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Introduction

Love can heal. 

Love can protect. 

But love can also uncover truths that were never meant to be found. 

The Truth Between Kisses is a story of romance, betrayal, courage and redemption. It explores the strength of trust when every secret threatens to destroy it, and reminds us that even in the darkest moments, love has the power to guide us home. 

Thank you for choosing this journey. 

I hope it keeps you turning the pages until the very last chapter. 

— Brad H. 
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Chapter 1: A New Beginning

The first rays of the morning sun painted Sydney Harbour in shades of gold, making the water shimmer like scattered diamonds. Ferries glided across the harbour with effortless grace while joggers filled the promenade, their footsteps blending with the distant cries of seagulls. It was the sort of morning that promised endless possibilities. 

Ethan Carter stood on the balcony of their new apartment, a mug of coffee warming his hands. He watched the city awaken beneath him, unable to believe how much his life had changed in only a few months. 

Marriage had a strange way of changing the meaning of ordinary things. 

A cup of coffee tasted better when someone else had made it. Silence felt comforting instead of lonely. Even unpacking endless cardboard boxes somehow became enjoyable when laughter echoed through the rooms. 

Behind him, soft footsteps crossed the polished timber floor. 

"You've already stolen my coffee again, haven't you?" Amelia teased. 

Ethan turned with a grin. "Only because yours always tastes better." 

Amelia folded her arms, pretending to be annoyed. Her dark auburn hair was still untidy from sleep, and she wore one of Ethan's oversized shirts instead of her own clothes. Somehow, she looked more beautiful than she had on their wedding day. 

"You realise," she said, "that marriage doesn't automatically entitle you to drink my coffee." 

"I thought that was written somewhere in the vows." 

She laughed. 

"No, that was the part where you promised to stop leaving your socks everywhere." 

"Guilty." 

She walked over, resting beside him on the balcony. For a while neither of them spoke. The city stretched before them, alive with movement yet peaceful from a distance. 

"I still can't believe we're really here," Amelia whispered. 

"Neither can I." 

Only six weeks earlier, they had been living in Melbourne, surrounded by familiar streets and family. Ethan had accepted an exciting position with one of Sydney's leading architectural firms, and together they had decided to begin married life somewhere completely new. 

It had been a leap of faith. 

So far, it felt like the right one. 

"What are you thinking about?" Amelia asked. 

He smiled softly. 

"That this feels like the beginning of everything." 

She slipped her fingers through his. 

"I hope we never forget this feeling." 

"We won't." 

Neither of them knew how fragile happiness could be. 

Inside the apartment, unopened boxes still lined the hallway. Their wedding photographs leaned against the wall, waiting to be hung. Books were stacked on the dining table beside Amelia's laptop and notebooks. 

As an investigative journalist, Amelia carried stories everywhere she went. She noticed details other people overlooked. Ethan often joked that she could solve mysteries simply by watching people for five minutes. 

She insisted it wasn't a talent. 

"It comes from listening," she always replied. 

After breakfast they continued unpacking. 

Ethan carefully removed framed sketches from protective wrapping while Amelia organised shelves with almost obsessive precision. 

"You've alphabetised the books." 

"It makes sense." 

"It makes no sense." 

"It makes perfect sense." 

"You frighten me." 

She threw a cushion at him. 

It bounced harmlessly off his shoulder. 

"That's assault." 

"No," she answered sweetly. "That's marriage." 

Their laughter filled the apartment once again. 

Later that morning, Ethan's phone rang. 

His manager, Daniel Reeves. 

"Morning, Ethan. Sorry to disturb your day off." 

"Not at all." 

"I've got something interesting." 

Ethan listened carefully. 

The firm had secured a prestigious contract to design a luxury coastal resort north of Sydney. It was the sort of project architects dreamed about. 

"We'd like you involved from the beginning." 

Ethan's eyes widened. 

"Seriously?" 

"You impressed everyone with your harbour redevelopment proposal." 

"I'd love to." 

"We're holding an informal dinner this Friday. Clients, investors and a few industry partners. Bring your wife." 

"Thank you. We'll be there." 

After ending the call, Ethan found Amelia arranging flowers in a vase. 

"I've got news." 

She raised an eyebrow. 

"The good kind?" 

"The very good kind." 

He explained everything. 

Amelia hugged him tightly. 

"I knew they'd recognise how talented you are." 

"I've only been there two weeks." 

"Exactly." 

"You always believe in me." 

"Someone has to." 

"You make it sound like nobody else does." 

She kissed his forehead. 

"They're simply slower than I am." 

The afternoon drifted peacefully by. 

They wandered through the Rocks Market, sampling handmade chocolates and browsing local artwork. Street musicians performed beneath old sandstone buildings while tourists photographed every corner. 

Everything felt wonderfully ordinary. 

If anyone had told Ethan that this quiet Saturday would become one of the last peaceful days of his life, he would have laughed. 

As evening settled over Sydney, the city lights reflected across the harbour. 

They stopped near the Opera House steps, watching ferries cross the water. 

Amelia leaned against him. 

"What do you think we'll be doing in ten years?" 

He thought for a moment. 

"Still arguing over coffee." 

She smiled. 

"And?" 

"Living somewhere near the ocean." 

"A dog?" 

"Definitely." 

"Children?" 

"If we're lucky." 

She looked up into his eyes. 

"I think we already are." 

He kissed her gently. 

Neither noticed the man standing across the road. 

He appeared to be speaking on his mobile phone, but his eyes never left the couple. 

He watched them laugh. 

He watched them embrace. 

Then he quietly took a photograph. 

Moments later he disappeared into the growing crowd, leaving behind nothing except the feeling that somewhere, unseen, the first move in a dangerous game had already been made. 

I'd be glad to continue the novel. 

Monday arrived with the familiar rush of commuters pouring through Sydney's streets. The weekend had vanished almost too quickly, leaving Ethan and Amelia adjusting to the rhythm of their new lives. 

Ethan stood in front of the bedroom mirror, straightening his navy tie for what felt like the third time. 

"You're nervous," Amelia said from the doorway, holding two slices of toast. 

"I'm not nervous." 

She smiled knowingly. 

"You've tied and untied that tie three times." 

"I'm making sure it looks right." 

"No," she replied, walking over to fix the knot in one smooth movement. "You're making sure you don't look nervous." 

He laughed. 

"Is it that obvious?" 

"Only to your wife." 

She brushed an imaginary speck of dust from his jacket before kissing him lightly. 

"You'll do brilliantly." 

Those simple words settled his racing thoughts more effectively than anything else. 

As Ethan drove towards the glass towers of Sydney's business district, he couldn't shake the feeling that this project might change his career. Designing a luxury coastal resort wasn't just another assignment—it was an opportunity to establish his reputation. 

The headquarters of Hartwell Architecture overlooked Darling Harbour, its reception area filled with modern sculptures and floor-to-ceiling windows. 

Daniel Reeves greeted him with a warm handshake. 

"Ready for your first strategy meeting?" 

"I hope so." 

"You'll be fine. Just be yourself." 

Inside the conference room, architects, engineers and investors discussed concepts, budgets and environmental approvals. Ethan listened carefully, occasionally offering ideas that earned approving nods. 

When he suggested incorporating natural sandstone and native Australian landscaping into the design, one of the investors leaned forward. 

"I like that," the man said. "Luxury doesn't have to ignore nature." 

Daniel smiled quietly. 

By lunchtime, Ethan felt more confident than he had expected. 

As the meeting ended, Daniel caught up with him. 

"One more thing." 

"Yes?" 

"The investors are hosting a private sailing weekend in the Whitsundays next month." 

Ethan looked surprised. 

"A holiday?" 

"Partly. Mostly networking. Relaxed atmosphere, good conversations. Many long-term partnerships begin outside meeting rooms." 

"And Amelia is invited?" 

"Absolutely. The spouses are encouraged to come." 

Daniel handed him an elegant cream-coloured envelope. 

"The hosts are Damien and Olivia Blackwood." 

Ethan thanked him before slipping the invitation into his briefcase. 

Across the city, Amelia sat inside the bustling newsroom of The Sydney Chronicle. Although she had only recently transferred from Melbourne, she already felt at home among ringing telephones, clattering keyboards and the constant buzz of breaking stories. 

Her editor, Grace Sullivan, approached carrying a folder. 

"I've got something that might interest you." 

Amelia looked up. 

"A corruption case?" 

Grace laughed. 

"You really do enjoy the complicated ones." 

"I enjoy the truth." 

Grace placed the folder on her desk. 

"A series of anonymous financial complaints involving luxury developments. Nothing concrete yet, but several companies appear repeatedly." 

Amelia opened the file. 

Most of the names meant nothing to her. 

Except one. 

Blackwood Holdings. 

She frowned. 

"Have these been investigated before?" 

"Twice." 

"And?" 

"Both investigations ended abruptly." 

"Why?" 

Grace shrugged. 

"No one's been able to prove anything." 

Amelia closed the folder thoughtfully. 

"Keep digging," Grace said. "Maybe it's nothing. Maybe it isn't." 

That evening Ethan arrived home carrying a bottle of Australian sparkling wine. 

"We're celebrating." 

Amelia laughed. 

"You got the project?" 

"I did." 

She embraced him before he had even finished speaking. 

"I knew you would." 

"And there's more." 

He handed her the invitation. 

She carefully unfolded the heavy card. 

The pleasure of your company is requested aboard the Southern Horizon for an exclusive Whitsunday retreat... Hosted by Damien and Olivia Blackwood.

"It looks extravagant," she said. 

"It does." 

She hesitated for a second. 

"What is it?" 

"I've heard the company name before today." 

"Really?" 

"My editor gave me a file mentioning Blackwood Holdings." 

Ethan's smile faded slightly. 

"Is that a problem?" 

"I don't know." 

She explained the anonymous financial complaints. 

"There isn't any evidence of wrongdoing," she added. "It could simply be business rivals making accusations." 

"So you don't think I should worry?" 

"No." 

She reached for his hand. 

"But perhaps we should pay attention." 

The conversation drifted to lighter subjects as they prepared dinner together. They chopped vegetables, argued playfully over the amount of garlic in the pasta sauce and laughed when Ethan nearly dropped an entire bowl onto the floor. 

Later that night, they sat on their balcony overlooking the city. 

Sydney glittered beneath a cloudless sky. 

Ethan slipped his arm around Amelia. 

"Promise me something." 

"What?" 

"If work ever becomes too much... remind me why we came here." 

She rested her head against his shoulder. 

"To build a life together." 

"Exactly." 

She smiled softly. 

"And because you steal my coffee." 

"That too." 

Neither noticed a black luxury car parked across the street. 

Inside, a sharply dressed man watched the apartment building through tinted windows. 

The driver broke the silence. 

"Is that them?" 

The passenger lowered a pair of binoculars. 

"Yes." 

"They don't suspect anything." 

"They're not supposed to." 

The driver started the engine. 

"When do we make contact?" 

The man smiled faintly. 

"Soon." 

As the car disappeared into Sydney's evening traffic, neither Ethan nor Amelia realised that accepting one elegant invitation would soon place them at the centre of a carefully planned deception—one designed months before they had ever arrived in the city. 

I'd be happy to continue the story. 

The days leading up to Friday seemed to pass faster than either Ethan or Amelia expected. Their apartment was finally beginning to feel like a home rather than a collection of unpacked boxes. Family photographs decorated the hallway, fresh herbs sat on the kitchen windowsill, and the scent of brewed coffee had become part of their morning routine. 

On Friday afternoon, Amelia stood in front of the wardrobe, holding up two dresses. 

"Blue or emerald?" she asked. 

Ethan looked up from fastening his cufflinks. 

"That's a dangerous question." 

"Why?" 

"Because whichever one I choose, you'll wear the other." 

She laughed. 

"You know me too well." 

"I married you." 

After a moment, she chose the emerald dress. Its elegant simplicity suited her perfectly. Ethan, dressed in a charcoal suit with an open-collared white shirt, looked polished without appearing overly formal. 

As they stepped into the evening air, Sydney was glowing beneath the setting sun. The city lights slowly awakened, reflecting across the harbour like tiny stars scattered on water. 

The investors' dinner was being held at an exclusive waterfront restaurant overlooking the marina. Luxury yachts rested quietly against the docks while guests in evening attire gathered on the terrace with glasses of champagne. 

"This is impressive," Amelia whispered. 

"It certainly isn't my usual Friday night." 

A hostess welcomed them warmly before guiding them inside. 

Daniel Reeves spotted them almost immediately. 

"There you are!" he called, smiling. 

He introduced Ethan to several architects, engineers and investors before turning towards a tall couple approaching from across the room. 

"Ethan, Amelia, I'd like you to meet Damien and Olivia Blackwood." 

Damien extended his hand first. 

He was in his early forties, effortlessly confident, with neatly styled dark hair and an easy smile that seemed practised rather than spontaneous. 

"I've heard excellent things about your work," Damien said. 

"Thank you." 

Olivia stepped forward beside him. 

Unlike her husband, she possessed a quiet elegance. Her blonde hair rested neatly on her shoulders, and her smile carried genuine warmth. 

"It's lovely to meet you both," she said. "Sydney can feel overwhelming when you're new." 

"So we've discovered," Amelia replied. 

"You'll settle in quickly." 

For the next hour, conversation flowed naturally. 

Damien entertained the group with stories from his travels across Europe and Asia, making everyone laugh at carefully timed moments. He had a remarkable ability to command attention without appearing arrogant. 

Olivia, meanwhile, spoke more softly. She asked thoughtful questions about Ethan's architectural work and Amelia's journalism, genuinely interested in their answers. 

"You investigate corruption?" Olivia asked. 

"When the opportunity arises." 

"That must make life... interesting." 

"It certainly keeps me curious." 

For just a brief moment, Amelia noticed something unusual. 

Olivia's smile faded almost imperceptibly when Damien joined the conversation again. 

It lasted only a second. 








































































































































































































