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‘Do you think I am?’ Lucy asked, wiping away tears with the back of her hand.

Sarah handed her a tissue. ‘No,’ she said, trying to sound more sure than she felt. Two weeks late was not good. Sarah had been a few days late, but never two whole weeks. ‘I’ve been late before, nearly that long. It’s probably stress,’ she lied.

‘We always used condoms, except that one time in Kerry when, well … we were really drunk and … Oh, God, Sarah, what am I going to do?’ Lucy wailed.

Sarah chewed her lip. ‘Look, if you want to find out for sure, you could do a pregnancy test,’ she said. ‘I bought two in the chemist on my way here, just in case.’

‘Oh, no. I can’t do that yet,’ Lucy said. She was afraid, afraid that the test might show she was pregnant, and then what? What would Tom say? Would he dump her? Would he hate her? Would he support her? Would they go to London or Liverpool? Where was the best place to have an abortion? It had to be a false alarm – it just had to be.

Sarah took a deep breath and said, ‘I think not knowing is worse. Maybe you should just do the test, and when it’s negative, you can relax.’

Lucy could barely get the words out of her mouth. ‘What if it’s positive?’

Tears sprang into Sarah’s eyes. ‘Well … uhm … we’ll just deal with it. Let’s take it one step at a time, okay?’

‘I’m scared.’ Lucy covered her face with her hands.

Sarah leaned over and gave her friend a tight hug. ‘Whatever happens, I’m here for you. I have a hundred and fifty quid saved. It’s yours if you need it, although I’m sure you won’t. Whatever … You know what I mean.’

Lucy pulled away from her friend. ‘Thanks,’ she said. She really meant it. Sarah was her rock. She didn’t know how she’d cope without her, but she had to dig deep here and get to grips with what was happening. ‘Okay,’ she said, nodding. ‘I’ll do it.’

Sarah reached into her bag and handed Lucy the two tests. ‘It’s important that you do two. The first could be wrong.’

Lucy locked herself into the bathroom. Thankfully her parents were busy in the shop and her sister Jenny was at a friend’s house. She sat down and stared at the tests. If they were positive, her life would be ruined. Even if Tom didn’t dump her and went with her to England for an abortion, their relationship would be destroyed. Every time they looked at each other, they’d remember what they’d done. Lucy didn’t think their relationship would survive it.

But, then, maybe it would – they were mad about each other, weren’t they? Well, she loved him and in Kerry he had almost said he loved her. He hadn’t actually spoken those words but he’d said, ‘I’m mad about you,’ and as far as Lucy was concerned, that was good enough.

Please, God, make it be negative, Lucy prayed, as she peed on the sticks and waited for the results.

Sarah knocked gently on the door. ‘Are you finished? Can I come in? I don’t think you should be alone.’

Lucy opened the door. Sarah looked at the two sticks. They sat in silence. The seconds felt like hours.

‘I can’t look – you’ll have to tell me.’ Lucy covered her eyes with her hands, then took them away.

Sarah peered at the sticks. Her face fell. Oh, Jesus. They must be positive. For a split second Lucy thought Sarah was going to throw them into the bin, but this wasn’t something they could sweep under the carpet and forget about. The news was going to change Lucy’s life for ever.

‘It’s bad, isn’t it?’ Lucy said, into the heavy silence. Sarah was crying now. Oh, God. Her stomach lurched. She turned and threw up into the basin.

Sarah handed her a towel. They sat on the edge of the bath and cried.

‘Hold on,’ Sarah said suddenly. ‘You might have a miscarriage. Loads of people do. Look at your mum. She had a few, didn’t she, between you and Jenny?’

Lucy nodded, but they were clutching at straws. She sobbed into the towel while Sarah rubbed her back.

‘Are you going to tell Tom or wait a bit?’

Lucy had no answer to that. She knew that as soon as she told Tom, everything would change for the worse. Her little bubble of happiness would explode. ‘My family can never know. It would literally kill my dad. He’d be so disappointed in me.’ She sobbed.

‘Come on now, Billy adores you. Sure, he has you on a pedestal.’

‘Exactly, and I’d fall very far down if he found out I was up the bloody duff.’

‘No one needs to know,’ Sarah said quietly. ‘Only you, me and Tom.’

‘What if I don’t tell Tom?’ Lucy said.

Sarah looked at her in confusion. ‘What?’

Lucy sat up straight. ‘What if I don’t tell him? I’ll just go to London, have an abortion, come back and forget the whole thing happened.’

Sarah’s mouth hung open. ‘Are you mental? You can’t just have an abortion and pretend it never happened. It’s not like returning a jacket you don’t like. It’s a big deal, Lucy. You need support. It’s painful and serious and … and emotional and all that.’

‘But it’s the perfect solution. I won’t lose Tom, my parents won’t be upset and I’ll just get on with my degree and my life.’ Lucy was sure that was the correct plan of action. This way, she’d get to keep everything and everyone and no one would get hurt. Okay, she would, but she was strong, she’d deal with it.

‘Lucy?’ Sarah shook her gently by the shoulders. ‘Stop it. This is madness. Tom needs to know. If you don’t tell him, you’ll have this huge secret between you and it’ll cause problems. Besides, he’ll know something’s wrong. Darren always knows when I’ve got something on my mind and vice versa. You have to tell him.’

‘But if I’m getting rid of it, why does he need to know?’

‘Because it’s his baby.’

‘Don’t call it that. It’s not a baby, just a cluster of cells.’

Sarah glared at her. ‘Jesus, Lucy.’

Lucy stuck her chin out defiantly. ‘Well, it’s true.’

Sarah shook her head. ‘It’s not right to keep Tom in the dark.’

‘If this stupid country wasn’t so bloody backward, I could have it done here in Dublin tomorrow and not have to travel over to England on my own.’

Sarah took her hand and squeezed it. ‘I’ll go with you, but it should be Tom and you know it.’

‘Would you, really?’ Lucy said.

‘Of course.’

‘Thanks. I’d be a complete mess without you, Sarah. Now I just need to figure out how to organize and pay for it.’

Over the next two weeks Lucy contacted abortion clinics in Liverpool because the flights there were much cheaper than to London. She reckoned she was about six weeks pregnant, so she wanted to get on with it.

She refused to allow any doubts to cloud her mind, and when she woke up with tears on her face and a wet pillow every morning, she ignored it. There was only one solution and this was it.

Sarah remained quiet whenever Lucy brought up the subject, so she kept the information flow to a minimum.

She’d tried to avoid Tom because she found being with him really difficult. After the second week of telling him she was too busy to see him, he chased after her as she tried to scurry away after a tutorial. He caught up with her in Front Square and grabbed her shoulder. ‘Hey, what the hell is going on? I’ve barely seen you in the last couple of weeks. Why are you avoiding me? Are you annoyed with me? And don’t say you’re busy because you never used to be too busy to see me.’

Lucy couldn’t look into those eyes. ‘I’m sorry. Of course I want to see you. I’m just … busy.’

‘Doing what?’ Tom demanded.

‘Studying and helping my parents out in the shop and stuff.’

‘So everything between us is okay?’

‘Yes, totally.’

‘Well, can you come back to my rooms now? Killian’s out so we can catch up properly.’ Tom leaned in to kiss her. Lucy reared back. ‘What the hell?’ he said, sounding hurt.

‘Sorry – I’m so sorry, I just … I have to go.’

She turned to walk away but he clutched her arm. ‘No way. You’re not going anywhere until you tell me what’s going on. Have you met another guy? Are you cheating on me?’

Tears sprang into her eyes. ‘No, God, no. I just … I …’

Tom’s face darkened. ‘What? Just spit it out. For Christ’s sake, Lucy, if you want to break up, just say so. Don’t avoid me like some child and pretend you’re busy. Judging by your reaction when I tried to kiss you, you obviously don’t want to be with me any more so just say so.’

Lucy could no longer hold back the tears, which flowed down her cheeks. ‘No, Tom.’ She reached up and kissed him. ‘I don’t want to break up with you. I just have some stuff going on.’

‘What stuff?’

‘Personal stuff.’

‘So talk to me. I might be able to help. Isn’t that what couples do? Talk to each other?’

Lucy shook her head. God, this was so hard. She hadn’t expected to get so emotional and now she was blowing it. She had to get away from him but also make him understand she still wanted to be with him. She tried to calm down. ‘You’re right, but it’s just kind of private. I can’t talk about it.’

‘Are you sick? You look very pale – are you okay?’

‘I’m fine,’ she managed to croak.

‘Are your parents okay? Is it your sister? What is it? Stop blocking me out – talk to me.’

‘I can’t. Just leave it, Tom. Just leave me,’ Lucy snapped. She had to get away before she broke and told him the truth.

‘Fuck this.’ Tom took a step back. ‘It’s obvious you don’t want to be with me. You can’t even look me in the eye. So I reckon you’ve done the dirt. I just wish you’d had the balls to tell me. I expected more from you, Lucy. I thought we had something special. Obviously I was wrong.’ He turned and walked away.

‘STOP!’ Lucy shouted. ‘Please stop. It’s nothing like that. I love you.’

‘What?’ Tom turned back.

Lucy hadn’t expected that to come out of her mouth. She was losing all control, but she did love him. ‘I love you, Tom, and I want to be with you and I’ve never even looked at another boy.’

‘So then what is it? Tell me!’ Tom pleaded. ‘I need to know so I can believe you.’ He wiped a tear from her cheek. ‘I promise to help you with whatever your problem is. Trust me, Lucy.’

Lucy finally allowed herself to look into those beautiful green eyes. She could trust him. He was Tom, her Tom. He’d help her.

‘I’m pregnant.’
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Tom stood at the window and looked out at the driving rain. Jesus, pregnant. There were a lot of things he’d thought Lucy might say to him, but that hadn’t been one of them.

He’d felt as if he’d been shot. He hadn’t been able to speak for a minute, and then when he’d looked into her pleading eyes, he’d known he had to say something nice. He’d muttered, ‘We’ll work it out,’ but he hadn’t really believed that.

How could he have been so stupid? That one bloody shag. Jesus, they’d had sex about ten times that weekend in Kerry. It was just that one time they’d been really drunk and he hadn’t used a condom. One stupid little mistake and now this?

Tom knew Lucy was waiting for him to call her to say he’d got the money and could go with her to Liverpool next week. But he didn’t have any money. He’d blown it all on their weekend in Kerry. He’d asked three of his mates to lend him some, but they were all skint too. Everyone was – it was the end of January so no one had any cash. There was no other way. He was going to have to ask his dad for the money. He’d say it was for a college trip or something. He’d figure out a bullshit story to tell Gabriel.

It had been only three days since Lucy had blurted it out but Tom felt as if he’d aged ten years. A baby! Christ. Tom just wanted the whole thing to be over and for his life to go back to normal. He was worried, though. Things were weird with Lucy now. Would this break them up?

Why did it have to happen? Things had been going great. He really liked her, and life had been good. But now this. An abortion. Everything was messed up. Would Lucy be different now? Would she blame him? Would she go mad after the abortion? There was a girl in St Jude’s, in the year ahead of Tom, who had ended up drinking a bottle of vodka a day after having an abortion. She’d ended up in hospital, then rehab.

Still, though, that wouldn’t happen to Lucy: she was sensible, smart, together. Tom would be there for her – he had to be. He wanted to help. He just had to get the money. He didn’t want to lose her. Lucy was the best thing that had happened to him. Sure, he’d dated loads of girls, but none of them had captured his heart. They were all St Jude’s girls and all kind of the same. But Lucy was different. She was so smart and focused and, best of all, loving and warm. She made Tom feel ten feet tall. When he was with her, he felt really, truly happy.

Tom craved affection, having grown up with just his dad for a companion. He hated being an only child. He envied people with big noisy families. It had always been just him and Gabriel for dinner. When he watched other dads hugging their sons he tried to picture Gabriel hugging him. The closest they’d come was on Tom’s first day in Trinity when his father had put his arm on his shoulders and said, ‘You have four years to become a man. You need to grow up, son, come out of here with a good degree and don’t let the family name down.’

That was it. That was as warm and fuzzy as Gabriel Harrington-Black ever got. Tom knew it was partly because his heart had broken when his wife died. Everyone said she had been Gabriel’s true love. Tom had been ten months old at the time so he had no recollection of her. On the rare moments he allowed himself to think about his mother, it made him desperately sad.

But Lucy hugged him all the time and told him she was proud of him and that he was amazing to be so ‘normal’ despite having no mum and a distant father. She made Tom feel like he wasn’t a failure, like he mattered, and he couldn’t get enough of it. It had only been five months but he was falling for Lucy, falling fast and hard.

No, it would be okay. He’d ask for the money tonight, when he met Gabriel for dinner, and he’d get it and give it to Lucy and they’d go to England and come back and be normal again. It would be okay. It would all work out. It had to.

Tom watched his father enter the restaurant. Gabriel stood at the entrance as the manager rushed over to welcome him. He handed him his cashmere coat and looked around. Spotting Tom at their usual table, he nodded in his direction. As he made his way towards his son several people greeted him. Gabriel’s booming voice echoed around the room.

‘Yes, tough case, but he got what he deserved … Hello, good to see you still have an appetite after your client went down … I might join you for a cognac later, I’m meeting my son, he’s in Trinity studying law, chip off the old block …’

Tom cringed as his father strutted about the place as if he owned it. He had not inherited Gabriel’s supreme confidence. He braced himself for what was to come. Gabriel didn’t like his son to overspend his allowance, and Tom knew he was not going to like being asked for more money.

Gabriel shook Tom’s hand and sat down opposite him. Tom had made sure to sit with his back to the room so Gabriel could see who was in the restaurant. His father liked to see and be seen.

‘Well, Tom, how are things?’

‘Good, thanks.’

‘Studying hard, I hope.’

‘Yes.’

‘Glad to hear it. I expect much better results this year. No son of mine is going to leave Trinity with anything less than a two-one degree. Of course I’d like to see you get a first, as I did, but I doubt that’s going to happen.’

Tom said nothing.

Gabriel waved the waiter over. ‘I’ll have the sirloin steak, make sure the steak is bloody. I certainly don’t want it overcooked but neither do I want it blue. My son will have the same, and we’ll have a bottle of the Barolo.’

The Barolo was seventy pounds. Tom needed four hundred for the abortion. Lucy had paid for the flights and a cheap hotel for one night. He tried to build up the courage to ask for the money. When the Barolo was poured, he gulped a glass.

‘Good Lord, Tom! An expensive red wine is to be savoured, not thrown back like beer.’ Gabriel swirled his wine in his glass. ‘You’re becoming feral since you moved into rooms. Is that boy you’re sharing with a bad influence?’

‘Killian is great.’

‘Mmm.’ Gabriel wrinkled his nose. ‘I would have preferred you to be with one of your St Jude’s pals.’

‘Killian’s a good roommate, Dad. I have enough friends from St Jude’s. I think it’s important to make new ones too.’

‘Of course it is, as long as they’re the right sort. You want to befriend the people who will be the influencers of the future. I met Daniel Johnson when I was a student in Trinity. He went on to be the youngest man to become a Supreme Court judge. These are the people you should be palling about with. Not some fellow called Killian from Limerick who rows and studies sociology. What in God’s name is he going to do with that degree? Utter nonsense.’

Although Tom disagreed with his father, he certainly wasn’t going to get into an argument about the merits of sociology. Besides, Gabriel only respected people who studied law, medicine or accounting. Anything else was ‘utter rubbish’.

Gabriel lifted his steak knife and cut through the juicy meat. Tom watched as the blood oozed onto the plate. He felt sick. He had to say something about the money.

‘You all right, Tom?’ his father asked. ‘You look a bit peaky. A good steak should sort you out. Eat up.’

Tom put a piece into his mouth and tried to swallow it, but his mouth was dry. He had a large sip of Barolo to wash it down, then took the plunge. ‘Actually, Dad, I need to ask a favour.’

‘Go on.’ Gabriel sat back. He was looking directly at Tom.

‘Well, the thing is, there’s this trip coming up, you know a kind of class-bonding thing, and I need some money for it.’

‘I give you a generous monthly allowance.’

‘Yes, I know. I’m just a bit short as it’s almost the end of the month.’

Gabriel shrugged. ‘So wait six days and pay for it when your February allowance goes through.’

Tom cleared his throat. ‘I have to pay for it tomorrow. It’s the closing date.’

‘Where exactly are you going?’

‘West. Connemara. One of those adventure-type weekends.’

‘With your law class?’

‘Yes.’

‘How much is it?’

Tom felt a drip of sweat run down his back. How was he going to convince his father that a weekend in Connemara cost four hundred pounds?

‘Four hundred.’

Gabriel put down his wine glass. ‘Four hundred pounds to go to Connemara for two days?’

‘Yeah.’ Tom busied himself cutting his steak and avoiding his father’s razor-like stare. ‘It’s some fancy new place. They have all new state-of-the-art equipment, so it’s a bit pricey.’

Gabriel nodded. ‘I see.’

‘Yeah, so I know it’s a lot to ask, but I’ll pay you back obviously. In fact, you can deduct it from my allowance next month.’

‘That would leave you with fifty pounds to live on for a month.’

‘I can manage on beans and toast. It’ll do me good.’ Tom patted his stomach.

‘You need to eat more, not less. Are all of the class going?’

Tom swallowed a piece of steak. ‘Almost.’

Gabriel raised his eyebrows. ‘I find it difficult to believe that so many students would be willing to pay such an extortionate amount of money to go on a trip.’

Tom shrugged. ‘Yeah, well, it’s supposed to be awesome, so …’

Gabriel placed his elbows on the table and leant forward. He was giving Tom ‘the stare’, as if he was looking into his son’s soul. Tom shifted in his seat. He thought guilt must be written all over his face.

‘Tom, I was a barrister for over thirty years before becoming a judge and I can tell when someone is lying even before they’ve lied, just by their body language. So why don’t you stop this farcical charade and tell me what the money is really for?’

Tom stopped breathing. Oh, God, what was he going to say? If he made up another lie, his father would know.

‘Whatever it is, Tom, I would appreciate it if you did not lie to me. I find it extremely irritating. Be a man. Tell the truth. What is the money for?’

Tom held up his hands. ‘Please don’t freak out. I’m really sorry, but I’ve got a girl pregnant and I need it for an abortion.’

Gabriel cursed under his breath. Leaning right across the table, he hissed, ‘Are you sure it’s yours?’

‘Yes, absolutely. God, of course. Lucy is my girlfriend. We’ve been together five months. She’s amazing, you’d love her. She came first in our class last year. She’s very smart and really nice too.’

‘Well, she can’t be that intelligent if she got herself pregnant, now can she?’

‘It was my fault, really.’

Gabriel inhaled deeply. ‘You stupid fool.’

‘I know. I’m sorry.’ Tom felt his voice shaking. He had to keep it together – his father hated when he got emotional.

‘I can’t believe you’ve got yourself into this mess. Did I not tell you after your embarrassing exam results last year to focus on books and not skirts?’

‘Yes. I’m sorry.’

‘Who is this girl? A St Jude’s girl? Do I know her father?’

Tom shook his head. ‘You don’t know her family or anything. Her dad owns a shop on Violet Road.’

‘Christ, Tom.’ Gabriel looked disgusted. ‘Where is she going for the termination?’

‘Liverpool. Lucy set it all up. It’s cheaper than London.’

‘So the shopkeeper’s daughter is having a cheap abortion in Liverpool.’

‘Yes.’

‘I don’t think so,’ Gabriel hissed. ‘Are you really that stupid? If anything goes wrong with this termination, it will come back to you and then me. If it’s not properly performed she could die, get an infection or be barren for life. I’m not having some slut calling to my door demanding compensation for a botched abortion. Christ, Tom, use that bloody brain of yours. This has to be done properly. There is no way in hell she’s having it done cheaply in some back-alley clinic. I’ll find one with reputable doctors and organize it properly. You will not be going with her. From now on you will have no further contact with her. Do you understand?’

‘What? I can’t do that! I have to go with her! It’s my fault, too. And I promised I’d be there for her.’

Gabriel grabbed Tom’s arm. He held it in a vice-like grip. Tom wanted to pull away, but knew he couldn’t. He’d never seen his father so angry. ‘Listen to me, you idiot. This girl will be looked after by the best medical people, at my expense. Because of me, she won’t have any complications or problems. She will have the termination, come back, get on with her life and keep her mouth shut. You will step away and get on with yours. I do not want anyone to know that my son had any involvement in a termination. When you’re looking for a job in a top law firm in a crowded market, competing against graduates who are a lot smarter than you, you do not want your employers to know that you’re the moron who got some tramp pregnant and was involved in an abortion.’

Tom was able to pull his hand back as Gabriel released his grip. ‘Please don’t call her a tramp,’ he said, his voice shaking. ‘Her name is Lucy Murphy. I understand what you’re saying and I really appreciate your help, but I can’t let Lucy go through this alone. It wouldn’t be right. No one needs to know. She’ll never tell anyone. She’s a lovely person, honestly. You’d like her.’

Gabriel slammed his fist on the table, making the glasses jump. ‘Like her? Have you lost your mind? I never want to set eyes on the little tramp. If she’d kept her legs shut, we wouldn’t be in this mess.’

‘Jesus, Dad, it’s my fault too.’

‘I am well aware of that, Tom, and you will pay for your mistake. Your time living on campus is over. You are going to move back home immediately and I will be keeping a very close eye on you for the next year and a half until you graduate with honours.’ Gabriel pushed his plate away. ‘I’ve lost my appetite.’

Tom had to try once more to make him see sense. He couldn’t abandon Lucy. She’d be terrified going to England on her own.

‘Please, I’ll do everything you ask, but I have to insist that I go with Lucy. I won’t leave her on her own.’

Gabriel threw two hundred pounds onto the table and stood up. ‘Listen to me very carefully, Tom. You will not be going anywhere with this girl. I will arrange for her to have the best care. If you attempt to go with her, I will cut you off financially and never speak to you again. I am trying to protect you and do what’s best for the girl. Do not cross me on this, Tom. You’ve got yourself into an unholy mess and you’re lucky to have me to get you out of it. One day you might even have the grace to thank me. Now, be back home with all of your things within the hour.’ Gabriel strode out of the restaurant, leaving Tom open-mouthed.

Tom collected his coat and headed back to his rooms to pack. He’d have to call Lucy and tell her the new plan. He’d try to make it sound like a good thing – the best clinic, proper medical care and all that. He’d leave the part where he had to tell her she was going alone until the end.




3

Lucy woke to the sound of her sister Jenny shouting: ‘It’s a bloody house party, Dad, not an underground rave. You’re going to make me a social outcast. I’ll end up living with you for the rest of my life. I’ll be a shrivelled-up old spinster sitting in the corner watching TV with you and Mum.’

‘Your Christmas report was a feckin’ disgrace, so you’re not going to any parties and that’s the end of it,’ Billy roared.

Lucy heard a door slam and heavy footsteps on the stairs. Her bedroom door was flung open and Jenny threw herself onto the bed. ‘I hate my life and I hate you.’

‘Gee, thanks, what did I do?’ Lucy asked.

Jenny sat up. ‘You were a bloody A student, that’s what. Why couldn’t you have been thick and got rubbish results in your exams? It would have made life a lot easier for me. But you had to go and be a bloody genius and get into law and now Mum and Dad expect me to go to college too.’

Lucy snorted. ‘I’m hardly a genius – I just work hard. To be fair, Jenny, your report was pretty bad and it wasn’t just the exam results. Almost all the teachers said you weren’t making much of an effort.’

‘Except art, where I got an A. Does anyone ever remember that? All Dad says is “Where the hell will drawing get you?” It’s so bloody annoying. I want to be a make-up artist, always have and always will, and nothing is going to change my mind.’

‘Fine. You can do that when you leave school, but in the meantime try a bit harder in the other subjects too.’

Jenny rolled over and put one of Lucy’s cushions over her head. ‘They’re all so boring. Who cares about the stupid Tudors and fat, ugly King Henry the Eighth and his nine million wives? How can knowing about that help me in life? Seriously, how?’

Lucy sat up and leant over to sip some water from the bottle beside her bed. She tried not to retch. ‘Look, it doesn’t matter what you think, you have to go to school and learn. You only have two years left and then you’re free. Just try a bit harder.’

Jenny glared at her sister. Lucy knew she was thinking it was easy for her to say. Lucy liked studying. She always had her head stuck in a book. Even that time they went on holidays in France to the camping site. The photos showed Jenny whizzing down the slide into the swimming pool while she sat under a tree reading. ‘I really hate it, Lucy. It all seems so pointless. I just want to get the hell out of this stupid place and do what I want and see the world and be a massively successful make-up artist and work on movies and live in LA with a swimming pool in my garden.’

‘You can make the next two years easy or difficult. If Mum and Dad see you’re trying, they’ll get off your back and let you go to parties.’

Jenny punched the cushion. ‘I really want to go. Jeff Long is going to be there and I know he fancies me, but if I’m not there, Louise might hop on him. Will you talk to Mum and Dad – pleeeeease, Lucy? If you tell them they should let me go, they’ll probably agree. Everything you say is like gold to them. Lucy the law goddess.’

Lucy looked away. Goddess, my arse. If her sister only knew the mess she was in. Lucy the genius was up the duff. ‘I’ll have a go,’ she said, with a sigh, ‘but I’m not promising anything.’ She got up and pulled a backpack from under her bed.

‘Are you packing for your weekend with Tom?’ Jenny asked.

Lucy tried to smile. She’d told so many lies in the last few weeks her head was spinning. ‘Yes, and not a word to Mum and Dad. I told them I was going away with a few girlfriends from college.’

Jenny shrugged. ‘If you persuade them to let me go to the party, my lips will be sealed.’

‘I’ll do my best,’ Lucy said, as she packed a tracksuit and hoodie into her bag.

‘Jeez, aren’t you going to pack some sexy clothes for your dirty weekend? A tracksuit? Seriously? Are you trying to scare him off? I thought you were mad about him,’ Jenny said.

Lucy paused. She so badly wanted to tell Jenny, but she knew her sister wouldn’t be able to hide it. Jenny wore her emotions on her sleeve. Besides, she was only sixteen and Lucy didn’t want her to know what an idiot her big sister was.

‘Is he really gorgeous?’ Jenny asked.

Lucy smiled. ‘Yes, he really is.’

‘Lucky you. I want to have sex with a hot boy.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous, you’re barely sixteen. Seriously, Jenny, don’t do anything stupid.’ Her sister was so impulsive and at times reckless that she might end up pregnant too. ‘Do not have sex,’ she snapped.

‘Okay, keep your hair on. God, you’re so grumpy, these days. I thought Tom had dumped you. What’s going on? Is everything really all right?’

Lucy had to try to behave normally and hide her fear. She didn’t want her family to know anything. She had to protect them. ‘Yes, it’s fine. I just want you to be careful, that’s all.’

Jenny twirled her long, highlighted hair. ‘Well, it’s a bit difficult to have sex when your parents lock you up.’

Lucy said nothing. She thought Jenny was hard on their parents. All they wanted was the best for their kids. Her dad and mum worked long hours in the shop and had sent them to a good local school and paid for piano lessons and tennis classes and dance classes for the girls. All they expected in return was for their daughters to work hard and not mess up. Lucy didn’t think it was much to ask, yet she had messed up. She had made a huge mistake and she had to fix it. She would not let her parents down, not after all they had sacrificed to give her a wonderful life.

Jenny sighed. ‘You’re no fun, these days. I’m going to listen to my new Shania Twain CD.’ As she flounced out of the door she said, ‘If I was going on a dirty weekend with my gorgeous boyfriend, I’d be in a really good mood, not a grump.’

Lucy continued to pack. What did you need for an abortion? She presumed comfortable clothes and a warm coat. She was worried about everything. Most of all Tom.

His dad had basically locked him up since he’d asked him for the money for the abortion. He knew his schedule and demanded that Tom come straight home after his lectures. He was like a tyrant and Tom seemed to be terrified of him. Whenever Lucy called him at home, the answering machine switched on. The only time she’d seen him in the last two weeks was in college, but it was difficult to talk with everyone around, and when they did sneak away for coffee, Tom seemed distant and distracted.

He’d barely been able to look her in the eye for the last week. Lucy kept trying to reassure him and tell him everything would be okay. But then yesterday Tom had got really emotional and said he was afraid things wouldn’t work out: Lucy had no idea what his father was like and how much pressure he was putting on him.

‘Pressure to do what?’ Lucy had asked. ‘I’m having an abortion, what more does he want?’

Tom bit his lip. ‘He’s just a nightmare.’

‘We’ll pay him back the money and then he can’t hold any of this over you,’ Lucy said.

Tom reached out and took her hand. ‘I just want you to know that I love you and I’m sorry about all this mess.’

Lucy squeezed his hand. He loved her! The words she’d been waiting to hear. Her heart soared. Tom loved her. It was all going to be okay. ‘I love you too. We’ll be fine. This will all be over soon.’

She was due to meet Tom that afternoon to get all the information from him. If everything was in place, they’d go as quickly as possible, which was why she wanted to be packed and ready. Apparently his father had organized everything and booked them flights and a top clinic in London. Lucy was relieved that she would be in good hands. She’d been terrified of having a cheap abortion.

She finished packing and went downstairs to get something to eat, hoping she wouldn’t throw it up.

In the kitchen, her dad was humming one of his olde-worlde Irish tunes while he cooked. The door from the kitchen to the shop was open. Lucy hated it left open. If anyone came into the shop and walked up to the counter, they could see into the kitchen and into their private life.

It was bad enough having the family business attached to the house so you never got away from it, but letting people snoop into your kitchen – her mum, Jenny and Lucy all hated it. Billy told them they were silly and that it was a very practical way for him to be able to slip out of the shop and make himself food or coffee without missing any customers.

Billy turned when he heard Lucy come in. ‘Thank God it’s you and not that sister of yours. She’s in big trouble. I’m telling you, no daughter of mine is going to waste a good education. I’d have killed to go to a decent school. And I wouldn’t mind but she has you as an example, her own sister in third-year law in Trinity and top of the class. How can she not want to follow that?’

Lucy forced a smile. If Billy ever found out that his precious daughter was a stupid idiot who had got herself pregnant, he’d die of disappointment. Every time Lucy looked at her father, she knew she was making the right decision. Her mum would support her, no matter what, but Billy was so proud of having a daughter in college and doing law that he almost burst every time he told someone.

She hated lying to them and keeping secrets. She’d never had to before. She had always had a brilliant relationship with her parents, which was why she found Tom and Gabriel’s so odd and sad. Her parents had always supported her and cheered her on. Granted she’d been an A student who’d never given them anything to worry about … until now.

She couldn’t wait for the abortion to be over. She’d bury the secret deep inside and forget it ever happened. Lucy was not going to let this bump in the road ruin her plan to graduate first in her class and work for the top law firm in Ireland. She planned to be a partner by the time she was thirty. She had it all mapped out and secretly she hoped that maybe Tom would be by her side in work and life.

Lucy poured herself a glass of orange juice. ‘Me and Jenny are different, Dad. She’s not as into studying as I was. Maybe you’re putting a bit too much pressure on her.’

‘Pressure?’ Billy waved a wooden spoon in the air. ‘She’s lazy, that’s what she is, and I won’t have it. Now, enough about her, it’s bad for my blood pressure. What do you fancy for breakfast? I’m making scrambled egg.’

Lucy felt bile rise in her throat. ‘I’m actually not that hungry. I think I’ll just have toast. Where’s Mum?’

‘She’s in the shop.’

Billy spooned some of his egg onto a plate and sat down opposite Lucy. ‘So you’re off on a class trip for a few days tomorrow?’

Lucy nodded, keeping her head down so as not to be caught blushing. She’d always been a terrible liar. Jenny was a lot smoother at it. ‘I’m heading early in the morning and I’ll be back on Sunday night.’

‘Is it all people from your law class?’

‘Yes.’

‘Isn’t it great you’ve made such good friends? Is that fella you’re seeing going?’

‘No,’ Lucy lied. ‘Just girls.’

‘Good. I wouldn’t want some fella trying to take advantage of you. You’re a lovely girl with a brilliant future ahead of you. Don’t get distracted by fellas or any of that other stuff,’ Billy said.

Lucy nibbled her toast, saying nothing.

‘Mind you, it’s not you I’ve to worry about, it’s that lunatic sister of yours. She needs to be reined in. She’s kicking up a storm about some party she wants to go to.’

Lucy looked up. ‘Maybe you should let her go, Dad.’

‘No feckin’ way. Her report was a disaster.’

‘I know, but locking her up isn’t the answer. She’ll make your life hell. Why don’t you use it as a bargaining tool? Tell her she can go if she studies for three hours every day of the last week of the holidays.’

Billy sat back and pointed his fork at his daughter. ‘Now that is a brilliant idea. You’re some girl, Lucy, honestly, not only smart but sensible too.’

‘Aw, shucks! Well, if you say so …’ She grinned. It was nice to have her dad’s praise. She felt so bad about her mistake, and she was so worried about Tom and the abortion that it was soothing to let her father’s love wash over her.

Tina walked through from the shop. ‘Billy, Mr O’Brien is here with the deliveries. He needs a hand.’

‘That fella’s as useless as the day he was born,’ Billy muttered, but stood up and went through to the shop.

Tina closed the door and sat down at the kitchen table. She picked up Billy’s half-drunk coffee and finished it. ‘Well, pet,’ she said, looking at Lucy. ‘What’s going on with you?’

Lucy reddened. ‘Nothing.’

Her mother sighed. ‘Lucy, I know you. Something’s been bothering you for a while. Talk to me.’

Lucy felt herself crack. She longed to throw herself into her mother’s arms and tell her everything. She dug her nails into her thighs to stop herself doing just that. She would not burden her mother with this when there was no need. In three days she’d be back to her old self. She lied, but kept it close to the truth. ‘I’m fine, Mum. I just … I’ve just had a problem with Tom, but it’s sorted, honestly. It’s all going to be fine.’

‘All right, Lucy, but I want you to know that, whatever it is, I’m here for you. I love you and I’ll always support you, no matter what. Okay?’

Lucy nodded, not trusting herself to speak. She jumped up to put her glass and plate into the dishwasher, then scurried out of the room. If she didn’t get out of there, her mother’s kindness would break her wide open.
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Lucy glanced at her watch. It was ten past four. Where was Tom? From her seat in the window of the Little Spoon she could see people rushing up and down the road, dodging the winter rain.

A shadow fell across the table. She looked up. It was Damien, her classmate from law. ‘Hi,’ she said.

‘Hi.’ He took off his coat and sat down beside her at the small table. ‘Can I get you another coffee?’

‘Uhm, well, I’m actually meeting Tom now so …’ Lucy didn’t want to be rude, but she needed him to leave so she and Tom were free to talk. Besides, Tom didn’t like Damien. He thought he was a boring geek, as did most of the class. Damien was super-bright: he’d come second in the class, just behind Lucy, last year. He’d always been really nice to her. Tom said it was because he had a crush on her and she kind of knew that was true, but she didn’t find him attractive. He wasn’t good-looking but neither was he bad-looking, he just wasn’t her type. He was too intense.

Damien shook his head. ‘Tom can’t make it. He asked me to give you this.’

Lucy frowned. What was he talking about? ‘What?’

‘I’m as surprised as you. Tom barely speaks to me. But I found it pushed under the door of my rooms when I woke up this morning and figured it was important to you. Look.’ Damien handed her a note in Tom’s handwriting:


Damien, I’m due to meet Lucy at 4 p.m. in the Little Spoon. Can you please go and give her this note? It’s REALLY important. I can’t make it because of my dad. Long story. But can you please make sure she gets this note? She’ll be waiting for me. Thanks, Tom.



Lucy took the envelope from Damien’s outstretched hand. She opened it and pulled out a note.


Don’t hate me, Dad has locked me up. I can’t go with you, he won’t let me. He promised me it’s all organized – a driver will pick you up in London and drive you to the clinic. You’ll be staying overnight in a hotel and then a car will pick you up and drive you back to the airport. I’m so sorry, Lucy. I’ve spent two days fighting with him but he won’t let me go. I’ll be waiting for you at the airport when you get back and I’ll be by your side after, I promise. I just can’t go to London. I’m so sorry. I love you. Tom



A sob escaped her. Damien reached over. ‘Hey, are you okay? Is it bad news? What did he say?’

Lucy bit down hard on her lip. How could she explain to Damien that her boyfriend had just left her to abort their baby alone? How could he do that? How could he let his father walk all over him?

‘Lucy, talk to me. Please.’

Lucy found her voice. She needed to take control of the situation. It wouldn’t help for Damien to find out. ‘It’s just a little issue Tom and I are having. It’ll sort itself out.’

Damien looked worried. ‘Lucy, you’ve gone green. You’re the colour of an unripe banana. It’s clearly not a small issue. What’s going on? Maybe I can help. Is he treating you badly? You deserve to be with someone who appreciates you, not upsets you.’

Lucy put the envelope into her handbag. ‘It’s fine, Damien. Please just forget about it. Thanks for bringing me the note. It was important.’

‘Let me take you home at least. You really don’t look well.’

Lucy fought back tears. ‘I really appreciate it, but honestly, I’m fine. I have to go.’ She pulled on her coat and turned to leave, then turned back to him and said, ‘Please don’t tell anyone about this. It’s kind of private. Tom shouldn’t have got you involved.’

Damien shrugged. ‘You’re the only person in the class I really talk to, so your secret is safe with me.’

Lucy smiled, then bent down and kissed his cheek. ‘Thanks, Damien. You’re a great friend.’

Gabriel stood outside the grotty little coffee shop and peered in. He saw a young girl who fitted Tom’s description of Lucy. She was kissing another boy – clearly a girl who got about the place.

Sighing, he threw open the door and strode over to the table. She was pretty enough, long brown hair, petite, but nothing special. Tom was an idiot. Evidently she saw his son as her ticket to the good life. Over my dead body, thought Gabriel.

‘Are you Lucy Murphy?’

Lucy and Damien looked around. A tall, imposing man with grey hair and an expensive navy coat stood before them.

‘Yes, I’m Lucy.’

She had rather striking brown eyes. They made her jump from average-looking to very pretty. That was what Tom must have fallen for, Gabriel thought.

‘I’m Tom’s father.’

‘You’re Gabriel Harrington-Black.’ Damien flushed. ‘It’s an honour to meet you, sir. I’m a fellow law student of Tom and Lucy’s. Damien, Damien O’Neill. Delighted to meet you. I’m a huge fan, the sentencing of –’

Gabriel held up his hand. ‘Could you leave us, please? I have a matter I need to discuss with Miss Murphy.’

‘Right, of course, I’ll be off.’ Damien left quickly, looking utterly star-struck.

Gabriel brushed Damien’s seat and sat down. ‘Is he another of your boyfriends?’

Lucy felt herself blushing bright red. ‘Oh, gosh, no. He’s just a classmate. It’s very nice to meet you, sir.’ She proffered her hand, which Gabriel took and crushed in his own.

Lucy pulled hers back. God, this was so awkward. She had no idea what to say.

‘I presume you know why I’m here?’ he asked.

‘Not really. I was expecting Tom.’

‘Yes, well, Tom won’t be coming. This is a most unfortunate business.’

‘I’m really sorry. It just … Well, we were careless that one time and I’m just sorry.’

He glared at her. ‘It’s a little late for apologies.’ Fishing in the inside pocket of his coat, he produced a thick envelope. He handed it to Lucy. ‘Inside this envelope you will find a return ticket to London and an appointment at an excellent clinic.’

‘Thank you. I really appreciate you helping us out, it’s very decent of you. Tom and I are so grateful.’

Gabriel’s lip curled into what was supposed to look like a smile. ‘Miss Murphy, people make mistakes and get themselves into hot spots. But there is always a solution. The key here is to have this mess sorted out quickly and discreetly so you can put it all behind you. Go to London, terminate this pregnancy and never speak of it again. Move on with your life. I hear you’re a bright girl, and no girl with an ounce of a brain wants to have a child while she’s in university. I also think you and Tom should stay away from each other, let things cool down a bit. I understand you’re in the same class, but in a group of eighty students I’m sure you can avoid him easily enough.’

Lucy felt as if she’d been slapped. ‘What … what do you mean? Tom’s my boyfriend … We’re a couple.’

Gabriel pursed his lips. ‘I strongly recommend a cooling-off period. Give each other some space to move on from this. Look, Tom is easily distracted and I didn’t spend a fortune on my son’s private education to have him do badly in university. Tom is a boy who needs to focus on his books to do well. I’ve told him that I want him to concentrate on one thing only this year, getting good results, which means he won’t have time for relationships.’

‘I won’t distract him, I promise. In fact, I’ll help him study. I love Tom and –’

Gabriel’s hand curled into a fist on the table. ‘Don’t be ridiculous. This is a silly college romance that has gone very wrong and caused a lot of trouble. Now be sensible, forget about Tom, let him concentrate on his studies and you concentrate on yours.’

Lucy swallowed hard. She had to make him see that this was love, real love. ‘I understand you’re upset about the mess we’ve got ourselves into, but we really do love each other, and I know it may sound silly but it’s very real, I promise you.’

Gabriel stared coldly at her. ‘I have to get to court. Listen closely so there is no misunderstanding. I’m not asking you to stay away from Tom, I’m ordering you to.’ He stood up to leave.

Lucy felt her shame and humiliation turn to anger. ‘I’m sorry, but I won’t.’

‘Excuse me?’

‘You heard me. I will not stop seeing Tom. I’m mad about him and he’s mad about me.’

‘Keep your voice down,’ he hissed. ‘I have just arranged for you to have the best medical care available. You should be on your knees thanking me, you ungrateful girl.’

She put the envelope on the table. ‘Here, take it,’ she said, her voice shaking.

Gabriel picked it up and handed it back to her. She refused it.

‘I’m not leaving until you guarantee that you will go through with this termination. I don’t want you changing your mind or trying to convince my son that having a child with you is a good idea. No stupid girl with loose morals is going to drag my son down.’

The thought of keeping the baby had never entered Lucy’s mind. She couldn’t have a baby: she was only twenty-one. She’d have to drop out of college or defer, and all of her goals and plans would be changed.

‘I’m waiting.’ Gabriel held the envelope out to her.

‘No.’ Lucy was surprised to hear herself say it, but she suddenly felt filled with conviction.

‘No?’ Gabriel’s face went bright red.

Lucy could see that he was shaken. The thought of her not getting rid of the baby was freaking him out. Good. She wanted to rattle him, the bastard. ‘If I decide to change my mind, that’s my prerogative.’

Gabriel put the envelope on the table and said very quietly into her ear, ‘Do not cross me, or I promise you, you’ll regret it for the rest of your life.’

He turned and stalked out of the café, leaving the envelope on the table in front of Lucy.

Lucy felt adrenalin pumping through her veins. She had stood up to him. She had rattled him, too. Good. Let him have a few sleepless nights wondering if she’d had the abortion or not. Of course she was going to have it, but it was nice to see him wrong-footed. What a bully. She felt sorry for Tom, growing up with him as a father. Although, she thought angrily, that didn’t excuse him abandoning her.

The adrenalin soon drained out of her and Lucy felt really alone. Her hands were trembling as she put the envelope into her bag. She wanted to weep. She needed to talk to someone, to process what had just happened. She knew where she had to go.

Lucy hurried past the shop, hoping her father wouldn’t see her through the window, and ran up the road to Sarah’s house. Her mind was spinning. Tom had said he loved her but he wasn’t coming with her. Then again, he had promised to be there for her afterwards. She was feeling so many different emotions and couldn’t make sense of anything.

She went to the back door of Sarah’s house and found her friend in the kitchen. She could see Sarah’s mum through the glass door. She was, as usual, plonked in front of the TV, watching soap operas.

Since Sarah’s dad had walked out all those years ago, Mrs Hannigan had become a very bitter woman. Between Sarah’s dad and Gabriel, Lucy felt incredibly lucky to have her lovely parents. Billy and Tina were worlds apart from Tom’s and Sarah’s.

‘Oh, my God!’ Sarah exclaimed. ‘You look awful. What happened?’

‘Can we go to your room? I need to talk to you,’ Lucy said, fighting back tears.

Sarah ushered her upstairs and locked her bedroom door behind them. ‘Okay, tell me what’s happened.’

‘God, it’s a mess.’ Lucy collapsed onto the bed, crying. When she’d calmed down enough to talk, she filled Sarah in on the whole encounter.

‘What?’ Sarah was in shock. ‘He actually came in and threatened you and basically called you a slut? Oh, my God, what a psycho.’

‘It was awful, Sarah. He’s so intimidating. I was actually really scared.’

‘Yeah, but you stood up to him, which is more than Tom did.’

‘I know, but I kind of understand Tom more now. If I’d grown up with Gabriel as a dad, I might not stand up to him. He’s a bully to the core. And Tom really did want to come with me.’ Lucy wanted to defend him. She wanted to think well of him, although it was hard right now.

‘So why doesn’t he?’ Sarah asked.

‘Well, when Tom told his dad, Gabriel totally freaked out and said he’d pay for me to have proper medical care because he wants to make sure I don’t die or get an infection, but he ordered Tom to stay at home. He’s kind of locked him up since he found out. But Tom said he’d collect me from the airport when I get back.’

Sarah felt her blood boiling. Collect her from the airport? Big bloody deal. Was this guy for real? Sarah looked at Lucy, her lovely friend. Lucy, the strong, brilliant, determined one, the one who never put a foot wrong. The girl everyone in the neighbourhood knew as Lucy Murphy, the straight-A student. The Lucy Sarah was facing now looked shattered, frightened and alone. Sarah wanted to hunt Tom down and kill him.

She had to be honest with her friend. ‘Lucy, it’s not fair for you to go on your own. It’s not right. Tom should be with you.’ She thought he was a spineless git for saying he couldn’t go. What kind of bullshit excuse was My dad won’t let me?

Sarah knew that Darren would never let her have an abortion on her own. He’d be there, holding her hand all the way. Darren was her rock. He’d never let her down. Lucy deserved better than this. But Sarah didn’t want to upset her friend any more than she already was.

Lucy began to cry again.

‘Look, Lucy, if he really can’t go, we’ll go without him.’

‘You’ll still come with me?’

‘Of course,’ Sarah said. ‘There’s no way on earth I’d let you go through all that by yourself.’

‘Thank you so much,’ Lucy said, her voice shaky with relief.

‘But do you still want to do it? You told Gabriel you weren’t going to. Have you changed your mind?’

Lucy shook her head. ‘I was just angry with him and wanted to say no to him and piss him off. But I have to do it, Sarah. I mean, it’s the only way out, isn’t it?’

Sarah said nothing. She watched her friend, trying to gauge her thoughts.

‘Yeah,’ Lucy said, nodding to herself. ‘We’ll go and just get it done.’

‘All right. So what are the arrangements, then?’ Sarah asked.

Lucy picked up her bag and took out Gabriel’s envelope. Even looking at it brought back an image of his glowering face and made her feel ill. She opened it and looked at the tickets.

‘Flight tomorrow at twelve forty-five,’ she said. ‘Can you get away without your mum going mad?’

‘Yeah, that won’t be a problem.’

Lucy looked at the brochure included with the tickets. ‘It’s a clinic in Marylebone Lane,’ she said, reading it. ‘Looks really nice. And the hotel is …’ she pulled out another piece of paper ‘… the Village Hotel. Looks very nice too.’ Her eyes welled. ‘I guess if I’m going to do it, I might as well do it in style. God, Sarah, I can’t believe this is happening.’ She broke down in tears.

Sarah pulled her into a hug, holding her tightly. If she ever she got her hands on that Tom, she’d tell him exactly what she thought of him.
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Lucy tiptoed down the stairs, not wanting to meet anyone before she left. She didn’t want to have to lie any more, she just wanted to go.

The door from the shop opened and Tina looked into the kitchen. ‘You’re off then, love?’

Lucy nodded.

Tina walked over and gave her a hug. Then she looked directly into Lucy’s eyes. ‘Okay, pet, but please remember, if you change your mind and decide that this class trip isn’t for you, I’m here for you. Don’t do anything that feels wrong. All right?’

Lucy didn’t trust herself to speak. Did Tina know? Had she guessed? ‘I won’t be gone long, Mum,’ she said. ‘I’ll be home on Sunday.’

‘I’ll be waiting for you.’

Lucy kissed her mother’s cheek. She felt like her heart was breaking. She had never, ever thought things would turn out like this. It was like a nightmare, but soon she’d wake up and it would all be over.

The two young women sat in the busy airport bar, nursing coffees.

‘I didn’t know what to pack for an abortion trip,’ Sarah said. ‘I kept packing and unpacking. Eventually I just put in jeans and a sweatshirt. I doubt we’ll be going clubbing.’

‘Clubbing?’ Lucy looked at her friend and a bubble rose in her throat. She began to laugh. It was slightly hysterical and exploded out of her chest like a blessed relief from all of her worry. Sarah joined in and they were soon creased over.

Lucy wiped tears from her eyes. ‘God, Sarah, I needed that.’

‘Me too. I was so scared this morning that my mum, who barely notices I exist, actually asked me if I was all right.’

‘I think my mum knows,’ Lucy admitted. ‘She said to me this morning, “If you change your mind, I’m here for you.” She knows I’m not going on a class trip.’

‘Did it make you reconsider?’ Sarah asked.

‘God, no. There is no way I can have a baby. I need to finish my degree and get into a top firm, which means signing over my life to them. You have to be a slave to your job to climb the ladder.’

‘I know, but you also need to be one hundred per cent sure before you go ahead. I mean, if you have any doubts, we can postpone,’ Sarah said.

Lucy shook her head. ‘I still want to go ahead. It’s the only way to sort out this mess. But it’s weird – since Gabriel attacked me yesterday I feel really protective of the baby. It’s as if I have to look after it and keep it safe from that horrible man. I know it sounds mad, but it’s … It’s a strange feeling.’

‘Lucy, you could change your mind and keep the baby,’ Sarah said. ‘It would be complicated and difficult, and you’d have to take a year out of college, but you could go back after, finish your degree and still have a great career. Lots of women do it and you have two great parents who love you and will support you. I’ll help out too.’

Lucy bit her lip. ‘No way. I can’t do it to my dad. He’d die of shame and disappointment. He’s worked so hard to give us a good life and he’s so proud that I’m studying law in Trinity and coming top of the class. It would just kill him. I know it would.’

Sarah took her friend’s hand in hers. ‘Billy loves you. No matter what you do, that will never change. Yes, he probably will be upset and disappointed at first, but if you tell him you have a plan to defer for a year and then go back, and if you show him you’re determined to do it all, he’ll be okay. He adores you, Lucy. You can do no wrong in his eyes. You’re really lucky.’

‘But that’s just it, Sarah, I know he has me on a pedestal and I can’t disappoint him. It’s not fair.’

‘For goodness’ sake, Lucy, your dad grew up in the inner city with nothing. Most of his old friends are in prison or selling drugs – a baby isn’t going to kill him. You have two great parents, and even if they are upset, they’ll get over it – they’ll adore the baby and help you. If anyone can do it all, you can. You’re the most focused and hard-working person I know. You can make this work.’

‘What about Tom?’ Lucy said.

What about Tom? Sarah thought grumpily. Where was he now? Hiding under his bed, the coward. ‘Well, that’s something I can’t answer. How do you think he’d react if you told him you’d decided to keep the baby?’

Lucy paused. This conversation was ridiculous. She couldn’t have a baby. She was twenty-one. She had her whole life mapped out. Besides, Tom would … Well, Tom would probably … What would Tom do? He’d said he loved her, he’d said he’d be there for her after the abortion, so would he be there for her if she had the baby? They’d never even discussed the possibility. Lucy had just told him she was getting rid of it and that was that. But he’d never argued against it. He’d just gone along and seemed happy enough.

But he loved her and she loved him, and it would be their baby. It could bring them closer. Maybe it would finally make him stand up to his father. If she deferred for a year, Tom could continue and graduate next year as planned. It wouldn’t have to affect his life too much.

‘I think Tom might be okay about it,’ Lucy said. ‘But it’s ridiculous. I mean, where would we live? How would we support a baby?’

‘Well, you could stay with your mum and dad while you were pregnant and finish this year in college, and Tom could get a job in the summer and make enough money to rent a little flat or move in with you when the baby is born or something.’

Lucy tried to imagine Tom living in her parents’ house. It would be way too weird. They’d have to find a flat. But she could finish this third year of her law degree and she’d only have to defer her final year for twelve months. She could study while she was looking after the baby and get ahead on her year off so she’d do extra well in her exams and ace them.

Sarah bent towards her. ‘I can see your mind whizzing. What are you thinking?’

Lucy felt lighter, less weighed down. She felt hopeful for the first time in weeks. Maybe Sarah was right. Maybe she should think about it. She could always go to the clinic next week. She needed to talk to Tom. She needed to talk to her parents. She needed to be honest and stop lying and keeping secrets. Maybe she could be a mum and a successful lawyer. Why not? Look at Hillary Clinton: she’d had a baby and was a super-successful lawyer.

Sarah poked her. ‘Talk to me, what’s going on
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