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‘Urgent message to ring Dr Cortini at the prison,’ said Beverley, handing her, at the same time, a 

note from Jacqueline Barrett suggesting a time to meet to discuss Georgia. Beverley had outdone 

herself today, dressed in the full array of rainbow colours, and her mood seemed to be in line with it. 

Natalie left her to organise the meeting with the barrister. 

 ‘Melissa has just heard about Travis’s second child going missing.’ Lucia Cortini’s voice was 

always gravel and strine. Today it sounded like there was still a cigarette in the corner of her mouth.  

‘She’s taking it hard?’ 

‘She’s coming up for her parole hearing. I don’t want another fuck-up like with her bail.’ 

‘You think the parole board will see her as still unstable?’ 

‘Yes. Someone put it in her head that it’s her fault.’   

 ‘She isn’t to blame.’ 

‘Yeah. I get that. But she’s not listening. She wants to see you.’ 

‘I can’t.’ 

‘You mean won’t.’ 

Shit. 

Declan had been clear. ‘You are going to cause more harm than good. You’re overinvolved and not 

seeing things clearly. It’s affecting your judgement. You shouldn’t be seeing her.’  

‘I can’t stop,’ Natalie had protested. ‘She trusts me. She still has a lot to work through.’ 

‘This is a directive,’ said Declan. ‘Explain, and then hand her over.’ The threat of him reporting her 

and her losing her ability to practise gave her no choice. 

Melissa had been understanding and accepting, but only because she considered herself unworthy. 

Now, over a year later, Melissa was asking for help and there was no one else who understood what she 

needed.  

‘No,’ Natalie said to Lucia. It wouldn’t be fair to Melissa to drop in and then out of her life again. 

‘Give her my best wishes but there are professional reasons I can’t see her.’ 

‘Of course. Professional reasons. You just look after yourself.’ There was a sound akin to a snort 

and Lucia hung up. 

 

When she got home she found herself looking into the shadows, thinking she’d seen something. The 

only movement was at the end of the lane near the brothel. A man disappeared into the door below the 

red light. No, she would not be intimidated. She opened the door tentatively. No envelope. 

Bob flew around the warehouse and swooped down past her. 

‘Bob, you’re an idiot!’ The bird seemed to sense her displeasure and sat up on a rafter and refused to 

come up to the kitchen with her. 

‘Suit yourself,’ said Natalie. She was tired. She wanted to run a bath and get an early night. 

She wasn’t about to get to bed in a hurry. At the top of the stairs sitting on the kitchen bench was a 

red envelope. 


