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‘I’m taking Grey home,’ I told Adam, ‘And we’re going to take a holiday too,’ I decided on the spot, there and then.

‘You know what?’ Adam smiled.  ‘I think that’s a perfect idea,’ he told me.

‘A holiday?’ Grey questioned, turning to look at me in surprise.

‘We need to get away for a while...take some time for ourselves,’ I told her, meeting her stunning eyes, her beautiful gaze.  ‘Is that okay?’

‘I...yeah!’ she said, shocked and pleased.  ‘It’s actually the perfect idea,’ she smiled.

I squeezed her hand.  ‘It is, right?’ I grinned.

‘Let’s get out of here,’ she said, determined to leave now. ‘There’s no reason to be here anymore.’

I smiled at her.  ‘No reason at all.’

Half an hour later, we were finally home.  Grey’s home had been cleared and marked as safe so we could reacquaint ourselves with her beautiful cabin and become settled again.  

After walking in, Grey headed to the kitchen, telling me she was going to make a drink.  I wandered into the lounge, feeling a strange sense of calm settling over me.  It was over.  It was well and truly over.

Sitting down on the sofa, I stared into thin air, marvelling at how nothing was swirling in my head, no thoughts, no emotions, no visions...nothing but my own feelings, which were full of positivity, warmth and happiness.

‘You okay, Kit?’ Grey asked, walking in with two mugs, steaming away.

‘I’m fine,’ I said, blinking as I shook myself free of my reverie.  ‘What’s this?’

‘Hot chocolate,’ she told me, placing them on the coffee table.  Come on, get comfy,’ she told me, as we sat down.

She reached for a fleece blanket and laid it across my knees warmly.  

‘Stay warm too,’ she added.  

I stared at her, stunned by how wonderful she was.  ‘I love you,’ I told her, the words coming completely out of the blue, the unexpected nature of the statement making her gasp in surprise.

‘What?’

‘I love you, Grey.  You’ve just been through hell and here you are, taking care of me, getting me a blanket and a hot chocolate.  I love you...I want to be with you.  Please tell me you feel the same?’ I begged.

‘Oh, Kit, haven’t you realised it yet? I’m completely and utterly in love with you too,’ she told me, shifting closer to cup my face with her hand.  ‘I want to be with you, Kit.’

I smiled at her, pure, unadulterated happiness spreading through every inch of my body.  ‘I love you, Grey.’

‘I love you too, Kit.  Let’s take a break, go on holiday and learn everything there is to know about one another.  Would you like that?’

I smiled at her. ‘I can think of nothing better in the world,’ I told her, my eyes twinkling with pleasure.

As we leaned into kiss each other, I felt my world swell with happiness.  Everything was back on track at last, and I knew that being in Grey’s arms was where I wanted to be. 
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I awoke with a start, my heart hammering in my chest.  Sitting up urgently, I looked around and saw I was in Grey’s bed, lying beside her and everything was fine.  Lying down slowly, I sighed in relief.  The past week had been more than eventful, and it wasn’t a surprise to me that I was having nightmares about it.

Turning onto my side, I watched Grey sleep, recalling everything that had happened since I’d arrived back in Scotland.  In a terrifying turn of events, I’d found myself searching for the man who was out to kill Grey-her biological father who was carrying out his vendetta against her in the worst way imaginable.  With my psychic ability leading us to identify him, we’d finally managed to apprehend him, but at huge mental cost to Grey.

As she slept, I thought about the night before.  We’d finally arrived home after a horrific end to the nightmare we’d been living, and despite everything, Grey’s first instinct had been to take care of me.  We’d whispered the three little words which meant everything to us both.  I was still reeling from the knowledge that she loved me back.  It seemed too good to be true.

Watching her in sleep, I resolved to take her away for a break from work and give her a chance to heal.  She’d been through a lot, and she needed to process everything.  I wasn’t sure how she would cope with that, but no matter what, I’d be with her throughout. 

She was so beautiful as she slept, her face relaxed and calm.  Her long eyelashes rested on her cheek and her lips were gently pouting, making me think about kissing her.  She stirred then, opening her eyes and catching me staring.

‘Hey,’ she murmured, groggily.  ‘You okay?’

‘The world is quiet,’ I smiled.  ‘Everything’s okay,’ I told her, shifting closer to hold her.

She sighed, nestling into my embrace.  

‘Did you sleep okay?’ I asked her.

She paused for a second too long.

Pulling my head back to look up at her, I met her eyes and saw that she hadn’t.  ‘Oh, Grey...’ I consoled.

She looked away, shaking her head.  ‘It’s fine, I’m okay...or will be...whatever,’ she said, drawing in a shaky breath.  ‘It’s just...’

‘I know,’ I murmured.  ‘It’s all just too much right now,’ I said, reading her thoughts.  She was consumed by an overwhelming whirring in her head, and it felt like she couldn’t think straight.

‘Yeah...but I’ll be okay.  I just need a little time, I think.’

‘We’ll make sure you get it,’ I told her, determinedly.  ‘I want to take you away for a bit-a holiday, like I told Adam.’

‘You do?’

‘Yes.  I mean, I’d like to head home for my Dad’s birthday.  I also want to collect all my belongings from the flat which were abandoned, but after those jobs are done, I’d really like to go away with you.’

‘Where abouts are you thinking?’ she questioned.

I sighed, dreamily.  ‘I don’t know...somewhere near the sea?’

‘I like the sea,’ she smiled.

‘Somewhere quiet...peaceful...sleepy...the kind of place where nothing ever happens.  You watch the tides change; the clouds pass by slowly and you sit on the beach watching the sunset...that kind of place...somewhere which inspires hope.’

She nodded.  ‘Sounds perfect,’ she smiled. ‘Book whatever you think. I’ll come.’

I reached for her cheek.  ‘You know; I meant what I said last night.’

She gazed at me, scanning my eyes.  ‘I meant it too,’ she replied, softly.

‘I’ve never felt like this before,’ I told her.  ‘Meeting you has been a revelation for me.  I don’t want this to end.’

‘Why would it end?’ she questioned.

‘You know what I mean. You’re worrying this is too good to be true?’ I asked, reading her well.

‘It’s just...’ she sighed, rubbing her temple wearily.  ‘It’s like you said, this connection between us...this relationship...it’s a revelation.  I’ve never loved like this before; and with those emotions come consequences.  It means I’m worried to lose you, worried about you all the time and the effect these investigations have on your health.’

‘What about you? After everything you’ve been through, I’m worried about you too! You haven’t had time to process everything which has happened either.’

‘Which is why we both need a holiday,’ she murmured.

‘We absolutely do,’ I nodded.  ‘Can we go soon?’

‘As soon as you like,’ she murmured.

‘My Dad’s birthday is this weekend-we could go there and then further to somewhere on the coast?’ I suggested.

‘Plan it, book it, I’ll come,’ she told me.

‘You’re not going to change your mind and head straight back to work like you’d usually do?’

‘I know I need to take a break, Kit.  I feel physically and emotionally exhausted from all of this.  I’m absolutely shattered, if I’m honest.  Right now, I feel like I could sleep for a week!’

‘Grey...’ I murmured, sadly.  ‘Go back to sleep then...we have nothing we need to get up for.’

She shook her head.  ‘No, it’s okay.  I’m awake now.  I might get up and have a shower,’ she said, shifting a little in my arms.

I felt her thoughts shift, how she was feeling flooding through me, and I stared up at her.

‘Please don’t,’ she almost begged, her eyes wide as she realised that I was reading her.

‘You don’t need to feel that way...you’re not unclean,’ I told her.

‘He makes me feel that way,’ she said, in an almost-whisper.

‘Grey...’ I sighed, consolingly.  ‘It was his sick thoughts, nothing to do with you.  Don’t let him get in your head.’

‘I just keep thinking...those times when...when...’

I knew what she was thinking-she didn’t need to voice them.  She was thinking about the times when he’d played games with her on his knee, bouncing her up and down in a game of ‘horsey.’ What she’d thought was an innocent game had been anything but.  It was affecting her, making her skin crawl, making her sick to her stomach.  ‘I know, I know...’

‘I’m going to shower,’ she told me, shifting away.

I watched her go, feeling sad.  I knew I needed to let her work through this herself, but it was hard to stand by and know there was little I could do to stop her feeling like this. Knowing she needed space right now, I didn’t follow her, and just laid-back thinking that a holiday would really help us right now.

As I lay on the bed, I drifted into a semi-conscious state, my head moving elsewhere as I lost all sense of where I was-and who I was.

‘Come on!’ he whispered, dragging me by the arm.

We ran down the corridor, at breakneck pace.  ‘Too fast!’ I objected, panting.  ‘Jimmy, stop!’

‘We have to hide! Come on, we have to hide, get in here...under the bed.  Come on! Now!’ he said, urgently.

I was pushed under the bed in the dark room, and he bent to look at me.  

‘Stay there, okay? Don’t come out...don’t come out unless it’s me coming back for you.’

‘But Jimmy, I scared,’ I said, trembling, big wet tears falling down my cheeks as I sniffled sadly.

‘Cut that out, now! You stay there and you stay quiet...it’s not safe, you hear me?’

‘Not safe,’ I repeated, trembling with fear, and feeling like I might wet myself.  I reminded myself I was a big girl now, and big girls did not wet themselves.

‘I’ll be back soon, okay?’

‘Okay,’ I mumbled, trying not to cry.

‘Good girl...stay there...’ he said, then turned and rushed off.

I pulled my knees to my chest and rocked myself, silent tears running down my cheeks in rivers.  Seconds turned into minutes and then as they ticked by slowly, it seemed never ending.  Comforting myself by hugging myself while I shook, I prayed that Jimmy would come back to me.

‘Kit?’

A distant voice registered in the back of my head.

‘Kit? Where are you?’ a confused voice spoke.

I heard footsteps leave the room, the sound of feet on the wooden stairs before my name being called from further away.  I stayed where I was, feeling confused about everything and half lost in my head, half being pulled back to Grey.

‘Kit!’ Grey yelled, her panicked voice bringing me back to the present.

‘Grey?’ I said, from the darkness.

‘Kit?’

Suddenly she was there, peering at me. 

‘Kit? What are you doing under the bed?’ she questioned, reaching out a hand towards me.

‘Scared,’ I said, still half lost in the emotions that the little girl had experienced.

‘Come out!’ 

‘Scared,’ I repeated, trembling.

‘Hey; come on...’ she said, clambering underneath towards me.  ‘What are you doing under here?’ she asked, lying beside me beneath the bed.

‘Hiding,’ I said, simply, as if that made sense.

‘Hiding from me?’ she questioned, frowning.

‘No...’

‘Who are you hiding from, Kit?’ she asked.

‘I wasn’t Kit,’ I told her, meeting her eyes.

‘Oh...this was another vision?’

I nodded, still feeling the fear lacing my veins.

‘Come on out...you can tell me about it.’

‘Is it safe?’

‘Safe from what?’ she asked.

‘I don’t know,’ I murmured, confusion filling my head.

‘It’s safe, Kit. It’s just you and me here, okay?’

‘Okay,’ I repeated, feeling unsure.

I let her guide me out and then she sat me down on the bed, facing me.  

‘What happened?’

‘I don’t know...I was just lying on the bed and then I wasn’t.  I was with a boy...he was older than me...I guess about ten? We were running down a corridor and he was scared.  He told me to hide under the bed and not to come out.  I was terrified...and it seemed like he never came back.  I don’t know if he did...I came too before seeing what happened at the end.  I was still under there, crying and scared, waiting for him.’

‘Where were you?’ she questioned, frowning.

‘I don’t know...nowhere familiar.’

‘Okay...well, are you okay?’

‘Yeah,’ I nodded.  ‘It was just scary.’

‘Of course it was,’ she said, placing an arm around my shoulders.

I glanced up at her, noting she’d showered, dressed and her hair was wet.  ‘You okay now?’ 

‘Yeah,’ she sighed, although she wasn’t.

‘Anything I can do?’ I asked her.

She shook her head.  ‘No Kit...just being here with me is enough.’

I scanned her eyes, sensing that she was struggling.  ‘I love you; you know.’

‘I love you too, Kit.’

‘It’s going to be okay,’ I promised.

She held my eyes, smiling, but her thoughts weren’t consistent with mine.  How could things be okay now? ‘Come on...let’s get some breakfast and plan this trip.’

‘Okay,’ I murmured.  ‘I’ll meet you downstairs after I shower,’ I told her.

Twenty minutes later, I headed downstairs to find Grey was making coffee and toast.  Sitting at the breakfast counter, I accepted the coffee and began sipping it while she insisted on making me some toast.  We sat there, eating together in the quiet of the room.  I was aware of her invasive thoughts while we ate and didn’t know how to help her.

‘You’re quiet,’ she commented.

I met her eyes.  ‘You are too...’

‘Well, yeah...it feels a bit weird; you know?’

‘Being here?’ I questioned, knowing already that that was what she meant.

‘Yeah.  I mean, before we couldn’t come here...now it feels a little strange.’

I scanned her face, wondering how much to say.  ‘We’re safe, Grey,’ I decided to say, instead of talking about what she was thinking about-that he’d been here, he’d seen and touched her belongings and his evil, disgusting self had invaded her home. 

‘Yeah, I know...’

‘I know it feels weird right now, but it won’t always be this way,’ I told her.  ‘Just remember that he’s behind bars.  He’s not here, and never will be.’

She avoided my eyes, and I heard her thoughts.  Although he’d been put in prison, we’d still have the nightmare which would inevitably follow-the trial, the conviction and facing him during that ordeal.  It was all on Grey’s mind; and I understood that completely.

‘What you need, is distraction,’ I decided, finishing my coffee.

‘Distraction?’ she questioned, tilting her head as she considered this.

‘Yeah,’ I murmured, getting down from the stool and walking around the kitchen island in order to step up close to her.

‘What are you doing?’ she asked, as I laced my hands behind her back, easing in towards her to press my body against hers.

‘Distracting you,’ I told her, smiling up at her. 

‘Oh really,’ she chuckled.  ‘What if I’m too messed up right now to be thinking about this...’

‘Are you?’ I asked.  ‘Because that’s okay,’ I told her.

She scanned my eyes.  ‘I don’t know how I feel in all honesty, Kit.  My mind’s all over the place, my head feels jumbled and mixed up and I just don’t know if I’m coming or going.’

‘Stop thinking,’ I suggested, gently pressing a tender kiss to her lips.

She responded, her arms moving around me.

I lifted my eyes to hers and when I saw that she was right there with me, interested in this development, I moved back in towards her and kissed her properly.

Grey’s mouth opened over mine and she responded to my movements, taking over and kissing me with a passion which was unrivalled by anything I’d ever experienced before.  Backing me up against the fridge, I cried out as my body pressed up against the cold metal.  Her hand moved between my thighs and rubbed against the soft denim of the jeans I was wearing, arousing me immediately and making me moan into her mouth.  I felt her fingers move and unbutton me deftly before her fingers pushed inside, sliding down into my panties to reach into my soft folds.  I was already wet from the passion of her kiss, ready for her touch and willing.  As she found my sensitive clitoris, I gasped against her mouth, as her tongue thrust against mine in a blatant indication of how into this she was, how much she wanted to do this with me.

‘Grey,’ I groaned, as she moved to my neck, suckling against the soft skin there and making me cry out and shift my hips against her hand as it worked against my slick skin.

‘So gorgeous,’ she murmured, licking at my neck before moving lower.  

I let her lift my jumper up and away before she pushed my bra quickly upwards and cupped my breast, angling it into her mouth so she could suckle languidly on my nipple.  I moaned in pleasure and arched up into her touch, wanting more and needing more.

‘Grey, please...’ I moaned, desperate for her to keep going, to make me come.

‘Baby...’ she murmured, dropping to her knees.  

Bent before me, she tugged off my jeans and panties and then stood, lifting me bodily onto the kitchen counter before spreading my legs in front of her.  Bending before me, she leaned in and began licking my clitoris, making me immediately tense and arch with pleasure.  My breathing grew ragged as she continued to make love to my sex with her mouth, lavishing attention on my eager clitoris and making me cry out in a constant litany of cries, moans and random exclamations of pleasure. 

As my body tightened against her mouth, I knew I was going to come fast and hard.  She kept going, pushing me higher, her eyes lifting to mine to watch me as my breathing grew increasingly more desperate.  

‘I’m gonna...gonna...’ I arched and lost it, undulating against her as my orgasm peaked, reaching its crest and then keeping me high as she maintained pressure on my clitoris, licking and suckling on my tender flesh.

I rode the waves of bliss before slowly coming down, opening my eyes and seeing her still between my legs, her eyes on mine.  

‘Oh my God, Grey...so good...’ I told her, my voice breaking with emotion.

‘Mmm, baby...you’re so responsive to me,’ she said, kissing my thigh before rising up and kissing my lips softly.

‘Come over to the sofa...I want to taste you now,’ I told her, kissing her gently.

‘Yeah?’

‘Yeah,’ I nodded, smiling at her happily.  My body was humming with pleasure, and I wanted her to feel the same way.

We headed over to the sofa and I stood in front of her, helping her to strip down to nothing before me.  When she was naked, I encouraged her to lie down before spreading out on top of her.  

‘I love you,’ I murmured, kissing her soft lips gently, rocking my body against hers as we kissed.

‘I love you too, baby,’ she replied, responding to my every move.

‘I want to kiss every inch of you, Grey,’ I told her, trailing my tongue along her lower lip.  ‘I want you to forget who you are, where you are and just feel...’

‘Sounds good to me,’ she groaned, shifting restlessly beneath me.

I smiled at her and set to work.

I spent what felt like hours kissing every inch of her incredible body.  She was athletic and strong but soft and smooth too.  Her body was gorgeous, and I lavished attention on every single area I could kiss, letting my lips, mouth and tongue drive her slowly crazy with pleasure and making her beg for more by the time I was done.

When I finally made it to the juncture between her thighs, she was desperate for me to touch her there.  She was wet and slick as my fingers eased inside, rubbing her softly.  I lowered my mouth and licked teasingly at her clitoris.  She jerked and arched up, loving my touch.  I did it again, a gentle flick of my tongue before she called out for more.

Finally giving in, I bent and drew her clitoris into my mouth, suckling on it languidly.  Her cry was heartfelt, and I knew this was just what she needed to forget the nightmare of the past few days.  

Licking, suckling and lapping at her sensitive folds, she moaned and cried out, shifting restlessly against me.  I knew she was close when her breathing changed.  Focusing in on her pleasure bud, I suckled hard, and Grey lost it, bucking against me and calling my name as she came.  

I kept working her throughout the rapture and didn’t stop until she slumped beneath me, her chest heaving with the aftershocks of orgasm.  Climbing up her body, I kissed her intimately, letting our tongues meet and dual.  Our mouths clung and held, connecting in the most incredible of ways.  When our mouths slowed, I kissed her one more time and then rested my head on shoulder, nestling into the crook of her neck.  I closed my eyes, and we stayed like that for a while.

When I next stirred, Grey was shifting a little beneath me.

‘Huh?’

‘I said we should go upstairs...I’m so tired...’

‘Okay,’ I murmured, letting her move me.

We got up, stumbling upstairs tiredly and falling into bed together, cuddling close.

‘You feel so good,’ she told me, running her hand across my lower stomach, close enough to my sex to stir interest once again.

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, eyes still closed.

‘You’re so warm,’ she continued, making me open my eyes.

I met her bright, iridescent eyes and saw the desire there, saw her need.  I moved slightly, opening my legs in invitation of her touch.  Her fingers moved and slid in between my folds, starting to rub me slowly as I reached for her at the same time.  

‘You feel so good,’ she sighed, rubbing her face against mine.

‘So do you...’

‘You think you can come again?’ she asked, her fingers sliding deep inside me.

‘Always...you make me feel constantly hot and bothered,’ I admitted.

‘I do?’ she murmured, kissing my temple.

‘Yeah...’

‘Come on then...let’s see if we can get there together.’

I relaxed into her touch, rubbing her as she touched me, her fingers sliding against each other’s slick folds in simultaneous motion.  

I cried out as the pleasure built and struggled to keep my movements going as my pleasure was about to peak.  We circled and rubbed, pushed and thrust our fingers against each other and as my breathing began to falter, she spoke.

‘Look at me,’ she ordered.

I met her eyes, seeing her pleasure and feeling how close she was.  I could sense what she was feeling and made myself hold on a moment longer as I sensed she was close and knew that I could help us find our peak together. 

‘Kit,’ she gasped.  ‘You close?’ she said, rubbing faster.

‘Yeah...yeah...please...now!’ I cried.

We came then, together, our eyes holding each other’s before closing with the absolute bliss running through our bodies.  We undulated and moved, shifted and rubbed against each other until we’d worked through the aftershocks and calmed. Closing my eyes, I rested in her arms, my heart beating fast and hard against my chest. I fell asleep quickly, the strain of the past week catching up with me in complete exhaustion of my body and mind.

Later, while Grey still slept, I got up and headed downstairs.  After retrieving my phone, I called home, to speak to my parents.

‘Katherine!’ my mother exclaimed.

‘Hey Mum,’ I replied.  

‘You haven’t called again! Honestly, I’m sick to death of worrying about you!’ she told me.

‘Then don’t.  I’m fine.  Look, Mum...I called to say I’ll be there for Dad’s surprise birthday.’

‘Well, I was expecting you to be there!’ she exclaimed.  ‘You said you would be!’

‘Well, yes, but I had to rush off to Scotland, didn’t I? I wasn’t sure I’d make it back in time, but I’ll be there.  I, uh...I’ll be with Grey...we’re going to go on holiday afterwards,’ I explained.

There was a pause on the end of the line.  ‘You’re going on holiday?’

‘Yes, we are,’ I told her, bluntly.  I was fed up with having to pander to her and was going to tell her straight from now onwards.  ‘Look, Mum-is Dad around? I said I’d check in with him?’

‘Your father is in the back garden.  I’ll go and get him for you-but don’t say anything about the surprise party! I’ve managed to keep it a secret thus far!’

‘I won’t say anything,’ I assured her.

‘Okay-hang on a minute.  I’ll get your father.’

I waited several minutes and then my father was on the end of the line.

‘Hey Dad.’

‘Sweetpea! How is everything?’ he asked, excitedly.

‘It’s okay,’ I told him, softly.  ‘I mean, it’s been a pretty rough week, but it’s over now.  The guy is behind bars and we’re safe again.’

‘Whoa...I think I need a bigger update than that!’

‘Well, I’m going to head home for a few days,’ I promised.  ‘So, I’ll tell you all about it then.  Grey and I seriously need a break so we’re going to come down to you for a visit and then take a holiday by the sea.’

‘You are? That sounds perfect for you both.  I can imagine its well needed, as well.’

‘I can’t even tell you, Dad...can you smooth it over with Mum, though? I want to be able to visit with Grey by my side.  She was so funny with me on the phone when I mentioned I was coming with her.’

‘Don’t worry about your mother, Kit.  I’ll speak to her, of course.  Things going well on that front?’ he questioned.

‘Really well,’ I said, feeling a flush fill my cheeks.  Being with Grey really did make everything feel beyond perfect.

‘I’m glad, honey.  You deserve happiness...it’s all I’ve ever hoped for you.’

I smiled, despite myself. ‘Thanks, Dad.  Well, I’m going to go-I’ve got to book a holiday!’ I told him, excitedly.

‘Oh really? Where are you going to go?’ he asked.

‘I’m thinking Devon or Cornwall-somewhere down by the sea...somewhere quiet, peaceful and sleepy.’

‘I know the perfect place!’ he told me, animatedly.  

‘You do?’

‘Yes-there’s this village down in South Devon; it’s called Hope Cove. I went there when I was a child on holiday.  My mother loved it there so she’d take us whenever she could.  It’s isolated, tranquil and absolutely beautiful.’

‘How come we’ve never been there if it’s so nice?’ I asked him.

‘You know, I’m not sure...I haven’t really thought about that place until you described wanting to go somewhere ‘sleepy,’ besides, it’s not really your mother’s idea of a place to holiday.  There’s little to do, aside from take long, peaceful coastal walks.’

‘Oh my God, it sounds perfect!’ I exclaimed.

‘Look it up,’ he told me.  ‘We always stayed in the main hotel on the clifftop.  Old, old place called ‘Graystone.’

‘Grey?’ I questioned.  ‘Sounds like fate! I’ll look it up-thanks Dad!’

‘You’re welcome, honey.  So, when are you and Grey going to head down here?’

‘Well, as soon as possible, I think.  I’m ready to take a break so we’ll book the flights and come as soon as we can.  I also wanted to swing by my old flat and collect my belongings.’

‘You haven’t got everything from there?’ he asked.

‘No,’ I murmured, thinking.  ‘I feel like it’s time to put a complete end to that connection; especially as I’m moving on with Grey now.  If I get my things, I have no ties left there.’

‘Sounds like a good plan,’ he murmured, ‘And like you say, you’ve got Grey now.’

‘And am way happier than I ever was with Gabi.’

‘I know-you seem it,’ he commented.

‘It’s strange isn’t it...how
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