I couldn’t eat lunch too.’




  ‘I’ll tell her to keep you some for later.’




  ‘Whatever,’ Natasha called over her shoulder and disappeared.




  Tutting, Michael went back to his paper.




  ‘It’s not natural,’ he grumbled to Grace over lunch. ‘It’s important for a family to sit down and eat together. When else do we get the chance to

  talk?’




  ‘She’s twenty, Michael, and we can’t chain her to the table. Pity, though, this shepherd’s pie is lovely.’




  Michael looked dubiously at their lunch, courtesy of Rosa. ‘I’d prefer a roast.’




  Grace bit her lip. ‘I’ll ask Rosa to prepare one for some night during the week when Natasha is in.’




  ‘You’d better make an appointment,’ Michael retorted, ‘and don’t let her catch you calling her Natasha.’




  Grace sighed. ‘I always thought it was such a pretty name. Nat is so—’




  ‘Short?’




  Grace laughed. ‘Do you remember when she was three she refused to call me Mummy?’




  ‘Gace, she called you.’ Michael’s smile was sad.




  ‘She was such a little chatterbox, so full of her own importance.’




  ‘At least she talked to us then.’




  ‘She still talks to us.’




  ‘No, she passes the time of day, makes idle chit-chat, but she doesn’t really talk to us.’




  ‘You should ask her about her course or the school.’ Grace kept her tone light.




  ‘What’s there to say about wiping kids’ noses and teaching them “Incy-Wincy Spider”?’ Michael sneered.




  Grace stood up and started to clear the table, her expression closed. ‘And you wonder why she doesn’t talk to you.’




  As she finished cleaning up, Grace brooded on the conflict between her husband and daughter. Regardless of their differences over the years, Michael had never had problems with

  Natasha’s academic ability. She was smart, she loved to learn and she sailed through exams. Michael’s most enjoyable pastime had been hypothesizing whether Natasha would become a

  doctor, a scientist or a lawyer. The girl excelled in science and maths but she was a good student in all her subjects, had a great sense of humour and was popular with teachers and students alike.

  When she’d announced an interest in teaching Michael had been a little disappointed, but not overly concerned – until she informed them that she had decided to become a Montessori

  teacher. He went ballistic.




  ‘You want to throw away your life teaching nursery rhymes to babies?’




  ‘You’re showing your ignorance, Dad,’ had been Natasha’s cutting response. ‘Montessori is an alternative to the national school curriculum and goes up to the age of

  twelve.’




  ‘Really? And how many schools are there in Dublin that go to that level? Cop on, Natasha. Montessori school is a place where busy mothers send their kids until they’re ready for

  “big” school.’




  ‘Who said I was staying in Dublin?’ Natasha murmured.




  ‘What?’ Grace stared at her.




  But Michael wasn’t listening. ‘Be a teacher if you want, Nat – hell, even be a primary-school teacher if you must, but forget about this Montessori business. I won’t let

  you throw away a good education like this.’




  ‘You don’t get a choice,’ Natasha had said, and from then on she’d refused, point blank, to discuss the matter. Michael had been at his wits’ end begging Grace to

  talk sense into their daughter, even suggesting she get Nat’s teachers involved, but his wife refused.




  She had given the matter a lot of thought and listened to both her husband’s and daughter’s arguments. She could come to only one conclusion. ‘If there’s one thing

  we’ve always known, it’s that Natasha is very sensible. We have to trust that she knows what she’s doing and support her.’




  And since then, things had cooled between the couple. On the face of it, life was going on as normal but Grace knew that Michael hadn’t forgiven her and she also knew that he was deeply

  hurt by Nat’s stubbornness. Up until the first day of college, he had been sure she’d change her mind but Natasha had stood firm. Grace had tried to talk to him about Montessori –

  she had read all the pamphlets Natasha had brought home – but Michael would have none of it. She’d tried to explain to her daughter her father’s rather old-fashioned view on

  education, but Natasha didn’t care. As far as she was concerned, her father’s opinion on the subject was immaterial. It was her life. Grace had tried to find out if Natasha was

  really planning to leave Dublin but her replies were vague and Grace had to be content with the fact that she’d applied to a college in the city.




  Grace threw down the tea-towel, poured herself a glass of wine and took it up to her office so she could check her email. As she climbed the two sets of stairs that took her to

  her office in the eaves, she marvelled yet again at this huge house that was their home. It bore little resemblance to the tiny two-bedroomed terrace house where they had started married life, with

  Grace’s ancient sewing machine and bulky PC taking up half of the small dining room. They had come a long way since then, their combined salaries allowing them to take out a substantial

  mortgage and buy this impressive, five-bedroom house in a small development at the foot of the Dublin Mountains. As the Graceful Living premises was based in Blackrock, it wasn’t too long a

  commute for Grace, and Michael’s job took him all over the county, so his location was immaterial.




  Michael Hughes, a quantity surveyor, worked from home and his contact with the outside world was limited mainly to phone calls and property surveys. He hardly ever even saw the girl who did his

  typing, dropping off his bulky, scrawl-filled pads at her house in the morning and picking up the typed reports the same night.




  His only hobbies were watching soccer on the TV – going to a match never occurred to him – and fishing. Occasionally he went on trips with a couple of other enthusiasts, but though

  they spent long days on the river, Grace doubted that their conversation extended further than rods, bait and the weather.




  Whenever she tried to talk to Michael about his solitary existence he just said that she and Natasha were enough for him, an answer that frankly irritated Grace. Of course she loved her family,

  but she needed her own space too.




  The launch of Graceful Living had heralded a whole new social life for her, and while Miriam did most of the schmoozing, Grace did attend some of the more important trade shows and launches. She

  loved her work and felt that her job satisfaction enhanced her family life. If only it were the same for Michael.




  He had never been a party animal, but as he got older he seemed to become more anti-social, preferring occasional visits to the cinema or local Italian restaurant with Grace to meeting up with

  other couples. Grace missed the friends they used to see, the fun they used to have – but if that’s what Michael wanted, there was little she could do about it. As long as he

  didn’t expect her to do the same.




  Up in her office, Grace flopped into her chair and looked around. She had thought long and hard when deciding the colour scheme of this room as it needed to feel like a proper office but at the

  same time be a place that would inspire her when she was coming up with her designs. She had finally settled on dusky rose for the walls and deep cream for the door, skirting boards, shelving and

  ceiling. Apart from the fluorescent light, she also had a small lamp that provided a more relaxing, tranquil glow in the evenings when she just wanted to sit and think.




  The colours had created exactly the right atmosphere – yet she never felt completely comfortable here. In fact, she got through more work in the confines of her office in Graceful Living.

  The small premises in Blackrock consisted of a stock room, a sewing room that doubled up as Grace’s office, and Miriam’s office. There was a tiny reception area with two chairs for the

  rare occasions that suppliers or clients visited. Grace wasn’t sure if it was the proximity of the materials, the musty smell of fabric or just the fact that it was her business that inspired

  her, but when she was there, she worked as if she was on speed. The ideas came so fast and furious at times that her fingers could hardly keep up as she sketched out ideas and tapped notes into her

  laptop.




  After replying to a lengthy email from an anxious client, Grace closed down her machine and went downstairs to her en-suite to have a bath. Michael had thought she was crazy putting the

  oversized bath in an en-suite but on the few occasions that he’d joined her there, he’d admitted that it had its attractions. Though they rarely had visitors, Grace liked the total

  privacy of bathing in here, and it had proved an excellent decision, given the amount of time her daughter now spent in the other bathroom.




  She heard the phone ring in the bedroom and groaned, knowing that it was probably Bridget. Her suspicions were confirmed when moments later, Michael appeared, the phone in his hand.

  ‘It’s Bridget. Shall I tell her you’ll call her back?’




  ‘No, it’s okay, I’ll take it.’ Grace sat up in the bath and reached for the phone, gratified to see Michael’s appreciative glance on her breasts. Maybe there was

  hope for them, after all.




  ‘Hi, Bridget, how’s the head?’




  ‘Killing me,’ her friend responded, her voice like gravel. ‘Did I smoke last night, Grace?’




  ‘You did everything last night.’




  ‘Oh God.’




  ‘How’s Luke?’




  ‘Not talking to me. Any idea why?’




  ‘Er, well, let’s say, you got rather friendly with a weatherman off the telly.’




  ‘Oh, is that all? We were just having a bit of fun. It was a party.’




  ‘If you say so.’ But Grace was remembering the look on Luke’s face as he watched his girlfriend flirting outrageously.




  ‘He drives a Jag, you know, and he owns one of those apartments in that new building on the Liffey.’




  ‘Really?’




  ‘Yeah, and he’s just broken up with his wife.’




  Grace could hear the excitement in her friend’s voice. ‘So?’




  ‘I’m just saying he’s a good catch, that’s all.’




  ‘You’ve already got a good catch. Luke is far better-looking.’




  ‘Yeah. Pity he’s broke.’




  Grace smiled. ‘He might win the Lotto.’




  ‘And I might win Miss Ireland.’




  ‘Don’t mess him around, Bridget,’ Grace begged. ‘He doesn’t deserve it.’




  ‘Oh for God’s sake, if it bothered Luke so much, why didn’t he do something about it? I mean, if anyone was coming on to you, Michael would take a pop at him, wouldn’t

  he?’




  Grace frowned. ‘I’m not sure. We’ve never really been in that situation.’




  ‘Oh rub it in, why don’t you? You can be so superior sometimes, you know that?’




  Grace closed her eyes. ‘I’ve got to go.’




  ‘But—’




  ‘Bye bye, Bridget,’ Grace said and hung up. ‘Michael!’ she called. ‘Why don’t you come and scrub my back?’




  







  Chapter 4




  ‘Alastair, open a bottle of wine, would you?’ Miriam called to her husband as she turned on the lamp and settled back on the sofa to scan the Sunday papers.




  Alastair appeared moments later with a bottle of champagne and two glasses. ‘I thought you might fancy something fizzy.’




  ‘Excellent idea.’




  ‘Fancy a snack to go with it?’




  Miriam shook her head. ‘No, I ate far too much last night.’




  ‘It seemed to go well,’ Alastair said as he eased the cork gently out of the bottle and poured the champagne.




  ‘Very well. Grace is going to be a busy woman next year. Pity about the floor show.’




  ‘Ah, yes, Bridget. She was a bit of an embarrassment.’




  ‘I don’t know what my brother sees in her, I really don’t. She’s a parasite and he deserves much better.’




  ‘Don’t tell him that,’ Alastair warned. ‘You’ll only drive him further into her arms.’




  ‘Luke may be in love but he doesn’t like to be made a fool of. Did you see his face when she started dancing with that man? I wouldn’t trust the woman an inch. If she hurts

  him, Alastair, I won’t be responsible for my actions.’




  Alastair smiled tenderly. ‘He’s a big boy, darling. You have to let him get on with making his own mistakes.’




  ‘I’m not so sure about that.’ Miriam gazed out of the window, a determined look in her eye.




  Alastair sipped his drink and said no more on the subject. Miriam would do what she wanted, whatever he said. He was used to his wife riding roughshod over everyone, it had made her the success

  she was, but he thought she underestimated her brother. Luke might not have any of her ambition but he had all of his sister’s stubbornness.




  ‘Remember, darling, I’m off to London in the morning,’ Miriam was saying.




  ‘Right. Will you be home for dinner?’




  Miriam made a face. ‘No. In fact, I think I might stay the night. There’s a do on that I should attend. It will be a total bore, of course, but a gal’s got to do what a

  gal’s got to do.’




  ‘Well, if it’s going to be a late night, you’re better off staying over,’ Alastair agreed easily. ‘Why don’t I drop you to the airport and collect you, save

  you having to worry about parking?’




  ‘That would be great.’




  ‘And then I might take myself off to the garden centre and have a ramble around.’




  ‘Oh?’ Miriam said absently, her gaze drifting back down to the newspaper.




  ‘I was thinking of buying some fruit trees – not full-size, of course, the garden isn’t big enough – but they do some wonderful dwarf varieties. Can’t you just

  imagine the colour and scent?’




  ‘Imagine.’




  ‘I might drop in on Grace and see what she thinks,’ Alastair said, warming to his theme.




  ‘Don’t go taking up too much of her time,’ Miriam warned.




  ‘I’ll treat her to lunch,’ he decided. ‘You don’t begrudge the woman a lunch-break, I hope?’




  ‘As long as it’s not an extended one.’ Miriam threw down her paper and stood up. ‘Now I think I’ll have an early night. I’ve a busy day tomorrow and I want to

  be on top form.’




  ‘You’re never anything else,’ her husband assured her.




  ‘Are you going to keep this up all night?’ Bridget exploded, glaring at Luke. She’d been sitting in front of the TV, though not really watching, too conscious

  of his cold, distant presence on the other side of the room. The weird thing was that she felt very attracted to him when he was like this. Cold, remote, those dark, sexy eyes like flints of ice

  that she longed to melt. She wanted to turn him from immovable stone to a quivering heap, so the sooner they had this row, the sooner they could kiss and make up. She shivered in anticipation.




  Luke looked up from his book. ‘Keep what up?’




  ‘The silent treatment. It’s really childish, Luke. If you’ve something on your mind I don’t know why you can’t just say it.’




  Luke thought about this for a second and then nodded. ‘You’re right, it is childish. It would be much better to have it all out in the open.’




  Bridget smiled in encouragement. They’d be in bed within the hour. ‘Well, yes, I think it would.’




  Luke nodded again.




  ‘Go on then,’ she prompted. ‘Spit it out.’




  Luke closed his book and looked her straight in the eye. ‘I think you’re a selfish, cold, insensitive woman and I’ve decided to call it a day.’




  Bridget gasped. If he’d slapped her it wouldn’t have had half the effect. ‘Don’t you think you’re overreacting just a little bit?’ She forced a laugh but even

  she could hear the slightly shrill note in it. ‘I had one drink too many and made a show of myself. I’m sorry, okay? It won’t happen again.’




  He shook his head, his face sad and remote. ‘It’s not about last night – well, not specifically. You don’t need me and you certainly don’t love me.’




  Bridget fiddled nervously with her bracelets. ‘What are you saying? Of course I do.’




  ‘You don’t, you just love what I can give you.’




  ‘Oh please!’ She gestured around her. ‘It’s hardly a palace.’




  His smile was grim. ‘True, and it’s become very clear to me that as far as you’re concerned it’s only temporary accommodation.’




  Bridget started to shake as she realized that he was deadly serious. ‘What on earth does that mean?’




  ‘I mean that this,’ he waved a hand around, ‘isn’t good enough for you. It’s no coincidence that every man you chat up happens to be loaded.’




  ‘How dare you?’




  ‘It’s true and you know it. Unless I win the Lotto or rob a bank I figure it’s only a matter of time before you leave me, so I’ve decided to leave you first.’ He

  stood up, taking his book. ‘I’ll go and pack a bag. I’ll pick up the rest of my stuff when I find a place to stay.’




  ‘Luke, this is ridiculous!’ Bridget followed him out into the hall but he was already halfway up the stairs. ‘You can’t just leave,’ she said, hurrying after

  him.




  Luke didn’t bother to answer, throwing some jeans and shirts into his sports bag and going into the bathroom to collect his shaving gear and toothbrush.




  ‘What’s really going on here?’ Bridget leaned against the doorjamb for support and watched him through narrowed eyes. ‘There’s someone else, isn’t there, and

  you’re trying to blame all of this on me.’




  Luke shot her a pitying look before zipping up the bag and putting it over his shoulder. ‘I’ll be in touch.’ He walked past her and went downstairs.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
Calette Caddle

The
Befr@af Of
che // MJCW

SCHUSTER





OEBPS/images/tp.jpg
Cdette Caddle

The
Be:‘r@a/ OF
4'mce /4 ufc«{iy

SSSSSSS





