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Extract 

Liz 

Brisbane, Australia, present day 

 

Liz Jones dived for the phone on the nightstand as her ‘Eye of the Tiger’ ring 

tone shattered the pre-dawn stillness. Cursing under her breath, she juggled the 

mobile and stabbed at the ‘off’ button. The phone stopped ringing. A heavy 

silence descended. 

 

She peered through the gloom at the other side of the bed. Tony lay still, one 

arm flung across the covers, the other wedged under the pillow beneath his 

head. Her shenanigans with the phone hadn’t woken him. 

 

She blew out a breath. Thank God for that. Only one person would call her at 

this hour of the morning. Tony would be furious if he found out. 

 

It was 4.35 a.m. Liz had dressed in the dark with ninja-like stealth, a skill honed 

from routinely leaving for work before any sane person would be out of bed – 

even her exercise junky husband. But this morning it was crucial that Tony didn’t catch her in the act. If he woke up, she’d have 

to account for why, on the day they were about to fly to Phuket for a luxury vacation, she was creeping around the bedroom in 

her business suit, a pair of black Ferragamo pumps in hand. 

 

She listened to the steady, slow inhale and exhale of Tony’s breath as he slept. A sudden, goofy feeling of tenderness washed 

over her at the sound. 

 

Liz took a moment to study his dark features in the dim light: the odd vulnerability of closed eyelids fringed with short, spiky 

lashes, the single caramel freckle high on his cheekbone that she teasingly called his beauty spot. His lips, softened in sleep, not 

pressed together in a disapproving line as they so often were these days. 

 

An impulse to trace his stubbled jaw with her fingertip made her reach out her hand. 

 

She stopped and let it fall. Either he’d be annoyed she’d woken him, or her gesture would lead to more. Either way, he’d make 

her late. When they were lazing on pool lounges, sipping cocktails with paper umbrellas in them, there’d be time for 

appreciating her husband. Then, after a month of travel, she and Tony would take the remaining two months of her sabbatical 

to begin renovating their house. 

 

Dating from the early 1900s, the Queenslander was a charming old lady, but over the years she’d grown saggy and tired. The 

1970s bathroom tiles, the ratty beige living-room carpet, rusting gutters, rotting stumps and wonky steps cried out for 

attention. 
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Liz sighed. The house wasn’t the only thing that needed structural work. Her marriage had turned into a fixer-upper too. She 

wasn’t kidding herself that this holiday would solve all their problems, but time alone together without constant interruptions 

from her demanding boss would be a jolly good start. 

 

She flicked her phone to silent, intending to call Nick back. Then she saw he’d sent her a text, moving their meeting to ten and 

asking her to come to his house, instead of the office as planned. 

 

She glanced at the clock. As long as they kept it brief, she could squeeze Nick in before she had to leave for the airport at 

eleven. In the meantime, she’d dash into work to cross a few last-minute items off her list. 

 

Right. She was dressed. Ticket, money, passport. Her carry-on was packed and ready in the kitchen. Tony would deal with their 

checked luggage. 

 

She slipped into the ensuite bathroom to dab on some makeup. With her dark colouring and olive skin, if she went without 

she’d look jaundiced. Bit of foundation, a quick tidy of her eyebrows, slick of lipstick and she was done. She ran a brush through 

her long hair, making it crackle with static. Damn, she hated winter. 

 

Snatching up her handbag, she padded to the door and eased it open. 

 

‘Liz?’ 

 

She froze, her hand tightening around the door knob. 

 

Tony sucked in a long draught of air and released it in an irritated sigh. The bedsheets rustled. ‘What time is it?’ 

 

‘Go back to sleep,’ she said in a soothing whisper. ‘Nothing to worry about. I just have to . . . um . . .’ 

 

He switched on the bedside lamp and shoved a hand through his military-cut black hair. Tony was lean and tanned, a poster boy 

for physical-education teachers. Extreme sports like running up mountains were his favourite pastimes, but when he wasn’t 

punishing his body with exercise or lecturing her on the virtues of kale, Tony was a pretty easygoing guy. 

 

But he didn’t look easygoing now, with his eyes narrowed to slits against the light. He took in the full, business-suited glory of 

Liz and his expression hardened. 

 

She opened her mouth to explain – not that it would help. Without a word, Tony switched off the light and rolled to his 

stomach, yanking the covers over his head. 

 


