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Author’s Note

While this book may be enjoyed as a standalone story, The Other Woman is a companion series that supports my Love of a Lifetime timeline. Though not critical to following the main series, The Other Woman stories provide a different perspective on those events. 

This book is part three of the Other Woman series. In order to maximise your enjoyment, I recommend reading Rules in series order.

After you complete this book, I recommend you read the final book in this universe, The Girl From Vienna.
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Canberra - 2005

Persephone smiled as she poured the vermouth into the cocktail on the bar before her. Behind, a wall of alcohol promised unspeakable pleasures for the gossiping patrons reflected in the mirror beyond. Testing her concoction with a straw, Persephone filled her Boston shaker with ice from the sink and shook.

Camilla watched the theatre of Persephone’s performance for the hundredth time with no less interest. The young and thickset girl with boyish black hair and dimples smiled as she went about her task of preparing Camilla’s drink. When wasn’t she smiling, Camilla thought? Oh, to be young again and carefree.

Not that Camilla considered herself old. Twenty-nine was youthful these days, she told herself. There was still time for her to work out what she wanted to do in life. And for now, her job working for the most powerful man in the country was her life. She relished the challenge each day presented and, with nothing to distract her, threw herself into every moment as if it were her last.

But how long would it last? She asked herself in her waking hours. Her employer had won four elections in a row. If he stayed but a couple of more years, he’d be the second longest serving prime minister in Australian history. Yet, no matter how much she admired and enjoyed working for him, she knew it couldn’t go on forever.

She tried to avoid the maths, but in her weaker moments, she couldn’t stop herself. Three-year terms, maybe less, gave her a prediction of when the next test would come. Each time, there was a diminishing probability that the government would last. And then what? In 2007 she’d be thirty-one. If they lost, she’d be past her prime and unemployed. She’d made many valuable contacts in her years working on the Hill, so if the worst came, she was hopeful she would not be forgotten but politics was a dirty game. Today’s friend was tomorrow’s enemy. But, worse still, if they won, she’d be thirty-four when the next test came.

She thought she had it all worked out when the man of her dreams had fallen into her arms six years earlier. She’d been good, too good, and bar one youthful indiscretion, played by the rules of the game. But when the offer came to share a bed one night with her flatmate Alison and her boyfriend Christian, she faltered. How could she not? He was quite a catch.

But when their relationship failed, she still blamed herself. He disappeared. Throwing herself into her new job, she was stunned when, two years later, he walked back into her life as a decorated war hero. Unable to resist the siren call of her desires, she seduced him, and the rest was history.

But it wasn’t. Unable to profess her love for the man in her bed, she bade him silence for the sake of politics and ... that was it. She’d done it for the political convenience of another man’s career. Every night she’d struggled that supporting her employer caused her over the pain in her heart.

When she had finally broken and risked it all, she had been too late. An assassin’s assault interrupted her chance to have it all. When she came across Christian, he was bloodied and beaten on the concrete floor of an underground car park. Retreating after knowing he was safe, she could not resist her employer’s obligations and abandoned him to the care of the local authorities. By the time she had returned, he was well enough. Well enough to know he had to flee to the other side of the world.

Months passed and, although she did not know it, he was in more peril then than he had ever been. Lost in the freezing seas of the Southern Ocean, he escaped death and incarceration, only to return the moment she had sought solace in the arms of another woman.

He had but one ace up his sleeve if he was to survive another attack. He had to abandon everything and run to the ends of the Earth. Ensconced safely on the other side of the world, they’d lost touch, and Camilla had fallen into ruin.

Wanting to protect him but unable to find a resting place for her soul, Camilla had turned to sex. She had found some solace in the pleasures of the flesh, and tonight she knew she needed to satisfy them again.

She watched Persephone’s hands as she finished making the martini. Her hands were young and nimble, her nails short and unpolished. Still working her way through university, Persephone hadn’t the money to spend on expensive clothes and manicures. But that didn’t make her any less attractive to Camilla. She’d had women before, and Persephone’s childlike eyes and boyish locks singled her out as something special. Something exotic.

When the martini arrived, it was dry and dirty with drunken olives, just as Christian had liked it. Camilla had taken to ordering one each time she went out. It was a ritual she had started in the faint hope he might appear and end her misery. But time had passed, and now she ordered it for herself alone.

Waiting until Persephone’s reach was fully extended over the bar, Camilla struck. Timing her move, Camilla reached for the stem of the glass just as Persephone set it down. Their hands touched awkwardly, and Persephone nervously apologised. Saying nothing, Camilla held Persephone’s fingers briefly and looked into her large brown eyes. Persephone smiled nervously but didn’t move.

Camilla knew the trick with women was to compliment them but make it very specific. “You are beautiful” or “you’re gorgeous” might be true and flattering, but that never worked. Luckily for Camilla, Persephone had a feature that was remarkable and easy to admire.

“You have beautiful eyes,” she said, her fingers still lingering on Persephone’s outstretched hand. It hadn’t been hard to say. A thousand glowing optic fibres and faux LED candles lit up the otherwise gloomy bar. Each small flicker of light now seemed to dance in Persephone’s eyes.

Taken aback, she mumbled a reply, “Oh gosh. I mean, thanks. You have a nice, er ...”

Camilla smiled as Persephone fumbled for words. Releasing her fingers, Camilla watched as the younger woman retreated to the back of the bar. She stumbled slightly as she negotiated the space with the other furiously working barmen. She smiled but turned away, pretending to focus on another customer. But her furtive glances back in Camilla’s direction told the older woman that her work was done.

Older, Camilla pondered. Damn, she was only twenty-nine.
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Canberra - September 2005

As Camilla predicted, she had done more than enough to make a new friend by the time she left the bar. She’d avoided eye contact with Persephone as she finished her drink but could see the younger woman’s growing infatuation. She left her card balancing on the rim of her glass as donned her coat and stood to leave, making sure Persephone was watching her every move. Her message was simple  — her number and the words “I’ll be waiting.”

Camilla lived nearby, so didn’t worry that Persephone would baulk at a perilous journey in the dark. She didn’t care if her phone number slipped into a stranger’s hands. She could recognise Persephone’s voice and would not let an outsider into her apartment. And, as expected, the call came less than an hour later, the fading sounds of the nightclub telling Camilla that Persephone was outside and on the move.  

As Persephone walked, Camilla prepared herself. Slipping out of her little black dress, she padded to her bathroom to check her makeup, hair and appearance. She’d been in the mood for a man that night. She’d learnt that if she wore no bra, a hint of her nipples poking through the dress’ thin fabric would do most of the talking for her. No knickers kept her alert, on the edge, and aroused when she was out hunting. But Persephone’s look and smile intrigued Camilla, and so she switched
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