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Adele Parks worked in advertising until she published the first of her fourteen novels in 2000. Since then, her Sunday Times bestsellers have been translated into twenty-six different languages. Adele spent her adult life in Italy, Botswana and London until 2005 when she moved to Guildford, where she now lives with her husband and son. Adele believes reading is a basic human right, so she works closely with The Reading Agency as an Ambassador of the Six Book Challenge, a programme designed to encourage adult literacy.


Want to find out more about Adele? Visit her website for the latest news on her upcoming events: www.adeleparks.com, head to Facebook for exclusive extras: facebook.com/OfficialAdeleParks and chat with Adele on Twitter @adeleparks.




Acclaim for Adele Parks:


‘Sweet, sharp and simply unforgettable’ Lisa Jewell


‘Will captivate you from the first page’ Closer


‘A must read. Romantic, yet truthful, this is a moving love story with unforgettable characters’ Jenny Colgan


‘A beautifully written, thoughtful exploration of love and loss . . . This is Parks at the top of her consistently excellent game and is one of those rare books you won’t stop thinking about until long after you turn the final page’ Daily Mail


‘Utterly engrossing and beautifully written’ Freya North


‘A heart-warming, heart-breaking tale of love and loss, with an ending that will knock you off your feet. This is Adele Parks at the top of her game’ Mike Gayle


‘A fairytale with bite. Sparkly, compelling and – ultimately unexpected’ Jane Fallon


‘Adele Parks is a deft observer of human nature’ Kathleen Tessaro


‘Be warned, you might nearly miss your bus stop (like I did) you’ll be so engrossed. Plus there’s a mighty twist at the end’ Woman




About the Book


Adele Parks, the Sunday Times bestselling author of THE STATE WE’RE IN and WHATEVER IT TAKES, draws together some of her most popular short stories in a collection that will delight existing and new fans alike, and appeal to readers of Lisa Jewell and Jojo Moyes.


The course of true love never did run smooth, but sometimes it’s worth the ride. Adele Parks, with her trademark, up-front, tell-it-as-it-is style, gets right to the heart of the dilemmas real women – and men – face in their lives.


HAPPY ENDINGS is the second of four deliciously insightful e-short story collections about the changing face of love – and holding out for the ever-after you’ve dreamed about.


***Includes a preview of Adele’s emotional, passionate and sweeping new historical novel IF YOU GO AWAY.***
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It’s Got To Be Perfect


Jeff thought long and hard about the perfect place to propose to Jenni. He wanted perfection as defined by big-budget Hollywood rom-coms; nothing less than endless ticker-tape celebrations and soft-focus moments. Jenni, with her fabulous sense of humour, honesty and sexiness, deserved nothing less. 


Jeff’s father had not shared Jeff’s view. He’d proposed to Jeff’s mother over a bag of fish and chips as they’d huddled close and looked out at the grey English Channel. Apparently his father’s line of reasoning was that if they got married, they could have sex somewhere more comfortable than the back of Jeff’s granddad’s van. If Jeff’s mother thought the wording of the proposal left something to be desired, she must at least have admired his honesty. She’d replied, ‘OK.’ 


Jeff would’ve paid cash not to be privy to this information, but his father loved to relay the story and diligently repeated it every wedding anniversary. ‘Smelt of salt and vinegar when I kissed her,’ he’d say with a laugh. There had been thirty-eight anniversaries so far.


Jeff and Jenni had lived together for two years now and they could have (or not have) comfortable sex whenever they wanted. But this seemed to increase rather than diminish the expectation that the proposal had to be something splendid and exceptional. 


Jeff bought a square-cut diamond solitaire, set on a platinum band. It was hideously expensive, but the jeweller told him to suck it up, and pointed out that now he was proposing, he could expect his credit card to be bashed on a regular basis because weddings, especially perfect ones, cost. The sobering thought dramatically altered Jeff’s fantasy about where to propose. The beaches of Barbados, the Maldives and Thailand were all dismissed, as was Venice (smelly), the top of the Eiffel Tower (crowded) and Rome (frantic). He didn’t want to do it in a restaurant – or anywhere public, come to that. It had to be somewhere personal, unpredictable and, well, perfect.


After lengthy agonising, he decided to book a cottage in Wales for a weekend break. 


‘Wales?’ questioned his brother. 


‘Yes.’


‘Remote cottage, is it?’


‘Yes.’


‘So she can’t run away?’ 


‘Do you think she might?’ Jeff was suddenly terrified.


‘You’re punching above your weight with Jenni, mate. But hell, why not? Go for it.’


The drive took five hours in Friday traffic, but it was worth it. They arrived as the sun was setting behind the rugged gothic hills, creating a mauve and peach evening sky punctuated by strong, imposing smudges of scarlet. The clouds looked like those a child would paint with a thick brush. It was breathtaking. Jeff nearly spluttered out the proposal on the spot but didn’t; he needed to chill the champagne, find his iPod (he’d uploaded a careful selection of romantic ballads) and put the flowers he’d brought with him in a vase. It all had to be just right.


The cottage was split into two sets of accommodation, which Jeff hadn’t realised when he’d made the booking on the web. He was a bit disappointed and anxious; he hoped the other half would remain unoccupied, as the last thing he wanted was forced intimacy with other holidaymakers. For the next forty-eight hours he wanted Jenni all to himself. He unpacked hastily and slammed the champers in the fridge, but he couldn’t find his iPod and he only had time to pop the flowers in the sink before Jenni called him into the bedroom.


After they’d made love, Jenni decided she wanted to explore. Ideal, thought Jeff, he’d ask her as they mooched to the pub, cocooned in the warm evening air. But as he searched around for a place to conceal the engagement ring (maybe he should’ve packed baggier trousers; why hadn’t he thought of that?), he became aware that Jen was talking to someone.


‘Of all the places!’ said a male voice, before bursting into a hearty laugh. Jenni squealed with excitement. Jeff rushed outside in time to witness his girlfriend enveloping a bloke in a warm hug. A hot embrace, some might say. 


‘Jeff, this is Daniel Carter,’ said Jenni, beaming. 


Daniel reached for Jeff’s hand and shook it firmly. Mutely, weakly, Jeff allowed his limp wrist to be shaken about. Daniel Carter: the name slowed his blood. Dan the Man. The ex in the flesh – toned, tall, tanned flesh at that. Jeff noted Dan’s big blue eyes, broad shoulders and bulging biceps. Really, Jenni had undersold him when she’d once commented (casually, as though she didn’t think it mattered) that he was possibly the most beautiful guy on the planet. If it stopped with good looks, Jeff might have been able to smile and chat, but he knew that Dan had completed an Ironman triathlon, and that he was a human rights lawyer. He probably had Obama’s personal email as well.


‘What a coincidence. I thought this place was pretty much deserted,’ said Dan, with a broad, relaxed grin that exposed perfect white teeth lined in a neat row.


‘It’s a bit secluded,’ agreed Jenni, nodding.


‘Intimate,’ chipped in Jeff defensively.


‘You must have dinner with us,’ offered Jenni.


‘Dan probably has plans,’ mumbled Jeff.


‘No, not really. That would be wonderful, if you’ve enough to go round. I haven’t packed anything. I thought there’d be a corner shop,’ smiled Dan, as though he was completely unaware that he was ruining Jeff’s life.


Jeff had planned delicious menus for the weekend and bought the produce accordingly; normally Jenni did the lion’s share of the cooking and he’d wanted to indulge her. He’d spent hours in the local deli, elbow to elbow with passionate foodies and fraught, determined housewives who wanted to impress their dinner guests by buying local and organic. He’d bought the best of everything: fresh pasta, ripe cheeses, crusty bread, black olives slathered in virgin olive oil, caviar and smoked salmon. Jenni went inside the cottage, opened the fridge and assessed the contents. The men followed. Dan’s step was jaunty, Jeff’s demoralised.


‘Oh, we’ve loads. It’ll be nice to have someone to share all these gorgeous goodies with.’ She reached for the pasta, olives and smoked salmon. Jeff bit his lip and didn’t point out that the salmon was intended for breakfast; he’d been planning on making Eggs Royale. 


The evening was the worst of Jeff’s life. Instead of proposing to the woman of his dreams, he was forced to watch as she zealously flirted with her ex lover. Dan was undeniably interesting, engaging and charming. Under different circumstances his anecdotes might’ve even made Jeff smile, but tonight Jeff wanted to gouge his eyes out with the cheese knife. Was it really necessary for Dan to be so well informed about every subject broached? No, Jeff thought not. And even though Dan ostensibly tempered his galling good looks with a sprinkling of self-deprecating stories, Jeff wasn’t fooled. He knew the man was an arrogant, seducing, champagne-guzzling jerk. He could absolutely tell by the way Jenni laughed at everything he said. 


Yes, champagne-guzzling! After they’d consumed the two fine bottles of wine that Jeff had bought, Dan spotted the champagne and suggested opening it. He promised he’d replace it tomorrow, but that was unlikely: there weren’t any shops nearby. Besides, Jeff didn’t want to toast his engagement with champers bought by his fiancée’s ex. 


Assuming there was to be an engagement. 


The more Jeff drank, the more he doubted there would be. He became increasingly morose as he watched sparks fly between Dan and Jenni, sizzling and cracking in the air. As he downed more Merlot than he knew was sensible, he asked himself why these two had ever split up in the first place. Had she ever said? Maybe, but it was a long time since they’d had that sort of conversation. Why things hadn’t worked out with an ex was something discussed in the first month of a new relationship or not at all. Jeff couldn’t remember why Dan and Jenni hadn’t made it, and judging by Jenni’s animated manner right now, she couldn’t recall either. She clearly thought the man was perfect. Eventually Jeff stumbled upstairs. He’d leave them to it. It was less painful.


The next morning Jenni crawled out of bed and returned with two large tumblers of water. Their hangovers were so severe that sex was out of the question, but her bringing water was a comfort, not just because his mouth was as dry as a sand pit, but because the act was considerate and domestic. Maybe he was getting things out of proportion, being a bit paranoid. The birds were singing, the sun was slicing through the gap in the curtains – it was a good sign. He would stick to his original plan: they’d go for a walk, eat a picnic and he’d propose on the Brecon Beacons, where the lush green hills would roll out in front of them like possibilities.


He moved the dead flowers out of the sink – he hadn’t taken the time to look for a vase; he’d forgotten all about it when Dan arrived on the scene – and did his best to cobble together a picnic, fighting his irritation that the wholemeal crusty bread had been eaten and they’d have to make do with basic white sliced, and that after he’d gone to bed, Jenni and Dan had helped themselves to the organic lemonade, no doubt in a effort to abate the onset of hangovers, and gorged on the chocolate fudge cake, probably to quell the munchies. He took a deep breath. It was far from ideal – not what anyone would call perfect – but at least he’d have Jenni to himself all day.


When Jenni entered the kitchen, she was bleary-eyed and pale from last night’s excesses, yet still beautiful. She’d paired up a flirty floral summer dress with big wellington boots. It was a good look for her: she had gorgeous skinny knees and smooth thighs, and the outfit somehow suggested vulnerability and femininity combined with a practical resourcefulness. 


‘Will you throw in another sandwich?’ she said. ‘Dan told me last night that he’s just been through a nasty break-up. They were meant to be coming here together. I felt so sorry for him, I said he could tag along today.’


Jeff took a deep breath. So the demigod was single too; that was all he needed. ‘You should put on a pair of jeans. It might turn cold,’ he muttered darkly.


Dan offered to carry the picnic hamper; no doubt he’d hitch it up on one shoulder as though it weighed nothing. Jeff couldn’t allow that – it was a matter of pride. Clinging martyr-like to the wicker basket, he trailed behind, forced to watch as the pair of them laughed and joked, as Jenni touched Dan’s arm, as they tilted their heads close to one another. Jeff thought he might be sick, and it wasn’t the hangover. Normally he was not the sort of man to wrap himself up in angry knots of bleak imaginings. Jealous judgements and cruel conclusions ruined people’s lives. That said, it was clear that this picnic would not present the perfect opportunity to propose.
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