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Chapter One 

 

Jessica Wyld never expected to be home that day. She should have left Brisbane behind and 

been in Bundaberg at the WriteFest, but there had been a problem with the plane before 

take-off. The passengers had to disembark and return to the terminal, with much grumbling, 

while the plane was towed away for service. Then the announcement came that the flight 

had been cancelled.  

‘I’m sorry, Miss Wyld,’ the attendant at the counter said, her attempted smile wavering 

as she gazed at the line of people behind Jessica ,waiting to complain. ‘But there will 

definitely be a flight tomorrow. Shall I book you on that?’ 

This meant she would miss the first day of networking, but it couldn’t be helped. 

‘Yes, please.’ 

The woman passed the ticket back to her. ‘Thank you for being so understanding.’ 

Jessica smiled automatically, her mind already jumping ahead. Her boss would be 

unhappy at losing a day of networking, but there was nothing she could do about it. She 

dialled her number as she walked back to the car park. 

‘It’s a blessing in disguise,’ the boss responded when Jessica told her of the cancellation. 

‘Now you can come in here to work. I’m having problems and I need you to take over a class 

this morning.’ 

Jessica was quite capable of running the creative writing class, she had filled in before, 

but she wondered if the students would be happy.  They were expecting a bestselling author 

to take them through the processes of writing a novel, hoping a little of her brilliance would 

rub off on them. Instead they would get her, a PA who worked at the Brisbane College of 

Literature and Media studies as part- time editor and dogs-body to the principal of the 

school.  

It suited Jessica, she enjoyed the variety of the  work. A large part of the money she 

earned went into the joint fund to buy the house she and her partner, Tony, currently 

rented, but longed to own. 

‘I’ll be there as soon as I can get through the traffic.’ 

 

When Jessica arrived home later she was surprised to see Tony’s car in the drive. What 

was he doing home so early in the afternoon? Was there a problem? She pulled in alongside 

his car and headed to the front door, the keys jangling in her hand. She let herself in and 

walked through to the kitchen. There was an ice bucket on the kitchen bench with a half 



empty bottle of champagne in it, and two glasses alongside. What was going on? She walked 

over to the glass door leading outside, and came to a dead stop as she looked out. The pool 

sparkled in the sunshine. Close by a rug was spread out on the lawn under the flame tree. 

Her blood froze as she stared in disbelief.  On the rug two bodies lay entwined. Two naked 

bodies. One of them was Tony. The other was a long-legged blonde who worked at the local 

Leagues Club. Jessica's heart beat  a mad tattoo as she gazed at the scene before her. Too 

shocked to move she watched as the blonde rolled on top of Tony, her long hair swinging 

like a veil across her face as she straddled him.  

Jessica’s stomach heaved as she stepped back from the door. A flood of emotions swept 

through her. Fury. Disgust. Humiliation. No wonder he hadn’t been interested in having sex 

with her lately—he was getting it elsewhere. She curled her hands into fists, so hard the 

keys cut into her palm. Her first instinct was to run away. Get in her car and drive as far 

away from this as she could go. She would think about what to do later. The floor tilted as 

she stumbled to the front door.  She stopped, and clutched the door frame. Then the rage 

returned. No. She was not going to let him get away with this. She would confront him. 

Now. Both of them.  

Trembling, she marched back to the kitchen and threw the door wide. It banged back 

against the wall. The blonde looked up and yelped. She threw herself off Tony, and her 

hands flew up to try and cover her naked boobs. As she reached for her clothes lying 

alongside the rug Tony turned over and sat up, his face almost comical in its dismay.  

‘Jessica. What are you doing here?’ 

‘I could ask you that, except I can see what you’re doing.’ 

He stood and grabbed at his clothes, hopping from one leg to another as he tried to pull 

on his jeans. ‘Jessica, it’s not what you think...it’s just...we were just...’ 

Jessica stormed over to the rug. She drew back her arm and slapped his face. Fury gave 

her added strength, and her hand left a bright red imprint on his cheek. 

Meanwhile the blonde pulled on shorts and a top, scooped up the rest of her clothing, 

and sprinted for the door. 

‘Yes, you’d better go or you’ll get the same,’ Jessica yelled after her. ‘Slut!’ 

‘Here, fair go Jessica...’ 

Jessica rounded on Tony. ‘And you! What sort of lowlife are you? You couldn’t wait for 

me to go away so you could bring that little slut here and fuck her. In our home. How many 

other times has this happened?’ 

“No. No. You’ve got it all wrong. It’s such a hot day I just invited her for a swim. I didn’t 

think you’d mind.’ 

‘That’s a different type of swimming.’ 

‘We were just going to...’ 

‘How long has this been going on?’ 

‘No, there’s nothing going on. This is the first time she’s ever been here.’ He tried to put 

his arms around her. ‘You know I love you, I’d never...’ 



 Her lips curled as she pushed him away. ‘What about those nights you’re supposed to 

have been working late? I suppose you’ve been spending them with her.’ 

He stepped back. His face took on a sullen look as he fingered his cheek. He had guilt 

written all over him. 

‘It’s your fault anyway. You’re such a cold bitch to me these days. It’s an effort for you to 

be in the same bed as me. No wonder I look for a bit of comfort elsewhere.’ 

His words hit her like a punch in the stomach. Certainly, their lovemaking wasn't as hot or 

as frequent as it was four years ago, in the first flush of their relationship. But he'd never 

complained.  

Her throat tightened. ‘And you're no longer the loving and attentive person you were at 

first. But I've  never criticised you when you come home drunk, or stay out all night, or when 

you gamble to excess,  all of which you've done lately.  But this is too much. To bring that 

tart back here is too much. It’s over between us.’ 

‘Now don’t be like that. You know you don’t mean it. You’d be lost without me.’ 

 He reached a hand out to touch her, but she swatted it away as she swallowed the lump 

in her throat that threatened to choke her. ‘ I can’t forgive this. I’m going away tomorrow 

for two days. When I come back I want to find all your things gone. Or else I'll leave.’ 

‘You can’t do this.’ 

‘I’m doing it.’ 

He stared at her for a long moment, his body rigid. ‘Bitch,’ he hissed. ‘You’ll be sorry for 

this.’ Then he turned on his heel and marched away. 

 

When Jessica returned from Bundaberg all his belongings were gone, as well as their CD 

collection and sound system. Plus the only expensive piece of jewellery she owned, a heavy 

gold charm bracelet her parents had given her for her twenty first birthday, with the charms 

they had lovingly chosen to add on each of her six birthdays since. Last birthday they had 

joked that soon they'd have to start thinking of new presents for her. Her chest tightened as 

she stood looking into her jewellery box. No replacement could ever mean as much to her.   

She wandered through the house. So this was it. The end of  all their plans to spend the 

rest of their lives together. The house had an empty feel to it, as if it knew it was being 

abandoned. Well, she would have to find somewhere else to live, she couldn't afford to stay 

here alone. Besides, it held bad memories now. 

On her way into work the next morning Jessica remembered she needed cash. There was 

an ATM in the shopping mall. She pulled into the parking lot, parked the car, and hurried 

inside. She tapped her numbers into the ATM and requested a hundred dollars. A message 

flashed up, "Insufficient funds".  How could this be? She tapped the numbers in again. Same 

result, "insufficient funds". She checked the balance. Twenty dollars. Tony had cleaned out 

their bank account. 

She sat in her car and rested her head on her arms around the  wheel in front of her, 

trying to hold back the tears. A wave of longing swept over her. She wanted her family, her 

parents and her brother David.  And the familiar home where she had grown up, on the 



banks of the Johnstone River near Innisfail. Yes, she would go home. She would notice, and 

she would go home.  

  

 


