
Under the 
Summer Storms 
Additional Scene 
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Ending

W hen I was writing Under the Summer Storms, I was initially 
unsure how I would conclude on Luke and Kiki’s relationship. 

I’d left the status of their relationship up for interpretation at the end 
of Summer Sun. I knew I would need to make a choice for Kiki during 
Storms, but the more I wrote about their relationship, and their back-
stories, the more I thought they would choose to stay together. 

I was uncomfortable keeping them together after Summer Sun, most-
ly because of how I described Luke. In Storms, I was able to soften him 
slightly given things were from Kiki’s point of view, mostly post therapy 
when her mind was clearer.
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The story confirms that both Kiki and Luke had months and months 
of therapy to deal with their own individual issues as well as therapy 
together to work as a better couple. I did my best in Storms to turn their 
relationship into something healthy; to make them stronger individuals 
too.

About halfway through writing the book, I started playing around 
with the idea of a different fate for them as a couple. I started to think 
that maybe neither Kiki nor Luke got to decide how their future lay. 
Maybe circumstances would choose for them, because we don’t always 
get to plan what we want in life. We can dream and hope, but there 
are curves in the roads we never plan, things that take us off courses set, 
forcing us to adapt to new realities.

Through the second half of the story, I held this different fate as my 
conclusion for them but I changed direction because I wanted to give 
them something beautiful. Instead, I focused more on their therapy and 
growth as people, making them better people, and choosing to work to 
make their relationship better.

This, though, is how I would have written the epilogue, if I didn’t 
believe in Luke’s redemption arc. It’s set a little later than the epilogue 
in the book, and I hope people see the beauty in the bittersweetness of this 
alternative. 

As usual, additional scenes are unedited so you may see errors.
Copyright: Roxie Holland

***
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Epilogue: Eighteen Months Later
I take another look in the mirror, checking my make up is perfect. I 

smooth down the silk of my dress. Satisved that e’erything looks okay, 
I gather my things and then walk through to the other room of the 
suite I“m staying in.

?How are you feeling”b I ask.
Poppy turns to look at me, smoothing down the skirt of her wed-

ding dress. She looks so Weautiful, radiant. Her auWurn hair is in a 
Weautiful updo, little crystals wo’en into the strands.

?Do I look okay”b she asks.
?Okay” Yhat an understatement. qou look stunningly Weautiful. 

I“m not e’en sure how you dare ask me that xuestion,b I scold. I gi’e 
her another smile, and I mo’e closer to her, straightening up her ’eil.

?Yere you this ner’ous”b she asks.
?qes. A miB of ner’es and eBcitement. It“ll We a Weautiful day. Geat-

rice has this planned like military precision. All you need to do is 
rememWer to Wreathe, and focus on Nate,b I soothe.

?The mothers ha’e Ween dri’ing me mad today,b she says.
?That“s what mothers are for,b I remind her.
?Thank you for keeping me sane these last few weeks.b
?qou“re welcome. Now, are you ready”b I ask. I glance at my watch. 

The Wattered strap and watch face seem like a contrast to the Weautiful 
dress Poppy has dressed me in and the rest of my items, Wut it gi’es me 
a warm feeling in my heart.

?I“m ready,b she says. She picks up her Wouxuet of jowers, Weautiful 
white roses presented and held in place Wy some Weautiful folded, dark 
green foliage.

?Come on then, let“s get you married,b I say, Weaming at her.
I link an arm through hers. Ye walk out of the suite. It“s a laid-Wack 

a–air compared to the wedding I“d had with Luke. Poppy and Nate 
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decided to hold their wedding in a small country cottage. Poppy in-
sisted that she didn“t want a Wig fuss, Wut things ha’e a way of esca-
lating, especially when Amelia, my mother, and Nate“s mother are all 
in’ol’ed.

?Thank you for doing this,b she says.
?Doing what”b
?zi’ing me away,b she eBplains.
?Oh, Pops, don“t make me cry. I was honoured when you asked 

me,b I remind her. I cried the night that she asked me. She told me she 
wanted someWody to walk down the aisle with her, Wut she couldn“t 
think of anyWody Wetter than me. It might We unusual, Wut it seems 
vtting that I get to walk her down the aisle to Nate, like I“m eBchanging 
her as my platonic soulmate and handing her o’er to Nate, her true 
lo’e.

Ye reach the door to the hall where the ceremony is taking place. 
I know, through the door, despite Poppy and Nate keeping it small, 
there are around a hundred guests, all waiting for the vrst glimpse of 
her.

One of the memWers of sta– opens the doors for us and then the 
hymn she“d chosen starts to play. I keep my arm linked through hers as 
we walk up the aisle together.

Luke once told me that with the right person, a second can feel like 
an invnity. An e’er-lasting moment where time stands still, perfection 
captured.

I see it Weing played out for me, right now, as Nate looks at Poppy as 
she walks down the aisle towards him. He looks stunned and speech-
less, in awe of his Wride, and I know she is Weaming ;ust as Wrightly Wack 
at him.
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Poppy and I draw le’el to where Nate stands waiting for her, still 
looking Wesotted and awestruck. I gi’e Poppy a kiss on the cheek and 
then take my seat neBt to my mother and Amelia.

The re’erend starts the ceremony, and I try to keep my attention 
on Poppy and Nate, listening to them eBchanging their personalised 
’ows. They“re in their usual xuirky and ;oking style, earning chuckles 
from the guests. E’en my mother and Amelia chuckle as they sit in the 
front pew, watching Poppy and Nate“s union.

I try to focus on e’erything that is said, keeping myself in the pre-
sent, trying not to cry when I think aWout who is missing ‘ someWody 
who would We holding my hand right now, Weaming at his sister as she 
marries the lo’e of her life.

Luke would ha’e lo’ed today. He“d ha’e Ween so proud, so happy.
Like they can sense I“m feeling emotional, Mum reaches o’er and 

takes my hand in hers, gi’ing it a little sxueeFe. She smiles at me Wefore 
returning her attention to Poppy and Nate. I watch as she reaches for 
Amelia“s hand, holding hers too, pro’iding the same comfort and a 
Walm against the missing piece of her heart.

I glance up at the faces of my mother and Amelia, wondering if their 
own minds are wandering Wack to their own wedding day, something 
that only took place siB months ago. Ye were too wrapped up in grief 
after losing Luke for their original wedding date. Our li’es all changed 
Weyond recognition when we lost him. E’erything we“d Ween looking 
forward to earlier that night and all the promises we“d made aWout a 
happy future was suddenly gone. House mo’es, concerts, e’en a long 
waited for wedding seemed like prosperous ideas.

Luke“s death and our grief should ha’e Ween something that united 
us, Wut it didn“t. It swallowed us up whole, into separate WuWWles. 
Amelia fell into the darkness, Poppy fell to pieces, my mother was 
unaWle to help, and Nate felt nothing Wut guilt at Weing unaWle to sa’e 
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him. Me, I fell so far down that I didn“t know what way was up. All I 
knew was that Luke“s death had Ween like a Wowling Wall‘something 
that had jown towards us at high speed, shattered and scattered us like 
pins after a direct hit.

After his funeral‘a small and pri’ate a–air for his family‘we all re-
treated. I couldn“t stay at the house, and I couldn“t stay at the cottage. 
E’erything felt so painful, and I felt o’erwhelmed Wy my loss, especially 
with how much I Wlamed myself. I told my family I was staying at 
the house in London, temporarily taken o– the market, ready for the 
upcoming legal hoops I“d ha’e to ;ump through in settling Luke“s 
a–airs. The London home Wecame my fortress from the world. Ye 
kept in touch Wy email and teBt, a necessity when speaking was too 
hard. 

Alone, I rattled around the house. There were days where I wan-
dered aimlessly from room to room, or times when I Wuried myself 
under his Wed co’ers, inhaling his scent, trying to nurse my Wroken 
heart and assuage my guilt. 

The night I lost himK the doctors had called it a widow maker. All 
I could think aWout was the odds aWout how someWody like Luke 
had su–ered such a fate. He“d Ween strong and healthy. He“d Ween vt, 
eBercised a lot, and ate healthily. He“d Ween so young. And the only 
conclusion I could settle upon was that I“d put him through so much 
stress and pain o’er the year that it had Wroken his heart.

One night, almost two months after his death, I unaWle to sleep. I 
pottered around the Wedroom, wearing Luke“s py;amas, running my 
hands o’er his things ‘ like I was trying to feel his presence. My hand 
had trailed across his Wedside taWle. I opened his drawer and found a 
WoB of en’elopes. They were all addressed to me. A lo’e letter he wrote 
e’ery day in throughout our separation.
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I jicked on the Wedside lamp, sxuinting gi’en e’erything had Ween 
so dim, and I sat on the joor, cross-legged and I opened letter after 
letter. He“d dated the en’elopes, so I read them in order. I soWWed at 
e’ery single one. His prose, his emotion, the depth of his lo’eK all things 
that had leapt from the page and wrapped around me like a comforting 
Wut hea’y Wlanket.

A letter written on the day after we separated: 
Words could never convey the depths of my love for you, Kiera. We’ll 

get through this, and we will be stronger together the other side. I miss 
you. I love you. I hope you’re okay.

A letter written after the vrst weekend apart: 
I have the worst headache, Kiera. I can’t ever drink rum again. I 

think most of my vital organs are pickled. But my heart still beats, as 
always – for you.

There were so many Weautiful and poignant letters. I read them like 
they were a meal and I was a woman star’ed.

He wrote on the day he found out aWout Christian. My hands had 
shook when I pulled it out of the en’elope, telling myself that nothing 
good would come from reading the letter. It had made me soW, Wut his 
closing lines had felt like a soothing Walm: 

I still believe in us, Kiera. I always will believe in our love.
The letter dated for the neBt day had felt like a warm hug: 
If I’m not your destiny, if our journey has come to an end, I would 

challenge the gods themselves until I was spent and forced to accept my 
fate. I don’t believe this is our fate, but if we are at the end, please know 
that I’ll always love you, and I wish you nothing but joy for the future. 
Somebody like you deserves the joy, my darling. I’ll cherish our time 
together for the rest of my days.

Gy the time I vnished reading the letters, dawn was Wreaking. I 
climWed Wack into Wed and felt like I slept for a week‘long stretches 
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under the co’ers, the curtains drawn, only the darkness and my tears 
as company‘and I dreamt aWout Luke. Sometimes I woke con’inced I 
felt his presence neBt to me. I would reach out for him, vngers aching 
to meet something solid, and then cry myself Wack to sleep when all I 
felt was the nothingness that surrounded me.

E’entually, days and nights Wecame more separate. I didn“t sleep all 
the time. I forced myself to get up, to eat, drink, Wathe. E’entually I 
returned home to Cornwall. I found myself in Poppy“s arms, vnally 
catching up face to face rather than the messages we“d stuck to. Slowly, 
we started to pull the family Wack together, trying to form oursel’es as 
a whole and trying not to cry at the aWsence we all felt.

I sold the house in London. Luke“s Wusiness sale also went through. 
I sold the Wig house in Cornwall. I ga’e most of the money away, to 
charities I knew Luke would ha’e Ween passionate aWout. I designed 
the little cottage eBactly the way we“d talked aWout in the days we“d 
Ween hidden away. 

Con’ersations in the family Wecame a little easier. There were days 
we could talk without crying. Soon, the non-crying days outweighed 
the crying ones. Ye started to talk aWout the future, including the 
wedding for Mum and Amelia.

VLuke would have wanted it to go ahead,’ I insisted. I knew he“d 
ha’e wanted us to mo’e forward, to vnd a way to li’e our li’es. It was 
the vrst celeWration we had without him with us. The second was the 
opening of the wellness retreat for Poppy and Nate. The third is now, 
for Poppy and Nate.

As the ceremony draws to a close, I wipe the tears from my eyes. I 
Weam a Wig smile at Nate and Poppy. 

I watch as they share their vrst kiss as husWand and wife, and I“m 
o’ercome Wy a wash of emotion. People get swept up in the emotion, 
clapping and gi’ing little whoops of delight. As they walk down the 
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aisle, hand in hand, I rise from the pew. I“m surrounded Wy my mother 
and Amelia, ready to ;oin in with the celeWrations of lo’e.

***

?How“s it going, sister-in-law”b Nate asks as he walks o’er to me in the 
garden. I laugh at him. 

?qou know me and Poppy aren“t sisters,b I remind him.
?qou“re as good as,b he says, smiling at me.
?Can“t Welie’e she“s made an honest man out of you,b I tease.
?She made me an honest man the day I met her.b He chuckles.
Ye Woth glance o’er to where Poppy stands on the little Wridge, 

ha’ing more photographs taken of her. She looks Wack o’er at me 
whilst the photographer changes his lens, and she pulls a face, making 
me laugh.

?qou“re not rexuired to participate in these photographs”b I ask. 
?There“s already a million of shots of us together. Look at her, 

though. Yhat a Weautiful set of photographs this“ll We,b he muses, such 
a–ection in his ’oice. I sur’ey where Poppy“s ha’ing the photographs 
taken and Nate“s right, they“ll look Weautiful.

?I“m looking forward to the meal. I don“t think I“’e e’er Ween to a 
wedding where the cake has Ween ser’ed as a pre-starter course.b

?I can“t deny Poppy her cake,b Nate proclaims.
The photographer vnishes taking the shots of Poppy and she gi’es 

him a grateful nod Wefore walking o’er to me and Nate.
?Is it nearly time for food”b she asks.
?Almost, @reeloader,b Nate teases.
?Ye proWaWly ha’e ;ust enough time left for a surprise, right”b 

Poppy suggests.
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?Yhat kind of surprise”b I wonder. I“m pretty sure that the whole 
day has Ween timed to the aWsolute minute Wy Geatrice. zi’en she“s a 
guest at the wedding, looking Weautiful on Matt“s arm and standing 
across the garden from us, I“m sure she“ll notice if things go e’en a 
millisecond o– course.

Goth Poppy and Nate appear to We staring at the opposite side of the 
garden. I follow their gaFe and then I vnd my heart gi’ing a little hitch. 
I watch as Christian walks towards me, two glasses of champagne in 
his hands.

It“s Ween a long time since I saw him last. I didn“t see him for 
months after Luke“s death, Wut I saw Christian a few months ago and 
he o–ered me his condolences aWout Luke“s death. Ye caught up o’er 
co–ee. He told me he was still single. He told me how he“d spoken 
to Poppy and Nate a few times since Luke“s death, and I understood 
that any of Poppy“s animosity towards him had gone‘smoothed Wy 
his genuine compassion at our loss.

Yhen the con’ersation had started to stray towards diAcult top-
ics‘him, me, our emotions, the things that happened Wack then‘ it 
had Wecome too much, so I“d Wid him farewell, accepting a kiss on the 
cheek as a fond farewell. I eBpected nothing more.

?I know you said you didn“t want a plus one,b Poppy starts.
?Ye know you“ll proWaWly hate us for interfering,b Nate adds.
?Gut… it would We okay, you know. Luke wouldn“t want for you 

to…b Poppy falters.
?I know,b I whisper.
Ye watch as Christian draws closer to us, a warm smile on his face.
?Congratulations. I wish you Woth so much happiness,b he says 

to Poppy and Nate. He hands me one of the glasses. ?Biki. qou look 
lo’ely,b he adds.
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?Yell, we ha’e to go start our welcoming people for dinner, Wefore 
Geatrice throws a clipWoard at us,b Nate proclaims.

Poppy chuckles and takes his hand, pulling him away from us.
?Cery suWtle,b I mutter.
?I hope you don“t mind me Weing here. If you are uncomfortaWle, 

I“ll go. I“m not here to upset you, Biki. That“s the last thing I would 
want to do.b

?I“m not upset,b I counter. I take a sip of my drink. ?At least you“ll 
get a good meal, I guess.b

?It won“t We as nice as my paella, Wut I“m sure it will We good,b he 
replies. It makes me laugh. Loudly enough that some of the nearWy 
guests look at me. He smiles at me, a warm and a–ectionate smile. ?It“s 
okay to laugh, Biki. It“s okay to feel ;oy. It doesn“t diminish anything 
you felt for him. Luke knew you lo’ed him, Wut I“m sure he“d want 
you to We happy. It“s okay to choose happiness.b

?I don“t know how ready I am, for anything,b I whisper.
?qou only ha’e to We ready for today. Tomorrow, you only ha’e to 

We ready for tomorrow. qou can take e’erything else a single day at a 
time,b he soothes.

I stare at him, and then I mar’el at the Weautiful way the sun 
shines through the trees Wehind us. It“s like an eBtra Weam, a daFFle of 
happiness and warmth. It feels like a gift. Yhether he“s here as a gift 
from Poppy and Nate, or from Luke, I“m not sure.

All I can hear is Christian“s words from the last night we“d Ween 
together. Maybe in another lifetime. It feels so ’i’id as a memory.

?So, I know there“s a whole lot planned for today ‘ the meal, the 
drinks, the dancing, the laughing, a potentially cheesy disco, mayWe 
surprise guests to do some singing,b I rattle o– some of the things I 
know is on the itinerary today.

?Sounds like I“m in for a fun eBperience,b Christian replies.
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?qes, of course. Tiring, though. So, how do you feel aWout a nice 
walk on the Weach tomorrow, and mayWe cooking me some paella in 
the e’ening”b I ask.

He looks thoughtful for a moment. ?Yell, Biki, are you going to 
make me some Wanana loaf”b he asks.

?I think I can manage that.b
?Then I would We delighted to spend the day with you tomorrow,b 

he replies.
I raise my champagne glass. He clinks his against mine. Ye sip 

our champagne and then walk towards the hall where we“ll greet the 
newlyweds and then start the celeWrations.

As we walk, he slips his hand around mine. It“s warm and comfort-
ing.

Maybe in another lifetime, Kiki.
I take a deep Wreath as we continue walking. I don“t know where 

things will go. This could vFFle to nothing, or it could ignite to a vre 
that Wurns long and strong.

All I know is that we“re taking the vrst steps into that Vanother 
lifetime“ that lies ahead of us. Hand in hand we walk, and my heart 
is wide open to all the possiWilities.


