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Sadie

“I s the case of bubbles in the boot?” It’s a rhetorical ques-
tion really. Nobody is more organised than Ethan. That 

competency porn that drew me to him when we vrst met is still 
aliYe and strong.

“Aes. Ond the presents. Cur bags. Those khristmas deco-
rations you bought for the tree. Onything else?” Ethan wraps 
his arms around me from behind and Sisses my necS causing a 
familiar shiYer and weaSening of my Snees. xtill.

“No. I thinS that’s it. Olthough do that again and we won’t be 
leaYing anytime soon. Ond you’ll haYe to eWplain to xtella why 
we’re late.”

“They’ll understand. ,e’re newlywedsD” he murmurs against 
my hair.

“AeahD no. I thinS the statute of limitations on that ran out 
on our vrst anniYersary. Hevnitely by the second.”

Me sighs.
“,e could claim we’re trying to get our bodies onto Egypt 

time.” Bore a question than a statement.
I turn in his arms and Siss his beautiful lips.
“Nice try. Rut we haYe news to announce. Ond I’m not going 

to be responsible for disappointing your mother again this year. 
,e promised.”

“khristmas isn’t for two more sleepsD” he grumps. “Ond once 
we get to EgyptD you Snow what it’ll be liSe. No priYacy any-
where. This could be our last opportunity for months.”
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I laugh. It’s true vnding priYate time in EgyptPand in Ran-
galay for that matterPisn’t easyD but we seem to manage some-
how.

“Mow about I promise we can go on a walS to that little 
paddocS we found tucSed in behind the creeS?”

Ethan shudders.
“The one with the bull?”
“kamels you can deal withD but not bulls.” I roll my eyes. 

Ethan didn’t eYen notice the bull last time until I pointed him 
out. OlthoughD to be fair he was a little distracted.

“kamels don’t haYe horns.” Rut I can see I’Ye giYen him ideas. 
“OlrightD let’s get on the road. The sooner we get there the 
sooner I can asS !aul to moYe that bull to another paddocS.” 
Ond with thatD Ethan hustles me out the door of the little house 
he vrst brought me to siW years agoD and into the car.

“xadiez” Bultiple screams vll the air and a doFen waterlogged 
children leap out of the pool and come barrelling across the 
lawn towards meD adults trailing in their waSe.

Os alwaysD Isla is vrst to latch onD wrapping her arms around 
my waist and hugging me. I can’t belieYe how much she’s grown 
since I last saw her. Ethan laughs and steps asideD maSing room 
for the Sids. I do a quicS headcount.

“,ho’s missing?” There should be thirteen. That’s right. 
,hen eYeryone gets togetherD the karter family haYe thirteen 
small people. ,hich is why Marry and xtella built a guest-
house that includes a massiYe bunSroom with vYe sets of double 
bunSs. ,hen the whole family’s hereD it’s liSe xt Trinian’s on 
cracS.

“BagnusD” they chorusD naming the missing child. NicS and 
Kulu’s second oldest.

“Me broSe his arm.”
“Me was climbing the swing tree.”
“Bum told him not to.”
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“GreyJa said she’d set it for him.”
“Rut Haddy said a doctor better do it.”
“Me didn’t eYen cry.”
“Bummy and Haddy tooS him to the hostible.”
“MospitalD Lory. Not hostible.”
If you couldn’t tell by the abundance of red hairD you would 

Snow these children as karters by the way they all talS at onceD 
tripping oYer each other and taSing no o‘ence at all.

“ChD dearD” is all I manage to get out before we hear the 
crunch of tires on the driYeway. 

O few moments later NicS and Kulu appear on the bacS decS 
with a grinning BagnusD his arm in a bright blue cast and sling.

xuddenly I’m no longer the centre of attention as the chil-
dren and adults swarm Bagnus.

,hat I am is Yery wet. Ethan giYes me long looSD lingering on 
the wet T-shirt that’s clinging to my boobs.

“This is what you get for being the faYourite auntie.”
“Aou don’t looS liSe you’re complainingD” I shoot bacS. Ond 

before he can sidestepD I launch myself at himD wrapping my 
legs around his waist and Sissing himD imprinting the pool water 
from meD onto his shorts and T-shirt.

“>esusD you two. 2eep it !V. There are Sids aroundD” ,ill 
complainsD as if he and GreyJa aren’t caught in !HOs on the 
regular.

Ethan ignores him andD opening the pool gate one handedD 
staggers to the edge. Gor a split second I thinS he’s going to hurl 
me inD but with a roar of ?bombs away’ he leaps into the deep 
endD spraying eYeryone within a ten-metre radius with water.

Os I surfaceD laughing and choSingD I catch sight of xtella’s 
face.

,hen I vrst met EthanD her eWpression wheneYer she looSed 
at him was a heartbreaSing combination of worry and sadness 
and longing. TodayD liSe EthanD she’s beaming ear to ear. Ond 
I’m proud to thinS I had a hand in creating that Joy for both of 
them.





Ethan

T here’s nothing for it now that we’re so wet but to go 
upstairs and get changed. And by changed, I mean naked. 

In the shower.
“Ethan. We can’t.” Sadie tries to wriggle out of my grip. But 

she doesn’t try too hard.
“We can. We should. We will. You can’t expect me to ignore 

these.” I bend and suck one of her taut nipples into my mouth. 
“We’ll be quick.”

“Not too quick.” Her hand slides down my abs, reaching 
for my ready and waiting erection. “But very, very quiet.” She 
giggles as I moan. Having spent a good part of our life together 
living on a small boat with a bunch of uni students, we’re the 
masters of quiet.

And we’re just quick enough, because no sooner are we 
pulling on dry clothes than there’s a little tapping at the bed-
room door.

“Uncle Ethan, Daddy said you’d explain to me how they 
make mummies. Will you be dry soon?” Harriet, Greer and 
Josh’s eldest daughter, shares my fascination with Egypt.

“As dry as a mummy in just a minute, sweetheart,” I answer.
“I won’t be,” Sadie whispers in my ear. But kids have the 

hearing of bats.
“How can you still be wet, Auntie Sadie? You’ve been up here 

for ages.”
We both snort a laugh.



CARRIE CLARKE6

“Mummy will explain it to you when you’re older,” Sadie 
calls with an evil grin, knowing Greer will have to Oeld that one 
before the sun has set.

I throw open the door.
“…kay, we might just have enough time for this before din-

ner.” And I hoist Harriet over my shoulder and head down the 
stairs towards the living room, leaving Sadie to bring up the rear.

Dinner is the usual chaos. When you get twelve adults and 
thirteen children together, that’s inevitable. Especially when 
they’re Carters. Christmas Day will be worse because adding the 
Hooper family, Sadie’s grandparents and Josh’s brother rounds 
it out to an even ‘ shit. I’ve lost track. But it’s more than twenty 
adults, I know that much. Lucky Mum and Dad have so much 
room.

As always, Will grumbles about the smell of the barbequed 
meat upsetting the Pgirls’, even though it’s chicken. zlatters and 
bowls are being passed around. Kids are grabbing for bread rolls. 
Wine and juice is being poured.

I wait till everyone at the super-si—ed outdoor table has full 
plates and glasses, to make my announcement.

Standing up, I pull a Harry and tap on my glass with my fork. 
The table falls almost silent, except for Clementine’s little voice 
saying, “I do mine own self.” And yanking her fork away from 
Greer, almost blinding her older sister with it in the process.

“I have an announcement to make.”
Sadie grins up at me. My mother gasps and puts her hands 

over her mouth. I know what she’s thinking. Maybe hoping, 
although she’d never say so. And this is not that. But it’s what 
both Sadie and I have been working towards. And Mum has 
never been anything but supportive of the choices we make 
in our life together, regardless of her own, frankly inexplica-
ble, longing for more grandchildren. I love all our nieces and 
nephews with the power of RaFor Aten depending on your 
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choice of ancient Egyptian religionFbut right now, lucky thir-
teen is surely enough.

“You’re looking at the new Senior zrofessor of Egyptian 
Studies, Dr Sadie Montgomery-Carter.” I lift my glass towards 
my beautiful, blushing wife.

The table erupts. Even the kids cheer, although none of them 
have any idea why.

Not to be outdone, Sadie stands, holding up a hand and 
calling for quiet. “And the new Head of Department of Ancient 
History.” It’s my turn to blush, for maybe the second time in my 
adult life, before we’re both tackled almost o@ our feet.

The case of champagne we brought with us was loaded into 
the outdoor fridge when we arrived, so in no time we’re all 
toasting with icy cold champagne.

“So what does this mean for your digs, Ethan?” Dad asks, and 
I give him a brief rundown.

This is the only downside of my new job. While I’ll still be 
able to go on digs, I won’t be able to run my own anymore. I 
just won’t have time. …n the positive side, I’ll get to visit digs in 
all sorts of places. And I’m looking forward to changing things 
up. Although Sadie and I will miss our team.

And I know they’ll be in good hands. Bart Simpson, who 
came do a couple of semesters at the uni way back when never 
quite got around to leaving. Not only is he is now lecturing 
for us, but he’s agreed to take over the Amarna concession. I 
couldn’t have handed it over to a more worthy replacement. 

Not running our own dig will also mean we’ll more than 
likely be able to arrange our schedule so that we’re home for 
Christmas most years. And that will make my mother happy.

The six years since I came home from Cambridge have been 
the perfect combination of lecturing, digs and family, but it’s 
time to slow it down a little. Spend less time away. More time 
watching our nieces and nephews grow up. I don’t know if Sadie 
and I will ever choose to be parents ourselves. It’s a conversation 
we revisit every six months or so. We never say never.
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What I will never get enough of is Sadie. I know in my heart 
I would never have rebuilt my relationship with my family so 
strongly if it wasn’t for her.

And whatever we choose to do in the futureFwith or with-
out childrenFthe fresh start she helped me make is full of more 
love than I would have believed possible.



Will

T he night sky above my favourite seat in the wildcower 
meadow is plear and ,e,,ered with starsF reminding me 

of the nights jreyIa and M would lie on the grass behind Dum 
and ’adBs house when M .rst pame to ?angalayW

The ferals are all .nally in bedF although Iudging from the 
whis,ers and giggles poming from the guest houseF theyBre not 
yet aslee,W Dy phildren pould have gone home to their own beds 
Iust down the roadF but where would the fun be in thatA TheyBre 
purled u, sharing beds and laughs and seprets with their pousinsW

Ehiph means their mum and M will get a slee, in tomorrowW 
Cnd some aptual ,rivapyW Narly Hhristmas ,resent for both of 
usW

M stretph my legs out and take a si, of the whisky Gipk 
brought from his distillery for us to tryW “e says it needs a few 
more years to be o,timumF but it tastes ,retty good to me 
alreadyW

M listen to the footste,s on the stone ,athW Two sets of themW 
Mf M donBt miss my guessF itBs ?en and ”reerW

-M pame out here for a bit of ,eapeFO M grumbleW
-’onBt let us sto, youFO ?en saysF sitting on the benph o,,ox

site meW …riginally there was one benphF but we all love this s,ot 
so muph weBve had to ,ut in another twoW Cnd weBve eRtended 
the depk to inplude a .re ,itF although itBs way too hot for that 
tonightW

-“ow long do you think it will LO M start before M hear Nthan 
and Gipk making their way down the ,athW
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Dy  heart  swellsW  Dy  brothersW  Dy  sisterW  Cnd  my 
mightxasxwellxbexaxbrotherW Cll here together at Hhristmas for 
the .rst time in yearsW Cnd on the depk M built when M wondered 
if my family pould ever be ,ut bapk togetherW

Gipk lifts a halfxfull bottle of whisky and to,s o— everyoneBs 
glassesW

-EhoBd have thoughtF huhAO M sayF looking around at the 
fapes M love so muphW

-PeahW Cll of us ha,,yW VettledW ’oing what we loveWO ”reer 
answersW

-Eho we loveFO ?en addsF whiph gets a laugh out of all of usW
-Eithout wishing to get emotional LO
-…hF here we goWO
-Cre there going to be tearsAO
-EaitF M forgot my violinWO
M plear my throat and ,ull one of ’adBs master of the universe 

fapes at themW
-Cs M was about to say before M was so rudely interru,tedW 

Eithout wishing to get emotionalF M want you to know how 
ha,,y it makes me that weBre all together this yearW Cnd knowx
ing that youBre all safe and ha,,y and loved is the best feeling in 
the worldWO

-The bestA Gothing betterAO
-Vounds like maybe youBre doing it wrongWO
-Vomeone needs to have a word with ,oor jreyIaWO
-Daybe he needs an instruption bookAO
-“ahaW Pupk it u,W MBm trying to tell you that M love youW EeBve 

been through some shitW Cnd no doubt weBll go through moreW 
?ut M pouldnBt have asked for more than for us to have eaph 
otherW PouBre more than my brothers and sisterW PouBre my best 
friendsW Cnd that makes me the lupkiest guy M knowWO

M look around at their fapesF illuminated by the par,et of stars 
and the halfxmoonF and every one of them has a tear or two 
trapking down their pheekW Nven GipkW

M lift my glassW
-To our familyW 1ong may we:O 
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C bloodpurdling spream rolls apross the meadow from the 
o,en guesthouse windowsW

-DuuuuumyW Cndy ,uked all over meWO
Cnd in true Harter family traditionF those sentimental tears 

turn into tears of laughterW ?epause never let it be said that 
thereBs a dull moment in this familyW


