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For everyone who’s ever had to navigate the academic jobs market. It’s broken, not you.
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Prologue JONAH

In my fifteen years of fighting with Sadie Shaw, we only had six ceasefires.

The first five, we broke.


Ceasefire #1—Second year undergrad Thirteen years ago

Our unit chair for Eighteenth- and Nineteenth-Century Literature made two pedagogical decisions that Future Jonah, who would go on to teach classes of his own, would find utterly fascinating in their sadism:


1) Group work was the best possible way to assess individual students’ understanding of the libertine novel.

2) Pairing the two students who, over the year and a half they’d known each other, had spent every seminar passionately disagreeing with each other would lead to excellent results.1



“Truce, Fisher,” nineteen-year-old Sadie said, long red hair spilling over her shoulders as she marched across the seminar room toward me. “The grade we get on this assessment is more important to me than the fact I can’t stand you.”

She held out her hand for me to shake.

I looked at it.

“Well?” she demanded.

“… Fine. Truce, Shaw,” I said. “Our grade is the most important thing.”

I shook her hand. Her skin was soft against mine, the way I had imagined it might be, but her grip was secure, assertive, assured.

Mine wasn’t.

I loved arguing with Sadie in seminars. Everything I could think of, she always had an answer to—sometimes a completely unexpected one—and it was entirely, utterly thrilling.

This was our fourth semester of undergraduate Lit Studies at Eastern Sydney University. Every semester, I made sure we were in the same seminars,2 because I liked arguing with her so much. Every week, I looked forward to the hours we spent together: to those productive, fruitful, generative debates; to the way our commitment to one-upping each other made us both better students; to the glint in her eyes as she turned her gaze on me across the room; to whatever it was she would say next.

Before I started undergrad, I had been determined not to follow in my father’s footsteps. I had no desire to do what my brother Elias was doing, to try to become the sequel to Professor Christian Fisher, Eminent(ly Unbearable) Scholar. Yes, I loved reading. Yes, I loved learning. Yes, I was even going to do my degree at ESU, where my dad worked—but that was as far as I was going to go. Under no circumstances would I become an academic, not if it meant becoming someone like him.

Arguing with Sadie had changed my mind about everything I’d imagined for my future.

But she didn’t feel the way I did. At all.

Sadie Shaw couldn’t stand me.

That’s probably why I was the one who broke the first ceasefire, by picking a fight about what theoretical framework we should use to examine Les Liaisons Dangereuses. It was incredibly immature of me, but it was far easier to make myself unlikable than to try to understand why the girl I’d been psyching myself up to ask to be my date to my sister Fiona’s farce of a wedding hated me so much.3



Ceasefire #2—Graduation (undergrad) Ten years ago

Because we were both compulsive overachievers, we each did a double bachelor’s degree4 and then an Honours year. By the time we graduated, Sadie and I had been arguing with each other for five years.

Tensions had ratcheted up between us after that first broken ceasefire,5 and they ratcheted up even further in our Honours year. What had been a simple classroom rivalry turned into an all-out battle for supremacy, because now there was something to win.

Sadie and I never said it out loud, but we clearly had the same idea. We were both going to get first-class Honours—that went without saying—but whichever one of us got the higher overall grade and won the University Medal for Outstanding Academic Performance in Literary Studies would also be the winner of… well, us.

But there was to be no winner, no loser, no satisfying conclusion that would let us both walk away and bury our feud as the youthful hostilities of two people too competitive for their own good, because we got the exact same score—across coursework, across our theses, across everything—making us the first ever dual University Medalists.

“Can we be civil today, please?” I murmured to Sadie, as we followed the student procession into the graduation hall. Everyone else was ordered alphabetically to receive their degrees, but because we’d won the medal, we had to be beside each other, right near the back. “I’d rather not have a screaming argument with you in front of my parents.”

“Oh, damn,” Sadie said. “I’ll have to take that off my schedule. I had it penciled in for about two-thirds of the way through the ceremony.”

I looked at her.

I had buried my crush a long time ago, but there were still times—usually when that long, wild red hair of hers was loose the way it was that day, vibrant against the crisp black lines of her robes and mortarboard—that I couldn’t help but notice how beautiful she was.

“Please.” It was the closest I’d come to admitting weakness to her since that first insecure handshake.

If she realized, she didn’t press the issue—which meant that she hadn’t realized, because Sadie Shaw would always press the issue. “I have as much interest in causing a scene as you, Jonah. Do you think I fought this hard just to ruin today by having some stupid argument with you?”

That stung. Our arguments were many things, but never, ever—I thought, anyway—stupid.

“Your parents must be proud,” I said, because it seemed like a polite, civil sort of thing to say.

“I don’t have parents.”

I blinked.

“My mum died when I was sixteen. Cancer. My dad was a piece of shit who left when she got sick.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”

“When I said I fought hard for this, Fisher,” Sadie said, “I didn’t just mean I fought you.”

Her robes brushed against mine as we took our seats. “My sister Chess is here, though,” she added, “and saying she’s proud is a profound understatement.”

It was Chess who ended up breaking the second ceasefire. My dad was vocally displeased that I hadn’t won the University Medal outright, and Chess overheard, interpreting his disappointment in me as a slight against Sadie,6 and… well, if there had been even the slightest possibility of Sadie and me staying in touch and maybe even developing some sort of friendship, then the huge, embarrassing scene the two of them caused utterly obliterated it.



Ceasefire #3—The share house Eight years ago

We took different paths after graduation. I stayed at university, continuing straight on into a PhD. Sadie left, going out into the real world to make some money.

A great deal of the pleasure I found in university bled away without her there. No other sparring partner came close. On an intellectual level, I missed her, deeply and profoundly.

But I was glad too, because without her there, every day, finding new and fascinating ways to disagree with me, I was finally able to actually put that crush of mine to rest, once and for all.

All right, sure, every so often7 I would wake up in the middle of the night in a cold sweat, paralyzed with anxiety over some of the stupid shit I’d said to her.

And sure, once, when I was marking essays for that same unit on eighteenth- and nineteenth-century literature Sadie and I had taken all those years ago, and a student had quoted Lizzy’s line, “I know I shall probably never see him again, but I cannot bear to think that he is alive in the world and thinking ill of me” in their assignment, my first instinct had to been to scribble RELATABLE CONTENT and not THIS LINE IS FROM THE 1995 MINISERIES, PLEASE READ THE BOOK NEXT TIME.

But for the most part, I did not think about Sadie Shaw—and I hoped that wherever she was and whatever she was doing, she wasn’t thinking about me either. That would be better than her hating me.

In the interest of getting out of my parents’ house, I moved in much too quickly with my new girlfriend, a Screen Studies PhD student I met at a postgraduate mixer. About eighteen months into the relationship, though, when she started saying things like “marriage” and “children” and “Why don’t you ever tell me you love me, Jonah?,” I realized I’d made a terrible mistake, broke it off before I did any more emotional damage, and found myself in the market for somewhere new to live.

After looking at a lot of truly awful and wildly expensive places,8 I found the perfect share house. It wasn’t too far from campus and it was huge: six bedrooms, three bathrooms, with a spacious kitchen I could actually see myself cooking in and a big backyard with a covered deck that would be perfect for studying on sunny afternoons. It was cheap too, because so many other postgrad students and early-career researchers lived there. The couple who interviewed me (Van: sociology; Annie: philosophy) told me there were seven housemates living across four of the bedrooms and they were looking to add to that number by renting out the other two.

If you have any sense of story progression then I’m sure you can see where this is going, but I did not generally expect my fairly staid, dull, quiet life to follow narrative rules, so imagine my shock when I turned up on moving day, struggling under the weight of a stack of Norton Anthologies—only to run into Sadie in the hallway, red hair piled messily on her head, sweat beading on her collarbone, halfway through moving in her own stuff.

Neither of us was willing to give up the house. Not with that kitchen, not with that backyard, definitely not in the broken Sydney rental market. “Where am I supposed to go, back to the woman whose heart I just broke?” I demanded. “Be realistic, Shaw.”

“Oh yes, I’m sure her heart is just shattered, losing a prince like you, Fisher,” Sadie retorted. “What about your rich parents?”

“I would rather live with your sister.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“That on the one occasion I met her, your sister screamed that I was an entitled prick from a line of entitled pricks, and I would still rather live with her than with my parents. Although I’m sure she’d much rather live with you, so how about you move in with her and I’ll stay here?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Um, I don’t know, because she’s a thirty-year-old lawyer who doesn’t need her kid sister sponging off her anymore?” Sadie folded her arms. “I’d suggest you move in with your siblings, but you have only child written all over you.”

“Oh wow, is Sadie Shaw drawing broad conclusions based on insubstantial evidence? I’m the youngest of three. I’ve got a brother and a sister.”

“Congratulations. Move in with one of them.”

It went on like that for a long time. A long time. We were lucky it was the middle of the day and most of our new housemates were on campus, because if they’d overheard us, they definitely would have asked us both to leave.

Eventually, though, we reached the only possible stalemate for two people as stubborn as we were.

“It’s a big house,” Sadie said. “Will you agree to stay out of my way?”

I took her proffered hand. “If you’ll agree to stay out of mine.”

She’d changed over the years, her style evolving, more freckles covering her face, but her handshake was just as secure as ever.

My breath caught in my throat.

I found myself hoping, in a way that was deeply, deeply emotionally unhealthy, that instead of staying out of my way, she would throw herself into it. That she would break that third ceasefire with me, over and over again.

“You can let go of my hand now, Jonah,” Sadie said tersely. “You’re not going to intimidate me by trying to crush my bones to dust.”9



Ceasefire #4—Graduation (postgrad) Four years ago

Sadie had moved into the share house because she was starting her own PhD and wanted to be close to campus. I’d started mine a solid eighteen months before her, but when I went part-time for a bit and then intermitted for a year so I could take up a prestigious but time-consuming (and soul-destroying) research assistance gig,10 she caught up to me fairly quickly.

That meant two things:


1) We were competing constantly: for internal grant funding, teaching work, marking work, opportunities for research collaboration—literally everything.

2) Once again (inevitably, really) we graduated in the same ceremony.



“Fisher, I know we tried this last time and it went terribly,” Sadie said as we stood in front of the long mirror in the robing room beforehand, volunteers fussing around us and all the other graduands, making sure the satin linings of our doctoral hoods were draped appropriately, “but can we be cool today?”

“You mean I have to scrap my plans to stand up when they read your name and announce that I have an objection like I’m Mr. Briggs at Jane and Rochester’s wedding?” I replied. “Oh no.”

Sadie rolled her eyes. “If you could stop your dad from declaring the existence of an impediment, that might be nice.”

She was being sarcastic, but her worries weren’t entirely unjustified. My dad had made it very clear he had no respect whatsoever for Sadie’s research area, which was popular fiction. I dreaded it whenever he turned up at her sessions in the Higher Degree Research seminar series almost as much as when he turned up at mine. Professor Christian Fisher was the undisputed king of the passive-aggressive, long-winded, wire-barbed This is more of a comment than a question.

“If it’s any consolation, he’s got other people to be a dick to today,” I said. “My siblings flew in for the ceremony. He’ll be too busy bullying my brother Elias for not having a permanent academic job yet, and my sister Fiona for spoiling his three-kids-three-PhDs clean sweep.”

Sadie looked at me strangely.

“What?”

“So you do admit your dad’s a dick.”

“Of course I admit my dad’s a dick. I have eyes. Ears. The memory of growing up in his house.”

“Yet all the times he’s come at me,” Sadie said, “you haven’t said a fucking word.”

“And make it look like you need some knight in shining armor to fight your battles for you? Of course I haven’t said a fucking word.”

Sadie made a facial expression I couldn’t quite read—a raising of the eyebrows, a quirk of the lips—but said nothing.

“Anyway,” I said, “you hold your own against him perfectly well, Shaw. You don’t need my help.”

I put my PhD bonnet on. It pushed the frames of my glasses uncomfortably into my ears. “Is your sister going to object when they read out my name?”

“Chess promised she’d be on her best behavior.”

“So a fifty-fifty chance, then?”

“About that, yes.” Sadie put her own bonnet on.

Then, to my surprise, her expression softened a little. “I like that a doctorate isn’t really something you can beat someone at, though,” she said. “There’s no, like, superdoctorate. No ultimate academic championship belt. Not today. There’s just this.”

Her eyes met mine in the mirror as she gestured to our regalia. “Today might be the first day in our whole careers that neither of us needs to try to win.”

Speak for yourself, the part of me that had grown up around the Fisher family dinner table wanted to say. Don’t get complacent.

But I was an adult now.

“Congratulations, Dr. Shaw,” I said.

Sadie smiled at me.

It wasn’t the first time she had smiled at me. She had done that plenty of times, a predatory smile that said, I have set a trap and you have fallen right into it, fool.

It was the first time she had smiled at me like this, though—open, unguarded, warm.

“Congratulations, Dr. Fisher.”

The tassel of her PhD bonnet was tangled in her hair. What might happen, I wondered, flexing my fingers, if I reached over and untangled it?

After the ceremony, when we had our testamurs in hand, my eyes met those of the newly minted Dr. Sadie Shaw across the wine reception.

She raised her glass to me. I raised mine to her.

“Jonah, pay attention!” my dad snapped. “I’m trying to help you network!”

He’d pulled over the Head of Humanities from one of the other Sydney-based universities, a man with immense power over staff hiring.

I saw the expression on Sadie’s face change.

Her sister came up behind her and said something in her ear. Sadie replied. Chess’s eyes flicked to me, and the venom in them was unmistakable. That entitled prick from a line of entitled pricks, I heard her snarl again.

I looked away.

And the next day, when Sadie and I ran into each other in the share house kitchen, everything was the same as it had always been, except now it was Dr. Shaw and Dr. Fisher fighting instead of Ms. and Mr.



Ceasefire #5—English 101 Two years ago

Here’s a piece of advice about academia: if you’re interested in secure and stable employment with career progression that pays you a living wage, don’t go into it.11 The year Sadie and I graduated, a grand total of five full-time permanent academic jobs in Literary Studies were advertised across the entire country. The next year, it was three. The year after that, four.

Between applying feverishly for these jobs, Sadie and I were working hard in the huge, amorphous body of scholars called the precariat.12 We were cobbling together our respective livings through casual teaching gigs at as many universities as would have us, frequently competing for the same meager hours, reapplying for the same work semester after semester. Before graduation, our PhD scholarships had provided a safety net.13 Afterward, getting casual work was quite literally a matter of survival.

At ESU, our reputations preceded us, so we were only ever hired to teach into different units. Other Sydney-based universities, though, had no knowledge of our lengthy feud—which was how Bass University accidentally hired us to co-teach their big first-year core Literary Studies unit.

It was a huge deal. Casual staff didn’t often get the opportunity to lecture, especially not to this many students, but the unit chair had got some big grant and all his teaching had been bought out for a few years. Sadie and I were hired to teach three seminars each and split the lecturing fifty-fifty.

“This is too big a payday for us to ruin by fighting,” I said, as we sat down at the share house kitchen table to plan our approach. “Can we agree to be professional about this?”

“Firstly, don’t patronize me,” Sadie said. “Secondly, I’m always professional. You’re the one who starts the fights.”

“That’s not true and you know it.”

“Keep telling yourself








Ceasefire #6 Now
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PrologueSatoshi

    Tasting today: 2022 Sancerre, Loire Valley, France

    You might think you know sauvignon blanc backwards and forwards, but a good Sancerre will make it feel like a revelation.

    I fell in love with Fiona Fisher-Sinclair at about 7pm on a Tuesday. It was inconvenient for several reasons, like it happening while I was short-staffed during a busy service, and her being married with three children.

    It wasn’t the first time I’d met her, or the second, or the hundredth. Fiona had been one of my regulars for two years now, ever since I’d first opened my wine bar Tsundoku. I’d thought nothing of it when she and her husband had walked in that particular Tuesday, except that I was happy to see her, because I was always happy to see her.

    It wasn’t the first time I’d been in love either. I’d loved my ex-boyfriend Kieran very deeply, until I hadn’t. In both directions – falling in love, and out of it again – it had been a slow thing, sparkling wine made méthode traditionnelle, a love maturing slowly through first and second fermentations into something beautiful and effervescent, until it was left in the glass too long and went flat.

    This time, though, it was a simple pop of the cork from the bottle: a sudden explosion – a release of pressure – and a deep, profound sense of relief. 

    Of course, I thought dazedly, as I looked at the woman who had suddenly become the centre of my universe. Of course it’s her.

    The first time I didn’t fall in love with Fiona

    Two years ago, I stood leaning against the beautiful Huon pine of the bar, taking in the space I’d spent so much time and effort and money creating: the warm wood of the tables, the rich jewel tones of the velvet chairs, the shelves overstuffed with secondhand books. 

    I’d put my whole heart and soul into Tsundoku, overriding all my older brother Isamu’s objections that surely this wasn’t what I wanted to do with my share of the money we’d inherited from our father; that yes, I technically was a part-owner of his winery Bibliophile and was well within my rights to set up an urban cellar door for it, but didn’t I – who had been working as a sommelier in some of the finest restaurants in the world since I was barely of legal drinking age – have anything better to do than that; that fine, he’d partner with me if I was so set on it, but what did I mean it was also going to be a bookstore? I’d lovingly chosen every wine on the list, painstakingly collaborated with the chef on the menu, meticulously selected all the fixtures and glassware and books to create the venue of my dreams. 

    Everything was perfect on this, the opening day of the bar – except no one was here.

    My phone buzzed in my pocket. I normally didn’t look at it during service – the head somms I’d worked under in Geneva and Paris and Tokyo would have fired me on the spot – but I was in charge now, and there was no one around to see.

    It was Isamu. How are things going?

    I exhaled. At least figuring out how to answer without technically lying would give me a distraction from –

    The door opened, and a woman poked her head in. “Hi,” she said brightly. “Are you open?”

    “Yes!” I said, dropping my phone in my enthusiasm. “We are!”

    She laughed. It was the first thing I noticed about her, that laugh, bubbling out of her like shaken-up champagne. “Sorry,” she said, coming inside and perching on a barstool. She was a petite woman somewhere in her thirties, with dark brown hair tied back in a ponytail that wisps were starting to escape from. “I didn’t mean to scare you. Only I’ve been sticky-beaking for weeks watching this place take shape, and I’m so excited you’re finally open.”

    “You don’t need to apologise. I’m so excited you’re here. You’re my first customer.”

    “I won’t be the last. This place is beautiful.”

        “You think so?”

            It was the kind of needy, anxious thing I almost never let slip out of my mouth – as a young Asian man, I’d already had to work harder than most to prove myself in the largely old white world of wine – but she didn’t pounce on the vulnerability. “It’s stunning,” she told me, lines crinkling at the corners of her eyes. “The perfect combination of refined and relaxed.”

    “Do you want to do my marketing?” Something in me started to unknot, my shoulders coming down from around my ears. “That was exactly what I was going for, only the words I was using weren’t half as good.”

        She grinned. “Hazards of the profession. I’m a copywriter. What words were you using?”

            “I wasn’t, really. I just knew that I wanted it to feel like… home.”

    I gestured at the bookshelves. “I never really had one growing up. My father was a contract winemaker, and he did one- or two-year stints in various wineries all around the world. We moved here when I was thirteen, and it was the sixth country I’d lived in.”

        “Sixth?!”

        “New Zealand, France, South Africa, the US, France again, Japan, then here.” I ticked them off on my fingers, accidentally counting France on two fingers instead of one and having to readjust. “Anyway, understandably, we travelled light. But he died when I was fifteen and the rest of my family settled in Tasmania permanently – and my brother Isamu and his wife Noriko started accumulating books. I’ve been working overseas for several years, but when I moved back to open up this place, I crashed in their spare room for a while. When I saw their library, it all just sort of clicked, the vibe I wanted.”

    Well, you’ve achieved it.” She had a lovely smile, a truly warm one. “My family’s bookish too, and this does feel like home.”

    “Thank you.” I took a glass down from the overhead rack. “Can I offer you Tsundoku’s inaugural glass of wine? On the house?”

        “You don’t have to do that!”
 
            “I want to.” I took a bottle of Bibliophile pinot gris out of the fridge and poured her a glass. “You’ve made my day. And it’s also a naked ploy to tempt you back for another one.”

                She laughed again. There were five freckles on the left side of her nose, a perfect constellation. “No temptation necessary, trust me. My husband and I are a bit pretentious about wine, and I’ve been dying for a good bar to open up in Bellerive.”

                    “Then we’re going to get along great, because I’m extremely pretentious about wine.” I offered her my hand. “Satoshi.”

                        She took it. “Fiona.”

                            I didn’t fall in love with her that day. But when she left – after that first glass of pinot gris, and a second of chardonnay that she’d insisted on paying for – I’d breathed a long sigh of relief. My beloved dream bar might actually make it.

    The thirty-fourth time I didn’t fall in love with Fiona

    “Can I ask you a question?”

    “Of course.” I gestured at Fiona’s empty glass – I’d just poured her a splash of the new release Bibliophile rosé to try – and filled it when she nodded. “Is it why Isamu made a rosé out of blaufränkisch when everyone else in Tasmania uses pinot noir? Because I have questions about that too.”

    “Ha! No. I like this a lot, actually. It’s got personality. It brought a gun to a knife fight.”

    I hated to admit it – Isamu and I had argued a lot about this particular wine – but Fiona was right. The past nine months had proved that she had astonishingly good wine opinions for someone with no formal training, as well as a knack for articulating them. We’d come to an arrangement where, if I poached some of her phrasing for my tasting notes on Tsundoku’s website, I’d give her a glass for free. I’d definitely be including brings a gun to a knife fight on this one.

    “I wanted to ask you about those.” Fiona gestured to the pins I habitually wore, dotted on my dove-grey work waistcoat.

    “Which ones?” There were a lot of them: wine qual pins, flags, books, wineglasses. Kieran had told me once that I looked like a cross between an army veteran and a Christmas tree whenever I got dressed for work.

    “These ones.” She reached across the bar and touched her finger to my progress pride pin, and then the pansexual flag. “Where did you get them?”

    She looked down into her glass. “Lex finally told us they’re non-binary. And Matt… well, let’s just say I wish he’d reacted a bit more sensitively.”

    Lex was the eldest of Fiona’s three kids. They were a real bookworm, and Fiona regularly brought them into Tsundoku during our afternoon café hours to browse the shelves (Bless you for giving me all three things I need within walking distance of my house, she’d told me once, a bar, a bookshop, and somewhere to get coffee that’s open at school pick-up time). It had been clear to me fairly quickly that Lex was in a questioning period, and while Fiona and I hadn’t discussed it explicitly, she’d been quietly passing me request lists of queer middle-grade books to plant in my otherwise adult-centric bookshelves for months.

    Fiona sighed. “I know Matt doesn’t want Lex’s life to be harder, but I can’t seem to get across to him that he’s making it harder every time he says something like, ‘I love you, kiddo, but you never know, you might grow out of this once you hit puberty.’”

    I had to restrain myself from making a face. Much as I liked Fiona, I’d never particularly warmed to her husband.

    “I don’t want to make Lex’s life harder either by being too performatively supportive, but it feels like I have to do something,” she said. “So I thought… they’ve always liked your pins. What if I got them some of their – oh, no, Satoshi, you don’t need to do that.”

    I’d already unpinned the pride flag pin from my waistcoat. “I’ve got a million of these. I can spare one for Lex. I don’t have a non-binary flag, but I can get one.”

    “Thank you. I’ll pay, obviously – just let me know how much.”

    I shook my head. “They’re cheap as chips. And I feel like it’s my duty to pay it forward, you know? Coming out is exhausting. You have to do it over and over again. These –” I tapped the pin, “– have been a very handy short-cut for me. It’s the least I can do.”

    There was a look in Fiona’s eyes which told me she’d find a way to pay me anyway – I was probably going to end up with an extravagant tip – but she nodded. “Is there any advice you can give me? On supporting them? I don’t want to pry or make you go over painful ground, but…”

    “It’s not that painful.” I shrugged. “I came out to my family when I was fourteen. Nobody was surprised – I was in a bit of a femme fashion era, I was really into jewelry and dramatic eyeliner – and it wasn’t a big deal. Isamu patted me on the shoulder and said, ‘All right, Sato.’ My mother asked me a few questions about what pansexual meant and hugged me. So did Noriko. My father grunted and went back to what he was doing.”

    “So the opposite of performatively supportive, then.”

        “I didn’t expect anything else. We’re not a very demonstrative family, so having them make some big declaration of support would have been weird. Our love language has always been acts of service – doing, not saying.”
    

    “That’s my love language too.” Fiona wrinkled her nose fondly at me.

    “I worked that out the first time you handed me one of those book lists for Lex.” I wrinkled my nose back at her. “But while they did all the right things, it still would have been nice, to have some words of affirmation too – or something like this.” I tapped the pin on the bar again. “Not just okay, makes no difference to me, but I see you.”

    She nodded contemplatively. “Thank you. That’s very helpful.”

    “You’re very welcome.”

        “And for what it’s worth,” she said, “I see you.”

            I blinked.

    “I sure as hell saw you yesterday morning making out with hot day spa Kieran like your lives depended on it.” Mischief sparkled in her eyes. “There I was, minding my own business, innocently heading down to the bakery, thinking oh, I’ll just cut through that alleyway next to Tsundoku, and –”

        “Stop,” I groaned.

    “I’m assuming you’re either the black sheep of the Tsukamoto family or you don’t know what demonstrative means.” Fiona poked me playfully in the arm. “Because you, my friend, are clearly very demonstrative.”

    I didn’t fall in love with her that day either. But later that night, lying beside Kieran, aware that no matter how much I tried to demonstrate my love to him, it was fading away, those three words echoed in my mind: I see you.

    The eighty-second time I didn’t fall in love with Fiona

    “Isamu, will you just listen to me?” I said. “I understand what you’re saying. But–”

    “But you want to do it anyway.” Isamu folded his arms over his chest. I was several inches taller than him, but he was twice as wide across the shoulders, and he always managed to look down at me somehow, in a way that made me feel every second of our twelve-year age difference. “Even though it makes no financial sense. Even though you categorically do not need to be an MS to run this place. Even though it’ll mean working yourself to the bone – you want to do it anyway?”

    “Yes.”

    Isamu pinched the bridge of his nose. “Sato, this is ridiculous. Why would you–”
 
    The door opened. “Sorry, Satoshi, I know it’s not quite two yet, but –” Fiona paused, looking between us. “Am I interrupting?”

        “No.” I beckoned her inside. “I’m about to open, and Isamu was just leaving.”

            My brother glared at me. “We’re not finished talking about this.”

                “You can talk as much as you want. I’m not going to change my mind. Take a seat, Fiona – I have some new things I want your opinion on.”

                    I poured her a splash of a Slovenian orange field blend as Isamu, with one last grunt of displeasure, left. “Do you want to talk about whatever that was?” Fiona asked. “I was only popping in to see if any of those books I ordered for Lex had arrived, but they’re on camp, Matt’s in Melbourne for work, and the girls are going straight from school to a sleepover. I’ve got time.”

    “There’s not that much to tell.” I took another glass down and poured a splash of the orange wine for myself. “I told Isamu I’m going to sit the MS.”

        “The MS?”

            “The Master Sommelier exam. The highest qualification you can get in wine. It’ll be a lot of work – it’s the hardest exam in the world, it’s got a pass rate of about five percent – but I’ve wanted to do it for as long as I can remember. It’s the whole reason I went back overseas to work. I didn’t want to leave home, not when I finally had one, but I knew I had to if I wanted to get enough serious experience. I’ve basically been preparing for this my whole life.” I swirled the wine in my glass. “But Isamu doesn’t think I should do it. Doesn’t think I can.”

    “Did he say that?”

    ““Not in so many words, but…” I paused. “I was more… fragile, when I was younger. Anxious. All the moving around did a number on me, and even after my father died and we settled here for good, I used to have panic attacks. I don’t anymore – I did a lot of therapy, and I’ve got strategies to manage it now – but in Isamu’s mind, I’m still a delicate little flower.”

        ““Is that why you want to do the exam? To show him you’re not?”
 
            ““No. Wine isn’t just the family business to me. It’s genuinely my passion.”

                ““I know,” she murmured, an unreadable expression crossing her face for a moment. “I know how passionate you are.”

                    ““But if I’m being honest – proving myself is starting to become a bigger part of the reason.” I exhaled. “Isamu’s not wrong. I don’t need to be an MS to run Tsundoku. But I want to be one. I want to prove – to him, and to everyone – that I can do it.”

                        “Fiona tapped her fingers against the foot of her glass for a few moments before she spoke again. “Is it weird to say that I completely get it and don’t get it at all?”

                            ““A bit, yes,” I said. “Explain.”

                                ““Have I told you much about my family? Not Matt and the kids, I mean – my parents? My brothers?”

                                    ““A little. They’re in Sydney, right? Where you grew up?”

                                        ““Mostly. My dad is a big-time professor at Eastern Sydney University. My mum dropped out of her PhD to marry him. Both my brothers have PhDs – Elias is a historian, Jonah did English like my dad – and I was expected to do one too.”

    “Bookish,” I said, remembering that first time we’d met.

    “Very.” Fiona leaned her chin against her hand. “But one of the first things I ever remember knowing – like, knowing in my bones – was that academia wasn’t for me. They were furious when I told them I was dropping out of undergrad, but I knew I didn’t have the passion for it, not like they did.”

        “That seems pretty unfair. Did they want you to be miserable?”

            “In their defense, they thought I was dropping out to get married. The one person whose footsteps I wasn’t supposed to follow in was my mother.” She offered me a grin. “For all their giant brains, none of my family could get their heads around the fact that correlation wasn’t the same as causation, that I was dropping out and getting married. And it put this fire in my belly to prove that I could live just as good a life as any of them – better, even – even though they thought I was making a completely idiotic choice.”
 
                She inhaled the bouquet of her wine. “So I don’t know what it’s like to have that all-consuming hunger to do something – especially when that something is an extremely difficult qualification in the family business. But I really do understand wanting to prove a point, even if the people around you think it’s a terrible idea.”

                    “It sounds to me,” I said, “like you’re the wisest one in your entire family, Fiona Fisher-Sinclair.”

                        She laughed, that champagne laugh of hers that had endeared her to me from the start. “I’ll drink to that.”

                            I clinked my glass against hers. “Cheers.”

                                “Wait, wait, wait.”

                                    I paused, glass to my lips.

    “I can’t believe you’re planning to sit for the ultimate wine exam and you don’t know that you have to look me in the eye when we toast!” she said. “Otherwise it’s seven years of bad sex.”

        I chuckled, pulling the turquoise frames of my glasses down my nose so I could exaggeratedly look her in the eye. “The whole Kieran breakup is still so fresh that I’m not in a place to worry about that for myself –” I clinked my glass against hers again, “– but I wouldn’t want to doom you to a fate like that.”

            “Thank you.” Fiona winked at me as she drank. “Mama’s got needs.”

                It was another day on which I did not fall in love with her – but as I closed up that night, mopping the floor and cleaning down, I did idly wonder what hungers Fiona had, and whether her husband could possibly be satisfying them.
 
    The time it did

    The night it happened, falling in love was the furthest thing from my mind.

    Mostly, I was busy worrying about my junior sommelier Birdie. Isamu had insisted on me hiring another qualified somm so I didn’t have to run every single shift myself, freeing up time for me to study. Realistically, though, Birdie was taking up more of my time than she was saving. I didn’t want to fire her – she was a lovely person, and she was supporting a sick mother – but she’d worked for me for three months now and I still couldn’t trust her to run the floor alone, because her service skills had a nasty tendency to fall off a cliff when things got busy. 

    Tuesdays were usually quiet, though, and we didn’t have many bookings – Fiona and Matt were one of the few – so when the other staff member rostered on had called in sick, I’d been confident that Birdie and I would be fine on our own. However, a string of walk-ins had taken us to capacity, and we were run off our feet. 

    Birdie had been looking increasingly stressed as the bar filled up, so I’d told her to focus on waiting tables while I looked after beverage service. I was trying to keep an eye on her at the same time, but for all my years of hospitality experience, I was, alas, still only human.

    “Mate, come here a second.” Matt beckoned me over to their table with one finger. 

    I gave myself a quarter of a second to exhale and adjust the cuffs of my crisp white dress shirt before pasting on my best customer service smile. This was not the first – or the second, or the tenth – time Matt had summoned me like this, the crook of his finger tracing a line between entitlement and condescension. He’d looked me up and down the first time he’d ever come into Tsundoku, eyes passing over my pin-dotted waistcoat and hot pink glasses before getting stuck on my hair. Aren’t you a bit old to be bleaching your hair like a surfie teen? he’d asked.

    He dropped a ton of money whenever he was here, though, so I had long since resolved to take it on the chin. Forty-something white finance bros were an occupational hazard when you ran a wine bar. Plus, this particular finance bro came as part of a package deal.

    Fiona smiled at me as I approached their table, eyes crinkling at the corners, and I couldn’t resist smiling back before I turned my gaze to her husband. “What can I do for you, Mr Sinclair?”

    "I appreciate you’re busy,” Matt said, “but we’ve been waiting nearly half an hour for our food, and I’m not convinced your girl has even taken our order to the kitchen.”

    “Let me check on that for you. I’ll pour you another glass of wine in the meantime, on the house. The same again?”
 
    “That would be lovely,” Fiona said. “Thank you, Satoshi.”
 
        I ducked back behind the bar. Matt had bought them both a glass of the Bibliophile Noriko reserve pinot noir, the most expensive wine Isamu made. They’d finished my open bottle, so I grabbed a fresh one and took my wine knife out of my pocket.

    I was just about to open it when there was an incredible crash, a scream, and Birdie burst into tears.

    Everyone froze. Including me.

        Afterwards, I would remember that so clearly. Everyone froze – except Fiona.

            “Oh, honey,” she said.

                She hadn’t run, but she’d moved swiftly nonetheless, helping Birdie out of the mess of smashed glassware. “You’re having a night, aren’t you?”

                    “I’m sorry,” Birdie sobbed. “I’m so sorry.”

                        “It’s all right.” There was Fiona’s laugh, that champagne laugh, bubbling up under the words. “We all have one of those nights sometimes.”

                            She put her hands on Birdie’s shoulders. “Here’s what we’re going to do, okay? We’re going to go out the back. You’re going to sit down and take some deep breaths, cry it out, whatever you need to do. I only need you to do one thing for me – show me where the cleaning stuff is. I’ll take care of this.”

                                “Fiona!” Matt barked.
 
                                    But she didn’t look at him. Instead, she looked at me, eyebrows raised inquiringly.
 
                                        Still frozen – wine knife in one hand, bottle in the other – I nodded, and fell in love with her.

    I did not let anyone work on the floor of my bar without training. Anyone. Even Isamu, who’d spent his entire life working in wine and had several somm qualifications to go with his winemaking ones, had to consent to doing things my way.

        That night, though, I was so utterly undone I barely remembered to check Fiona had done Responsible Service of Alcohol training. “Yes, don’t worry, your liquor license is safe,” she replied, busily pouring glasses of Margaret River cabernet sauvignon, making herself as at home behind my bar as if she’d helped me build it. “I worked in a pub when I was at uni, and then I re-upped a few years ago so we could have a cash bar at the parents and friends Christmas party. How about you run some of those plates from the kitchen to the tables? People look hungry.”
 
    Then she winked at me.

    I stared. It felt like I’d been kicked in the head and something in my brain had fundamentally shifted, or like I’d woken from a coma after many years to see a world that was exactly the same and yet entirely different all at once. She was still Fiona – my friend Fiona – but – but –
 
        “Go!” she laughed, shooing me away.

    No one except Isamu had ever tried to give me an order in my bar before. It was mine. I exerted tight control over every single aspect of it. 

    I went.

    Service is like a dance. I’d designed Tsundoku to have as service-friendly a layout as possible, but when we were having a bad night, it felt too small, like no matter what you were doing, you were in the way. When things went right, though, it was elegant, graceful, fluid, all the different parts of the machine working together in harmony.

    That night should have been a disaster, but it wasn’t, because Fiona was the perfect partner. She let me lead, a few murmured instructions all she needed. When I was behind the bar, she was on the floor; when I was on the floor, she was behind the bar; the transitions smooth, seamless, effortless. It was the kind of service chemistry that took years to develop, if it ever did at all – Isamu and I had never managed it – and I knew, in a way that I had never known anything before, that I would think about this night on my deathbed.



    “I’d better take this one.” Fiona laid a hand on my shoulder in warning as I emerged from the kitchen, before taking a plate off my forearm. “He’s about to blow his top.”

    I glanced over at Matt. A muscle in his jaw was twitching.

    “Tell him it’s on the house.” The place where she’d put her hand felt hot, like if I stripped my shirt and waistcoat off, there would be a perfect impression of it, burned into my skin. 

    “Obviously. Along with another glass of the Noriko.”

    “Will do.” I was treated to another glimpse of her luminous smile. “Would you mind pouring it, though?”

        “Of course.” I was amazed I’d managed to say it. I was fluent in three languages and conversant in several more, but I’d forgotten every word in every one of them that wasn’t her name.

            “She was still standing at Matt’s table when I came over, a stutter in our perfect service rhythm. “…to Melbourne tomorrow,” he was saying. “We agreed –”

                “– that we’d sit down and connect tonight, I know, but–”

                    “– you decided playing waitress was more important?”

    “So sorry for the delay, Mr Sinclair.”

    I set the glass of pinot down in front of him. Matt glared up at me. “I don’t want your wine, mate.”

        “Honey, I won’t be much longer,” Fiona said. “Once things get a bit quieter –”

            “Forget it.” He stood. “I guess the babysitter can go home early.”
 
                “Matt–”

                    “I’ll see you at home – if you can fit that into your busy schedule.”

                        The door of the bar slammed shut behind him. Fiona sighed. “Sorry about that, Satoshi.”

    “There’s no need to apologise.” Married, she was so unbelievably married, and yet she was fizzing through my blood like sparkling shiraz anyway. “If you need to, please go. I’ll be fine.”

    “No.” She picked up Matt’s abandoned glass and took a long swallow. Her eyes fluttered closed for a second with pleasure, and I fell even deeper in love with her. “There’s no point talking to him while he’s like this. Besides, I –” she took another sip before grinning at me over the rim of the glass, “have work to do.”

    It was incredible, really, how the loveliest person in the world could completely ruin your life in a single evening.

    *

    Later, when dinner service had passed, the chef had gone home, and only a few quiet drinkers remained, I made Fiona sit down. “Not only do you not have to do this,” I said firmly, taking the cloth she was using to wipe down tables out of her hands, “I’m not going to let you.”

    “But you sent Birdie home already. And it’s no trouble.”

    I put my hand between her shoulder blades and steered her towards the bar, the world tilting briefly on its axis as the ends of her hair brushed my knuckles. “This is my bar. I’m the boss. And the boss says sit down.”

        The chef always left post-service plates for the floor staff. We never ate in front of customers, but I broke my own rule and brought the plates earmarked for Birdie and me out to the bar. “You ordered this, about, oh, two hours ago?” I set one in front of Fiona. “Sorry it’s late.”

            She laughed. “I should have known you’d never forget my order.” 

                The seasonal special that evening was a spring vegetable and goat’s cheese risotto. It had suffered a little from being left under the heat lamps, some of the cheese going gluey, but it was still fresh and flavourful, full of sugar snap peas and asparagus. “Can I pour you something?” I asked, desperate to find my way back to more well-trodden neural pathways. “I’ve got a new Sancerre in and I could use some pithy phrasing for the tasting notes.”
 
                    “Oh no, my arm, you’re twisting it so hard.” Did she have to keep smiling at me? I only had so much strength.
 
                        I busied myself with the familiar ritual of pouring wine – taking down glasses, opening the bottle, smelling the cork, tasting to check for faults – so I didn’t do anything ridiculous, like falling at her feet and telling her I would die for her. “What do you think of this?”
 
    Fiona closed her eyes, inhaled the bouquet – oh fuck, oh fuck, I’d always thought she was pretty but how had I not realised she was exquisite? – then sipped. “Oh, that’s lovely. Like a summertime salad – charred peaches and basil and sunshine.”

    “That’s much better than what I’ve written so far.” I leaned into the bar, trying to make it take some of my weight. “Although silex soil influences, aged in old oak, bottled à la chèvre has a certain poetry to it.”

    “We can pretty it up, don’t worry. What’s bottling à la chèvre?”

    “Hand-bottling direct from barrel using gravity. It’s not very common outside Sancerre, but Isamu learned how to do it one of the times we lived in France, and he’s made a few vintages of sauvignon blanc that way. I’ll dig one out of his cellar next time I’m at the winery so I can show it to you.”
 
        “Won’t he mind?”

    Isamu would definitely mind me raiding his museum stock, but I shrugged. “Wine is about pleasure, not preservation. It’s meant to be drunk.”
 
        “Speaking of Isamu –” she took another mouthful of risotto, “– is he still annoying the shit out of you?”

    “Oh my god, Fiona, I can’t even tell you how much he’s annoying the shit out of me.”

    This, at least, was safer territory. We’d both scraped our dishes clean and were nearing the bottom of our wineglasses by the time I’d finished telling her the latest instalment in the ongoing saga of Isamu channelling all his repressed emotion about the fact he and Noriko had gone no-contact after their recent divorce and she’d elected to do all her business with us solely through me into trying to micromanage my half of the Bibliophile/Tsundoku dual enterprise even more intensely than usual.

        “He’s been talking about moving out to the vineyard full time,” I said. “Which would make my life easier, to be honest. It’s bad enough that he won’t shut up about me taking the MS. If he’d stuck his head in here tonight and caught me letting a customer help run service, he’d insist on being a god-like overseer over everything I do until the end of time.”
 
    “I’ll never tell him, I swear.” She drew a cross over her heart. “Although surely I’m not just another customer, Satoshi.”
 
        “Of course you’re not,” I replied hoarsely, the simple sound of my name on her lips sending blood rushing to my head. “Do you think I complain about him to anyone who walks through the door? He’s my business partner as well as my brother. We have an image to maintain.”

            Fiona chuckled. “In that spirit, then – can I complain about Matt for a minute?”

                It was the worst thing she could have said.

    There was nothing crueller than hope. That was one of the first lessons you learned when grew up like I had, constantly uprooted the second you managed to settle somewhere. If you allowed yourself to hope things might be different this time, you were only setting yourself up for pain. Better to accept the things you could not control, and focus on the ones you could.
  
        Maybe if she hadn’t said it, there would have been a way out of this for me. I could have drunk a lot of black coffee, taken a lot of cold showers, given myself a lot of sobering reminders about how extremely married she was. Then, once I had exposed this impossible infatuation to enough time and air, it would oxidise, and I could tip it down the sink and get rid of it. 

            But she had said it, and now here it was: that awful flicker of hope.

                “Complain away,” I said.

                    “Don’t get me wrong, I love him, but sometimes I feel like I’m drowning in him.” Fiona leaned one elbow on the bar, resting her chin in her hand. “He made a big production of wanting to come here tonight so we could have a serious conversation, and I’m pretty sure it’s because he wants to have another baby–”

                        My soul left my body.
 
                            “–but just the thought of it,” she finished, thankfully unaware that my spirit was somewhere in the Milky Way, “makes me feel so, so fucking exhausted.”

    “Three kids is enough?” I managed to force out.

    “More than. We’d originally agreed on two, but then – twins.” She flashed me an almost apologetic smile. “It’s not even that, though. Do you remember when you told me about deciding to take the MS? How badly you wanted to do it?”

        I nodded.

    “It made me think – what do I want?”
 
    Fiona traced her fingers up and down the stem of her glass. “It’s not like I’m secretly yearning for some big career like Matt or my brothers have,” she said. “I like my life. I’m incredibly privileged to have it – to be able to focus on the kids and write a bit on the side. But there’s been this… thing that’s been niggling at me. Matt will take me to one of his work functions, and the placecard will say Matt Sinclair + 1, and no one will call me by name the whole night. Or – I love my kids more than anything, but it’s so easy just to be their mum and not a person in my own right. The thought of doing it all over again – I’m not… hungry for it, the way you should be for a child. I’m hungry for something else now – to be something else now, not just a wife, not just a mum – but I have no idea what.”
 
    She sighed. “I’m so jealous of you sometimes, Satoshi. You’re barely twenty-seven, and you know exactly who you are and what you’re doing with your life. I’m thirty-five and I still don’t know what I want to be when I grow up.”
 
        “If you ever go into wine, there’s a job for you here.” Icy adrenaline was pulsing through my veins, a primal desire to keep her here, safe, with me. “You just excelled in your trial shift. Get your Certified Somm qual, and I’ll hire you as my second-in-command tomorrow.”

            Fiona looked at me, and our eyes met for just a little too long. “Don’t tempt me,” she said softly. 

                Something in me started to ache, and then it started to burn.
 
                    I wanted to say so many things. I wanted to do so many things. I wanted to reach out and caress a lock of her hair between my fingers and tell her that if she was ever in the market for something else – someone else – I would be right here waiting.

                        “Sadly, though, there’s no way I’d get that one past Matt.” Her chuckle was sad this time. “Somehow, I don’t think sorry, honey, we can’t have another baby, I need to be able to drink and work nights will fly. And it’s Birdie’s job anyway. I was just filling in.”

    I was starting to feel light-headed, in the way that had, in the past, often preceded a panic attack. How was I supposed to let Fiona walk out the door tonight? How was I supposed to simply wave her goodbye and send her home to get potentially impregnated without offering her an alternative?

    “Speaking of Birdie – you’re not going to fire her, are you?” she asked. “When I took her out the back to calm her down, she was worried that you were.”

    And there it was. The reason I had fallen in love with her – and the reason I would never, ever have her.

        Fiona Fisher-Sinclair was a fundamentally good person. All the way down to her bones, she was kind and considerate and loving, the kind of person who, when everyone else was frozen, was already on her feet to help.

            There was no version of her that would ever say yes if I propositioned her. Even on the infinitesimally small chance she wanted to – Fiona had a family, and she would never put her wants above their needs.
 
                So all I could do was smile at her; affectionately, but platonically. This across-the-bar friendship of ours was all I was ever going to have of her, and it was going to have to be enough.

                    “Of course I won’t fire her,” I said, as I resigned myself to a lifetime of unrequited yearning. “Everyone deserves a second chance.”
 
        *

        The last customers left Tsundoku at about 10:30pm. I locked the door behind them, poured myself another splash of the Sancerre as a nightcap, then unbuttoned my cuffs and rolled up my shirtsleeves so I could clean down.

    It was a familiar routine. I did it six times a week, and it was usually somewhere between mindless and meditative. Rituals like these usually made me feel calmer: when I felt myself spiralling out of control, I sank into something familiar to regain my equilibrium. 
 
        Not tonight, though. Fiona had left about an hour ago, but she was still, somehow, everywhere.

            She’d forgotten her jacket, I noticed, as I mopped around the foot of the coat rack. It wasn’t a particularly cold night by Hobart standards, but it wasn’t warm either. 

                Perhaps I should take it to her. Perhaps if I did, I could somehow stop her from giving in to Matt’s desire for another child, and –

                    No. 

                        I exhaled sharply through my teeth. Every atom in my body felt magnetised, like there would now just always be this inexorable pull towards her, but I couldn’t function like this. How was I supposed to go on living my life with this doomed longing hanging over me?

                            I shoved the mop into the bucket. This had to be some kind of temporary insanity. Service could have been a disaster this evening, but Fiona had ensured that it wasn’t. Maybe this was just some kind of… extreme form of relief, or gratitude. I’d been working very long hours for the past couple of years to get Tsundoku off the ground, along with the intense MS study schedule I’d recently started. It was bound to catch up with me. Wasn’t that what Isamu kept telling me?

                                Whatever it took, I had to get myself under control, or I was going to lose my entire mind.
 
                                    The front door rattled. “We’re –” I called on autopilot.

                                        The word closed died on my lips. There, on the other side of the door, was Fiona.
 
    My heart stopped beating.

    This wasn’t real. This was a fantasy, one where I would open the door and she would fall into my arms.

    I opened the door. She fell into my arms.

        “Fiona!” I staggered for a moment under her sudden dead weight. “What’s wrong?”

            “I’m sorry,” she sobbed. “I – I – I didn’t know where else to go.”

    Even in the warm lighting, her face was pale, so drained of blood she looked almost green. Her hair was a mess, as if she’d clutched her fists in it. She was still in the little black dress she’d worn to dinner, but her feet were jammed into two different sneakers. When she looked up at me, her eyes were wide and wild, whites visible all the way around the iris, and she was shaking, teeth chattering, fingers icy as they clutched at my shoulders.
 
        I grabbed her jacket off the rack and wrapped it around her. “What happened?”

            “Matt,” she choked. “He – he –”

    “He what?” My hands fisted into the lapels. “Did he hurt you?”

    “N-n-n-n-no.” She was on the borderline of hyperventilating. “Yes, but – not like you’re thinking. He – he – fuck, Satoshi, what am I going to tell the kids?”

    Her knees gave way beneath her. It was so sudden that I only just managed to catch her before she crumpled completely to the ground.

    “Come on.” I bent down so I could loop her arm around my shoulder. “Come with me.”

        I half-led, half-carried Fiona out to my office, sitting her down in my desk chair. She was still shivering, so I took my winter coat off the hook on the back of the door and draped it around her shoulders like a cloak. “Here.” I grabbed a bottle of wine from an open case, uncorked it quickly and poured her a splash. “Let’s slow everything down, all right? Take a few breaths. Take a few sips. You’re safe. I’ve got you.”
 
            Fiona wrapped her hands around the bowl of the glass and did what I said, inhaling and exhaling shakily. “I can’t taste anything.” Her voice was small. “There’s nothing.”
 
                “Don’t worry. It’s not important.” I knelt in front of her. “Can you tell me what happened?”

                    She squeezed her eyes shut, entire face screwing up with the force of it, but she couldn’t stop the tears falling down her cheeks. “I’m so stupid, Satoshi.”

                        “No, you’re not.” I took the glass from her and put it on the desk so I could try and warm her icy hands in mine.

                            The sound that escaped her could only be described as a laugh, but there was no joy in it. It was the kind of laugh that someone who wasn’t in love with her might call hysterical; humourless and half-crazed.
 
                                “Yes, I am,” she said. “Matt doesn’t want another baby. He has a whole other family in Melbourne – and he’s leaving us for them.”
 

e9781668092347/fonts/Montserrat-Light.ttf


e9781668092347/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


e9781668092347/fonts/Roboto-Bold.ttf


e9781668092347/fonts/ShantellSans-Light.ttf


e9781668092347/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


e9781668092347/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Prologue


		November

		Chapter One


		Chapter Two







		December

		Chapter Three


		Chapter Four







		January

		Chapter Five


		Chapter Six


		Chapter Seven







		February

		Chapter Eight


		Chapter Nine


		Chapter Ten


		Chapter Eleven


		Chapter Twelve


		Chapter Thirteen


		Chapter Fourteen







		March

		Chapter Fifteen







		April

		Chapter Sixteen







		May

		Chapter Seventeen







		June

		Chapter Eighteen


		Chapter Nineteen


		Chapter Twenty







		July

		Chapter Twenty-One


		Chapter Twenty-Two


		Chapter Twenty-Three







		October


		Epilogue


		Acknowledgments


		‘A Study in Sparkling’ Teaser


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Prologue


		Epilogue


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		IV


		V


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		I


		II


		III


		367


		VI








e9781668092347/fonts/OpenSans-Bold.ttf


e9781668092347/fonts/Satisfy-Regular.ttf


e9781668092347/fonts/OpenSans-Regular.ttf


e9781668092347/images/common01.jpg





e9781668092347/images/common02.jpg





e9781668092347/images/9781668092347.jpg





e9781668092347/fonts/EBGaramond-SemiBold.ttf


e9781668092347/images/title.jpg
Ao
Aeademie

A NOVEL

JODI McALISTER

ATRIA PAPERBACK
NEW YORK AMSTERDAM/ANTWERP LONDON
TORONTO SYDNEY/MELBOURNE NEW DELHI





e9781668092347/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


