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For my lovely readers.
Thank you for your support. It means the world.





Chapter One
NICK

“N ick, how many dummies did you pack in the car-
ry on?” Lulu calls from Isla’s room. Her voice falls 

somewhere between fondness (I hope), humour and exaspera-
tion.

“It’s a very long Aight.” qnd that’s a Buestion I don’t really 
want to answer. I’ve learned a thing or two since being with 
Lulu. Number one is, have the conversation you want to have, 
which is not always the one presented to you.

“Recause I count twenty. Yeally? Pou think we need twenty 
dummies?”

“Wossibly. Shat if we drop one? Wlanes are full of germs. qnd 
if she decides she’s had enough of air travel halfway to Fydney, 
we’re going to need them.”

“jirstly, they’ll have boiling water. Fo if worst comes to worst 
we can always get the stewards to sterilise them. Fecondly, if she 
gets fretful I’ll Just pop her on the boob. Wroblem solved.”

I can hear her pulling the dummies out of the bag and drop-
ping them in their container on Isla’s dresser. zoke’s on her 
though. I have an even doTen in my own carry on. Chis might 
be our Erst international Aight as a family, but it’s not my Erst 
rodeo going on an outing with my girls. qnd I’d rather be pre-
pared than caught short at thirty thousand feet, ten hours from 
touchdown.
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Isla is lying in her portable baby bed beside my suitcase, which 
is open on our bed, her face turned towards the sound of Lulu’s 
voice.

“Oon’t worry precious, Oaddy’s got you covered. Pou won’t 
run out of dummies.” Fhe smiles up at me and blows a giant 
bubble, which is clearly agreement that I’m right.

Not that I think Lulu is a negligent mother. Nothing could 
be further from the truth. Che love and devotion she showers 
on IslaMand on meMis nothing short of amaTing. Fhe’s Just a 
bit more, well, relaxed, than I am.

I hear the ancient Aoorboards in the hallway creak and Buick-
ly Aip my own carry on closed. Shat she doesn’t see won’t hurt 
her.

Flender arms slide around my waist, and those lush breasts 
press against my back.

“Pou’re such a worrier, Nick Wierce. Se’ll be Ene. Fhe’s a 
good baby. qnd she’ll need to get used to the long-haul Aights 
sooner rather than later.”

Shose idea was it to split our time between Fkye and Fydney 
again? Qh, yes. 1ine. qn idea which might be revisited after our 
Aight tomorrow. Werhaps I’ll look into a cabin on the G2VV for 
our return. qlthough, what if she gets seasick?

It might sound like I don’t want to go back to Fydney, and 
that’s not Buite true. I can’t wait to see my sister again. qnd 
introduce Isla the Sonderchild to Harry and Ftella and Sill. 
Rut I can’t say I’m looking forward to the Aight. Lulu, on the 
other hand, is completely chill about the whole thing.

“Kome on, stop checking and rechecking. Pou have every-
thing. It’s Fydney. Not the Dalahari Oesert. Chere’s shops if we 
forget something.”

“I Just don’t want to be caught short on the Aight.” 2ven I 
can hear the whine in my tone.

“Hmm.” Lulu picks Isla up and heads oU to her room. “I’m 
going to feed her and put her to bed. Se have an early start 
tomorrow.”



CH2 qYC Qj jqLLIN3 IN LQA2 - RQNBF KHqWC2Y C

Cwenty minutes later I’ve triple checked the dummies, cloth-
ing, wraps, nappies and wipes in my carry on and am cleaning 
my teeth ready for bed.

“Qooh. 2arly night for 1ummy and Oaddy too.” Lulu wag-
gles her eyebrows and slides closer, slipping her hand over my 
boxers. qs always it only takes a nanosecond for me to respond.

“Pes. Se’ll be travelling for two days. I need to stock you up 
on orgasms so you don’t miss out.” 1y gaTe meets hers in the 
mirror and the temperature in the little bathroom doubles.

“Shat? No plans for a 1ile High membership?”
“I’d be up for that, but I expect Ouncan might get a bit 

suspicious if we both disappear and leave the baby with him.” 
Lulu’s father is coming to Fydney with us for a brief visit before 
leaving us there. Se have no idea when we’ll be heading back, 
and he can’t leave the farm or the new distillery for any longer 
than a couple of weeks. I’m not sure if I can either, but for 
diUerent reasons. He has responsibilities here, I, on the other 
hand, have fallen in love with the farming life. qnd of course, 
my mother is in Fydney. qnother good reason to stay away.

“I’ll let you in on a secret. He knows what we do in here. Che 
walls aren’t that thick.” Lulu is leading me by the cock towards 
our bed.

“Chey are that thick. qnd are you trying to ruin the mood?” 
qs if she could. 1y hands are already at the Tipper on her Jeans.



Chapter Two
LULU

T he last time I did a long-haul cight I rwied all the ya,b 
and Isla yas nothing mowe than a ’wand-ney idea I hadnpt 

rome to gwi.s yith ,etv
This timeb sheps a lizing ’weathing human yith a .ewsonalit, 

tyire the sife oW hew tin, ’od,v Ae get a lot oW side-e,e as ye 
stwaggle into ’usiness rlassv knd in twuth ye must maNe a stwange 
sightv DirNb all neat and tid, and stewnv Mad all wum.led and 
.aint stained andb no mattew hoy hawd he twiesb smelling Waintl, 
oW shee.v jeb slee. de.wized ’ut romWowta’le in ,oga .antsv 
knd last ’ut rewtainl, not leastb Isla the Aondewrhildb smiling 
at ezew,one she seesb shameless in wearhing out to tug on haiw ow 
tourh cuP, xum.ewsb ezen Nissing rheeNs that zentuwe too rlosev

jost ’usiness twazellews hate to see ’a’ies in ’usinessv DirN 
has yawned mev Bwe-Isla his stomarh dwo..ed iW ezew he s.otted 
an,one undew zoting age at the .oint, endv The, eH.ert hew to 
rw,v knd srweamv knd stinN out the ra’in yith hew na..iesv Eut 
I Nnoy m, ’a’, and she yonptv Aellb ma,’e that last one she 
yillv Eut thewepll ’e no rw,ing ow srweamingv

knd suwe enoughb less than an houw in the aiw and the cight 
attendants awe sto..ing ’, to ciwt yith hewv The gu, arwoss the 
aisle is .ulling Wares to maNe hew laugh and the yoman ’ehind 
me has oPewed to hold hew iW ye need a ’weaNv

Thwee houws in and sheps out rold in the cight rotb ’um in the 
aiwb Ware smooshed against the mattwessb snowing hew little ’a’, 
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snowesv I ran Weel the rollertize disa..ointment oW those awound 
us as the, yait Wow hew to yaNe u. and entewtain them againv Ead 
neys Wow themv 5he .la,s hawdb she slee.s hawdv knd she yonpt 
’e yaNing u. an, time soonv

”Ah, donpt ,ou get some slee.b Intewlo.ew2 Ipll taNe 4wst 
yatrhv9 DirN yhis.ewsb ’wushing his li.s ozew m, eawv I loze it 
yhen he ralls me Intewlo.ewv It weminds me oW hoy Waw yepze 
romeb and hoy murh Wun itps ’eenv jostl,v

”kwe ,ou suwe29 I tw, and Wail to stice a ,aynv Eerause Ipm the 
mothew oW a 4ze-month-old yhiwlyindv

”k’solutel,v Ipze got thisv9 knd I Nnoyb yithout dou’tb he 
doesv Eerause iW theweps a ’ettewb mowe dezotedb mowe ra.a’leb 
mowe lozing Wathew out thewe than DirN Biewreb Ipd liNe to meet 
himv

5o yith a gwateWul Niss on his rheeNb I la, m, massize ’usiness 
rlass seat ’arNb sli. on a slee.ing masN and .we.awe to slee. m, 
ya, thwough the Nnoyledge that in less than :; houws Ipll ’e 
Ware-to-Ware yith DirNps mothew againv



Chapter Three
NICK

T here was a time when I wasn’t sure I would ever see this 
place again, and as we stagger into the lift, which is still 

covered in the wild, bold Lowers yulu painted, m. heart soars“
MThis is where Dumm. and ”add. fell in love, Isla,S I tell her 

as I carr. her through the red door and into yulu’s beloved loft“ 
Badl., she’s more interested in pulling m. hair“ kut yulu looNs 
at me with those bright blue e.es and the Low of electricit. taNes 
me right bacN to the Wrst time I came here“

jot telling Dum what Light we were on, or the da. we were 
arriving, was a brilliant idea“ ”ealing with her right o‘ a Light 
from Bcotland would have been too much“ Re have two da.s 
to sleep o‘ the Cetlag and acclimatise to the B.dne. heat before 
presenting ourselves for xluncheon’“ In the meantime we’ll catch 
up with Hosanna, and m. sister Elaire on the sl.“

There was some debate about where we should sta. when 
we arrived“ ”uncan is sta.ing with an old friend in Eoogee, 
apparentl. looNing forward to being near an ocean that’s not 
too cold to swim in“ Bo this is the Wrst time, other than the odd 
weeNend awa., that we’ve been entirel. alone as a famil.“ D. old 
apartment is bigger, and Isla could have had her own room“ kut 
for me, this is our B.dne. home“

It’s been empt. for nearl. a .ear, and I eApect it to be a 
bit dust., but I underestimated Ho and m. sister“ The place is 
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sparNling clean, there are fresh sheets on the bed, food in the 
fridge, and an enormous vase of Lowers on the Nitchen counter“

Bometime while we’re here we’ll have to decide what to 
do about our living arrangements“ It’s ridiculous to Neep two 
apartments“ kut for now, we feed and settle Isla, maNe ourselves 
a YuicN sandwich, gulp down a cup of tea, which is something 
I’ve developed a taste for in Bcotland, and climb naNed into 
yulu’s comf. bed“

MGre .ou tired4S I nu00le the bacN of her necN“ keing in this 
bed is bringing bacN all Ninds of memories, and despite the Cetlag 
I’m alread. hard Cust spooning yulu“

MIt would appear .ou’re not,S she whispers bacN, her hand 
reaching for m. cocN“

MEan .ou be Yuiet enough not to waNe Isla4S
MDe4 Ean .ou Neep the dirt. talN Yuiet enough4S Oer hand 

glides up and down m. length, and I can’t help the low groan“
MI guess we’re going to Wnd out“S D. hand slides over her hip, 

Wngers dipping between her legs and Wnding her wet and read., 
as alwa.s“

M-ucN, yu“S It’s barel. more than a whisper, but I thanN the 
universe that Isla is a sound sleeper“ Bhe’s either on or o‘“ jo in 
between“

MKes, please“S yulu presses her lush arse against m. length and 
with a deft and well7practiced LicN of the wrist she’s lining me 
up at her entrance“ Re got a lot of practice at this during the later 
stages of her pregnanc. when this was her favourite position“ 
The bed sYueaNs Yuietl. in time with m. stroNes, slow at Wrst 
and speeding up till the sYueaN is so loud we both start to laugh“

MEhoosing to sta. here might have been a mistaNe“S yulu sa.s 
as I pause, listening intentl. for an. sign of stirring from the 
travel cot“

MI’m going out Wrst thing tomorrow to bu. some R”8…“S I 
groan“ MGnd then I’m going to Wnd a house for us to bu.“ Rith 
lots of bedrooms“S
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MIn the meantime AS yulu slides o‘ the bed and riLes 
through her luggage, plugging the as .et unneeded bab. mon7
itor in before she holds out a hand“ I follow her into the bath7
room“ MI’ve alwa.s loved shower seA“S

Mjow wh. didn’t I thinN of that4S
I’m deep inside m. beautiful wife before the water is even 

full. hot“
It’s fast and furious, yulu leaning against the tile wall as I Wll 

her from behind while rubbing her clit with one hand, holding 
her stead. with the other“

Bhe comes with a Yuiet, strangled moan, and I follow suit 
seconds later“

MIt’s so good to be home“S I push her mad hair out of the wa. 
and run m. lips along the top of her shoulder“

yulu turns in the cage of m. arms and Nisses me“
MGn.where is home as long as .ou and Isla are there“S
Re dr. o‘ and climb bacN into bed“
MI love .ou, Interloper,S I murmur before I realise she’s al7

read. asleep“ Gnd it reminds me of the Wrst time I said those 
words to her“ Bhe slept through them then, too“ The di‘erence 
is, now she Nnows it“ Gnd I’ll maNe sure she never forgets“

jone of us stirs until the clanNing of the old lift waNes us in 
the morning“

MI’ve missed .ou so much,S yulu cries as she hurls herself at 
Hosanna, while I crush Elaire in a hug before we swap“ It’s less 
than Wve months since we’ve seen them both, and we video call 
all the time, but it’s not the same“

Glerted to the eAcitement, Isla sits up in her travel cot, sYueal7
ing, arms outstretched and of course Ho and Elaire nearl. trip 
each other up to get to her“

Vne of the things we have planned while we’re here is an 
Gustralian wedding“ Hosanna and yulu have been planning 
the dresses, which I imagine are in the giant garment bags 
Ho brought with her“ Vnce we’ve devoured the danishes the. 
brought, Isla and I are NicNed out so Wttings can commence“ I’m 
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happ. to go for a walN and stretch m. legs, so I strap m. little 
darling into the carrier on m. chest and we head out, enCo.ing 
the feel of late spring in B.dne. on our faces after the cold of a 
Bcottish autumn“

Re pass the cafC where yulu and I Wrst had brunch together 
and I maNe a mental note to bring yulu bacN tomorrow“ Glso to 
taNe her and Isla out on the boat“ Gnd not to turn this visit into 
too much of a trip down memor. lane“ kecause since having Isla 
it hasn’t escaped m. notice that I’ve become a sentimental sooN“ 
Gnd that’s so not seA.“ Glthough yulu doesn’t seem to mind“



Chapter Four
LULU

“S top fussing. She looks gorgeous. As always. And so do 
you,” Nick says with what I recognise as his indulgent 

smile as I straighten Isla’s cute little romper for the tenth time.
“I just hope she doesn’t spit up on her outvt.” Now I’m 

straightening my own conserbatibe linen sundress.
“If she does you’be got three more in her nappy Wag. xhich 

might We oberkill since you also habe siO WiWs.” It’s not lost on me 
that this conbersation echoes the one we had aWout dummies 
Wefore we left Scotland. Fnly the shoe is on the other foot now.

2lying for ober 0? hours from Scotland to Sydney with an 
infantP Liece of cake. Hunch with Nick’s motherP Not so much.

She hates me.
At least there’ll We plenty of people there who do like me. 

Darry, Stella and xill. Rad and Cosanna and Mlaire. Nick’s old 
assistant Gandy. And a couple who don’t know me. Darry and 
Stella’s daughter -reer and their pseudoJson qosh.

Nick rings the Well. I’m clutching Isla so tight she starts to 
sBuirm and I force myself to relaO. I don’t need to We tense. 
Tecause whether or not Gary Lierce likes me, Nick Lierce lobes 
me with eberything he is, and that’s the only thing that matters.

‘he door Eies open and there she is, dressed as though she’s 
going to a garden party at Tuckingham Lalace.

“Nicholas,” she says, with as much warmth as a puWlic serbant 
calling VNeOt’ at the Repartment of Gotor ‘ransport.



‘DU AC‘ F2 2AHHIN- IN HF1U J TFNzS MDAL‘UC ——

She turns and spots Isla, who as usual is grinning from ear to 
ear at the prospect of a new person to enchant. I would habe 
Wet that was Weyond eben Isla’s skills, and the poleaOed look on 
Gary’s face suggests I’m right.

xith a trademark sBueal Isla throws her arms out, straining 
forward and reaching for Gary’s cheeks. I habe no choice Wut to 
hand her ober or risk her toppling out of my arms, and I watch 
in horror as Isla mashes her lips to Gary’s in a sloppy, sloWWery 
WaWy kiss.

Nick is no help at all as he snorts out a stiEed laugh. 2ortuJ
nately, I hear familiar heaby footsteps.

“Is that my wee angel I hearP Mome to -randpa,” Rad WelJ
lows, reaching for his fabourite person in the world. Normally, 
Isla would We all ober that like Wees on honey. Not today. ‘oday, 
Gary is the target of her undibided attention.

znoKended, Rad just laughs, and despite the fact this is not 
his house, opens the door wide and ushers us inside while Gary 
stands fro…en with a WaWWling Isla in her arms, clearly unsure 
what to do with her.

I’be neber Ween here, Wut it looks eOactly as I imagined it 
would. Lerfect and Weautiful and sterile. Gore like a museum 
than a home. xhich makes sense of the apartment Nick libed 
in when we vrst met.

‘he pristine Wack garden is full of people laughing and chatJ
ting while serbers3yes, she employed a catering company3cirJ
culate with trays of champagne and tiny appetisers.

I Warely habe time to whisper to Nick, “Sabe the WaWy” Wefore 
Darry just aWout Wowls me ober.

“Hulu. It’s wonderful to see you again.” De pounds Nick 
on the Wack. “And you too, son.” Nick staggers under the unJ
eOpected Wlow. All his concentration is on his mother, who 
has emerged from the house clutching Isla uncomfortaWly, as 
though she’s an octopus in a string Wag. xhich, to We fair, she 
does sometimes imitate.
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Cosanna picks up on my distress and makes a Weeline for Isla, 
who reluctantly allows herself to We passed ober.

Ron’t get me wrong. I don’t imagine for a second Nick’s 
mother would do anything to harm Isla. It’s just that Gary is 
not known for her maternal instincts, and as much as we adore 
our little girl, sucking kisses and hair pulling from a WaWy may 
not We top of Gary’s fabourite things to do.

I’m momentarily distracted Wy more greetings and introducJ
tions, and the neOt time I check, Isla is Wack with Gary. Sitting 
on her lap, attempting to get her vngers into Gary’s glass of 
wine. ‘his time it’s Mlaire who spirits her away Wefore there’s 
a loud sBuawk and Isla is again reaching for her grandmother.

I don’t know who needs rescuing more, Isla or Gary. No, 
that’s not true. It’s devnitely Gary, who clearly has no idea what 
to do with a determined almostJsiOJmonthJold.

I’m introduced to -reer and qosh, who are laughing their 
heads oK.

“She’s like a cat. She’s picked the one person here unlikely to 
want to gibe her a cuddle and is determined to win her ober,” 
-reer says, wiping tears from her cheeks.

Now Isla’s got her hands on a tiny little craWmeat tartlet.
“Fh dear god, Nick, Buick. She’s going to A” and Wefore I can 

get another word out Isla has shobed the tartlet at Gary, missing 
her mouth completely and smearing it up her cheek and into 
her hair. Gary couldn’t look more shocked if one of Ra’s sheep 
had stepped out onto the terrace.

“I think I’m going to pee my pants,” sBueals Mlaire, in such a 
close imitation of Isla’s sBueal you can tell immediately they’re 
related.

Ty now, the whole party3eben the bery proper serbers3are 
laughing. All eOcept Gary, who is trying to wipe craWmeat oK 
her cheek while Isla tries to pull herself up to stand on her lap. 
zsing Gary’s hair to steady herself.

I look at Nick, who has made no eKort to sabe his mother 
from our marauding daughter.
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“Fh my -od. ‘his is a disaster.”



Chapter Five
NICK

L ulu looks stricken. I know how important it was to her to 
try and forge some sort of peaceful relationship with my 

mother.
And I wish I could help. I really do. But it’s taking every 

ounce of concentration I have not to roar laughing.
“Do something. Please,” Lulu begs. But Isla won’t be de-

terred. She’s having a ball.
“Just leave her, Nicholas.” Mum says as I try, without success, 

to pry Isla away. Because every time someone takes her from 
Mum, she squirms and strains and grizzles until she’s back on 
Mum’s lap. It’s impossible to tell the depth of Mum’s annoy-
ance, because she’s got her poker face on.

By the time lunch is served, the crabmeat on Mum’s face has 
been joined by tomato in her hair and cheese on the sleeve of her 
no doubt dry-clean-only silk blouse.

Not content with sitting in the highchair we brought for her, 
Isla settles in on Mum’s lap, intent on feeding both of them. 
What a shame she can’t quite End either mouth.

Mum has barely spoken but everyone else is having a whale 
of a time. Tspecially Isla.

“I cannot believe that child,” Lulu wails as Isla attempts to 
drink water from Mum’s glass and pours it all over both of 
them.
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Now it really is time to step in, although I have to admit, I’ve 
been enjoying the spectacle.

I hoist Isla out of Mum’s lap and the three of us traipse 
upstairs to get cleaned up.

Fn the way back down Isla is still determined to get to Mum. 
I try and wrangle her, but she’s climbing me like a monkey up a 
tree. Ho my surprise Mum’s having none of it.

“Fh, for goodness sake, just give her to me.” She whips Isla 
out of my arms and as she walks down the stairs ahead of me Isla 
looks back over Mum’s shoulder with a grin that, had it been on 
anyone other than a toothless baby, I would have described as a 
look of triumph. Hhe little tyrant got e9actly what she wanted.

As I reach the bottom I swear I hear Mum whisper to her 
granddaughter “I never really liked that blouse anyway.”

1o:ee is served in the sitting room, and Mum wisely declines.
Without the entertainment of food or drink, Isla turns her 

attention to Mum’s jewellery.
She’s wearing her great grandmother’s locket, a beautiful 

antique made of gold softened and worn down with age, and 
decorated with rows of seed pearls. Hhe ring holding it on the 
chain rattles as Isla shakes it back and forth. I’m about to warn 
Mum to be careful when, quick as a whip, Isla stu:s the locket 
into her mouth and bites.

“Nooooo,’ screams Lulu, leaping in what seems like slow 
motion across the carpet towards the scene of the crime.

Isla grins as Mum yanks the locket from her mouth. When 
she turns it over we can all see, clear as day, the dent made by a 
tooth none of us realised had come through. Hhe entire room 
holds its breath, Lulu on her knees in front of my mother, Isla 
beaming shamelessly.

“I guess she’s got her Erst tooth,” Mum gasps. And for the 
only time I can ever remember, my mother throws her head back 
and laughs.

And Isla laughs with her.



Chapter Six
LULU

I  smooth my hands down the lush fabric of my dress. Rosan-
na has outdone herself. This creation is nothing short of a 

work of art.
The dress itself is heavy silk satin. The colour of crushed 

raspberries, just like Nick the Romantic requested. The full 
skirt folds over itself. Over and over again, until it resembles a 
rose halfway to full bloom.

Underneath is layer after layer of the most delicate silk tule 
ranging from palest cream to pink to raspberry, so it looks like 
the luscious fruit has been folded through whipped cream. My 
back is bared by a deep vee, anchored at the waist by an enor-
mous sash fashioned in a half-bow. Trailing from the centre, on 
the Bnest green silk cord are fat, overblown silk roses in creams 
and pinks. I feel like I should be coming down the steps of a 
castle, or stepping onto the set of a zaL ’uhrmann movie.

In contrast to my over-the-top creation, RosannaDs dress is 
a strapless cream silk satin sheath reminiscent of 5ior of the 
0Ss. ximple and elegant it provides the perfect contrast to my 
e“travagant gown.

…Oh, mo chridhe, you look ”C 5ad chokes, unable to Bnish 
his sentence, and sniHes into his hanky.

…Ro, youDre a genius. IDve never seen anything so beautiful.C 
Elaire whispers, fussing with the wayward curls that are escap-
ing my updo. …Nick is going to swallow his tongue.C
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Tears are sparkling in RosannaDs eyes and she slides a folded 
tissue under her bottom lashes trying not to smudge her make-
up. zut I canDt keep the smile o' my face. Not even the prospect 
of seeing Mary, who will no doubt hate my divine dress, can 
dampen my joy.

…’etDs get this show on the road before my mascara ends up 
dripping o' my chin,C she grumbles.

xydney has put on her best weather for us and the sky is 
streaked with pink, orange, and purple as I emerge into the 
garden where all our friends and family are waiting. zut all I 
really see is Nick, under an arch of creamy roses and trailing 
greenery, our baby in his arms. zoth of them are beaming from 
ear to ear, and even from this distance I can see the tears in his 
eyes. xo di'erent from the man I met in the lift not so long ago.

5ad is a blubbering mess by the time he hands me over to 
Nick, and takes Isla from his arms.

Nick and I were keen for Aarry to marry us, but his mother 
put on such a production about what people would think that 
I capitulatedKmuch to NickDs annoyanceKand a dusty old 
minister was dug up from somewhere to do the job. I really 
donDt care. 8hat I care about is our commitment to each other, 
and to Isla. Gnd no ceremony or piece of paper or man of the 
cloth could eclipse the commitment weDve made in our hearts.

I was worried I might cry during my vows, but what I do is 
laugh. The joy Nick has brought to my life canYt be contained by 
something as small and fragile as a human body. ItYs enormous, 
and all encompassing. Gs it turns out, it canYt even be contained 
by a laugh, because before I know it, IYm laughing and crying at 
the same time. 8hich sets Nick o' laugh-crying too.

8ith perfect timing Isla, who has developed an ine“plicable 
devotion to her prickly grandmother, squeals until 5ad hands 
her over to Mary, who looks like she just sucked a lemon. Gl-
most. zecause lurking deep in her eyes is a softness Nick claims 
heDs never seen before. Gnd there must be something to it be-
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cause she hands over her now dented antique locket to IslaDs 
grasping Bngers with a long-su'ering sigh.

…ThatDs it, Interloper. Bou canDt escape me now. IDve married 
you twice,C Nick whispers against my lips as we kiss to deafening 
hoots and hollers from our friends and family.

…Oh, I donDt know. IDm friendly with a couple of good lawyers 
that could probably get me out of it if you donDt behave your-
self, Nicholas the Bou-5onDt-Vool-Me-Gnymore,C I respond, 
my lips graLing his ear and raising a shiver across his skin.

…8ouldnDt work. zecause wherever you go, IDll just follow 
you. I did it once, IDd do it again.C

Gnd then thereDs no more need for words, just kissing. 8eDre 
the centre of the storm as pandemonium continues around us. 
Gnd as long as weDre in each otherDs arms, thatDs the way it will 
stay.



Afterword

Thanks for reading the Bonus HEA for The Art of Falling in 
Love. I hope you liked it as much as I enjoyed writing it.

I can't wait to bring you Josh and Greer's story, Blueprint for 
Falling in Love.


