

    
        
          Shannon's Last Chance

        

        
        
          Mail-order Romance, Volume 3

        

        
        
          W. C. Wood

        

        
          Published by W. C. Wood, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      SHANNON'S LAST CHANCE

    

    
      First edition. September 7, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 W. C. Wood.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232297879

    

    
    
      Written by W. C. Wood.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by W. C. Wood

	    

      
	    
          
	      Idaho Romances

          
        
          
	          The Reluctant Bride

          
        
          
	          The Bargain Bride

          
        
          
	          The Tarnished Bride

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mail-order Romance

          
        
          
	          Annie's Promise

          
        
          
	          
          
        
          
	          Isabella's Second Chance

          
        
          
	          Shannon's Last Chance

          
        
          
	          Amy's Desperate Choice

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By W. C. Wood

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Epilogue

Sign up for W. C. Wood's Mailing List

Also By W. C. Wood

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


April, 1891

Shannon O’Brien had never thought of herself as a thief, but she’d never been homeless and hungry before, so when she saw the man walking ahead of her buy the little boy holding his hand a piece of candy from a street vendor and pocket the change, her hunger overcame her reluctance. She hurried through the crowd of people in the busy street to catch up with him and then pretended to trip and grabbed for him, sliding her hand quickly into his jacket pocket and grasping the coins. “I’m so sorry,” she said, turning to go, but Patrick Byrne was no fool. He’d felt her hand go into his pocket and before she could run away, he had a vise-like grip on her arm. 

“What do you think you’re doing?” he asked angrily as Shannon twisted her arm trying to loosen his grip on her. “Give me back my money!”

Before Shannon could answer, another man stopped them, “What’s going on here?  Is there a problem?” 

Shannon and Patrick both turned to the man dressed in a dark blue uniform and wearing the domed hat of a North South Wales policeman. Patrick opened his mouth to say that the woman was stealing from him, but then he glanced at her and saw her go pale and felt her trembling and looking at him with pleading eyes. “No problem, officer,” he muttered, letting go of Shannon’s arm and waving his hand.

“I’m his wife,” Shannon blurted out, avoiding Patrick’s eyes.

“Is that right?” the officer looked at Patrick and Shannon suspiciously. 

Patrick was too surprised to reply immediately and then nodded his head, glaring at Shannon, “Yes.”

“We were just having a little disagreement,” Shannon added, voice shaking.

The policeman looked them over doubtfully and then just shrugged, “Take your fighting home.” He left then and kept walking.

As soon as the policeman turned away, Patrick grabbed Shannon’s arm again, “My money?”

Shannon opened her hand, and Patrick grabbed the coins. “I'm sorry, I was hungry,” Shannon said quietly. Patrick really looked at her then. Shannon was wearing a plain faded loose dark green dress with long sleeves and a simple straw hat. She was about 4 inches over 5 feet and was slim and full busted. Her long bright red hair was braided and twisted into a bun at the back of her neck, but curls were loose around her face, and she had a sprinkling of freckles across her nose and cheeks. She was pale and had dark circles under her eyes, and her blue eyes were downcast, but she was comely, and she was very obviously with child, something he hadn’t even noticed before. Patrick started to leave but stopped and looked at her again for a moment and asked, “When was the last time you ate?”

Shannon didn’t answer for a bit. “Two days ago,” Shannon finally admitted, face burning with shame. Somehow, admitting it seemed even worse than stealing. 

Patrick had enough problems of his own to worry about and didn’t want to worry about this woman, too, but she was carrying a child. He finally sighed: “We’re going to have lunch. You can come with us.” He nodded toward a small café on the corner of the next street.

Shannon was surprised. She no longer expected kindness from anyone. “Thank you,” she managed to say as her throat was tight with her effort not to cry. Patrick walked ahead, and she hurried to keep up with him, dodging horses and carriages and trying to avoid horse manure as they crossed the busy street.

When they entered the café, it was already half full of people. The café was plain with a couple of faded posters advertising food on the yellowed walls and eight small square wooden tables packed into the room with little space between them. The counter with a board listing the menu was at the front of the room. Patrick led the way to the counter and ordered lamb stew with bread for himself and a meat pie for his little boy and looked at Shannon quizzically, “You?”

“Stew?” she asked tentatively. 

“Make that two stews, please, and two pieces of apple pie, and also tea for us and a milk for my son,” Patrick nodded Shannon toward an empty wooden table near the window as he paid the two shillings and then joined her at the table. He sat silently for a moment while Shannon sat with her eyes downcast, and Sean looked at her curiously. Patrick finally broke the silence: “I’m Patrick Byrne, and this is my son Sean.”  

“I’m Shannon O’Brien,” she smiled nervously, looking at them more closely.  Patrick was tall and broad-shouldered with brown eyes and curly dark brown hair that covered the top of his ears and fell across his forehead. He was handsome with a strong jaw and high cheekbones. Sean was like a small mirror of his father, but his curly hair was a little longer and his cheeks chubbier and he was grinning at her while Patrick still eyed her suspiciously, “Hello, Sean,” Shannon said reaching out and tousling his hair. “How old are you?”

“Me two,” he held up four pudgy fingers.

Patrick laughed, "He's not too good at numbers yet.”

Shannon sat at the table, twisting her hands nervously. The smell of food made her mouth water, and she felt weak, and all she could think about was eating. Patrick didn’t offer any more conversation, and they sat awkwardly at the table amidst all the noise of people talking around them and dishes clattering. When the food came, Shannon had to force herself to eat slowly, thinking that she had never tasted anything so good and then wondering when her next meal would be. 

Patrick cut Sean’s meat pie into small pieces for him, and Sean happily ate with his fingers. Patrick watched Shannon eat and could see her trying to slow down after wolfing down the first few bites. He really didn’t want to worry about some woman he didn’t know and tried to remind himself that she was a thief, but he couldn’t stop himself from worrying. As they started on their pie, he finally asked “What happened to you?”

Shannon looked directly at Patrick and debated what to say, and then opted for a partial truth: “I came to Australia as a mail order bride from Ireland, but it didn’t work out.”

“What do you mean?” he looked at her puzzled.

“He wouldn’t marry me.” 

“And he left you like this?” he nodded at her abdomen, looking outraged. “How long did you live with him?”

Shannon swallowed, “I never lived with him,” and waited for his condemnation, but he only sat there.

“When did you arrive in Australia?”

“Two weeks ago,” Shannon admitted reluctantly.

“Two weeks?!” Patrick snorted and looked at her more closely, “I’m guessing the bridegroom didn’t know about the baby.”

Shannon lowered her eyes and didn’t answer but could feel her cheeks burning. She knew what he must think of her because it’s what everybody thought, and she knew it was because of her own stupidity that she’d brought disgrace on herself.

“Look, there must be some church organization or charity somewhere that can help you,” Patrick said after a minute. 

“They’ll take my baby,” Shannon said reluctantly, and Patrick knew that she was probably telling the truth and felt another wave of unwanted responsibility toward her.

“I’m sorry,” Patrick said regretfully, running his hand through his hair, “Sean and I are emigrating to the United States in four days, or I’d try to help you. Do you have a place to stay?”

Shannon shook her head, “I stayed in an empty warehouse last night.”

“Jesus, Mary, and Joseph! In your condition! You can’t do that!”

“I don’t have any money,” Shannon said quietly. Then, she looked at the two of them, “Is Sean’s mother going to America, too?”

“My wife died,” Patrick responded.

Shannon thought for a moment. “You could take me!” she blurted out in desperation. “I could help you with Sean.”

“Take you to America?” Patrick asked, incredulous.

Shannon nodded hopefully.

“Are you mad?!  I don’t even know you, and the tickets cost 50 pounds.” He didn’t add that she was a thief, but he thought it. He looked at her sharply and was about to say something more until he saw the flicker of hope that had flared dying in her blue eyes, and his indignation melted into pity.

Shannon sat silently then while she ate the rest of her meal, avoiding Patrick’s eyes. Patrick shared his apple pie with Sean; and, when they finished eating, Patrick knew he should leave Shannon behind, but he couldn’t bring himself to leave a woman carrying a child alone to sleep in an empty warehouse. He argued with himself for a few minutes, telling himself all the reasons why helping her was impossible and downright stupid, but he finally looked at Shannon and came up with a temporary solution, “Maybe the boarding house will have another room. I’ll ask if you want to come with us.”  

Shannon looked at him, shocked but nodded, afraid to try to talk, and walked silently with them down the noisy street past a number of sandstone buildings, warehouses, and shops. When they walked by one of the warehouses, Shannon asked Patrick. “Can you wait while I get my bag?” She hurried inside the broken door and grabbed the valise she’d hidden behind some empty boxes.  Patrick looked at the rundown sandstone building with broken windows and weeds growing up around it and just shook his head. He reached over and took the bag from her hand and carried it.

The Rocks, which was near the wharf, wasn’t a safe area of Sydney for a woman alone, or a man for that matter, but it was far away from the organization that had brought Shannon and other single women from Ireland to find husbands. The woman in charge of leading the group of potential brides was horrified when Shannon could no longer hide her pregnancy and told Shannon that she would have to work to repay her fare and that the organization would place her infant with a decent family if the man she was intended for wouldn’t take her. The man just looked at her, laughed, and walked away. 

The first night in Sydney, Shannon had waited until the other women in the cramped room were asleep and crawled out a window with the valise containing her few belongings and run. The few pounds she had were gone two days before she ran into Patrick. Even though there were businesses with signs out saying they needed help, no one would hire a woman in her condition.

Sean was holding Patrick’s free hand but reached over with his other hand and took Shannon’s hand as they walked, and she smiled down at him. Sean grinned at her, “I like you.” Patrick looked at Sean and Shannon and felt a pang of regret that Sean would never be able to hold Elizabeth’s hand like that, but Elizabeth had died almost a year earlier, leaving Patrick alone to raise Sean.

When they reached the boarding house, Patrick opened the door, and Shannon and Sean followed inside, but there was a sign hanging over the desk that said “FULL.”  Shannon’s heart sank, but when the woman behind the desk looked up, Shannon blurted out for the second time that day, “I’m his wife,” pointing at Patrick. Patrick opened his mouth to deny it, but the woman at the desk simply said, “That’s an extra 5 shillings a day,” and Shannon nodded, “All right,” and looked anxiously at Patrick, who paused for a moment in disbelief and then sighed and took out 20 shillings and handed them to the woman. 

He lifted Sean into his arms, grabbed the suitcase, and headed toward the stairs without saying a word, and Shannon followed him. She looked at Patrick apprehensively as they walked up the stairs, wondering why he hadn’t disagreed. When they got into the room, Shannon said quickly before Patrick could get out a word, “I can sleep on the floor.”

“It’s completely improper for a single woman and a man to share a room regardless of where you sleep,” Patrick said with exasperation, wondering why he hadn’t told the woman downstairs that Shannon wasn’t his wife. “I must be out of my mind,” he muttered.

“No one will know we’re not married,” Shannon pointed out, settling down on the side of the bed and looking around the room. It was fairly large and very clean. In the middle of the room was a large blue painted decorative metal bed frame with a thick mattress and yellow quilt. There were 2 wooden chairs beside a small table and a dresser with 4 drawers and a large mirror behind it. An electric light hung by a cord in the middle of the room. There was one window facing toward the back of the house and other buildings. Yellow curtains hung on both sides of the window. The walls were white, and there was a blue flowered carpet on the floor. “This is a nice room,” Shannon said looking at Patrick. “Thank you for letting me stay.”

Patrick just snorted in reply, and looked at her, shaking his head, wondering what in the world he was doing.

Shannon said with some shame, “I’m sorry I tried to steal from you.”

Patrick nodded, resigned to her staying because he could hardly take a woman to his room and then escort her back out in a few minutes. He sighed, “The water closet is down the hall; and, if you want a bath, I’ll tell the proprietor.”

Shannon looked at Patrick with such a look of gratitude that he felt guilty for helping her so begrudgingly: “That would be wonderful.”  

Patrick and Shannon were quiet then, neither of them knowing what to say. Finally, Patrick broke the silence, “Come on Sean, let’s go potty, and then it’s time for a nap.” He took Sean’s hand and led him out the door and down the hall while Shannon waited. When they returned, Sean climbed up on the bed. Patrick looked at Shannon and the dark circles under her eyes, “You look tired too. Why don’t you take a nap with Sean.”

Shannon was exhausted as she had been too afraid to fall asleep in the warehouse. She nodded gratefully, took off her shoes, and lay down on the bed beside Sean, who snuggled up next to her, and she wrapped her arm around him. Patrick looked at his son and how contented he seemed with Shannon and wondered if Sean still missed Elizabeth or if her memory had already faded and he just remembered the comfort of a woman’s arms around him.

“Da, here, sleep here,” Sean said and patted the bed on the other side of him, interrupting Patrick’s thoughts. Patrick started to shake his head, but Shannon said, “It’s all right,” so Patrick kicked off his boots and lay on the other side of Sean, trying to keep as much space as he could between himself and Shannon. Sean and Shannon fell asleep almost immediately, but Patrick lay awake for awhile before he slept too. 

Patrick woke first and looked over at Sean and Shannon. Sean looked so natural with his head in the crook of Shannon’s arm and one of his arms thrown across her chest. “He needs a mother,” he thought and then felt a wave of guilt for thinking anyone could replace Elizabeth. He studied Shannon. She looked different at rest without the look of anxiety she had on her face when she was awake. “She’s quite beautiful,” Patrick thought almost absently.

After Sean and Shannon woke, Patrick suggested they go for a walk because sitting in the room and grasping for something to talk about was uncomfortable although there were many things that Patrick wanted to ask Shannon, and there were many things that Shannon wanted to ask Patrick, but neither of them asked any questions. They walked toward the wharf because, Patrick explained, Sean liked to look at the ships: “I have to pick up our steamship tickets in a couple of days.”  They walked with Sean between them holding both of their hands, and periodically swinging and giggling.

“Why are you going to America?” Shannon was curious. “Do you have family there?”

“My sister Annie lives in California, and her husband Jake and his partners have hired me to work for them.”  He paused for a moment: “My wife Elizabeth and I came from Dublin to start a new life, but since she died, I don't have any family here except Sean.” He sighed, “We’re going to start over again.”

“That must be exciting,” Shannon said wistfully. “I wish I could go to America.”

Patrick laughed, “Frightening would be a better word.”  When they reached a spot overlooking Circular Quay, the part of the wharf where most of the large steamships docked, they stopped and looked down. Patrick lifted Sean so he could see better, 

“Boats! Boats!” Sean squealed, his eyes gleaming, “I like boats! Look at the boats, Da!”

“We’re going to take a long ride on one of those big boats soon,” Patrick kissed Sean on the cheek, enjoying his excitement. 

“You go too,” Sean said grinning at Shannon.

“I’m afraid I can’t,” Shannon said sadly.

“You go too!” Sean insisted, his little face set in stubbornness, which was soon forgotten in the excitement of watching the boats.

“Do you mind if I ask when you expect your baby?” Patrick asked after a period of silence.

“In about two months,” Shannon replied.

“How old are you,” Patrick thought Shannon looked very young,

“Twenty.”

Patrick watched Shannon as she stood beside him looking forlorn. He asked, “What do you plan to do?”

“I don’t know,” Shannon looked at him, and the tears started despite her best efforts. “I don’t want to lose my baby.”

Patrick wanted to say something comforting, but he knew that whatever he said would be meaningless or, even worse, a lie because there were few options for an unwed mother: “I’m sorry.” On the way back to the boarding house, Patrick explained to Shannon, “The boarding house serves breakfast and dinner to the guests. We’re on our own for lunch.”

“Two meals a day are plenty for me,” she said hurriedly, afraid that he was reluctant to spend any more money on her.

“You’ll eat with us,” Patrick said, realizing that she may have misunderstood. “I was just explaining the routine.”

Shannon felt such a sense of relief knowing that she would at least be able to eat and have a bed until they left for America. Shannon looked at Patrick as they walked, trying to understand his kindness to her, “Why are you helping me?” She thought he didn’t seem like a man who would want something from her, especially since she was so big with child.

He shrugged as he’d asked himself that question many times, “I honestly don't know. I guess because you need help.”

The dining room at the boarding house was pleasant with white wallpaper covered with small red flowers and winding green vines. There were six round tables with 6 chairs around each table, Dinner in the boarding house wasn’t fancy, but it was a filling mutton stew with a lot of potatoes. Shannon ate every bite and 3 pieces of bread and finished off a big bowl of bread pudding. Patrick watched her eat until she looked up self-consciously. “It’s really good,” she said, realizing that she had barely looked up from the food. Patrick smiled at Shannon and nodded, understanding what a relief food must be after going hungry.

That evening after dinner, Shannon had a bath and was able to wash her hair and scrub herself for the first time in two weeks because she hadn't wanted to spend so much as a single pence on anything extra before she ran out of money. She couldn’t remember the last time she had soaked in a tub. It felt like such a luxury.  She tried not to think about what would become of her when Patrick and Sean left.  She changed into her nightgown and put on her dressing gown and was thankful she still had her valise with her meagre supply of clothes. When she returned to the room, she felt awkward and embarrassed, but Patrick pretended he didn't notice. He was unsure what to do about sleeping. He didn’t want to sleep in his clothes, and he usually slept naked, but he had packed a nightshirt in his valise. His trunks with most of their clothing and belongings were already at the shipping office.

“I can turn around while you change out of your clothes,” Shannon finally said after watching Patrick standing across the room with a look of uncertainty on his face.

“All right,” Patrick changed quickly but left his undergarments on under his nightshirt. He looked at the bed uncertainly and finally said, “I can sleep on the carpet.”

“No,” Shannon insisted. “We can sleep with Sean between us. I don’t mind.” Shannon knew that there were few good reasons to trust a man she barely knew, or most of the men she did know; but, for reasons that she didn't understand, she knew Patrick wouldn’t hurt her. Patrick knew that he was breaking every reasonable rule of propriety, and he didn’t know why, but he couldn’t seem to stop himself, and there were few alternatives.

Sean was already in bed asleep, so Patrick moved him carefully to the center of the bed, and he climbed in one side and Shannon the other. Shannon fell asleep almost immediately because she was still exhausted after days of barely any sleep. However, Patrick lay awake for a long time. He considered whether he should pay for her to stay at the boarding house for a while after they left but realized that would just delay the inevitable. Could he send her money?  How could he do that? WHY would he do that? Should he take her with them? The questions kept swirling through his mind.

Patrick figured he would have about 60 pounds left by the time they got on the ship, not counting the $50 worth of American currency, which was worth about 10 pounds, and he couldn't afford 50 pounds for a ticket for Shannon. Then, he reminded himself that he was crazy for even thinking about spending any more money on a woman he didn't know. And what would he do with her when they arrived in San Francisco? He knew very well what any decent man would have to do. Was he prepared for that? What was he even thinking of, sleeping in the same bed with her? Patrick finally fell asleep but dreamed about leaving Sydney and watching Shannon stand ashore while their ship pulled away. 

Shannon woke up early because she had to use the water closet. She tried to move as quietly as she could and tiptoed out of the room down the hall. When she returned, Patrick and Sean were both still sleeping, so she eased herself back under the covers but didn't fall back asleep. She looked at Sean’s round chubby cheeks and wanted to reach out and caress his face but was afraid she'd awaken him. 

She looked at Patrick and wondered why she wasn't afraid of him or nervous about sleeping in the same bed with this stranger or why he even let her, but he made her feel safe for the first time in a long time. She dreaded when Patrick and Sean had to leave. Getting ready for the day was awkward because neither Patrick nor Shannon were sure what to do. Shannon finally said, “I’ll dress down the hall,” and took her clothes to the water closet to dress while Patrick quickly changed his clothes and dressed Sean for the day. 

The dining room was filling up with families and workers when Patrick, Shannon, and Sean went down for breakfast. The boarding house served a hearty breakfast of porridge, eggs, toast, and sausage with tea for Patrick and Shannon and milk for Sean. Shannon ate every bite and loaded a piece of toast with butter and marmalade. She knew she needed to eat enough in the four days she had with Patrick to last her until she could find a way to get food again. Patrick watched her eat and wondered if that was what she was thinking. 

When they returned to their room after breakfast, there was another awkward silence until Sean demanded, “Go see boats!”

“We might as well,” Patrick told Shannon. “there's not too much else for us to do, and there are no parks nearby for Sean to play in.”

As they walked together, talking came more easily, especially when they started talking about where they came from in Ireland. Shannon had never been to Dublin and asked Patrick about it, and he was happy to talk about what it was like growing up there. Shannon didn't tell him much about her life except that she'd been working since she was just a girl of 12. It seemed to make her sad, so Patrick didn't ask her a lot of questions about it. They talked about their long trips from Ireland to Australia and how scary it was to leave Ireland behind for a new country. 

As Shannon relaxed and talked more, Patrick could see how bright she was. Shannon found Patrick easier to talk to than any man she had met before. He seemed so nice, and Sean was such a sweet little boy. Shannon thought with some regret that she would miss more than the food and the bed when they left.  As they walked along, Shannon pretended they were her family,

They bought meat pies from a street vendor and later stopped at a restaurant and had a sandwich and some cake before heading back to the boarding house so Sean could take a nap. Like the day before, they all napped together. The rest of the day seemed to go by quickly. Shannon wished there was some way she could stop the clock so time would pass more slowly. She was so afraid about what she would do when they left. She tried to imagine where she could go, but she couldn't think of any place except back to the warehouse, and she didn't know what she would ever have to eat. She knew with a sinking heart that she would have to go back and give up her baby. Patrick noticed the worry on her face, and it nagged at his conscience.

After breakfast the next morning, Patrick reminded Shannon that he had to go to the steamship office to pick up the tickets: “It’s over a mile from here, but I guess we could take a cab or an omnibus if that’s too far for you to walk.” 

“I can walk that far, but I walk pretty slowly now. I can stay here with Sean if you like,” Shannon offered, “then you won’t have to spend money on a cab. Or, if you don’t want me to stay with Sean, I can just stay here alone.”

Patrick thought about it for a minute and realized that he would make much better time if he left Sean with Shannon and thought for a moment that he was crazy for doing that but realized he trusted Shannon with Sean although why he trusted his beloved son with somebody who had tried to steal from him, he wasn't sure. Patrick turned to Sean, “Son, do you want to stay and play with Shannon while I run an errand?”

“We play! I get toys.” Sean ran to get his little bag of toys and books and brought them to Shannon with a big grin.

“I’ll hurry,” Patrick said as he left. He made it to the shipping office in less than 30 minutes and hurried inside. When he entered, he noticed a sign saying there was a family promotion with reduced rates. He asked for his tickets and read the sign again, “How much would I have to pay extra to take my wife with us?”

“Twenty-five pounds,” the clerk said. “The ship has empty cabins because we’re not quite out of cyclone season, so they’re trying to get more people on board.”

Patrick thought about that for a moment. That would leave him with 35 pounds and the American dollars, but he knew that would be enough because the food was included in the voyage. “All right,” Patrick gave Shannon O’Brien’s name as Shannon Byrne and put her age down as 20, making up a birthday and any other information the clerk asked for. He left the shipping office with the tickets and travel papers and hurried back to the boarding house. On the way back, he asked himself repeatedly why he was doing something so crazy, but he could never come up with an answer, and a part of him knew that, even if the ticket were full price, he would have bought it for her.

Shannon was sitting propped up on the bed with Sean, reading him a children’s book, and Sean was happily pointing out the different animals on the pages when Patrick returned, “Did you get your tickets?” Shannon asked. Patrick nodded his head and silently handed Shannon her ticket and travel papers. She looked at them, but it was a moment before she saw the name “Shannon Byrne” on the ticket, and then she looked at Patrick with disbelief: “You bought me a ticket?”

Patrick shifted nervously from one foot to the other: “They had a family promotion so the ticket was half price. I made up your birthday and everything else, so when we get to the United States, you’ll have to use this information when we go through immigration.”

Shannon looked at the ticket and back to Patrick and started to cry. Patrick didn’t know what to do and just stood there helplessly and waited for her to calm down. He didn’t know why she made him feel so unsettled. She finally was able to say, “Thank you.”

Patrick ran his hands through his hair, summoning the courage to say the rest: “Do you understand that, when we get to the United States, we will have to be married for real because my immigration papers will say that you're my wife.”

Shannon nodded her head slowly. She had come to Australia expecting to marry a stranger, but Patrick didn’t feel like a stranger. Shannon looked at Patrick curiously, “You don’t mind that you’ll have to marry me?”

Patrick answered honestly, “I’m not sure, but Sean needs a mother, and this is
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