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Prologue
“Oh	my	god.	Oh	my	god,	oh	my	god,	oh

my	GOD!”	Verity	could	feel	her	voice

rising	with	every	repetition,	as	she	started

at	the	two	identical	pale	blue	lines	on	the

pregnancy	test	in	front	of	her.	The	other

three	pregnancy	tests	lined	up	on	the

bathroom	vanity,	their	mute	blue

testimony	echoing	the	result	she	held	in



her	hand.

“Pregnant.”	She	whispered.	“I’m

pregnant.	How	can	I	be	pregnant?	I’m	not

ready	to	be	pregnant!”

She	paced	around	the	small	room,

thinking	furiously.	What	was	Noah	going

to	say?	How	was	she	going	to	tell	him?

How	could	this	have	happened?	Well,

OK,	she	knew	how	it	happened,

obviously.	A	reminiscent	grin	crept



across	her	face	at	the	thought	of	exactly

how	it	had	happened,	and	probably	when.

She’d	had	a	stomach	bug,	and	it	must

have	made	her	contraceptive	pill

ineffective.	When	she	finally	felt	human

again	a	couple	of	days	later,	they’d	had	a

great	afternoon,	involving,	if	memory

served,	warm,	sticky	chocolate	sauce,

chilled	strawberries	and	a	can	of	whipped

cream.



As	the	realisation	filtered	through

her,	Verity’s	grin	grew	wider.	Placing	her

hand	on	her	stomach	she	whispered

reverently,	“A	baby.	Noah’s	baby.	My

baby!”	She	let	out	a	shriek	of	glee	and

danced	around	the	room	and	out	the	door,

sweeping	the	test	kits	into	her	handbag	as

she	left	the	room.	She	couldn’t	wait	for

Noah	to	get	home!

	





Chapter	1
5	years	later

Verity	hadn’t	meant	to	be	late.	But	she’d

called	Paul	for	a	bit	of	moral	support.	His

reaction	had	been	less	than	helpful.

“Noah?	You	mean	Noah	the

incredible	hottie	with	whom	the	sex	was

so	great	you’ve	never	found	anyone	to

match	it	despite	those	one	night	stands



which	I	told	you	were	a	bad	idea?”	He

took	a	deep	breath	and	went	on,	“The

Noah	who	you	snogged	at	that	party?	The

Noah	about	whom	you	always	get	weepy

but	will	never	really	tell	me	why?	That

Noah?	You’re	having	a	drink	with	him?”

“Yes,	Paul,	that	Noah.	I	know	he’s

the	enemy,	but	I	couldn’t	turn	Christa

down,	could	I?	I	mean	it’s	such	an	honour

being	asked	to	be	a	godparent.”



“Yes,	but	Christa	didn’t	say	you	had

to	have	a	drink	with	him,	did	she	now?

She	just	wants	you	both	to	be	godparents.

Think	about	what	you’re	doing	darling!

Does	she	want	you	to	drop	your	knickers

for	him	again	too?”

“Paul!	You’re	not	helping!”	Verity

wailed.

“Sorry	darling,	if	you	must	go,	you

must,	I	wash	my	hands	of	you.”	She



heard	him	sniggering	into	the	phone.

“But	can	I	come	too	and	watch?”

“No,	you	can’t.	I	hate	you.”

“Well,	I	love	you	too,	sweetie

despite	your	terrible	taste	in	all	other	men

but	me.	I	expect	a	full	report	tomorrow.”

Then	in	a	return	to	the	normal,	earnest

accountant	persona	that	he	showed	to	the

rest	of	the	world,	he	added,	“And	we	can

go	through	your	month’s	accounts	then



too.”

Then	Caruso	the	budgie	needed

feeding,	and	then	she	watered	the	indoor

plants,	telling	herself	she	wasn’t	putting

off	the	evil	hour	when	she	had	to	leave.

Finally	Verity	locked	up	and	headed	out.

Noah	was	waiting	at	the	bar	when

she	walked	in,	his	back	to	her.	The	light

didn’t	really	show	the	incredibly	deep,

rich	auburn	of	his	hair,	but	it	was	good



enough	to	display	the	breadth	of	his

shoulders,	and	the	taper	of	his	body	down

to	snug	fitting	jeans.	He	needed	a	haircut.

It	was	long	enough	that	it	had	begun

curling	on	the	top	and	at	his	collar.	She

dug	her	nails	into	her	palms	to	quell	the

itch	to	go	over	and	brush	her	fingers

through	it.	He	was	wearing	–	her	heart

gave	a	thump	–	the	shirt	she’d	given	him

that	last	birthday	of	his	when	they	were

together.	She’d	bought	it	for	him	because



it	was	the	exact	shade	of	green	of	his

eyes.	Although	really,	green	was	too

simple	a	word	to	describe	them.	They

were	the	shifting	colours	of	the	forest,

with	depths	and	shadows	and	lights	that

you	could	lose	yourself	in.	Verity	was

startled	out	of	her	musing	as	a	loud	group

jostled	past	her.	Giving	herself	a	mental

shake,	she	walked	over	to	the	bar.

Noah	had	known	the	instant	Verity



came	into	the	room.	It	was	probably	only

his	overactive	imagination,	but	he	was

sure	he	could	smell	her	perfume	from

here.	A	light,	floral	fragrance	that	suited

her	perfectly.	It	was	a	smell	he’d

associated	with	her	since	she	was	just	a

kid.	It	must	be	something	to	do	with	all

the	flowers	she	grew.	He	checked	the

mirror	over	the	bar,	and	there	she	was	in

the	reflection,	paused	in	the	doorway	as	if

in	midstep.



She	was	wearing	one	of	those

ridiculous	gypsy	skirts	that	floated

around	her	like	a	silk	cloud	and	heaven

help	him,	a	tiny	sun	top	in	a	pink	so

bright	it	hurt	his	eyes	to	look	at	it.	The

light	fabric	of	her	skirt	swirled	as	the

automatic	door	closed	behind	her.	The

motion	alternately	concealed,	then

revealed	her	legs.	They	would	be	silky

smooth	to	his	touch	when	he	ran	his

hands	up	along	the	long	delicate	muscles.



His	mouth	went	dry	and	a	shaft	of

desire	shot	through	him.	How	does	she

do	that?	Even	after	all	these	years,	all

they	had	been	through,	he	just	had	to	see

her,	smell	her,	to	want	her.	He	ordered	his

dirty	mind	to	stop	thinking	about	what

nestled	at	the	top	of	those	slim,	sleek

limbs.

Her	hair	was	oddly	simple,	just

blonde,	with	no	coloured	streaks,	no



feathers,	no	beads.	The	feathery	gamine

style	suited	her,	emphasising	her

cheekbones	and	the	fragility	of	her

features.	He	couldn’t	see	her	eyes	in	the

reflection	in	the	mirror	at	the	bar,	but

doubted	they	would	have	changed	from

the	deep	blue	he’d	last	looked	into.	She

seemed	to	be	in	a	bit	of	a	trance,	and	she

was	late.	Typical	Verity,	he	thought

indulgently.	She	came	toward	him	and	he

mentally	collected	himself,	hoping	that



his	idea	would	work.

He	stood,	and	stood,	and	stood.

Whenever	she	hadn’t	seen	him	for	a

while,	Verity	was	always	momentarily

overwhelmed	by	his	sheer	size.	At	6’4”

of	tanned,	lean	muscle,	he	always	made

her	feel	fragile	and	delicate.	Verity	edged

awkwardly	towards	him,	not	entirely	sure

of	how	to	greet	him,	this	first	meeting

since	the	‘unfortunate	incident’,	at



Christa	and	Sam’s	party.	She	slipped	onto

the	next	bar	stool,	happy	to	have

forestalled	any	efforts	at	a	hug,	a

handshake,	or	worse.

Noah	seemed	at	a	loss	to	know	how

what	to	say,	gazing	at	her	as	if	drinking	in

the	sight	of	her.	“Noah,”	she	said	finally.

“It’s	been	a	long	time.”	The	husky	tones

of	her	voice	acted	on	him	just	as	they

always	did	and	he	shifted	uneasily	on	the



seat,	swallowing	deeply	before	replying.

“It’s	good	to	see	you	Ver.	You’re	looking

great.”	Fascinated,	he	watched	the	pulse

jumping	in	her	throat.	Even	after	all	this

time,	he	knew	her	reactions	so	well.	He

could	see,	he	hoped,	she	was	affected	by

him,	just	as	he	was	by	her.

"Cosmo?"	he	asked,	waiting	for	her

nod	before	turning	to	the	bartender	and

ordering	her	favorite	cocktail.	Verity	had



to	restrain	the	impulse	to	order	something

different,	just	to	be	difficult,	but	in	truth,

she	felt	like	a	Cosmopolitan.

"Mum	says	your	Dad's	not	doing	too

well."

"Yeah,	he	was	diagnosed	with

terminal	cancer	in	winter."

"I'm	so	sorry	to	hear	that.	I	really

like	your	Dad.	I	can't	imagine	what	it

would	be	like	to	lose	one	of	my	parents."



Verity	blinked	several	times,	her

suddenly	tear	filled	eyes	threatening	to

overflow.	"In	true	Peter-fashion,	he

decided	that	rather	than	waste	away	at

home,	he	and	Mum	should	take	some	of

their	savings	and	go	on	a	cruise	around

the	world.	In	true	Adrianne-fashion,	my

mum	kicked	up	her	heels	in	glee,

arranged	a	sabbatical	from	her	job	and

then	took	over	the	planning."

"Do	you	hear	from	them	often?"



"We're	in	pretty	regular	email

contact	and	they	call	when	they	can,	but

it's	not	the	same	as	having	them	at	home.

It's	something	they've	always	wanted	to

do	though	and	they	were	so	young	when

they	had	me	that	they	never	got	the

chance	to	do	their	big	overseas	trip	like

they	planned."

"Did	your	Mum	use	all	those	travel

books	she'd	collected	over	the	years?"

"Did	she	what!	The	arguments	about



where	they	were	going	were	spectacular!

In	the	end,	they	decided	to	go	to	the

places	where	they	could	rough	it	while

Dad	was	well	and	mobile,	and	then	they'd

do	more	touristy	stuff	later	on.	They’re

having	a	blast.”

“That’s	really	good	to	hear.”	There

was	a	pause,	which	got	longer,	and

longer.

“This	is	all	very	pleasant,	Noah,	but



why	are	we	here	after	all	this	time?”

Verity	asked	in	a	rush,	as	the	silence

began	to	stretch	out	uncomfortably.

"I	guess	you	know	Sam	and	Christa

asked	me	to	be	Elizabeth's	godfather.

They	told	me	they're	asking	you	to	be	her

godmother.	I	just	thought	that	we	should

talk	about	it,	make	sure	we	can	be	civil	to

each	other,	that	sort	of	thing.	It's	been	a

long	time	Verity,	and	I	know	we	tick	each



other	off	royally	times,	but	at	the	end	of

the	day,	we're	family,	and	I	think	we	need

to	come	to	some	sort	of	agreement."

"A	truce	you	mean?"	Verity	sat	back.

A	small	part	of	her	-	which	she	would

deal	with	later	-	was	disappointed	that

this	was	all	that	Noah	wanted.	Another

part	was	jumping	for	joy.	Noah	added

spice	to	her	life,	like	a	good	dash	of

pepper.	Too	much	of	it	and	you	were



coughing	and	sneezing	and	needing	a

stiff	drink,	but	the	right	amount	could

make	the	dish	tastier.

"Well,	yeah,	I	guess	so.	Izzy	is	old

enough	now	that	she	notices	that	we're

never	at	parties	at	the	same	time.	I'd

really	like	her	to	feel	she	has	a	solid

extended	family,	and	the	same	for

Elizabeth	as	she	gets	older.	And	it	would

just	make	it	easier	all	round.	Sam	and



Christa	are	our	best	friends,	and	it'd	be

nice	for	them	not	to	have	to	tiptoe	around

us	all	the	time.	We	are	adults	after	all,

and	whatever	was	between	us	is	water

under	the	bridge	now."	Noah	fervently

hoped	that	Verity	wouldn't	see	through

the	half-truth.	She	had	a	nasty	knack	of

being	able	to	fix	him	with	one	of	those

stares	and	instantly	spot	a	lie.

A	slightly	larger	part	of	Verity



expressed	its	disappointment	with	a

sinking	feeling	in	the	pit	of	her	stomach.

She	took	a	healthy	swig	of	her	cocktail,

and	nodded	her	head	slowly	in

agreement.	"We'd	need	some	rules."	she

said	firmly.

Noah's	eyes	widened.	"Rules?	You?"

he	said	in	obvious	disbelief.	"Since	when

have	you	done	anything	by	the	rules?"

Verity	felt	obscurely	hurt.	Did	Noah



not	realise	that	she	was	a	successful

businesswoman	who	paid	taxes	and

everything?	OK,	so	her	landscape

gardening	business	was	small	compared

to	his	electrical	company,	but	even	so!

And	OK,	Paul	had	helped	with	the	tax

thing.	And	the	mortgage	on	her	cute	little

house,	but	still.	"I've	always	had	my	own

set	of	rules	which	I	lived	by	Noah,	even

if	they	weren't	apparent	to	you."



Noah	paused	and	considered,	and

realised	that	it	was	true.	Her	rules	might

not	be	the	same	as	others,	but	they	were

there,	and	an	important	part	of	the	person

she	was.	"What	kind	of	rules?"	Verity

didn't	even	stop	to	think.

"No,	and	I	repeat	no	touching.

Especially	no	kissing.	Preferably	no

drunkenness,	which	always	leads	to

touching	and	kissing	episodes.	No



winding	each	other	up	just	for	the	hell	of

it.	No	talking	about	the	past.	Ever.	And

no	asking	Christa	and	Sam	to	play

favourites	if	one	of	us	gets	huffy."

"Where's	the	fun	in	that?"	grumbled

Noah.	She	glared	at	him	across	the	top	of

her	Cosmopolitan.	He	rolled	his	eyes,	and

surrendered	"OK,	OK,	fine.	On	one

condition	-	if	either	of	us	wants	the	rules

to	change,	we	get	to	speak	up.	We	need	a



review	period	-	how	about	one	month?

That	way	we	can	see	if	the	rules	suck.

And	the	rules	don't	start	until	tomorrow.

Agreed?"

"Well,	given	that	we're	drinking	now,

yes,	OK,	starting	tomorrow	sounds

great."

Noah	looked	at	Verity.	"OK	then,

let's	kiss	on	it."	Before	Verity	had	time	to

protest,	Noah	had	taken	her	chin	firmly	in



his	hand,	and	touched	her	lips	with	his

own.	For	a	split	second,	her	lips	softened

and	parted	slightly,	and	she	leaned	into

him.	Then	she	pulled	herself	back,

blistering	him	with	a	glance.	"Typical.

Between	girlfriends	are	we?"

Noah	snorted	with	laughter	and	let

that	one	go.	"So,	Verity,	in	the	interests	of

our	new	truce,	how	are	things	going?	Are

you	still	gardening?	I	can	just	see	you



doing	it	in	one	of	those	sparkly

Tinkerbell	outfits	of	yours."

"Landscape	design	actually,	as	you

well	know,	and	I	have	work	clothes	thank

you	very	much.	It's	going	great.	I	have	a

regular	client	base,	and	enough	new	and

occasional	bits	of	work	to	keep	it

interesting.	Mostly	I	design	these	days,

but	I	like	to	muck	in	with	my	crew	just	to

keep	the	dirt	under	my	fingernails.	I’ve



got	five	great	people	who	work	for	me	on

a	job	by	job	basis.	It’s	a	lot	of	fun,

although	it	was	hard	work	keeping	the

business	going	while	I	did	my	business

degree.”	She	wiggled	her	nail	extensions

at	him,	ignored	his	skeptical	look	at	the

mention	of	her	degree	and	grinned	as	she

continued,	“I've	got	a	pretty	big	job	on	at

the	moment,	for	a	lovely	old	couple,	and

while	it's	not	what	I	would	want	in	my

garden,	it’s	kinda	fun.	What	about	you?"



"Well,	I	thought	it	would	be	hard,

coming	back	after	working	with	my	crew

on	overseas	contracts	for	so	long,	but

there’s	almost	too	much	work	to	handle

some	days.	I've	got	two	admin	staff,	a

sales	and	marketing	guy	and	ten	sparkies

on	my	books.	We're	doing	everything

from	new	commercial	premises,	to	fitting

out	old	buildings,	to	safety	inspections.	I

don't	do	any	hands-on	work	anymore,

except	at	home.	Doing	a	lot	of	that



working	on	the	business,	not	in	the

business	thing."

"Do	you	miss	it?"	asked	Verity

fascinated.	Noah	had	always	seemed	to

love	the	practical	side	of	his	business.

"Yeah,	I	do.	Some	days	I	have	to

take	my	toolbelt	and	help	out,	and	it's

great.	But	unless	I	wanted	to	stay

working	for	someone	else,	or	be	a	one-

man	band,	it's	really	the	way	things	go."



Noah	drained	the	last	of	his	drink,	looked

at	her	near	empty	glass	and	asked,

"Another	drink?	Or	something	to	eat

while	we're	talking?	We	still	need	to	sort

out	a	present	for	Elizabeth."

"Why	do	you	call	her	Elizabeth?

You've	been	doing	it	all	evening!"

"Because	I	hate	the	Izzy	and	Lizzy

thing!	It's	nauseatingly	cute.	I	may	have

to	shorten	it	to	Beth,	and	I	bet	if	I	do	it



for	long	enough,	everyone	else	will	start

doing	it	too."	Noah	grinned	as	he	spoke,

and	Verity	grinned	back,	caught	up	in	the

absurdity	of	his	attitude	and	the	moment.

“That’s	what	you	get	for	letting	a

seven	year	old	choose	her	sister’s	name	I

guess!	But	you’re	right,	there’s	lots	of

other	nicknames	for	Elizabeth.	Beth’s

lovely,	apart	from	the	Little	Women

thing.”



“Little	Women?”

“Yeah,	you	must	have	at	least	heard

of	the	book?	There’s	a	great	character

called	Beth;	she	dies.	Every	time.	No

matter	how	often	you	read	it	hoping	for	a

different	ending.”

“OK,	that’s	just	weird!	I’m	still

sticking	with	Beth.”

The	tension	between	them	eased,

and	they	chatted	companionably.	"One



for	the	road?"	Noah	offered,	as	Verity

finished	her	drink.

"Thanks,	but	no.	I’ve	got	to	get

going.	We've	had	a	pleasant	conversation

for	-	wow,	over	an	hour!	Let's	take	that	as

a	good	sign	that	this	truce	is	going	to

work,	at	least	for	a	while.	Shall	we

prezzie	shop	together	for	Beth	at	the

weekend,	or	shall	we	get	her	something

ourselves?"	Verity	could	have	kicked



herself	as	she	realized	she’d	picked	up

Noah’s	nickname	already.

"I	think	we	should	each	get	our	own.

But	I	reckon	for	Christmas	we	should

build	the	girls	a	playhouse.	Yes?"	Verity's

eyes	lit	up.

"I	love	it!	I	could	make	a	secret	fairy

garden	for	them.	The	back	yard	is	so

large	it	would	be	easy	to	find	them	a

quiet	corner.	I	could	do	the	hard	digging,



and	then	Izzy	could	help	with	the

planting.	What	a	great	idea."	Noah	could

see	that	Verity	was	already	mentally

planning	the	garden	layout,	and	laughed

at	the	thought	of	her	out	there	with	a

spade.	"Let's	get	together	on	Saturday

and	we	can	rough	out	some	plans?	We

can	make	the	playhouse	at	your	place	and

move	the	whole	thing	over.	Unless

you’ve	changed	massively	in	the	kitchen

department,	I	think	it’s	safer	if	I	bring



lunch?"

"Haha,	very	funny.	But	yeah	some

stuff	from	the	bakery	would	be	good.	I’ll

try	and	find	some	of	that	cheap	sweet

wine	I	know	you	like."

“Oh	I’m	lolling	so	hard	right	now,”

Verity	rolled	her	eyes.	They	agreed	upon

a	time,	and	parted	with	no	touching.

	

*****



	

Unseen	in	the	dark	shadows	of	the

car	park	outside,	the	solitary	figure

watched	the	shining	pair	come	out	of	the

pub.	The	much	taller	and	broader	male

figure	seemed	to	offer	protection	and

shelter	to	the	smaller	female.	The

watcher's	fingers	clenched	so	hard	into

her	palms	that	the	sharp	nails	drew	blood.

So,	it	had	begun	again.	Noah	was	hers,

only	hers,	and	she	would	not	tolerate	any



interference.	She	followed	him	home,

making	sure	he	arrived	safely,	humming

softly	under	her	breath.	He	was	a	good

man,	and	he	loved	her,	and	only	her.	He

just	hadn't	realised	it	yet.

	

*****

	



Chapter	2
Verity	pushed	back	the	branches	that

were	clutching	at	her	clothes	and	dragged

her	chilled	fingers	through	the	tangle	of

her	hair	then	rubbed	her	palms	against	the

goose	bumps	on	her	arms.	The	wind	had

picked	up	and	clouds	scudded	quickly

across	the	dark	night	sky.

She	was	on	a	narrow	track	through



the	woods,	dressed	only	in	a	thin	cotton

dress	and	her	highest	strappy	stilettos,

with	no	torch,	no	handbag,	no	mobile

phone,	no	jacket,	and	no	memory	of	who

she	was.	She	glanced	around,	searching

for	a	point	of	reference.	A	faint	memory

tugged	at	her	but	she	couldn’t	quite	grasp

it.	Had	she	been	here	before?

A	flash	of	white	caught	her	eye	and

she	turned	her	head	to	follow	it.	She



noticed	a	flickering	of	light	and	shadow

ahead	of	her.	She	moved	towards	it,	her

thin	shoes	offering	her	feet	little

protection	against	the	sharp	stones	of	the

path.	She	stopped	short	as	she	spied	the

man	standing	in	a	small	clearing.	He

looked	like	he	was	waiting	for	something

-	or	someone.	His	stance	was

heartbreakingly	familiar.	She	swallowed

hard	and	tried	to	breathe	as	quietly	as

possible.	She	didn’t	question	the	instinct



that	made	her	pull	back	to	hide	amongst

the	shrubs	to	the	side	of	the	path.	The

man	glanced	in	her	direction,	then	looked

away.	Had	he	seen	her?	Verity	couldn’t

tell.	He	looked	familiar,	but	somehow

not.

He	stood	in	the	middle	of	the

clearing,	with	his	face	raised	to	the	sky.

Verity	gasped,	renewed	panic	rippling

through	her	as	a	sudden	shaft	of



moonlight	illuminated	his	face.	It	was

Noah.	Verity	could	see	his	smile	as	he

welcomed	the	arrival	of	someone,	but	she

couldn’t	see	who.

It	was	coldly,	utterly	evil	and	it	was

coming	closer.	She	could	taste	the	sharp

ozone	of	fear	as	a	cruel	wind	wafted	the

foul	odour	of	carrion	towards	her.	Her

blood	felt	sluggish	and	icy	as	terror

swamped	her.	She	hesitated,	torn	between



impulses	of	fight	or	flight,	before	leaning

out	of	her	hiding	place	to	warn	the	man.

Renewed	panic	rippled	through	her	as	a

sudden	shaft	of	moonlight	illuminated	his

face.

She	could	see	his	smile	as	he

welcomed	what	could	only	be	the	evil,

but	she	couldn’t	see	who	–	or	what	–	it

was.	The	chill	black	silence	intensified	as

she	tried	to	call	out	again,	to	move,	to



warn	him,	but	she	was	frozen	where	she

stood.	When	she	opened	her	mouth	to

call	out,	her	breath	froze	in	her	throat.

Her	voice	refused	to	make	a	sound	as

dread	overwhelmed	her,	leaching	every

bit	of	courage	from	her	bones.

The	fear	grew	stronger.	She	began	to

shake	as	the	need	to	scream	forced	its

way	into	her	throat.	A	swirling	cloud	of

black	swooped	down	into	the	clearing



and	settled	over	Noah’s	head	and

shoulders.	She	watched,	helpless	with

horror,	as	the	shadow	wound	around	him,

sending	smoky	tendrils	down	his	body,

wrapping	around	him,	shrouding	him	in

darkness.	A	flash	of	lightning	revealed

him	in	stark	relief	as	he	arched	his	back

in	a	convulsive	movement.	His	hands

came	up	to	his	face,	sinking	into	the

opaque	substance	covering	his	mouth	and

nose.



With	an	effort	so	great	it	felt	like	she

was	tearing	herself	in	half,	Verity

wrenched	herself	free	of	the	fear	that

froze	her,	not	sure	if	she	was	going	to	run

to	help	Noah,	or	away	to	escape.	Her

shoe	caught	on	the	sharp	edge	of	a	rock

and	pain	bloomed	bright	and	vicious	as

she	found	herself	falling,	falling	forever

down	into	oblivion.

Still	panting,	and	with	her	hand	to



her	throat,	Verity	woke.	The	phone	was

ringing	and	she	fumbled	it	off	her

nightstand.	She	tried	to	talk,	but	her	voice

was	nothing	but	a	hoarse	croak.	There

was	no	one	on	the	other	end	of	the	line,

just	the	familiar	hollow	echo	and	faint,

far	away	sounds	followed	by	a	loud	click

as	the	caller	disconnected.	Frustrated	and

frightened,	she	threw	the	handset	away

from	her,	across	the	room.	She	closed	her

eyes,	willing	herself	calm.	Several



minutes	or	hours	later,	she	opened	them

again.	Had	the	phone	just	rung?	She

wasn’t	sure.	Reaching	a	hand	towards	the

water	on	her	bedside	table,	she	noticed

that	she	was	shaking.	Goose	bumps	still

raised	the	flesh	on	her	arms.	She	gulped

the	water	and	lay	back	on	her	bed.	What,

she	thought,	was	that?	Another	recurring

nightmare,	and	getting	worse	all	the	time.

Someone	was	trying	to	get	a	message

through,	and	she	was	really	going	to	have



to	get	up	the	guts	to	talk	to	Noah	about	it.

She	picked	up	her	dream	diary,	and	noted

the	details	of	last	night's	dream	quickly.

She	skimmed	back	through	the	book,

comparing	this	latest	version	with	the

earlier	dreams	she	had	recorded.	The

details	were	definitely	coming	through

more	clearly.	But	who,	or	what	was	the

evil?	Could	it	be	whoever	was	making	all

those	strange	phone	calls?	Were	they	part

of	the	message?	Shaking	her	head,	she



staggered	out	of	bed	and	headed	for	the

shower.	She'd	talk	to	Noah,	even	though

he	was	bound	to	rubbish	what	she	had	to

say.	He'd	never	believed	in	the	possibility

of	another	world,	and	always	laughed	at

Verity's	claim	that	she	could	sense	spirits.

	

*****

Verity	kissed	the	top	of	Beth’s	head,

a	soft	brush	of	her	lips	over	the	bright



silky	hair.	Then	cuddling	the	baby	close,

she	buried	her	face	in	the	crook	of	her

tiny	neck,	breathing	in	the	milky,	baby-

powder	fragrance.	Her	heart	swelled	in	a

painful	ache	of	tenderness,	mingling	with

a	feeling	of	loss	for	something	she’d

almost	had.	Cuddling	the	baby	closer	to

her,	she	glanced	up	at	Christa,	her	eyes

bright	with	unshed	tears.

“She’s	perfect.”	She	whispered,



blinking	away	the	foolish	tears.

“I	know,”	grinned	Christa.	She	was	

touched	by	Verity’s	emotional	response,	

which	echoed	her	own	when	she	had	first	

held	her	tiny	newborn.		“I’d	forgotten	

how	small	they	are	though.	So	delicate!	I	

have	to	keep	reminding	myself	that	she’s	

tougher	than	she	looks	–	Sam	was	

terrified	of	dropping	her	at	first.	Now	of

course	he’s	an	expert.”



Christa	laughed	as	she	thought	of

how	things	had	changed.	Sam	had	read

every	baby	book	he	could	lay	his	hands

on.	Now	he	was	almost	confident	that	he

knew	what	he	was	doing.	“He’s	a	dab

hand	at	bathing	and	changing	her.	And

even	better,	he	gets	up	for	her	2am	feed

so	I	can	sleep!”

Verity	gave	herself	a	stern	reminder

to	banish	the	might-have-beens	from	her



thoughts	and	forced	herself	back	into	the

present.

“And	what	about	Izzy?	How’s	she

coping	with	everything?”	she	asked.

Christa	smiled	fondly.

“She’s	brilliant	Ver.	Loves	her	little

sister	to	bits	and	couldn’t	be	more

helpful.	She’ll	sit	there	and	hold	her	and

talk	to	her	for	hours.	I	did	worry	that	she

would	feel	left	out,	but	I	needn’t	have.



They	really	have	a	special	bond.”

Verity	opened	her	mouth	to	speak,

then	closed	it	again.	Christa	seemed	to

hve	forgotten	most	of	the	events	that	had

happened	when	they	had	first	moved	into

the	house,	and	been	so	troubled	by

uneasy	spirits	in	the	old	building.	Izzy

had	confided	to	Verity	that	she	was	sure

her	new	baby	sister	was	the	child	ghost,

Lizzy,	who	had	been	her	friend	and	had



promised	to	come	back	and	see	her	if	she

could.

Verity	had	no	trouble	believing	this.

It	may	be	that	Lizzy	Wellsford	had

unfinished	business	as	her	previous	life

had	been	cut	short	almost	before	it	had

begun.	Still,	neither	Sam	nor	Christa	ever

referred	to	their	experiences	with	the

supernatural.	Verity	suspected	they	were

uncomfortable	memories.	Not	only



because	of	the	ghostly	aspect	but	also

because	of	the	drama	they	had	both	been

going	through	when	they	first	got

together.

Reincarnation	would	certainly

explain	the	almost	palpable	connection

between	Izzy	and	her	new	sister,	young

as	she	was.	She	realised	the	room	was

silent	and	she	glanced	at	Christa,	who

was	looking	at	her	with	a	quizzical	look



on	her	face.	Belatedly	she	realised

Christa	had	been	speaking	to	her	and	she

hadn’t	heard	a	word.

“Sorry,	I	was	miles	away.	What	did

you	say?”

Good-humouredly	Christa	repeated

her	question.

“I	feel	a	bit	funny	asking	this,	but…”

Verity	cocked	an	eyebrow	at	her	and

nodded	for	her	to	go	on.



“I	should	have	checked	with	you

before,	but	are	you	OK	with	sharing

godparent	duties	with	Noah?	I	know

things	are	a	bit	rocky	between	two	of

you,	and	we	can	have	her	christened	at	St

Bart’s	in	a	couple	of	weeks.	We	were

waiting	until	Jaime	was	back	for	a	break,

but	there’s	been	a	cancellation	in	this

month’s	christening	roster.”	Jaime	was

her	and	Noah’s	younger	sister,	an	actress.



“Wouldn’t	they	give	her	any	time

off?	It’s	only	a	soap	after	all.”

“Well,	it’s	not	the	highbrow	stuff	she

trained	for	but	she’s	really	enjoying	it	and

from	those	DVDs	she	sent	over,	it’s

actually	quite	good.	It’s	just	so	far	from

England	to	here,	she	can’t	justify	the	time

it	would	take	out	of	the	shooting

schedule.”

“That’s	such	a	shame.	Are	you	sure



you	don’t	want	to	wait	until	she	can	come

back?”

“Well	we	could,	but	Izzy	was	six

months	old	when	we	had	her	christened

so	we	thought	it	would	be	great	to	do	it

when	they	were	the	same	age.	And	if	we

wait	any	longer,	Liz	will	be	too	big	for

the	family	christening	robe.	And	knowing

Jaime,	Elizabeth	would	be	school	age

before	she	got	around	to	coming	back.



The	only	thing	I’m	worried	about	is	you

and	Noah.	After	what	happened	at	the

party	a	couple	of	years	ago…”	Verity

interrupted	her.

“Shut	up	already!	You	know	I’d	be

honored.	And	it’s	fine	about	Noah.	We

already	called	a	truce,	if	you	can	believe

it.”	Those	stupid	tears	threatened	again

but	she	blinked	them	away	fiercely.

Before	she	could	say	any	more,	Christa



added	hesitantly,

“Oh	my	god!	About	bloody	time!

But,”	she	watched	her	friend	anxiously,

“we’d	also	like	to	name	the	two	of	you	as

legal	guardians	to	the	girls	if	anything

should	happen	to	Sam	and	me.”

Kaloo	kalay,	thought	Verity	grimly.

It	looks	like	fate	is	determined	to	throw

us	together.

“Nothing’s	going	to	happen	to	you



and	Sam,”	she	protested,	“Not	until

you’re	old	and	gray	at	least!”	Christa

tried	to	smile.

“That’s	what	Tony	always	thought

too.	I	guess	losing	him	when	Izzy	was	so

small	made	me	realise	that	bad	stuff

happens.	We’re	just	trying	to	be	prepared.

But	if	it’s	too	much,	then	I	understand	if

you’d	rather	not.	It’s	just,	you	and	Noah

are	our	best	friends	and	we	can’t	think	of



anyone	we’dtrust	more	to	bring	up[	the

girls	the	way	we	would.”

Verity’s	eyes	widened	like	a	possum

in	the	headlights	so	Christa	rushed	on,

“Just	think	about	it,	OK?	If	it’s	too	much,

for	whatever	reason,	no	worries.	I’ll

understand	–	and	so	will	Sam.”

As	Verity	stared	down	at	the

sleeping	bundle	in	her	arms,	Christa

leaned	over	and	gave	her	a	hug.



"Honestly	Ver,	if	you	can't	do	it,	then	you

can't."

Verity	swallowed	past	the	lump	in

her	throat.	"It's	not	that	I	don't	want	to,"

she	began,	:Of	course	I’ll	do	it.	I’m

honoured	that	you	trust	me	that	much.	It’s

just,	mowt	people	think	I’m	such	a	screw

up	–	sometimes	I	forget	that	you	know

me	better	than	I	know	myself."

"You	know	I	couldn’t	have	got



through	Tony’s	death	without	you	–	you

were	my	rock.	"You	would	do	a	great	job

with	the	girls.:

"Yeah	-	just	try	and	stop	me!	Of

course	I’ll	do	it.	And	stuff	Noah	if	he

doesn’t	like	it!"	retorted	Verity,	grateful

to	restore	a	bit	of	humour	to	the

conversation.	Sensing	that	she	had	said

enough	for	the	meantime,	Christa	steered

the	conversation	to	other	things	for	the



remainder	of	Verity's	visit.

	

*******

Verity	pulled	into	the	driveway	of

Noah's	house.	She	paused	briefly	to

reapply	the	lipstick	she	had	nervously

chewed	off.	She	sighed,	opened	the	door

of	the	small	red	convertible	and	headed

up	the	stairs	to	the	front	door,	picnic

basket	in	hand.



She	knocked,	and	heard	a	cheerful

"Come	on	in	Ver,	I'll	be	there	in	a

minute."	It	was	years	since	she	had	been

to	Noah's	house,	and	she	could	see	from

the	entrance	that	it	had	changed

significantly.	The	awful	carpet	had	been

removed	to	show	the	beautiful	wooden

floor	underneath.	The	walls	had	been

painted	a	soft,	warm	cream	and	the

painted	panelling	had	been	stripped	back

to	the	original	native	wood	and



revarnished	beautiftully.

Verity	walked	on	through	to	the

kitchen,	which	had	also	been	completely

remodelled	since	she	was	last	there.	It

now	opened	onto	the	living	area	and	a

large	deck	at	the	back	of	the	house.	On	a

lovely	day	like	today,	the	sun	streamed

into	the	rooms,	warming	her.

As	she	put	the	picnic	basket	on	the

island	bench,	Verity	felt	a	sudden	chill



sweep	through	her,	and	she	shuddered.

"Goose	walk	over	your	grave?"	rumbled

a	voice	behind	her.	She	whirled	and

nearly	collided	with	Noah	who	had

walked	up	behind	her.	"Someone	should

buy	you	a	bell!"	she	snapped,	angry	with

herself	for	over-reacting.	"Or	perhaps	you

could	start	clomping.	It's	just	not	fair	on

those	of	us	who	would	prefer	not	to	have

a	heart	attack	every	time	you	sneak	into

the	room."



"I	wasn't	sneaking,"	retorted	Noah,

"you	were	off	in	a	world	of	your	own,	as

normal.	You'd	been	standing	there	for

ages	staring	into	space	before	I	came	in."

Verity	shook	herself,	and	checked	the

time.	Noah	was	right,	it	must	have	been

at	least	five	minutes	since	she	came	into

the	kitchen.	She	must	have	gone	into	a

light	trance	without	meaning	to.	It	had

been	ages	since	she'd	lost	control	like

that.	She	shivered	again.	Something



wasn't	right,	and	it	only	confirmed	her

opinion	that	she	really	needed	to	talk	to

Noah	about	the	dream.

With	an	effort,	she	lifted	her	head,

visualized	herself	surrounded	by

protective	white	light	and	with	a	smile

said,	"So	much	for	the	truce!	It's	only

been	a	few	minutes	and	we're	already

niggling	each	other!"

"Ver,	you're	fooling	yourself	if	you



think	that	we'll	ever	stop!	It's	part	of	our

charm.	Adds	spice."	Noah	laughed.

"OK,	OK,	you're	right.	But	let's	try

to	keep	it	to	a	minimum?	Perhaps	food'll

take	the	edge	off	-	here's	lunch.	I've	got

some	bread	and	brie	and	fruit.	Alright?"

"Sauvignon	blanc	still	OK?	Let's

take	it	outside	shall	we?	Lovely	day	for

it."

	



*****

	

The	watcher's	eyes	narrowed	and	she

let	out	a	hiss	of	breath.	It	was	that	woman

again,	that	one	from	the	pub.	What	was

she	doing	here?	And	who	was	she?	She

looked	disturbingly	familiar.	Well,	it

wouldn't	be	hard	to	find	out.	That	flahy

little	car	was	parked	right	outside	Noah's

house,	so	she	could	do	a	search	on	the



registration	plate.	The	little	bitch	needed

to	understand	that	Noah	was	not	available

and	she	should	get	her	filthy	hands	off

him.	But	for	now,	she'd	keep	watching,

and	make	sure	that	if	they	seemed	to	be

getting	close,	there	would	be	a

disturbance.	There	was	a	tree	one	street

over	which	looked	directly	into	Noah's

back	yard.	It	would	give	her	the	perfect

vantage	point	for	keeping	Noah	hers,	and

hers	alone,	not	that	slut’s,	nor	any	other.



	

*****

They	moved	out	to	the	deck,	and

settled	at	the	wooden	table.	"How	was	the

rest	of	your	week?	Did	you	get	all	your

pricing	done?"

"Just	about.	Finished	the	last	of	it

this	morning.	Couple	of	late	ones	though.

I	really	need	to	find	a	person	who	can	at

least	put	all	the	documentation	together



for	me,	even	if	I	have	to	do	the	pricing.

Bit	of	a	challenge	though	getting	the	right

person.	What	about	your	flamingo

garden?	All	finished?"

"Nearly,	unless	they	decide	to	do	

more	to	it!	It’s	really	cute	but	a	bit	much.	

Still,	they	love	it	and		they're	the	ones	

who	have	to	live	with	it!	I	love	the	

challenge	of	trying	to	make	someone’s	

vision	fit	into	the	space	they've	got.	I’m	



trying	to	work	on	things	that	will	flower

at	the	right	time	so	the	garden	looks	great

and	aslso	reflects	the	changing	seasons."

"What	else	are	you	doing	Ver?	Still

singing?"

"No,	gave	that	up	years	ago	-	I

wasn't	really	very	good	at	it!"

"Yeah,	but	you	seemed	to	enjoy	it	so

much	none	of	us	had	the	heart	to	tell	you!

Are	you	still	involved	with	your	freaks’



club?"

"It's	not	freaks,	Noah,	it's	mystics!	I

don’t	have	much	to	do	with	them

anymore.	I’ve	been	so	busy	lately.	But

even	though	I’m	not	involved	so	much,	I

still	believe	there's	more	to	life	than	the

parts	that	we	can	see	and	touch.	I	know

you	don’t	agree	with	it	but	there	was

something	I	wanted	to	talk	to	you	about."

Noah	raised	a	sceptical	eyebrow,	but



didn't	comment.	He	remembered	some

huge	arguments	about	this	in	the	past.

"Are	you	actually	going	to	listen	this

time?"	Verity	sounded	surprised.	Noah

paused	for	a	moment,	gathered	his

thoughts	and	replied,	"Look,	it's	a	lovely

day,	I'm	enjoying	the	wine	and	the	food,

and	the	company	is	great,	if	a	little	out

there,	so	I	guess	I	can	sit	quietly	for	a

minute	while	you	tell	me	about	your



latest	hocus	pocus."

Verity	took	a	big	breath.	Not	exactly

an	encouraging	response,	but	she

ploughed	on	regardless.	"Look,	Noah,

you	know	I	have	dreams	that	sometimes

come	true."	If	possible,	Noah's	eyebrow

rose	even	further,	but	he	stayed	silent.

"I've	been	having	these	dreams,	well,

nightmares	really.	I've	had	them	for	a

couple	of	months	now,	and	they're	getting



worse,	and	more	detailed.	Noah,	they're

about	you,	and	I'm	really	worried	that

you're	in	some	kind	of	danger."	Noah

snorted	disbelievingly.	"I've	got	my

dream	diary	here	-	could	you	at	least	have

a	look	at	it?	I've	dated	all	the	dreams	and

book	marked	the	ones	that	I	think	relate

to	you.	Please	Noah,	even	if	you're	just

doing	it	to	humour	me.	I'm	really

worried."



Noah	sighed,	a	sigh	which	clearly

indicated	he	was	doing	this	under	protest,

but	reached	out	a	hand	for	the	diary.	"I'll

make	coffee	while	you	read	it	shall	I?"

Noah	looked	up.	One	thing	he'd	loved

about	Verity	when	they	were	together

was	how	she	made	herself	at	home

everywhere	she	went,	without	being

pushy	or	overbearing	about	it.	She	just,

well,	pottered	he	supposed,	and	did

things.	It	was	nice.	And	she	was	going	to



make	him	coffee	so	he	supposed	the	least

he	could	do	was	read	the	stupid	diary.	A

dream	diary,	for	God’s	sake!!!	He	shook

his	head,	and	opened	the	book	at	the

marked	pages.

While	she	made	the	coffee,	Verity

watched	Noah	through	the	doors.	He	was

going	to	flip.	In	fact,	at	best,	he	would

suggest	she	get	some	professional	help

because	she	was	obviously	disturbed.	But



in	the	meantime,	she	had	passed	the

message	on.	Hopefully	the	dreams	would

go	away	now	she	had	done	that.	It	was	a

funny	thing	about	dreams.	You	passed	the

message	on,	and	if	the	dream	didn't	come

true	you	were	accused	of	being	a	freak	or

a	weirdo.

But	what	if	you	hadn't	passed	the

message	on?	What	if	she	hadn't	told

Christa	to	avoid	a	particular	intersection,



and	she'd	had	an	accident.	Or	what	if	she

hadn't	suggested	that	Noah	stay	home

from	work	on	a	particular	day	and	there

was	a	falling	beam?	To	her	way	of

thinking,	you	had	to	pass	the	message	on.

It	was	there	for	a	reason,	and	when	you

had	as	many	dreams	about	one	person	as

she	had	about	Noah...

"Oh	shit!"	she	thought,	suddenly

remembering	other	dreams	about	Noah	in



her	dream	diary,	which	were	not	nearly	as

sinister.	Surely	he	wouldn't	have	read

anything	she	hadn’t	marked?	Like	hell,

she	thought.	This	was	Noah,	and	of

course	he	would	stoop	so	low!	She

grabbed	the	coffee	and	cups	and	charged

outside,	to	find	Noah	looking	at	her	with

what	could	only	be	described	as	a	smug

look	on	his	face.

"So	it's	not	only	bad	dreams	you



record	then?	Interesting	subconscious

you	have	there."	Verity	grabbed	for	the

diary.	Laughing,	Noah	stood	and	held	it

well	out	of	her	reach.	"I	particularly	like

this	one	with	the	ice	cream.	Very…

summery."	Verity	flushed	scarlet	with

mortification	at	the	thought	of	that

particularly	explicit	dream.	Silently,	she

vowed	never	to	write	the	sensual	dreams

down	again.	Gritting	her	teeth,	and

willing	back	the	rising	tide	of	red,	she



persisted.	"But	did	you	read	the	other

ones?"

"Yeah,	Ver,	I	did,	and	honestly,	I'm

really	worried."	Verity's	blush	receded.

Noah	had	read	her	dreams	and	was

worried?	Hallelujah!!	Apparently	some

things	did	change.	Her	bubble	was

immediately	burst	by	his	following

comment.	"Are	you	feeling	OK	Ver?	Is

there	anything	really	worrying	you?



Because	these	dreams	are	kind	of

disturbed,	even	a	bit	psychotic.	Have	you

talked	to	anyone	about	them?	Maybe	you

need	some	sort	of	medical	help?"

"I	should	have	put	money	on	it,"

Verity	muttered	under	her	breath.	"	I'm

perfectly	healthy	and	well	adjusted.	Give

me	back	my	diary	and	I'll	go	now.	But

don't	forget,	I	tried	to	warn	you!"	her

voice	rose	higher	as	tears	of	anger



threatened	to	clog	her	throat.	Noah

reluctantly	gave	the	diary	back,	and

Verity	stormed	over	to	her	bag,	all	her

good	intentions	completely	flown	out	the

window.	She	stomped	down	the	hallway

and	out	to	the	car,	oblivious	of	the

pedestrian	on	the	other	side	of	the	street.

Noah	lay	back	in	the	deck	chair,

chuckling	as	he	heard	the	front	door	slam

and	Verity's	car	race	off.	There	was



nothing	quite	like	making	Verity	mad,	he

thought,	except	making	her	hot.	He

closed	his	eyes	and	felt	the	warmth	of	the

sun	on	his	face,	as	he	remembered	her

dream.	Nothing	much	but	her,	him,	and	a

tub	of	ice	cream	in	his	back	yard.	His

body	stirred	as	he	recalled	the	sensuous

images	from	her	dream	diary.	The	spoon,

her	tongue,	and	the	sudden	chill	of	the	ice

cream	seemed	very	vivid	to	him	and

unconsciously,	his	hand	pressed	against



the	growing	bulge	in	his	shorts,

imagining	it	was	the	pressure	from

Verity's	hand.

He	increased	the	pressure	and	a

small	groan	left	his	lips	as	he	ran	through

the	dream	in	his	mind.	Her	lips	on	his,

her	hand	on	him,	and	then	her	lips	and

the	ice	cream	all	over	him.	He	stroked	his

now	fully	erect	penis,	thinking	only	of

her.



Slowly	he	became	aware	of	a	noise

disturbing	his	fantasy.	It	was	an	irritating

buzzing.	Shit!	he	thought,	it	was	the

door!	Hurriedly	rearranging	himself,	he

went	to	answer	it.	He	saw	a	flash	of

scarlet	through	the	clear	glass	to	the	side

of	the	door,	as	whoever	it	was	turned	and

ran	off	down	the	street.	Women!	He

thought,	even	the	good	ones	are	bloody

hard	to	understand!

	



*****

	

From	her	tree,	the	watcher	could	see

their	lunch,	see	them	talking	and	laughing

as	if	they	enjoyed	being	there.	Noah	was

reading	something,	and	that	slut	was

inside.	The	watcher's	eyes	focused	on	the

shadowed	figure	in	the	kitchen,	and	she

murmured	quietly	under	her	breath	as	her

fingers	traced	a	delicate	pattern	in	the	air.



Soon	enough,	the	pair	in	the	garden

quarrelled	and	the	mood	changed.	With	a

satisfied	smile,	the	Watcher	shinnied

down	from	her	tree	and	headed	back	on

to	the	street.	She	was	just	in	time	to	see

the	slut	whore	screech	off	in	her	obvious

car.	She	needed	to	see	Noah	so	much	that

she	gave	in	to	a	moment	of	weakness,

crossed	the	street	and	rang	his	doorbell.

She	saw	him	through	the	window	as	he

came	down	the	hall	to	answer	it.	He



looked	sexily	rumpled	and	with	a

horrified	gasp,	the	watcher	realised	he

looked	aroused.	He	had	been	thinking	of

that	slut	bitch	whore!

Speechless	with	rage,	her	idea	for

spending	the	afternoon	with	him

evaporated,	and	she	whirled	and	ran.

Back	at	her	car,	and	safely	out	of	sight,

she	began	to	plan,	and	scheme.	The	slut

had	to	be	kept	away.	But	how?



Knowledge	is	power,	she	thought,	and

smiled	secretively	as	she	considered	how

to	gain	access	to	the	slut's	secrets,	friends

and	house.	After	all,	she	thought,	it	was

easy	enough	to	get	into	Noah's	house	and

life	when	he	wasn't	expecting	it.	There

was	no	one	who	could	stop	her.	Calm

now,	she	started	the	car	and	drove	home

sedately,	a	long	afternoon	of	internet

research	ahead	of	her.

	



*****
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