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    Just the Two of Us:




    




    Louisa’s over the moon about her holiday to Cornwall with her boyfriend David. Sun, sea, and a romantic, swashbuckling setting; what’s not to like? Maybe this will be the week when she and David finally have enough privacy to take their relationship to the next level. Then she hears that her partner has invited his mother to join them, and her heart plummets to her boots. A whole week sharing a room with the most pernickety and selfish woman in the universe. What on Earth is this going to mean for her relationship?




    The Cruise:




    




    It’s almost the end of the summer, and she’ll go spare unless she can finally jet off to the sun. But with one thing and another, and especially her husband being made redundant that year, the possibility isn’t exactly looking likely. So when he comes home one day with a pile of holiday brochures and the promise of a Mediterranean cruise, she has a feeling that this is going to be a holiday with a difference …




    




    Breaking Through:




    




    Fleeing a broken relationship and her ex-fiancé’s wedding to someone else, Freya Storm has convinced herself that she is absolutely fine holed up on an isolated country estate, working hard to produce a historical guide. Things seem to be going well, until a tall and handsome jogger appears one day while she is taking photographs and mistakes Freya for a tabloid journalist, causing her to smash her camera and putting the completion of her guide on time into jeopardy. Realising his mistake, the stranger offers to help in any way he can, and Freya quickly finds that things are suddenly going very well indeed.




    The Difference Between Us:




    




    Monica has not seen her preternaturally beautiful and successful twin, Eva, since the night she left home after a disastrous date with her long-time crush, Tony, where he seemed to constantly compare her to Eva. Fearing she would never be free of the influence of her stunningly attractive sister, Monica has spent a year away travelling before she risks returning for a visit. On her return though Monica finds that her situation with Tony wasn’t quite as she’d thought when she left.




    A Lady’s Fancy:




    




    After she finds her fiancé, the wicked Earl of Avon, in the arms of her beautiful cousin at their engagement ball, Elinor Camden makes a new life for herself as a governess and author of comic Gothic novels. Eight years later Avon is back from the Peninsular Wars and Elinor finds herself the heroine of her own adventure as she is snatched off a country road by the amorous earl, who is intent on rewriting the ending to their unhappy love story …




    Greek Gifts:




    




    When offered an opportunity out of the blue to spend a week away on holiday in the Greek countryside, shy insurance worker Ellen jumps at the chance. When she arrives she is swept away by the unspoiled beauty of the land around her, and resolves to pack her holiday with as much as possible to make the most of her time this wonderful country. When the taverna keeper’s son Alexi, with his Greek god looks, spends the evening telling her stories under the stars, Ellen is captivated, but knows with a man like Alexi, who is seeing a new tourist girl every week, she can be nothing but a distraction. But Alexi’s parents have noticed his strange new behaviour around Ellen, and she finds that her ideas about what will happen on this holiday aren’t quite what she originally thought …




    Waiting for Take Off:




    




    Today was supposed to be the day Bella Frost married her Mr Right, Lewis, in the wedding ceremony she’d been planning for years. Instead, a few weeks before the wedding she discovered that Lewis was a serial cheater and had no intention of ever going through with the marriage. Most of her bridesmaids offered her ice-cream and sympathy, but Julie turned up at her flat, packed some clothes, and took her to the airport so they can spend a week together at Julie’s Spanish island hideaway. Bella is sceptical about the trip at first, but is persuaded that this may be just what she needs to get over Lewis. But with Bella getting distracted by handsome men and children in distress in the departure lounge, and their flight being called, can she tear herself away long enough to make the plane?




    Dancing Naked on the Lawn:




    




    Fed up with her husband’s preference for watching the golf on a glorious sunny afternoon, Jessica decides that she’ll do anything to get out of the house, and decides to take her confused Aunt Hilda out of her nursing home for a drive. She is very surprised as they set out to find that her aunt is more confused than she’d imagined, and believes her to be eighteen again instead of middle-aged and long-married. As Jessica finds herself getting lost in the country roads, she finds herself reflecting on how much her life has changed since her undergraduate days, and wondering if she needs a man who watches the golf on a glorious day, and not one from her past who took her dancing naked on the lawn.




    




    Winter Break:




    




    The winter rain is pouring down and the central heating has packed up, the children are complaining and to cap it all off her colleague Janice will not stop showing off about the luxurious holiday her husband is taking her on to Lanzarote. With life a seemingly endless round of work, sleep, nagging the kids to get on with their homework, and never even having enough time for a night out with husband Terry, her colleague seems to have it all. Yet some unexpected news and an equally unexpected night in with Terry go some way towards changing her mind …


  




  

    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    


    Just the Two of Us


    
 Christina Jones




    




    If you knew me, you’d realise that contemplating murder was totally out of character. I’m a great believer in the sanctity of life, I mean I even rescue spiders from the bath – OK, yes, with the aid of one of those little bug-catcher devices – even though they terrify me. I literally wouldn’t hurt a fly. But David’s mother was something else entirely.




     David’s mother had driven me way beyond the bounds of rational behaviour. I would have happily throttled David’s mother if I’d thought I could get away with it.




    The holiday had been David’s idea. A week – just one short week because, obviously, David’s company would teeter into bankruptcy without him for any longer – in Cornwall.




    Mind you, Cornwall suited me fine. I’m addicted to Daphne du Maurier and Poldark and all that gothic, romantic, swashbuckling stuff, and had often imagined myself being carried away by some dashing, ne’er-do-well pirate or highwayman on stark and windswept Bodmin Moor. So, yes, I was very much looking forward to a week away with David, on our own. And who knew – we might even move the relationship on a bit – if you get my meaning …




    Anyway, David dropped the bombshell with full explosive force, just two days before we left.




    ‘Louisa, I’ve been thinking,’ David was pacing up and down the tiny living room in my equally tiny flat while I was trying to watch something gripping on the television news. ‘About the holiday … look, there’s no easy way to say this, but would you mind awfully if we asked Mum along too?’




    Mind? Mind? Was he mad?




    ‘Your mother?’ I looked up glacially, zapping the television into silence. ‘You want your mother to come on our holiday? The first week away together we’ve ever had? The first time we’ve ever managed to be alone?’




    I should tell you here that David and I suffered from a massive lack of privacy in our relationship. I mean mercifully, David didn’t live with his mum – that would have been a step too far even for me – but he did live in a shared house with four workmates that was about as private as a football stadium on cup final day. And my miniscule flat – shared with two other girls – wasn’t much better.




    So, David and I didn’t have that sort of relationship. Yet.




    Which was why I’d really hoped, you know, in Cornwall …




    David had that slapped-puppy look. ‘Well, yes. I know it’s not what we wanted, and it does rather mess up our plans, but it’s been so hard for her since Dad left. She’s lonely and she needs a break and she’s getting on and …’




    ‘David,’ my voice was icily calm, ‘your dad left twelve years ago. Your mother isn’t sixty yet. She works, she has millions of friends, and a better social life than I do. She’s more than capable of arranging her own holiday.’




    David’s mother, it has to be said, had perfected the art of aging thirty years in as many seconds and becoming The Wronged Woman, abandoned and alone, whenever she felt she was fading from the limelight. David, her only child, fell for it every time.




    ‘I know all that,’ David stopped pacing, ‘but she’s my mum and she looked so unhappy when I told her about us going away, and she needs a holiday as much as we do.’




    I was incredulous. Oh, yes, OK, it showed a really nice caring side of David’s nature, but honestly …




    I shook my head. ‘She went to Lanzarote with the – um – girls from work last November, and that trip to Benidorm with the Bingo Club at Easter. That’s two more holidays than I’ve had – or you. How many more does she need, for heaven’s sake?’




    David sighed. ‘I know, but she wants a family seaside holiday, she says. Like when Dad was still around. She wants us to have some fun together – like we used to. She’s only got me now. It might be the last time …’




    ‘Rubbish!’ I snorted, zapping the television back into life and raising my voice above the newsreader. ‘She’ll be around to get her telegram on her one hundredth birthday! Anyway, family holidays mean paddling and buckets and spades! You’re twenty-seven, David, not seven! And this was supposed to be a break for us – just the two of us … remember?’




    The argument spiralled a bit from there and I’ll gloss over it here. My flatmates arrived home from work in the middle of it, pulled faces, and tactfully disappeared into their rooms. It ended, as our disagreements about his mother always did, with me giving in with extremely bad grace and David, looking apologetic, saying I was amazing and wonderful and he’d make it up to me, and giving me a quick hug and kiss before leaving to tell his mother the good news.




    Really, our relationship was pretty peculiar. My own mum had warned me over six months earlier, when David had first asked me out after we’d met at a mutual friend’s Christmas party. I smiled, remembering her chuckling down the phone: ‘An accountant, Lou? How funny! Oh, I’m sure he’s a lovely man – but an accountant? Are you sure you’ll have anything in common? They’re so – so solid and realistic, and you’re anything but. Figures mean nothing to you … You’ve always been such a dreamer … Chalk and cheese! I really can’t see it working out at all.’




    But it had, in a funny sort of way. David was drop dead gorgeous, actually, and a lovely man, even if he was tied a little too tightly to his mum’s apron strings for my liking. We got on well, he made me laugh, he was generous and kind and fun to be with. And he was so heavily involved in his work and his maternal duties that he never demanded every minute of my spare time. I could wander rounds parks and art galleries and spend entire weekends lost in a romantic novel without him making any comment.




    That suited me nicely, mainly because I was waiting for The Grand Passion, and David would fill in nicely until it came along. Which, of course, indicates again that David and I had never – well, you know … We were very close, like best friends, but actually I really did fancy him, and I’d been pretty sure that maybe, even if he wasn’t The Grand Passion, alone in romantic Cornwall, we might just be able to nudge things up a notch …




    And now, it seemed, it was going to be a case of “mother came too” … A passion-killer if ever there was one!




    The journey to Cornwall was a nightmare. Six hours, nose-to-tail, on the motorway, with David’s mother being alternately queasy, hungry, thirsty, hot, cold, and dying to spend a penny. I swear we patronised every service station on the route. It was like being with a bubble-permed toddler.




    However, once we arrived, the hotel – a large country house – was wonderful and things started to look up. I’d checked that David had booked us into a double room and hopefully put his mum in some distant annexe. It was all rather daring and exciting. As David and his mother did the stuff at Reception I gazed at the view. The hotel overlooked a craggy cove where Atlantic breakers crashed and frothed on to the black rocks and seagulls dived and shouted and the sun shone on a tiny white-sanded beach from a cloudless sky.




    Bliss.




    ‘Er, Louisa …’ David called from the reception desk, interrupting my daydreams. ‘There seems to be a bit of a problem …’




    I sighed and turned away from the gorgeous view. Clearly his mum hadn’t been put in some distant annexe … She was probably next door …




    It was worse than that. Far, far worse.




    The fully booked hotel had thought, thanks to some misinterpretation of David’s email, that we were a proper family party and had allocated us the family suite … yep, two linked bedrooms, one double, one single …




     I knew, as sure as night follows day, that David and I would not be sharing the double bed and consummating our relationship with his mother a few feet away through an open archway – not even a damn door!




    There was a lot of arguing and explaining and apologising and shaking of heads. We couldn’t cancel and go elsewhere, Cornwall, it appeared was fully booked. High season, we were told, you won’t even find a vacant tent …




    I gritted my teeth, clenched my fists, counted to ten million – and sighed. ‘Well, if that’s all there is …’




    It was a very, very silent lift journey up to the family suite.




    David self-consciously unpacked his bag in the single room, while David’s mum and I unjoyously and mutinously did the same in the adjoining double room – complete with queen-sized bed. I could have wept.




     While David’s mother was folding and hanging her zillions of outfits and grizzling about the pattern of the wallpaper, the tog-rating of the duvet, the hardness of the mattress, and the softness of the pillows, the noise of the seagulls and the crashing waves, I nosed though her jars and potions that were overflowing the shelves in the en-suite.




     There was enough stuff there to rejuvenate every over-fifty in the country! I parked my toilet-bag, make-up bag, toothbrush, and deodorant in the one vacant corner and, as his mother declared that the journey had nearly killed her and she needed a nap and proceeded to close the balcony door and windows and draw the curtains over the spectacular view, I escaped downstairs to the bar.




    Two G&Ts later and I began to feel more human. David was very apologetic, again, but as the booking mix-up wasn’t his fault, there was no need – although, obviously, if we hadn’t brought his mother none of it would have happened. But I felt it would be unhelpful at this stage to remind him – and gradually the soft Cornish air began to work its magic. I relaxed, David smiled, and we anticipated dinner …




    We really shouldn’t have. David’s mother was a total hummer. She was rude to the waiters, complained about the gorgeous food, and declared she had a migraine brought on by eating shellfish – she really didn’t need to have ordered the prawns – and retired once again to our suite.




    Happily alone, and having made a pact not to mention Her, David and I went for a walk along the cliff top. The village was stunningly beautiful in the evening sun: tiny cottages dotted in the bracken; cobbled streets tumbling towards the cove; tubs ablaze with geraniums and lobelias on every corner. I was lost in a romantic haze as David strolled beside me, his arm draped companionably round my shoulders.




    I gazed at a gorgeous Cornish cottage, all slate and stone, standing alone, with a higgledy-piggledy path and a perfect overblown multi-coloured garden surrounding it like a fallen rainbow. I could just see The Grand Passion and me living there, in rustic bliss, with several chubby sun-browned children playing around our feet. 




    As we stopped to admire the view, David pulled me closer and kissed the top of my head.




    ‘What are you thinking?’ I murmured.




    David looked down at me, smiling. ‘I was calculating how much these properties would fetch at home. That cottage across there is pretty run-down – you’d possibly get it for a song, and you could renovate it and make a fortune letting it out during the holiday season, and –’




    ‘What?’ I jerked away from him, my happy-ever-after dreams popping like bubbles. ‘Are you completely soulless? Can’t you just accept something for its aesthetic value alone? That cottage is original and untouched and beautiful. Truly beautiful.’   




    ‘Of course it is,’ David looked puzzled. ‘But it’s also possibly great investment material. Surely you can see that?’




    ‘No, I can’t!’ I snapped. ‘Just for once try looking at something without putting a price on it!’




    David smiled benevolently. ‘Oh, Lou – you should know me by now. It’s the way I am – just as you’re such a dreamer. One of us has to keep our feet on the ground, don’t we? You’re just a hopeless romantic …’




     ‘Pity you’re not, David,’ I sighed. ‘Your loss. Oh, please leave me alone. I’ll find my own way back to the hotel …’




    ‘Lou …’




    ‘No, really,’ I flapped my hands. ‘I just want to be on my own.’ And I didn’t even think ‘go on, run back to see if your mother needs you more than I do’ – honest.




    ‘Look, Lou …’




    ‘No, seriously, David. I’m fine. I just need some time alone to think about stuff … I’ll be OK. I’ll see you later.’




    I watched him walk away, head down, shoulders hunched, once again probably unaware of what he’d done or said to upset me … I sighed. It really wasn’t going anywhere, was it? Such a shame …




    I wandered into the village, through the maze of hilly narrow streets, looking in tiny shop windows, marvelling at the lilac tinge of the sky over the pewter sea as the sun set, and eventually finding peace.




    It was growing dusk by the time I felt calm enough to return to the hotel, but I’d done a lot of thinking. I’d been lazy in my relationship with David, I knew that. I had never pushed for supremacy or tried too hard to change things because we got on well together, and I honestly enjoyed being with him and didn’t want to lose him. And if it was, as my mum kept saying, the oddest relationship she’d ever known, it had suited me fine. Until now.




    Always, in the back of my mind, was The Grand Passion. How or when this was going to happen was never clear, but I just knew it would. It would arrive with full celestial trumpets, cascades of rose-petals, and silver moonlight. Exactly like it did in the novels I adored.




    ‘Oh! Sorry! Are you OK?’




    Lost in my abstraction I’d cannoned straight into someone.




    I nodded. ‘Yes, yes – it was my fault anyway. I wasn’t looking where I was going … Sorry …’ I looked up into concerned grey eyes. ‘Oh …’




    He grinned, crinkling the grey eyes. ‘I was daydreaming, too. I was admiring the light over the sea. I love this time of the evening – the light and the shadows never fail to inspire me.’




    ‘Inspire?’ I leapt on the word. ‘Are you a writer?’




    He shook his head so that the sun-bleached layers of hair feathered over his forehead, and laughed. ‘No. I paint. Nothing exceptional. I’m a bit of a tourist-dauber, really. The holidaymakers love a locally-painted landscape to take home.’




    Wow, I thought. An artist … A kindred spirit … ‘And you live here?’




    He nodded. ‘Born and bred. I love this place.’ He fell into step beside me. ‘Are you here on holiday?’




    As we walked, I told him about the holiday, and where I was staying, and about my job as a florist, and then about David and his mother – and probably far too much, really. I never know when to stop talking, and I so needed to let off steam to someone. And who better than a total stranger I’d never see again?




    ‘I’m Matt Weston,’ he grinned at me when I finally ran out of puff. ‘And we’ve nearly reached your hotel.’




    ‘Louisa Farr. And thanks for walking back with me. And for listening.’




    ‘My pleasure.’ The grey eyes danced wickedly. ‘I’m a good listener. Maybe I’ll see you around …’




    I crept quietly into the suite, but not quietly enough. David’s mother woke up and grizzled, then she wanted the windows and balcony doors tightly closed, and when she did go to sleep she snored, stole the duvet, and took up all but six inches of the queen-sized bed. I lay awake for ages, holding myself away from Her, unable to read my book in case it woke Her up, not even bothering to switch on my e-reader. Through the archway I could just see David’s humped form looking unhappily alone in his little single bed. At least he didn’t snore …




    I eventually went to sleep and dreamed of crashing black waves and laughing grey eyes and sun-bleached hair, and woke to a clear blue sky and golden sunshine. David and his mother weren’t in the suite and I presumed they’d already gone down to breakfast without waking me. It didn’t bode well …




    I found them in the restaurant, both looking very unhappy. I sighed as I poured myself a coffee and buttered a slice of toast. This was going to be another awful day …




    It was. David hardly spoke to me, not that I could blame him really. David’s mother whined a lot. She wanted to go shopping but when we walked miserably into the village she declared the shops ‘rubbish’. Lunch gave her indigestion; dinner was just this side of food poisoning; then she wanted to play bingo and sulked when she couldn’t.




    I must admit that I’d spent the day trailing between David and his mother, trying to ignore the simmering atmosphere that was rising to the surface like bile, hoping for another glimpse of those wicked grey eyes … But Matt Weston was nowhere to be seen.




    We all retired to our suite after a silent dinner and several equally silent drinks for a miserable repeat performance of the previous night. I curled unhappily in the darkness and really, really wanted to go home.




    However, the next day dawned hotter and sunnier and it sent my spirits soaring. I would try to be a nice person today, I promised myself. I really would …




    ‘I’m going down to the beach,’ I announced over breakfast. ‘I’ve got a great book to read and it’s such a fabulous day …’




    ‘You really are so selfish, Louisa,’ David’s mother snapped. ‘I want David to take me into the nearest town so I can go shopping. Proper shopping. I don’t want to sit around on a beach getting sand in everything and being splattered by seagull poo. This is my holiday too, you know.’




    David looked at me imploringly, but I refused to budge. David’s mother grabbed her handbag and stomped angrily from the restaurant.




    ‘Oh, not again …’ David sighed. ‘I’d better go after her. Are you coming?’




     ‘David,’ I said evenly. ‘You can take your mother shopping until midnight if you wish and if it makes you both happy. I’ll be on the beach if you want me …’




    And I walked from the restaurant with my head held high, knowing that every other diner had been watching the whole thing with avid interest.




    The little cove with its fine silver sand and scattering of black rocks was practically deserted, and the towering cliffs formed a natural windbreak. It was gloriously hot, and I sat on my beach towel, knees drawn up to my chin, letting the sun warm the bits my lilac bikini didn’t cover, thinking deeply murderous thoughts. My copy of Frenchman’s Creek went unread.




    A tall shadow fell across me and I tensed but didn’t look up. ‘I’m sorry, but if you’ve come to try and make me change my mind, you’ve had a wasted journey. I’m perfectly happy here and I don’t want to go shopping. I thought you’d be on the third floor of Marks and Spencer at least by now. I’m fine here, thank you, so you can just go back to your mother …’




    ‘Tricky,’ he said. ‘She happens to be in Canada.’




     ‘What?’ I looked up into a pair of laughing grey eyes and blushed all over. ‘Oh, sorry – I thought … Um – well – I thought …’




    Matt Weston, all suntan and faded denim, chuckled and dropped down beside me. ‘Morning, Louisa. Was I interrupting some private debate there?’




    ‘Oh no,’ I said brightly, trying not to stare too much at his gorgeousness. ‘Nothing so mundane. I’d just been working out the best way to murder David’s mother.’




    ‘Is that all?’ Matt grinned. ‘That’s an easy one.’




    ‘Is it?’ I turned to look at him. ‘What do you suggest? Arsenic in her morning coffee? Strangulation with one of her gazillion silk scarves? An unfortunate little accident on the cliff path?’




    ‘Nothing so grisly.’ Matt laughed. He really did have a great laugh. ‘It’s very simple. Just tell her you’re going to marry David.’




    ‘What?’ I stared at him. ‘Marry David? I can’t marry David!’




    ‘Why not?’ Matt gave me the full force of the sexy grey eyes. ‘His mother will probably have an apoplexy when she hears the news – and voila! All your problems sorted in one go and no blame attached.’




    I giggled. ‘You really don’t know me and David. We’re not – well – we’re just not the marrying kind. And anyway, David loves his mother. He’d be devastated. I wouldn’t want to kill her really …’




    ‘I do know that,’ Matt grinned. ‘I was just playing the game. Anyway, it’s made you smile – and you’re very pretty when you smile … And – oh – er – actually, I’d better be off now …’ he stood up quickly. ‘That’s my tribe up there.’




    I followed his eyes to the top of the cliff steps where a blonde woman with a swarm of children was scouring the beach.




    ‘You’re married?’




    Matt nodded, already looking agitated. ‘That’s why I said you should marry David. I recommend it all my friends. I’d be nowhere without Jess. She works hard to support me, the penniless feckless artist. She’s one in a million, is Jess.’




    After he’d gone, I sat there open-mouthed. So much for my starry-eyed dreams! Just because Matt Weston had wickedly sexy eyes and enthused over sunsets, and was an artist, I’d thought he’d walked out of the pages of a romantic novel just for me! And in reality he was just another chancer … How pathetic! I groaned at my stupidity. Maybe I was destined to be an old maid and live alone with cats. Maybe The Grand Passion simply didn’t exist.




    I picked up Frenchman’s Creek with a sigh.




    ‘Good book?’ David looked down at me.




    ‘Very.’ I hadn’t heard him coming across the sand and looked over his shoulder for his mother, but he was alone. ‘I’m really enjoying it.’




    ‘You must be,’ David squatted beside me and gently removed the book from my hands. ‘You’ve got it upside down.’




    ‘I know,’ I grabbed the book back from him. ‘I prefer it that way.




    David laughed. ‘Louisa, you’re crazy.’ He sat beside me. ‘What a fabulous beach. And it’s scorching – have you been in the water yet?’




    ‘Not yet. And there’s no need to make small talk. Where’s your mother?’




    David wriggled out of his chinos and polo shirt and my eyes widened. He had a spectacularly fit body and was wearing a very un-accountant-like pair of Bermuda shorts in hot pink and lime green.




    ‘Where on earth did you get those?’




    ‘Like them?’ David grinned.




    ‘I love them,’ I smiled. ‘But they’re a bit – er – unexpected.’




     ‘Yes, well, I thought I ought to buy something on the dreaded shopping trip. So this is the holiday me. I knew I had to lighten up a bit or I might lose you to one of those sun-bronzed surfers or something – and I’d hate that.’




    I had the grace to blush. ‘David – I’m sorry. I’ve behaved badly. Very badly.’




    ‘I think we all have,’ he leaned over and pushed my hair gently behind my ears. ‘I know how much you were looking forward to this holiday … I should never have mentioned it to Mum. It was never going to work out … Oh, and by the way, she’s packing.’




    ‘Packing?’ I yelped. ‘As in …?’




    ‘Going home, yes. We talked a lot on the shopping trip, and I said things I should have said a long time ago. Anyway, she’s decided that we – you and me – need time alone and that as this place isn’t a patch on Lanzarote or Benidorm – apparently – she’s more than happy to leave us to it. I’ve bought her a ticket. She’s catching the 3.30 train.’




    I gulped. Well … Who’d have thought? ‘You mean you’re not driving her home?’




    ‘No,’ David let the silver sand trickle through his fingers. ‘This is our holiday and I don't intend to waste any more of it away from you. I let her emotionally blackmail me into bringing her along … I was wrong to do that, I’ll admit it now. She can always make me feel guilty and I gave in to her when I should have said no. I’ve regretted it ever since …’




    ‘Is that an apology?’




    ‘Yes,’ David sighed. Sorry, Lou. I’ve been one massive idiot.’




    I laughed. ‘No you haven’t. You’ve been your lovely caring self. The fact that me and your mum will probably never get on is a shame, but you tried your best to make us both happy. And I should apologise too. I’ve been childish and rude and behaved very badly – but I was so looking forward to spending some time alone with you at last …’
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