
THE HAPPILY EVER AFTER

T his short story takes place after One Night Only, so should be read 
after the book has been completed.

“Lulu,” the voice calls to me across as I walk across the carpark 
towards my car.

I stop walking and turn around to look in the direction of the voice.
“Yes?” I ask. I wait for Theo to catch up with me.
“I was going to oHer to walk you to your car,” he says, giving me a 

small smile.
“Uow very gentlemanly of you, oHering to walk me from here to 

there,” I tease, pointing to where my car is parked, two car distances 
away.

bndeterred ’y my teasing, he shrugs and starts walking again, and 
I walk with him.

“IFm glad itFs Rriday,” he comments.
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“Yep, me too, itFs ’een a long week.”
“Late jnishing today,” he adds.
“Yep. Uad a lot to get through, surprisingly.” I smile slightly. ItFs 

long past the time people usually leave the oBce. IFm sure that aside 
from the security guard, weFre the last to leave today.

“2o you have any good plans for the weekend?” he asks as we reach 
my car. I open the door and drop my ’ag onto the seat, turning to look 
at him.

“N few ’its. Uow a’out you?”
“-e? Yeah, I have plans.”
“Nnything good?”
“IFm getting married to the love of my life,” he comments, and then 

all the teasing in him is gone.
Ue takes a step closer towards me, pulling me into his arms.
“I thought you had may’e forgotten,” I Goke, laughing at his earlier 

nonchalant conversation.
“Uow could I forget anything related to you?” he murmurs, kissing 

my temple.
“I hope youFre going to give me a ’etter kiss than that given youFre 

determined to stick to this idea of a night apart,” I grum’le.
“I am sure youFll survive for one night,” he teases.
6efore I can respond, he pulls the end of my ponytail. ItFs a gentle 

tug, tipping my head ’ack slightly. Ue smiles and then kisses me. ItFs a 
’eautiful, all3consuming kiss, the type only he knows how to give. IFd 
sell my soul for his kisses.

Ue pulls away from me, right at the point I think I could lose my 
’reath.

“YouFre still planning on a chaste church kiss for tomorrow, arenFt 
you? I donFt want to faint in church,” I Goke once IFve regained a ’it of 
my composure.
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“I promise. Wo, tonight, are you, Ree, and –ess going to rush oH 
anywhere for a second hen party?” he asks, and it makes me chuckle.

“Do, we will ’e having a 4uiet night at my dadFs house. PeFre 
going to have a nice dinner and IFm going to get my ’eauty sleep and 
miss ’eing in ’ed with you. Nre you planning on visiting anywhere 
scandalous tonight?”

“Dope, you know IFm only scandalous when IFm with you,” he 
says with a laugh. “IFm playing a couple games of pool with Oyan and 
Ndam, and then home to my empty ’ed.”

“IFll miss you tonight,” I tell him. I canFt remem’er the last time we 
spent a night in diHerent ’eds.

“IFll ’e dreaming a’out you,” he murmurs, pulling me close and 
giving me another kiss.

“I should go, ’efore 2ad and Tia send out the search party,” I 
grum’le when I force myself to pull away.

It wouldnFt take much to convince me to leave here with Theo and 
to go to the ’eautiful home we ’uilt together. I love our home ’ecause 
it is always jlled with noise. Phether it is the music that we play in the 
’ackground, or conversations and laughter ’etween us, or when the 
house is jlled with all of our friends when they visit x I love it. -ost 
importantly, itFs our space and a place where I never feel like I need to 
’e any’ody ’ut me.

I wouldnFt ’e considering a night in my childhood home if it wasnFt 
something that will make my dad happy. 2adFs such a good guy. It 
was us two for so long after my mother died, years where we muddled 
along together ’ut we were always close. UeFs always ’een there for 
me, and I know he loves the idea of having his little girl at home the 
night ’efore her wedding x even if IFm long past the point of ’eing 
called a girl.
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“Love you, Lulu,” Theo declares. Ue gives me a kiss on the cheek. 
“Whall I phone you later?”

“5hone me at ten to wish me goodnight,” I suggest. Ue gives me 
another smile, and I get into the car. Ue shuts the door for me and 
gives me a little wave. Ue waits and watches as I drive away from the 
oBce.

Ns I leave the car park, I throw him a little wave. Then I drive away, 
leaving him ’ehind, smiling to myself that the nezt time I see him, itFll 
’e as I walk down the aisle to ’ecome his wife.

CCCCCCCC
“Xkay, 2ad, you are stressing way too much right now,” I scold. 

2ad makes no attempts to stop pacing around the living room, so I 
look at Tia who gives me a small smile.

“I donFt think anything is going to calm him down, Aloise. UeFs 
’een counting down the hours to the wedding,” she says and she 
chuckles when 2ad stops pacing, turning to her with his eye’rows 
raised.

“YouFve ’een Gust as ezcited,” he retorts. 
UeFs not wrong. Tia may have only ’een in my life as more than 

a work colleague for a few years, ’ut sheFs ’een ezcited a’out the 
wedding. Do’ody could ever have replaced my mother, ’ut Tia does 
her ’est to try. Whe came dress shopping with me, Riona and –ess. Whe 
Goined me, Theo and 2ad when we went to sample the cakes and menu 
for the wedding ’reakfast.

Loving Theo has demonstrated to me that family may not always 
’e ’lood, ’ut the people you choose x those people who stand up 
to support. Tia has done that with me. OyanFs parents do that for 
Theo. I adore them for the way they love Theo like an eztra son, there 
as almost surrogate parents given ’oth TheoFs were killed in a plane 
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crash. I know theyFll ’e with him now, along with Oyan and Ndam, 
and doing the things the parents of the groom would do.

“I know youFre ’oth ezcited, ’ut you have to calm down. -ay’e go 
get some fresh air as I get into my dress,” I suggest.

–enna, the hairdresser who has ’een working on my hair gives me a 
wry smile as I walk towards the door. I wonder how many times she 
sees neurotic fathers as she does the hair for ’rides and ’ridesmaids.

“PeFll keep him calm,” Riona promises.
Riona looks ’eautiful in her ’ridesmaidFs dress, as does –ess. This 

morning, after the makeup artist had ’een, IFd told them they ’oth 
looked ’eautiful. Riona and –ess had ’oth countered that it was ’e3
cause they were rested, given ’oth of their children stayed with grand3
parents last night. Npparently, a night oH from parenting duties, with 
another night scheduled, is not to ’e scoHed at.

“2o you need a hand?” –ess asks. I shake my head.
“Do, you chill out and enGoy some peace and 4uiet. IFll ’e jne, ’ut 

IFll come down for help with the 8ipper if I need,” I reply. I leave them 
all in the living room.

I walk up the stairs to the ’edroom I had when I lived here. -y 
wedding dress hangs on the wardro’e. I take another look at the layers 
of tulle and lace, the ’oned ’odice, the long a line shape, the ’eautiful 
strapless neckline and the still3modest3’ut34uite3daring dipped ’ack.

I shrug oH the dressing gown that I have on. bnderneath, IFm 
already in my wedding lingerie. Xn the top of my head, my curls woven 
around it, sits my motherFs tiara x the one she wore to her wedding to 
my dad. Nll I need now is my dress and then weFre ready to go to the 
church.

I pull the dress from the hanger and carefully step into it. I do 
the 8ip as much as I can ’y myself. There is a soft little knock at the 
’edroom door.
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“IFm decent,” I call. I half ezpect it to ’e Riona, ’ut instead it is my 
dad who steps into the ’edroom.

“You look ’eautiful, Aloise,” he says.
“YouFre looking ama8ing yourself, 2ad,” I retort.
“I thought IFd check if you needed your dress 8ipping up,” he ez3

plains. 
I nod and smile. I turn around so he can see my 8ip. Ue steps 

towards me and 8ips the dress up for me. I glance at my re9ection in 
the mirror across from me.

“Thanks, 2ad.”
“You look so much like your mother. IFm sure sheFs looking down 

on you right now and ’eaming with pride,” he says, sounding gruH 
and hoarse. “WheFd approve of Theo. UeFs a good man, Aloise. I know 
you donFt need any’ody to take care of you, ’ut I love knowing heFll 
take care of my little girl.”

“WheFd approve of Tia as well, 2ad. WheFs a good woman. I know 
you donFt need any’ody to take care of you, ’ut I love knowing she 
takes care of my dad.” I throw his words ’ack at him.

2ad gives me another smile. Ue oHers me his arm.
“Nre you ready to get this show on the road?” he asks.
“KanFt wait to ’e rid of me?” I tease.
I slip my arm through his and let him lead me out of my old room. 

I pause at the top of the stairs and gather the ’ottom of my dress so I 
can walk down the stairs easily.

“Xh, wow, Aloise, Theo is going to lose his damn mind,” –ess ez3
claims when I reach the ’ottom step.

“Is every’ody ready?” I ask.
“Yep. The cars are here, they arrived Gust after –enna left,” Riona says.
“5erfect. Xkay. LetFs get this show on the road,” I proclaim.
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Tia walks out of the living room, carrying the ’oz that houses 
’ou4uets of 9owers. Whe puts it onto the ground and makes swift work 
of pinning the ’uttonhole 9owers on 2ad ’efore handing –ess and 
Riona their little posies of 9owers. Whe gives me my ’ou4uet, smiling 
as she hands over the colourful spray.

Theo and I had agreed x no white 9owers. Dot in the ’ou4uet. 
Dot in the ’uttonholes. Dot in the centre pieces. Nll the 9owers are 
colourful x ’right and happy. PeFve had enough white 9owers to last 
us a lifetime.

“I wonder how TheoFs doing,” I muse as we walk out of the house. 
–ess and Riona pick up the skirt of my dress so that it doesnFt drag on 
the 9oor as we walk towards the sleek wedding cars that are parked 
outside 2adFs house.

“Oyan messaged me earlier. UeFs feeling pretty smug right now,” 
–ess says, laughing heartily.

“Phy does he feel smug?” I wonder.
“Theo told you Oyan was a ’it neurotic ’efore our wedding, right? 

Pell, OyanFs lapping up the fact that Theo is currently pacing as he 
waits for you to arrive,” she ezplains.

“Xh, poor Theo.” I chuckle. 
Theo regularly Gokes a’out how nervous Oyan was ’efore the wed3

ding. I hadnFt noticed any nerves when I arrived as TheoFs date. -ost 
of my memories of that wedding day take place in the evening x when 
Theo and I disappeared from the reception and started the jrst steps 
of our relationship.

“LetFs go put the poor ’oy out of his misery,” 2ad proclaims.
Ue opens the car door for me x the fancier of the two. Avery’ody 

helps me in so my dress is neat. 2ad gets in ’eside me and closes the 
door. Pe watch as Tia, Riona and –ess get in the other car and then 
drive away. Xur driver starts the engine and then starts the short route 
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to the church where Theo waits for me, and where our new chapter 
in life will start.

CCCCCCCC
The ceremony is ’eautiful. Pe ’oth get teary eyed. -y cheeks ache 

from smiling as we stand in front of one another in the church. The 
kiss to seal our vows is as chaste as Theo promised it would ’e, ’ut I 
get the taste of the promise for more on his lips.

-y cheeks ache even further as we pose for what feels like a million 
photographs outside the church. I canFt stop smiling, and nor can 
Theo.

It feels like it takes an age for us to ’e in the car ’y ourselves, travel3
ing from the church to the place we are holding our reception. Nll the 
guests are ahead of us, in the transport we arranged for every’ody.

“Wo, some’ody told me you were nervous this morning,” I tease.
“Derves? -e? Dever,” he Gokes.
“Liar,” I shoot ’ack, grinning at him.
“-ay’e I had a few nerves this morning. I mean, I still pinch myself 

that I was lucky enough when you said yes. Pell, I pinch myself that I 
was lucky enough you 4ueue Gumped that night in the clu’.” Ue has 
a smile on his face as he talks.

“Theo,” I say. I reach for his hand. “Pe are the luckiest people in 
the world. IFll spend every day of my life happy that I 4ueue Gumped 
and how my life changedxfor the a’solute ’estxthat night. I wouldnFt 
change a single thing. You make me so happy.”

“You make me so happy too, Lulu.”
“Wo, seeing as it is Gust us here, shall we have that non3church, 

non3chastex”
I donFt even have chance to jnish my sentence ’efore his mouth is 

slanted over mine, giving me one of his delicious kisses, making my 
heart race and my skin heat.
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“Love you, ’a’y,” he murmurs when he jnally pulls away.
“I love you too.”
I keep my hand linked in his. Pe watch as the scenery changes 

around us until the driver turns up the driveway to the manor where 
we are holding our reception.

“Nre you ready for more photographs?” Theo asks.
“Pith you, of course.” I chuckle.
“Sot your speech?” he asks.
I tap the side of my head. “bp here.”
“I hope mine is as good as yours,” he muses.
“Theo, you are the king of wedding speeches. YouFll have me crying, 

IFm sure.”
“The evening entertainment is going to ’e fun,” he comments.
“Garaoke. I cannot wait.” I grin at him. It might ’e an unusual 

entertainment for what looks like a fancy wedding reception, ’ut I am 
looking forward to the karaoke.

IFm looking forward to everything x the reception, the entertain3
ment, the singing, our jrst night as hus’and and wife, and the long 
honeymoon we have planned. IFm looking forward to the fun and the 
laughter and the Goy in our lives.

“IFm looking forward to everything with you, Lulu,” Theo mur3
murs.

I ’eam at him. IFd ’e willing to ’et there has never ’een a happier 
’ride than me right now, and from the look on TheoFs face, IFm sure 
he thinks there has never ’een a happier groom.

The car pulls to a stop outside the manor. N ’anner hangs a’ove 
the entranceH “Kongratulations to Theo and Aloise”. N second ’anner 
hangs a’ove one of the windows. This one readsH “Pelcome, -r and 
-rs Soldman XFKonnell.”

“Wtill set at the dou’le3’arrel surname?” I ask.
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“Xf course. A4ual partnership,” he reminds me. IFd told him I 
didnFt want to lose my surname. Uis immediate response was to merge 
them, and I loved him even more ’ecause of it.

Pe get out of the car, smiling at our friends and family mem’ers. 
There are shots of confetti jred, the ’right pieces slowly 9oating down 
on the slight ’ree8e, lighting up the view in front of us with colours. 
There is laughter and happiness all around us, and all I can focus on is 
how much love I have in my heart for my hus’and, and the ’eautiful 
life that lies ahead.


