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      Oh, my god! How could I have been so stupid?

      Because getting married is stressful! And travel is stressful! And when you put those two things together …

      Argh! I cannot believe this. How did I let this happen?

      The others whiz around me, checking every nook and cranny of our Tuscan castle apartment. Josh has even checked the car―no luck. As they look under furniture and rifle through the wardrobes―again!―I mentally scour every step of our journey here, trying to remember when I had it last and where I could have left it.

      Oh, god, I’m going to be sick. Breathe … breathe … breathe …

      Minutes pass, then everyone stills, silently coming to the same conclusion. My sister locks eyes with me. Concern, confirmation, commiseration―they all play out on her face.

      ‘It’s not here,’ her eyes tell me.

      IT’S NOT HERE!

      Oh, my god! Where the fuck is my fucking wedding dress?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          CAT

        

      

    

    
      London

      I climb onto a stool at the breakfast bar and watch as my scrummy French boyfriend potters about the kitchen, his tall frame moving with practised ease. After being together for more than two years, he knows my kitchen better than I do, though to be honest, that isn’t hard. Tonight, he’s making coq au vin, one of his specialties, and it smells delicious in here. He’s an amazing cook. He says he’s ‘comme ci comme ça’―just all right―but that’s him being modest.

      I love having Jean-Luc here in London, especially during the week―coming home to him after a long day of teaching, spending our evenings together talking or listening to music or watching television. It makes me feel like part of a normal couple. Well, a normal couple who share a flat with someone else. Thank god my flatmate, Jane, is so understanding―she adores Jean-Luc, and she certainly loves his cooking.

      He’s not here all the time, mind you―just a couple of times a month for four or five days, sometimes longer. This time, it’s a short visit. He arrived today―Thursday―and can only stay until Monday morning, as he’s doing an interview in Bern on Tuesday. My boyfriend―International Journalist Extraordinaire. I’m so proud.

      I definitely prefer his visits to London than mine to Paris, which are usually just for a weekend. That means an evening train there on a Friday and a late-afternoon train home on a Sunday. Hardly ideal―expensive too―but I’m just not ready to move. To Paris. With my hot boyfriend.

      Yes, really.

      He’s asked about a million times. All right, it’s six―a number I’m sure of because I’m counting.

      I do love him. As in head-over-heels-he’s-my-soulmate love. In actual fact, I’ve loved him most of my life―first as my best friend in high school, then as a young woman exchanging letters across the world. But at nineteen I’d put an end to it. Stupidly. Because of a jealous boyfriend. A decade and a half later, chance brought us together again―in Paris―and I finally realised that I’d always been in love with him, that he was my person. I am not going to let him go again.

      But London is home. And as much as I (mostly) enjoy my time in Paris, it isn’t. I’m not sure it ever will be.

      And even if Jean-Luc started talking about moving here―which he hasn’t―well, I’m not sure I’m ready for that either―living together full time, I mean. What if we run out of things to say to each other? What if cohabitating obliterates the romance? Or worse! What if he gets bored with me? He used to be married to a supermodel anthropologist and I’m just a schoolteacher who hails from Sydney.

      Now I sound like my sister.

      ‘Wine?’ he asks.

      ‘Hello, Cat Parsons, pleased to meet you,’ I deadpan. He tuts good naturedly, then pours me a glass of the red he brought with him from France. That’s another thing to love about him―he always shows up with wine. JK!

      ‘Salut,’ he says, clinking his glass against mine. We sip our wine, watching each other over the rims of our glasses.

      See? Isn’t this lovely, just as it is? Why mess with perfection?

      Lizzo starts belting out from my phone as it vibrates on the countertop and when I pick it up, it’s my sister’s boyfriend, Josh.

      ‘Hello, you,’ I say, accepting the video call.

      ‘Hey. So, I think I’ve figured it out.’ Josh is planning a surprise for Sarah’s fortieth birthday. My thinking is that turning forty is surprise enough―oh, my god, where did my thirties go?―and that she hates surprises.

      ‘And?’

      ‘Tuscany,’ he says. One word, but he drags it out like he’s pitching a film location. ‘Tussscannnyyy.’

      ‘That sounds good,’ I say. ‘Sarah likes Italy.’

      ‘That’s it? I’ve been working on this for weeks and that’s all you’ve got?’

      ‘Sorry. How about this? Oh, my god! That’s brilliant and she will absolutely love it!’ She won’t. I mean, she will like a trip to Tuscany, but a surprise trip? Uh, no. My sister likes to organise everything down to the last paperclip, especially travel.

      Josh rolls his eyes at me. ‘Hey, man,’ he says to Jean-Luc who’s just appeared at my shoulder.

      ‘Salut, mon frère.’ I love that these two get along―they really are like brothers. Sarah even said that Josh feels closer to Jean-Luc than he does to his actual brother. ‘So, Tuscany? I think this is a good plan, a good present,’ says Jean-Luc.

      ‘Thank you!’ Josh makes a face at me, like he’s been vindicated or something.

      ‘It’s not that it’s a bad idea―Italy, I mean―but how are you going to make the trip a surprise? Drug her, then carry her onto the plane and she wakes up in Italy? Surprise!’

      ‘Of course not. I just want to figure everything out before I tell her. Part of the present is that she doesn’t have to organise any of it.’

      ‘That’s the other thing. Have you met my sister? The one who organises her friends’ pantries for fun, who loves sticky notes, and lives and dies by her calendar? You sure you want to take that away from her? She may never forgive you.’

      He laughs again. ‘I’m sure. She’s turning forty. I want this to be big and I don’t want her worrying about any of the details.’

      I shrug. ‘It’s your funeral.’

      ‘Anyway, I also wanna double-check the dates―I’m still looking at late October. I know you only have a week off around then, Cat, but do you think you can get some extra time off?’

      ‘Already on it. I’ve talked to the Head of School and it’s looking likely that she’ll let me go on half-term a few days early.’

      ‘Oh, cool.’

      ‘And even if Catherine cannot be there, I will.’ I throw Jean-Luc a stern look which he rebuts with a grin.

      ‘Awesome,’ says Josh. ‘Shit, she’s out of the shower. Talk to you guys later.’ He ends the call abruptly.

      ‘A trip to Tuscany will be nice, n'est-ce pas?’ asks Jean-Luc.

      ‘Yes,’ I concede, ‘it will. I’ve only been there for a minute-and-a-half on that bus trip.’

      ‘I am not sure that counts,’ he says, spinning my stool so I’m facing him.

      ‘It definitely doesn’t. I think we had all of six hours in Florence and I barely remember the surrounding countryside.’

      ‘That is the best part, the countryside―the fields of sunflowers, the towns, the castles. It is a beautiful part of the world,’ he says. ‘Romantic.’ Honestly, the public loos at Waterloo Station would be romantic with Jean-Luc. He’s like romance personified. He proves my point by leaning down to nuzzle my neck with his soft lips, peppering it with tiny kisses that send shivers down my spine.

      ‘Hello, loves,’ Jane calls from the hallway. Jean-Luc steps back, blows me a kiss, and returns to his spot at the cooker as Jane bundles in, laden with cloth carry bags. She dumps them on the floor.

      ‘Salut,’ says Jean-Luc, now wiping down the countertop―he’s a clean-as-you-go cook, another reason to love him―and that’s me and Jane.

      I leap off my stool to help Jane unpack. ‘Bought out most of Sainsbury’s I see.’ I start pawing through the bags and extracting items of interest. Ooh, brie!

      ‘Honestly! What is wrong with me? Every sodding time! It’s all very well when I’m in the sodding shop, lugging the basket around, but when will I learn? It’s a stuffed-to-the-gills bus ride and a long walk back to the flat, Jane,’ she chastises herself.

      I look up from the shopping and her cheeks are pink with frustration―or maybe it’s exertion. ‘Right, leave all this to me. Go and change and when you come back, there’s wine!’ I say brightly. She steps out of her ridiculously high heels―really, they must be at least five inches tall―and sighs. Sending an air kiss my way, she retreats to her room. ‘Thank you, lovely,’ echoes back down the hallway.

      I do love living with Jane. When our former flatmate, Alex, moved out―because I may or may not have accidentally and drunkenly shagged him only to discover that he’d been madly in love with me for ages and thought we were going to be boyfriend and girlfriend but I didn’t feel the same way―Jane and I had planned on getting a new flatmate. But weeks turned into months and even though we’d both gone from paying a third of the rent to half, we actually preferred it being just the two of us. And of course, when Jean-Luc became a semi-regular fixture, I was glad we didn’t have another flatmate. That and being able to turn Alex’s bedroom into a guestroom-cum-study.

      ‘We are close, chérie,’ says Jean-Luc. ‘Set the table?’

      ‘Absolument, as soon as I’ve finished here,’ I say, moving things about in our too tiny fridge and shoving things in where they can fit. I close it and glance at Jean-Luc, his proud Gallic brow creased in concentration as he sprinkles fresh parsley over three plates of coq au vin. I may just have the most perfect boyfriend in the world. Why would I want to mess this up by moving in together?
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        * * *

      

      ‘Catherine. Catherine.’ Jean-Luc’s voice wakes me from a deep sleep and my eyes flutter open to see him perched on the edge of the bed, doubled over. It’s a jolt to my brain and I sit upright and scramble over to him.

      ‘Are you all right?’ I reach for the switch on the lamp next to the bed and turn it on. He recoils, squinting and turning his head away. ‘Sorry, darling.’ I rub his back as he groans, grimacing. ‘Are you going to be sick?’ He doesn’t answer but bolts for the bedroom door and disappears into the darkness of the flat. The door to the loo slams and I listen uncomfortably to my love being sick. Eventually, there’s a flush and he returns to the room, pale-faced, almost greenish.

      He leans against the doorframe and runs his hands through his hair. ‘Food poisoning, I think,’ he says quietly. ‘Oh.’ He dashes back to the loo. Oh, god, the poor guy―now it’s coming out both ends. I slip out into the hallway and retrieve a bucket from under the kitchen sink and a wet flannel from the bathroom. When I get back to my room, he’s prone on his side of the bed panting slightly, his brow slick with sweat.

      ‘Here, darling,’ I say, laying the flannel across his forehead. His hand clasps mine as a thank you. ‘And I’ll put this here in case you need to be sick and can’t make it to the toilet, all right?’ I show him the bucket and he squints at it through the slits of his eyes, then gives a slight nod of his head.

      ‘Everything okay?’ asks Jane from my doorway. I see her eyes flick to Jean-Luc’s near naked body―he only sleeps in his briefs and the covers have spilled onto the floor―then they meet mine, concerned.

      ‘He’s sick. Food poisoning, he thinks.’

      ‘The chicken?’ she asks, her eyes widening.

      ‘Non, non, pas de poulet. A baguette from Gare du Nord, I think,’ says a weary voice from the bed. Jane looks visibly relieved and I have to say that I am too. Jean-Luc is the best cook in the flat and I’d hate to have to ban him from the kitchen.

      ‘All right. I hope you’re feeling better in the morning,’ she says. She offers a wan smile and leaves. It’s only now that I look at the time. 2:13am.

      ‘Do you want some water?’ I ask. ‘You’re probably very dehydrated. You should at least take some sips if you can.’ My mother’s voice echoes in my mind―for all her foibles, she’s always been an excellent nursemaid.

      ‘Oui, yes, thank you, chérie.’

      By the time I get back from the kitchen, he’s asleep. I set the water on the bedside table next to him and carefully climb over him to my side of the bed. When I’m situated, he groans softly and rolls onto his side, turning away from me. My poor, poor love. In all this time together, I’ve never seen him sick―not even a head cold. It’s like he’s been impervious to illness―until now.

      As I drift off to sleep, I realise with a start that I will need to take the day off tomorrow. I can’t leave him on his own in my flat, sick and miserable. He needs me. Besides, I may have limited culinary skills but I am a master at making toast and tea―the perfect elixir for the infirm.
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        * * *

      

      I took today off claiming the food poisoning as my own, because I’m not sure where my (very posh) inner London school stands on taking sick leave to look after one’s French boyfriend because he ate a dodgy baguette from a train station.

      Jean-Luc has been a stoic as ever, never once complaining as he’s spent the day shuffling back and forth between bed and the loo. He’s the total opposite to me, and everyone else in my family, who love to moan long and loudly if we have so much as a headache. I even managed to convince him to nibble on a slice of my perfectly made toast around lunchtime―dry, of course, as Mum would insist on―and sip some tea.

      He’s now sort-of upright on the sofa and chuckling intermittently at FRIENDS. ‘Can I get you anything?’ I ask, sitting next to him and tucking my feet under me. I reach over and smooth the hair from his forehead. He’s getting some colour back―or rather, normal colour now that he’s not chartreuse.

      He turns towards me, his intense green eyes creasing at the edges. ‘I am fine for now. Thank you for looking after me.’

      ‘Of course!’

      ‘And for lying for me.’

      ‘What sort of girlfriend am I if I can’t chuck a sickie to look after my sick boyfriend?’ I say, bunging on a broad Aussie accent.

      ‘You are adorable.’

      ‘Accurate.’ He smiles, but his expression suddenly turns serious. ‘What? Do you feel sick again?’ It’s been ages since I had food poisoning―the culprit, a kebab from a food truck in Camden on a particularly big night out with Mich, my bestie―so I’m not sure how long he’ll be unwell.

      ‘Non.’

      There’s a small stab of doubt in my gut.

      ‘Jean-Luc?’

      He expels a long sigh and the stabbing sensation intensifies. I really hope he’s not going to bring up me moving to Paris again. There are only so many ways to deflect a proposition like that before a man decides he wants out of a relationship. But I’m just not ready. I’m not sure I ever will be.

      ‘This is not what I had hoped for the weekend is all.’

      ‘Oh!’ I say, adding, Is that all? in my mind. ‘That’s all right. We’ll just have a quiet weekend in. It’s fine. And Jane’s going to some festival tomorrow―she’s staying overnight so we’ll have the place to ourselves. We can Netflix and chill,’ I add, although I’m positive Millennials abandoned that term ages ago.

      ‘That’s not …’ The stabbing sensation is back. ‘I had something special planned―a special restaurant for tonight … a surprise …’ Unlike my sister, I do like surprises and I feel a momentary twinge of disappointment―even though this isn’t his fault and I have no right to be disappointed about something I didn’t even know about two minutes ago.

      I reach up and run my fingers down his stubbly jawline. He really seems upset about our ruined plans and I still feel a little uneasy. ‘We can go another time―next time you visit.’

      He looks at me again. ‘Wait here.’ He heaves himself off the sofa and I watch him disappear down the hallway. Even not-quite-well and wearing baggy sweatpants and a creased T-shirt, he’s sexy. Though sexy thoughts are highly inappropriate at the moment and I give myself a mental slap. Instead, I stand and start tidying the remnants of our pop-up infirmary, taking dirty dishes to the kitchen.

      ‘Catherine,’ he says from the doorway. ‘Please, come and sit.’ He indicates the sofa and as I cross the room, I swallow the hard lump that’s lodged in my throat.

      I sit.

      He kneels in front of me and retrieves a small velvet box from the pocket of his sweatpants. His serious expression softens as he breaks into a sweet smile and looks into my eyes. I want to stare at that box, but there is something about his gaze that draws me in like a tractor beam.

      ‘I had wanted to do this in a beautiful restaurant after a perfect meal and with champagne but, alors, the fates conspire. And as I sit here today, I go backwards and forwards―wait for a better time or ask you now? But what better time? I needed you today. I needed you to look after me and you did―you were here for me.’

      Oh, my god.

      His eyes are brimming with tears now―so are mine, I realise.

      ‘Catherine, I have loved you since I was a boy, I love you more today than I ever have, and I will love you even more tomorrow. You are my most favourite, most special person, my love, my life. Will you, Catherine Louise Parsons, do me the incredible honour of marrying me?’

      He opens the box and sitting inside is an elegant gold ring with a filigree band and a solitaire diamond. It’s beautiful.

      ‘It was my grand-mère’s, Grand-mère Ellie. She would have loved you. You would have loved her. If anything makes me sad maintenant it is that you didn’t meet.’ A tear spills, running down his cheek and he smiles.

      I still haven’t uttered a word. What words are there? What words can possibly encapsulate how much I am in love with this wonderful man, how beautiful his heart is, and how his proposal has made me feel?

      Before my mind catches up with my heart, before I can rationalise and fret about implications, about work visas and addresses or the fact that before he and I reconnected I’d been single―on purpose―for more than a decade, I finally am able to say the one word that does capture everything I’m feeling.

      ‘Yes.’

      He grins now and I beam back at him and his hand shakes as he slides the ring onto my ring finger. It’s a perfect fit and I caress it gently―it’s so beautiful. When I look back at Jean-Luc, he takes my face gently between his hands, presses his lips to my forehead, then to each cheek, and finally against mine.

      ‘Je t’aime,’ he whispers in between kisses.

      ‘Je t’aime aussi,’ I whisper back, then pull him closer.

      Oh, my god, I’m engaged!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          SARAH

        

      

    

    
      Sydney

      The melodic sound of Caribbean music intrudes on my dream and for an instant, I exist in that state between (blissful) sleep and awake. I drag my sleep mask down to my chin, pick up my phone and squint at it. It’s 6:01am and my sister’s profile pic is grinning up at me.

      Cat!

      I sit up and scramble to answer the video call. ‘Hey,’ I say quietly, hoping not to wake Josh, ‘everything okay?’ Now the real Cat is grinning at me and I shake my head. Wake up, Sarah, I command myself.

      ‘Everything’s brilliant.’ Well, at least it’s not bad news. Josh stirs beside me, then scooches closer and rests his head beside mine on my pillow.

      ‘You do know what time it is, right?’ I say, succumbing to a yawn.

      ‘Six o’clock, Cat,’ Josh mutters. ‘And it’s Saturday.’ Now Jean-Luc appears on the screen next to Cat, also grinning.

      ‘It’s not too early is it? I―sorry, we―waited as long as we could. We have news.’

      I push myself into a seated position and Josh does the same, rearranging the pillows behind us to prop us up. ‘Okay, we’re up. What gives?’ I ask.

      ‘We’re getting married!’ they say in unison. Now I am properly awake.

      ‘What? Oh, my god!’ I look at Josh and he’s as surprised as I am. ‘You’re engaged?’

      ‘Yes!’ and ‘Oui!’ Two more grins.

      ‘What? How?’ I sputter.

      ‘Congratulations!’ says Josh. Oh, yes, that’s what you’re supposed to say.

      ‘Congratulations!’ I add, a moment later.

      ‘Thank you!’ Cat is positively beaming and Jean-Luc lands a kiss on the side of her head. God, I love these two together.

      ‘So, like … this just happened today?’ asks Josh.

      ‘Well, yes … our today―your middle of the night. And I know it’s early there, but we’re engaged!’ Oh, I so wish I could share this with them in person. A sob takes hold and in seconds I am boo-hooing like a total dag. ‘Sez? Those are happy tears, right?’ asks my sister.

      I nod, but my face onscreen looks miserable. ‘Here.’ Josh takes the phone from me while I snatch tissues from the box by the bed and sop up my tears. ‘So,’ he says to them, ‘have you had any thoughts about when―and where? I’m guessing with you guys, the “where” will be trickiest, right?’

      ‘Well … yes, uh … actually, that’s something we wanted to talk to you about.’ Something about Cat’s tone catches my attention and I grab the phone back from Josh.

      ‘What’s wrong?’

      ‘Nothing,’ she says unconvincingly. Her lips disappear between her teeth and her eyes flick towards Josh, who’s suspiciously squirming next to me. Something is going on.

      ‘So, what … you guys thinking somewhere on your side of the world?’ asks Josh. Cat’s expression shifts and my eyes home in on Jean-Luc’s hand squeezing her shoulder. Why is everyone being so cagey?

      ‘Uh …’ Cat and Jean-Luc exchange a look. ‘Well …’

      ‘Oh!’ I say, ‘are you getting married here? Oh, my god, that’s amazing!’ I grin at Josh.

      ‘Uh, no, Sez,’ Cat says and my grin dissipates.

      ‘Oh. Well, what then? Why are you all acting weird?’ May as well call it like I see it.

      ‘We’re not,’ Cat says brightly. ‘We’re just … you know … we were thinking―’

      ‘Somewhere in Europe,’ interjects Jean-Luc.

      ‘You mean like France? You know, where you live?’ I ask pointedly.

      ‘Peut-être, oui, France would be nice,’ he replies.

      ‘And it’s just that we know it’s a big ask―coming all this way for a wedding …’ adds Cat.

      ‘What? How is that a big ask? You could get married on the International Space Station and I’d be there.’

      ‘Of course! I didn’t mean … We’re just not sure where we’ll get married, is all,’ says Cat.

      ‘They’ve barely gotten engaged, Sarah. Let’s give them a bit of time to figure out the details,’ Josh cajoles. But he was the one who asked the question! I think, flummoxed.

      ‘But autumn―definitely,’ says Jean-Luc.

      ‘Right, autumn sounds nice,’ I say vaguely.

      What is wrong with me? These are two of my favourite people in the world and they’re betrothed and I’m ruining the moment. I push my suspicions aside and right my emotional state. ‘I am so happy for you guys,’ I say. They must be the magic words, as Cat’s shoulders drop a centimetre and the tension between us dissipates. ‘I wish I could be there to celebrate with you, but no matter where you decide to get married―or when―I’ll be there. For sure.’

      ‘We both will,’ says Josh.

      The beaming smiles are back. ‘Brilliant,’ says my sister. ‘And … uh … we’ll keep you posted. Oh, and you’re the first people we’ve told so …’

      ‘Of course! I promise not to ruin your surprise with Mum and Dad. Actually, they’ll be up by now, you know.’

      ‘Golf,’ we say at the same time. Cat and I joke that we were golf orphans growing up.

      ‘All right, loves, we’ll let you go. Sorry again about waking you,’ she says.

      ‘No, no, it’s okay. We really are happy for you. Definitely worth getting woken up for,’ I say.

      ‘Yeah, totally. Congratulations, you guys.’

      ‘Thank you!’ and ‘Merci,’ then a swap of sisterly ‘I love you’s and the call ends.

      I sit with the phone in my hands, smiling. My little sis is getting married―to her childhood sweetheart. The tears come again and Josh holds me while I sob with joy.
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        * * *

      

      ‘Do you think we need more cheese?’ asks my best friend, Lindsey.

      I look at the assortment of cured meats, three kinds of olives, four varieties of cheese, and three kinds of artisanal crackers, then back at Lins. ‘I think we’re good. It’s just the four of us. And there’s all that,’ I say, indicating the preparations for a barbecue dinner. Even though it’s mid-winter, it’s been mild today and Lins called this afternoon with the impromptu invitation.

      Her gaze roams the platter again, then she nods with satisfaction. ‘Right. You grab the wine and I’ll grab this.’ She’s entrusting me with a tray laden with four wine glasses and a full bottle. Me―the walking disaster.

      ‘Actually, wait …’ I say and she does. Josh and Nick are outside on the patio, drinking beer and talking about whatever it is that men talk about when they’re alone and I want my bestie’s ear for a moment. ‘There’s something else. When Cat and Jean-Luc called this morning and we started talking about where and when they’re getting married … well, they said autumn and somewhere in Europe, but everyone was being weird―all three of them.’

      ‘What do you mean?’

      ‘I mean, it was like that scene in a murder mystery where one of the characters is in the dark and all the other characters are acting suspicious. Well, that was me this morning―I’m the one in the dark. Something’s going on.’

      She nods at me with an ‘Mmm’, which is the correct way to show someone you’re actively listening, but also how you indicate that you know more about what’s going on than they do.

      ‘You know, don’t you?’

      ‘Know what?’

      ‘Hey, do you need a hand with that?’ Josh. Perfect timing―for Lins, that is.

      She smiles brightly at him. ‘Thanks, Josh.’ He takes the heavy board and returns to the patio. Through the window, I watch him set it on the low table between the two outdoor couches. Lins now has the tray with the wine. ‘Probably best if I carry this, anyway,’ she says.

      ‘It was one time!’ I reply, slightly miffed.

      ‘It was one time but a whole tray of glasses.’

      ‘I bought you new ones!’ She laughs at me as I follow her outside. ‘I am not letting this go, you know,’ I say. ‘I’m going to bug you all until someone tells me what’s going on.’ I sit, then lean forward and help myself to a generous wedge of gooey camembert.

      ‘Letting what go?’ asks Josh.

      He and Lins share a loaded look and now I am positive. ‘What? What is the big secret that everyone seems to know but me?’ I ask through a mouthful of cheese.

      ‘There’s a big secret?’ asks Nick, playing dumb. He’s the worst liar of the lot and now I feel like they’re all ganging up on me.

      ‘Just tell her,’ says Lindsey.

      Josh sets his near-empty beer bottle on the table and sits beside me, taking my hands in his. Oh, god, is he dying or something? My stomach lurches and I instantly regret the cheese. ‘Tell me,’ I say quietly.

      He laughs softly. ‘Hey, it’s nothing bad.’

      ‘Really?’

      ‘No, I … it’s just that I wanted everything to be perfect but it’s still a little in flux, and I was hoping to have more of it figured out before I told you. I wanted to surprise you.’

      ‘There’s a surprise?’

      ‘Yes.’

      ‘But I hate surprises.’

      He grins. ‘You hate bad surprises.’

      ‘So, it’s a good one?’

      ‘Yes. It’s for your birthday.’

      ‘Oh.’

      ‘I’m taking you to Tuscany. Actually, we’re all going to Tuscany.’

      ‘All of us?’ I look at Lins and Nick and they’re grinning at me. ‘You guys too?’

      ‘Yep! Surprise!’ says Nick. Lins grins.

      I look back at Josh. ‘So, my surprise is that we’re all going to Italy for my birthday?’

      ‘Yes.’

      ‘I love Italy. I love Tuscany!’

      ‘I know,’ says Josh, humouring me.

      ‘Oh, my god, that’s … that’s … I love it so much!’ I throw my arms around his neck and I’m laughing and crying at the same time―so much crying today.

      I sit back and wipe the happy tears from my cheeks. ‘And you all knew―you all knew!’

      ‘Yep,’ says Lins.

      I sigh contentedly. Josh is not sick and there’s no big conspiracy. He’s just the best boyfriend in the world. Then the penny drops. ‘Oh, so Cat and Jean-Luc … they know too, right.’

      ‘Yeah. They’re gonna come.’

      I frown. ‘So, this morning … do you think …?’ I ask him.

      ‘Yeah, I do … That seemed to be what they were getting at.’

      ‘What were they getting at?’ asks Nick.

      ‘I think they’re hoping to combine their wedding with Sarah’s fortieth,’ says Josh. Forty, I realise with a start. Yikes.

      ‘That makes sense,’ says Lins, always the practical one. ‘You’ll all be together anyway―one trip instead of two.’

      ‘But how do you feel about it, Sarah?’ asks Josh. ‘I don’t want anything to take away from your day, from our celebration of you.’ It’s so sweet that he’s asking, that he cares this much about making it a special birthday for me, but I feel a little queasy.

      ‘I’m turning forty,’ I say aloud to myself.

      ‘Yeah, Sez, it comes after thirty-nine. I know you’re not a Maths teacher but …’ Nick jokes. It’s not funny.

      ‘You okay?’ Josh asks, his thumb stroking the back of my hand. Crap. Now I’m dangerously close to ruining another big moment for someone I love―first Cat’s news and now this.

      I smile at him. ‘I’m okay. It’s just … I guess part of me thought I’d be thirty-nine forever. Most of the time, I still feel like I did in my twenties and now I’m gonna be forty. That’s like … proper grown-up age.’

      ‘Well, you’re way hotter than most twenty-somethings, so …’ Josh waggles his eyebrows at me, making me laugh.

      ‘It’s an amazing surprise, babe. I … I can’t believe we’re all going on a trip together, to one of my favourite places … it’s so, so thoughtful. Thank you.’

      Josh grins at me and I can tell he’s relieved. ‘You know, Cat said I was daring to organise something like this without you―that you’d hate it.’

      ‘Oh, yeah, she was right about that. You’re not organising one more detail without me.’

      ‘Ahh, okay, I see how it is.’ Josh’s eyes narrow jokingly.

      ‘And now there’s a wedding to plan as well!’

      ‘You sound more excited about that than the trip, Sez,’ teases Lindsey.

      ‘They’re kind of on par,’ I retort.

      ‘Hey, can you swap out the wine for champers?’ she asks Nick. ‘I think we should be celebrating.’

      ‘Too bloody right! Back in a tick.’ Nick takes the tray away and Lins settles into the couch opposite Josh and me, and I nestle into the crook of his arm.

      ‘How long have you known about all this?’ I ask her.

      She looks at Josh. ‘What, maybe three or four months?’

      ‘What?!’ I ask, sitting upright.

      ‘That sounds about right.’

      I look over at Josh. ‘I’m impressed, Joshua.’

      ‘You are?’

      ‘Yeah. You’re sneaky.’ He laughs. ‘In a good way, I mean.’

      ‘Yeah, yeah.’

      ‘Here we go.’ Nick has returned with a different bottle and four champagne flutes. He makes quick work of the foil, then the cage and when he pops the cork, I shout, ‘Hooray!’ I just love bubbles. And I love these wonderful, beautiful people. And in four months, we’re all going to Italy together. Italy!
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        * * *

      

      ‘Hello. You’re saving me from a pile of marking, so thank you.’

      ‘I know now,’ I say to my sis.

      ‘Hi, Cat, how are you?’ I poke my tongue out and she sniggers. ‘Anyway, I’m glad you know and …?’

      ‘And let’s plan a destination wedding-slash-birthday.’

      ‘Really?’

      ‘Of course!’

      ‘We weren’t sure how you’d feel about sharing your big day.’

      I shrug. ‘It’s just a birthday.’

      ‘It’s forty, Sez.’

      ‘So people keep reminding me.’

      ‘You’re not upset about it, are you?’

      ‘No, I’m good with it―we’ll just have the birthday party and the wedding on different days. It’s all good.’

      ‘No, I mean―well, yay, that’s fab―but I’m asking if you’re upset about turning forty?’

      ‘I don’t know. I don’t want to think about that right now.’

      ‘All right.’ She pauses, obviously deciding whether to press me on it. She lets it go. ‘Now, you do realise that if we combine these events, Mum and Dad will be in Italy with us, right?’

      ‘Oh, right.’ Cat laughs. ‘Yeah, that makes sense,’ I say with a shrug. ‘It’s okay―a minor inconvenience.’

      ‘Um, it may be a bit more than “minor”. Mum’s going to want to help plan the wedding. When we told them the news, and I mean literally right afterwards, she started getting excited about flowers and dresses and then babbled on about readings, which we’re not even sure we’re having. I’m worried she’ll go full Mumzilla.’

      ‘Hmm, I can see that happening―and you hate planning things. How are you going to manage planning a wedding with Mum?’

      ‘Umm …’ She grins at me hopefully―raised eyebrows and all.

      ‘Really?’

      ‘You’re the most organised person I know!’

      ‘You just don’t want to spend the next few months arguing with our mother.’

      ‘Accurate … Please, Sez. It’ll be a really simple wedding, I promise―just, you know, rustic Tuscan chic.’ Whatever the hell that is, I think.

      ‘Pfft. Fine.’

      ‘Thank you! And, I promise, once we get to Italy, I’ll take over,’ she offers. ‘Run interference―focus all Mum’s energies on the wedding so you can just enjoy yourself. How does that sound?’

      ‘It sounds like a fantasy.’ Cat laughs again. ‘It’s okay, though. We’ll figure it out.’ What I don’t say is that she’s actually doing me a favour―planning a wedding is the perfect distraction from the whole ‘turning forty’ thing.

      ‘Oh!’ she says suddenly. ‘I’m such a muppet―I totally forgot.’

      ‘What?’

      ‘Will you be my Maid of Honour?’

      ‘Really? You’re not asking Mich? Or what about Jane?’ Like me, Cat only has a handful of close friends, but they’re almost like sisters to her and I don’t want her to feel obligated to choose me.

      ‘Sarah Jane, I only want you. You’re my sister. And my best friend in the whole world.’

      ‘Well, in that case,’ I say, feeling the sting of tears in my eyes, ‘I humbly accept.’

      ‘Brilliant.’ She grins at me.

      ‘And I guess if I’m also the wedding planner, I can choose my own dress, right?’

      ‘Of course! And, like I said, it will just be a small wedding. We won’t go overboard with guests or anything … Actually, I suppose some of them will overlap―besides Mum and Dad, I mean.’

      ‘Did you hear that Josh has invited Siobhan?’ I ask with a smile.

      ‘Oh, I just love Siobhan.’ Siobhan is the Irish friend Josh and I met during our trip to Hawaii. And later that year, she came sailing with me and Josh, and Cat and Jean-Luc off the coast of Croatia.

      ‘Oh, we should invite Duncan and Gerry!’ says Cat―more mutual friends. When Josh and I met on our sailing trip in the Greek Islands, Duncan was skippering the boat with Gerry by his side. And by the time he skippered our sailing trip in Croatia, they’d got married. They’re living in Queensland now and have a son.

      ‘Hmm. We’ll definitely ask them, but Jave is only one. Not sure they’ll want to travel all that way with a baby. And you know that Lindsey and Nick are coming to Italy, right?’ I ask. ‘Josh told you?’

      ‘Of course! And they’re welcome to come to the wedding.’ Cat has only met them a few times over the years but she knows Lins and I are close―and how much I adore ‘Big Brother’ Nick. He can be a pain in the arse sometimes―okay, it’s a lot of the time―but I still love him to bits.

      ‘And we’ll be asking Jane. And Mich, of course―though her mum’s really unwell now and I don’t know that she wants to leave the country anytime soon.’ She frowns and I know we’re both thinking the worst. Poor Mich.

      ‘And the dates line up?’ I ask, changing the subject to something cheerier.

      ‘Yes!’ She’s definitely as relieved about the change of subject as me. ‘It’s half-term the last week of October but I’ve already talked to my Head about taking some family leave a couple of days either side.’

      ‘She said yes? Really?’

      ‘She did. She has a soft spot for me,’ Cat says with a shrug. ‘It’s because I always say yes whenever she needs someone to fill in last minute―you know, someone has a sick child and needs to collect them, that sort of thing.’

      ‘And it is your wedding.’

      ‘Well, yes, but I asked her ages ago―for your birthday trip. What?’ she asks in response to my shaking head.

      ‘It’s just … I can’t believe how many people were conspiring behind my back.’ I’m not upset by this, just baffled by the level of subterfuge. Seriously, how did they pull it off? I’m usually more astute about this kind of thing.

      Cat smiles. ‘Well, you’re very hard to buy for and it’s your fortieth.’ There’s that reminder again. It doesn’t sting any less this time, either. What the hell is that about?

      It’s not that my life is lacking in any way. I mean, it was a few years ago, before I went to Greece and met Josh. He’d been experiencing something similar back then. ‘I want my life to be bigger,’ he’d said, summing up that feeling so succinctly, so elegantly, that the words had thrummed inside me. Then something had clicked.

      And after that trip I’d sought―and built―my bigger life.

      So it’s not that―none of the usual impetuses for a mid-life meltdown. But something feels ‘off’, as though this milestone birthday is happening to someone else and I am standing outside of myself, watching it approach.

      Of course, I know in my heart that forty isn’t old. But it will definitely cement my status as ‘middle-aged’. I half-expect someone to pull me aside and give me a new to-do list, like take out life insurance and get breast scans and start reading those emails from my retirement fund instead of filing them away, unread, and forgetting about them. Those are all things that middle-aged people are expected to do, right? You know, proper adulting?

      And am I supposed to get my (mad) curls cut into a sensible style, swap my heels for flats, and take up golf? Although Sarah Jessica Parker didn’t do any of that in her forties―well, at least not the hair and the heels―I have no idea if she took up golf―so maybe that’s the ‘brand’ of middle age I can subscribe to. It will certainly make all the proper adulting more palatable if I can maintain my youthful fabulousness.

      All this flies through my head as Cat continues. ‘The poor guy had to come up with something spectacular and we were all sworn to secrecy. Tuscany, Sez!’

      It’s only now that I see how excited she is and her enthusiasm is enough to pull me from my introspective funk. I return her smile. ‘Oh, Cat, I just love that part of the world. It’s going to be amazing.’

      ‘I know!’ We grin at each other maniacally, like sisters do.

      ‘Anyone else you want to invite?’ I ask. ‘What about your friends from the Europe trip?

      ‘Well, Lou, of course, but I’m not sure about Dani―we’re more like Facebook friends now. And definitely Jae and Alistair. They should be back in Edinburgh around then, so Italy won’t be such a big ask, and the guys have become really good friends.’

      ‘They still splitting their time between the US, the UK, and Bali?’

      ‘Uh-huh. I would hate that,’ she adds after a moment’s pause.

      ‘Me too.’ This is the understatement of the century. As much as I love travelling―taking trips―I was very close to a lifetime of constant travel a few years ago. Not wanting that lifestyle was one of two reasons I realised the older man I was seeing―James―wasn’t the one for me. The other reason? I was in love with Josh.

      ‘What about Jean-Luc’s family?’ Cat scrunches her nose, then gets up to close the door. ‘So, the in-laws didn’t take it well?’ I ask.

      ‘We haven’t told them yet,’ she says quietly.

      ‘What? But …’

      ‘Look, his parents … well, you know how he’s closest to his mum?’ I only know what Cat has told me but I nod. ‘Well, she’s been even more clingy with him lately. The last time I was there visiting … I don’t know, it’s odd, how she is around him―how she is with me. It’s almost like we’re in competition. I think she’s afraid I’m going to steal him away to England and she’ll never see him again.’

      ‘Oh, god.’

      ‘Mmm-hmm. And she’s the nice one in the family.’

      ‘Not the sister?’

      ‘Cécile? Uh, no. She’s still close friends with Vanessa.’

      ‘What?!’ Vanessa is Jean-Luc’s ex-wife.

      ‘Yes, exactly.’

      ‘You never told me that.’

      ‘I haven’t wanted to bother you with it.’

      ‘It’s not a bother―’

      ‘Anyway … Jean-Luc’s going to tell them tonight after dinner, but I won’t be on the call.’

      ‘Oh, Cat, I’m so sorry.’ She shrugs, but it’s clear how much it hurts. ‘At least you have us. No matter how intense Mum gets about wedding stuff … we’ve got the best parents.’ It’s true. Sure, Mum can drive me around the bend sometimes but she always means well. Cat nods, her smile unconvincing.

      ‘And, I mean, Jean-Luc was practically part of the family when you guys were at school together and now, he’ll be official.’ I just need her to see how our family, and all the love that comes with it, can make up for what’s lacking in Jean-Luc’s.

      ‘I know. It’s just …’

      ‘What?’

      ‘What if she’s right?’

      ‘Who?’

      ‘Jean-Luc’s mum.’

      ‘About you? She’s wrong. You’re wonderful.’

      ‘Thank you, but I mean the part about me stealing him away to London.’

      ‘Is that where you’re going to live?’

      ‘I’m not sure where we’re going to live.’

      ‘What? You haven’t talked about that?’

      ‘No. I mean, we have, sort of … I mean, he’s asked me to move to Paris a million times, but …’

      ‘That’s not home.’ I get it―I really do. Sydney is home for me and I would never want to give that up.

      ‘Exactly.’

      ‘And?’

      ‘And what?’ she asks.

      ‘There’s something else.’ She shakes her head slightly. ‘You can tell me, Cat.’

      She gulps and this odd look transforms her from happy bride-to-be to someone about to face the gallows. ‘I’m worried about us living together,’ she says, her voice barely audible. ‘I’m not sure it’s what I want.’

      Now this I don’t get. I love living with Josh. I love our home, the one we’ve made together. I could probably go the rest of my life without another trip to IKEA, however―that place is a nightmare. Regardless, Cat has accepted Jean-Luc’s marriage proposal and my guess is that he thinks living together was implied.

      ‘You’re not saying anything. It’s strange, isn’t it, not wanting to cohabitate?’ she asks.

      ‘Yeah, it is. I don’t know many couples who are married and live in different cities, Cat. Not on purpose, anyway.’

      ‘But what if …? What if living together fucks up everything we have?’

      ‘I don’t know. But, Cat, if this is how you feel, then why did you say yes when he proposed?’

      ‘Because I love him so much, Sez. And I got all caught up in the moment but … ever since we got off the call with Mum and Dad, it became real and …’ She shrugs, then huffs out a breath through her nose.

      ‘Cat, you have to tell him how you feel.’

      ‘Really?’

      ‘Um, yes! I think he will notice if you maintain different addresses after the wedding!’

      ‘Shhh.’ She looks at the door to the study, worried.

      ‘Sorry,’ I say, though it’s unlikely he heard me all the way from the kitchen―the two rooms are at opposite ends of the flat. ‘Look, all I can say is that living with Josh makes me happier than I ever thought possible. Just give it some time, okay, and if you still feel this way in a few weeks, then you have to tell him.’

      ‘Maybe.’

      ‘Cat.’

      ‘All right. I should go. Dinner will be ready soon.’

      ‘Okay.’ Now I’m the one letting her off the hook.

      ‘Let’s talk next weekend―discuss plans and such,’ she says.

      ‘’Kay. Love you.’

      ‘Love you too.’ She ends the call.

      When Josh comes into the lounge room, he catches me staring off into space, pondering why my sister accepted Jean-Luc’s proposal when it seems that she doesn’t want to be married. ‘You okay?’ Josh asks.

      I smile brightly at him. ‘Yep. Just about to jump in the shower.’

      ‘Cool, I’m heading out. Steaks on the barbie tonight?’ he asks. It’s so cute how he’s adopted these Aussie-isms.

      ‘Sounds great.’

      He lands a soft, lingering kiss on my lips and leaves for work. I just love our life together.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          CAT

        

      

    

    
      London

      ‘I will see you in twelve days,’ says my sexy boyfriend―no, sorry, fiancé! I’m still not used to it, but I suppose it has only been three days. Three wonderful (and terrifying) days.

      ‘I’ll miss you,’ I say, standing on my tippy toes to kiss him. One hand holds his overnight bag and one hand holds me by the small of my back. He pulls me closer and kisses me softly but longingly and when the kiss ends, he presses his lips to my forehead, his signature move that tells me how cherished I am.

      It would be very easy to grab his hand and drag him back to bed, but then he’ll miss his flight to Switzerland. ‘I will meet you at Gare du Nord,’ he says.

      ‘You don’t have to.’ I’ve made the trek from the train station to his apartment on my own so many times now I’ve lost count. I hardly need an escort.

      ‘For the first time my fiancée arrives in Paris? I will be there.’

      Swoon. Like I said, Jean-Luc could turn the simplest task or the worst location into a romantic moment. Twelve days apart suddenly feels like forever.

      ‘Go, or you’ll miss your flight and I’ll be late for school.’

      A cheeky, lopsided grin, another kiss and he’s out the door calling, ‘Je t’aime,’ over his shoulder. Jane bustles past me in the hallway―she must have been waiting for us to finish our goodbyes. ‘See you tonight, lovely,’ she says, also not waiting for an answer before the front door closes behind her.

      We told her our news last night after she returned from her festival. She was excited for us and she’s going to ask for time off to come to the wedding, but later, when Jean-Luc was making dinner, she asked what our plans are. And she meant our living arrangements. But we’ve only been engaged three days, so nothing has to be decided right away―even Jane said that.

      Shelving my worries about where to live has freed up enough emotional real estate to obsess about the other elephant in the room―Jean-Luc’s family. As expected, his parents reacted to our news with lukewarm enthusiasm―at least, that’s my interpretation of his recount.

      And his sister was downright rude. But what did I expect? Since Jean-Luc and I reunited a couple of years ago, Cécile has actively thwarted all my attempts to get to know her, creating this icy discordance between us. So while most people find me loveable, there’s no winning over Cécile. No doubt, it’s because I pale in comparison with Jean-Luc’s ex, Vanessa―Cécile’s perfect, beloved former sister-in-law.

      Thank goodness her husband, Louis, and their daughters, Alice and Abigail, seem to like me. Actually, the girls adore me―they even call me ‘Tante Catherine’ and always greet me with tight hugs and a plethora of cheek kisses. Perhaps another reason Cécile can’t stand me. It’s possible her daughters like me more than they like her.

      Jean-Luc doesn’t know that I know this, by the way―how she reacted to the engagement. He couched his retelling like the darling he is, but I was listening at the door. And my French may only be conversational, but I know what ‘femme anglaise’ followed by ‘simplette’ means. She’d also called me ‘aiguë’ which I had to look up on my phone. After spelling it wrong three times, I figured it out―‘shrill’. I’m guessing she didn’t mean it as a compliment.

      The rest of the weekend … well, Jean-Luc came good from his bout of food poisoning by Saturday afternoon―thank goodness―and, as I kept my hurt feelings to myself, we were able to celebrate our engagement. In lieu of a fancy restaurant dinner, we ordered in (a respite from the kitchen for Jean-Luc) and opened a bottle of bubbles and then he made love to me for hours. Gentler than our usual (quite rigorous) lovemaking, but still, hours.

      Yesterday was more of the same until we dragged ourselves out of bed and the flat for a jaunt into Central London. It was a glorious day―twenty-three degrees and sunny―so the perfect reason to escape our love nest.

      Our love nest.

      As I gather my belongings for school, the marked assignments and my laptop, I look about at my bedroom. Would it be strange to live in a flat-share with my husband? It would only be part of the time, I suppose, if he kept his apartment in Paris. We could be like Helena Bonham-Carter and Tim Burton. They live in different houses, don’t they? Oh wait. I think they’re divorced now.

      Hmm.

      So, I’m engaged (hooray), I’m perfectly happy being in a long-distance relationship (what could go wrong there?), and my fiancé’s sister hates me (bollocks). Hence, both a wonderful and terrifying weekend.
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      ‘Hellooo!’ At the sight of Lou’s face on the screen, I break into a broad smile.

      ‘Hey, so good to see you!’ she says.

      ‘It feels like it’s been ages.’

      ‘Too long, for sure. So sorry―I’ve just been unbelievably busy with work.’ Lou is a counsellor for troubled teens and she’s recently been promoted to team manager.

      ‘And with Anders,’ I tease. Her new boyfriend is a veterinarian from Toronto who moved to Vancouver late last year.

      She giggles, then leans her face close to the screen and whispers, ‘He is so wonderful, Cat.’

      ‘Why are you whispering? Is he there?’ She nods. ‘Well, can I meet him?’ I can’t believe after several months, I am finally going to meet the famous Anders. Lou has been keeping their relationship close to her chest―not even posting photographs on social media―but she’s been gushing to me about him for ages. It seems very likely that Anders is her person and I want to meet him properly.

      ‘Hey, hon, there’s someone I’d like you to meet.’

      Lou is looking offscreen and I can tell the exact moment he comes into view because her face lights up like it’s been illuminated by a thousand candles. Anders steps behind her and lowers his head so he’s in frame.

      ‘Hey.’

      ‘Hello, Anders.’

      ‘You must be the famous Cat.’

      ‘I was just thinking the same about you―the famous Anders, I mean.’ We grin at each other.

      ‘What are you up to?’ he asks.

      ‘Actually, I have news,’ I say excitedly.

      ‘Oooh,’ says Lou, bouncing in her chair.

      I let the moment build, just for a few seconds, then blurt, ‘Jean-Luc and I are getting married!’

      Lou leaps from her chair and all I can see is her mid-section while she jumps up and down and squeals. Anders chuckles good-naturedly in the background and eventually Lou settles back onto the chair, her face flushed.

      ‘Oh, my goodness! Oh my goodness!’

      ‘I know. It’s very exciting.’ I will not ruin this moment by revealing that my excitement is accompanied by a hefty dose of terror.

      ‘Oh, Cat …’ she sighs, blinking back tears. ‘Who would have thought it, huh? Jaelee accosts a guy on a street in Paris, he turns out to be your high-school sweetheart, and now you’re getting married!’

      That’s the dustcover version, but she’s essentially correct. I was on a bus trip in Europe―booked hastily in the aftermath of the ‘sleeping with my flatmate’ debacle―and I met Lou, Jaelee, and Dani, forming a firm foursome on the first day. And one night in Paris, we did (indeed) randomly run into Jean-Luc on the street―well, Jaelee stopped him to ask for recommendations on somewhere to go, assuming someone as hot as him would be in the know.

      And call it kismet or fate or whatever, we were reunited―French exchange student and the bookish Sydney schoolgirl who were best friends for years, then estranged, reunited on a Paris street on a Monday night. The stuff of romcoms.

      And now we’re getting married.

      ‘I know. I can hardly believe it myself.’

      ‘Lou says that even a few seconds either way―if you were walking down the street a little faster or slower―you would have missed him,’ says Anders. I’ve thought the exact thing a thousand times since that night and it always leaves me feeling slightly queasy. It must show because he quickly backpedals. ‘Sorry,’ he drawls in that sweet Canadian way. ‘I didn’t mean to put a dampener on your news. It’s just an amazing story, is all.’

      ‘No, it’s all right. And it’s not unlike you two. If you hadn’t been the vet on duty that night …’

      ‘Or if Mr Snuffles hadn’t decided to eat my yarn …’ adds Lou, turning her head to smile up
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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