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        For bees, the flower

        is the fountain of life.

        For flowers, the bee

        is the messenger of love.

      

        

      
        ~ Kahlil Gibran,

        The Prophet

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THIS BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      An unexpected lover…a volcano of exploding passions

      

      After surviving a horrific accident, Kate Miller is plagued by guilt. Hiding both her mental and physical scars, she shuns love and escapes into work—finding meaning and purpose in running her boutique Manuka honey business.

      Billionaire business magnate Gianni Romano has ventured from Sicily to New Zealand driven by the crimes of his father and the memories he wants to escape. But the infamous Romano name and ill-gained fortune follow him wherever he goes. But this only makes the headstrong Italian more determined to strike out on his own. Now, he’s on the cusp of achieving world acclaim.

      Only one woman stands in his way—fiercely independent Kate Miller and her refusal to submit to his demands that she sells her business to him. Her passions are inflamed. How dare he think he can flaunt his considerable wealth and buy the only thing that gives her a reason to live?

      The spark they have is hotter than a Sicilian sunset and conflict flames. When emotions run deep, and hearts are on the line, will mixing business with pleasure be the bedrock for a lifelong love? Or will their love explode like an angry volcano?

      

      Love In Sicily is a beautiful romance, brimming with the promise of a happily ever after. Set in The Bay of Islands, New Zealand—one of the most beautiful, unspoiled, sensuous places in the world.

      

      Join Mollie's Readers Group:)

      https://www.facebook.com/groups/323525616931811

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PRAISE FOR LOVE IN SICILY

          

        

      

    

    
      “Love In Sicily was a quick-paced read with a lot of angst and sorrow leading up to the happily ever after. The characters of Kate and Gianni meet, and sparks seem to fly. When they are thrown together again unexpectedly - he's Santa and she's his elf to give out gifts to poor children - things really ratchet up a notch. The story has a lot of depth. Ms. Mathews is an author whose books are filled with love, some heat, and great locations. I look forward to reading more of her books..”

      
        
        ~ J. Weiss

      

      

      “This was a light romantic read. Kate Miller and her family went on a cruise to tour Whakaari in the Bay of Islands in northern New Zealand when a volcano erupted, and she became the sole survivor of her family. To keep her father’s memory alive, she rebuilt her father's beekeeping business for Manuka honey.

      As a favor for a friend, she agrees to be Santa’s helper where she runs into a reclusive Italian-New Zealander named Gianni Romano. There is instant heat, but Kate fears it and tries to run from it but Gianni isn’t giving up. Take a trip to the Bays of Islands in New Zealand through the eyes of Mollie Mathews to see how these two found love and happiness.”

      
        
        ~ Toni Brown

      

      

      

      “I love this story from Mollie Matthews that gives another view into living by the Bay of Islands in New Zealand. Kate Miller is the sole survivor from her family of the volcanic eruption on Whakaari in the Bay of Islands in northern New Zealand. She has rebuilt her father's beekeeping business for Manuka honey. She really runs into a reclusive Italian-New Zealander Gianni Romano. It seems there is instant heat, but the heat is more of distrust by Kate. Really, they both have issues they have been hiding that prevent moving forward. I hope you will enjoy this story of how the bees bring these two together despite serious missteps.

      ~ Hugh Harrison

      

      “Another heart-wrenching yet heart-healing story from this gifted author. Kate and Gianni both had horrific experiences & whilst she had physical scars & grieved the loss of her family with a heavy dose of self-blame, his were buried much deeper & yet he revealed everything. I loved her almost-human mutt & the detailed, well-written story that had a lot of angst.  Underpinning all the drama and the harsh words, they were so sexually connected that they could have put the stars to shame. Highly recommended.”

      
        
        ~ Terry Baab
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      December 2019, National Burns Centre, Auckland Hospital, New Zealand

      As the soft rays of dawn pierced through the hospital room windows, casting a gentle glow on the sterile walls, Kate Millar slowly opened her eyes. The throbbing pain from her burns surged through her body, a cruel reminder of the volcanic eruption that had ravaged her life three weeks earlier. The events leading up to her awakening were a blur, but the weight of her loss sat heavily on her chest.

      Her eyes searched the room for familiar faces, but all she found were the cold, impersonal surroundings. The sound of hushed voices outside her door hinted at the presence of doctors and nurses, the guardians of her fragile existence. With a trembling hand, she reached up to touch her bandaged face, feeling the scars that now adorned her once flawless skin.

      As the fog of sedation lifted, memories of that fateful day began to resurface. The image of the majestic volcano, its smoldering mouth beckoning with an alluring danger, swirled in her mind. It had been her idea to venture to the very heart of the seething beast to witness its destructive power firsthand. And now, she was the sole survivor, left to grapple with the devastating consequences of her own curiosity.

      Tears welled up in Kate’s eyes as she whispered her family's names, her voice choked with grief. Her mother, a beacon of warmth and love, who had always been her rock, was dead. Her father, whose wisdom and strength had shaped her into the person she was, would never walk beside her again. And her younger sister, full of mischief and laughter, who had looked up to her with admiration, was⁠—

      Dead. They were all dead! It should have been me, I should have been the one who died, she sobbed inwardly.

      A wave of guilt crashed over her, threatening to drown her in its suffocating embrace. How could she have been so selfish, so blind to the potential dangers? The weight of responsibility pressed upon her, her heart burdened by the belief that she alone was to blame for the tragic loss of her family.

      How could she possibly forgive herself? What right did she have to live? They should have survived. Not me.  Guilt, blame, and shame raged through her mind, tangling with the brutal, indescribable loss.

      The hospital room door creaked open, interrupting Kate’s tormenting thoughts. A nurse, her kind eyes filled with empathy, approached the bedside. With a gentle touch, she tried to offer hope and solace to her shattered survivor.

      "I know it feels unbearable right now," the nurse said softly, her voice a soothing balm to Kate’s wounded soul. "You mustn’t blame yourself. You couldn't have foreseen what happened. Nature is unpredictable. It was an accident, a horrible, horrible accident. Blaming yourself won't bring them back."

      Kate’s trembling lips attempted a weak smile, gratitude mingled with sorrow. The nurse's words offered a glimmer of understanding, a sliver of hope in the darkness that consumed her. Perhaps forgiveness lay not in assigning blame but in finding the strength to heal and honor her family's memory in a different way.

      Their loss would not be in vain, she vowed. She would become a voice of caution, a beacon of hope for those who had lost their loved ones to the capricious whims of nature. And she would ensure the reckless, profit-greedy tour operators,  those truly to blame for placing her family and the other victims of the volcano’s eruption in the way of harm, were brought to justice. More importantly, she would continue her father‘s legacy, Bee Healthy and the passion she and her father shared for the healing properties of bees.

      The road ahead would be treacherous, wrought with emotional challenges and the scars that adorned her body. But Kate was determined to transform her embers of remorse into a beacon of resilience and compassion. With every step forward, she would honor the memories of her mother, father, and sister, ensuring that their lives lived on through her strength and determination.
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      December, 2020

      Kate let out a shaky breath, her eyes fixed on the jagged crayon lines. “You know what’s crazy?” she said, her voice low, as if testing the words. “Sometimes I wake up and think it was all a dream. Like, I’ll hear my dad humming in the kitchen or smell my sister’s perfume—God, she always wore way too much of that vanilla stuff.” She gave a brittle laugh, then clenched the crayon tighter. “For a second, I’m back there. Back before. And then... I remember.”

      Her gaze dropped to her hands, trembling now. “I remember how I screamed for them, and they didn’t answer. How I ran when they couldn’t. How—” Her breath hitched. “How is it even fair? I was the one who dragged them there. I should’ve been the one who didn’t come back.”

      She stared at the black scribbles, her voice hardening. “Do you know what it’s like to survive something that should’ve killed you? To live with people calling you lucky when all you feel is... wrong? Like the universe got it backwards and you’re the mistake that slipped through.”

      Kate looked down at the picture art therapist Issy Riley had asked her to draw. Issy’s instructions had been simple, ‘Just draw what you feel.’

      Kate hadn’t known where to begin, and then, in a mindless blur, all the hurt, all the pain, all the grief flew from her hands. There on the page in an incoherent blur were all those memories Kate thought she had talked through until she was bruised and blue. All those toxic thoughts that she thought she had healed. All those terrifying traumas she thought she had pushed so far to the back of her mind had exploded through.

      Kate rubbed her hand below her abdomen, feeling the puckered ridge of the scars and skin grafts she covered up and hid from the rest of the world. Her scars ran deeper than the volcanic fissures that carved White Island.

      Kate pressed the back of her hand to her mouth, hiding the tremble of her lips. The therapist’s room was warm, but she pulled her jacket tighter around her, a small defiance against the vulnerability crawling over her skin.

      Issy leaned forward. “Kate, it’s okay to let someone help you. You don’t have to do this alone.”

      Kate’s head snapped up, her voice sharp. “I’ve been doing it alone for a year. And I’m still here, aren’t I? Still breathing. Still... functioning.” She crossed her arms, her eyes darting to the clock. “Look, I don’t need a pep talk. I just need⁠—”

      Her voice faltered, and she let out a hard breath. She grabbed the glue stick from the table, her hands moving with a frantic precision as she slapped paper over the black crayon marks. “See? Fixed. All patched up. I’m fine.”

      Issy didn’t reply right away, and Kate’s gaze hardened. “Don’t look at me like that. I’ve gotten myself through worse. I don’t need anyone to hold my hand.”

      But the edge in her voice wavered, betraying the cracks beneath the surface.

      Kate studied the black sooty image, forged with thick crayoned blazes of black and frenzied scribbles of grey, and grimaced. She lifted her hand to the thick fringe of flame-colored hair and pressed it down against her forehead, feeling as she did so the indentations and scars caused by flying volcanic rock.

      “I don’t know if this is a good idea,” Kate’s voice was thick with conviction and intensity. Her mood had changed since entering the therapist's room. She was at once furtively angry and coolly clear in her certainty that mining her emotions was a big mistake.

      “Use a new page if you like,” Issy said.

      Her tone was so compassionate and kind, and Kate instantly trusted her. Kate had worked with a significant number of therapists since the accident, and not one of them seemed to care truly. And she liked that Issy was creative and unconventional. She sensed she was a nonconformist, an outsider, just like Kate.

      “Feel free to edit,” Issy handed Kate a pair of scissors. “Cut out anything that you don’t like. Anything that you don’t want. Anything you want to change,” Issy said, changing her words, as though being careful not to lead Kate too much or direct where Kate’s subconscious wanted to go. 

      Kate looked at the pad of paper balanced on a board on her knees and tore off a sheet of paper. She grabbed the glue stick Issy handed her and pasted it over her memories, then slapped the fresh page down.

      “How do you feel?” Issy asked.

      Blank.

      That’s what Kate felt. 

      Blank and empty and nothing, she affirmed silently as her gaze sunk into the white void—a void just like the gaping hole in her life where her family used to be. 

      “Better,” Kate lied. She clenched her fist, forced it to the page, and rubbed it back and forth in vigorous sweeps over the paper.  She knew she should confide in the therapist, but the truth was she didn’t want to lift the lid off the emotions she strove so hard to suppress. 

      She didn’t want to tell Issy, ‘I feel nothing, and that's how I want it.’ She feared, just like the volcano on White Island that had erupted that awful day, that once her feelings exploded to the surface, her emotions would smolder quietly and consume her slowly.

      She raked her hands through her hair. God, she was hanging on as it was. Every semblance of her life balanced on the edge of a cliff, waiting for the next tremor.. Every tiny little morsel of the reason why she kept on living was reduced to stale crumbs. Every tear she stuffed down threatened to hurl itself onto the page. And she was terrified that once she lifted the lid on, the guilt that consumed her every waking moment would explode. Because all she wanted to do was die.

      Kate glanced at the clock on the therapist's wall.  Three minutes to three. Three, her lucky number. Or, rather, it had been. Three minutes more until her session would be over. 

      Thank God.

      She was stupid to think that this would change anything, but she wanted to try. Didn't she owe it to Zac? Didn’t she owe it to her bees? Didn't she owe it to—she gulped hard, suddenly feeling she couldn’t breathe—didn’t she owe it to her dad?

      She was sick of living like this. Unable to feel. Dead from the heart down, permanently scarred and terrified of the dark thoughts that permeated her mind like the sulfurous gas and toxic fumes that killed so many people that hateful day.

      She clenched her eyes as the video footage of the burns many victims suffered replayed in her mind. No, she affirmed, pushing the truth away. Her parents had died from the fumes, she silently affirmed, not wanting to think the worst.

      “It’s okay to cry, Kate,” Issy said,  handing her a tissue. “You can’t always be stoic. Tears tell truths. Tears are healing.”

      Kate shook her head. She didn’t want to accept the truth, and she didn’t deserve to heal. “I’m fine,” she said. I am hardened lava—tough, immovable, lifeless.

      “Why did you come here, Kate?” Issy gently probed.

      Kate shrugged. “I thought coming back to New Zealand would be therapeutic. You know, sort of like face the fear and⁠—” 

      She bit her lip. That was the problem. She had faced the fear. It had been her idea. Her whole family, at Kate’s insistence, had faced the fear of the awakening volcano, and look where it had got them.

      Dead.

      Issy looked at her sympathetically. “I meant, here, here,” she said, sweeping her hands around the counseling room.

      Kate turned away. She shouldn’t have come. She didn’t want sympathy. She didn’t want kindness. And she most definitely didn’t want people worrying about her. She had a hard enough job worrying about herself. And now she was worrying about being a failure counseling client. Issy deserved a more pliant client.

      There you go again, she cursed under her breath,  getting stuck in your old paradigm of worrying for everyone else.

      And then the truth splintered through her mind. The fact was, if she’d done a better job worrying about everyone else, she wouldn't have nagged her family to go on the volcanic excursion. Her stomach churned, a gnawing reminder of the trip she'd insisted on.

      She blamed herself, and no amount of therapy was ever going to change the facts. 

      Christmas last year, her mum, dad, and sister—her whole family—died. She had killed them. And on that day, she swore she would never care or love anyone again.

      Issy glanced at the clock. “I’m sorry, Kate, but I have another client. Are you okay if we leave things there for today?”

      Kate nodded. “Sure.”

      “Same time next week?” 

      “Yes, same time next week is perfect,” she lied, forcing a thin smile. She wouldn’t be coming back. Ever. What was the point? She felt like the ash from the volcano—scattered, untethered, and settling nowhere. Without her family, she was just a shadow of something burned away, weightless and meaningless, drifting further from anything solid.
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      "Thanks for waiting, Zac,” Kate said, as she opened the driver’s door of the ute. “Now slide over.”

      Zac pretended not to hear and kept his nose pressed against the top of the steering wheel.

      “Zac, move over. Come on. If you could drive, I’d let you. But I hate to break it to you, you’re a dog. And dog’s can’t drive. It’s the law.”

      He regarded her with determined dark eyes, then turned, and padded to the passenger side.

      “You know I love you,” she said, sweeping her hand vigorously across his fur. The truth was if it wasn’t for Zac and her bees Kate wouldn’t be here at all. She loved her rescue dog more than life itself. And her bees gave her something of her father to hang onto. A calling. They needed her. They gave her a reason to live.

      She clenched the steering wheel, and eye-balled the roof, willing her tears not to flow. Not here. Not now. What right did she have to cry? 

      Because of Kate, her mum, and her dad, and her sister had left the safety of the cruise ship and joined a tour to the volcano on White Island—and now they were dead.

      Kate looked back at Zac. Zac looked back at Kate, just as he had that day she had rescued him, death in his eyes. Only now she knew he was faking it to get his way.

      Zac was not the dog she thought she would choose when she went to the animal centre a year ago.

      She had wanted a happy, bouncy puppy, one that would be self-reliant—just like her. A puppy that would make her feel better. But on his best day with his sad brown eyes, and jet-black coat, he looked like a professional mourner. And in the end, that had suited her fine.

      Nobody had wanted a three-legged, pug dog with a skin impediment. And she couldn’t have left him in the animal rescue centre. Not once she found out that the day she had called in was to be his last day.

      She patted his soft, sleek fur. The eczema had flared because Zac had been so poorly treated. And she knew, with love, unlike her own scars, Zac's would heal. Everyone needed to be loved. She needed to be loved. And now she had someone to love too.

      She had Zac.

      Zac.

      He had not been the man she had dreamed she would spend her life loving. He had not been the man she had dreamed she would have children with. He had not been the man she had vowed she would marry. . .

      . . .until—'Til death would they part.

      Kate sucked a big gulp of air forcing the grief and pain through her chest and gently pressed Zac’s nose. Zac had been Prozac with three legs and a short, stump of a tail. He had saved her life.

      “We have a lot in common you and me. You knew I couldn’t leave knowing I could’ve saved you and didn’t.”

      Zac rolled his eyes up to stare at her, and moved back to the driver’s seat, plunking himself in Kate’s lap.

      “I saved your butt, now move your pudgy arse,” she said, nudging him. “Pretty please, Zac, move back. I’ll be late for the beautician.”

      Zac grunted and stumbled into the passenger seat. He hobbled around and around as he situated himself on the split tan upholstery.

      “Don’t look so depressed, you’re supposed to cheer me up—not make me feel guilty.”

      Zac didn’t get much happier as they drove away from the counselling rooms. Instead, he stared wistfully at her lap.

      “Okay come on then,” she said patting her thighs. Zac didn’t wait to be asked twice. Zac met her eyes, and plunged toward her, licking her from chin to brow with sweeping slurps.

      Kate burst into tears. “Oh, Zac,” she sobbed wrapping an arm around him. His body was warm and wriggly and welcoming. Kate held him tighter, so thankful to have someone to hold in her life. Especially at Christmas when she felt so sad.

      “It’s just me and you, Zac," she told him, tears running down her cheeks.

      Zac sighed and began to lick the salty droplets, which made Kate cry even harder.

      She wrapped her arms around his pudgy belly. She felt sad and happy at the same time. It was a relief to cry after holding everything in for so long. She gave one final sniff and let go of him.

      “I have to get myself together before anyone sees my tears,” she said. “And I can’t be late for the beautician.”

      Balancing on one leg Zac pressed his paws on the window ledge and smeared the glass with his squishy nose.

      “Okay, but no leaping out when you see a pretty girl,” Kate said, pressing the button and lowering the window.

      “You are family now, Zac,” she told him. “And I’m not losing anyone else again.”
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“PSYCHOLOGY RULES
IN THIS ROMANCE OF
PERSONALITIES. A
GOOD, QUICK
ROMANTIC READ.”





