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The story so far

 


Hana Johal stepped into the new school year
and almost under a passing car, on her first day back at work.
Watched by Logan Du Rose, the handsome new head of the English
department, her red hair and slender figure left him transfixed as
she picked up the contents of her fallen handbag. He was no casual
observer, but a man who had sought his soulmate for the past
twenty-six years, scouring London for the teenager who captured his
heart on a dirty Circle Line tube train with a single tearful
smile.

Hana’s mishaps increased with alarming
regularity; a chance mugging, a broken car window, a car accident,
car theft and then a terrifying home invasion. Unable to stay away
from her, Logan became involved in Hana’s troubles, falling more
deeply in love with her than he ever believed possible. Traumatised
by the death of her first husband, Hana was not easy to win over,
but her reliance on Logan gave him a route to her trust; until the
arrival of Caroline Marsh, the woman who jilted him at the altar
months before.

About Hana was the story of a woman battling
to begin again with a man determined to win her affection. A new
house, a new car and a new relationship. What could possibly go
wrong?

Hana Du Rose continues Hana’s story as she
confesses to her friends and family Logan is now her husband and
attempts to release herself from the grips of the blonde man who
hunts her without mercy.


CHAPTER ONE

The noise rose from a gentle hum to a roar
as the couple appeared in the doorway. The scene inside the
ballroom overwhelmed Hana. Shades of cream and lightest blue
decorated it. Swags of cloth hung from the ceiling, creating a
scene reminiscent of a Jane Austen style banquet. She and Logan
stood paralysed in the doorway, Hana clutching her husband so hard
her nails dug into the back of his hand. A ‘Happy Birthday Hana’
sign hung over the double doors, making her conscience pang with
sickening guilt.

First to greet her was her daughter Izzie,
who flew to her side and hurled herself at Hana. She gripped her
mother in a suffocating bear hug and wouldn’t let go, her sobs
strange and alarming. Marcus balanced a sleeping baby Elizabeth
over his shoulder. He leaned in and kissed Hana, squeezing his face
past his wife’s shoulder to get to her. “Hey there, he said, with a
smirk which told Hana he knew everything. She glanced across at her
daughter and Marcus shook his head. Turning to Logan, he pumped his
hand with enthusiasm and Hana narrowed her eyes. Marcus needed no
more co-conspirators.

Meeting and greeting their guests took Hana
and Logan a while. Hana’s school principal, moved forward to hug
her. “Hello my dear, congratulations on reaching your mid-forties.”
Angus smiled at her obvious discomfort. “Now, now. You grow more
beautiful with age, so we’ll have none of that. Don’t you agree Mr
Du Rose?”

Logan smirked at Angus and nodded, flicking
an appreciative glance at his elfin wife. Hana pursed her lips,
feeling the blush rise to her cheeks at the memory of their
passionate wedding night and Logan turned his attention back to the
other guests. Hana saw the twinkle in his grey eyes and knew he
read her mind too easily for a new husband. “Thank you, Angus.” She
smiled. “You’re very kind.”

The school principal gave a magnificent bow
and moved away, his brightly patterned Scots kilt swishing around
his hairy knees. He wandered towards another knot of familiar
people.

“Happy birthday, Hana.” She winced as Peter
North’s garlic breath assailed her in a sloppy wet kiss on the
cheek. Hana fought not to swipe her hand across her skin. He
pressed a badly wrapped gift into her hands and she almost dropped
it. “Henri bought it,” he admitted without shame. “I dunno what you
chicks want.”

Hana heard Logan snort next to her as Pete
delivered his greeting. Then she saw her husband’s face disappear
into the folds of Henrietta’s voluptuous neck in a bear hug. Hana
shuddered, anticipating her turn. “Hana, darling! How wonderful to
be invited. Peteepoos got so excited. When was the last time you
were here my sweet?”

“Couple of months ago.” Pete scratched at a
spot in his head. “Boris and me brought Loge’s other vehicles back.
I wanted to drive the Triumph, but I got the truck instead.” His
face dropped into an ugly pout and his girlfriend bellowed out an
unholy laugh.

“Oh you sulky baby!” She ruffled Pete’s
remaining hairs with a meaty hand and led him away, enfolding him
into her giant armpit.

“Gosh that was close,” Hana hissed out of the
side of her mouth to Logan. “Did you like your hug from
Henrietta?”

“Loved it,” Logan commented and shot Hana a
sideways look of mischief. “I didn’t realise the word enfold
was onomatopoeic.”

“Ugh! English teachers!” Hana scoffed as she
greeted another wave of colleagues and friends. She felt a twinge
of guilt as she welcomed guests who travelled miles to wish her
well, in what until moments before had been a surprise birthday
party.

“You look like ze bride and groom greeting ze
wedding guests,” Boris joked, in his thick German brogue and Hana
cringed. Logan reached sideways and touched her fingers and the
single tantalising stroke across her flesh was enough to galvanise
her.

Henrietta bustled her large frame around,
admiring everything in reach. “It’s magnificent,” she breathed to
Pete. “Logan’s family owns all this? But he never said.”

Pete looked shifty and shot a nervous look at
his friend. Henrietta nudged him and spoke behind her hand.
“Peteepoos, this would be a wonderful place for our wedding
reception. We must get a brochure on the way out.”

Pete buried his face in his wine glass and
looked frightened.

Logan greeted a man and woman with a tight
smile and Hana’s brow narrowed at the similarities between them.
“Hey, bro’, how’s life in the fast lane?” Logan asked and the other
man laughed.

“Tiring. Sticking the great and good of
Auckland back together isn’t all fun.” He shook Logan’s hand but
Hana noticed a rigidity in the action. Their grey eyes and regal
bearing acted as a familial uniform. The woman didn’t smile as she
air-kissed Hana, expensive perfume wafting round her like a haze.
Her embrace of Logan bore more sincerity. The three dominated the
room with their tall figures and striking good looks.

Logan’s parents proved attentive hosts. They
ran around amongst other uniformed staff, fetching drinks and
opening a buffet which occupied much of the far end of the room.
Izzie stayed glued to Hana as the party got under way, making it
difficult for anyone else to get near her. “I’m so pleased to see
you, Mum,” she gushed for the fifth time. She seemed emotional and
overwhelmed and Hana grew worried by her unusual clinginess. She
worried that she may have guessed her secret. Marcus drifted up
still carrying Elizabeth and took his wife away, persuading her to
go with him and get food. He winked back at Hana over his shoulder
and her worry intensified.

Searching for Logan, Hana spied her son. She
smiled at him, noting his reluctance to approach her. Anxiety
rested on his shoulders, an uncharacteristic companion. Henrietta’s
large frame blocked Bodie’s companions as Hana moved towards him,
cutting her way around the crowd. The floor cleared as spotting the
buffet, Pete grabbed Henrietta’s hand and yanked her towards it.
“Quick, food,” he whooped and set off. The couple’s absence opened
the route between mother and son.

Then Hana saw him and inhaled a breath she
couldn’t release. A small boy around four held Bodie’s hand,
clinging to his fingers like a lifebuoy. His tousled black hair
curled at the ends and dark skin covered a slight, delicate body.
With thin little wrists sticking out of his shirtsleeves and
enormous brown eyes, he sucked his thumb and stared around him,
uncomfortable in the adult surroundings. Occasionally he glanced up
at the slender, pale-skinned woman next to him, seeking reassurance
from her presence. He popped his thumb from his mouth and took hold
of her dress between his fingers. Touching the fabric, he found
comfort and the thumb went back into his mouth with a flicker of
satisfaction.

Hana walked with deliberate slowness,
absorbing the moment and struggling to comprehend what she saw. Her
late husband’s huge brown eyes fixed on her from the face of the
child and he watched her progress through the people milling around
her. Hana’s hands shook by the time she reached her son,
suppressing emotions she couldn’t name. His expression held fear
and defiance as he greeted her with uncharacteristic awkwardness.
“Mum.”

Hana trembled and nodded to him, forcing her
lips into a smile. Words failed her as she recognised the imminence
of her own revelation and dreaded his reaction. “Hi, Bo,” she
stuttered, her sideways glance taking in the girl beside him. Hana
offered her hand in a formal handshake and tuned in to the girl’s
fear and apprehension, felt as a tremor through their joined
fingers.

“Hi, I’m Amy.” Her eyes darted from Bodie to
Hana and back again.

“Lovely to meet you.” Hana maintained the
rigid smile while suppressing a multitude of questions and
accusations. She jerked her head towards the boy. “And who’s this?”
The mystery unfolded before her like a picnic rug laid on the
ground. Bodie’s time at police college seemed the happiest of his
entire life, but his transfer to Whangarei during his probation
period took her by surprise. It followed a period of darkness, the
root of which he never confessed to his mother. Hana always
suspected the involvement of a woman, but he’d kept the door to
that cupboard closed from her prying.

Hana smiled at the small boy and her brow
knitted. Bodie’s secrecy had denied her the first few years of her
grandchild’s life. She wanted to yell and scream but refrained.
Instead, she gave Bodie a look which made him feel like a child
again. He swallowed his discomfort, preferring postponement to a
scene.

Amy’s gaze darted around the room, her
fingers stroking a curl on her son’s head. She nodded towards him.
“This is Jas,” she said, nudging the boy’s arm. “Say hello,
Jas.”

The boy popped his thumb from his lips and
fixed his brown-eyed gaze on Hana. “Hello, Jas,” he said. He
smirked and put his thumb back.

Bodie glanced down in horror and Amy winced.
Hana fought the laugh bubbling in her chest. “Where do you work,
Amy?” she asked, hating the inane conversation starter in such
surreal circumstances. She winked at the child and he grinned
around his thumb.

“I’m a cop,” Amy ventured.

Hana smiled as her brain did mental
gymnastics. “In Whangarei?”

“No, Hamilton.”

Hana opened her mouth to speak and Bodie
cringed, begging her with his eyes not to press further.

“Can we go now?” Jas fidgeted, sucking his
thumb and peering down at shiny shoes poking from beneath his
slacks. “My shoes is hurtin’ me.” His white shirt hung slack on one
side and the neat bow tie at his neck tilted to a jaunty angle.

Hana dropped to her haunches to speak to him
and he observed her with adult seriousness. The combination of his
inherited features rattled her, Vik’s eyes boring into hers as her
new husband’s voice sounded nearby. Hana held out her hand,
offering a grown-up handshake. Jas took it, using the hand with the
wet thumb. “I’m Hana,” she said. “I’m very pleased to meet
you.”

He studied her long enough for Hana’s bent
knees to complain about the prolonged squat. Then he dropped his
bombshell. “Nope, you’re Granny and I’m Jas.”

Bodie and Amy both inhaled in a horror reflex
and Hana kept her face straight. “Is that right?” she said and he
nodded. His thumb went back between his lips and the serene smile
showed a disregard for the landmine he casually detonated.

Hana stood with care, her legs tingling. She
smiled at the boy and pointed towards the buffet. “Why don’t you
help yourself to food, Jas?” She glanced at Amy. “If that’s okay
with Mummy?”

Jas looked for his mother’s nod of approval
before weaving towards the food table. The adults surged around him
but he exhibited great courage, his lips lined in grim
determination as he waited his turn and filled a plate. Avid
concentration made the task appear laboured.

Hana’s gaze flicked back to Bodie. Fear
caused a wobble in his fingers as he ran a hand over his handsome
face. His eyes pleaded for mercy and Hana acquiesced. “As long as
we talk another time,” she said, voicing her side of an unspoken
conversation. She raised her eyebrows and he nodded.

“I promise.”

“I’ll hold you to it.” Hana reached out and
hugged him, instant love for the child overriding her
disappointment in Bodie’s behaviour. But the moral high ground made
lonely terrain and Hana watched as Logan worked the room alone. He
thanked people for coming and her heart clenched in fear. She
needed to stop him announcing what they’d done.

“Hey, Bodie.” Hana heard his voice and
Logan’s hand appeared to the side of her.

“Hi, Logan.” Bodie’s teeth ground in his jaw
as he accepted the handshake. “This is nice. I don’t think Mum’s
ever had a birthday party.” Hana dropped her gaze as he delivered
the unnecessary comment. “She’s never wanted one.”

“Oh yeah?” Logan’s reply sounded half-hearted
and Hana tensed. His fingers ran up her spine and onto her shoulder
in an intimate, familiar movement. Bodie missed it, but Amy saw. A
rosy flush lit Hana’s cheeks.

“Can I steal you for a moment?” Logan’s eyes
twinkled with mischief and Hana read the undertone. He didn’t mean
for a moment, but a lifetime. He took Hana’s hand and whisked her
away, leading her to a stage beyond the food tables. Hana watched
Jas’ head bobbing up and down as he leaned forward to inspect the
various offerings. Logan tugged at her fingers.

Hana’s stomach flipped at the foot of the
stairs and she took a ragged breath, trying hard not to look at her
children. “Logan, please don’t,” she begged. “Not now. I can’t do
this.”

“You don’t have to,” Logan replied, turning
to face her, his body twisted on the stairs. “I’ll do the talking.”
His brow furrowed. “I thought you wanted this.”

Hana blew out through pursed lips, panic in
her eyes. “I spent the last eight years explaining everything to my
children in advance,” she gasped. “I can’t shock them this
way.”

Logan cocked his head, strands of dark fringe
flipping into his eyes. “And you did a fantastic job, babe.” He
reached out and stroked her cheek. “They’re just fine. Now it’s
your turn.” He pulled her up the steps after him, strong fingers
cupping her elbow..

“It’s too public,” she hissed, feeling people
staring. “It’s cruel.”

Logan shook his head and tugged her towards
the centre of the stage. “Life is cruel, wahine. But you’re not.
Cruel would be jilting me in my second wedding of the year.” His
smile held pain and Hana’s breath caught in her chest.

“We’re getting married again?” she asked,
understanding dawning.

Logan nodded and raised his eyebrows. “Yep.
Your son-in-law agreed to bless our marriage.”

Hana kept her eyes down, staring at the
beautiful parquet floor. Her flailing fingers tugged at the back of
Logan’s shirt, but he concentrated hard on getting his words right
and ignored her. She suspected he didn’t notice until his other
hand reached around to seize hers and hold it in a crushing grip.
“I don’t need a weggie thanks,” he whispered with a smile.

Silence filled the room and Hana heard her
heartbeat resound in her ears. All faces turned towards her. Only
Jas continued his busyness, choosing sandwiches from the buffet and
munching on a cracker. Hana inhaled as Logan spoke. “I just learned
that Hana’s never had a birthday party,” he said, looking across at
Bodie. “And that it’s not her thing.” Hana gasped and Logan
squeezed her fingers. “So I’ll dispense with the singing of Happy
Birthday on this occasion and cut to the other reason I’ve brought
you from your warm homes to a party in the middle of nowhere.”
Logan drew in a breath and his voice carried across the room. “A
short while ago, I asked Hana to marry me and she said yes.” He
smiled and his grey eyes softened. Hana watched her son’s colour
heighten and swallowed, anticipating trouble. Her hand sweated
against Logan’s.

Marcus stepped up to the stage and the
gathered crowd gasped in realisation. Logan fell silent and Hana
panicked at the spite in Bodie’s eyes. Marcus took over, his tone
steady and cajoling, easing the guests into acceptance. “I’d like
you all to find a seat,” he said, resting his hands on Hana and
Logan’s shoulders and speaking from between them. “And then I’ll
invite you to witness the marriage of Hana Singh Johal and Logan Du
Rose.”

Bodie started walking, his heels clicking
against the wooden floor. Hana swallowed and saw a hand shoot out
to stop him. Alfred Du Rose levered his bent body upright and
halted Hana’s son with the look on his face. He leaned close and
she saw Bodie pale. “What did he tell him?” she hissed at Logan,
her green eyes wild. “What did he say?”

Logan kissed her cheek and put his lips to
her ear. His eyes flashed a warning. “He told him he’s too late,”
he whispered. “And he is. Nobody else needs to know that.”

Marcus waggled his eyebrows and Hana sighed.
“I’m here to bless this marriage in the sight of God,” he began and
Hana clung to his words. “Logan’s family are catholic but have
graciously allowed me to conduct this service.”

She shot a look sideways at Logan and he
smirked. So many things she didn’t know about him.

Hana sought her children’s faces in the
crowd, her heart beating an unhealthy rhythm and making her fight
for breath. Bodie bent to wipe sauce from Jas’ shirt, his face
unreadable. Izzie stared at her with an intentness that freaked
Hana out. She wanted to go to her daughter and reassure her, but
needed to stay on the stage with her new husband and do the first
thing he’d ever asked of her.

Marcus proved his worth as a cleric, engaging
the shocked guests in his brand of pantomime. Hana cringed as he
delivered a marriage service fit for the record books in terms of
speed. “These guys are older than nubile sixteen-year-olds but
their commitment to each other is undeniable,” he said, pausing for
effect. Hana inspected Logan’s black cowboy boots with interest and
felt him squeeze her fingers. “Marriage is for life and I’m
convinced they both understand.” Marcus spoke for a short time and
Hana focused on her breathing pattern, regulating it so the pain in
her chest eased. Marcus’ words brought her back to the moment with
a bump. “So, in the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy
Spirit, Logan and Hana, I bless you and pray it’s not too late for
babies.”

Logan’s jaw dropped in shock and Hana winced.
She daren’t look at her children. “Marcus!” she hissed, watching
his lips twist up in a smirk. He fixed a solid hand on her shoulder
and pinned her in place. “Hana’s new husband has a few words he
wishes to add.” Hana saw her escape route closing and her knees
wobbled. She contemplated kicking both men, but figured she’d
overbalance and entertain everyone in a way she didn’t want.

Logan grappled in his trouser pocket next to
her and Marcus leaned closer. “Stay here a second longer,” he
whispered and Hana groaned. “Behave, woman!” he hissed and winked
at her.

Logan unfolded a piece of paper, smoothing it
out on his thigh. Creased into quarters, the edges looked neat.
Hana glanced over his shoulder and saw his precise, left-handed
script. Logan began with a welcome and his mihimihi. “Tēnā koutou,
tēnā koutou, tēnā tatou katoa.” Hana listened to her husband’s
native language tumble eloquently from his full lips, rolling over
her like a soft sheet. The paper fluttered at his side, not needed
for the familiar detailing of his heritage. “Ko Tainui te waka,” he
said, naming the Tainui as the canoe which carried his forebears.
He listed the river and mountain of his lineage, the natural
landmarks which made him Logan Du Rose. His words strengthened
Hana, those parts of him belonging to her by proxy. He spoke his
native tongue to her in bed, lilting soft words, intoxicating and
ethereal. As warm water, it soothed and refreshed her. Other times
he spoke French, knowing it annoyed her British blood. Hana watched
Logan’s mouth move, fighting the urge to reach up and kiss his
sensitive lips like she did earlier.

Logan’s grey eyes turned in her direction and
Hana jumped and tuned back in. He switched to English and lifted
the paper in front of him. His fingers shook and the paper jerked.
She wanted to tell him to stop, but couldn’t. “Hana, we met
twenty-six years ago on a dirty tube train in the middle of London
and I fell in love with you then. I spent many wasted years looking
for the beautiful redhead and when I gave up and returned home,
there you were.” Logan turned towards her and smiled. “You crawled
around the car park on your knees for the contents of your handbag.
You lost a lipstick and I lost my heart.” He swallowed and Hana
heard the collective titter from the guests. She sensed Bodie’s
animosity from across the room and stared at her shoes. “I tried
all my best stalker antics to get near you and then one day you
just sat next to me.” He turned towards her and lifted their joined
hands. “You’ve made me happier than I ever imagined possible.”

Hana daren’t look at any of the faces below
the stage as everyone’s eyes fixed on her. Logan’s hand betrayed
his nerves, but his voice spoke with confidence into the silence.
“I promise to love and cherish you forever, Hana Du Rose.” He
turned to face her and his grey eyes conveyed his seriousness. “I
want to be the first person you see in the morning and the last one
you see at night. For as long as we’re both alive, I want it to be
as a married couple. I intend to make up for lost time and enjoy
every moment with you. And I promise to tell you every day; you’re
beautiful.”

A tear slipped down Hana’s cheek at the
unexpected bearing of Logan’s soul. It felt raw and touching and
cost him. She saw emotion sparkling in his eyes and gratitude
flooded her. She gulped, knowing she couldn’t better his words but
wanting to at least match them. “You found me and showed me how
much love I still have to give. Thank you for persevering with me.”
Hana gave a shy smile. “I know I didn’t make it easy for you.” She
bit her lip and heard a snort from Peter North. Henrietta slapped
him on the forehead and the sound reverberated around the room. He
rubbed it and she whispered her apologies, causing those nearby to
smirk.

“I appreciate your love and faith in me. I’ll
never let you down, Logan. That’s my promise to you.”

Logan blinked in surprised at Hana’s odd
undertaking. But he didn’t yet know how deep the broken fragments
of her trust were buried. His palms felt warm against her shoulders
as he kissed Hana’s lips, dragging the action out with a sparkle in
his eyes. Everyone clapped and Hana sighed with relief. A hint of
terror surfaced at the thought of approaching Izzie and Bodie and
she forced it back. Marcus read her fear as he moved away and
answered her distress call. He took a step back onto the stage and
whispered into her ear. “Izzie will be fine. It’s me she’s angry
at.” He sighed at Hana’s look of confusion. “Because I knew and
didn’t tell her,” he said. “I’ll get the hiding, not you.” He
smirked and she watched him take heavy steps down to the dance
floor.

Descending from the stage, congratulations
swamped the couple and despite their surprise, the guests seemed
genuine in their enthusiasm. Izzie punished Marcus by forcing him
to carry a heavy, sleeping Elizabeth at the same time as eating his
food. Hana watched them from a distance, anxiety distracting her.
Bodie kissed Hana’s cheek, his face unreadable. He shook Logan’s
hand but the action looked forced. Hana tried to work her son out,
failing as always.

Music began in the background and the volume
of chatter increased to compensate. Pete monopolised Logan, so Hana
moved towards her daughter. Izzie glanced around the room without
seeing, twisting her wedding ring in a nervous action. Hana touched
her shoulder. “I didn’t mean to shock you, Izz,” she whispered.
“I’m sorry.” Her face pinched with fear and she offered her
daughter the untouched glass of Baileys in her hand. Izzie refused
with a shake of her head. “But it’s your favourite. Are you mad at
me?”

Izzie put her head down and covered her face
with her hands. Hana’s heart went into free fall. “I’m sorry, Izz.
It’s not how I meant it to be. I owe you an explanation.
Sweetheart, look at me.”

Izzie sniffed and a tear rolled down her
olive cheek, diving into midair as another replaced it. Hana led
her to a chair, placing the liqueur on the table between them. “Sit
down, Izz,” she said, guilt dulling her green eyes. “It’s all my
fault.” Hana had promised herself she wouldn’t apologise for her
mammoth life choice, hearing her words condemn her as they tumbled
out on an automatic loop.

Izzie sat, the tears coming thicker and
faster. Hana moved alongside, enfolding her daughter in a wordless
embrace. Alfred turned the main lights to low, creating a nightclub
atmosphere. Hana and Izzie found solace in the darkness while he
fought the switch for the strobe. Izzie broke away and searched her
sleeve for a tissue, groaning at the wet patch on Hana’s shoulder.
“I’ve ruined your dress,” she said, her hiccough heralding more
tears.

Hana patted her thigh. “No, you haven’t.
It’ll wash. Mop up and tell me how you feel.”

Marcus walked towards them balancing
Elizabeth. He turned away as he saw Izzie struggling with the
tissue and Hana frowned at the action. He looked back at her and
mouthed something she didn’t catch. She sighed. “I think your
husband’s gone for more tissue,” she said. “Or he’s gone to eat
something in the toilet. I can’t be certain.”

Izzie snorted and blew out the fragile
remains of the tissue. “I hope he hurries.”

Hana waited for her daughter to compose
herself, licking her lips and running through possible questions
and answers. Marcus returned with a whole toilet roll and plopped
it in front of Izzie. He sat next to her as Elizabeth grew
fractious and wriggly. “Can I have a cuddle?” Hana asked, reaching
out.

Marcus’ face morphed into a grin. “Sure,
Hana. Just let me get rid of the baby.”

“Smart ass!” Hana narrowed her eyes and took
Elizabeth, settling her in her lap and kissing the blonde topknot.
She breathed in the sweet smell of baby.

“Hey darlin’, it’ll be ok.” Marcus turned his
attention to Izzie and put his arm around her shoulders.

“I’m not speaking to you!” Izzie snapped,
pushing him away. “How could you keep a secret as big as this?” She
flapped her arms and Marcus ducked.

“Mitigating circumstances,” he replied,
kissing the side of her face and swiping a wedge of toilet roll for
her to mop up with.

Hana cuddled the baby and waited for the
recriminations to start. A glance at Logan found him on the other
side of the room, head bowed as he spoke to Alfred. His neat
backside looked firm in his expensive suit trousers. Muscular
biceps flexed as he patted his father on the shoulder. Izzie
inhaled and Hana tensed. “Mum, I’m pregnant.”

Hana’s concentration snapped back to her
daughter, waiting for the unexpected words to filter into her
brain. She frowned. “I thought you just said you were pregnant.”
Hana smiled, knowing it wasn’t possible. Her gaze flicked across to
Marcus. He smirked and Hana sighed. “The vasectomy didn’t work
then?”

Marcus waggled his eyebrows. “You can’t keep
a good man down.”

“Wow.” Hana kissed Elizabeth’s crown. She
smirked and Marcus narrowed his eyes.

“What?”

Hana shrugged and reached across to take
Izzie’s hand. “I bet that’s a conversation I’m glad I missed.” She
winked at her daughter and Izzie glared at Marcus.

“Mum, at no point did he accuse me of
cheating.”

Marcus frowned and his body jerked upright.
“It never occurred to me. I missed a golden opportunity to
escape.”

“Good,” Hana replied, warning in her
eyes.

Marcus stroked Izzie’s shoulder and
swallowed. Despite the bravado, Hana sensed his fear.

“Congratulations,” she said, injecting
joviality into her voice. “I know Elizabeth’s small and it’s
unexpected, but we’ll pray about it.” She watched her daughter’s
face and realised her secret wedding hardly touched her. Her own
anxieties negated any hostility towards her mother. Hana ached for
her. She put on her mothering hat and responded to a different
situation than the one she expected when she first sat down. “Let’s
explore what you’re afraid of,” she urged, her voice soft. “And
we’ll think of some solutions.”

Hana turned Elizabeth towards her as she
listened, pulling funny faces and rejoicing when the child returned
her smile in a bonny display of gums. Elizabeth gurgled and beat
the air with her tiny fists, leaning backwards into Hana’s palms in
jerky, excited movements. Izzie cried some more and Marcus
explained her anxieties. “There’s a high risk of another child with
disabilities,” he said, his shoulders slumping. He sighed and shook
his head. “I feel I’m betraying Elizabeth speaking about her this
way.” He pressed his fingers to his eyeballs as though attempting
to diminish his emotional pain. “We adore her. She’s perfect to us
and exactly the child ordained to be ours.”

“I know.” Hana’s smile held understanding.
“But her needs are demanding. I know how often Izz visits the
hospital for routine appointments and how much time it takes. It’s
obvious that another pregnancy may compromise her ability to do
that.” Hana smiled at her daughter. “You’re an amazing mother, Izz.
I’m so proud of you. You’ve taken everything in your stride. Having
Elizabeth and then moving south, you’ve done so well. You put your
heart into everything and nobody could ask more of you.”

Izzie sniffed and blew into the tissue again.
“I went to an appointment last week so they could test Beth’s
hearing and I threw up.” Her wail of misery made Marcus widen his
eyes and clutch her closer into his side. Izzie’s eyes ran as she
looked across at Hana. “In the doctor’s sink.” She hiccoughed again
and Hana melted.

“Poor girl. You said nothing.”

“No, you didn’t.” Marcus’ eyes narrowed. “I’m
happy to come to the hospital with you.”

“You work full time,” Izzie complained. She
waved her hand. “It’s as though you work two full time jobs in
reality. You’re at the church at seven in the morning and I’m lucky
if I see you before bedtime.”

Marcus lowered his head and nodded. He turned
to Hana, desperate to explain his neglect. “I’m sorry. Our
congregation is older and many of them need home and hospital
visits. I’ll try harder to put Izzie first from now on.” He
swallowed and Hana saw the guilt in his eyes.

Izzie nodded. “Any new child to cope with
alongside Elizabeth’s demands will be exhausting. The possibility
of another baby with Downs is out of range of my ability to
imagine, let alone plan for.” Izzie blew her nose again.

Marcus darted a nervous look at Hana and she
contemplated being in his shoes for the last few weeks. She guessed
it involved much crying and shouting. His face said he suspected
Izzie was cranking up to another round and he didn’t want a public
repeat. “Let’s talk about this another time,” he suggested, looking
to Hana for backup.

“That’s a good idea,” she agreed. “Let’s not
worry over things we can’t change right this minute.” Hana reached
across and clasped her daughter’s wet, writhing hand in hers,
infusing her with love and security. “It’ll be ok, Izz. Just as it
was before.”

Hana jumped as Jas plonked his plate on the
table next to her. He clambered onto a chair and sat on his knees,
pulling a sausage roll apart and popping the pastry into his mouth.
In between swallowing, his thumb found its way between his lips and
it seemed hard for him to decide which he needed most. Hana’s heart
quailed at the complete lack of recognition in Izzie’s face and
recognised another situation brewing. It became too late to head it
off as the boy turned towards Hana. “Granny, is that my baby
too?”

Hana took a deep breath, concentrating all
her energy on the child to avoid looking at Izzie or Marcus. “Yes,”
she replied, turning Elizabeth towards him so he could see her
better. “Do you like her? Her name’s Elizabeth.”

Jas popped his thumb in his mouth, watching
the baby with interest. He answered like a politician, giving his
answer great consideration. “Yes,” he said. “I love her heaps and
heaps. It’s my job to look after her forever. We’s cousins. I have
a mummy and a daddy now, aye?” He fought a gooey egg sandwich which
leaked over his fingers. With a look of disgust, he discarded it
onto the tablecloth, “I’m gonna tell Jarad Smith all about my new
fambly on Monday when I go back to kindy. He’s got no daddy
neither. He’s gonna get jealous.” After another suck of his thumb
he leaned his face into Hana’s. “Would it be okay if Jarad shared
her?” Jas pointed at Elizabeth. “I don’t want him to stop
being my friend, but he ain’t sharin’ my new dad.”

Hana smiled and nodded, still not getting eye
contact with Izzie. Jas seemed oblivious to the chaos he wreaked
every time he opened his mouth. Chaos laced with cuteness. “Do you
want to see my bestest chicken spot?” he offered, “It’s in my hair.
Look.”

“It’s too dark in here,” Hana said, smirking.
“Maybe later?”

Jas nodded with enthusiasm and picked around
on his plate for a while. Bored, he abandoned it in a sea of crumbs
and detritus, making a beeline for his mother. He wove across the
dance floor like a drunk.

Hana felt the tension without looking. It
hung over their small table like a fog. Marcus smirked but Izzie’s
face held savage betrayal. “Seems to be a day for secrets,” she
spat. Glancing sideways at her husband, she narrowed her eyes. “I
bet you knew, didn’t you?”

Marcus patted his chest. “Penitent privilege,
my dearest. What’s told in the confessional is sacred.”

“You don’t have a confessional!” Izzie
snapped and Marcus laughed and nudged her arm.

“Can I just remind you of your own secret, my
love? The small matter of the wee bun in your oven.”

“Different,” Izzie maintained. “Not the same
at all.”

Marcus wiggled his eyebrows at Hana and she
shook her head. “You seem to be everyone’s confidante,” she said
with a smile. The expression faded from her face, leaving her
complexion pale. He couldn’t know everything. She hoped not. A wave
of fear came from nowhere, snaking up her spine as the memories
returned. Hana swallowed and concentrated on the child in her
arms.

Logan’s hand on her shoulder brought instant
comfort and Hana sensed the dark cloud move aside at his bidding.
“Please may I have the first dance with my wife?” he asked, his
tone tender.

Hana smiled up at him and nodded with relief.
“I’d love to,” she replied.

A slow, romantic song crooned from the
speakers either side of the stage and Logan led Hana onto a dance
floor teeming with coloured spots of moving light. He held her
close and edged her around the parquet floor. The sound of clapping
and wolf whistling from their gathered friends drowned out the
music during the first bars and quieted as other couples joined
them. Hana heard the click of cameras and saw occasional flashes of
light. She cuddled into Logan’s chest, enjoying his proximity and
the clean, musky scent surrounding him.

Logan bent his body into hers, holding her
around her waist with his hands clasped in the small of her back.
She felt his fingers brush sensuously across the bones of her spine
and shivered. “That wasn’t so bad was it?” he asked, his cheek
against hers so she could hear him over the music which Alfred
cranked up to a deafening volume. “Nobody fainted or ran out.”
Logan raised his eyebrows, seeking endorsement like a child.

“No. Nobody ran out.” Hana winced and glanced
across at her son. His jaw looked fixed and Amy sat next to him
cradling Jas. “I’m sure there’s still time.” She sighed and Logan
smoothed his palms across her back. Her cheek nuzzled into his
chest, feeling his heart beat through the tight shirt. She’d gained
two extra grandchildren in the space of an evening, but the news
would keep until later.

The first song ended and the next began.
Logan kept hold of Hana, his breath warm on her cheek as they moved
to the music, bodies pressed together in intimate closeness. She
resisted the urge to slide her hand up his shirt now she knew what
delights lay beneath.

A gentle Scots voice interrupted, “May I cut
in?” Angus smiled as he held out his hand to Hana and Logan nodded,
his eyebrow quirking upwards in amusement.

“Just this once,” he warned, bowing to them
both and leaving the dance floor. He looked back and winked at
Hana, not moving much further before guests encircled him, seeking
gossip to take back to the staffroom.

Angus took both Hana’s hands and they resumed
the dance as the music changed to another slow, melodic tune.
Miriam wrestled the controls away from her trigger happy husband
and resumed order. She set the volume to a more bearable decibel
level and shooed him away. Pete ensnared Logan’s reluctant sister
and danced some hideous boogie at her feet, his eyes on the same
level as her breasts. She didn’t look amused but used her presence
on the dance floor to shoot occasional, spiteful glances in Hana’s
direction. The chilling expression made her blood run cold.

“I hope you’ll both be very happy.” Angus
dragged Hana’s attention back to him, his expression sincere. The
look in his eyes spoke of wistfulness. “Is it such a massive thing,
starting again?”

Hana held his gaze, her nod just a hint of
movement. “Yes,” she replied. “Bigger than massive.” Her mind cast
back to the afternoon after Vik’s death when Angus appeared fresh
from his own grief, urging her to do nothing for a full year. He
advised her to live with her memories until she’d dealt with them.
“I waited as you suggested,” she said, her voice soft. “But I
didn’t realise I’d got stuck waiting.”

Angus tilted his head as though testing the
gravity of her wisdom. “Oh.” His face reflected his intensity as he
hung onto every syllable, assessing his own journey through loss.
“I think I may be stuck too.” His orange brows knitted in
concentration and regret. “I wasn’t a good husband,” he said,
biting his lower lip. “I wonder if I’m stuck in a pattern of guilt.
What do you think?”

Hana gaped in surprise. “You and Iris loved
each other. I can’t imagine she’d want you to live your life alone,
not if it made you unhappy. Do what you think is best.”

She saw the desperation in his eyes as he
leaned closer. “But is it possible to love someone else as much as
them, or do we settle for second best?” He asked the question and
then cringed as the words emerged. Angus flapped his hand. “Don’t
answer that. It’s none of my business whether you love Logan as
much as you loved your wonderful Vikram. Forget I asked.” His
freckled face pinked to a painful hue and Hana winced at his
embarrassment.

“We’re friends, Angus. You can ask me that. I
can tell you it’s different.” She stared at the floor as though the
answer might be written there. “I hero worshipped Vik. He was a
year older and yet, to some extent he parented me and the gap felt
greater than twelve months. I’m older than Logan but feel more of
an equal. He affects me in ways Vik never did. If I’ve learned one
thing these last few months, it’s not to compare them.” Her mind
wandered to Logan’s expert lovemaking and a smirk lifted the
corners of her lips. She sighed. “There’s no roadmap to being a
widow or widower, Angus. All we can do is walk the path and see
where it leads.”

Angus nodded, the action slow and deliberate.
“I suspected I’d pushed you too hard. I encouraged you to let go of
Achilles Rise and then everything seemed to go wrong for you.”

“No.” Hana shook her head, the fear of the
blonde man returning for the first time in days. “That’s nothing to
do with my relationship with Logan. It started before I met
him.”

Angus leaned closer, his breath soft on her
face. “But it intensified after.”

Hana gaped and her breath locked in her
chest. “What do you mean?”

“Nothing.” Angus seized her wrist and forced
her into a twirl beneath his arm. A sharp pain ran up Hana’s arm
and the partial healing felt undone. When she crashed back into his
chest with a cry, he looked sorry. “Apologies,” he said, his eyes
flashing a warning. “Be careful, Hana. If you ever need help, you
know where I am.”

Hana opened her mouth and gaped at him in
shock, unable to find the right words. Angus clicked his heels
together and bowed like a fine Scottish gentleman. Then he left her
standing in the centre of the dance floor alone.

Pete spotted the vacancy and boogied across
to her, poking a finger up his bulbous nose. When he reached out
for Hana, she pushed his hand away. “Don’t even think about it!”
she snapped.

“Liza dumped me.” Pete shimmied his hips and
looked ready to lay an egg. Hana took a step back. “She terrifies
me,” he added.

Hana nodded and looked around for Logan,
seeing him standing next to his brother. Liza Du Rose hovered
nearby as though waiting for an audience. Anger flitted across her
attractive features.

Hana watched the strobe lighting twist and
turn on the parquet at her feet and wondered if Angus’ behaviour
reflected jealousy. She’d escaped widowhood and he remained stuck
in it alone. Pete continued to gyrate in front of her and a sudden
tug on Hana’s dress made her start. She looked into the eyes of her
new grandson as he stared up at her, arms outstretched. “Dance?” he
demanded, bouncing from foot to foot in anticipation.

“I’m figuring you hit the buffet table
again?” Hana smiled at his eagerness. Jas grinned back through a
mouth which bore the unmistakable signs of chocolate. A dribble of
cola ran into the sauce stain on his shirt.

“I didn’t hit nothing,” his said, his
expression showing fake affront. “It’s naughty.”

Hana bopped and shook with him for the next
few minutes until he went a disgusting shade of pale green and
clapped his hand over his mouth. At the perfect moment, Amy arrived
and hastened him off to find a bathroom before the inevitable
happened. They reappeared a while later with Jas looking better. He
sat on his mother’s knee and fell asleep.

Hana danced with numerous guests, all wanting
to know the fine details of her relationship with Logan. Henrietta
slapped her on the back and sent her sprawling into Pete. “I didn’t
know you’d met Logan in London!” she yelled over the music. “How
romantic.”

“Yes, very.” Hana picked herself up and
staggered to the side of the dance floor. Her gaze roved the room
for Logan and she saw him in deep discussion with his sister. His
face displayed anger and Hana cringed and avoided them. She
observed her son as he sat next to Amy. Hurt and confusion marred
her green eyes. The existence of the little boy ached like a raw
wound, reminding her of the huge chunk of his life she’d missed.
“Tonight isn’t the right time,” she whispered to herself.

“Pardon?” Logan’s kiss on her neck made her
jump and Hana turned.

“Your sister hates me.” Her brows narrowed in
fear and Logan stroked her cheek.

“Liza likes nobody. Don’t let her bother
you.” Soft fingers on her shoulder caressed the line of Hana’s
dress and she sighed, pleasure reminding her nothing else
mattered.

“Happy wedding day, beautiful.” Logan’s
gentle kiss alighted on her cheek. He wrapped his arms around her
and breathed out a contented sigh. “Who’s the wee boy with
Bodie?”

“Tell you later.” Hana’s reply sounded
guarded. Logan leaned back to study the sadness in her face.

“Okay,” he whispered, not needing to see the
flash of warning in her eyes to know to leave the subject alone.
“What do you want? Food or dance?” His easy smile pulled Hana from
her turmoil.

“I’d love a glass of wine, please,” she
asked.

Hana danced with Alfred and accepted his
kiss. “Welcome to the insane branch of the Du Rose family,
kōtiro.”

“Thank you for the party,” Hana replied. “I
feel guilty for the deception.” She waved her arm to take in the
beautifully decorated ballroom.

Alfred laughed. “Logan rang at the start of
last week. We thought he wanted to throw youse a birthday party.
We’ve even got a gift.”

Hana’s face flushed in shame as she muttered
thanks. “It is my birthday in a few days’ time,” she reassured
him.

Alfred leaned in and whispered, “Miriam
sensed something was goin’ on. She’s been excited ever since the
boy phoned. And she liked you when Logan brought youse home.” His
face darkened. “She thought she’d messed somethin’ up for him.”

Hana gulped and her face paled, remembering
the awkward conversation. Alfred cocked his head at her
imperceptible nod. “Logan knew things about me I didn’t expect,”
she said, her voice wavering. “It took me by surprise.” She
banished the vision of the fourteen-year-old Logan, feeling a flush
of desire as she caught his gaze across the crowded room. Logan’s
lips tilted upwards on one side and he winked.

Hana pouted, offering her husband a pair of
sensual lips ripe for kissing. Pete’s head popped up midpoint
between them and his eyes widened at Hana’s intercepted offer of
intimacy. “Oh,” he said, looking wrong-footed. “What about
Henrietta and Logan?”

Hana snorted and Alfred asked her if she felt
okay. “I’m fine thanks,” she replied. “But Logan wants me for a
moment.” She excused herself and walked across the room towards her
new husband. The thought of being one of a pair gave her immense
pleasure. Logan met her half way and pulled her into his arms.

“Hey, babe. My bro’ and big sis want to meet
you officially.” He turned Hana towards the imposing Du Roses and
led her forward. Her walk slowed and she eyed the carbon copies of
Logan, overwhelmed by their height and grace. Nervousness robbed
her of thinking time between the questions Logan’s sister fired at
her and Hana spluttered out answers like she stood in a witness
box.

Intimidating and abrupt, Liza cross examined
her, grey eyes filled with venom. She leaned in close to Hana. “We
thought we’d come to check you out. We didn’t realise he’d already
married you.” She made no attempt at pleasantries. “If you hurt
him, I’ll make you sorry!”

Hana’s eyes widened and she took a step back,
the night tilting out of control at an alarming rate. She saw no
twinkle in the grey eyes, no hint of joking in the austere
features. Liza meant every word. Hana chose not to pursue the
conversation, gripping Logan’s fingers in hers and facing his
brother instead. Liza’s eyes bored into the side of Hana’s face. A
power dresser, she resembled Miriam in her facial features. She
reached a long arm across Hana and ruffled Logan’s hair, treating
him as the little brother and staking her claim against Hana. “You
only just met me,” Hana whispered. “You can’t have formed a
judgement already!”

“Oh, can’t I?” Liza spoke without moving her
lips or teeth, creating an action filled with menace. Hana’s
righteous indignation died an instant death and when Logan went to
fetch another drink, Liza hit her with another barrage of pointed
questions.

“What do you actually do for a living?”

“How did your first husband die?”

“Did he leave you well provided for?”

“What’s your interest in my brother?”

There seemed no end to Liza’s inquisition and
the questions became more personal. Hana’s snippy retorts stumbled
from her lips without effect because if Liza realised she’d
offended her, she didn’t care.

Hana paused mid-sentence, trying to avoid
discussing her financial solvency with a stranger. Logan pushed a
glass of red wine into her fingers and blocked Liza. “Leave it!” he
commanded. Animosity oozed from his flashing eyes and Hana caught a
whiff of what brewed beneath the guise of happy families. She felt
the tension in them both hike to frightening proportions and it
made her head ache.

“You’re being a fool!” Liza spat and Logan
widened his eyes in warning.

“I know what I’m doing,” he hissed. Liza
pouted and the salvo of inappropriate questions stemmed. The look
she gave Logan alerted Hana to some reason beneath her
questioning.

“Don’t come crying to me when she’s ruined
you!” she spat and moved off towards the buffet table.

Hana opened her mouth to demand an
explanation from Logan but Michael stepped forward and engaged her
in conversation. From the corner of her eye, Hana watched Logan
struggle for control, his body ramrod straight next to hers. “I
understand you work at a secondary school.” Affability flowered in
Michael Du Rose’s face and Hana relaxed. A natural flirt, he
diminished her anxiety and drew her into the conversation. Liza’s
barb loosened its grip and Michael’s easy nature smoothed away the
discomfort. Only Logan failed to let go, watching his brother
through suspicious, narrowed eyes.

“Where do you work?” Hana asked.

Michael’s handsome face broke into a smile.
Broader than Logan, they otherwise resembled a matched pair side by
side. But where Logan seemed dark and brooding, Michael behaved
with open friendliness. “I’ve worked at Auckland’s Emergency Room
for the last ten years. I decided to go into medicine when I was
twelve.” His eyes flicked towards Logan and back to Hana. “I held
someone’s intestines in their split guts with my hands and enjoyed
the adrenaline rush.” He threw his head back and laughed but Hana
cringed.

“That sounds painful,” she said, siding with
the victim. “Did they recover?”

Michael smirked and nodded. “Yeah. Lost a few
metres of it but they recovered.”

Hana shivered. “That’s a horrid work story.
My worst one is probably a paper cut.”

Michael laughed again and Hana’s smile
drooped at the sight of Liza returning.

“Hey sis,” he said to Liza as she pulled a
sausage roll apart with her fingers. “How’s life out at Mission
Bay?”

“Fine,” she grunted, feeding the crumbled
remains through painted lips. Michael winked at Hana, his grey eyes
sizing her up. Something about the look made the breath stutter in
her chest. She knew in that moment he’d traded a wedding band for a
steady procession of conquests. It made her nervous. Plainly used
to dealing with drunks and rowdy, injured parties, he placated Liza
with a well-timed question about her latest case and turned her
attention away from Hana.

Logan inclined his head in a look of
gratitude and pulled her away with a firm hand in the small of her
back. “Sorry,” he whispered. “I should’ve realised she’d go in for
the kill.”

“Why?” Hana’s eyes widened in fear and the
answer met her in Logan’s eyes. “Oh. Because of Caroline?”

Logan inhaled as an irritated snort. “Please,
let’s not talk about her today.”

Hana nodded in agreement but the Du Rose
family dynamic perplexed her. She gleaned from the short but
painful conversation with Liza that she and Caroline Marsh were
friends. It rattled her. A family connection to Logan hindered her
ability to expunge the woman from their lives and gave Caroline a
reason to stick around. She wished for Rory’s return like a
shopaholic craving shoes. Caroline might remain at the school, but
at least she’d leave Hana’s office.

She cast around the room, looking for
familiar faces and confused when she didn’t see them. “Where’s Rory
and Sheila?” she asked, peering into the strobing gloom.

Logan halted at the edge of the dance floor.
“I invited them.” He shrugged. “I called Rory and he said they’d
come.”

“That’s weird.” Hana narrowed her brows.
“Sheila loves a good party. I hope nothing’s wrong.”

“Hana, Hana, dance with me?” Pete snatched up
her arm and whisked her away from Logan. She managed to hand over
the wine glass before Pete yanked her back into the throng of
dancers. She realised too late he hadn’t offered out of any desire
to spend time with her, but because a member of the sports
department frolicked behind them with Henrietta. Both looked worse
for wear.

After Pete stepped on her feet four times,
Hana left him doing his loose-armed impression of John Travolta
alone in the middle of the floor. She found space at a circular
table and a waitress offered a tray of drinks as soon as she sat
down. “Thank you,” Hana said, giving the teenager a smile.

“You’re welcome, Mrs Du Rose,” the girl
replied and Hana gaped in surprise. Gwynne watched her from across
the table and laughed.

“You’ll need to get used to that.” He patted
his new wife’s hand on the tablecloth and she beamed up at him.

“I love being Mrs Jeffs,” she replied with a
coy smile.

“I suppose I will.” Hana pushed the glass of
wine in a circle using the stem. “I like how it sounds.”

The new Mrs Jeffs grinned. “It suits
you.”

They turned their attention to the dance
floor as Pete’s antics drove the other dancers away, including
Henrietta and the sports teacher. “Whatever happened with that
incident?” Gwynne asked, breaking into the silence as Pete moved on
to the ‘Chicken Dance.’

“Which incident?” Hana asked and Gwynne’s
eyes widened.

“You mean there were more than just the
mugging? Oh yeah, I guess there was the broken windscreen too.” He
turned to explain to his wife. “A woman and male teenager attacked
Hana in the chapel car park after work one night. They tried to
snatch her handbag. I was at a cricket meeting and we managed to
grab the boy.”

“That’s awful!” Her eyes widened in sympathy.
“I didn’t know.”

“Oh,” Hana waved her hand in dismissal. “The
police didn’t contact me about that again. It disappeared into the
ether, like everything else that happens to me.” She leaned
forward. “Did you know my car went missing a few weeks later?”

“No!” Gwynne sat back in his chair, surprise
in his eyes. “I assumed you changed it for the big off-roader.”

Hana shook her head. “That’s Logan’s. I
borrowed it. I’ve replaced it now with a Honda. The cops don’t know
where my other one went. It disappeared from the garage I
contracted to mend the bumper.”

“Bumper?” Gwynne’s eyebrows joined in the
middle. “What did you do to the bumper?”

Hana swallowed. Her catalogue of incidents
seemed ludicrous and unbelievable. The happiness of her marriage
lost its glow as she overwrote it with misery. She couldn’t let
that happen. “Just a minor ding.” She dismissed it with a casual
wave of her hand. “But you guys caught the boy who mugged me,
didn’t you?” she asked. “I wonder what happened to him.”

Gwynne snorted and sat back in his chair.
“Court. Or at least I’d hope so. Nice kid. Terrible home life. I’m
not sure who paid his fees, but they wanted something better for
him than becoming a criminal. Mind you, when they come from that
kind of background, they often regress into it.”

Hana gaped. “You know him?”

“Didn’t you?” Gwynne rubbed his face in
confusion. He shrugged in dismissal. “I assumed you did but perhaps
he never ventured into your part of the school. I acted as the Year
9 dean in his first year so I saw him a lot. Stupid kid. Heaps of
potential wasted.”

Hana started with such violence, the drink
slopped from her glass and onto the table. She watched the liquid
pool; concentration etched into her face. Gwynne’s wife mopped at
it with a napkin. “This isn’t the right time to discuss it,” she
chided him. “Not on Hana’s wedding day.”

“Sorry.” Gwynne winced. “I didn’t think.”

Hana shook her head. “It’s fine. An Old Boy
of the school. I never saw that coming.”

Gwynne’s wife made her excuses and headed to
the bathroom. He leaned forward to apologise. “Just forget it,” he
said. “It sounds like your car became a liability and it’s gone
now.”

Hana nodded and let him believe it, wishing
she could too.


CHAPTER TWO

 


Logan and Hana bid their guests goodbye as
the evening drew to a close and most of them travelled back to
Auckland or Hamilton. Izzie seemed calmer as she and Hana hugged
goodbye. “Where are you staying?” Hana asked, kissing Elizabeth’s
sleeping face.

“We’ll drive up to Drury. It’s half an hour
from here.” Izzie smiled. “Marcus’ parents haven’t seen Beth since
we moved south, so we’ll spend tonight with them and fly home
tomorrow.”

“Thank you for coming.” Hana’s face
crumpled. “I appreciate how hard it is with a baby.”

“You’re worth it.” Izzie’s smile held a
panicked quality and Hana’s heart clenched.

She brushed her daughter’s hair away from
her caramel forehead. “Let me know if there’s anything I can do to
help.”

Marcus squeezed Hana’s arm as he kissed her
cheek, giving her a knowing look which summed up the unspoken
promise to look after Isobel. “Goodbye, Mrs Du Rose,” he said and
smirked. “Bless ya.”

The staff from school left in dribs and
drabs, uttering their congratulations. Logan kept his arm around
Hana. “If I was a betting man, I’d wager everyone knows about our
wedding before staff briefing on Monday,” he whispered.

Hana’s eyes narrowed in dreaded anticipation.
Ethel Bowman’s flaccid face and multiple chins wafted across her
inner vision wearing a look of victory. The issue of Caroline’s
rage followed a close second.

“What’s wrong?” Logan sensed her anxiety and
his grip tightened.

“Oh, just imagining Ethel Bowman’s reaction.
She’ll want to know why she wasn’t invited and then she’ll move
onto claiming it as a matchmaking victory.”

Logan shrugged. “That’s easy. Tell her I
organised the whole thing and she’s welcome to moan at me if she
wants. We both know she wouldn’t dare.” Logan took Hana’s fingers
in his and smoothed the skin surrounding her new wedding ring. “Let
her hear from someone else how I’ve known and loved you for
decades. Who cares?”

“Guess so.” Hana smiled and rested her chin
against his shirt, smiling up at him through relieved green eyes.
“I’ll send her to you then, shall I?” She didn’t ask who she should
send an apoplectic Caroline to.

“For sure.” Logan kissed the end of Hana’s
nose. “You now have access to the most useful words in the English
dictionary.”

“What are they?” Hana cocked her head to one
side like a little bird.

Logan narrowed his grey eyes and adopted a
somber expression. “My husband wouldn’t like it.” He delivered the
line with a sexy lift of his lips.

Hana snorted. “Oh that’s awesome. I forgot
about that sentence. Did you know there are others too?”

“There are?”

“Yeah.” Hana nodded with confidence. “There’s
heaps. ‘I must check with my husband,’ and, ‘I think my husband has
plans for that weekend.’ There’s a whole range to choose from.” She
sighed. “It’s gonna be amazing.”

“Steady on!” Logan snorted. “You can’t use me
as the get-out for everything, woman.”

“I can and will.” Hana smiled with
satisfaction. She glanced at her watch. “Gosh, we’ll get back to
Culver’s Cottage really late.”

“I booked us a room,” Logan whispered,
pressing his body into hers and moving his lips across the skin
under Hana’s earlobe.

“Aw that’s so thoughtful,” she breathed. “But
what about poor Tiger? He must be going out of his kitty mind
cooped up at home.”

“It’s ok Mum,” Bodie interjected, seeking the
newlyweds out to say goodbye. “I’m staying at your place tonight.
He’ll be fine. I checked on him earlier when I drove to get
Amy.”

“Oh, thank you.” Hana’s expression flooded
with relief.

“Yeah.” Bodie slanted his eyes and shot Logan
a look of challenge. “We’ll talk when you get back. What time are
you leaving tomorrow?”

“I’m not sure.” Hana glanced back at Logan
and saw his jaw flex. He moved away to help his father dismantle a
trestle table which fought the old man with its spindly metal
legs.

“Watch your fingers Dad!” Logan took the
table from his father and collapsed it. He tuned back in to Hana’s
body language whilst folding the next table. She looked tense. From
Bodie’s uncomfortable expression, Logan saw the conversation going
downhill and hovered between involving himself and staying out of
it. Hana’s fingers clenched as she stood facing her son, releasing
as he leaned in and kissed her cheek. She smiled and Logan exhaled
the breath clogging up his chest.

She disappeared outside with Bodie and his
companions, returning to the ballroom shivering. “It’s frosty
already,” she announced. The table Alfred rolled across the parquet
floor wobbled on its circular edge, threatening to squash him if he
made a wrong move.

“First of many,” Alfred called back, rolling
the table into the cupboard. It picked up speed as it went through
the double doors and a deafening crash followed. “Oh shit!” came
the muffled voice. “Forgot that was there.”

Logan ignored the banging and crashing from
inside the cupboard and the sound of Alfred talking to a number of
chairs and one round, stubborn table. He pushed his arms around
Hana’s shaking body and linked his fingers across her breasts.
“Geez you’re cold. What was that all about with your son?” He kept
the question light but Hana felt his anxiety.

She shrugged. “He wanted to talk. He said
it’s urgent. I usually drop everything and listen, but I don’t know
when we’ll be home tomorrow. He doesn’t like not having me on speed
dial anymore.”

“We shouldn’t be late,” Logan replied,
rubbing her back to warm her. “Will he wait?”

Hana sighed. “I don’t know, Loge. Maybe.
Maybe not.”

“Sorry.” Logan’s breath felt warm against her
neck and Hana pulled him closer. “When I asked Bodie to check the
cat on Friday night, I expected him to come to the party alone.
What’s the story with that little kid? Is it some deep, dark Johal
secret?”

“You could say that.” Hana rolled her eyes
and jerked at the sound of another deafening crash and a yell from
Alfred.

“Sorry.” Logan let go of her and raced
towards the cupboard.

In the kitchen later, Miriam held a cold
compress to Alfred’s head and chastised him. “How many times have I
told you to leave those damn tables alone? The staff have no
trouble with them. It’s just you!”

“There’s a knack to it!” His attempt to
defend himself played into her hands.

“Yes,” she retorted, brandishing the compress
like a brick. “And you don’t have it!”

The wounded soldier sat on a chair in the
warm kitchen, sulking as his wife examined the bruise on his head
and poured brandy into a small tumbler. Alfred reached for it and
received a slap on the back of his head. “Not for you,” Miriam
snapped. “It’s for me. For my bad nerves, which you get on!”

Alfred’s bottom lip protruded in a childish
display of attention seeking and Hana watched in fascination as
Miriam capitulated. She poured three more glasses and pushed one of
them across, not near enough to show forgiveness, but enough to
make him reach. Alfred downed it
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