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For the Swifties










Chapter 1


The Perfect Plan


Kate’s wedding was going to be the happiest day of her life.


She had always known this in her heart and soul ever since she was a little girl. She had dreamed about it for as long as she could remember and, in less than a week, that dream would finally come true. She could see herself now, smiling in her immaculate white dress with her veil resting elegantly upon her wavy auburn hair as her fiancé, Norman, became her husband.


But even though she was a keen believer in manifestation, Kate knew it wasn’t enough to just envision her perfect wedding. She was the designer of her own destiny, and there was only one way to ensure the fourth of July would be absolutely seamless.


Kate was a planner.


She planned everything. She lived for to-do lists, timetables, vision boards, calendars, itineraries, goal journals, sticky notes – the works. ‘Fail to prepare, prepare to fail,’ her mother, Margaret, had engrained in her mind from an early age. So it came as no surprise to others that Kate had spent two years methodically organizing her big day, ensuring that not a single thing could possibly go wrong. Everything was planned to a tee, from the wedding ceremony in Donnybrook Church of the Sacred Heart to the reception in Fitzpatrick Castle Hotel.


What did surprise people, however, was that Kate went one step further.


Because not only had Kate planned the perfect wedding, she had also planned the perfect hen party with her three best friends, Siobhan, Natalie and Chloe. She was fully aware that it was traditionally the maid of honour’s job to plan such an occasion, but Kate couldn’t help herself. Leave something so important in another person’s hands? Not a chance.


Now, after months of meticulous preparation, the hen party was finally here. She looked down in excitement at the itinerary she held in her hands.


Kate’s Bachelorette Party in Fabulous Las Vegas, Nevada, the cover read in a glittery font.


It looked more like a girly scrapbook than an itinerary, but within its sparkling pages, the ideal girl’s trip was mapped out. It was colour-coded and time-tabled with activities for every hour of every day. She had scheduled the entire trip, right down to the minute.


Though it had been a big undertaking, Kate worked as an event planner for a living, so she knew what she was doing. She was the best in the business, frankly. If a client wanted to ensure zero hiccups for a particular event, they turned to Kate. Years of experience had made her an expert in crisis management, and she always had a contingency plan for anything that might go wrong.


But nothing ever went wrong under Kate’s watch.


As she put the itinerary away in her handbag, however, Kate found herself plagued by that frustrating feeling one gets just before a trip. She was convinced she had forgotten to pack one last thing, but she couldn’t put her finger on it. It was driving her mad.


‘What the hell am I forgetting?’ Kate said, thinking out loud.


‘Hmm, let’s see . . .’ Norman said, standing in the doorway. ‘How about your sanity?’


‘Normie, please don’t start again.’


‘I just don’t understand why you’d bother going halfway around the world for a hen party. Especially when the wedding is in less than a week!’


Kate sighed. Norman had been against the hen party from day one. He had chosen not to have a stag party, claiming he was ‘above that kind of thing’, but a hen party was a rite of passage Kate didn’t want to miss out on. He was constantly worrying about her. She loved him for it but there was no need to catastrophize.


‘Normie, me and the girls always said we’d go to the States for the first of our hens. And it’s common in lots of countries for the bride to have her hen party the weekend before the wedding. Some even have it the night before,’ Kate explained.


‘I’m just afraid something will go wrong. Like one of you will lose a passport and get stuck or something, and the wedding will have to be post—’


‘Normie,’ Kate said, interrupting his panicking. ‘Have you met me? I have every minute of the trip planned. You know I’m way too organized to lose a passport abroad.’


‘It’s not you that I’m worried about. It’s the other three. They can be . . . messy,’ Norman said.


‘Normie, they’re my best friends and I hardly ever see them. It hurts me when you judge them like that.’


‘Well, I’m sorry you feel that way, Kate, but it hurts me when they drag you down to their level.’


‘Well, we’re all in our thirties now. None of us are going to go too crazy.’


‘Promise me you won’t get too drunk? You know how you can get. Last time you forgot the entire night!’


Norman was actually right about that. Kate was prone to blackouts. She wasn’t an alcoholic or anything – far from it. She was just a complete lightweight. The last time she had blacked out was at the Irish Dentistry Awards, where Norman had been nominated for Dental Surgeon of the Year. Kate had been so utterly bored that she started knocking them back to try and liven things up.


But, being the lightweight that she was, she had zero memory of the rest of the night. Apparently, she had gotten up on one of the tables and started singing karaoke, when there wasn’t even a karaoke stand at the event. Her actions were so embarrassing that she was glad to have lost the memory. Norman had spent his whole life trying to win a ‘dental plaque’ and even though he had won that night, he always made her feel guilty for ruining his big moment.


In fact, he never missed an opportunity to bring it up.


‘Good thing you never let me forget,’ Kate sighed.


‘Well, it’s easy to forget who you are in Vegas.’


‘I know who I am, Norman. And I know who I’m supposed to be. I promise Mrs Norman Cox-to-be will be on her best behaviour,’ Kate smiled. ‘I’ll meet you downstairs – I need a minute to finish packing.’


‘Okay, okay,’ Norman said, throwing his hands in the air as he left the room.


Kate felt a deep sense of relief now that she was alone again. She had this bizarre crushing feeling in her chest as the wedding grew closer and closer. Whenever Norman was around her, she felt completely smothered. She loved him, but she needed some space to breathe. Kate had looked up how she was feeling on several wedding forums, and it was supposedly natural to feel a bit overwhelmed the week before your wedding. Thousands of women felt the same in the run-up to the big day.


It was perfectly normal.


The only thing that worried her was the fact that she still hadn’t written her vows. Literally every other aspect of the wedding was planned to perfection, but whenever she sat down to write her vows, she went completely blank. If only vows could be written in a list format, then she would have them written in a heartbeat. It was stringing the bullet points into heartfelt sentences that she was struggling with.


Still, it was surely all part of pre-wedding jitters. She just needed to blow off some steam, and Vegas was the perfect place to do it. There was nothing she loved more than the idea of making new memories with her three best friends.


Memories.


That was what she was forgetting.


Kate had told the girls she would bring some old Polaroids of them from their summer J-1 in New York City nine years prior. The J-1 visa allowed foreign students to work in the United States for a summer and had become a staple of the college experience in Ireland. The girls had all spent a summer working on Times Square in an Irish pub called Scallywag’s. It was how they all first met. The four of them started working together on the same day, and a lifelong bond was forged.


Kate still kept a memory box from her J-1 in her closet, and she had some hilarious Polaroids from that summer. One of the bachelorette games she had scheduled was recreating old photos of themselves, and then sticking them side by side in a scrapbook. It was the kind of thing Kate loved. The same photos but recreated exactly nine years apart. It was like something right out of a Taylor Swift song. She had been a die-hard Swiftie since day one, and 1989 had been the soundtrack of her J-1, with the opening track ‘Welcome to New York’ capturing the vibe to perfection.


Kate headed into her walk-in closet and began to root around for her old memory box. After a few minutes of rummaging through junk, she eventually found a box with the label ‘J-1 Summer – New York’. When she opened the lid, her brain was immediately flooded with a rush of nostalgia. The first thing she saw was her old work uniform from Scallywag’s. She smelled the worn T-shirt and was immediately transported back in time. She could still smell the cheap hot dogs, burnt coffee and spilled alcohol on the fabric. She couldn’t believe it had been nine years since she’d worn it. Where had the time gone? It literally felt like yesterday. Underneath the T-shirt, Kate found what she was looking for. A bunch of Polaroids of her and the girls during their iconic summer in New York. She picked up one of the photos and began to smile uncontrollably.


There they all were: herself, Siobhan, Natalie and Chloe, standing in Central Park, the night they had first met. In the Polaroid, they each held a different flavour of the alcoholic energy drink Four Loko, every J-1er’s drink of choice. She was sure every Irish person who had ever done a J-1 summer had a crazy memory concerning Four Loko, or a lack thereof. Almost every time the girls would drink it, they’d wake up with a total blackout of the night before. There was nothing quite like the laughter they shared trying to piece together what had happened after those wild nights. They had become so fond of the toxic elixir that they were nicknamed ‘The Four Lokos’ by their disapproving boss. To this day, the four of them still had a group chat by that name, which they chatted in daily.


In the Polaroid, the girls were laughing hysterically with smiles of pure joy. Kate missed that time more than anything. She had always been a good girl, but not that summer. That summer she had been her wildest, truest self; unhinged in the best possible way. She had gone to New York for a good time, not a long time, and she said yes to every bad idea in the book.


It was perhaps the only time in her life she truly felt free.


She laughed at the Polaroid one last time and put it to the side. That was one photo they were definitely not going to recreate. They were in their thirties now, and The Four Lokos would surely be sticking to the vino all weekend.


But as she flicked through the other Polaroids, Kate suddenly felt her heart stop. Time came to a complete standstill as she saw the one photo she was trying to avoid. A picture of the one person she never wanted to see again. She brought the Polaroid closer to see his face.


The man she had first loved.


The man who broke her heart.


The one and only.


Trevor Rush.


Kate felt a lump in her throat. She tried to pretend she had forgotten about the photo, but she knew that was a complete and utter lie. She hadn’t forgotten about Trevor Rush, not for one single day over the past nine years. She looked closely at his sleek black hair, his tanned Italian-American skin and his piercing brown eyes that always seemed to be able to see right into her soul. In the photo, they were standing in front of the Statue of Liberty, on the night they had said goodbye to each other. Although, at the time, it had not been a goodbye.


It had been ‘to be continued’ . . .


Kate put down the photo and tried to shake off the memory that was clawing her back to the past. But that’s when she saw it.


An atom bomb of emotion.


The locket.


Not just any old locket. The one Trevor had given her that night.


It was heart-shaped and golden, with a keyhole in the centre. Trevor had promised her that if she came back to him the following summer, he would give her the key to open it. It was a romantic gesture that had made her feel like the luckiest girl in the world. But for reasons too painful to dwell on, Kate had not returned to him that following summer.


And so, the locket had never been opened.


She had tried to pick the lock many times with the help of YouTube tutorials, but she could never get it to crack. And it was too ornate to smash open, even though she had often considered it.


Kate tried to snap herself out of her sentimental trance. It was for the best the locket was never opened.


It was Pandora’s box. She didn’t know what was inside and she didn’t want to know.


Trevor Rush had caused her far too much pain in the past, and Kate was looking forward to her future with Norman. She didn’t like the phrase ‘to get over someone you need to get under someone new’, as it was a little vulgar for her taste. But she did believe that dating someone new could mend a broken heart by showing it how to love again.


Norman had done just that.


And she had met him in a serendipitous, romantic kind of way. One day Kate woke up in excruciating agony from her wisdom teeth emerging. It was unlike any physical pain she had ever experienced before. Kate couldn’t drive so her mother had taken her to a new clinic owned by a respectable – and single – dental surgeon. Norman immediately cleared his schedule for her, removing all four wisdom teeth in one sitting. When she woke up, Kate was a new woman. He asked for her number and the rest was history.


In retrospect, her mother was clearly playing Cupid, but Norman had made a good first impression, in fairness. He quite literally took her pain away. What more could a girl ask for? Sure, it wasn’t necessarily love at first sight, but over time she began to realize that Norman ticked every box on her list.


Ambitious. Check.


Loyal. Check.


Intelligent. Check.


Honest. Check.


The list was far more extensive than that, of course, but he ticked the most important box of all.


A man that would never hurt her. Check.


Norman wouldn’t break her heart in a million years. Trevor Rush, on the other hand, had broken it in just a few months. He was a hammer of a man; destruction in human form. But Norman was the glue that had put her back together.


Kate put the locket back in the box and gathered up the Polaroids of her and the girls. She closed the lid on the memory box and shoved it deep into the darkest pit of her closet.


Trevor Rush was her past. Norman Cox was her future.


She put the Polaroids in her handbag next to the itinerary and took out her phone to check the time. She was still on schedule, of course, and her mother was due to pick her up in five minutes. She would have preferred to have gotten a taxi, but Margaret insisted on taking her so she could go over some last-minute wedding details.


Kate opened the group chat to see if the girls were following the timetable she had laid out for them. She didn’t want any delays. Kate had even given them a far earlier time to meet than necessary, to ensure they arrived at the airport on time.


It was Hen Party Planning 101.


The Four Lokos




Kate: Everyone on their way? x







Natalie: yep, on the train. had 2 shots of vodka for breakfast







Chloe: Trying to get all my cases into the car lol







Siobhan: OMG I SLEPT IN







Kate: WHAT???







Siobhan: Joking ;) I’m already at the airport







So hurry up bitches!







Kate: See you all soon x





Kate put her phone in her bag and felt herself fill with excitement. Everything was on schedule, just how she liked it.


‘All set?’ Norman asked as she came down the stairs with her suitcase.


‘Yep, Mam will be here any minute.’


‘Promise to text me every hour so I know you’re safe?’


‘I’ll try my best, Normie, but there’s an eight-hour time difference, so it might not be every single hour. But you have nothing to worry about. Like I said, the itinerary has been planned to perfection.’


‘Okay, okay. You know I just worry because I care so much,’ Norman said. His face produced a wide grin that revealed his full set of veneers. Technically speaking, he had perfect teeth, but Kate secretly felt that his porcelain pearls were a few shades too white. ‘At least this time next week we’ll be having the time of our lives on our honeymoon in Limerick.’


‘It’s not too late to change the destination to Paris . . .’ Kate pried, even though it had been a bone of contention between them. ‘Kissing passionately on the Eiffel Tower . . .’


‘You’d hate Paris, Kate. And the Eiffel Tower is such a tourist trap. Trust me, you’re not missing anything.’


‘Yeah . . . you’re probably right.’


‘Where’s my hug?’ Norman said, holding out his arms.


Kate felt smothered once again. As his arms wrapped around her, she tried to remind herself that lots of women felt this way before their wedding.


‘We’re just so perfect together,’ he said, squeezing her tight. ‘That’s why I hate being apart.’


Kate heard the beep of a car outside.


‘Oh, that’s Mam!’ she said, eager to get out of the hug.


She stepped out onto the driveway and saw her mother’s car. Kate lived on a street called Ailesbury Grove in Donnybrook, an affluent suburb of Dublin, and she knew she was lucky to call such a picturesque neighbourhood her home. The house itself, however, belonged to Norman. He bought it before they had met, and had paid in full without a mortgage, a feat he often bragged about. But the truth was that his parents gave him half the amount.


‘Hi, Mam,’ Kate said as she wheeled her case towards the car.


Margaret stuck her head out of the window, revealing her sharp haircut and austere visage. ‘How’s my future son-in-law?’ she said to Norman before even acknowledging her daughter.


‘I’m not too bad, Margaret,’ Norman said. ‘A bit worried about this one heading off though.’


‘Oh indeed – I’m worried myself. But she was raised to behave herself.’


‘As long as the other three don’t lead her astray.’


‘Okay, I’m all set,’ Kate said after putting her case in the boot.


‘Alright then. Promise me you won’t drink too much? And please no karaoke. And—’


Kate kissed him on the cheek to end his worrisome rambling. ‘I’ll be fine, Normie,’ she said. ‘I love you.’


‘I love you more,’ Norman smiled as Kate got into the car. ‘Great to see you, Mrs O’Connor.’


‘Next time you see me, I’ll be wearing the hat,’ Margaret said, beaming with pride.
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As she sat in the passenger seat on the way to the airport, Kate realized that her smothering feeling hadn’t fully gone away. Margaret was yapping on about all the last-minute details that were due to be finalized for the wedding, but it was falling on deaf ears. All Kate could think about was that stupid photo of Trevor Rush. She regretted opening the memory box. Even though it was nine years since she saw him, seeing his face was still somewhat triggering.


‘. . . and then you’ll need to confirm final numbers with the hotel . . . and then . . .’ Margaret was blabbering on. ‘Kate, are you even listening to me?’


‘Yes . . . sorry,’ Kate said, snapping out of her daze. ‘Don’t worry Mam, I have all the planning done. I’ve had it done for months. There’s no need to panic.’


‘But there are a hundred different things you need to do the week of your wedding. And it would be a lot easier to get them done if you weren’t going off gallivanting in Vegas.’


‘Mam, I’ve already had the guilt-trip routine from Norman, I don’t need it from you too.’


‘Good God, what has you in such a snarky mood?’


‘I’m just feeling a little bit anxious, that’s all,’ Kate said, trying to relax. ‘When you were marrying Dad, did you feel a bit overwhelmed the week before?’


‘Oh for God’s sake, what is it with your generation and your obsession with the word overwhelmed? The only time that word should be used is when you’re overwhelmed with joy. And it’s not anxiety you’re feeling, it’s excitement.’


‘Maybe . . . it’s just, I can’t seem to write my vows for some reason. And I—’


‘Kate,’ Margaret interrupted. ‘Norman is a great man, and he’s from very good people. Frankly, you’re lucky to have him. He’s a doctor who owns his own house for heaven’s sake. With no mortgage, I might add. When you’re writing your vows just imagine how comfortable your future with him will be. You won’t even have to work – you can spend all your time at home raising a family.’


‘But I want to work, Mam,’ Kate said. ‘And I don’t even know if I want kids.’


‘Oh, give up with that kind of talk,’ Margaret said, not even willing to entertain the thought of not having grandchildren. ‘You’re thirty years old for God’s sake. The clock is ticking.’


Kate rolled her eyes. Her mother wasn’t much of a feminist role model. It didn’t make much sense, however. Margaret wasn’t born in the 1950s. Her views were incredibly antiquated for her age. But she was a social climber by nature and social climbers tended to be traditionalists. Norman was ‘good stock’ from a well-to-do family, and Margaret was obsessed with him. They often talked about what was best for Kate, even when she was in the room with them. It was like she wasn’t even there.


‘Well, having children is something I’ll have to decide for myself,’ Kate said.


‘Don’t even think about saying that to Norman before the wedding. If you do anything to rock the boat, it’ll put your father in an early grave. He’s been waiting his entire life to walk you down the aisle. Surely you’re not going to rob him of that. Are you trying to make his cancer come back?’


Margaret wasn’t exactly easing Kate’s smothered feeling. If anything, she was making it ten times worse. But then again, Kate thought, you can’t spell smother without mother. Her father, Tom, had battled prostate cancer several years prior, and even though Kate had been by her dad’s side every step of the way, she still lived in fear of it coming back. And Margaret loved using that hypothetical scenario as a guilt-tripping tactic.


‘Alright, sorry Mam,’ Kate sighed. ‘I’m just a bit distracted. I opened my J-1 memory box to get some Polaroids for the girls and . . . I saw a pic of me and Trevor.’


‘Trevor Rush?’ Margaret said with disgust. ‘The sleazebag who ruined your life?’


‘Yeah . . . it was just a bit triggering.’


‘Lord have mercy, people your age need serious help. It’s always trigger this, trigger that. You’re marrying a doctor and you’re suddenly nostalgic for a DJ? I have no words to describe how ridiculous that is.’


‘I’m not nostalgic – I still hate him as much as I ever did. It was just a pang, that’s all.’


‘Good,’ Margaret said, relieved. ‘Because Trevor is the one who threw you in the gutter, and you’re very lucky Norman came along and scraped you out of it. Don’t ever forget that.’


There weren’t many things that Kate and her mother agreed on, but hating Trevor Rush was a rare crossover in both of their Venn diagrams. Her mother was right, after all. He was a sleazebag who had ruined her life. And Kate refused to let the memory of him taint her hen party.


‘I’m sorry I said anything, Mam,’ Kate said. ‘I feel stupid for bringing it up. You’re right. The feeling I have is excitement, not anxiety. Norman is the man for me, I know that.’


‘There she is,’ Margaret smiled. ‘There’s my girl.’


Margaret pulled up in front of Terminal 2 departures at Dublin Airport. Kate hopped out and grabbed her suitcase from the boot. ‘Thanks for the lift, Mam,’ she said.


‘I hope you enjoy yourself – but more importantly, I hope you appreciate the perfect life you’ll be coming home to. Perfect husband, perfect house, perfect neighbourhood. You have what everyone wishes they had.’


‘I know, Mam,’ Kate said, hugging her mother goodbye. ‘See you soon.’


Kate felt her claustrophobia finally ease up as she breathed in the fresh open air. It was time to push down whatever feelings of anxiety she had and focus on having the bachelorette party of her dreams.


After all, that was the plan.










Chapter 2


The Reunion


As Kate walked through the automatic doors of Dublin Airport’s Terminal 2, she heard the fabulous sound of Siobhan, Natalie and Chloe screaming with excitement.


‘AHHHHH!’ they screeched in one piercingly loud note that rippled through the airport.


‘Hey, girlies!’ Kate said as she ran towards them, dragging her suitcase behind her.


‘Well, if it isn’t the ride-to-be,’ Siobhan smiled. ‘Sorry, bride-to-be.’


Siobhan was by far the wildest of the gang. She was a plus-size girl from Derry who had confidence to sell. The curvy brunette had no filter whatsoever, and she was obsessed with sex, or as she called it: ‘The Ride’. Siobhan had a higher sexual body count than the rest of the girls combined, a fact she was very proud of. Many people had tried to slut-shame her over the years. All of them had failed. Shame wasn’t in her vocabulary and Kate respected her uninhibited nature. Lots of people said they didn’t care what people thought of them, but Siobhan actually meant it. She was surely going to wreak havoc on Vegas. The men wouldn’t know what had hit them.


‘Are you old hags ready for the best weekend of our lives?’ Natalie asked.


Natalie was the youngest of the group by almost a year, something she loved reminding everyone of. She was a millennial just like the rest of them, but she ‘identified’ as Gen Z, due to things like her political activism and open bisexuality. Her short, black pixie cut and bony frame made her look like a long-lost member of the Addams Family, but she embraced this witchy aesthetic and dressed exclusively in black. She had a chronically online lifestyle, however, as a result of still living with her parents in the Midlands of Ireland. Despite the gorgeous scenery that surrounded her, she seldom touched grass. As someone who didn’t spend too much time on the internet, Kate appreciated Natalie’s heightened social consciousness and hot feminist takes.


‘Girls, hold on, let’s get a selfie,’ Chloe said, holding up her phone.


‘Natalie, you owe me €5,’ Siobhan laughed. ‘We had a bet to see how long it would take for Chloe to take a photo.’


‘Oh come on, I need selfies to remember the trip. SMILE,’ Chloe laughed, as she snapped the pic.


Chloe was the most self-obsessed of the group. If she didn’t take a photo of an occasion, then it never happened. She was only five-foot-two, but she wouldn’t be caught dead in anything less than a four-inch pair of designer heels. She was your typical South Dublin princess, but despite her wealthy background, her dream of becoming a social media influencer had yet to come true. She wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed, but Kate loved her for it because she could often be inadvertently hilarious.


What Chloe lacked academically, though, she more than made up for in other aptitudes. She was the Albert Einstein of emotional intelligence, and could often tell what someone was feeling even before they felt it. She had bouncy blonde hair, suspiciously large lips and was a little on the orange side with her fake tan. She had been called a bimbo by many a man but she had reclaimed the term, finding great empowerment in the unapologetic expression of her femininity, with Elle Woods being her greatest inspiration. She was currently surrounded by three Louis Vuitton suitcases, which was a little much, even for her.


‘Oh come on, Chloe,’ Kate laughed. ‘Three designer suitcases for two nights?’


‘Are you really surprised?’ Natalie said. ‘Even her emotional baggage is Louis Vuitton.’


‘I can’t believe the day is finally here, girls,’ Siobhan said. ‘The Four Lokos are heading back to the States!’


Kate felt her heart fill with genuine joy. She absolutely adored these girls, and she didn’t get to see them nearly enough. It seemed as if adult friendships became harder and harder to maintain as one got older. This girls’ trip was long overdue, and it was time to make up for lost time.


If anyone were to eavesdrop on any given conversation the girls were having, they would likely think they all hated each other. But nothing could be further from the truth. They lived to wind each other up and insulted each other non-stop, but always in the most playful of manners. Slagging each other was the best part of their friendship, and they never missed a zinger.


Sure, on any of their Instagram posts, they were always there for each other with the essential ‘GORGEOUS’ ‘QUEEN’ and ‘STUNNING’ comments. But in real life, it was no holds barred when it came to banter. They even had a motto that summarized their humour: Good friends toast each other but great friends roast each other.


The girls didn’t actually have that much in common with one another, but Kate had read somewhere that friendships aren’t actually formed by similar personality traits as one might think, but rather through shared experiences. They had made so many memories together that their radically different personalities just seemed to click. And the greatest of all those memories was the summer they shared in New York City.


Kate had gone on her J-1 by herself after her friends from Trinity College bailed at the last minute. A summer abroad was an experience Kate refused to miss out on, and so she got on the plane by herself. People told her she was mad to travel alone as a woman, with Margaret suggesting she was ‘asking for trouble’. But Kate refused to let what ifs dictate her life. As terrifying as it was at the time, it turned out to be the best decision she ever made.


And she wasn’t alone for long.


Kate, Siobhan, Natalie and Chloe all started on the same day at Scallywag’s. None of them knew each other beforehand but they were all from Ireland, so it didn’t take long for the banter to begin. Their boss had thrown them into the deep end despite the fact they had zero waitressing experience between them. There’s nothing more bonding than starting a new job with people who are just as clueless as you are, Kate had learned. It was a miracle Scallywag’s didn’t go out of business that day with their antics. Orders were mixed up, food was delayed, drinks were spilled and complaints were filed. Were it not for their Irish charm, and a shortage of staff, they would have all been fired on the spot.


When the girls left work after their shift, they all decided the only way to de-stress after their horrific first day was to get absolutely hammered. They began hopping from bar to bar, getting to know each other better and better. And even though they were incredibly different people, they discovered one thing that united them all.


They were all Swifties.


When the bars closed, they began wandering the streets of New York singing songs from Taylor’s 1989 album at the top of their lungs. They hit up the nearest convenience store and Siobhan bought them each a can of Four Loko. Kate had never heard of the drink before, but after a sip, she discovered the night was only just beginning. They snuck into Central Park after hours and, as they watched the sun come up, Kate knew their friendship would last for ever. They all decided to rent an apartment together in Brooklyn, marking the beginning of a legendary summer.


And so, The Four Lokos were born.


She always knew Siobhan, Natalie and Chloe would be her three bridesmaids. There was never any question about it.


Now, nine years later, it was time for the iconic hen party to begin.


‘Girls, can you believe we haven’t been abroad together since the J-1?’ Siobhan said.


‘I honestly can’t believe that was nine years ago,’ Natalie said.


‘Stop, I already feel old enough,’ Kate laughed. ‘But that reminds me. I brought all our old Polaroids from that summer. Aaand I brought my Polaroid camera so we can recreate some of the pics!’


‘OMG, that’s the best idea you’ve ever had!’ Chloe said, already thinking of a caption for Instagram.


‘Okay, let’s go check in,’ Kate said, grabbing her suitcase.


‘Hold on now, first things first. We have to look the part for the weekend!’ Siobhan said, opening her carry-on handbag. She took out four pink bachelorette party sashes and started handing them out.


Kate’s read ‘I LOVE COX’, and she began to howl in laughter. ‘Siobhan, you got them customized for us?’


‘Of course,’ Siobhan said. ‘Natalie, here’s yours.’


Natalie’s sash read ‘ALL BI MYSELF’, and she was not impressed. ‘Oh for God’s sake, mine is just a dig!’ she moaned.


‘No it’s not! It’s the perfect way to let people know you swing both ways but are also desperately alone,’ Siobhan said.


‘Gee, thanks,’ Natalie said with a sarcastic grin.


Chloe’s read ‘SELFIE SKANK’ – a fact she could not deny. ‘Oh, I love mine!’ she said, ecstatic. Predictably, she took out her phone to snap a photo of it.


Siobhan got hers out – one that read ‘MAID OF DISHONOUR’, and put it on with pride.


‘A fitting title,’ Kate laughed.


‘Oh girls, it’s so good to all be back together,’ Chloe said, genuinely.


‘I know. I missed you all more than men miss the point,’ Natalie joked.


‘I literally cannot WAIT for a proper catch-up!’ Kate said. She was the mam of the group and the one who was always up to date with everyone’s lives. If the girls had a problem, they called Kate. Planning the wedding had taken up so much of her time, however, that she hadn’t heard the latest gossip and funny stories in ages.


But all of that was about to change.


She had planned a hen party they would never forget, and they would surely make enough new memories to last them a lifetime.


‘One more thing, Mrs Cox-to-be. Your tiara,’ Siobhan said. She took out a tiara decorated with fake penises that read ‘Wife of the Party’, and placed it on Kate’s head. ‘Let the weekend of debauchery begin.’










Chapter 3


Pre-Drinks


After checking in their bags and Siobhan begging to be strip-searched at US customs, the girls began walking towards their gate.


‘I can’t believe they didn’t do a cavity search. I could have anything up there for all they know,’ Siobhan said, disappointed.


‘God knows there’s enough room,’ Natalie joked.


‘Maybe I should go back for another scan.’


‘Don’t even think about it,’ Kate laughed.


‘Fine,’ Siobhan sighed. ‘Does anyone want McDonald’s before we board?’


‘Are you mad?’ Chloe said. ‘I’m not eating fast food before a holiday. I’ll balloon!’


‘The calories in an airport McDonald’s don’t count, everyone knows that.’


‘Girls, we only have half an hour before we board, and I have cocktails scheduled in the itinerary,’ Kate said.


‘Good idea. Better to drink on an empty stomach anyway,’ Siobhan conceded.


The four strutted towards the bar in their sashes, turning heads as they went, though this might have been because Siobhan was whistling at every man they walked past.


‘Why is everyone always such a RIDE at the airport?’ Siobhan asked.


‘There’s a scientific reason for it actually,’ Natalie explained. ‘It’s because you know you’ll probably never see them again, so they seem more desirable as a result. It’s about scarcity. They could all be the one that got away.’


‘Ugh, you’re right. There’s nothing hotter than a man you’ll never see again,’ Siobhan said, ogling the men as she looked around.


‘Dear God, you’re practically feral,’ Kate laughed.


‘Well, not all of us have been spayed, Mrs Cox-to-be,’ Siobhan said. ‘I’m still surprised Norman let you off your leash for the weekend.’


‘He knows I’m in good hands with my bridesmaids.’


‘Oh, that is such a lie,’ Natalie laughed. ‘Norman hates us.’


‘NO HE DOESN’T!’ Kate said, mortified.


‘He called me a sexual maniac,’ Siobhan said.


‘Well, if the shoe fits,’ Chloe teased.


‘He’s just easily shocked, that’s all,’ Kate said. ‘He thinks we take it too far when we drink.’


‘We do always take it too far, to be fair,’ Natalie laughed.


‘But we hardly ever see you any more. It’s always “Norman wants to snuggle on the couch” or “Norman wants to binge-watch a new show”,’ Siobhan said, imitating Kate with a high-pitched voice.


‘First of all, that’s a terrible impression of me,’ Kate laughed. ‘And secondly, Norman is perfectly happy with me going away with my girls. I promised to text him every hour so he—’


‘EVERY HOUR?’ Natalie said, shocked.


‘Well, it might not be every single hour. Anyway, he can track my location whenever he needs to.’


‘HE GOT YOU CHIPPED?’


‘Of course not!’ Kate laughed. ‘He can see my phone’s location in real time.’


Siobhan, Natalie and Chloe all gave each other a concerned look as Kate walked in front of them.


‘Look girls! There’s the bar!’ Kate said, spotting it.


The girls sat down at the bar and ordered a round of cocktails. After the bartender whipped up four espresso martinis, the girls toasted to what was sure to be the best weekend of their lives.


‘Cheers girlies!’ Kate said as they all clinked their glasses.


‘CHEERS!’ they all said, every bit as excited as the bride-to-be.


After tasting the delightful mixture of coffee and vodka, Kate reached into her handbag and produced the hen party itinerary.


‘Here it is girls – the perfect hen party plan,’ she said, her eyes lighting up.


‘The unholy Bible,’ Siobhan laughed. ‘But I’m still annoyed you didn’t let me plan anything.’


‘Siobhan, did you really think you could convince Kate not to plan something?’ Natalie said. ‘Don’t you remember when she planned her own surprise party?’


‘What was I supposed to do? Not have my hair done for my birthday? And I looked very surprised in the photos, for the record,’ Kate said.


‘She probably has her own funeral planned too,’ Chloe laughed.


‘I have not! But I do want lavender on my coffin. And someone should read Psalm 23 at some point. And also—’


‘Good God, you’re too much,’ Siobhan laughed.


‘But my funeral won’t be for another seventy years, touch wood,’ Kate said. She knocked on the wooden bar top to seal it in. She was incredibly superstitious and didn’t like leaving anything to chance. Better to be safe than sorry. ‘Joke about my planning skills all you want girls, but you’ll all thank me after we have the best weekend of our lives. It’s jam-packed. Every single minute has been planned out.’


‘But what if we take a notion and want to do something random?’ Natalie asked.


‘I have plenty of spontaneous things planned, don’t worry.’


‘Organized fun. My favourite,’ Siobhan said sarcastically as she sipped her martini.


‘I just hope there are lots of good photo opportunities in the plan,’ Chloe said. ‘We need to find a mural with angel wings and . . .’


‘Oh no, we are not spending an hour at every landmark getting you the perfect pics. I want the photos to be so bad, we couldn’t possibly post them. I’m getting ugly on this holiday,’ Siobhan said.


‘And you edit your photos into oblivion anyway, Chloe, so they don’t have to even be good in the first place,’ Natalie said, giving her a dig.


‘I do not edit my pics!’ Chloe said, offended.


‘Oh please, you’re always airbrushed within an inch of your life. And you’re getting more orange by the minute with that fake tan.’


‘That’s supposed to happen. It’s from this new brand I’m trying out.’


‘What’s the brand called? Orangutan?’


‘Ha ha, very funny,’ Chloe said, sarcastically. ‘It’s a developer tan from Bronze Beauty. It gets darker and darker and then you shower it off after sixteen hours. I’ll be golden tonight and you’ll all be green with envy.’


‘Sure, we will,’ Siobhan teased. ‘So Kate, I know you’re organizing everything but I went ahead and made us a Spotify hen party playlist. Is that okay with the bride?’


‘Of course. Let’s see it!’ Kate said, excited. It was probably the only thing she hadn’t thought of, and she was thrilled Siobhan had taken care of it.


‘Okay, so here it is,’ Siobhan said, showing them on her phone. ‘So obviously I have loads of songs from Ms Swift. Taylor’s Versions, obviously. I also have lots of Beyoncé. Shania Twain, of course. And my personal favourite artist . . . Kate O’Connor.’


Kate felt like the wind had been knocked out of her.


Siobhan had been on such a roll, but she just had to bring up Kate’s failed music career. She had studied music at Trinity College in the hopes of one day becoming a singer-songwriter. Margaret had been completely against her choice of degree, claiming it wasn’t a ‘real course’ and that she should have studied medicine, considering the high grades she received. But Kate had a dream to pursue. She got her degree, and after college she was ready to launch her career as a musician.


But she only ever released one single.


‘Your Scar’ by Kate O’Connor.


Written about the one and only Trevor Rush. It was a heartbreak song, of course, but she had hoped it would be a way to fix her broken heart. She and Trevor had dreamt of making music together as a duo that summer, but she wanted to prove she could do it solo. Some girls got a revenge bod after a breakup, but Kate wanted a revenge song. The song wasn’t vengeful in nature, however; the revenge was supposed to be its success. She didn’t believe in getting bitter. She believed in getting better. She thought she would turn her broken heart into art and have the last laugh over Trevor Rush. Karma would surely be on her side. She had planned it all, just as one would expect.


But the song was a complete flop.


Not even 1,000 streams.


Her attempt to fill the hole in her heart had only made it bigger. And now anytime anyone mentioned it, she was reminded of the big embarrassing failure that it was. The big embarrassing failure that she was. She had inadvertently proved her mother right, something she hated doing. Then there was the hate comment that some internet troll left on the YouTube video of her song:


Another delusional hack going absolutely nowhere.


Although Kate knew the person behind the hate comment was some greasy-haired incel, the words still cut like a knife. And it was a fatal stabbing; the final nail in the coffin of Kate’s singing career. She tried to tell herself that even Taylor Swift received negative comments, but Kate’s self-esteem couldn’t handle that kind of public criticism. As much as she wished otherwise, she just wasn’t strong enough.


With her career down the drain, it was a miracle she had Norman by her side. He had made her feel good about herself when she was at her lowest. He had scraped her out of the gutter, as Margaret so eloquently put it. He encouraged her to apply for an advertised event management job where her planning skills could be leveraged. His advice had been exactly what she needed to hear, and she got the job. He had saved her from a life of rejection and despair, and she was not about to backtrack into those negative emotions she had long since said goodbye to.


‘Girls, we’re not listening to my song on this trip, no way!’ Kate said firmly.


‘What? Why?’ Siobhan asked. ‘It’s a banger!’


‘Yeah, it’s literally one of my favourite songs,’ Natalie said.


‘“FOR YEARS NOW WE’VE BEEN APART BUT BABE YOU LEFT YOUR MARK”,’ Siobhan sang.


‘Siobhan, please!’ Kate said, mortified.


‘“TIME HEALED MY BROKEN HEART BUT I’LL ALWAYS HAVE YOUR SCAR”!’ Siobhan, Chloe and Natalie sang at the top of their lungs.


‘Please girls, I cringe every time I hear it!’ Kate said, begging them to stop embarrassing her. ‘Take it off the playlist right now.’


‘Jesus, fine. Sorry for thinking our friend is talented,’ Siobhan said, removing the song.


‘If I was talented, it wouldn’t have been a flop.’


‘If Taylor only ever released one song, we never would have gotten 1989. Just saying,’ Chloe shrugged.


Kate was eager to change the subject to anything else. Thankfully, she had just the thing. ‘Oh girls, let me show you the Polaroids! You’re all going to die laughing,’ she said, taking the photos out of her bag.


‘OH MY GOD,’ Siobhan shouted when she saw them. ‘Look at our little baby faces.’


‘Look how skinny I was!’ Chloe said.


‘And that’s without Photoshop,’ Natalie joked.


Siobhan picked up the photo of the girls drinking Four Lokos in Central Park. Kate thought she had left that one in the memory box, but she must have brought it by mistake.


‘Okay, now this is a photo we NEED to recreate!’ Siobhan insisted.


‘Not a chance,’ Kate said. ‘There’s no way in hell we’re drinking Four Loko!’


‘Kate, it’s our signature drink! It’s the whole reason the Americans called us The Four Lokos!’


‘Girls, we’re not twenty-one any more. We always blacked out whenever we drank it, and I want to remember every moment of this weekend.’


‘Remembering a hen party is a sign of a bad hen party.’


‘No, Kate’s right,’ Natalie said. ‘I think I’d get sick if I drank it now.’


‘Yeah, and it’s probably riddled with calories,’ Chloe added.


‘Ugh, you’re all a bunch of dryshites,’ Siobhan sulked.


‘I can’t believe how much we’ve changed,’ Kate said, looking at the Polaroid.


‘Speak for yourself, Mrs Norman Cox-to-be,’ Siobhan said, putting on a posh accent and lifting up her pinkie finger.


‘What is that supposed to mean?’


‘I don’t know. I’m guessing Norman is the one who doesn’t want you drinking Four Loko.’


‘Oh, stop. He just doesn’t want me making a complete fool of myself,’ Kate said, brushing it off.


‘Or doesn’t want his future wife to remember she’s a party girl at heart,’ Natalie slagged her.


‘I am not a party girl!’


‘Oh pleeeease!’ Chloe said. ‘On the J-1, you were the craziest one of all of us! We were just followers – you were the leader.’


‘Are you serious?’ Kate asked, horrified. ‘That’s not how I remember it!’


‘Don’t you remember how we got that Polaroid in Central Park? You told a homeless man you’d show him your boobs if he’d take a photo of us!’ Natalie wheezed.


‘I did not! Did I? Are you sure that wasn’t Siobhan?’


‘Nope, all you baby.’


‘The best time was when we were all hungover at work and Kate kept going behind the bar and pouring us tequila shots to keep us awake,’ Chloe laughed.


‘And then she threw up on that woman who was complaining about the service!’ Siobhan roared, slamming her hand on the bar in hysterics.


‘Oh my God, I was the worst back then!’ Kate said, going puce.


‘No, you were the best!’ Natalie said. ‘You made the entire summer. You’re the reason we’re all friends!’


‘Yeah, and we want that Kate on this trip. Not Mrs Norman Cox-to-be,’ Siobhan demanded. ‘Norman has changed you. You’ve become such a people-pleaser. We want one last week with the real Kate O’Connor!’


‘Well, based on what I’m hearing, Norman seems to have changed me for the better,’ Kate said, mortified by what she had just heard.


‘You see, this is what a relationship does to a woman. She’s domesticated now. If I ever get married, someone please shoot me.’


‘There’ll come a point when the only word you want to hear is marriage.’


‘Marriage isn’t a word, it’s a sentence,’ Siobhan said. ‘One man for the rest of my life? I can’t even commit to one vibrator!’


Kate began to laugh at Siobhan’s candour. ‘You say that now, but everyone matures eventually.’


‘Not me,’ Siobhan said, adamantly. ‘I can proudly say I was a fat skank then and I’m a fat skank now.’


‘Don’t say fat,’ Natalie said. ‘You’re supposed to say curvy or plus size.’


‘Are you actually telling me what to call myself when you’re literally a size zero? I was fat before this whole ‘body positivity’ thing. I knew Burger King when he was still a Prince!’


The girls burst out laughing. ‘Okay, fair enough,’ Natalie conceded.


‘Just call a spade a spade. I don’t go around calling you a female dog. I call you a bitch because I love you.’


‘How sweet,’ Natalie said sarcastically.


‘I was sweet enough to get that bi sash customized for you, wasn’t I?’ Siobhan said.


‘Well . . . it’s actually not accurate. I’m not bi any more.’


‘Was it “just a phase”?’ Chloe teased.


‘Actually . . .’ Natalie said, shooting Chloe a look. ‘I’m pansexual now.’


‘What’s the difference?’ Kate asked. She wasn’t very tuned into the zeitgeist, and she was genuinely eager to learn.


‘Well, for me, a person’s gender or sex doesn’t matter. It’s really all about their personality.’


‘But how do you have sex with a personality?’ Siobhan said, confused.


‘Um, by connecting with them on a deep emotional level?’


‘You lost me.’


‘Wait, why is there no P in LGBT?’ Chloe asked, innocently.


‘It’s included in LGBTQ+.’


‘LGBTQ+? What, is that like a premium subscription or something?’


‘Yeah, it’s €9.99 a month and you don’t have to watch any ads,’ Natalie said, sarcastically. The sarcasm was lost on poor Chloe.


‘Well, I don’t believe in labels,’ Chloe said.


‘You’re wearing a Prada dress.’


‘I obviously believe in those labels. But I think people should just love who they love.’


‘That’s literally what I just said,’ Natalie said as she face-palmed herself.


‘Wait Nat, when’s the last time you’ve even had sex?’ Siobhan pried.


‘Not since my ex, Mark,’ Natalie admitted. ‘And that was well over a year ago.’


‘Jesus, there must be cobwebs down there!’ Chloe said, shocked.


‘Yeah, but that’s kinda on-brand for me. My aesthetic is spooky chic.’


‘Oh, pack it up, Thursday Addams,’ Siobhan said. ‘Spooky chic isn’t a thing. It’s a vagina, not a haunted house!’


‘Hold on,’ Kate said. ‘A few months ago in the group chat, you said you had sex daily.’


‘I was trying to say I have dyslexia!’ Natalie sighed.


‘This is ridiculous,’ Siobhan said. ‘You literally have double the options we do! You should be getting some every night of the week!’


‘Ugh, you’re right,’ Natalie groaned. ‘The Olympics get held more than I do!’


‘Maybe you should start seeing someone,’ Kate suggested.


‘You mean like a therapist?’


‘No, I mean a person who you connect with. Someone who makes you feel good and wants to be with you.’


‘Easier said than done, Kate. You can’t just choose someone to have feelings for.’


‘Yes you can! I chose Norman.’


‘But we’re living in hook-up culture. Nobody seems to want serious commitment these days.’


‘Well, maybe you should stop going for the non-stick pans,’ Siobhan joked.


‘Bitch,’ Natalie said, trying not to laugh.


‘Nat, we support whatever way you identify. But I will not support you becoming a nun. You need to get some action on this trip. You need to put the sex back in your sexuality!’


‘Okay fine. I’m open to the possibility. But only if I feel a connection.’


‘Exactly,’ Chloe said. ‘Just see how it “pans out”.’


‘You’re all impossible,’ Natalie laughed.


‘Okay, operation get Nat the ride is a GO!’ Siobhan said, raising her glass. The girls all cheered.


‘What about you, Chloe?’ Kate asked. ‘Anyone you like these days?’


‘There’s one person I like and one person who likes me. But they’re not the same person,’ Chloe sighed.


‘Whatever happened to that cute Polish guy, Casper?’


‘He ghosted me.’


‘I saw it coming,’ Natalie shrugged.


‘It’s okay though, because I keyed his car.’


‘CHLOE! That’s insane!’ Kate said, appalled.


‘What? He ghosted me so I haunted him. Fair is fair,’ Chloe shrugged.


‘You better pray he isn’t the vengeful type,’ Kate laughed. ‘So there’s really nobody?’


‘No. I’ve tried the whole Tinder thing for so long. I’ve practically swiped my finger to the bone. But guys always say I look different in person.’


‘Shocker,’ Natalie muttered under her breath.


‘And they always make assumptions about me based on nothing. I swear to God, if one more man calls me a drama queen, I’m going to set myself on fire.’


‘Where do men get these crazy ideas?’ Siobhan said, sarcastically.


‘Aww Chloe, come on,’ Kate said. ‘There must be a million guys on Tinder who’d kill to go on a date with you.’


‘But I just want to meet a guy in a real-life, romantic way, you know?’ Chloe sighed. ‘Like, I’m sitting in a coffee shop reading a book and a guy walks in and notices me.’


‘Chloe, you don’t read,’ Siobhan said, calling her out.


‘Well, he won’t know that . . . until it’s too late.’


‘Don’t get your hopes up, Chloe,’ Natalie said. ‘I told one guy I was looking for romance and he asked me if I wanted to give him a blow job in the rain.’


‘OH MY GOD!’ Kate said, horrified.


‘Send me his number,’ Siobhan smirked. ‘He sounds like a keeper.’


‘Well, not all of us have your one-night standards, Siobhan,’ Natalie said, a little too judgementally.


‘Slut shaming, Nat? Not very Gen Z of you.’


‘I retract my statement . . . But honestly, though, whatever happened to the art of the cuddle?’


‘Yeah, these days spooning always leads to forking,’ Chloe sighed.


‘Which makes me want to reach for a knife,’ Natalie said. ‘Men are only romantic until they get what they want out of you. Then BOOM, completely different person.’


‘Yeah, men are always perfect at the start,’ Siobhan said. ‘That’s why I keep getting new ones.’


‘As for me, I’m sticking to men in literature . . . or fan fiction.’


‘Nat, those are men written by women. They aren’t real! A fictional man can’t give you an orgasm!’


‘Oh sweetie . . . you are so, so wrong,’ Natalie said, shaking her head.


‘I’m telling you girls, you all need to stop romanticizing men and see them for what they really are. At the end of the day, they’re just toys. That’s why Tinder is in my games folder.’


‘But how do you not get emotionally attached afterwards?’ Chloe asked Siobhan.


‘I’m emotionally constipated. I haven’t given a shit in years.’


‘Lucky you,’ Chloe said. ‘I care way too much.’


Kate felt terrible for the girls having to navigate the world of singledom in the digital age. They were all amazing women with so much to offer, but it seemed like online dating made everything harder rather than easier. It was in times like this that she was glad of Norman. If she had to jump back into the dating pool she would surely drown.


‘Don’t worry, Chloe, the right guy will come along when you’re least expecting it,’ Kate said, reassuring her. ‘Just date yourself for a while.’


‘No, I deserve better,’ Chloe said. ‘I don’t think I really want a boyfriend anyway. I think I just want a photographer. Once I hit 10K on Instagram, then I’ll truly be happy.’


‘Chloe, don’t take this the wrong way, but you really need a niche if you want to be a proper influencer. You gotta have a gimmick,’ Kate explained.


‘Hmm . . . okay. Like what?’


‘Well, that’s up to you. It could be fashion advice, cooking tips, travel blogging . . .’


‘Oh, travel blogging sounds fun! And I’m going backpacking through Southeast Asia in August!’ Chloe said, excited at the idea.


‘That’s the perfect place to get good travel content,’ Kate said, trying to encourage her. ‘Which countries are you visiting?’


‘Vietnam, Thailand and Colombia,’ Chloe said, innocently.


‘You mean Cambodia?’


‘Oh yeah, that’s the one!’


‘Yeah . . . maybe travel blogging isn’t the right fit,’ Natalie laughed.


‘But her heart’s in the right place,’ Siobhan said, finishing her espresso martini. ‘Catch flights, not feelings.’


‘Speaking of which,’ Kate said. ‘It’s time to board!’










Chapter 4


Take Off


The girls arrived at the aeroplane door at the end of the tunnel walkway and stepped onto the Boeing 747 for their Aer Lingus flight bound to Vegas. The flight attendants and pilot were standing there smiling as they walked past.


‘SIOBHAN?’ the pilot gasped, out of nowhere.


‘KYLE?’ Siobhan replied.


‘It’s Karl,’ he said, awkwardly.


Kate immediately knew from Karl’s body language that Siobhan had slept with him before. He was a handsome fella with an attractive five o’clock shadow.


‘I never knew you were a pilot,’ Siobhan said, looking him up and down.


‘I’m pretty sure I told you . . .’ Karl said, slightly embarrassed.


‘I’ve always loved a man in uniform,’ Siobhan said, flirtatiously touching his pilot’s hat.


Karl started blushing brighter than a beetroot. ‘Enjoy the flight, ladies.’


The girls began to giggle as they walked down the aisle towards their seats.


‘Siobhan, is there anyone you haven’t had sex with?’ Natalie asked, playfully.


‘It’s hardly my fault my vagina’s a weapon of mass seduction,’ she smirked.


‘He was actually so hot though,’ Chloe said, looking back over her shoulder.


‘Don’t act so surprised. I could pull anyone,’ Siobhan bragged. ‘He’s packing too. I gave him five stars on Dick Advisor.’


‘You really are something else,’ Kate laughed.


The gals arrived at their seats and began to put their carry-on bags away. As they sat down and tried to get comfortable, a baby started crying two rows down and Natalie noticed the man in front of her had lowered his seat back all the way.
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