

[image: The Vintage Dress Shop in Primrose Hill Part Four by Annie Darling]



About the Author

Annie Darling lives in London in a tiny flat, which is bursting at the seams with teetering piles of books.

Her three greatest passions in life are romance novels, vintage fashion and Mr Mackenzie, her British Shorthair cat.


Also by Annie Darling

The Little Bookshop of Lonely Hearts

Crazy in Love at the Lonely Hearts Bookshop

True Love at the Lonely Hearts Bookshop

A Winter Kiss in Rochester Mews


The Vintage Dress Shop in Primrose Hill

Part Four 
Back in Style

Annie Darling

[image: Hodder logo]

www.hodder.co.uk


First published in Great Britain in 2023 by Hodder & Stoughton

An Hachette UK company

Copyright © Annie Darling 2023

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

Cover Design: Sarah Christie

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

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

A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library

ebook ISBN 978 1 399 71539 3

Hodder & Stoughton Ltd

Carmelite House

50 Victoria Embankment

London EC4Y 0DZ

www.hodder.co.uk


Contents

About the Author

Also by Annie Darling

Title Page

Copyright

PART FOUR

Chapter Twenty-Six

Chapter Twenty-Seven

Chapter Twenty-Eight

Chapter Twenty-Nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-One

Chapter Thirty-Two

Chapter Thirty-Three

Chapter Thirty-Four

Chapter Thirty-Five

Chapter Thirty-Six

Epilogue

Acknowledgements


PART FOUR


Chapter Twenty-Six

Just rereading Freddy’s email for the umpteenth time made Sophy cross with Johnno all over again. All this prevaricating and procrastinating, when his passport and birth ­certificate had been safe and sound in Freddy’s safe the whole time. She could already have her dual citizenship, if only Johnno wasn’t so disorganised.

Now, she was going to have to put all her faith into Freddy, Freddy’s lawyer mate and hopefully a kindly official at the Australian immigration office who’d take pity on her and put her application through as a matter of utmost urgency.

Sophy didn’t want to get her hopes up. She also wasn’t quite as excited about the prospect of Australia as she had been. Though maybe that was because after the last two months, she wasn’t the same woman who felt as if she had nothing left to lose. Now she had a job that she actively enjoyed about forty per cent of the time, and she got to work with Cress. When she wasn’t really annoyed with Johnno, it had been lovely to have this opportunity to see more of him, to feel their distant, stilted relationship move forward in a way that she’d never expected. They were definitely closer now.

And of course, two months ago there’d been no Charles…

Now, Australia was imminent. In a few weeks her morning commute would look very different. There’d be a lot more sheep for one thing. On the train to work that morning, Sophy realised that she needed to start making plans, making lists. She’d thought that she’d only spend a week or so on the sheep station for all the anniversary goings-on, then head to Sydney, possibly by way of Melbourne. Now it looked like she’d be spending a couple of months there at the least, while Jean recovered from her operation. Sophy had already pored over the sheep station’s website for hours and hours but this morning she looked up the nearest town, which Bob and Jean said was only a fifteen-minute drive away.

Queensville was small. Very small. It had a ­population of only 1,648 people, which made it more of a ­village as far as Sophy was concerned, but it had its own Australian Rules football team and a mascot called Larry, a gigantic shrimp sculpture at the entrance to the town. It was exactly one hundred and eighty-nine miles from ­Adelaide, which seemed like a very long way away to Sophy: the equivalent of driving from London to Wales; but she supposed Australia was like America and everything was a long way away, unlike Britain, where you could drive most places in a day if you really put your mind to it.

As well as farming, the area was known for its wine­making – Sophy loved white wine – and it also had a healthy tourism industry as it was on the coast. Not that Sophy was going to be working on her tan; she’d be quite busy looking after some of those tourists who’d be staying at the guest cottages on the station.

Of course, Australia was all upside down. So, even though she was going out in early July, it would be winter. According to Wikipedia, the area had a ‘warm summer Mediterranean climate;’ which according to a quick search on Google meant that Sophy would be staying in a place where it rained half the month and temperatures didn’t get much higher than fourteen degrees.

But the glass was half full, Sophy decided as she made her way to street level in the Chalk Farm station lift. As a pale-skinned redhead, she didn’t do too well in the heat. Even the average temperature for summer in that so-called warm Mediterranean climate was a very manageable twenty-five degrees.

‘It’s not the part of Australia that gets super-hot and has those terrible bush fires,’ she told Cress as they walked to the shop. ‘And the town is famous for its shrimp. I don’t think I’ve ever had shrimp. Do you like shrimp?’

‘Shrimp, sheep, what is this place?’ Cress scowled. ‘Has your citizenship come through then?’

‘Johnno suddenly found the missing passport, so they have all the paperwork now.’ Sophy turned her attention back to her phone screen. ‘There are two, like, massive national parks nearby so when you come to visit me we can go on hikes.’

Cress put a hand on Sophy’s arm to still her. ‘You know that I love you,’ she said, her face troubled. ‘You really are my family…’

‘I feel like there’s a but coming.’ Sophy cringed in dread at another lecture about running off to Australia, kissing Charles or, who knew? Once, Cress had spent ten minutes lecturing Sophy about the optimum conditions for washing vintage dresses in a washing machine.

‘But Australia is a long way away and plane tickets are very expensive and I hate flying and the jet lag will be mortal and to make it worth anyone’s while, it would have to be at least a six-week trip. At least!’

‘You sound like you’ve thought about it a lot,’ Sophy said, still waiting for Cress to get to the big but that she was obviously leading up to.

‘I’ve thought about little else ever since you announced that you were emigrating or staying there indefinitely or taking a sabbatical.’ Cress shook her head as they started to walk again. ‘The long and short of it is that nobody knows how long you’ll be there, including you, but I can’t just take six weeks off work and fork out thousands of pounds on a long holiday. Colin and I are saving up for a deposit.’

Now was not the time to point out that Cress and Colin had been saving up for a deposit for so long that they could probably afford one of the grand three-storey houses they were walking past.

‘Not thousands. Not if you shopped around for a cheap flight—’

‘I hate hiking and I hate seafood!’ Cress shouted in a very unCress-like way. ‘I’m sorry. This has affected me more than I actually realised. It’s just I’m going to miss you.’

‘Oh, sister-friend, I’m going to miss you too. So much,’ Sophy croaked because now the tears weren’t far off.

‘Not as much as I’m going to miss you.’ The tears were much nearer for Cress. They were already streaming down her face. ‘Without you here, I’ll be half a person.’

‘I might not be gone that long. It depends if and when my citizenship comes through. There are a lot of moving parts involved,’ Sophy insisted. ‘I might go out earlier and come back sooner. Who knows?’

By now they’d reached The Vintage Dress Shop, coming a halt because it was quite hard to walk and cry at the same time.

It was much easier to hug and cry. Even if she did go out in mid-July, Australia was still weeks away. Months really. By that time Sophy was sure that her tear ducts would have broken from overuse.

Their touching embrace was rudely interrupted by the door of the shop opening and Phoebe standing on the doorstep looking very unimpressed at such unseemly displays of emotion. ‘It’s far too early for… whatever it is you two are bawling about,’ she said witheringly, including even her darling Cress in her condemnation. ‘Anyway, get a move on. Shop meeting! It is Monday morning, after all.’

It was Sophy’s eighth, maybe ninth Monday morning at the shop and in all that time they’d never had a Monday-morning meeting. Then she thought that maybe the meeting included Charles and she all but fell over her feet in her efforts to get inside.

There was no Charles. Just a full house of Chloe, Beatrice and Anita arranged on the pink sofas, all three of them looking quite put-upon as Phoebe stood on the bottom step of the spiral staircase so she could address the masses like Eva Perón on the balcony of the Casa Rosada. A couple of steps above her sat her faithful consigliere, Coco Chanel, who was wearing a new rose pink velvet collar.

Sophy leaned against the desk as Phoebe brought them all up to speed on wedding dress bookings, a consignment of dresses from a dealer in Palm Springs that had been held up at Customs and some beef she was having with the interior design shop a couple of doors down, who’d been trying to put their recycling bags outside The Vintage Dress Shop. ‘I said to that horrible Jodie who works there that we pay a fortune to the council for our recycling collections and if she tries it on again, then I’m going to report her.’

Chloe and Beatrice nudged


























OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		About the Author



		Also by Annie Darling



		Title Page



		Copyright



		PART FOUR



		Chapter Twenty-Six



		Chapter Twenty-Seven



		Chapter Twenty-Eight



		Chapter Twenty-Nine



		Chapter Thirty



		Chapter Thirty-One



		Chapter Thirty-Two



		Chapter Thirty-Three



		Chapter Thirty-Four



		Chapter Thirty-Five



		Chapter Thirty-Six









		Epilogue



		Acknowledgements











Page List





		Page ii



		Page iii



		Page iv



		Page 259



		Page 261



		Page 262



		Page 263



		Page 264



		Page 265



		Page 266



		Page 267



		Page 268



		Page 269



		Page 270



		Page 271



		Page 272



		Page 273



		Page 274



		Page 275



		Page 276



		Page 277



		Page 277



		Page 278



		Page 279



		Page 280



		Page 281



		Page 282



		Page 283



		Page 284



		Page 285



		Page 286



		Page 287



		Page 288



		Page 289



		Page 290



		Page 291



		Page 292



		Page 293



		Page 294



		Page 295



		Page 296



		Page 297



		Page 298



		Page 299



		Page 300



		Page 301



		Page 302



		Page 303



		Page 304



		Page 305



		Page 306



		Page 307



		Page 308



		Page 309



		Page 310



		Page 311



		Page 312



		Page 313



		Page 314



		Page 315



		Page 316



		Page 317



		Page 318



		Page 319



		Page 320



		Page 321



		Page 322



		Page 323



		Page 324



		Page 325



		Page 326



		Page 327



		Page 328



		Page 329



		Page 330



		Page 331



		Page 332



		Page 333



		Page 334



		Page 335



		Page 336



		Page 337



		Page 338



		Page 339



		Page 340



		Page 341



		Page 342



		Page 343



		Page 344



		Page 345



		Page 346



		Page 347



		Page 348



		Page 349



		Page 350



		Page 351



		Page 352



		Page 353











OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
HODDER





OEBPS/images/twitter.gif





OEBPS/images/Cover.jpg
SECOND CHANCES
NEVER GO OUT OF STYLE ...





