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  One




  DEVLIN




  Devlin Delaney’s hands shook as she took the slim wand from its packet. In a few minutes she’d know if her dearest wish was to be granted. To be pregnant with

  Luke’s baby would make her happy beyond belief.




  Her blue eyes darkened in sadness. How different this was from when she’d first thought she was pregnant all those years ago. How frightened she’d been. So young and naïve and

  single. Deluding herself that her boss and seducer, the eminent and respected gynaecologist Colin Cantrell-King, loved her and would stand by her. That had been a forlorn wish. Colin had packed her

  off to an abortion clinic in England.




  Devlin shivered as she remembered her desperation and fear in that place, all the doubts and anxieties that had beset her. She’d felt as though she was swimming in the darkest, thickest

  fog . . . alone. And then the morning she was due to have the termination she’d simply packed her bags and walked out of the clinic and never looked back.




  Her baby, Lynn, the greatest joy of her life, had changed her from a spoilt, rather selfish young woman to one who took responsibility for her actions and in the process became caring, strong

  and motivated.




  Devlin swallowed and tears blurred her eyes. Her baby’s death in a car crash had quenched her spirit so completely that she’d thought she’d never climb out of the darkness.




  But then Luke had come into her life, sent to her like a guardian angel. They’d gone into business, created the luxurious City Girl health and leisure complex, and, in the process, fallen

  in love and married. Luke was her rock. The greatest blessing in her life. And he was waiting anxiously in the bedroom to know if he was going to be a father.




  She wiped her eyes and did the test. It wasn’t fair to dawdle. She slipped the wand into her dressing-gown pocket. He was standing by the bedroom window looking out towards the twinkling

  lights of Howth when she padded in to him and slipped an arm around his waist.




  He dropped an arm around her shoulder and smiled down at her.




  ‘How long do we have to wait?’




  ‘Just another minute or so. My heart’s thumping so fast I can almost hear it.’




  ‘Mine too.’




  ‘Are you sure this is what you want, Luke?’ Devlin stared up into her husband’s amber eyes, searching for reassurance.




  ‘Of course it’s what I want, Devlin. More than anything. As long as you’re happy about it.’




  ‘Oh Luke, I want your baby so much. I’ve always hoped this day would come. I can’t believe it. It’s a bit like a dream.’




  ‘It’s no dream. You keep seducing me against my will. You’re a nymphomaniac. I’m not safe anywhere. It was bound to happen.’




  ‘Stop it, you. Be serious.’ Devlin giggled.




  ‘I am serious,’ he protested. ‘Very serious. I mean, Devlin, jumping me in the lift . . . if your public saw you. And what about the time we went for a walk down in

  Wicklow and you—’




  ‘Stop it. You’re as bad. Remember the time at the airport?’




  They smiled and wrapped their arms around each other, happier than they’d ever been.




  ‘But we’ll have to decide where we’re going to live. London or Dublin. And I’d like a house with a garden. Apartments are no places to raise children.’

  Devlin’s brow furrowed.




  Luke laughed. ‘Will you stop panicking, Delaney. You’re an awful woman for jumping the gun. We don’t even know if you are pregnant yet. Let me see that

  thing.’




  Devlin took the wand from her pocket. They glanced down at it together.




  ‘Oh my God!’ he exclaimed. ‘It’s blue! It’s blue! Devlin, we’re pregnant! We’re pregnant!’




  ‘Oh Luke, you idiot.’ Devlin was half laughing, half crying as he swept her up in his arms and hugged the daylights out of her again.




  ‘I think I’ll do another one just to be sure,’ she murmured, rubbing her nose against his.




  ‘I’ve a better idea,’ Luke grinned as he carried her over to the bed. ‘Let’s make sure, sure.’




  ‘I forgot I’d married a genius . . . and you call me a nymphomaniac.’




  ‘Well, you couldn’t call me one,’ Luke teased and Devlin burst out laughing.




  ‘I love you. I really, really love you,’ she whispered.




  ‘I love you too, Devlin, with all my heart.’




  Devlin drew him down to her and kissed her husband soundly.




  Afterwards, drowsy, replete, and utterly content, Devlin lay cradled in Luke’s arms. ‘It just gets better and better,’ she murmured.




  ‘Yeah!’ Luke smiled down at her.




  ‘What would you prefer, boy or girl?’ Devlin snuggled closer.




  ‘I don’t mind. I just can’t believe that I’m going to be a father. Let’s not ask when you go for your scan. Let’s have a surprise.’ He gently stroked

  the softness of her still-flat belly. ‘Are you all right about the baby, Devlin? I mean I’m sure it’s going to bring back memories of Lynn. Promise me you won’t keep it all

  bottled in. Share it all with me, won’t you?’




  ‘I had a little cry in the loo, when I was doing the test,’ she confessed. ‘I was just thinking how joyful this is and how devastated I was when I discovered I was pregnant

  with Lynn. And then how happy I was when she was born. She was a beautiful baby, Luke.’




  ‘I know she was. How could she not be with you as her mother,’ Luke said gently. ‘And this baby isn’t a replacement for Lynn. No-one will ever replace that precious

  little child for you. So if you get a bit down, please don’t hide it from me. Promise.’




  ‘I promise, Luke. But I want this to be a good time for you.’ Devlin took his face in her hands and smiled at him.




  ‘All my times with you are good times,’ Luke said huskily as he lowered his head and kissed her passionately.




  Later, Luke made tea and toasted-cheese sandwiches and they sat snuggled up in front of the fire eating their supper.




  ‘Will you still think I’m sexy when I’m waddling around with a big bump?’ Devlin asked.




  ‘I’ll always think you’re sexy,’ Luke assured her. ‘I even think you’re sexy with a big dribble of butter and melted cheese running down your chin.

  Here.’ He handed her a napkin.




  ‘You’re such a brat, Luke Reilly.’ Devlin wiped her chin. ‘I’m looking for reassurance here. When I was pregnant with Lynn I was like an elephant.’




  ‘Does this mean I’m in danger of being squashed if you jump on me in lifts, or wrestle me to the ground under oak trees in the country? Is my life in danger?’ Luke

  stared at her in pretend horror.




  ‘Oh Luke!’ Devlin laughed.




  ‘Devlin, honestly I don’t care what you look like. I love you. I’m delighted you’re pregnant. I’ll go to classes and decorate nurseries and do whatever you want. I

  just want to be with you and share every moment of this with you and I want it to be the happiest time of your life.’ Luke reached over to her and took her face between his hands.




  Devlin promptly burst into tears.




  Luke looked horrified. ‘For God’s sake, what’s wrong?’




  ‘I’m just so happy,’ she sniffed. ‘Don’t mind me, it’s my hormones.’




  ‘Oh God! I’d forgotten about The Hormones.’ Luke smote his forehead. ‘Are pregnancy hormones worse than PMT ones?’




  ‘A hundred times worse,’ Devlin assured him, half laughing, half crying.




  ‘Interesting times ahead, so.’ Luke raised an eyebrow. ‘But don’t worry, I’ll cope. I’m made of stern stuff. Do you want another sanger, now that you’re

  eating for two?’




  ‘Oh yeah, I’m ravenous,’ Devlin declared.




  ‘OK, sit there and put your feet up. One Reilly special coming up.’ Luke kissed the top of her head and departed to the kitchen.




  Devlin sat in the fire’s dancing shadows and watched the flames flickering up the chimney. Scented candles cast a gentle glow around the room. Enya, soft and soothing, sang in the

  background. Peace enveloped her. How lucky she was. When this baby was born her life would be perfect. She’d have everything she’d ever wanted. Was it possible to experience perfect

  happiness? Right now Devlin knew she’d never been as happy in all her life. She was so happy she was almost afraid. The griefs and sorrows of her past were a constant reminder that what was

  given could also be taken away.




  Don’t think like that, she chided herself silently. Live in the now, wasn’t that what it was all about? One of the beauty therapists at City Girl, who specialized in

  aromatherapy and reflexology, had a little poster in her room that always comforted Devlin.




  

    

      The past is gone, to be no more




      Tomorrow may never come




      Enjoy today and be at peace




      And you and God are one.


    


  




   




  ‘Enjoy today and be at peace,’ she whispered to herself as she rubbed her hand gently over her tummy, longing for the moment when she would feel the first faint flutterings of

  life.




  





  Two




  CAROLINE




  It would probably be one of the last public functions they would appear at together, Caroline reflected somewhat sadly as she lightly tipped a mascara brush to her eyelashes.

  She’d be giving up her envied status as wife to one of Dublin’s most successful lawyers.




  Big brown eyes stared back at her from the mirror. She could see the fear in them. Divorce was very final. She was, as she had always feared, going to be on her own. It wasn’t as if

  Richard was even going to be living in Dublin. He was moving to Boston, bag and baggage.




  Even though in the last few years they’d lived together in the apartment like flatmates, not husband and wife, she’d miss the companionship. She’d miss knowing there was

  someone to come home to.




  Caroline squeezed a little gel onto her fingers and ran them through her short inky-black hair. How ironic to think that she had a better marriage now than she’d had all those years ago

  when Richard had battered her black and blue, and made her feel completely worthless and utterly unattractive. It was only when she’d found out that he was gay, and she had dragged herself up

  from the pits of alcoholism, that they had become friends. Those years had been a nightmare she thought she’d never survive. But she had. She’d grown strong and more self-reliant




  Why, then, did the knowledge that he was going cause those feared, fluttery panicky little butterflies to dance tangos in her stomach? Would that fear ever leave her? The fear of aloneness. Why

  was she so terrified that she couldn’t hack it? She’d gone off to Abu Dhabi on her own to work for six months. She’d lived in an apartment on her own for another four until

  Richard had begged her to come back home, because he was so lonely after his mentor and lover Charles Stokes had died.




  Soft-hearted as always, Caroline had done as he’d asked. And they’d lived together since then. It had been a mistake, she reflected ruefully as she sprayed White Linen on her neck

  and wrists. She’d got used to being with someone once more. She was going to have to face being alone, yet again. It was a daunting prospect. Life alone didn’t seem so bad in your

  twenties. In your mid-thirties it was little short of scary.




  ‘Caro, will you fix this damned dickey bow for me.’ Richard knocked perfunctorily on her bedroom door and strode in, the offending article dangling from his fingers.




  ‘You’d think one of the hundred most influential men in Ireland would surely be able to tie his own bow-tie,’ Caroline said dryly. Her husband had made the much coveted placing

  in Icon, Ireland’s glossiest of glossy, trendiest of trendy, monthly magazine. A cocktail party was being held in the Clarence in celebration and already there was fierce controversy

  – among those who took such things seriously – about the inclusions and exclusions. Subscriptions to Icon had already suffered a loss from very miffed personages who had

  expected to feature and hadn’t. Outraged wives and mistresses had gone batting for excluded spouses and lovers. The feathers were flying among the jet set of the city.




  Richard was very pleased at his inclusion. He’d never lost his vanity in such matters. What would everyone think when he put his hugely successful practice on the market? The gossips would

  have a field day, especially when news of the divorce leaked out. Caroline dreaded it. It had been bad enough when they’d separated the first time. The social columnists had had a ball. She

  deftly arranged the black silky material into a perfectly shaped bow at Richard’s throat. ‘There. It’s fine.’




  ‘You know we don’t have to get a divorce if you don’t want to, Caroline.’ Richard took her hand. ‘We can just say we’re separating. I won’t be getting

  married again,’ he added with a wry smile.




  ‘I can’t be tied to your apron strings for ever, Richard. It’s better this way. We can both make a fresh start. It’s something I really want to do.’




  ‘Has it been so awful?’ he asked a little defensively.




  ‘It’s not ideal, Richard. It’s not a real life. You’ll have your life in Boston. I’ll have my life here and at least we’ll always be friends. Now let’s

  put our best foot forward and get on with it.’




  ‘If you say so.’ Richard sighed.




  ‘I do,’ Caroline said, very firmly.




  He held her coat for her and they walked out of the apartment in silence, lost in their own thoughts.




  





  Three




  MAGGIE




  Maggie Ryan cursed long and loudly as the pot of mushy peas boiled over on the hob. Pressing the save key, she jumped up from her laptop and hurried over to wipe up the

  offensive green frothy mess.




  ‘Blast Terry and his mushy peas,’ she muttered crossly as she burned the tip of her finger.




  The phone rang. In the background she could hear the children squabbling upstairs. Her head was beginning to pound.




  ‘Hello?’ Her tone held a trace of impatience.




  Her mother’s agitated voice came down the line. ‘Maggie, do you think you could come tomorrow? The parish harvest fête is on and your father’s got gout. I need someone to

  give him his dinner and tea because I’ll be gone all day.’




  Maggie’s jaw dropped. Go to Wicklow for the day? She’d planned to finish chapter ten tomorrow, and besides, the children had swimming in the morning.




  ‘It’s not really very convenient, Mam. Couldn’t you make any other arrangements?’ she asked, trying to hide her irritation.




  ‘Don’t you think I would have, if I could. And then I wouldn’t have had to bother you,’ her mother snapped.




  Oh no, don’t let her get into a huff. Maggie gave a silent groan. Nelsie’s huffs were legendary.




  ‘I should have known, of course. You’re always up to your eyes these days now that you’re a famous author.’ The last was said with dripping sarcasm. ‘But I

  thought you might be able to oblige me. It’s not much I ask of you, God knows.’ Nelsie gave a martyred sniff.




  Maggie’s fingers curled in her palms. Were all mothers like this or just hers?




  ‘Well if you can’t come down I’ll just have to miss the fête and that’s the end of it. I’ll go, Maggie, and not take up any more of your time.’




  ‘Hold on, Mother,’ Maggie ordered. ‘Look, I’ll give Terry a ring just to make sure he’s got nothing on tomorrow, and I’ll phone you back and make the

  arrangements.’




  ‘Sure what would he be doing tomorrow, it’s Saturday? Call me as soon as you can – I need to let Brona Kelly know what time I can do a stall at. Oh and if you’re coming

  down would you be able to get me a couple of those sponges out of the bakery in Superquinn. They’re very tasty and I could bring them with me for our cup of tea. Thanks, Maggie. I have to go.

  I see Mrs Keegan coming up the drive. Bye bye.’




  Maggie heard the click of the receiver and shook her head as she stared at the phone. Her mother was really something else. The thoughts of going to Superquinn again when she’d only done a

  big shop there this morning made her want to scream. Superquinn on Friday night was not for the faint-hearted.




  Maggie knew full well why her mother wanted Superquinn sponges. They were so tasty, she was going to pass them off as her own. She’d been doing it for years. Every time she came to visit

  Maggie or Maggie went to visit her, Nelsie always made sure to get a couple of sponges. There was no Superquinn in Wicklow so the Ladies’ Club never knew the difference. And all were agreed

  that Nelsie McNamara had a very light touch with the sponges, even though she didn’t make them that often.




  Maggie dialled her husband’s mobile. It was handier than ringing the office and being put through by his secretary. Maybe going to Wicklow wasn’t as bad as it seemed. Thinking about

  it, if she brought her laptop with her she could get some work done in peace and quiet. The trip to Wicklow might turn out to be a blessing in disguise after all. The traffic shouldn’t be too

  bad, she’d be there in little over an hour. She could spend four or five hours writing with no children demanding attention. Her father would be content to watch sport on TV.




  ‘Where are you?’ she muttered. The phone was ringing away. It would go into divert soon.




  ‘Yep?’ Terry sounded crusty.




  ‘Hi, it’s me. I’ve just had a call from Ma. She needs me to go down to Wicklow tomorrow. Dad’s sick and she has to go to the harvest fête. Can you bring the kids

  swimming in the morning? I’ll cook a lasagne tonight so that all you’ll have to do then is pop it in the microwave tomorrow.’




  ‘Maggie, I’ve arranged to play golf with John Dolan, he’s a big client. It’s important. And I’ll be taking him to lunch. You’ll have to bring the kids with

  you.’




  ‘This is the third Saturday in a row that you’ve been out playing golf all day. It’s not fair, Terry. I’m trying to get a novel written. I have the kids all week and the

  least you could do is be here at the weekends,’ Maggie protested. If she had to bring her three children to Wicklow with her she’d get nothing done. And she’d be delayed leaving.

  That would mean Nelsie would have to wait in for her.




  ‘Do you think I enjoy going around a golf course listening to John Dolan wittering in my ear?’ Terry asked irascibly. ‘It’s not a day out for me, Maggie. It’s

  work.’




  Maggie had heard that one before.




  ‘Yeah, yeah,’ she snapped. ‘I’ll see you later. Bye.’ She slammed the phone down. Typical of Terry. She should have known better. How she wished they’d never

  got back together again after his affair with Ria Kirby. Her husband was a constant source of disappointment to her.




  They’d reunited for the sake of the children and initially he’d made an effort, but gradually he’d slipped back into his old selfish ways and Maggie had lost heart.




  Was it so much to ask? A bit of support. A sharing of the domestic workload. Taking responsibility for being a parent. Why was it all left to her? Why did Terry not see her as an equal? Why was

  his career and his well-being more important than hers? Why could he not be more like Luke Reilly?




  Maggie sighed. A deep, depressed, weary sigh that came from her core. Watching Devlin and Luke together was a constant reminder of how lacking her own marriage was. She knew she shouldn’t

  be comparing. Luke and Devlin were still in the early years of their marriage, but from the start of her own she’d always had to suffer Terry putting himself first. Luke always put Devlin

  first. He treated her as an equal. She was his business partner, not his housekeeper. Maggie felt a surge of anger. That’s all she was to Terry when it boiled right down to it.




  She was sick of it, heartily sick of it, but what could she do? The children came first. That’s what being a parent was all about, wasn’t it?




  She slumped down onto the chair at the kitchen table. She’d ring her mother in a little while. She wanted to finish the page she’d been working on. The cursor blinked, awaiting her

  attention. Maggie ran her eye over what she’d just written. Her new novel was called Betrayal. It was written from the heart and from bitter personal experience. It was her third

  book and she knew without question that it was her best.




  The phone shrilled again.




  ‘Oh for God’s sake!!!’ she exclaimed.




  ‘Hello?’ This time she knew she sounded downright ratty. She didn’t care. She was half expecting it to be her mother. Checking.




  ‘Maggie, sorry for disturbing you.’ Marcy Elliot’s crisp tone at the other end of the phone came as a surprise. It was almost five p.m. Why was her editor phoning her so late

  on a Friday evening?




  ‘Hi, Marcy. What’s up? You sound as harassed as I feel.’




  ‘Maggie, you should know that I’m leaving Enterprise Publishing. I’ve handed in my notice, but I’ll be around to tie up loose ends for a week or two. I wanted to tell you

  myself. I didn’t want you to hear it from anyone else. I’m up to my eyes. I can’t talk to you now. I’ll phone early on Monday to arrange a meeting.’




  ‘But Marcy, what’s happened? Why?’ Maggie asked aghast.




  ‘Look Maggie, I really can’t talk. I’ve a few other authors to call. I promise I’ll ring first thing on Monday. We’ll talk then. Bye.’




  Maggie stood rooted to the spot and stared at the phone in disbelief. Was she dreaming? Had her editor – one of the most highly regarded in the publishing trade – just told her that

  she was leaving? It wasn’t possible. It couldn’t be true. How would she ever write a book without her? Marcy was her guide, her mentor, her teacher. Had she been head-hunted? That

  wouldn’t be surprising. She was the best. But Maggie had never for a minute considered that Marcy would leave Enterprise. She was a director, a shareholder. She had enormous clout.




  Maggie felt a vague stirring of apprehension. Things didn’t sound too good. Typical of her luck. Just when she needed all the support she could get.




  





  Four




  ‘Have you booked my flight to Galway on Monday, Liz?’ Devlin asked her PA as she breezed into her office as happy as a lark.




  The stylish young woman seated at her computer leaned back in her chair and stretched.




  ‘I have. You’re on the late afternoon flight. There’s no early morning flight unfortunately so you can’t do it all in the one day, so I’ve booked you into the Great

  Southern Hotel for the night. A car will meet you at the airport to bring you there, collect you in the morning and drop you down to City Girl. I’ve booked you on the last flight home the

  following afternoon. The meetings have been arranged to suit your flight schedule.’




  ‘Great, Liz. Anything I should know about?’




  ‘Not much going on here. We’ve got a party of twenty coming for the All Day Make-over next Thursday. It’s a corporate thing. That side of business has really taken off,’

  Liz remarked.




  ‘I wish we had rooms for residential nights in Dublin. I’m really looking forward to seeing how it takes off in Galway.’ Devlin flicked through the itinerary for her Galway

  visit. It was crammed. Architects, builders, landscape gardeners. All with plans for phase two of the Galway City Girl.




  Liz pressed a button on her computer. ‘I’m just sending a copy of your itinerary to Anne in Galway. She’ll have everything organized for you. It will be a whole new ball game,

  Devlin. The first City Girl health farm.’




  ‘I know. I can’t wait. What a stroke of luck that we got the site next door. Sites are like gold-dust in that part of Galway. There’s apartments going up everywhere. We had to

  pay through the nose, of course. Luke did a bit of humming and hawing.’ Devlin smiled. ‘But then he had to admit that Galway was doing so well, expansion on that scale was

  justified.’




  ‘Just as well you’ve a new accountant on board, too. Poor old Scrooge would never have been able to cope with the amount you’re spending,’ Liz laughed, referring to their

  former accountant who had left to go to a less stressful position in a knitwear factory.




  ‘Don’t be nasty,’ Devlin admonished with a grin. ‘Dealing with my accounts takes a real man. Wimps are out. Fortunately Andrew seems to have a bit of get up and go in

  him. Hopefully he can see the bigger picture.’




  ‘Just as well,’ murmured Liz wickedly.




  Devlin laughed as she strode into her elegant office. She’d had it redecorated recently and she loved its warm tones of honey gold and pale blue. Lightly patterned cream and blue curtains

  drew the eye to the long sash windows. The pattern, taken up in the luxurious sofa and chairs, gave the impression of an informal sitting-room. Devlin much preferred informality. And as relaxation

  was what City Girl was all about, she felt strongly that business meetings should be held in a relaxed environment. Vases of fresh flowers, soft pastel silk paintings, and scented candles added to

  the calming atmosphere.




  She pressed a button on a panel on her desk and tranquil and soothing strains of piano and strings filled the room as Philip Chapman’s Keeper of Dreams played softly on her

  CD.




  Devlin sat in her cream leather chair and swivelled until she was facing the long narrow windows that faced out onto St Stephen’s Green. An autumnal squall hurled droplets of rain against

  the windowpanes and the red-gold leaves of the great oak trees swept in great flurries along the green railings.




  Devlin loved looking out on St Stephen’s Green. She enjoyed watching the hustle and bustle of city life beneath her windows. She saw a black, sleek, stretch limo draw up outside the

  Shelbourne and watched a woman wearing huge dark glasses emerge and hurry inside its portals. Whoever it was would probably grace City Girl with her presence. They’d had many movers and

  shakers since opening several years ago.




  Devlin still found it hard to credit how her idea of placing the most up-market and classy health and leisure centre right in the heart of the city had taken off so successfully. Belfast had

  worked even better than they’d hoped and there was a waiting list as long as your arm for membership. And now Galway’s expansion was a whole new challenge. Devlin loved a challenge. She

  was fiercely proud of City Girl. If she hadn’t had it to drive and push her after Lynn’s death she would have sunk into a pit of darkness and depression and might never have

  emerged.




  Her hand dropped to her stomach. Another baby snuggled in her womb now. Luke’s baby. This pregnancy was going to be so different . . . so joyful for both of them. Having a partner made an

  immense difference. No fears about coping, no worries about providing. No great big cloud of worry wrapped around her. She was going to enjoy every second of this pregnancy, Devlin promised

  herself.




  Her hand hovered over the phone. She was dying to tell Caroline and Maggie. They’d be immensely delighted for her. The thought warmed her. They’d shared so much down the years. It

  was going to be great to give them this wonderful piece of news. But it wasn’t the same telling them over the phone. She wanted to see the look on their faces and hear the shrieks of delight

  and have the daylights hugged out of her. Reluctantly she dropped her hand.




  But she was dying to tell someone. Devlin tapped her fingers in a drumbeat on the desk. She knew she should tell her mother and father. But memories of the day Lydia Delaney had discovered that

  her daughter was pregnant outside of marriage still haunted her. That was the day she’d discovered that she was adopted, and Lydia was in fact her aunt. They’d been estranged for years

  after that. They’d made their peace, thankfully, and had become friends as Lydia had battled alcoholism and won. But still, even now the thought of telling her mother that she was pregnant

  made her stomach lurch. It was crazy, she knew that, but the residue of that traumatic time still lingered in her psyche and today wasn’t the day for informing her mother she was going to be

  a grandmother for the second time.




  Devlin sighed. She’d wait another while before giving her parents the news. It would have to be a phone call. Lydia and Gerry Delaney were in Brussels for a year. Her father’s

  promotion in the bank had been on the cards. He was one of their most senior and experienced managers. Now he was part of the team co-ordinating their organization’s strategy for the Euro

  currency. It had necessitated a move to Belgium for at least a year. Her parents were hugely enjoying living abroad.




  Devlin and Luke had been to visit them just weeks ago and it did her heart good to see how much they were enjoying the experience. All the years of worry Gerry had endured because of

  Lydia’s drinking had gone, and her beloved father looked twenty years younger. Lydia too had a serenity about her that was so different from the brittle, agitated air she always used to have.

  To see them enjoying life and each other was a great comfort to Devlin, who’d worried herself sick over them when things were at their worst.




  Sometimes she resented Lydia for robbing her of her childhood and teenage years and making her grow up before she was ready. Shouldering the burden of an alcoholic parent had left its scars,

  Devlin reflected. Only the children of alcoholics could understand that gut-wrenching, stomach-knotting fear, dread and apprehension that was part and parcel of her daily life. Always waiting . . .

  always hoping that this time would be the last . . . always wishing for normality like the rest of her friends enjoyed.




  Her child would never know those fears . . . ever . . . she vowed. ‘Thank you, God for Luke.’ She murmured the heartfelt prayer as she often did, knowing how lucky she was. Of the

  three of them, Caroline, Maggie and herself, Devlin knew that in Luke she had a diamond compared to her friends’ spouses. Richard had beaten Caroline black and blue in their marriage before

  she’d found out he was gay. And Terry . . . Devlin frowned. Terry, who’d fooled them all with his boyish charm and devil-may-care ways. Terry in his true colours was every woman’s

  nightmare and Maggie’s in particular. Selfish, immature, lying, irresponsible, a womanizer. It was difficult sometimes to keep her mouth shut when she saw how unsupportive he was of her

  friend. Didn’t he realize how lucky he was to have a wife like Maggie? And three beautiful children. He was always bragging about how he’d filled a pram three times. Devlin

  felt like crowning him. Helping with homework, making time to play, being there for birthday parties were not high on Terry’s agenda any more. That was all left to Maggie. Terry might be the

  children’s biological father, but a father in any other sense he was not these days. Ever since Maggie’d had her first book published Terry had withdrawn his support. It was almost as

  though he was jealous of her, Devlin thought grimly. She was worried about Maggie and the stress she was under these days.




  A girls’ night out was definitely on the cards. She’d ring Maggie and Caroline over the weekend and arrange it. Caroline was her very able administrator and Human Resources manager

  and normally Devlin would see her every day, but she was on a few days’ leave and wasn’t due back in work until Monday. They all hadn’t had a good long natter in ages. And

  she’d be able to tell them her news. Devlin’s eyes sparkled. Instead of dressing up and going out, she’d have them over to the apartment for a cosy night in. It would be like old

  times. And they’d have loads of news to catch up on, they always had.




  She glanced at her diary. She had a budget meeting in fifteen minutes. At least they weren’t nightmares anymore. Andrew Dawson, the new accountant, could see the logic of spending money on

  expansion and development.




  She was going to suggest some refurbishing of the Dublin City Girl. So many new therapies were being practised nowadays. Reiki healing, soma therapy, bio energy, kinesiology, homeopathy, they

  were all in the mainstream now. City Girl had its own acupuncturist who also taught t’ai chi classes. They were always booked out. The reflexologist was excellent. Devlin had had many

  soothing treatments at her hands.




  She sat back in her chair, thinking, planning. For a long time now one of her projects for City Girl had been a small meditation room. The factor most common to the majority of clients who used

  City Girl was stress. Women had immensely stressful lives these days, she reflected. She glanced out at the street below her as a taxi beeped loudly and aggressively at another driver who had cut

  in. The traffic was brutal. Gridlock was all that people ever talked about. City Girl opened at six a.m. for the benefit of women who wanted to be in town earlier to miss the morning traffic

  jams.




  Athough City Girl had plush comfortable lounging areas and a well stocked reading-room and library, a meditation room would be perfect for anyone who just wanted a little time out to be still

  and silent. Candles, chimes, crystals, meditation music, very soft lighting, cushions on the floor . . . it could be beautiful. She was definitely going to have one built in the new Galway

  premises.




  Times were different. The hard combative buzz of the early Nineties when she’d opened City Girl had changed. True, she conceded, the workout classes and the gym were always full, but women

  were looking for more and she had to keep pace with clients’ requirements.




  Devlin picked up her phone. ‘Liz, after I get back from Galway I want you to schedule a meeting for me with the managers, I want to throw a few ideas around and see where they land. And

  would you get me a copy of the Irish Guide to Complementary Alternative Therapies, Caroline recommended it. I’d like to have a look at it. Thanks.’




  ‘Sure, Devlin,’ her PA responded cheerfully and Devlin grinned. Nothing ever fazed Liz. Devlin could guarantee that the book would be on her desk before the day was out.




  She glanced at her watch: she still had ten minutes to go before her meeting. There were calls she should return, Liz had given her a list, but she decided to wait. Something else needed her

  attention.




  Devlin walked over to the low coffee-table which held a selection of the day’s papers and several up-to-date magazines. She picked up the property supplement of the morning’s paper

  and settled back on the plush sofa with anticipation.




  Now that she was pregnant they were going to have to make a decision about where to live. London or Dublin. They’d been commuting for the past few years. Luke had a penthouse overlooking

  the Thames. A very elegant, spacious penthouse. But it wasn’t the place to rear a child. Nor was her own luxury apartment ideal.




  Devlin sighed. When she’d had Lynn and they were living in the Ballymun flats, the thing she had longed for most was a garden. She wanted to have a garden for this new baby. And she wanted

  a home that was hers and Luke’s. One that they would plan and decorate and choose furnishings for, together. It wasn’t that she didn’t feel at home in his place in London, or he

  in her apartment – Devlin knew that once he was with her it didn’t matter where they were. When she was with Luke she always felt she was in the place that was home to her mind, body

  and soul. But it would be nice for them to have somewhere that they had chosen together.




  In her heart of hearts she would prefer to stay in Dublin. She’d been glad to come back home with Lynn after her years of living in London. But Luke was a property developer and a very

  successful one. His base was London. Would it be easier all round for them to live in London and for her to commute to Dublin for two or three days a week to look after City Girl? Whatever

  happened, she was going to be up to her eyes. After the Galway expansion there were long-term plans to open City Girls in Cork, Wexford, and Limerick.




  Still, there was no need to get into a tizzy about all that now, Devlin decided as she cast her eye over the property supplement. Her priority decisions were where to live and what to buy. She

  and Luke would discuss it over the weekend, but in the meantime it was no harm to have a few places in mind for viewing, just in case Luke thought staying in Dublin was their best option.




  





  Five




  Luke Reilly handed his hard hat to his site manager and shook hands with him. ‘Excellent progress, Ronan. These babies will be onstream soon. I’m off to look at a

  site in North County Dublin, the land’s up for rezoning so I reckon we could be building some houses in the near future.’ He grinned.




  ‘OK boss, suits me.’ Ronan Williams smiled back.




  ‘Right so, keep in touch, you have the numbers if you need me,’ Luke said briskly as he strode over to where he’d parked his Volvo.




  He swung out of the docklands building site and headed up towards The Point. A flurry of rain, driven by a strong easterly wind, spattered the window and he switched on the wipers. The Liffey

  looked choppy, small white-crested waves eddying around the buoys. He wouldn’t mind heading down-river in a twenty-thousand-tonner, carrying cargo to Africa or the States. He sighed

  nostalgically, remembering his days as a seaman when he’d traversed the world.




  How he’d love to bring Devlin on a voyage. To show her the sights that he’d seen. Sunsets and sunrises that would take your breath away. Seas that were smooth as glass one day,

  bubbling cauldrons, storm-tossed and angry, the next. The ports of Africa and the Far East, the unforgettable skyline of New York, he’d seen them all and sometimes he hankered for those days

  of freedom and adventure. Devlin and he were always so busy. They always had been ever since they met: he commuting from London, Devlin immersed in her business. A sea voyage would be perfect.

  He’d have her all to himself. Wouldn’t have to share her with City Girl. Luke smiled as he turned left off the Port roundabout and drove towards the Alfie Byrne Road. Trying to get

  Devlin to go to sea with him was pure pie in the sky, but it was a nice fantasy.




  The tide was in, when he turned right for Clontarf. Gulls circled and screeched, skimming the choppy water. Clontarf was a nice place to live, he mused. He liked looking out at the sea from

  Devlin’s apartment. He liked the fact that less than an hour’s drive from any point in the city led to the sea or the countryside.




  Now that Devlin was expecting a baby they were going to have to decide where to have a family home.




  He could always promote one of his managers to look after his English business. His most trusted manager, Joe Kinsella, was well capable of the job. Luke could concentrate on building up his

  Irish property portfolio. It was something he’d put on the back burner until he’d met Devlin. Now, with a booming property market, Dublin was the place to be. In a funny sort of way it

  looked as though it was all working itself out and the decision was being made for him.




  This field he was off to inspect sounded like a good prospect for development. A couple of miles from the airport, ten from the city centre. An ideal spot.




  Fifteen minutes later he drove under the M50 onto the North Road. The rain was easing off and the sun was doing its best to make an appearance. He was in the country now. Luke loved it. The

  nearest he got to the country when he was in London was Primrose Hill, he thought wryly, as he took a left turn and drove down a narrow country road. Halfway along he found the entrance to the

  field. He could see tractors driving up and down in the distance. Luke parked, opened the boot, and took out his wellies.




  Spatters of rain wet his face. He inhaled the air, sweet and fresh, with pleasure. He walked into the field, squelching into the muck. It was a fine field. Fourteen acres. At his feet red

  rooster potatoes stuck out of the mud. A field of spuds. A shame to think that by the time he was finished with it, it would hold over a hundred or more houses. Still, if he didn’t buy it

  someone else would. That was progress.




  Luke walked the boundary, listening to the birds chirruping and the sounds of the tractors in the distance. He thought of his father. How much he would have enjoyed coming out to view the field

  with him. Even now the memory of his much loved father could make him sad. After a while he got back in the car and drove back towards the city but when he reached the slipway for the M50,

  impulsively he swung left and headed up to join the fast-flowing stream of traffic that travelled eastwards along the motorway. Twenty minutes later he pulled up outside Sutton cemetery where his

  mother and father were buried.




  Ever since Devlin had told him that she was pregnant his parents had been on his mind. If only they’d been here to share his joy and his apprehension. They would have been so happy for him

  and they would have made wonderful grandparents.




  ‘Please God, let Devlin be all right,’ he murmured in prayer as he strode along the pathway towards his parents’ grave. He felt bad that he’d come empty-handed, but the

  flowers he and Devlin had placed on the grave a week ago still bloomed healthily.




  Luke stood, head bowed. The rain was battering down again, sleety, needle-sharp cold. He didn’t care.




  ‘Help me to be a good father. As good as you were to me, Dad. Help Devlin, Mam. Let everything go well for her. And look after our baby.’ His prayer was carried on the wind as he

  stood at his parents grave in the grey autumn dusk, his happiness tinged with sadness that they would never see this longed-for child.




  





  Six




  ‘Congratulations!! You made the list! I’m just about to kiss one of the most influential men in the country. What a THRILL!!! Caroline, darling, you look stunning.

  Richard, be still my beating heart. I envy this woman sooo much.’ Antonia Dunwoody, dramatic in crimson, swooped down on Caroline and Richard like a great flapping cockatoo,

  air-kissed them both and stood back to discreetly observe, in the huge bevelled mirrors of the restaurant, who was looking at her. Caroline’s heart sank. They’d left the cocktail party

  after several hours of boring social chit-chat, to dine quietly together. Antonia Dunwoody was the last person she wanted to see. Antonia enjoyed the limelight, being – in her own mind at

  least – one of Dublin’s most glamorous and influential socialites. Richard stood up politely. ‘Antonia, a delight as always. You look marvellous, as ever.’




  ‘Just back from Milan, darling. Spent a fortune. But then that’s what fortunes are for!’ She gave a tinkling laugh. She’d deliberately pitched her tone just a

  little higher so everyone in the restaurant would know she’d gone shopping, and, more importantly, that she had the money to do so. Some of the exquisitely dressed women dining

  tonight didn’t have two pennies to rub together unless they were given to them by their husbands, or, more often than not, their lovers.




  One matron, at the table opposite, liked to think she was impressing the set and had such a who-but-me air. But they all knew she’d put more men through her hands than she’d had hot

  dinners. She was practically a tart, and a mutton-dressed-as-lamb tart at that, Antonia reflected cattily. She turned her attention to Caroline.




  ‘That’s a divine creation you’re wearing – where on earth did you get it?’




  Caroline smiled sweetly. ‘I do like to support our own designers. I had it made up by a very talented young woman just out of college. She’s Charles Stokes’s niece.’




  ‘Oh . . . Oh . . . I see. It was tragic the way he died of cancer. A lovely man.’ Just who did Caroline Yates think she was? Snooty little cat. Supporting our own, indeed .

  . . Richard probably wouldn’t give her the money to go to Milan . . . or even Paris. He was a notorious tightwad when he was presenting bills. No such thing as friendship getting in the way

  of business. Discounts didn’t feature in his vocabulary. She shouldn’t have bothered to stop and draw attention to them.




  ‘Well, darlings, must dash. Have to make an appearance at Will Reid’s bash. You know how miffed he gets at no-shows. Obviously you weren’t invited. Pity. His parties, when they

  take off, are to die for. See you.’




  Antonia glided through the restaurant, throwing greetings right and left as she went.




  ‘Silly bitch. Well, I won’t miss that carry-on,’ Richard growled.




  ‘She’s something else.’ Caroline picked at her succulent scallop.




  ‘How are you going to deal with all the crap when I’m in Boston and the divorce comes through?’ Richard put his fork down and stared across the table at his wife.




  Caroline took a sip of her Ballygowan. ‘Richard, they won’t want to know me. The only reason they invite me to functions is because I’m your wife. And the only reason I go to

  them is to oblige you. If I never saw any of that lot again it wouldn’t bother me in the slightest.’




  ‘But it will probably be in the gossip columns. We’re a high-profile couple. Remember the carry-on when we separated. Remember what that awful woman did to Devlin a few years back?

  That was scurrilous,’ Richard added glumly, reminding Caroline of a dreadful article that had been written about Devlin.




  ‘Well I can always bring them to court and you can fly home and defend me,’ joked his wife.




  ‘No, seriously though.’




  Caroline groaned. ‘Look, Richard, if I start thinking like that and if I start thinking about all the problems that are going to surface, I’m going to lose my nerve and probably not

  go through with it. I just want to deal with it one day at a time, the way they taught us in AA.’




  ‘I’m telling you, Caro, we don’t have to divorce,’ Richard said earnestly.




  Caroline stared at her husband with exasperated affection. ‘Look, Richard, we’ve discussed all this. We’ve agreed it. Why are you doing this? Why are you

  backtracking?’




  ‘I’m not, I’m not. I’m just thinking of you. I’m concerned about you,’ he muttered defensively.




  Caroline took a deep breath. ‘Richard, stop it. This isn’t about me. It’s about you, isn’t it? You’re thinking that if you go to Boston and you don’t like it

  and it doesn’t work out you can come back to me and go on the way we are. Don’t you see, neither of us will ever have the guts to move on if we hang onto each other as a safety

  net.’




  ‘You’re very brave, Caroline. You always were. I do want to go to America. I was very comfortable being gay there. If they ever found out about it here I’d be pilloried. In

  Boston no-one knew who I was. I had no image to maintain. Charles and I were very happy the few months before he died.’ He swallowed hard.




  ‘I know you were.’ Caroline reached out a comforting hand. ‘And I wish he hadn’t died. I miss him too. But he’s dead and you have to pick up the pieces. I wanted to

  die when my mother died. I used to go to bed at night and pray to die in my sleep. When I’d wake up in the morning I’d be so angry and so sorry that I was still here. But you have to

  get on with it. You have no choice. There’s no point in saying otherwise.’




  ‘I suppose I’m afraid of facing the unknown. I’ve always had you . . . Charles . . . my mother. Over there I’ve no-one.’




  ‘Well, it might not always be like that,’ Caroline comforted. ‘You might meet someone very nice. Anyway, there’s a freedom in having to answer to no-one. That has its own

  advantages. You might enjoy it. Talking of mothers,’ she arched an eyebrow at him. ‘When are you telling your mother?’




  Richard took a gulp of white wine. ‘I’ll have to do it at the weekend. The practice is going up for sale on Monday. She’ll freak. I don’t know what will be the worst,

  telling her about the divorce or that I’m emigrating. It will probably kill her.’




  Caroline frowned. ‘Your mother’s the toughest nut I know. She’ll get over it.’




  ‘Well, you know how she depends on me—’




  ‘Now, Richard,’ Caroline cut in sharply, ‘we’ve been over that before. Your mother’s a controller. She’s never let you live the life you wanted. This is your

  chance to make the break. She’s loaded. She has a housekeeper now who can drive her wherever she needs to go. She’s in the best of health. Seventy isn’t that old. She has another

  ten years at least, if not more.’




  ‘I know, I know, it’s just she’s going to give me such an ear-bashing about the Church and mortal sins. You know the way she is.’




  Sarah Yates was a staunch Catholic. In her eyes divorce was worse than a cardinal sin. Divorce was the devil’s invention. She wouldn’t entertain the idea that her son was gay.

  Homosexuality was even worse than divorce, in her opinion. It was nonsense for him to think that he was homosexual. She hadn’t given birth to one of those dreadful creatures,

  she’d assured him when he’d finally told her of his sexual orientation. He only thought he was a homosexual because he wasn’t having satisfactory relations with his wife.

  And that was all Caroline’s fault, she’d informed Richard. And, in an angry phone call that evening, had said the same thing to Caroline.




  She might be a staunch Roman Catholic but she was no Christian, Caroline thought wrathfully. Sarah hadn’t an ounce of compassion. She was an interfering, controlling, cold, rigid woman and

  she’d wreaked havoc on her son’s psyche. She was an expert at emotional blackmail. If Richard didn’t jump when Sarah said jump she made him feel very guilty. She niggled and

  nagged and exerted subtle but insidious pressure until she got her way. Caroline loathed her.




  Richard interrupted her musings. ‘Are you sure you wouldn’t come with me when I’m telling her we’re divorcing?’ he urged.




  ‘Absolutely not. Remember that phone call when she said it was my fault that you thought you were gay? Remember when we told her we were separating when you went to Boston and I went to

  Abu Dhabi? She wiped the floor with me. Remember the scene when she told me I was common and that if I’d been a proper wife all this would never have happened? No, Richard, I’m not

  going near that woman. I might say something I’d regret. You have to do this on your own. You have to stick up for yourself at least this once. Just keep saying to yourself, “This is my

  life and I’ll live it my way.” She’s lived hers.’




  ‘I know. I’d prefer to face the toughest judge in the law courts than her,’ Richard admitted.




  ‘That’s because you’re doing something for yourself. It’s always much harder to do something for yourself than for someone else.’




  The waiter arrived to clear away after their first course. Caroline and Richard sat back in their chairs and smiled at each other. The rippling hum of laughter and talk eddied and flowed around

  them. It was an elegant restaurant, luxuriously but tastefully decorated. The tables were well spaced, giving privacy. Rich gold damask curtains with crimson tassels hung at long narrow

  floor-to-ceiling windows, giving a cosy old-fashioned air. Candles flickered on all the tables. Discreet up-lighting threw shadows on the crimson and gold flock paper that adorned the walls.

  Touches of crimson in the lampshades and tiebacks picked up the colour in the wallpaper. It reminded Caroline of a salon in a stately home, but the nice touches, like the real log fire and the

  fresh cut flowers, lent a homely air. She had dined in all the top restaurants in the city, some of them so pretentious she’d dreaded going to them. This was one of her favourites. She was

  glad they’d had their last meal here before announcing the divorce.




  When the silent, efficient young man had glided away, Richard remarked quizzically, ‘You know, you’re so different from the shy quiet mouse that I married. You’re much more

  assertive and assured now, aren’t you? You wouldn’t say boo to a goose then.’




  Caroline grimaced. ‘I know. I was a disaster. I was terrified. But I’ve been through a lot. It leaves its mark and makes you stronger. I hope I’ll never go back to the way I

  was. But there are still times that I have those scary, fluttery, panicky fears. I want to let go of fear. The only way you can do that is by walking up to the thing you fear most and facing it.

  And for me that’s the fear of being on my own.’ She sighed. ‘That’s one of the reasons I want the divorce, Richard.’




  ‘You might meet someone,’ Richard said diffidently, fiddling with his soup spoon.




  ‘I’m not going looking. If it happens it happens, if it doesn’t . . .’ She shrugged her shoulders. ‘I was too needy with you, that’s why I married you. I

  don’t want to make the same mistake again.’




  Richard didn’t reply.




  They sat in silence for a while, awaiting their next course. ‘Have you told Devlin and Maggie that we’re divorcing?’ he asked. Caroline shook her head.




  ‘Not yet. I just wanted to get used to the idea myself first.’




  ‘I’m sure they’ll be delighted.’ Richard’s tone was caustic.




  ‘That’s not fair, Richard! Don’t be like that,’ Caroline retorted.




  ‘Sorry!’ His apology was half-hearted.




  ‘The girls were very kind to me when you were putting me through hell. They’ve always been there for me.’ Her voice held a note of anger.




  ‘I said I’m sorry. Don’t go on about it. It’s all water under the bridge now,’ Richard muttered uncomfortably. He hated it when she brought up the subject of his

  past treatment of her.




  ‘OK. Just don’t be nasty about my friends,’ Caroline said shortly. ‘I wonder who’ll buy the practice?’ she pondered, changing the subject.




  Richard gave a dismissive shrug. ‘I don’t care as long as I get plenty of cash. It’s worth a quid or two.’




  Caroline looked at her husband, so handsome, so successful, and so empty, and felt sad for him. He’d built up his practice to be one of the most lucrative in the country. Driven by the

  will to succeed. Pushed by his mother into a career he’d never wanted, so that he’d follow his father’s illustrious trail in the legal field. When she’d first met him,

  he’d been so ambitious. Now it meant nothing to him. Maybe it was good that way, she thought. That was why he could walk away from it so easily. His heart wasn’t in it any more.




  ‘I hope you get a fortune. You deserve it,’ she said warmly as the waiter arrived with consommé for her husband and potato and leek soup for Caroline.




  They ate in silence for a while, lost in their own thoughts, each wondering what the future held.




  Caroline squeezed some cleansing lotion into the palm of her hand and gently patted it onto her face in light circular motions. She’d been so tempted just to get into bed

  and bury her head under the pillows, but that way lay disaster, not to mention streaks of make-up and mascara on her pillowcases. The fine web of lines around her eyes was a clear indication that

  skincare was now a must, she thought ruefully. Once you were over thirty you couldn’t get away with slapping on the odd bit of cleanser and toner now and again. Men were so bloody lucky, she

  thought resentfully. Richard’s black hair had traces of grey and the lines around his eyes and mouth were deepening quite noticeably, but on him it looked attractive. Made him look mature and

  seasoned.




  Caroline felt suddenly depressed. Here she was, in her mid-thirties, and what had she to show for it? She was an alcoholic. She was childless. Her marriage was and always had been a sham and now

  she was getting divorced. Was she always going to be alone? Was this what was in the map of her life? Aloneness? How she hated the solitude of this bedroom, repository of so many memories of misery

  and pain. She should never have come back to the apartment. It had been a huge backward step. Why couldn’t she be more like her friends. They’d taken what was thrown at them and turned

  it around. She had run away, as usual.




  There was Devlin, successful beyond dreams, married to the most beautiful man a woman could wish for, although Caroline admitted that her best friend’s life had not been easy and

  she’d overcome a lot of suffering to get to where she was. Still, she’d done it.




  And Maggie, OK, she might be married to a toad but she had three beautiful children and a successful career as writer. She had achieved.




  What had she achieved? Caroline asked herself as she slathered more cleanser on her face. Bugger all!




  ‘Stop that!’ she said irritably to her reflection. ‘You stopped drinking. You made a career for yourself.’




  Big deal! You drank because you were a coward and you made a career on Devlin’s coat-tails. That’s nothing to be particularly proud of. Now you’re going to be on the shelf

  again. You’ve come around full circle, that’s exactly where you’ve got to in life, Caroline Yates, that hated inner voice taunted.




  Caroline scowled at her reflection. She’d done very well giving Richard advice. What advice should she give herself, seeing as she was so smart? She should read some of her self-help books

  and try and lift her spirits and get into a meditative state of mind before going to sleep. She couldn’t summon up the right attitude. It was much easier to wallow in negativity. It always

  was.




  ‘Oh . . . Oh deal with it,’ she gritted, before snapping off the light and getting into bed where she curled up in a ball and tried to ignore the rage and fear and

  disappointment and resentment that battled within her.




  





  Seven




  Richard tossed and turned, desperate for sleep, desperate to try and forget the ordeal that lay ahead of him the following day. How could he, one of the most successful legal

  eagles in the country, a grown man in his thirties, possibly be apprehensive about telling his aged mother that he was taking a step towards a future that he hoped would bring him happiness? It was

  ridiculous, he told himself over and over, his thoughts chasing each other like whirling dervishes.




  He was doing the right thing, he assured himself, as he pummelled his pillow into a more comfortable shape.




  When Charles had died he’d lost heart. Charles had always been his rock. Encouraging, listening, advising. Richard would have spent his life with him and been content. He’d always

  been peaceful with Charles.




  When his best friend and lover had been diagnosed with cancer, Richard, for the first time in his life, had put his own needs and career aside and gone to Boston to live out Charles’s last

  weeks. The bond had deepened, strengthened and he had his first experience of living an openly gay life.




  America had been a revelation to him. Watching gay men holding hands and being openly affectionate towards each other had been a discovery of delight for him. For once he’d felt free to be

  himself. To be who and what he truly was.




  After Charles’s death he had come home to his practice but the buzz wasn’t there any more. The drive, the ambition to be bigger, more successful than his peers had gone. He was

  working on autopilot and he didn’t care. His life was an empty shell. He’d gone back to Boston for a week, six months later, and knew America was the place where he wanted to be.

  He’d got in touch with some old friends who’d been very supportive when Charles was dying. One of them, Martin, also a lawyer and an Irishman, had half jokingly suggested that he become

  a partner in his law firm.




  ‘There’s lots of Irish people here that need advice about buying property and suchlike at home. Wills are always being contested. You know, the few acres that were left behind, and

  that kind of thing. It would be good to have an Irish slant on things.’




  ‘Everything’s moved on a lot these days. We’re a booming nation,’ Richard reminded the younger man.




  ‘All the more reason we should have you on board. You’re up to date. Think about it, Richard,’ Martin urged, and Richard knew that his interest was more than professional.




  Richard had felt alive for the first time in a long, long time. His mind started ticking. Pros and cons were examined, rationalized.




  You’d be running away.




  You’d be living the life you want on your own terms.




  Mother would freak.




  Let her freak! You’d be thousands of miles away from her. You’d never have to be at her beck and call again.




  You’d have to give Caroline a divorce. It wouldn’t be fair not to.




  You should give her a divorce anyway, whether you’re in Dublin or Boston.




  Back and forth went the internal dialogue. But the push in him was strong. It was time to change his life and Richard knew it. If he didn’t do it now he never would. It was all a question

  of guts. Did he have the guts to do it?




  He’d come home and tentatively told Caroline. She had been taken aback at first. She couldn’t believe that he’d consider selling the firm and emigrating. It was such a radical

  step for him. But she’d encouraged him to go for it and had agreed that divorce was their most realistic option. They had talked about divorce before but had always put it on the long finger.

  Now that the reality was looming both of them were apprehensive.




  As he lay in the dark, alone and unable to sleep, Richard conceded that it was more than apprehension he was feeling. It was almost terror. Now that he was putting his law practice on the market

  he would be taking a leap into the unknown. He’d never done that before. He’d always known from day to day, hour to hour exactly what he was doing. And on top of all that he had to

  break the news to his mother.
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