
Under the 
Summer Storms 
Additional Scene 
1: The First Time 
He Really Saw Her

S ummer Storms is told through only Kiki’s point of view. Here is 
an idea that came to me one day when I was stuck in traffic. The 

first time Luke really saw Kiki, from his point of view. This takes place 
long before Summer Sun and Summer Storms. As usual, my additional 
chapters are unedited so expect to see some errors.
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The row of sleek black cars that line the street should be impressive. 
They’re expensive and shiny, but nobody is ever impressed by these 
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cars. Cars that carry co-ns and mourners, heavy hearts, sombre sig
lences, and Bowers presented in displays of wreaths that carry cards 
with messaqes of sympathy.

zeside me, Clementine siqhs before she slips her hand in mine and 
qives me a little sMueeWe. éy qirlfriend knows the emotions that come 
on a day like this, but I wonder if it’s di?erent based on who has been 
lost. –ould her qrief for her “anc” Henry feel the same as I feel now 
for the loss of my fatherU Is this the same I felt years aqo when I lost 
my motherU Is qrief a universal levellerSthat no matter who you are, 
and whomever has been lost, it feels like this same black hole I’m sure 
I have in my stomach.

PIt’s time to qo, Luke,… she murmurs softly.
I nod, thouqh I’d qive my fortune not to have to do this, not to 

do anythinq that lies ahead. I don’t want to qo watch as they qive the 
service for my father. I don’t want to watch as the co-n is lowered into 
the wet qround. I don’t want to walk around the hall where the wake 
is beinq held, passinq people qivinq me pleasantries and sympathy.

I don’t want to qet in the car and set this day in motion.
Clementine pulls me qently when it’s clear I’m not qoinq to make 

a move. It pulls me out of my froWen state. As much as I don’t want to 
qo throuqh today, I know I must. It’s my duty as his son. éilo Hewitt 
would expect nothinq less from me, so I’ll do everythinq I’m supposed 
to do.

I open the door to one of the cars for Clementine to qet in, and 
then I turn to the other people qathered with us. There are a bunch 
of distant relatives who qet into the last two cars in the Mueue. They 
were the people who insisted they belonqed in the procession of cars, 
almost like they were determined to show they were close to my father. 
I’m sure a lot of them are only concerned about whether he left them 
anythinq in his will.
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Geople “le into the cars until there is only Amelia and Goppy who 
remain standinq.

They both stare at me with sadness in their qreen eyes and qive me 
sympathetic expressions. Goppy steps forward and pulls me into a huq. 
*he’s never been one for the social expectations, not like the people in 
the last cars who have qiven “rm handshakes and fake air kisses instead. 
I welcome the a?ection. *he’s not my blood but she is my sister, and 
sometimes I’m sure she’s the only person who likes to brinq me down 
to earth, always with a sarcastic comment and a Jest when needed. 
Today thouqh is not the day.

PI’m qoinq to miss him so much,… she whispers into my ear.
I know she’s qenuine. *he’s not qoinq to miss my father the most 

way I know people willSfor his money and connections, smart busig
ness decisions and his shrewd mind. Thinqs I know people will look 
to me to provide now, especially at work. Not Goppy, thouqh. *he 
loved éilo and he loved her. He always wanted the best for her, and he 
would tell me often that he was qlad he had the opportunity to shape 
her life.

PHe loved you,… I whisper back.
PI’ll look after éum today. I know people will be monopolisinq 

you all day, so don’t worry about her. I have this sorted. éum and 
Clemmie,… Goppy promises. *he lets me out of the huq and takes a 
step back, tuckinq her auburn hair behind her hair. *he pulls her lonq 
coat tiqhter around her and then qets into the car, sittinq opposite 
Clementine.

I turn to Amelia. A small tear escapes her eye, and she Muickly wipes 
it away. *he takes a step towards me and with her other hand, she 
touches my cheek.

Péy boy,… she says. *he doesn’t say anythinq else. –hether it is 
because it conveys everythinq she wants to say or because emotion has 
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qripped her and tiqhtened her windpipe in a way that makes words 
impossible, I’m not sure.

PAre you readyU… I ask after I kiss both of her cheeks.
PAs ready as you are,… she replies. *he qets into the car beside Goppy, 

the door left open for me, the last person in the procession.
I make another silent prayer that I’ll look after my family. I promise 

my fatherS wherever he is, wherever people qo after this lifeSthat I’ll 
step in and “ll his shoes. I’ll make sure Amelia and Goppy are looked 
after, because I love them. I was an adult when Amelia married my 
father, but she’s been an amaWinq mother. I know our bond won’t be 
severed by his death, like some step relationships are when the lynchg
pin passes. I’ll be the lynchpin. I’ll keep us all toqetherSme, Ameila, 
Goppy.

zut, for now, I take a deep breath and qet into the car next to 
Clementine. I shut the door and take her hand. The car purrs to life 
and then the procession sets o?, my father’s co-n at the helm, my car 
followinq him, Just how it was always was in life.

FFF

The hum of the hall does nothinq to help the headache that has qrown 
from an annoyinq backqround him to a full on drum procession in my 
head. Geople are millinq around, sharinq stories and hushed conversag
tions. I overhear somebody commentinq they were surprised a heart 
attack took down éilo Hewitt because they would have sworn that 
he didn’t have a heart.

P*ir.… A waiter stops next to me, carryinq a tray containinq a sinqle 
qlass of rum. I don’t remember askinq for a qlass of rum, but I qrab it 
like it’s a lifesaver. I qive him a nod of appreciation.
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I search the qrand hall, lookinq for Clementine, Goppy and Amelia. 
There are a sea of blurred faces, severe hair styles and dark clothes. 
It reminds me of my mother’s funeral. zlack suits and dresses everyg
where, even thouqh my mother had hated black clothes. *he was 
always a woman who enJoyed splashes of colour, I always saw her in 
emerald qreen and royal blues. I qet a Jolt of a memory, askinq my 
father before the funeral if people could wear colourful out“ts, and 
beinq told that no, a funeral was for respect. Tradition. zlack clothes 
of mourninq.

–ithin the crowd, I see a splash of colour. ;inqer, and blue. The 
woman crosses the hall, oblivious to my starinq. *he “ts in with the 
rest of the mourners with her lonq black dress and black shoes, but her 
pale blue cardiqan is a welcomed di?erence, as is her qinqer hair which 
stands out amonq the browns and blonds and the salt and pepper qrey 
of my father’s friends and colleaques.

–ho is this womanU I can’t see her properly, not until she turns 
sliqhtly, chanqinq direction. *he’s carryinq a bunch of pale blue hyg
dranqeas, a perfect match to the shade of her cardiqan. It’s as she turns 
that I feel a bolt of realisation.

>iera.
>iera >irkwood. Of course. zutK she doesn’t look like >iera. Not 

the >iera I know. *he’s been Goppy’s best friend for as lonq as I’ve 
known Goppy, but it’s only in the last couple of years that I’ve seen 
more of her. *ince they turned eiqhteen, I saw Goppy more socially 
with her livinq closer to my home and work as she studied at university, 
>iera sharinq the house and qoinq to the same university course.

I shake my head. *he doesn’t look like I remember, and I wonder 
when I last saw her. I don’t think I’ve seen her since she, Goppy, Amelia 
and ?emma, >iera’s mother, visited when Clementine and I spent time 
in @rance. I’m sure I saw her at her twentieth birthday dinner, but was 
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that before or after @ranceU It may be a while since I saw her, but it’s 
like she’s an entirely di?erent person.

I watch as she Joins Goppy and Amelia. I notice they’re with ?emg
ma, the qinqer haired woman who holds Amelia’s hand in comfort. 
They’re tucked away in a corner, distanced from the other mourners.

>iera speaks to Amelia, qivinq her a qentle huq before handinq over 
the Bowers and I watch, mesmerised.

Has she always looked like thatU Has she always moved in that way, 
with the qrace of a swan qlidinq on still waters. Have her eyes always 
been that shade of blue, like they’re a crystalgclear lake with untold 
depths.

Has she always been so stunninqly beautifulU
I cannot work out what is happeninq. –hy it suddenly feels like the 

crowd of dark clothes and stern faces has parted, a pathway towards 
her lit, a pathway to colours and liqht. I don’t know why it feels like 
my heart is skippinq a beat, and my skin is heated, andSdespite the 
rumSmy mouth is dry.

I don’t feel in control of my own feet as they head towards her. It’s 
like a mantra in my head. Go to her. Speak to her.

Closinq the distance between us by half, I’m oddly terri“ed and 
confused. I remind myself this is >iera.

Goppy’s best friend.
Gractically Amelia’s dauqhter.
A woman ten years my Junior.
A woman who is not my qirlfriend.
Despite the reminders, I can’t stop myself drawinq level with her. 

*he turns to me, o?erinq me a soft smile.
PI’m so sorry for your loss, Luke. éilo was a wonderful man,… she 

murmurs. Her tone is soft and qentle. Has she always sounded like 
thatA like she’s sinqinq a lullaby to a cherished loved oneU
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PThank you, >iera,… I reply.
I know everybody else calls her >iki, but she doesn’t seem to mind 

that I always address her so formally. I’m qrateful that the name that 
spilled from my lips wasn’t anythinq else that suddenly seems to be in 
my head.

éy darlinq.
éy beloved.
éy fate.
That’s what she feels like. Riqht now, it feels like she’s been dropped 

in the middle of this room to shake up my whole world, to Bip 
everythinq on its head and chanqe my life, for the better. I know I’m 
dreaminq. I should probably leave my remaininq rum. I’ve clearly had 
too much to drink, if I’m suddenly imaqininq this woman in ways she 
would never understand nor contemplate.

I remind myself aqain who she really is. >iera. Goppy’s best friend. 
Ten years my Junior. Not Clementine.

P*hall we qet a drink, >ikiU… Goppy asks.
éy head screams out for me to tell her not to qo. To ask her anyg

thinq to keep her with me. It’s on the tip of my tonque to ask her how 
her Job is qoinq, Just so she doesn’t leave.

PAre you okayU… >iera asks, cockinq her head sliqhtly and starinq at 
me. zeautiful eyes. *he has beautiful eyes. Her expression softens and 
her cheeks Bush. POf course you’re not okay. I’m so sorry.…

I want to apoloqise, to tell her that her words and Muestion wasn’t 
silly. *he probably thinks she’s committed some faux pas, and I want to 
settle any anxiety or embarrassment she miqht have. I want to tell her 
that if I don’t look okay, it’s because she has me stunned. éore than 
that, I want to tell her I would love to sit and talk with her somewhere 
Muiet, because somethinq about her has me makinq me want to spill 
my soul to her, bare all my secrets, open my heart and let her see exactly 
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who I am. Tell her how much I’ve worried about the expectations of 
everybody in this room that I’ll be as in control of everythinq as my 
father was. I want to hear her tell me thinqs will be okay, becauseSfor 
reasons I don’t fully understandSI know she’s the only one I’ll believe 
when she murmurs that thinqs will be okay. éore than believe her. I 
suddenly lonq for her to tell me thinqs will be okay. To tell me in that 
lullaby tone, to let her words soothe my worries and my soul.

Ten years your junior, Luke. Knock it off. Get a goddamn grip. You’re 
here to mourn your father.

PIt has been a lonq day,… I murmur.
zefore she can reply, a hand slips into mine. Clementine. The 

woman I should be lettinq soothe me. The woman I’m meant to be 
vulnerable with.

I watch as Goppy pulls >iera away, and I remain with Clementine, 
talkinq with Amelia and ?emma. I force my attention onto the qroup 
and try to pretend that my heart isn’t yearninq for a woman I’m not 
supposed to have.

FFF

The qlow of the tablets screen in the dark room makes what I’m doinq 
feel illicit. I could wait until morninq. I should actually wait forever. 
There is no need for me to do this, aside from satisfyinq the voice in 
my head that has demanded I do this, tellinq me I won’t rest until I do.

I open the folder on the tablet that contains the photoqraphs 
from @rance. I skim past the many scenic pictures Clementine and 
I took, our siqhtgseeinq around historical locations and important 
landmarks. I stop at the “rst pictures taken when my family had arrived 
at Clementine’s @rench estate. I know she took these pictures, mostly 
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because she fancies herself as a photoqrapher. I stop at the pictures 
taken on the “rst niqht they arrived, when we orqanised a catered 
dinner in the qarden of the estate. The tables are perfectly laid out, 
everythinq set in a way that would be expected in the hiqher echelons 
of society.

I skim past the pictures of Amelia and ?emma. ?emma had come on 
the trip because my father was too busy at work. I skim until I “nd a 
picture of Goppy next to >iera. >iera had been invited to stay because 
she and Goppy did everythinq toqether. I vaquely remember tellinq 
Clementine that it would be qood because it would mean Goppy 
wasn’t bored.

Now, I Woom in on the screen, Goppy fadinq o? the screen until it’s 
>iera’s face I’m lookinq at properly. I see no di?erences between the 
picture on the screen and the woman who came to my father’s funeral 
today. The eyes on the screen are the same beautiful blue. Even in this 
snap of her froWen in time on my screen, I swear it’s like she’s lookinq 
into my soul. Her facial features are the same, the same sliqht button 
nose, the same full lips, the same cheeks, Bushed pink. I wonder if she 
had said somethinq she reqretted before this photoqraph was taken or 
if she always prone to a Bush on her cheeks.

I can’t see any di?erences between the photoqraph and the woman 
today. In the photoqraph, she’s dressed in a lonq black dress, someg
thinq eleqant for a fancy dinner. The only sliqht di?erence is that in 
this picture, her hair is down, qinqer locks hanqinq to her shoulders. 
Her hair today had been in a neat @rench roll, makinq her look qlamg
ours and sophisticated.

No di?erence, but to me it feels like two entirely di?erent people, 
because I have never looked at >iera >irkwood in the way I did today. 
Never felt the same thinqs when lookinq at herSor anybodySbefore. 
I’ve never let my eyes follow somebody around a room before, and 
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even in the few moments when I lost track of her, I felt an automatic 
draw back to her, like a maqnetic pull that kept me centred.

I put the picture back to the normal siWe and the Bick throuqh the 
rest of the pictures. *he’s not in many, mostly qroup shots or posinq 
with Goppy, but there is a draw to her in every picture. *he doesn’t 
look mysterious or like she has a secret. Instead, she looks like she has 
the answers. That she is the answer to every thouqht and prayer I’ve 
ever had.

Clementine stirs in the bed next to me. In haste, I close the phog
toqraphs and put the tablet away. I feel dirty and immoral for lookg
inq at photoqraphs of >iera as my qirlfriend sleeps soundly next to 
me. I tell myself I should feel dirty for lookinq anyway, Clementine 
shouldn’t be a factor.

I shouldn’t be lookinq at photoqraphs of >iera.
I shouldn’t be wonderinq when I’m qoinq to see her aqain.
I shouldn’t be thinkinq about how much I want to hold her hand 

and cherish her.
I shouldn’t be thinkinq about how I’m sure, somehow, that we’re 

meant to be drawn to one another. That fate “nally rolled that die to 
show me where my heart and my true path lie.

I settle back into the covers and try to force >iera out of my mind. 
No matter how I felt today, it’s not riqht. *he doesn’t feel anythinq for 
me. *he’s younq, probably has a line of men who want to take her out 
and show her the Joys in life. It’s not my place to think I could be the 
one who knocks on her door for a date. There are barriers, the main 
one that it would be impossible for a woman like >ieraSbeautiful, 
younq and kindSto be interested in somebody like me.

Despite the warninq and reminder to myself, as I fall asleep, she is 
still on my mind. The last conscious thouqhts I have is of her, of her 
holdinq her hand out for me, starinq at me with her beautiful eyes, 
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tellinq me to come “nd her, to love her, to qive her everythinq. As 
I slip into a deeper sleep, the shape of her name feels etched on my 
heart, and I let myself fall into the dream of somethinq that would be 
impossible to turn to reality, but somethinq I’m qoinq to chase after 
reqardlessSwith hope and reckless abandon, and my heart wide open.




