

[image: Cover Image]





[image: image]

[image: image]




Copyright © 2016 Daniela Sacerdoti

The right of Daniela Sacerdoti to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

First published in this Ebook edition in 2016

by HEADLINE REVIEW

An imprint of HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

Cover image © aga7ta/Shutterstock

Author photo © Josephine Tunney

eISBN 978 1 4722 3699 9

HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

An Hachette UK Company

Carmelite House

50 Victoria Embankment

London EC4Y 0DZ

www.headline.co.uk

www.hachette.co.uk


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

About Daniela Sacerdoti

Praise for Daniela Sacerdoti

Also by Daniela Sacerdoti

About the Book

Prologue. The Aqua World (Il Mondo Acquamarina)

1. Ponchos and Babygros

2. The Magical Time (Il Tempo della Magia)

3. A Time for You and Me

4. You Couldn’t Have Come at a Better Time

5. The Broken Promise (La Promessa non Mantenuta)

6. Calling You Home

7. Does It All Add Up to Nothing?

8. Winter, Fire and Snow

9. A Walk in White (La Camminata Bianca)

10. Emily

11. The Loving Time (Il Tempo dell’Amore)

12. Life Beginning

A special excerpt from Keep Me Safe


About the Author

[image: image]

Daniela Sacerdoti is a phenomenon. Over one million copies of her novels have been sold in eBook, her debut novel WATCH OVER ME was the 8th bestselling Kindle book of all time in 2015, and she was also ranked as the 11th top-selling Kindle author.

Daniela writes beautiful, haunting and bestselling fiction for adults (the Glen Avich series), young adults (the Sarah Midnight trilogy) and children. Her novels have been translated into twelve languages.

Daniela was born and raised in Italy. She studied Classics, then lived in Scotland for fourteen years, where she married and taught in a primary school. Daniela’s children’s book Really Weird Removals.Com was shortlisted for the Scottish Children’s Book Awards. She has also written for the BBC.

Daniela, her husband and their two sons make their home in a tiny village in the Alps.

To discover more about Daniela and her world, visit world, visit www.danielasacerdoti.com, find her on Twitter @danisacerdoti or on Facebook /OfficialDanielaSacerdoti.


Daniela Sacerdoti is adored by over 1 million readers . . .

‘Beautiful fiction that feeds the soul’ Shari Low, Daily Record

‘One of the most beautiful books I have ever read’ Serendipity Reviews

‘It reminded me of the safety of those arms around you as a child when something scares you’ Jera’s Jamboree

‘Marvellously uplifting, left me with peace and hope’ Kim the Bookworm

‘The most touching book I’ve read this year’ Chicklit Club

‘Poignant and beautifully crafted. Impossible to put it down’ Novelicious

‘Pure emotion on every page’ Rea Book Reviews
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About the Book

From the million-copy-selling author Daniela Sacerdoti, CALLING YOU HOME is a poignant short story of second chances, set in the snowy village of Glen Avich.

Can a frozen heart be brought back to life?

Viola’s heart was torn apart once and she has never quite recovered. The love of her life was out of reach, so she walked away and never looked back. Now, visiting the beautiful, snowy village of Glen Avich for Christmas, Viola is shocked to find him here, staying only metres away. Can she risk heartbreak again?

Inary Monteith’s life is at a turning point – a surprise baby has come to upset her plans and open the door to a whole new world. But as her bump grows, fear trumps over love and Inary feels completely inadequate to her new role. As she and her cousins, Eilidh and Viola, gather for Christmas lunch, no one could expect what lies ahead, least of all the arrival of a mysterious visitor who delivers a gift for them all . . .


Prologue

The Aqua World (Il Mondo Acquamarina)

Strange, how I dreamt of him for the first time in years. Maybe it was because I was going back to Glen Avich after a long time away; or maybe, because my life had fallen so far, so fast, I needed a memory of love to hold on to. In my dream, he looked like he did when we first met, his jet-black hair, and those eyes, somewhere between aqua and blue, that I would always get lost in. He stood in front of the copse of pine trees where we used to meet, powdery snow on his hair and shoulders, and white all around, shining with a pink tinge in the light of the sunset. A Japanese sun, perfectly round and red, glowed against the sky behind him. He was like a vision, a vision of lost happiness, of things gone that would never come back.

He looked at me, and I knew what his gaze meant – it was a mixture of love and disappointment, and heartbreak. He turned around and disappeared among the trees, without a word, without a gesture. I woke up in the midnight silence to see that it had started snowing, a million tiny snowflakes falling, falling, covering what was and what would never be.


1

Ponchos and Babygros

Inary

I tried to slip between a rack of clothes and an elderly woman in a felt hat, but I accidentally bumped into the woman – literally. I still wasn’t used to my dimensions; in my eighth month, the only jacket that fitted me was a woollen poncho that made me feel like a marquee. My brother, who was an outdoors enthusiast, joked that if he didn’t have a tent handy, he could always set up camp with my poncho. I didn’t find that overly funny.

I kept ending up stuck in places – in my mind I was still a tiny five-foot size ten, and not a near-perfect sphere. Sometimes I even forgot I was pregnant, then I looked down and saw the bump, and for a second my heart skipped a beat. My life had taken a pretty unexpected turn.

‘Sorry,’ I said to the woman.

‘Oh, not at all! When are you due, dear?’

‘January.’ I felt sick. And not because my feet hurt, my lunch was sitting in my stomach and didn’t show signs of going anywhere, my hands were swollen with water retention and my back ached relentlessly; no, I felt sick because I didn’t have the slightest idea what to do with a baby.

Bit late to worry about that, now that I was nearly eight months pregnant and my little boy – yes, a boy; the latest scan was unmistakable – was getting ready to come into the world.

‘That’s lovely. Well, enjoy!’ the woman said with a smile.

Oh, yes.

Hopefully the baby was going to enjoy it too, and not end up cursing fate for having delivered him to a useless mother. At least his dad seemed on the ball, I thought as I watched Alex inspecting the blue babygros hanging in a tidy display with bibs and tiny soft shoes.

‘I love this one. See? It has a helicopter on it.’

‘They’re all very . . . very blue. Can we have a bit of variety?’ Alex was a graphic designer, quite obsessed with colours, so I would have expected a bit more imagination.

‘I think Ally loves blue.’

‘Mmmm. What are these for?’

‘They’re scratch mittens. They scratch their wee faces sometimes . . .’

‘Oh God. Why?’ I was alarmed. Babies could hurt themselves? How was I going to stop him from doing that? My nerves were so taut, everything seemed an insurmountable obstacle.

Disposable nappies or fabric ones?

What if I couldn’t breastfeed; would he be condemned to a lifetime of ill health like some of the books said?

Should he sleep with us? If he did, we might accidentally roll over and suffocate him; but if he didn’t, would he feel terribly lost and alone and be traumatised for life?

I’d have to change his nappy every hour for sure, in case he got nappy rash, because I’d read about this wee girl getting a terrible infection from nappy rash and I couldn’t let that happen . . .

‘Because they can’t fully control their movements when they’re very young,’ Alex replied, and I nearly jumped, so lost was I in my catastrophic thoughts. He had the sweet, I’m-in-heaven smile he wore every time he talked about babies.

‘Oh God.’

‘Relax, pal. You’ll be fine,’ Alex said, and gently braided his fingers with mine.

At least Ally and I had him by our side.

See, this whole baby thing wasn’t really my idea. But just as it had taken me a long time to fulfil my dream of becoming a writer, it had taken Alex a long time to fulfil his dream of being with me; and by the time we got together, he was ready for a family. He respected my decision to wait, of course. But there was one sweet night, a night of taking our chances, of not wanting and yet wanting it, half wishing we could call it an accident and it would be out of our hands.

And wee Ally happened – Alistair, like Alex’s dad.

I wasn’t unhappy about it. I couldn’t let myself be unhappy – I already felt too protective of this little life growing inside me, who deserved all the love in the world. It was just that I didn’t have a clue. I didn’t have any nieces, nephews or godchildren; none of my close friends had children. I had zero experience of babies. Babies for me were those things
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