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Prologue

Hannah spun around in her dress, still unable to believe this day had arrived. The ivory duchess satin felt luxurious against her skin. The strapless style seemed to widen her narrow shoulders and enhance her bust, particularly with the hand-sewn pearl detail. At the same time, the A-line skirt accentuated her waist and glossed over her hips. She’d never felt so attractive.

For once she wasn’t self-conscious about her body. She looked womanly and was proud of it. Years of being teased about the size of her hips no longer mattered. They would bear the children she and Brett wanted so much.

Hannah looked in the mirror and checked her hair. Three hours at the hairdresser’s; the highlights, hot curlers, the teasing and pulling, had been worth it. Wearing her hair up and off her face accentuated her cheekbones and lengthened her neck. The make-up was heavier than she was used to, but the beautician promised it would look natural in the photos.

She put her hand up to her face and caught the sparkle from her finger. The engagement ring she had worn so proudly for the last six months glistened in the mirror. The bright lights in the motel bathroom made it look blinding – well, almost.

There was a tap on the door.

‘Hannah, the photographer’s wanting a few more shots before we leave. Dad’s meeting the car around the front. We don’t have much time.’

She took a deep breath and opened the bathroom door. Her younger sister had tidied the room and thrown pink rose petals on the bed. The gesture brought tears to her eyes.

‘Oh no you don’t!’ Dakota threatened. ‘You look so beautiful. Don’t go messing up your make-up now!’

The pair hugged tightly. Hannah felt like the luckiest woman in the world as her eighteen-year-old sister lifted the lace veil from the chair. The antique comb fitted snugly into the back of her bun.

‘Now you look perfect. Brett will be so proud.’

A husky voice interrupted from the doorway.

‘Remember, I got married at your age and it was the biggest mistake of my life.’

‘So Dakota and I are mistakes? Thanks, Mum.’ Hannah had hoped her mother would be happy for her, but that was too much to ask. The daughters had heard it all before and didn’t need another lecture, especially not now.

The older woman stepped forward and straightened the gold and diamond cross Hannah wore around her neck. ‘You girls are the best thing that ever happened to me. I just don’t want you making the same mistakes. If you’re having doubts or want to put it off for another couple of years, just say so. If that boy really loves you, he’ll wait.’

‘We already waited until the end of the football season so our friends could come.’

‘You mean his friends. Your father was loyal like that, only to everyone but his family.’

Hannah was embarrassed that her mother would talk like this in front of the photographer. She hoped he was too busy snapping candid shots to listen.

Dakota handed her the bouquet and Hannah smiled for the camera. She glanced at the bed while the photographer worked away. A small part of her wondered if Brett would have waited much longer. Her purity pledge had strained their relationship, but he knew when they met how committed she was to her faith. Tonight they could make love for the first time, right here, only metres away from the beach they had camped on the night Brett proposed.

Her mother lifted the front section of veil over her face. ‘Just remember, marriages can be made or ruined on the wedding night.’

‘God, Mum, give it a rest. She’s nervous enough without your doom and gloom. How about you go check on Dad?’ Dakota saw their mother out before returning to collect her own bouquet. ‘Don’t worry, after another wine she’ll be telling all the single women about the horrors of childbirth.’

Hannah laughed, but had to admit to being more than a little apprehensive about her first sexual experience. What if it hurt? What if there was blood? Suddenly it didn’t seem so romantic. She felt the waves in her stomach tumble.

‘Mum’s talking complete rubbish,’ Dakota winked. ‘The secret is finding the right man. Which reminds me, I’ve got your present.’

She reached under the bed and removed a slim box tied with a satin ribbon. Inside was the softest silk camisole and panties, with a matching robe. Hannah felt her cheeks redden. She hadn’t thought of lingerie; this was sexy but not too revealing. It was perfect.

‘I’ve got a set just like it, and you should feel like a woman for your first time.’

Hannah locked eyes with her sister. ‘Are you saying . . . ?’

A cheeky smile burst across Dakota’s face. ‘For months, and I can tell you it’s worth waiting for.’

So that’s what happened at university. Hannah was not shocked, but she was still surprised. The two of them were close, but there were many things she didn’t know about her sister. She wondered if there was anything she didn’t know about her husband-to-be.

‘It’s time,’ Dakota almost whispered. ‘After tonight, your life is never going to be the same again.’



Brett Dengate waited nervously on the sand. So far, so good. When Hannah’s regular minister had cancelled first thing this morning with food poisoning, a mate from the footy club had come to the rescue and called in his uncle who was a celebrant. Uncle Lionel looked more like Uncle Fester, but there was no point upsetting the bride with details. Pity, Brett thought, that her bitch of a mother hadn’t come down with poisoning too.

‘Don’t worry, son, the woman usually does turn up. I’m sure there’s nothing to worry about.’

Brett’s first instinct was to punch Uncle Lionel’s face in, but he counted to ten and breathed. To be honest, he wasn’t worried – until now. What if Hannah had second thoughts or, worse, what if she found out somehow? Loose lips, as they said. It only took one person to ruin everything. If anyone had let anything slip, he’d find out and sure as hell make them pay.

Hannah would make a loyal wife. She worshipped him and, unlike other women, she didn’t ask too many questions. She understood he had obligations that didn’t include her. She understood he was the boss. End of discussion.

His best man, Lurch, patted him on the back.

‘Don’t worry, it’ll be over before you know it.’

Despite the cool change, Brett wiped the sweat from his hands on his cream linen trousers. The wind gusted. Women guests clutched at their skirts and the odd hat as dark clouds moved in overhead.

‘Mate, you need to get this show on the road before it pisses down.’ Lurch opened his jacket to reveal a hip flask. ‘Want some Dutch courage?’

As tempting as it was, two morning beers were enough for the moment. ‘Save it for later.’

‘Everyone’s looking forward to the reception, if you know what I mean.’ He waved towards the road. ‘The rest of the boys just arrived.’

Brett glanced up. The entire team was here, many with their wives and girlfriends. He thought back to everything they had gone through together. The best mates you could ever have.

From the first days at high school they had been like family, only better. You could always depend on them. When he broke a wrist during a game, his team mates finished the retaining wall for his boss so he still got paid. That’s what mates did – they covered for you and watched your back. And you did the same for them.

The guests lined up and Uncle Lionel cleared his throat. Hannah’s sister appeared over the sandhill first. Then he saw his bride escorted by her loser father.

Lurch leant closer. ‘Mate, can you set me up with the sister? You never told me she was that well built.’

Brett had to admit Lurch was right. He could have gone for Dakota’s looks, but she was wilder than Hannah. Dakota was girlfriend material all right, but he had chosen the sort a man could settle down with.

The harpist played the bridal waltz as the party approached. Errant drops threatened the arrival of the storm.

Hannah looked surprised at the celebrant, but didn’t interrupt the ceremony to ask questions. The vows passed quickly and they only stuffed up a couple of lines.

‘You may kiss the bride,’ Uncle Lionel announced, and was followed by a crack of thunder. ‘And then we all might head for shelter.’

The guests were already working their way to the resort’s function centre as the couple’s lips met. The photographer was stuffing around and missed it. Hannah wanted to do it again.

Someone volunteered an umbrella for shots the photographer thought would be atmospheric. More like bullshit, Brett thought. They fluffed around as the sky darkened, posing and repositioning hands, chins and dresses. All Brett could think of was how much he wanted to start celebrating inside with a drink – alcohol they were paying for. Hannah seemed more concerned about the umbrella being a lightning rod, and how her hair would be ruined.

His attempts to explain that, with the amount of gunk and pins in there, her hair would withstand a nuclear attack didn’t help the situation. Lurch was ogling Dakota and made a remark about the weather helping her nipples come out to play, which Hannah overheard. For his trouble, he was on the receiving end of one of her ice-melting stares. Lurch didn’t mean anything, it was just him paying Dakota a compliment. Besides, her nipples were pretty hard to miss, sticking out of that shiny gold dress.

Hannah’s precise schedule for the day hadn’t taken into account a storm. With droplets multiplying to a heavy downpour, they struggled to smile, pose and capture Hannah’s fairytale image of married bliss. There was little time to mimic the photos she’d plucked from bridal magazines for the photographer’s brief. A few more cracks of thunder and lightning out to sea had them rush for cover.

‘They say rain on a wedding day is lucky. Then this couple must be very blessed,’ Hannah’s father declared as he announced Mr and Mrs Brett Dengate to the reception guests. The group of ninety applauded and whooped, all with glasses in hand.

‘I’m not big on giving advice, not with my track record, but I will say one thing. Brett, if you ever hurt my little girl, I’ll bloody kill you.’ The old man grinned through a missing tooth and raised his glass.

Everyone laughed, except Brett.



‘Your make-up still looks good,’ Dakota reassured Hannah. ‘Don’t worry about the photos. You can get some upstairs on the verandah at sunset, after the storm passes. They’ll be perfect.’

Hannah kissed her sister’s cheek. ‘You’re the best sister ever. Oh, and you might want to avoid Lurch. I don’t like the way he was looking at you before, and he is kind of . . .’

‘Sleazy? My slime detector went off the scale when I saw him. You don’t have to worry, I can handle him.’

The groom approached with a glass of champagne for each of them but Hannah was too excited about seeing relatives and friends to drink it. Brett was pulled off in another direction by his mates and the pair didn’t meet up again until the formal speeches. By that stage most of the buffet had disappeared and Hannah had forgotten to eat, more concerned that the guests were enjoying themselves. Brett seemed edgy and nervous by then, and she suspected his sugars were running low, although he did have a beer in his hand when it came time for him to speak.

‘My wife and I want to thank you all for coming today. As many of you know, marriage is a tough sport and I’m rapt to have Hannah on my team. To my wife.’ They all toasted the bride. He sat down again, but Hannah’s reminder had him on his feet again. ‘Oh yeah, and the bridesmaid looked pretty good too.’

The men cheered again, Lurch louder than anyone, and the women clapped. All except Hannah’s mother, who polished off another glass of wine instead.

Hannah stood up. It wasn’t traditional for the bride to make a speech, but Hannah had read that it was more common these days and she knew Brett wasn’t one to say how he felt in public. ‘I’d like to say something. I’ve always been the nerdy girl, unsporty and uncoordinated, who got teased for always having her head in a book. I thought all sportsmen were Neanderthals.’

Jeers and boos went out, along with some grunting noises. Hannah laughed and used both hands to quieten the response. ‘That was, of course, before I met Brett. He accepts and loves me for who I am. I am so proud to be his wife. We are blessed to know and love you all. The support and loyalty you show is inspirational. Thank you all for coming, and have a wonderful night.’

‘We love you too,’ a drunken male voice called from the back. The crowd laughed.

The four hours passed in a blur and the weather turned to a balmy evening with a soothing sea breeze. The reception room emptied as many of the guests moved on. Hannah looked down at her dress, the hem muddied from the wet sand, and torn where someone had stood on it sometime after the speeches. It might as well have been the clock striking midnight on Cinderella’s big night. She doubted the stains would come out, so dreams of passing it on to her unborn daughter disappeared. Gifts sat piled on a trestle table beside half-eaten cake. Her mother was asleep in a chair by the wall.

Dakota appeared by her side. ‘Don’t worry, I’ll look after all this. A few garbage bags and some elbow grease, this place will be spotless in no time. And I’ll make sure Mum gets to bed.’

Hannah was beyond feeling embarrassed by her mother. She thanked her sister again. ‘Where’s everyone going?’

‘Some of Brett’s mates are pretty tanked. They’ve been partying hard. I overheard one boasting how they have big plans later in one of the rooms. Just hope they don’t keep us awake all night with the noise.’

Lurch appeared then with two glasses of wine in his hand. ‘Here you are, ladies, a drink to say thanks for a great night.’ He made a point of giving the one in his right hand to Dakota, despite her being closer to his left side. Hannah had never felt comfortable around Lurch, there was something about him that unnerved her. She felt guilty about thinking badly of him, today of all days, so she took the drink and the sisters toasted to wedded bliss.

Hannah’s father came over to the girls to say his goodbyes.

‘Don’t worry about your mother, it won’t be the first time I’ve put her to bed.’ He seemed resigned. ‘You have a good night,’ he said, hugging them both. ‘I couldn’t be more proud.’

Brett came over and kissed his bride on the back of her neck. ‘If you’ll excuse us, we have some married business to attend to.’ He lifted a startled Hannah, empty glass still in hand, and carried her out the glass doors, along the path and across the threshold of their suite door.

Brett opened a bottle of champagne and refilled his wife’s glass while she locked the sliding door and closed the floral curtain. After a few sips she felt tired and struggled to stay awake. She must have underestimated the stress of organising the wedding day. She asked him for a diet cola from the bar, something with caffeine in it.

Brett ignored the request, unzipped the back of her dress and laid her face up on the bed. He kissed her cheeks and lips before lowering his mouth to her breasts. She tingled all over with the sensation, and the anticipation.

‘We don’t have much time,’ he said, lowering himself on top of her.

Hannah felt him push between her legs then the force of him inside her. ‘It’s hurting,’ she tried to say, but his mouth was covering hers, his tongue sticking in and out as he thrusted. Suddenly he let out a moan and it was all over.

Brett rolled over, got up and kissed her forehead.

‘Sleep well and you’ll never know.’

His eyes ran all over her naked body. Her breasts looked smaller than they felt, but her skin was almost velvety against the white sheets. The tuft of hair was darker than the hair on her head. He felt himself aroused again and reached down to suck on her nipples. He’d waited so long. The sight of the clock by the bed stopped him. Shit! It was time and he’d be back soon enough.

He covered her bare flesh with the sheet and stroked her eyelids to make sure she wouldn’t wake up.

He dressed and left via the sliding door. The wind gusted and buffeted the curtains in and out of the opening.

Hannah slipped deeper into unconsciousness . . .





Chapter 1

‘Your 10 am appointment rang to say they’re running late trying to find somewhere to park,’ the receptionist said through the intercom.

‘Thanks.’ Doctor Anya Crichton wasn’t looking forward to this meeting but was trying to keep an open mind. Still, no wonder they were late – hospital parking was an oxymoron. Planners failed to consider that most people attending the sexual assault unit were not in a fit state to catch public transport, nor were they likely to be brought by ambulance.

She checked her watch and took the opportunity to glance over the file one more time.

Hannah Dengate, twenty-eight years old, had presented to her general practitioner in distress, three weeks after marrying her boyfriend of twelve months. Investigations and testing revealed two different sexually transmitted infections. Testing of the husband failed to detect either infection.

The GP had asked Anya to see the couple and attempt to determine how only one of the pair had become infected, after supposed monogamy. Anya’s first reaction had been disbelief at the doctor’s naïvety. Hannah had to have had sexual relations with another man or men. However, the GP knew the patient from church and believed that Hannah had not been unfaithful. Two gynaecologists had failed to share this view.

This sexual assault unit was set up to deal with forensic medicine, not infidelity, but Anya had given in to the pleas of the GP. She wasn’t sure how the meeting would go; she just hoped it would be quick and straightforward. Faced with the evidence and two, possibly three expert opinions, Hannah would surely have to stop the charade and come clean.

When the couple finally arrived Anya greeted them in the foyer. Hannah extended one hand and held on to the arm of her husband with the other.

‘Thank you so much for agreeing to see us, Doctor. We’re really hoping you can help sort all this out.’

Slightly overweight, the woman was dressed in a plain shirt and tailored trousers. Her hair was pulled back off her make-up-free face into a tight bun, with slight darkening at the roots. It had probably been coloured for the wedding. On her feet were flat black ballet shoes, worn at the toes. This woman dressed for comfort, not to attract attention. She had an almost childlike innocence about her.

‘This is my husband, Brett.’

The man wore jeans and a buttoned shirt with rolled-up sleeves; he stood with his hands in his pockets. The stale smell of tobacco leached from his clothes.

‘Is this going to take long? We’ve already seen two specialists who said the same thing.’

Hannah tightened the grip on his arm.

‘Honey, we talked about this. Doctor Crichton might have seen something like this before, in her . . . ?particular field. I’ve been praying she can help us.’

The front door opened and one of the counsellors entered. Anya didn’t want to have this discussion in a public area.

‘Please come through. We can chat in private.’

The three walked along the corridor into a room with a double lounge facing two armchairs. In the middle was a coffee table, with a box of tissues in easy reach. The pair sat together, Hannah more forward, knees together, still clinging to her husband.

Anya sat opposite with the folder on her lap. She decided to start with something safe, like the woman’s medical history.

‘I see that your past health has been good. Have you had any operations?’

Hannah exhaled. ‘No, I’ve rarely seen a doctor apart from the usual childhood coughs and colds. I’ve never had a filling, and I don’t have wisdom teeth either. The dentist X-rayed me and apparently they’re not even there.’

Brett squeezed her hand and she stopped speaking.

Anya smiled sympathetically. ‘Any family history of medical problems?’

‘Not that we know of.’

‘Can I ask when you had your last pap smear?’

The infections could have been old and flared due to stress. A previous gynaecological exam may have picked something up.

Hannah flicked a glance at her husband. ‘I was told I didn’t need one.’

Anya raised her eyebrows.

‘I was told I should have one a year after we had sex. We took a vow of purity and didn’t have sex until our wedding night, six weeks ago now.’

‘What about before you pledged purity?’

Hannah touched the crucifix around her neck. ‘I’ve always wanted to save myself for the man I married. That probably sounds old-fashioned, but my parents divorced and I wanted to make sure that didn’t happen to me.’

Brett began to shift in his seat. ‘I had girlfriends, and got around a bit . . . you know . . . before we got together.’

Anya was beginning to wonder whether Hannah was a great liar or in total denial that she had been unfaithful. Something made her uncomfortable about the whole story. Two sexually transmitted infections within weeks of getting married, with no previous sexual contact?

Brett could have carried the infections from previous partners, but he had tested negative on two separate occasions.

One option was that Hannah had been assaulted and not told anyone. Anya needed to speak with her alone.

Brett didn’t hesitate when she suggested he go for a cigarette whilst she talked to Hannah by herself.

‘Please help me,’ Hannah implored, tears rolling down her face. ‘I’m going mad trying to understand how this happened. Brett’s been amazing and says he knows I wouldn’t have slept with anyone else. Did I get it from a public toilet seat? At someone else’s house? On a bus? What other explanation could there be?’

This woman was pretty convincing. And there was little point sustaining an act without her husband present. Anya leant forward in her seat.

‘What you tell me now is completely confidential. Nothing you say will go further than this room. Not to your GP, Brett, family. Anyone.’

‘I just don’t understand.’ The tears flowed faster. ‘This whole thing has been a nightmare. I haven’t done anything wrong.’

‘I’m not suggesting you have.’ Anya locked her gaze. Figures showed that up to one in three women had been sexually assaulted but most incidents went unreported. The question had to be asked. ‘Did someone have sex with you without your permission?’

The woman wiped her eyes with a tissue. ‘You mean like rape? No! I’d think I’d know if that had happened.’

‘Not necessarily,’ Anya offered. There was a chance she could have been drugged and not remembered an assault. ‘Did you have a hen’s night, for example? Out somewhere?’

‘Just dinner with my sister and a few girlfriends at a local pizza place. And no one got drunk, if that’s what you’re thinking.’

‘Have there been any times in the last couple of months when something could have happened? Someone who gave you a drink? Maybe being unable to remember aspects of the night before, even though you hadn’t drunk much?’

Hannah stared at the carpet, rolling the tissue in her hand. ‘I went to the gym every day before the wedding. I lost sixteen kilos to get into my dress. We paid for everything; we didn’t go out for about six months so we could save the money. Brett went down to the pub with his friends some nights, but I stayed home. I’m the one who budgets anyway – Brett would spend everything he earns if I left it to him.’

‘What about work functions?’

‘I don’t mix much with people from the office. Most of them think a good night means getting blind drunk and sleeping with someone they’ll never see again.’

Anya could appreciate why Hannah might prefer to stay at home.

‘Tell me about your wedding.’

Hannah leant back in the lounge and her shoulders relaxed. ‘It was everything I ever dreamt it would be, if you don’t count the rain. My bouquet had deep purple irises and Brett looked so handsome. The only downside was that we didn’t have time to eat much, by the time we’d got around to everyone and made sure they were all having a good time.’

‘Did you at least get to have a glass of champagne?’ Anya remembered her own, less than formal wedding, without family or friends present.

‘Come to think of it, I did have one glass of wine at the reception, but because I hadn’t eaten, it went right to my head.’

Anya glanced at the door. Brett wouldn’t be much longer.

‘What happened then?’

‘I don’t remember much, to be honest. I started out nervous, but Brett undressed me. I know we made love because the next morning there was blood on the sheets and I was sore,’ she lowered her voice, ‘down there.’

The comment alarmed Anya.

‘Do you remember making love?’

‘Brett told me I fell asleep with exhaustion from all the dieting and stress. But I feel a bit silly – what sort of bride can’t remember her wedding night?’

Anya wondered the same thing. Tears refilled Hannah’s eyes.

‘We had breakfast in bed, and he didn’t even try to make love again. I must have been disappointing. My mother always said that a marriage is made or ruined on the wedding night. Maybe that’s why my mind blanked it out.’ Her voice trailed off. ‘But once Brett commits himself to something, there’s no going back.’

It seemed an odd statement for a new bride to make.

‘What else is Brett committed to?’

‘The local football club. He’s been playing with them since high school, and the team are all really close. I didn’t understand it at first, but they have a real sense of belonging and he’s never missed a practice or a game. Women get used to that closeness with girlfriends or sisters, but it’s important for men to have it too.’

‘What about the honeymoon. Noumea, wasn’t it?’

‘We were inseparable, and Brett wanted to make up for lost time. That’s why I thought I’d become so sore again.’

Anya still believed Hannah. Nothing in her mannerisms or voice suggested she was lying at any stage of her story.

There was a rap on the door and Brett appeared. ‘Are you OK in here? I was beginning to worry.’

‘I’m fine,’ Hannah answered. ‘Doctor Crichton’s exploring possibilities.’

‘Is that so?’ Brett answered, barely entering the room. ‘Haven’t got too much time on the meter, how much longer do you think you’ll be?’

He transferred his weight from one foot to the other. It was evident he didn’t want to be there and was keen to leave as soon as possible. For such an understanding and forgiving man, he seemed surprisingly anxious.

‘I hoped we could have a quick chat,’ Anya said. ‘Is that all right with you, Hannah? There’s a water cooler outside, if you’d like to help yourself.’

Hannah stood up, but her husband hesitated and checked his watch. ‘I guess I can stay a few minutes, but I’m not the one who gave her the infections.’

‘This situation must be pretty difficult for you,’ Anya began when Hannah had left the room and Brett was sitting down again.

He shrugged his shoulders and looked distractedly towards the window. ‘Hospitals creep me out.’

Anya watched him for a moment longer before speaking. ‘Do you think Hannah is lying?’

‘No way, she blames herself for things she didn’t even do.’

‘What happened on the wedding night?’

His eyes flicked back. ‘What did she say about it?’

The hairs on the back of Anya’s neck stood up. ‘She told me she had a drink at the reception, went back to the room with you but she couldn’t remember much after that.’

His jaw tensed and he wiped his mouth with his hand. ‘Look, she’s a one-pot screamer, always has been. With all that starving herself, it just went to her head quicker than usual. She looked pretty good, by the way; you should have seen her in the dress and veil.’

Anya decided to ask about his memory. ‘Are you absolutely positive that was all she had to drink? Sometimes in the excitement it’s possible to drink more than you realise.’

He twisted his mouth as if straining to remember. ‘No, the hotel gave us a bottle of champers but she didn’t like it.’

Anya felt uneasy. That night – the wedding night – was the only time Hannah couldn’t remember. For someone who had waited so long to make love to her husband, one drink shouldn’t have been enough for her to lose her memory. Yet Brett seemed to remember all about that night.

‘What happened then?’

‘After we had sex, she fell into a deep sleep. Guess it had been pretty stressful organising the wedding and all that. I went out on the motel verandah, off our room, drank some beer, had a few smokes and turned in. She hadn’t even moved on the bed.’

Anya noted that Brett hadn’t once raised the possibility that his wife had been unfaithful.

‘Does Hannah use any recreational drugs?’

He laughed. ‘No way. She’s way too straight for that.’

That ruled out another reason for the amnesia. Anya tried another tack. ‘Do you?’

He looked defiant.

‘You wanna do a drug test on me now?’

Anya persisted with the questions. ‘Did anyone visit your room after the reception?’

He ran his hand across his mouth again. ‘What do you mean, anyone else? I just told you it was our wedding night, for chrissakes.’ Tiny beads of perspiration appeared on his forehead.

Anya pushed further. ‘Maybe someone wanted to wish you both luck for the honeymoon? It’s not uncommon.’

He nodded. ‘Now you mention it, some blokes from the footy team dropped by to give us their present, but then they left again when they saw Hannah was asleep.’

The hairs on the back of Anya’s neck stiffened again.

‘Brett, I’m sure you want to get to the bottom of this as much as Hannah does.’

He nodded slowly.

‘Hannah has no memory of the wedding night. A spiked drink would explain that. If someone did add a drug to her glass that night, we can test a sample of her hair, and even pinpoint the period of time in which that substance was ingested. If you didn’t give her the infections, someone else did. I think you know more than you’re telling, and I’m wondering if the police need to be involved.’

‘You’re fucking kidding, right? You can’t call the police!’

The colour drained from his face and he slumped back into the lounge.

Anya waited, silence closing in like a vice.

Brett Dengate’s eyes darted from the door to the window as if seeking an escape route. A few moments later he buried his face in his hands.

‘Shit! None of this was ever meant to happen. They were supposed to use condoms.’
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