
        
            
                
            
        

    My Forever Girl
Synopsis
When tragedy tore their family apart, Brayden and Faith’s marriage ended in divorce. Four years later, they’re thrown together on a cruise by their friends. Can the spark that refused to die reignite the fire of their love?
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CHAPTER ONE
The morning was dark, wet, and gray, typical for an early Scottish morning, and it suited Braydon Murphy’s mood. After a long night shift working as a maintenance electrician at a local bus depot, all she wanted was her bed and the oblivion of sleep, before the whole work cycle started again.
She leaned her head against the window of the bus and tried hard not to fall asleep. The bus edged along slowly through the heavy Glasgow traffic. Braydon looked at her watch. It was half past seven already, and if she didn’t get back home by eight, she wouldn’t get enough sleep before her day job started, but what was new?
Braydon sighed and watched the busy pedestrians walk along the pavements and cross at the lights in front of the bus. There was a time when she wouldn’t have gotten out of bed for what she currently earned in a day from both her jobs, but now was very different.
As the bus crawled through traffic and time marched ever closer to eight o’clock, she knew she wasn’t going to get enough sleep, but Braydon saw this as her purgatory. Punishment for her crimes that she would forever pay for.
Finally, she got to the bus stop near her rented flat and jumped off with her bag of tools over her shoulder. When she turned into her street, she saw a white Audi sports car sitting outside her building. It was her friend Kristen Alexander. They’d been friends since she was sixteen and played football together for the same team. They had gone to their first gay pub together, chased women together, until they both were persuaded by love to settle down, but that was a long time ago.
Kris had gone on to own a successful building company and had asked her more times than she could remember to work for her. Life would be easier if she did, but she had her pride, and after everything that she had lost, pride was about the only thing she had left.
As she approached the block of flats, Kris got out of the car.
“Mornin’—you look tired, mate,” Kris said as she took Braydon’s hand and gave her a hug.
“Yeah, it was a long night.” Braydon didn’t think that there was a time of day when she didn’t look tired. “In you come.”
Braydon buzzed herself in with the keys and led Kris into the building. She was on the first floor so before too long they were inside her flat. It was a small flat—one bedroom, a small living room, and an even smaller kitchen—but it was all Braydon needed.
She dropped her bag of tools and said, “How’s Jan and Dani?”
“Good, keeping me on my toes. She’s really into her football now and coming along with me to my games.”
As lifelong Glasgow Celtic supporters, she and Kris had gone to matches together for years, but that had become too expensive a hobby for Bray since the divorce. She had dreamed of taking her own child to watch the games with her, but sadly, that would never be.
“Cuppa tea?”
“No, I don’t want to keep you up, Bray.”
“Don’t worry, I’m having one anyway,” Bray said.
“Okay, then.”
Bray ignored the dishes piled up in the sink and made the tea. She was hopeless at keeping up with the housework, but since it was just her, living alone, she didn’t care. It wasn’t a home—she’d had a home and lost it. This was just a base to sleep before heading back out to work.
She brought through the tea and a packet of biscuits. When she put down the cups, she headed over to her computer and lifted an envelope with money. She hesitated before handing it over to Kris.
“This is the last one,” Bray said.
Kris gave her a sad smile. “Yeah, I suppose it is.”
Bray sat down and took her mug of tea in her hands. She tried to let the heat of the cup seep into her body, but it wasn’t working. She didn’t know how she would feel today, but now that it was here, she was honestly scared and felt her stomach churn with anxiety.
This debt, which she had been faithfully paying for four years, was the last tether holding her and her ex-wife together, and now she was being cut loose.
“An end of an era,” Kris said. “Maybe you can work less now, start a new life.”
Bray shook her head. “I had a life, a perfect one. I don’t deserve another.”
Kris sighed. “That was such a long time ago. Stop being hard on yourself. You’ve done your time, paid your debts.”
Bray said nothing. She was never going to forgive herself. She still had nightmares about the night she was in a casino and Faith had called her in hysterics.
I should have been there.
“You know there’s always a job for you with Alexander Building Services,” Kris said.
Bray nodded. “You know I can’t.”
“Bray, you’re my best friend. Stop being so proud—my company would be grateful to get someone like you on board.”
Bray rubbed her face with her hands. She’d had her own thriving electrical business, often working alongside Kris’s on big projects, doing well, making good money, giving her and her wife Faith a comfortable quality of life—then she’d fucked it up. She couldn’t go and work alongside some of the guys who she’d had working under her on projects. Plus it would put her just too close to Faith.
Kris’s wife Jan was Faith’s best friend. Too close, too painful. Bray couldn’t bear to hear about Faith’s new life, new lovers—the thought made her feel sick. There had been no one for her since Faith. Faith was her angel—her forever girl, Bray used to call her, the only woman she’d ever loved—and because of Bray’s weakness, she was no longer hers.
“How is Faith?” Bray asked. She couldn’t not ask. After their divorce Faith had retrained as a nursery school teacher. She loved children and it was the perfect job for such a caring person. And you destroyed everything you had together. Guilt was a way of life for Bray, and she embraced that guilt, bathed in it in fact, because she felt she should be punished.
Kris took a drink of tea. “She’s fine and not seeing anyone.”
“I never asked if she was,” Bray said.
“I can see the question in your eyes every time I see you. Why can’t you move on?”
Bray stayed silent and stared into her teacup. She didn’t want to answer that question out loud, but Faith was the first person she thought of in the morning and the last one at night. That and the guilt and pain of what she had lost.
When Bray didn’t reply Kris said, “I’ve got some good news for you.”
“Oh,” Bray said, “what’s that?”
“You know it’s my fortieth next month?”
Bray nodded. It was her own fortieth in December this year. She was dreading it—not because she was worried about her age, but because of what she had expected to have by the time she was forty.
“Well, and this was Jan’s idea, we’re going to take a two week cruise to the Caribbean, and we’re inviting all our friends. The cruise line has its own LGBTQ coordinator who’s going to take care of our party. It’s going to be amazing.”
That was the kind of holiday she and Faith used to take when they had plenty of money. They had seen some amazing places, romantic places.
“I hope you have a great time,” Bray said.
“You’re invited too, Bray.”
“You know I can’t afford to go on a holiday like that.” She was annoyed Kris had even suggested it. Did she want to make her feel worse?
“No, I mean, Jan and I will pay for your tickets.”
“No way, Kris. I’m not taking charity.”
Kris held up her hands. “Hey, hey, calm down. It’s not charity—it’s the simple fact that I want my best friend there to celebrate my birthday, like she always is. Do you remember my twenty-first?”
“Barely. You, me, Faith, and Jan went to that club called…Mandy’s?”
“Yeah, I got absolutely hammered. I don’t know how I managed to pull such a classy lady like Jan, convince her to put up with me—in fact, I’m still wondering. We hadn’t been together long.”
That was how she’d felt about Faith from the moment she met her. Bray was so punching above her weight, and it turned out that Faith had been too good for her.
“Go on your cruise. Have a good time. You can spend one birthday without me.”
“Too late.” Kris pulled a wallet out of her jacket. “The air ticket to Fort Lauderdale and your cruise ticket are already bought, so if you don’t want to waste my money, then you’ll come.”
“What?” Bray stood up angrily. “You just paid for everything without consulting me?”
“Yes, because I knew you’d say no, and I want my best friend with me.”
Bray started to pace anxiously. “I can’t believe you did that.”
She felt trapped. She didn’t want to go on a holiday and pretend to be happy. How could she? Then a thought occurred to her.
“Faith isn’t going, is she?”
Kris hesitated. “Eh, no. She can’t get the time off, no one to cover her at the nursery. So what do you say? I know you have plenty of holiday time up your sleeve because you never take any. Food, drinks, they’re all included, so all you need is some spending money. Please, come. It would mean a lot to me, mate.”
What choice did she have? Kris was her best friend, and if Faith wasn’t going to be there maybe she could handle it. She couldn’t have coped with seeing Faith for two whole weeks. The heartbreak and the pain would be too much. People had always told her that time would ease the heartbreaking pain, but it never had. It got worse, in fact.
She sighed and said, “Fine, okay, but I’m going to pay you back for this. No matter what you say, Kris.”
Kris jumped up and punched her softly on the arm. “This is going to be your holiday of a lifetime. Believe me.”
 
* * *
 
“This is the last one.” Jan handed Bray’s envelope to Faith as they sat at her kitchen table enjoying a cuppa.
The tired kitchen of Faith’s old house wasn’t much, but more than she could have hoped for after the divorce. She’d managed to get on her feet, with some help from her parents, who bought this old detached sandstone house at auction for her and refurbished one part to house her private nursery school. The rest of the house was waiting on more money and time to do renovations.
Faith took the envelope and felt a deep sadness. This was the last thing tying her to Bray, and now it was being taken away from her.
“Thanks, I’ll give it to my dad.”
“She’s kept her word, hasn’t she?” Jan said. “I mean, paid off her debts and never misses her meetings, so Kris tells me.”
“So she’s doing all right, with her meetings and handling her addiction?” Faith asked.
Bray was a gambling addict and had brought down their thriving business by borrowing money for her gambling debts and not paying the business’s bills. They’d lost everything—their home, their business, their life together. But when the large family home they’d shared was sold to satisfy some of the debts, Faith’s dad stepped in and paid the rest. Bray had vowed to Faith she would pay off every penny, and she had.
When Bray broke down and told her about her gambling problem, Faith was panicked, then angry, but then understanding. She would have helped Bray through her addiction and rebuilt what they had piece by piece, if Bray had told her everything, but she’d looked her in the eye and lied to her. That was something she’d never expected of Bray and found hard to forgive. Bray knew how important truth was to her after her disastrous first relationship, as a young woman. Bray understood—and still, she lied.
Jan continued, “She’s still working her two jobs and keeping on top of her problems, I think, but doesn’t do much else. Kris says she won’t move on.”
Faith’s instinct was to wrap Bray in her arms and tell her it was all right, but there was too much pain. Too much history wrapped up in their failed relationship. Faith touched the gold locket she always wore around her neck.
“I’m glad she’s okay,” Faith said.
Then out of the blue Jan said, “Karen asked if I thought she should ask you out again.”
Faith took a drink of coffee. “I don’t think so.”
“Why?” asked Jan. “You know she’s had a thing for you since uni. She has a good job, nice looking, what’s wrong with her?”
Inside, Faith knew the answer. No one would ever be Bray, but she and Bray would never be again. “I’m just not interested anymore. I have the nursery to run. It’s my life now.” When their family business was brought down by Bray’s debts, Faith had retrained as a nursery teacher. Since the divorce, her nursery was thriving, and she now had her own staff of five.
“You have plenty of time for the odd date. Or maybe you’re still in love with Bray?” Jan said.
Faith looked up sharply. “Of course I’m not. I’ve been divorced four years.”
“Then why do you still wear your wedding ring and keep your married name?”
Faith looked down at her engagement ring and remembered the day they walked around the nicest jewelry shops in Glasgow looking for a ring, then going for lunch together afterward. It had been such a special day. She could still see the look of pride on Bray’s face as they held hands in the restaurant, gazing at her new engagement ring.
Then came her wedding ring, the thing that made her finally fit in the world. She felt secure, more confident, all because of Bray’s love, but she couldn’t take it off.
“It’s just so I don’t get unwanted attention. I’m not interested in any romantic entanglements, and if people think I’m married, then they don’t try.”
Jan narrowed her eyes. Faith could tell she didn’t quite believe her. “Hmm…well, you’ll have the chance to spend some quality time with Karen on Kris’s birthday cruise, so who knows, romance might be in the air.”
“I doubt it,” Faith replied. “You’re sure Bray isn’t coming?”
“We asked, of course, but she can’t afford a cruise like that, and she wouldn’t let Kris pay, would she?”
“No, she’s too proud.”
“There you go, then. I think this break is going to do you the world of good.”
“You think?”
Jan grinned. “Oh, I’m certain of it.”
After Jan left, she walked back into her living room and stood in front of the mirror above the fireplace. She opened the locket around her neck. In it was a picture of a smiling, proud Bray holding her in her arms.
How could she ever get over this?



CHAPTER TWO
“Excuse me, sir…uh, sorry, ma’am, could you say that again?”
Bray was getting frustrated. Not because she was misgendered, she was used to that. She was tall, well-built, and had a masculine look. But this was the fourth time she’d tried to give her American taxi driver her destination, and her broad Glaswegian accent was outfoxing him.
She tried to say it again really slowly. “I need to get to Port Everglades departures as quickly as possible.”
The taxi driver put her last case in the boot of his car. “Port Everglades?”
Thank the Lord. “Yes, as quickly as you can. I’m really late.”
The journey from Glasgow had been a nightmare. She’d traveled a day later than the rest of Kris’s party guests because of her work schedule. Her manager was shocked when she’d asked for time off. Bray never took holidays, and she would have never taken this time if Kris hadn’t guilt-tripped her into coming.
The flight from Glasgow had been delayed, and she’d arrived at her hotel in Fort Lauderdale in the middle of last night. She’d slept in and missed the cruise transport from the hotel. Now she had very little time to get to the departure building and get on board.
She got into the taxi, and they were driving at last. Her mobile beeped with a text. It was Kris, asking where she was now. They had already checked in.
“Shit, I’m so late.” She said to the driver, “Can we go as quickly as we can, please?”
“Sorry?”
“Jesus Christ. Quickly?”
“Quickly, yes.” He finally got it. “Are you French, ma’am?”
Bray had to laugh. Her accent was clearly so thick that she didn’t even register as a native English speaker over here.
“Yeah, I’m French.”
It wasn’t long until they were in line to enter the vast dock departure area. When the large cruise ship came into view, she said, “Bloody hell. It’s like a city on the water.”
She’d never seen anything like it. It reminded her of the scene in Faith’s favorite film, Titanic. All the hustle and bustle of the passengers arriving at the dock, little knowing what was in store for them.
Let’s hope we have a better voyage.
When they were together, Faith made them watch Titanic all the time. Bray pretended to protest at watching the sappy movie again but secretly enjoyed holding Faith in her arms as she cried at the ending. No matter how many times Faith watched that film, she always cried, as she did at most sappy, romantic things. Faith was an emotional woman, and she loved that about her.
She secretly wished Faith had been able to come on this trip. It would have been awkward, but just to see her ex-wife and hear her voice would be amazing. Amazingly painful.
But that wasn’t to be. It was going to be strange enough seeing some of the old crowd they used to hang around with. Since the divorce she’d cut herself off from the friends they had as a couple, except for Kris and Jan. It seemed easier that way. She didn’t want to have any awkwardness, and Faith deserved to keep their friends. She didn’t.
Bray finally arrived at the drop-off area of what resembled an airport terminal. She got out and paid the driver. “Thanks, mate.”
She looked at her watch. Time was running out. She slung one bag over her shoulder and carried her suitcase. She hurried inside and tried to find her check-in quickly. The staff were eager to get her on board on time, so she was quickly put through all the relevant passport and ticket checks and finally walked over the enclosed bridge to the colossal ship.
She stopped as she stepped off the bridge into the main reception area of the ship and looked around in awe at the large opulent room. “This must have cost Kris a fortune for my ticket. I’m going to kill her.”
High above hung crystal chandeliers, and the floor was highly polished marble. On either side of the room were four glass elevators. It reminded Bray of a very high-end shopping mall. All around her passengers chatted excitedly and staff pointed them in the direction of their rooms. This was a far cry from the wet and stormy streets of Glasgow.
She heard a voice beside her say, “Can I help you find your room, sir?”
She turned to face the young staff member, whose eyes went wide as he realized his mistake. “Sorry, I’m so sorry, ma’am.”
Bray had to laugh to herself. Just wait till she opened her mouth, and the poor guy found out she was French too.
 
* * *
 
Faith hung her last dress in the wardrobe. Kris and Jan had asked her to come up on deck to watch the boat leaving the pier, but she just wanted to get settled in and unpack. There would be plenty of time to stroll along the decks. Besides, it was a madhouse out there, with all the passengers trying to find their cabins and acquaint themselves with the ship.
She was happy to have a quiet, calm start to their trip. Faith walked to the bed and sat on the corner. This was a nice room. When Jan had asked her what kind of room she wanted, Faith decided to go for one of the nicer staterooms. It was larger than the standard, had a lovely bathroom, a large super-king bed, a sitting room area with a couch and TV, plus an absolutely gorgeous balcony.
Faith walked over to the balcony doors and watched as the ship pulled away from the pier. The balcony held a small table and chairs, and it would be wonderful to sit out there with a good book on her iPad and a glass of wine.
She intended to do a lot of that. Reading and relaxing. She was one of only a few of their party not in a couple and didn’t want to play gooseberry, and so for the times she couldn’t be around the pool topping up her tan, she wanted a roomy cabin and nice balcony to make her way through her long reading list.
It had been so long since Faith had a holiday, and she wouldn’t have gone on this one if it hadn’t been a special birthday for Kris, so she was going to make the most of it. Her nursery business was going well, after years of hard work, and she intended to relax.
“Yes, this is going to be perfect.”
She went back to her suitcase and picked up the swimsuits she had brought. She was a bit nervous about wearing them as she hadn’t worn a swimsuit in years. In fact, the last time would have been her last holiday abroad.
She and Bray had gone to Hawaii, and one of her best memories was sitting on the beach at the end of their holiday. Faith had snuggled up in Bray’s arms and asked Bray how she’d feel about trying for a baby.
Typically loving and enthusiastic, Bray showered her with kisses and love. Strange to think that decision, which they’d made at their most loving, was the beginning of the end of their relationship.
“Enough. I need a change of scene.”
Faith grabbed her handbag and phone and walked out her cabin door. She checked the cabin door was locked and put her key card in her bag. As she made sure her purse and everything she would need was in there, she heard a Scottish accent getting closer to her.
The voice made her heart stop beating for a millisecond. No, it can’t be.
Faith was almost too frightened to look up, but she forced herself. This time her heart and everything stopped. It was Bray.
 
* * *
 
“Here we are, ma’am. This is your suite.”
Suite? This better not be an expensive room, Kris. She had already vowed to herself to pay Kris back. This ship and the trip were way too expensive for her to take from a friend. “Uh, thanks.” Bray fished around in her pocket for a tip.
“Thanks, ma’am. My name’s Tim. Anything you need, just let me know. There’s a button in the room to call for service.”
“Cheers, Tim.”
Bray fumbled trying to get her key card into the lock when she felt someone staring at her. She looked up slowly and her stomach flipped. “Jesus Christ.” It was her ex-wife, Faith. “Faith—you’re not supposed to be here.”
“Neither are you.” Faith looked equally shocked as her.
“I…Kris said you couldn’t come on the trip,” Bray said.
Faith grasped at the locket she wore. She looked really stressed at her presence. “Jan said you couldn’t come. I wouldn’t have—I’m sorry, I need to get something in my room.”
Faith went back into her room and shut the door quickly.
Bray finally managed to unlock the door and walked inside. She pulled off her jacket and threw it on the bed in frustration. “Fuck me. Kris, I’m going to kill you.”
She started to pace up and down. This felt like a set-up. Otherwise what were the chances she’d be given a room right next door to her ex-wife’s?
Faith had looked horrified when she saw her. She had to make things right. She had to make sure the next two weeks weren’t going to be as awkward as that meeting.
She was going to have to talk to Faith. “Shit.”
Faith looked beautiful. They’d been apart a long time, but seeing her just now, all the years melted away.
Bray slid her wallet from her pocket and pulled out the picture that never left her side. It was Faith and her, together. Bray was holding her from behind, her hands resting on Faith’s baby bump. She had never seen anything more beautiful and never would. Faith pregnant with their son.
As much as it hurt to look at that picture, she gazed at it every morning, every break time at work, and every night before she went to bed. It reminded her of what she had lost, and every time she passed a betting shop or watched a betting advert on the TV, she remembered that picture and what those things had cost her.
Now her wife—ex-wife—was next door, and the past was catching up with her. Bray scrubbed her face with her hands. She knew she had to be the one to go and talk to Faith.
Faith hated confrontation. Always had, and Bray had always been her voice when any issues came up. She always felt good being that person for Faith, and when she wasn’t anymore, it hurt.
She sighed. “Kris, I was going to kill you before, but now I’m going to do it slowly.”
She took a breath and walked to Faith’s door. She hesitated before knocking, but when she did Faith opened it slowly.
“Faith? Could I talk to you, just for a few minutes?”
Faith nodded and opened the door up for her.
“Thanks, Faith.”
One weird aspect about no longer being her ex-wife’s partner was using first names. She’d never called her wife Faith unless it was to outsiders. She always called her darlin’, and using her real name now felt strange.
Faith’s room was virtually identical to hers, except Faith had a balcony. She could tell Faith had been crying. Her eyes were puffy and red, and her usual feelings of guilt just got a whole lot worse.
“Um…I just wanted to clear the air, before we go any further. I would never have said yes to Kris and made you feel uncomfortable if I’d known you were coming. In fact I didn’t want to come anyway, but Kris bought the tickets before asking me and said I’d just be wasting her money if I didn’t come.”
“I understand,” Faith said. “I wouldn’t have come either. Looks like Kris and Jan decided for us.”
“Yeah, looks like it. Well look, we’re here now, and I don’t want things to be awkward. We’ve got two weeks ahead of us. I promise I won’t cause you any problems. I won’t come to sit with the group at dinner or anything. I’ll just keep myself to myself.”
“You can’t do that. It’s your holiday too. You must come to all the group events. We’re adults—I’m sure we can be civil to each other.”
“Of course we can. I would never want to intentionally do anything to upset you, Faith. If me being at any of the group things is too much for you, just say, and I’ll go, okay?”
“Thank you,” Faith said.
Why did Bray have to be so accommodating? It was hard enough to see her again, without her being so accommodating and kind, but then she always was. That had never changed since they met. Only her truthfulness had.
There was a long silence, as if neither of them knew what to say.
A bit like their final days together before officially separating, Faith thought. Nothing about this wasn’t strange, and it was going to be a really difficult holiday.
“I better head back and unpack,” Bray said.
“Yes, I’m supposed to go upstairs and meet up with the others. I’ll see you up there.”
Bray smiled at her, but it was a sad smile, hardly surprising since there had been nothing but sadness in their life for years now.
Bray began to walk out the door, but stopped when Faith said, “How are you? Really?”
Bray looked back over her shoulder and said, “I’m fine. See you.”
Faith could tell Bray was not fine. Bray looked tired. Their four years apart had taken their toll on Bray, as they had done her. She supposed both of them would never really be fine ever again. All they could do was to find ways of coping from one day to the next.



CHAPTER THREE
“Not in the face. If you’re going to punch me, take it out on my ribs. Jan loves my good looks too much.”
Kris had been sent down to hurry Bray up to join the group, and Bray was showing her displeasure. She was towering menacingly over Kris, who held her hands up in surrender.
“I can’t believe you would do this to me, Kris. We’ve been friends since school.”
“Jan and I were fed up from never having you both at birthdays, Christmas, you name the celebration. We wanted both our friends with us. We still love you both the same even if you two don’t, and we thought enough time would have passed for you, after everything bad that happened.”
“There will never be enough time passing from Faith losing our child,” Bray said angrily.
“I didn’t mean about the baby. Shit.” Kris realized her mistake. “I know you’ll never get over losing your baby, I mean you and Faith. But you can both be civil, and both spend time with us. We were never apart before you got divorced. Jan and I lost you both, it felt like.”
Bray turned away and sat down on the corner of her bed and stared down at the floor. “Yeah, we can be civil. Faith is so gracious and polite that she would never cause a problem, but just being around her makes everything so painful.”
“It’s one holiday, mate. Forgive us. We just wanted our two oldest friends here with us,” Kris said.
Bray let out a long breath. “Why next door to each other?”
“That must have been the cruise company. Same last name or something. Must have thought you were family.”
Bray didn’t quite believe that, but she couldn’t hide in here for two weeks, and she couldn’t stay mad at her best friend. “I still say you’re a fucking arsehole.”
“Absolutely,” Kris said. “Complete arsehole, that’s me. Will you come upstairs now?”
“Okay, you win.” Bray stood up. “So, who’s in the group?”
“There’s Cath and Lucy, Beth and Jamie—”
“Jamie finally got Beth to go out with her?” Bray said.
Kris laughed. “Yeah, the longest crush in history, but Jamie finally got the nerve to tell Beth she had been in love with her since university. Beth gave her the hardest time and wouldn’t go out with her for ages.”
“Why?”
“Beth had a thing for her too but didn’t think Jamie was interested. They could have had a lot fewer relationships with the wrong people if Jamie had been honest with her, but all’s well that ends well. They’re getting married next year. Then there’s Dougie, Findlay, and Karen.”
Bray snorted. “Talking of huge crushes, I can’t believe Karen hasn’t made her move for Faith in the four years we’ve been divorced. She did enough mooching around Faith when we were married.”
“I won’t say she hasn’t tried, but Faith’s never been ready for another relationship.”
Bray didn’t like the sound of that statement. “Meaning she is now?”
“Who knows? Now can we get upstairs to the lounge?”
Bray nodded and grabbed her wallet. She closed her eyes and looked back to the day her divorce was finalized. She remembered thinking that now she had given Karen the chance she always wanted.
Karen was in Faith’s university course and, with a well-off mummy and daddy, looked down at Bray and Kris because of their broad Glaswegian accents and the council housing estates they came from. But Karen was friends with the rest of the gang, so Bray’d had to learn to get along with her.
They walked out of the cabin and Bray said, “I don’t think Karen has ever forgiven me for marrying Faith.”
“Yeah, probably. Jan says that Karen invited Faith along to watch her play footie, the day you met,” Kris said.
They came to a lift at the end of the corridor and got in. Bray pressed the floor number and it set off. The day she met Faith, her football team were drawn in a Scottish cup game against Faith’s university team.
“Do you remember that day? You met Jan and I met Faith?” Bray said.
“I’ll never forget it,” Kris said. “I often wonder what life would have been like if our team hadn’t played Glasgow Uni. I don’t think either of us would’ve mixed in those circles. I don’t think we would have met our wives. Sorry, ex-wife for you.”
“No, you were right the first time. Faith will always be my wife—in here.” Bray put her fist to her chest.
 
* * *
 
Faith and the rest of the group were gathered in the bar on the upper deck. There were blue skies and the sun was hot, scorching hot for someone coming from Scotland.
Faith was on edge and nervous. She was constantly looking around, waiting for Kris to arrive with Bray. It had been such a shock to see Bray.
Talking to her face-to-face had opened up a Pandora’s box of emotions, so much so that she didn’t know how she felt. If it was up to her, she’d go back to Scotland and hide in her home, so she didn’t have to face the mix of memories and emotions that came with Bray.
She felt a presence beside her. It was Karen.
“It’s beautiful isn’t it? And a long way from Glasgow, thank goodness.”
Faith turned to face her. “It is very nice, a nice break from routine, but I’ll still be glad to go home to Glasgow.”
Karen was a few inches taller than her own five foot three, had shoulder-length blond hair, and wore brightly colored shorts with a brightly colored T-shirt. Karen was more androgynous than butch. And since they’d arrived in Florida early yesterday morning, Karen had stuck closely to her.
“Glasgow has its merits, I suppose, but I’d go mad if I didn’t get away to sunnier climes at least three times a year.”
Karen Whitburn could be such a show-off, a generally decent person but a show-off. The problem was Karen had always thought this was the right way to impress Faith, which couldn’t be further from the truth. Karen was heir to the long-established Whitburn Biscuits and Cakes. Their brand was sold all over the UK.
Faith hadn’t been aware of Karen’s romantic interest in her until she started dating Bray, and Jan pointed out that Karen was acting badly toward her new girlfriend. In truth, she was never good at noticing flirting or interest because she didn’t expect it. Then Bray came along and everything changed.
Karen cleared her throat nervously. “I asked Jan if she would pass on that I’d like to take you out—”
Bray and Kris arrived to join the group and Faith flinched, though she was grateful for the interruption. But then Karen slipped her arm around her waist and said, “Don’t worry. I’m here.”
“I’m not frightened of her, Karen. It’s just hard—”
“Okay, okay. I just want you to know I’m here for you.”
All conversation ground to a halt and Faith saw the whole gang look anxiously between her and Bray. She supposed that they were worried about picking sides. But Faith realized she wasn’t worried at all.
Kris and Jan were right about asking Bray to come on the cruise. It wasn’t fair that Bray had been cut off from these social occasions because of her. It wasn’t fair, and Faith would just have to learn to cope with being in Bray’s company again. In fact, maybe it would give her some closure—maybe it would give her a chance to lay some ghosts to rest and move on with her life.
“Hey, everyone,” Kris said, “Bray is here.”
Bray felt nervous. She could feel the awkwardness amongst her old friends at her arrival. Her gaze zeroed in on Karen’s arm around Faith’s waist, and she felt a dagger stab into her gut. But she supposed this was her punishment—she’d hurt Faith so badly and failed to protect her family. Now she just had to suck it up and take it.
Jamie was the first one to approach her and shake her hand, followed by her girlfriend Beth.
“Good to have you back with us,” Jamie said.
“Thanks, I hear you two are getting married.”
“Yes, and about time too.” Beth gave her partner Jamie a soft dig to the ribs.
Next Dougie and Findlay walked over. Findlay gave her a big hug. “We missed you, Butch.”
Findlay used his old nickname for her. He’d always joked she was the embodiment of a butch lesbian.
“Good to see you too.”
Bray looked over his shoulder and saw Faith looking right at them. She wished she could tell what Faith was thinking, but Faith dropped her gaze when she saw Bray looking back.
Finally, Cath and Lucy greeted her. They both identified as femme, she knew, but Cath was very much an alpha female, with Lucy the softer, quieter of the two.
Cath gave her a strong handshake. “Good to see you, Bray. I—”
Just as she was about to speak, a member of the cruise staff walked into their little group. He was immaculately dressed, with short blond hair, and camp to the max.
“Good evening, everyone. I am Thomas, and I’m the LGBT representative of the cruise line. I and my assistant are here to help all the LGBT passengers on the ship, but primarily I’ll be looking after your group and making sure everyone is safe and looked after, but most of all to make sure Kris has a very happy birthday.”
Waiters appeared with trays of champagne and handed them around. “So welcome to the cruise of a lifetime, and raise a glass to Kris to wish her a happy birthday!”
 
* * *
 
Bray hadn’t had to dress so formally for years. She was a jeans and T-shirt kind of person, but for formal social occasions, she had to look a little smarter. Those kind of occasions didn’t often happen to her any more, but dinner on the cruise would be formal most nights.
She gazed at herself in the mirror. “Will this do?” She had decided on smart blue trousers and an open-neck shirt with a smart suit jacket. “I look like a pretentious wanker.”
She pulled off the jacket and threw it on the bed. “They’ll just have to like it or lump it. This is as formal as I want to get these days.”
Bray heard a knock on the door. It was probably one of the steward staff. They were certainly attentive, popping in and out to see if she had everything she needed.
“Coming,” Bray shouted.
She opened the door and her heart thudded loudly. It was Faith, and she looked absolutely beautiful, wearing a blue floral print cocktail dress.
“Faith—”
“Can I come in?” Faith asked.
“Aye, come in.” Bray was pleasantly surprised but panicked at the state of her room. She hurriedly picked up wet towels and discarded clothes from the floor. “Sorry about the mess. I wasn’t expecting anyone.”
Faith smiled. “You always were messy.”
“Yeah, um…you look beautiful, by the way,” Bray said.
Faith looked to the floor and said nothing. Four years hadn’t changed her much—she never could take a compliment.
“I hope you don’t mind me dropping in,” Faith said.
“Of course not. What can I do for you?”
“Well, when we met up with the group this afternoon for drinks, things were awkward. Our friends didn’t know how to be with us. Like they didn’t want to appear to take sides or anything.”
Bray nodded. She had felt the odd one out the whole time. “Yeah, it was. That’s why I never came to any events since the divorce. I didn’t want to cause anyone to feel uncomfortable.”
“That’s not fair on you. Perhaps after this cruise is over, you’ll come to some of them again,” Faith said.
Bray nodded but inside knew she never would. Not after the close intimacy she’d interrupted between Karen and Faith. She couldn’t bear to see Faith with someone else. It might have been four years since they were together, but even if it was forty, Faith would always be Bray’s wife in her heart.
Faith took a breath. This was hard, but she had to do this, so as she and Bray didn’t ruin the holiday atmosphere for anybody else. “What I thought was maybe if we walked up to dinner together and showed that we’re okay with the situation, then our friends would relax, and we could enjoy the rest of the holiday normally.”
Bray rubbed her hands together. She looked on edge, nervous. The years apart hadn’t dulled Faith’s ability to read her mood. Bray struggled when handling negative emotions—it was one of the things that had contributed to the breakup of their marriage.
But here in this moment Bray was trying unsuccessfully to hide her uncertainty and worry, and it made Faith’s feelings start to wake from their slumber.
“Isn’t Karen going to come for you?” Bray asked.
“Karen? Why would she?” What was Bray thinking?
“Okay then. Sounds like a good plan. Hang on, let me just grab my jacket.”
Faith could tell Bray wasn’t comfortable in these clothes. She never had been a formal person, even wearing trainers with her suit on their wedding day. But that was just Bray.
“You look nice, Bray.” It was almost an effort to use her name. When they were together it never passed her lips. It was always baby, or sweetie, and using the formality of Bray’s name felt foreign to her.
“Thanks,” Bray replied. “Do you think it’s formal enough?”
“Yes. I know these kinds of events stress you out, but you’re fine,” Faith said.
Bray gazed at her for a few moments, then walked to the door and opened it for her.
I wish I knew what you were thinking.
When they started to walk along to the lifts, Bray offered her arm to Faith, then immediately apologized. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—old habits.”
“That’s okay,” Faith reassured her.
Old habits indeed. Faith caught herself before she accepted Bray’s arm. It was what they always did as a couple. It didn’t matter if it was a long or short walk—she always took Bray’s arm. They liked to be connected at all times. It gave Faith a feeling of security, something she had sorely missed.
They arrived at the lift and Bray pressed the button. No one else joined them, and so an awkward silence hung in the air. After a few seconds Bray said, “You got the last payment okay?”
“Yes, I got it. Thanks for sticking to your word and paying it.”
“It was my debt. I wasn’t going to have your dad think any worse of me. He was so good to me, and I let him down.”
Faith wanted to say it was all all right, and none of it mattered, but there was too much water under the bridge.
“How are you really, Bray? Are you still going to your Gamblers Anonymous meetings?”
“Yeah, I’ve never missed a week in the four years since we—” Braydon’s voice broke slightly. “Well, apart from these two weeks on holiday. But I have it set up with my friend from the meetings, that I’ll phone him during our trip.”
“That’s really good, Bray. I’m proud of you.”
“Don’t be—I don’t deserve pride,” Bray said.
Faith was just about to reply when they arrived at their floor.
 
* * *
 
Bray and Faith strolled through the crowds to the dining room. When they walked through the doors, Bray immediately felt out of place. Most of the male guests were wearing expensive suits, some in dinner jackets and bow ties.
Faith said, “There’s Kris and the gang over there.”
They walked across the dance floor toward the table. If there was going to be dancing, Bray was going to head to her room right after dinner.
As they approached the table, Bray saw there were only two seats left, one on either side of the table. Everyone was looking at them, probably surprised that they came together. Hopefully their friends would relax now that they saw she and Faith weren’t going to tear each other’s hair out. Quite the opposite actually.
Karen stood and held out the chair next to her. “I kept you a seat, Faith.”
Everyone was watching. Bray knew Faith had no choice but to accept, but she still felt a twinge of jealousy.
“Bray, take a pew. We’ve got a lot of catching up to do,” Findlay said. She took the seat between Findlay and Dougie.
At the top of the table, Kris stood up and said, “Friends, friends, I’d like to say a few words.”
“Do you have to?” Findlay joked.
Everyone laughed, but Kris pressed on with her speech. “I want to thank you all for joining Jan and me for my fortieth birthday celebration. I’m especially grateful that my oldest friend, Bray, is back with us.”
Bray felt her cheeks heat up. She looked over to Faith and found her looking back at her with a small smile. Her heart thudded. This was going to be two weeks of hell. Obviously time had done nothing to dampen the feelings in her heart. It would be so hard to be this close to Faith and yet so far apart.
Kris lifted her champagne glass and said, “To the best friends anyone could have.”
The first course arrived, and Bray looked down at the huge array of cutlery and panicked. Beside her Findlay was busy chatting and hadn’t started his food yet, so she couldn’t get any hints from him.
Bray hated this formality. It was a set of rules that she had never been taught, and it made her feel stupid. She looked up and saw Faith looking at her, holding up the correct fork for the first course. Nobody else seemed to spot Faith’s maneuver. Bray picked up the small fork and mouthed, Thanks.
Then Faith winked at her and heat spread all over her body. She looked down quickly and started to eat her food so that Faith wouldn’t see the want in her eyes. Why did she do that? This was really going to be torture.
The next time Bray lifted her gaze, she saw Karen with her arm around the back of Faith’s chair, talking to her intently. Torture.
 
* * *
 
Bray was first to leave the table after dinner. She needed some air and walked out onto the deck. She leaned against the railings and looked into the churning water beneath her. There had been an embarrassing incident after the dessert course, and she kept churning it over in her mind. Some of the ship’s crew came around selling raffle tickets for big prizes. Apparently, they collected money to donate to a worthy charity on each of the islands they docked at.
Of course she had to decline. Giving money for a chance at a prize, even for a good cause, was too close to gambling for Bray. Usually she just made a donation when that sort of thing took place, and she’d tried to do that tonight, but of course Karen asked why, making a fuss about the whole thing. When she explained why, Bray sensed the embarrassment everyone was feeling.
People didn’t realize how much a gambling addiction invaded every part of an addict’s life. She had to constantly be aware of her surroundings and any actions that could open a door to the dark path again.
Bray closed her eyes, let the salty sea breeze brush across her face, and inhaled the fresh air. She felt a presence beside her and smelled a scent that she would always know, Faith’s favorite perfume.
When she opened her eyes, she saw Faith standing beside her. “Faith?”
“I’m sorry if Karen made you feel uncomfortable.”
Bray shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. It’s part of my penance, I guess, having to explain to people why I can’t take part in a raffle, a competition. It happens all the time at work.”
“I just wanted to say that you shouldn’t feel uncomfortable, or embarrassed, because every time you say no, I can’t take part, you’re winning your battle. It’s a positive thing—that’s how I see it anyway. I’m proud of you.”
Bray was quite taken aback. After all she’d put Faith through, she still had the grace to be supportive of her.
“Thank you. I appreciate that.”
“Don’t mind Karen. You know what she’s like sometimes,” Faith said.
I know what she’s like all right. She’s wanted my wife since I first met her. “Yeah, I know. Remember the first time we met?”
She heard Faith laugh for the first time in years and it made her heart lighter.
“How could I forget. Your football team came to play the uni team, and they were a bit shell-shocked, I think.”
Bray couldn’t help but smile at the memory. “Kris and I turned up with our rough-and-ready team. I don’t think your uni team had ever played a real hell for leather cup game or a squad like us before.”
Faith stepped closer and laughed again. “Yes, I think it was the waist-high tackles that were a shock to them.”
Bray had gotten two precious laughs from Faith. Excitement bubbled in her stomach for the first time since she didn’t know when.
“Football is a rough sport,” Bray said.
“One girl broke her arm.”
Bray smiled and put her hand on her heart. “Hey, that was a fair tackle. Remember Karen complained to the referee because of our team’s bad language? I think that was a first in Scottish football.”
“We were used to a more genteel way of playing. Lacrosse, rugby…” Faith said.
Bray turned around and faced Faith. Talking to her like this was like stepping back in time. Their chemistry was the same—she could still make her laugh.
“Did I ever tell you that Kris and I joined a university rugby team when we were about seventeen?”
Faith nodded and laughed. “Many times. You were both asked to leave because you were too rough.”
“I see that as a badge of honor. I mean, imagine being too rough for rugby?”
“Everyone around me was booing you that day at the football game. But I wasn’t. I’d never seen anyone like you.”
Bray moved closer. “I looked up to the seats where you were and locked eyes with you. I never…”
“What?” Faith asked.
She couldn’t go down that road. Bray couldn’t expose her feelings, knowing that she would never have Faith again.
Bray turned back to look out at the sea. “It doesn’t matter now.”
There was an uncomfortable silence between them for a minute, and then Bray said, “You still wear your locket?”
Faith touched her fingers to the simple gold locket Bray had bought her. Jan had taken the picture of them inside it around the time they found out the sex of the baby. The photo was so perfect that Bray had to buy the jewelry so that Faith could keep her and their future son close to her heart.
“Yes, I’ll always wear it. It was a perfect moment in time and I want to never forget.”
Bray rubbed her forehead. “Yeah, I keep the picture—”
She stuttered and just as Faith was about to say something, they heard Dougie shouting behind them. “Come on, you two, the dancing’s started.”
“Are you coming, Bray?” Faith asked.
“You go ahead. I think I’ll head down to my room. I’m really tired.”
“Okay. Take care, Bray.”
As she watched Faith walk away, probably into Karen’s arms to dance, she cursed her luck and her addiction. It had lost her the best woman she had ever known. A woman who—after she had lied to her repeatedly during the latter part of their marriage, brought their successful business to the ground, and lost them their home, up to their eyes in debt—still was proud of her.
But she didn’t feel pride. The guilt of not being there for Faith would eat away at her for the rest of her life. When Faith had miscarried at seven months, they were both devastated.
They had already decorated the baby’s room, bought the best of everything to shower love and attention on their future baby boy, and then everything went dark. On top of grief, Faith suffered with severe postnatal depression.
Bray tried to ignore her own pain and be there for Faith, but she didn’t know how to deal with Faith’s declining mental health, and amidst her confusion and pain Bray retreated to the one thing that still give her that momentary high—gambling. In the end that was what brought down their family and what was left of their relationship. The guilt would never leave her.
 
* * *
 
Faith could hear a slow number start as she and Karen had just finished dancing to the last song. When Karen smiled and slipped her arm around her waist, Faith pushed back.
“I think I’ll sit down now, Karen. I’m tired out.”
“Oh, okay. I’ll go and get us some drinks,” Karen replied.
When she got back to the table, Jan was chatting with Beth, while their partners, Kris and Jamie, chatted. The rest were dancing together. Both Jan and Beth smiled at her.
“I think Karen was hoping for a slow dance there,” Jan said.
“She has latched on to me a bit, but no,” Faith said.
“Why not?” Jan asked. “Karen might be a bit of a boast, big-headed sometimes, but she’s a decent person at heart.”
Beth added. “Besides, she’s loaded. You’d have a really comfortable life.”
“Money doesn’t matter, as long as I have enough to live on—besides, I make my own money.”
Jan grinned and said, “I think it’s because of Bray.”
“In a way it is. It would be disrespectful to start seeing someone in front of her,” Faith said.
“Do you still love Bray?” Beth asked.
“I always will. When you’re with someone that long, I think you always have a little part of you that’s theirs alone.”
“You two were perfect for each other,” Beth said. “If only she had been open to you about her gambling from the start, life could have been very different.”
Faith finished her glass of wine and thought about all the times she had picked up her phone to call Bray during the divorce, to call it off, and then stopped herself. Bray had broken her trust. She’d lied and Faith couldn’t get over that.
“Divorces are rarely one-sided, Beth. I made lots of mistakes—I pushed Bray away. I know why you insisted on Bray coming on this trip, Jan, but too much water has gone under the bridge to resurrect anything we ever had.”
Hadn’t it?



CHAPTER FOUR
The ship had an amazing gym, Bray discovered. After not sleeping well the night before, churning over bad decisions in her mind, she decided she needed to tire herself out. If anything, she had to keep herself busy.
She was so emotional after talking to Faith last night that on her way to her room, she actually stopped outside the ship’s casino doors and just looked in. She watched people cheer when their numbers came up, as others held their heads in their hands.
Logically Bray knew the only winner was the casino owner, but it didn’t stop the pull toward the buzz, the high of gambling. The hunger to experience the dopamine hit, the thrill of betting never left you—you just learned ways to deal with it.
Bray had been betting since she was sixteen. She used to put on her granda’s betting slip every week. Horses, football games, boxing. He would bet on anything, and as she began to realize through her recovery, he was an addict just as she had been, blowing his old age pension on the bookies and relying on Bray to make up for his losses.
At first betting was fun. Amongst the guys she did her electrical apprenticeship with, it was the norm, but as time went on it became a way to release stress. Those at her GA group wouldn’t have advised what she did last night, but standing outside the casino doors looking in felt like she was punishing herself. Punishing herself was exactly what she wanted to do, because she had failed her family.
Bray put her bottle of water in the holder on the treadmill and programmed a slow start. The gym was fantastic, all the best equipment, and the treadmills looked right out over the ocean. It couldn’t have been a more picturesque sight.
She had been running about five minutes and getting into her rhythm when someone stepped on the treadmill beside her. Bray glanced to the side and saw Karen punching in a program.
Fucking brilliant. Can I not just have some stress-free time to myself?
“Morning, Braydon.”
“Morning.” Bray tried to think of something else to say. “Nice gym, isn’t it?”
Karen started to walk slowly. “Excellent, although I used an amazing one in LA when I was there on business. Four floors of every kind of equipment you could think of. I like to go to LA at least twice a year. The nightlife is brilliant.”
“Sounds great,” Bray said while rolling her eyes. Karen was such a bragger.
“Yes, you should go there sometime.” Karen cleared her throat and said, “I’m glad I met you here this morning, Braydon, because I wanted a quiet word with you.”
Bray was still jogging but looked to the side quickly. “What about?”
Karen continued her slow walk on the machine. “It’s a little awkward, really, but I think it’s best to talk about it with you so there’s no bad feeling between us.”
Bray knew exactly what was coming. “Go ahead.”
“Faith and I are getting closer, and I feel like something could develop between us. I wanted to know if you would be okay with it—I don’t want to step on any toes.”
Bray could feel the jealousy and anger come to a simmering boil inside. Mostly anger at herself for making life turn out like this. She upped the speed on the treadmill and ran faster, trying to cope with her feelings.
“You’re both adults—you can do what you want. She’s my ex-wife. I haven’t got any hold over her.”
“I know, but still, I just wanted to give you the courtesy of telling you about it,” Karen said.
Courtesy? What a joke. If Karen was so eager to do the right thing, she would wait till after the cruise and not try to get with Faith right under her nose.
“Yeah, well, you’ve done that, so it’s fine,” Bray said.
“Great.” Karen stopped the treadmill and jumped off. “I think I’ll go and pump some iron.”
Jesus Christ, what an arsehole.
Bray increased the speed and ran so hard she was struggling for breath. Anything to try to get rid of the angry, jealous, sad feelings inside her.
“Hey, slow down. You’re going to kill yourself.” Kris took the treadmill beside her. Bray took down the speed to a fast walk and grabbed a long drink of water. “What did Karen say to you to make you want to run till your lungs burst?”
“Nothing.” Bray wiped the sweat from her brow with her towel.
“Oh, come on, you can’t hide your emotions from me. I know when you’re angry,” Kris said.
“It doesn’t matter if I’m angry. I have no right to be.”
“No right about what?”
Bray sighed. “She wanted to let me know that she and Faith were getting close, and would I mind, would she be stepping on any toes if she…got together with her on the cruise.”
“What? She said that? She wants to seduce your missus right under your nose? That’s taking a liberty.”
Bray wanted to get off this cruise and go back home to Glasgow. She couldn’t cope with this. “My ex-missus. Faith can do what she likes.”
“Yeah, but, that’s just not on. What are you going to do?”
She looked at Kris through narrowed eyes. “Do? What do you want me to do?”
“Fight for her,” Kris replied. “We brought you two on this cruise to try to rekindle your relationship, and now you’re going to let Karen just waltz in and try to win Faith’s heart?”
“Now you admit it,” Bray said angrily. “I didn’t want to come on this bloody cruise, but you insisted, and now I have to watch Faith with someone else.”
“I’m sorry, Bray, but Jan and I both thought you still had such strong feelings for each other. We wanted you to be happy. Why don’t you tell Faith how you feel?”
Bray stopped the treadmill and grabbed her towel. “Because I don’t deserve her. I fucked up, and now I have to live with the consequences.”
“But when you admitted to your gambling problem back then, Faith was understanding. She wanted to help you. It needn’t have come to this.”
“I lied to her. I looked her in the eye and lied to her because I was scared. I remortgaged the house and left us in even more debt than she thought. I’d never lied to her in my life because I know how much Faith values truthfulness. Her first girlfriend cheated on her repeatedly and humiliated her. I knew that and swore I never would deceive her, but I did, when she was trying to cope with grief and postnatal depression.”
“It’s all in the past, Bray. I’m sure Faith could get over that,” Kris said.
Bray stepped down onto the floor and said firmly, “I can’t. If Karen can win her over, then at least I know she’ll be looked after. Something I couldn’t and can’t do.”
 
* * *
 
Faith made her way to the restaurant where the gang was having breakfast. Only Findlay, Dougie, Cath, Lucy, and Karen were there.
“Morning, Faith.” Karen held a seat out for her.
“Morning.”
“Everyone else is having breakfast in their cabin, I think,” Dougie said. “Oh, there’s Bray. Morning, Bray.”
“Hi, everyone,” Bray said.
Bray never looked at Faith once. She was feeling stressed, Faith could tell.
The waiter came around to take her order but Faith said, “Can I just have a black coffee, please?”
Bray said, “Are you all right, Faith?”
It touched Faith that Bray still knew all her cues. She loved her food, and if she didn’t feel like eating, there was something usually wrong. “I just woke up with a bit of a headache, and I’m not very hungry.”
The truth was she felt nauseous, but thought it was maybe being at sea.
Findlay said, “Are you all excited for our first day off the ship?”
That morning the ship had docked at Port Oranjestad, Aruba, their first stop in the Caribbean. Honestly, all she wanted to do was sit on her little balcony and hope her stomach would settle, but the group was so excited to start their holiday together.
“Yes, it’ll be a lot of fun,” Karen said as she edged a little into Faith’s personal space.
Faith didn’t know what Karen was hoping for, but even if she was interested in pursuing something with Karen, she would never do it in front of Bray. That wasn’t fair. Faith knew how she would feel watching Bray get cozy with another woman.
Thomas came over to their table. “Hi, everyone. Just to let you know we’ll meet here in an hour, then head off to our excursion. First, we’re going to spend the morning in Aruba’s national park, where a guide will show us the local animal and plant life. Then we’re going to have lunch at one of the big hotels on the island before enjoying the sights and sounds of the casinos.”
Faith looked up and met Bray’s eyes. She’d forgotten Aruba was famous for its gambling. When Thomas left and breakfast broke up, she tried to catch up with Bray, who’d hardly said a thing over breakfast.
Faith finally caught up with Bray in the shopping area of the ship, which looked like a shopping mall. Bray had stopped in front of a shop and seemed to be window-shopping.
“Bray?” Just then, Faith felt a wave of dizziness come over her.
“Faith? Is there something wrong?”
“No, I just wanted to know if you were going to be okay with today’s trip.” She didn’t need to mention the casinos—she knew Bray would know what she meant.
“Oh yeah, I’m not going ashore. I don’t go anywhere near anything like that,” Bray said.
“Could you not just go to the national park with us and head back to the boat after?”
Bray shook her head. “No, I’d be thinking about it all the time. At least the on-board casino is only open at night. Ashore, the opportunity to go would be a trigger, and it would just stress me out. Stress is something to avoid when you have an addiction.”
“But you can’t stay aboard yourself,” Faith said.
Bray smiled. “Don’t worry about me. You have a good time with your friends. Besides, you can be yourself without your ex breathing down your neck.”
Faith didn’t know what she meant. Bray’s presence didn’t worry her. True, it had when they first boarded. It was a shock to see her after all these years and it panicked her, but now they had talked a few times and it was fine.
“Bray, I don’t feel like you’re doing that, and this is your holiday too.”
Bray smiled at her again and began to reach out her hand to her but pulled back quickly. “You’ll have a great time. Don’t worry about me.”
That was the thing—Faith was worried about her. She felt so guilty and torn about leaving Bray here herself.
She started to speak but Bray cut her off. “How are you feeling? It’s not like you to miss breakfast.”
“I’m okay. Just a touch of seasickness, I think.”
“Just look after yourself while you’re onshore. Okay?” Bray said.
Going ashore was the last thing she wanted to do right now. Besides feeling guilty at leaving Bray here herself, she was starting to feel a little light-headed. But she couldn’t let her friends down.
 
* * *
 
Bray looked at her watch for what seemed like the thousandth time. After leaving the shopping area earlier she’d come downstairs to her room, flopped onto her bed, and put on the TV to pass the time and try not to think about Faith enjoying her date with Karen ashore.
She was never idle like this, being used to working two jobs and surviving on little sleep, and so before long she started to drift off. Sometime later she awoke with a start and a gasp. Bray looked at the time. One o’clock in the afternoon.
“Shit, I’ve been sleeping all morning.”
Bray rubbed her tired eyes. Only she could come all the way from Glasgow to the Caribbean and sleep in her cabin instead of enjoying the heat and the scenery. She stretched out her tired limbs and thought she better go and take a walk on deck to get some fresh air.
She grabbed her wallet and headed out of her room. She made sure her door had locked and turned toward the lifts, but she stopped when she saw Faith walking unsteadily, her hand against the corridor wall.
“Faith? What’s wrong?”
Bray hurried to her side and Faith clutched her, swaying with dizziness. “I feel ill.”
Without a second thought, Bray lifted Faith and carried her to her door. “Where’s your key card?”
Faith opened her bag and took it out. “It’s here.”
Bray opened the door and let Faith down. She touched her forehead. “You feel hot and clammy. Did no one come back with you?”
“I didn’t want to spoil everyone’s day, so I just told Jan I forgot something on the ship and would be back soon. Would you text her?”
“Of course I will. I knew there was something wrong with you this morning.”
Faith suddenly put her hand to her mouth. “Oh no.”
She ran into the bathroom and Bray heard her being sick. “Faith? Are you okay?”
Bray got no reply, but when the retching stopped, she asked again.
Faith just moaned in response, and Bray went in to her. She was reminded of all those times when Faith had been in a similar position when she’d been pregnant. How things had changed since then, but Bray’s instinct to take care of Faith were undiminished.
She got Faith to her feet. “I’ll get you cleaned up and into bed.”
“No, Bray, you don’t need to—” As Faith said that, her knees gave way and she fainted.
“Shit.” Bray lifted her up again and carried her over to the bed. She would need to get a doctor. Faith started to come to as she lowered her into bed and pulled the covers over her.
“Bray—” Faith moaned.
“It’s okay. Just relax and I’ll get you some water.”
Bray returned from the drinks fridge with the water and knelt down beside the bed. She helped Faith take some sips.
Faith cleared her throat and said, “You don’t have to do this.”
Bray smiled and stroked Faith’s forehead. “Shh. I’ll get the doctor, and then I can get Jan or Karen, if you’d feel more comfortable with one of them.”
“Why would I want Karen?” Faith asked in a raw, husky voice.
Karen had made it sound as if she and Faith were already on the way to becoming an item, but maybe she’d overstated it a touch.
“You relax, and I’ll get a doctor.”
 
* * *
 
Faith pulled the quilt tightly under her chin while Bray saw the doctor out of her room. She felt shaky and her head was so sore, but the doctor had given her painkillers and something to calm her nausea. She appeared to have a simple forty-eight-hour stomach bug, and she was so glad to hear that. She didn’t want to spend the rest of her holiday being ill on the cruise ship.
Bray returned and pulled an armchair from the living area next to her bed. “Can I get you anything else? Fresh water, open the balcony doors a bit?”
Faith said, “No, thanks. I feel too cold for fresh air.”
“She was a nice doctor, wasn’t she? She said that cruise ships are rife with bugs and germs, but a day or so and you’ll be back on your feet.” Bray sat down.
It was so nice having Bray with her. Bray had always made her feel safe and protected when she was ill, and it was something that she’d missed in the years they had been apart. But she couldn’t expect that care anymore. It was unfair to Bray.
“I’m sorry you got stuck with me today, but I’m okay now,” Faith said.
Bray’s face fell. “You want me to go?”
“No, I just don’t want you to feel obligated to look after me.”
Bray leaned forward. “I don’t feel obligated—I want to help. Anyway, once everyone’s back, I’m sure Jan and Karen will be down to check on you.”
Faith was puzzled by this constant referral to Karen. “Why do you keep talking about Karen?”
Bray looked down at the floor. “She seems to think you are becoming involved.”
“What? When did she say this?”
“Well, at the meet-up on the first night she had her arm around you, and this morning at the gym she asked if I would be okay with her being with you on this trip, because you were getting closer.”
God, this was not happening. She felt bad that Karen had harbored a crush on her since university, but she had made it more than plain over the years that they would only be friends.
“Bray, I’m not interested in Karen or anyone. I’m sorry she thinks so. I’ll have a word with her when I see her. Besides, even if I was, I’d never get together with someone in front of you. We may not be together or love each other that way anymore, but it would still be cruel,” Faith said.
Bray looked at her silently for a moment, then let out a breath. She appeared to have a weight lifted off her shoulders. Had this really been bothering her? More importantly, did Bray still have feelings for her like Jan thought?
 
* * *
 
Bray had managed to persuade Faith to let her open the balcony doors to let some fresh air into the room. Shortly after, Faith fell asleep and had been asleep for hours now. Bray stayed in the armchair, dozing off now and then, but never leaving Faith’s side.
Being so close to Faith and having nothing else to do made the memories of their life together come flooding back. The high of Faith telling her she was pregnant, and then the many lows that came along the way.
Bray scrolled through the album on her phone titled Family.
There were lots of photos and videos. Bray had been determined to capture every happy moment. If only she had known what was ahead.
She gazed at the pictures, each one at a different stage of Faith’s pregnancy. Everything was so hopeful, so positive. A child was what they had dreamed of, and Bray had taken pictures of everything. Decorating the baby’s room, building the new cot, scanning pictures, everything.
When they lost the baby and Faith was diagnosed with postnatal depression, Bray felt like she was losing Faith to the darkness that was surrounding her, and the pain of not understanding how to help made her seek solace in other ways. She had never been around anyone with mental health problems and didn’t understand at first. Bray couldn’t—or didn’t know how to—say the right thing. They got into arguments, and she felt ever more distant from her wife.
Tears filled her eyes as she watched a video of Faith sitting on the floor of the nursery folding the new baby clothes she’d bought. Bray wiped the tears away quickly.
“Bray?”
Faith’s voice made her sit up quickly. “Hi, how are you feeling?”
“Like a lorry has hit me. What were you looking at?” When Bray hesitated, Faith said, “If it’s private—”
“It is private, but not from you.” Bray handed her the phone.
Faith gulped hard as she flicked through the pictures. She stayed silent for a minute, then said, “There’s some pictures here I don’t have. Could we go through them sometime?”
Bray leaned forward and took Faith’s hand. “Of course, they’re half yours anyway, especially the ones when you were pregnant with our…”
Gazing into each other’s eyes, Bray felt they connected on some deeper level. They had such a shared history that it was hard to keep emotional distance. They would always have this special connection.
Kris wondered why she wouldn’t move on, but this was the reason. As Bray looked into Faith’s eyes after four years apart, she knew she wouldn’t ever love another woman again.
Faith pulled her hand to her chest and started to speak. “Bray, I—” But a knock at the door made them jump back from each other.
“I better answer that,” Bray said.
She opened the door to find Jan and Kris standing there, worried expressions on their faces.
“Bray, I’m so glad you were here with her,” Jan said as she walked past Bray and headed to the bed.
Kris followed her in and said, “How is she?”
“The doctor said she hoped it was a forty-eight-hour kind of thing, but she gave her some antinausea stuff and paracetamol.”
Kris followed her wife to Faith’s bedside. “You should have told us, Faith—we would have come back,” Kris said.
“That’s what I was afraid of. It’s your holiday. I don’t want you worrying about me. And besides, Bray was here.”
Jan looked up at Bray, and she had the feeling Jan was studying her.
“Bray, why don’t you get freshened up and go have dinner with Kris. You’ve been here all day.”
Bray didn’t want to leave, but it wasn’t her place anymore. She couldn’t say I want to stay with my wife, because Faith wasn’t still her wife, and she needed to get used to that.
“Okay, but I’ll pop in later, Faith,” Bray said.
“Thanks for everything, Bray,” Faith said in a weak voice.
Then she left, even though every fiber of her being was telling her to stay.
 
* * *
 
“Thanks,” Faith said, as Jan helped her sit up in bed.
“There you go, now drink some of this sweet tea. It’ll do you good.”
“I don’t know if I can keep it down,” Faith said.
“Just try. Little sips, okay?”
Faith took the mug and held it tightly. She did like the warmth seeping from the mug into her hands. She took a tiny sip, and it did feel so soothing.
“So when did Bray find out you were ill?”
“She was coming out of her room and saw me struggling back to mine, and she—” She hesitated, remembering the feeling of being taken in Bray’s arms and experiencing the safety that she hadn’t felt in over four years. She had struggled with anxiety most of her life, but when she met Bray, she found the safety and protection she had yearned for.
“She what?” Jan prompted.
“She took care of me. Got me into bed, called for the doctor, just took care of everything.”
“Bray’s a good person. She still cares about you so much.”
“I do too. I’ll always care about her.”
Jan shook her head and sat back in the armchair. “I don’t know why you two divorced. I mean, I know that even after the lying, the gambling, getting you into unbelievable debt, you still forgave her.”
“I did. Addiction is an illness, and I would have stood by her side through it all, but I just asked her to come clean and be honest, and she lied.”
“About remortgaging the house?” Jan asked.
“I thought we were starting again from scratch, and all the time the bank was hanging over our head. I couldn’t trust her. When I read that bank letter, the bottom fell out of my world. I had just come through losing our baby and postnatal depression, and I couldn’t cope with one more thing.”
“Do you think maybe you could be friends again?” Jan asked.
“Friends? I think so. When I first met her on board it was a shock, but it’s so easy to feel comfortable around her again. Plus, I’m so proud of how well she has done getting well, getting on top of her addiction while grieving.”
“So you’re glad you’ve met her again?”
“Yes, you were right to invite her—it was the adult thing to do. Bray deserves to have her friends around her without feeling awkward around me.” The tea was starting to make her stomach roil. “Here, take my tea, going to be sick.”
Jan took the tea and Faith hurried to the bathroom.
 
* * *
 
Bray had been thinking about Faith every moment since she and Kris left her. But she did need to eat and freshen up. Bray checked herself in the mirror. It was quite hot even in the evenings, so she opted for combat shorts and a T-shirt. This was much more her style than dressing for a formal dinner.
She checked her hair one last time and walked to Faith’s room next door. She had that excited tingle that she always used to have when she would take Faith out in their younger days. Bray closed her eyes and tried to banish that feeling. Faith might have needed her today, but that was all it was. She knocked on the door and waited.
When Faith opened the door, Bray just wanted to gather her up in her arms. Her complexion was pale, and she had dark circles under her eyes.
“Come in.” Faith’s voice was raw.
Bray followed her in, and Faith quickly got back under the covers.
“How are you?” Bray asked.
“I stopped being sick in the afternoon, but I’m absolutely whacked. I just want to sleep,” Faith said.
“Do you want me to go?”
“Oh no. I didn’t mean that—just that I’m so tired. Sit down.”
Bray sat in the armchair and said, “Do you need water? Anything from the shops upstairs?”
“No, thanks. I’ve got plenty of water. I need to hydrate—I know that. Did you have something to eat with Kris?” Faith turned the conversation to Bray.
“Yeah, I did. We went to the burger restaurant on board. Much more my scene than the dinners in the fine dining restaurant, even though they don’t seem to understand the concept of no onions.”
Faith laughed. “I know. I remember trying to cook two different meals every evening.”
“It must have been a chore for you,” Bray said.
“Not at all. I enjoyed it. You know how much I like cooking.”
“You are a fantastic cook.”
Faith pulled the covers more tightly under her chin. “You might be a bit biased.”
“No way. I never ate properly till I met you. My granda and I lived on fish and chips, deep-fried pizza, and takeaway curries.”
Faith laughed. “Only the Scots could take a beautiful Italian pizza, dip it in batter, and fry it.”
“Hey, deep-fried pizza and Mars bars make me proud to be Scottish,” Bray joked.
Faith laughed. Braydon was such a light-hearted, funny person. She missed that in her life. Bray always made her laugh. In fact, she’d laughed more since being on the ship with Bray than she had in months.
“Well, I enjoyed cooking for you.” In fact I miss it.
Bray leaned forward and said, “Despite my feelings about evil onions and other things, you did get me to expand my tastes.”
“Not by much, but you certainly were willing to try. Anyway, all this talk of food is making me feel ill.”
“Sorry,” Bray said.
“No, it’s nice talking about the old days. I—” Faith hesitated.
“What is it?”
Should Faith say what she felt, or was it too dangerous? She decided to take a chance.
“When I was talking to Jan this afternoon, I realized something. When we split up, I didn’t just lose my spouse—I lost my best friend. I always thought there were too many raw emotions to ever see you again, and it scared me to face what we both shared and lost. That’s why I was so panicked when I met you on the ship.”
“Yeah, it was quite a surprise,” Bray said.
“But I shouldn’t have been. We have good history as well as bad, and the bad bonds us together more than anything ever could.”
“What are you saying?”
Faith reached out her hand to Bray, who took it. “I lost my best friend, but maybe we could go back to being friends.”
Bray looked down at their joined hands. Was Faith asking too much? Would it be too hard to be friends?
After a few seconds, Bray said, “I’ll always be your friend, Faith. If you want me to be.”
“I do. I want us all to have a good holiday, like the big pack of friends we used to be. We’re at sea the next two days before we stop at Willemstad. Maybe we can enjoy the excursion together—with the rest of our friends.”
“As long as you are up to it. It would be nice to have you back in my life, if that’s where you want me to be.”
“I do.” Faith felt so much better, lighter almost, to have Bray back in her life.
Bray squeezed her hand and said, “Hello again, Faith Murphy.”
“Hello again, Bray Murphy.”



CHAPTER FIVE
Two days later the gang of friends was ready for their second excursion of the cruise, but Bray’s first, to Willemstad, Curaçao. Bray was with Kris, Jan, Cath, and Lucy, already at a meetup point on deck, waiting for the others.
Bray had knocked on Faith’s door and asked if she wanted to walk up together, but she was running late, as she always did. It reminded Bray of all the nights out they’d shared together, all the dinners, concerts, shows they were late for because Faith took so long to get ready. She smiled at the memory.
Bray leaned on the railing of the ship, closing her eyes and inhaling the sea air. Even though she hadn’t been keen to come on this holiday, the sea air, the warm weather, and the thawing of her relationship with Faith were making it all worthwhile.
The past few days at sea, Bray had felt privileged to be of use to Faith. She had so much to make up for, and just to be around Faith again felt so good. She made sure Faith recovered from her stomach bug, brought her food that might tempt her appetite, and anything else she might need. Thankfully Faith had recovered enough to come on their excursion today.
Thomas was patiently waiting for all the stragglers, including another five women who were joining their party today. Thomas had recruited them to make sure none of the LGBTQ guests were left on their own.
Bray saw Thomas glancing anxiously between his iPad and around the deck. She texted Faith, You better get your behind in gear. Thomas is looking really worried.
Within a few seconds Faith texted back, Five minutes maximum.
Bray chuckled to herself and replied, So by five minutes maximum you mean thirty?
Once again Bray was transported back to happier days. She’d be ready and waiting patiently to start their night out, and Faith would text, Five minutes maximum, but Faith’s five minutes always took around thirty in reality. It was amazing how easily her rapport with Faith came back.
She felt a presence by her side. It was Karen, and she didn’t look too happy.
“Mornin’, Karen.”
Karen let out a breath. “Good morning, Braydon. I don’t know what it is about you, but Faith just won’t move on.”
“What do you mean?” Bray asked.
“I mean that I had a talk with Faith last night, and she’s not ready for another relationship. I don’t think she’ll ever find someone to love or make a new life with.”
Faith had mentioned she was going to have a chat with Karen and tell her she wasn’t into her in that way. Karen must have visited Faith last night.
“What are you trying to say, mate?”
“I’m saying you either have to put up or shut up,” Karen said.
Bray was lost. “I don’t understand.”
Karen turned and looked her dead in the eye. “Faith deserves happiness. She’s a beautiful person. She can’t or won’t move on, so you either have to be straight and encourage her to move on or tell her how much you still love her, and make her forgive you, and make her happy.”
Bray couldn’t believe Karen was saying this. Karen had always annoyed her, but here she was telling her to get back with Faith.
“That’s really generous of you to say,” Bray said.
“Well, I care about her too much to see her lonely and unhappy.”
“I know you’ve always cared about her.”
Karen gave a hollow laugh. “I wasn’t really subtle, was I?”
“Not really.”
Karen patted her on the shoulder. “Make her happy, Bray, and if you can’t, tell her to let you go.”
Karen walked off, and Bray’s thoughts went all over the place. She imagined telling Faith she loved her and never letting go, but then the guilt kicked in. Could Faith ever forgive her?
Before she could attempt an answer, Faith walked up to her. Bray’s heart thudded. The sun was glinting off Faith’s hair, and her radiant smile warmed all the dark places inside her.
“I told you I’d only be five minutes,” Faith said.
Bray tried to regain control of her body. “A bloody long five minutes.”
There was that spark, the one that always made their relationship so exciting. It had never left. How was she going to encourage Faith to move on, when she wanted to be with her so badly?
Thomas’s voice interrupted them as he called, “Okay, gang, everyone’s here at last. Let’s go!”
 
* * *
 
Faith felt so much better. She had been worried that she would miss another excursion, and she didn’t want to miss this one because they were taking in the local food market, which wasn’t too far away from the harbor.
She was still easily tired. The stomach bug had taken a lot out of her, and she found herself at the back of the group. Bray stayed close by, and when they turned into the busy market, full of locals and tourists jostling around the market stalls, Bray immediately came over and offered Faith her arm.
It touched Faith that Bray remembered she didn’t like large crowds—one of her many anxieties—and wasn’t going to refuse.
“Hold on to me,” Bray said.
When she held Bray, she felt safe. Bray had always been her protector. She’d fight Goliath himself to protect her—Faith knew that—and she felt something once lost surrounding her once again. Safety and love. She had to physically stop herself from resting her head on Bray’s shoulder.
Faith knew then she had never fallen out of love with Bray. She couldn’t. Bray was everything, but that confusing, painful time after losing their baby had torn them apart.
“Are you tired still?” Bray asked.
“Yes, a bit.”
“Thomas says we’re going to split up shortly and look around the market at our own pace. Do you want me to stay with you or—”
“Yes,” Faith said a little too quickly.
Bray had the biggest smile. “Great.”
Faith was happy to see Karen up ahead, chatting to one of the single female guests who had come along with them.
“I see you had a talk with Karen,” Bray said.
“Yes, she came to see me last night. She’s not a bad person, Bray, and she deserved the truth.”
“I know she’s not. Annoying maybe, a boaster maybe, but bad? Nah. So what was the truth?”
Faith hesitated. The whole truth, that she had never gotten over Bray and never would, she would have to keep to herself, but she said, “Just that I’m not looking for a relationship. I have too much going on, and I’m not really interested in romance at the moment.”
“Oh, okay,” Bray said with a sad tinge to her voice.
Faith wondered for the millionth times if Bray had dated anyone seriously since they parted. She had never been one for jumping quickly into things. Bray took a lot of time to trust. She might appear big and tough, and in lots of ways she was, but only Faith knew what a soft-hearted person she was. A gentle giant with so much love to give.
Thomas brought the group to one of the food stalls where they were given samples of fried fish on a stick. Faith laughed when she watched Bray study her fish through narrowed eyes. She was never the most adventurous with food.
“It’s not going to bite you.”
Bray turned to her and said, “It’s got a head. It’s looking at me.”
“Just pull away some of the flesh.” Faith showed her how to do it and, before she knew it, was feeding Bray a piece of fish by hand. Faith realized what she had done without thinking when she felt Bray’s tongue touch her fingers.
They looked at each other awkwardly, then Faith turned away. What was she thinking? She disposed of the remaining fish in the bin at the side of the stall and followed the group as they moved on, neither mentioning the fish incident.
The sights, sounds, and smells of the market were wonderful, as was the beautiful weather beating down on them.
Bray came closer and leaned in to Faith. “Look, a spices stall.” She knew how much Faith would love seeing the spices—she loved cooking. There must have been every spice under the sun here.
Faith grasped Bray’s hand in excitement. Bray smiled and was happy they had gotten over the slight awkwardness they’d experienced at the fish stall. It was so easy to fall back into the closeness they once shared, and so she had done when she took the tips of Faith’s fingers into her mouth.
“Hello, miss,” the stall owner said, “would you like to try some hot sauce? Made fresh on the island.”
“Oh yes, please,” Faith said.
Faith was all smiles as the older lady gave her little mini cups of sauce with a disposable spoon. It was so nice to see Faith smiling again. There had been little for her to smile about for a long time, but here in this moment Faith appeared relaxed and as happy as either of them could be again.
Kris shouted her name, interrupting her daydreaming. Bray turned and saw Kris indicating that the group was moving on down the market.
“We’ll catch you up, okay?” Bray said.
Kris smiled and winked at her. This was exactly what Kris and Jan had wanted, and as much as she had resisted it, Bray was loving being by Faith’s side again.
“Taste the garlic one, Bray.” Faith held out the little spoon and licked off some of the sauce.
“Wow, that’s bloody hot.”
“Should I get some to take back to the ship?” Faith asked.
“Yeah, if you like them.”
Faith looked really excited. “Okay, I will.”
Bray flexed her hand. She had to stop herself from slipping her arm around Faith’s waist. This being friends thing was so hard.
As the lady behind the stall packaged up Faith’s choices of bottles, a young woman walked up beside them, holding the hand of a young boy. The woman said, “Stay hi to your Auntie Anya.”
“Look at you, big boy,” the stall owner said with a smile.
“I’m five today, Auntie Anya!” the boy announced.
Bray saw Faith visibly stiffen. “Are you okay?”
Faith just stared at the little boy. She was obviously in some distress.
Bray paid for the sauces and took Faith’s hand. “Come on. Follow me.”
 
* * *
 
Bray took Faith down a side street where she spotted a smart-looking bar and restaurant. She got Faith seated at a little private corner table. Now that they were face-to-face, Bray saw tears in Faith’s eyes.
She took one of the napkins and handed it over to Faith. “Hey, it’s all right. Take deep breaths.”
The waitress approached and she ordered two lagers-and-lime. When they were alone again Bray said, “Was it the little boy?”
Faith wiped her tears and nodded. “I’m sorry. Sometimes it just hits me. I think about what age our boy would have been. He’d be at school by now.”
“I know. Every time I watch the football on TV, I think about Kris there at the Celtic game with Dani, and how we planned to go together when they both were old enough. I would have had such happy times with Callum.” Bray’s voice cracked, and she had to fight to keep control of her emotions when she said that name. When they’d found out they were having a boy, Callum was the name they had chosen, but he wasn’t meant to be.
Faith squeezed her hand back. She felt bad for making Bray sad too. “He would have loved that.”
“I didn’t care, really, if he’d liked football, ballet, basketball, or Highland dancing. I’d still have been there, cheering him on.”
“I know you would.” Faith tried to lighten the atmosphere. “Remember the little Celtic football strip you bought him?”
Bray gave her a big smile at that memory. “Yeah, I remember. You were six months pregnant, but I had to buy it.”
Just then the waitress came back with their drinks. Faith took a sip and said, “I haven’t had lager-and-lime in years.”
“Do you want me to change it?” Bray asked.
“No, it’s nice, and refreshing. Especially in this warm weather.”
There was a silence, and Bray didn’t want Faith to be taken over by her pain. She wanted to distract her. “So, tell me about your nursery.”
“Well, it’s in the West End of Glasgow. A private nursery. Dad helped me buy and refurb the building.”
Another thing Bray had to feel guilty for. Her mistakes had not only ruined her credit, but Faith’s too, so that she had to rely on her father to start her business.
“It’s really nice, and it keeps me busy,” Faith said. “I love looking after children, and I suppose that’s a way for me to channel that maternal instinct.”
“You would have been the best mum. I’m sorry I let you down,” Bray said.
“No, you didn’t. How did you let me down?”
Bray sighed. “I wasn’t there for you. I hid in the casinos and betting shops when I should have been with you.”
“Bray,” Faith said, “I pushed you away after the miscarriage. Grief and then postnatal depression crept up on me. You were out running the business, trying to earn us a good living, and I took my depression and anxiety out on you when I was struggling mentally.”
Bray shook her head. “I should have understood. I should have looked after you and the baby. That was my job. I failed, and I failed you.”
“Don’t ever say that. You couldn’t change anything. Baby Callum wasn’t meant to be,” Faith said.
Bray cleared her throat. “After, I crumbled watching you in pain, Faith, and I made matters worse by gambling our business and our house away.”
“What happened after was your way of coping, Bray. I know that.”
She would never forget the moment she saw she had five missed calls from Faith. By the time she got home, the ambulance was just about to leave, and Faith was wailing on a stretcher. Bray would never forgive herself for not being there.
All she could think of to say was, “I would handle things so differently now.”
Faith looked her right in the eyes. “So would I, but we live and learn, don’t we?”
Bray was meant to be cheering Faith up but in fact was making everything more emotional. She couldn’t stand losing herself in all the guilt and hurt again. Then she remembered something Kris had told her, about an excursion at their next port. She had toyed with the idea of asking Faith, but then thought it would be too hard to be so close to her.
But now Faith insisted enough time had passed, and they now could be friends. It would certainly change the highly emotional state they were in at the moment.
“Ah, some of the others are talking about doing some stuff themselves at the next stop. At Kralendijk, on Bonaire. I was reading about a tour that takes you out for snorkeling and water sports, and then some time on the beach. Would you be interested? I mean, I know you probably think it’s a bad—”
“Like our holiday to Hawaii?” Faith interrupted with a big smile on her face.
When their family electrical business was doing well and growing each year, they had taken at least two holidays a year. Hawaii was one of their most memorable, because it was on the beach there that they’d decided to have a baby.
“Aye, I suppose. Would you like that?” Bray asked.
“I’d love it. Just to have fun and not think about things too much would be lovely.”
“Are you sure you want to go with me?”
Faith rubbed her thumb along the back of Bray’s hand. “Of course I do. There’s nobody else I’d like to go with more.”
Bray heart thudded, and her mouth dried up. She remembered what Karen had said about Faith not moving on. Did Faith still have feelings for her, really? She wanted to kiss Faith then, but could she survive another broken heart? Because she was certain Faith wouldn’t want to rekindle what they once had. But no matter how hurtful this trip ended up being, she just couldn’t keep herself or her heart from Faith.
“I’ll book it when we go back on board, then. It’ll be fun,” Bray said.
“I can’t wait.” Faith’s phone beeped with a message. “It’s Jan. They’re heading to lunch. We better catch up with them.”
 
* * *
 
A few days later the ship docked at Bonaire Island. Faith had been looking forward to spending time with Bray. Meeting Bray again reminded her of how much she missed her being in her life.
Today she wanted it to be like the old days when they had fun and there was no awkwardness. She heard a knock at her door and looked at her watch. She was late. Faith dropped her bag on the bed and opened the door. She couldn’t help but giggle when she saw what Bray was wearing—Bermuda shorts with pineapples on them, with a matching Hawaiian shirt, open over a white T-shirt.
“You like me pineapples?” Bray grinned.
“I think there are few who wouldn’t like them.”
“You look beautiful, by the way,” Bray said.
Faith looked down at her light blue swimsuit and floaty sarong. “I doubt I’ll look beautiful compared to the young women in tiny bikinis on the beach.”
Bray frowned. “No one could look more beautiful than you, so don’t ever say that. Are you ready?”
“Nearly. Come in and wait. I slept in.”
Bray wandered to the balcony and said, “You mind if I open the doors?”
“Not at all. You carry on—I just need to pack my beach bag.”
Faith popped two towels into her bag and made sure to pack her suntan lotion and other bits and pieces. She thought about what Bray had said at the door, about her being beautiful, and once again was struck by the confidence and positivity Bray gave her, something she had been missing.
She’d never had confidence in her body. Her first ever girlfriend hadn’t been the nicest of people, ridiculing her body, cheating on her—all to make Faith believe she couldn’t expect better from a partner, and one of the main reasons she insisted on complete honesty from Bray. Faith was determined never to be made a fool of again.
She’d had higher standards for Bray, but then again Bray had always met those standards until her addiction took hold and lying became part of Bray’s daily routine. But through it all, despite everything, Bray was always faithful to her, and she always made Faith feel better about her body.
“What are you thinking about?” Bray asked out of nowhere.
“Oh, nothing. Could you hand me my brush from the dressing table?”
Bray got it for her and said, “We better hurry up. We’re to meet the tour guide in five minutes.”
“Five minutes maximum,” Faith said while hurrying into the bathroom.
“We haven’t got five minutes maximum,” Bray said.
“Two minutes then. I’m coming, baby. I—” Faith stopped dead and scrunched up her eyes. Her former term of endearment had just slipped off her tongue and made an inaudible clang in the room.
Why did I say that?
Bray had said nothing in return. Faith picked up a toiletry bag and walked slowly out of the bathroom. Bray looked unsure and a feeling of awkwardness hung heavy in the room.
“I’m sorry—force of habit,” Faith said tentatively. “It just popped out.”
“Hey, don’t worry about it. I’ve had to make a conscious effort to call you Faith since we got on board. Your name sounds strange to my ear. You’re not Faith.”
“What am I?” Faith asked softly.
Bray opened her mouth a few times to speak, but no sound came out. She looked at her watch. “Bloody hell, look at the time. We better go.”
Faith wished she could read Bray’s mind at that moment. She put her toiletry bag in her large straw beach bag.
“Let me take that for you.” Bray put her rucksack over her shoulder and took Faith’s bag.
They walked out of the room and made their way up on deck. Bray didn’t see any of their friends. It was probably too early for them, but she wanted to start their excursion early to pack in as much as possible.
Even though it was early, the deck was still quite busy. There were joggers making their way around a huge circuit, and others, like themselves, ready to start their day ashore bright and early.
Bray led the way down the ramp to the port area. She looked back at Faith and said, “Stay close.”
Faith smiled shyly. She was obviously still feeling embarrassed about her slip-up earlier. Little did Faith know that the slip-up was music to Bray’s ears.
When they got down onto the pier there were local vendors selling souvenirs and tour guides trying to sell trips around the island, but parked in a Jeep not too far away was a man holding a small sign out the window: The Murphys.
“I guess that’s us.” Bray had always wanted to ask Faith why she didn’t revert back to her maiden name after the divorce. She couldn’t help but feel that their shared name gave them a connection—a tentative one, but a connection all the same.
As they got closer, the man with the sign jumped out of the Jeep. He wore a bright shirt and shorts and a straw hat.
“Ms. Murphy?”
The tour guide was an African American man, and he spoke with what she thought was a New York accent.
“Yeah, call me Braydon, and this is my—” Braydon nearly made a mistake of her own, nearly referring to Faith as her wife. “My friend, Faith.”
He shook their hands and took their bags. “I’m Trevor. Jump in, my friends. We have a lot to pack into today. I’m going to show you the beauty of Kralendijk.”
“We can’t wait,” Faith said.
When they were all in the car, Bray said, “If you get stuck on our accent, don’t worry. The taxi driver at the airport thought I was French.”
Trevor laughed. “Don’t worry—I used to work with a Scottish guy, back in a previous life. He talked super-fast, so my ear is well tuned.”
“Are you from New York, Trevor?” Bray asked.
“Yeah, but I spent many years in California. I worked at a smallish computer company, made a few dollars, and decided to come here and live my best life. I love it here.”
“What computer company? Do we know it?” Faith asked.
Trevor turned on the engine and winked. “Apple.”
Bray laughed. “Oh, that small computer company. I think I might have heard of it.”
Trevor smacked his hands together and said, “Okay, first up I’m going to take you to a nice café for breakfast and coffee, and then we’ll hit the beach.”
 
* * *
 
Trevor parked the Jeep. Faith couldn’t quite see the beach yet, but he said it was near.
He jumped out and took their bags. “First off, I’ll take you to a nice, quiet part of the beach where you can swim, lie on the sand, get you acclimatized to the water. Then after lunch I’ll take you to a part of the beach farther up the road, where you’ll be doing a bit of snorkeling and water sports.”
“Water sports?” Faith looked at Bray worriedly. She wasn’t the most athletic of people. Bray of course was grinning at the prospect of fun like that.
“Don’t worry,” Trevor said. “You’ll love it.”
He led them down a sandy path, and suddenly the beach was there in front of them. Faith gasped and Bray said, “Bloody hell—I mean, wow.”
Faith admired Bray’s restraint, knowing she would tell her off for her language. Bray was rough and ready, and swearing was just how she spoke normally, until she met Faith. Faith gave her a hard time about her language, and it became their private running joke.
But on this occasion, looking at the dream beach in front of them, swearing was the only thing that made sense.
“Bloody hell, it’s gorgeous,” Faith said.
Bray raised her eyebrow and grinned at her. “Yeah, I think that’s the only phrase to describe it.”
The perfectly white sand stretched as far as the eye could see along the coast, and the water was the most beautiful light blue.
Trevor led them onto the beach and put their bags down. “I’ll leave you two here for a couple of hours.”
“This is amazing,” Bray said.
Faith opened her bag and laid out her towel on the sand. Bray followed suit, and they sat down.
It was hot but nice, since it was still before noon. Bray took off her shirt, leaving her in her white sleeveless tee. Faith’s eyes were immediately drawn to Bray’s muscular arms. Manual labor had always kept Bray strong, and the black ink guardian angel tattoo only made her arm look more sexy.
Bray loved tattoos, and Faith knew there was one hidden on her chest, over her heart, with Faith’s name on it. She often wondered if Bray regretted getting the name of her now ex-wife tattooed on her.
“So what will we do first?” Bray said excitedly.
“Lie in the sun and relax.”
“Just lie here?” Bray said.
Bray couldn’t stay still. During their time together, Bray would moan about having too much work and couldn’t wait for her holidays to sit back on the couch and play her games system. Then the day would come, and she would have five minutes of sitting on the couch, then be outside remodeling the garden or decorating the house.
So Faith knew she couldn’t keep Bray sunbathing too long. “How about we have a half hour sunbathing, to warm me up, and then we can go swimming?”
“Okay,” Bray said, leaning back on her elbows and surveying the scene. It was a tropical paradise. She would never have believed a few weeks ago she’d be lying on a Caribbean beach with her ex-wife, who wanted to be her friend. Her life had taken a crazy turn.
Faith rummaged around in her bag, then rolled onto her stomach. She held out the suntan lotion to Bray and said, “Will you put some on my back and on the backs of my arms and legs?”
Bray gazed down at Faith’s body and where she would have to rub the cream in deeply.
Oh, shit.
“Uh-huh, no bother.”
But it was a bother. Faith’s swimsuit had a very low back on it, just barely above her buttocks. Bray turned around and sat up on her knees.
Okay you can do this. Just stay detached. Bray tried to imagine this was not her sexy ex-wife laid out in front of her, but as she held the lotion over her back, and watched it drip slowly and sensually onto her back, it was impossible.
“Is everything all right, Bray?”
“Uh-huh,” Bray croaked.
She shook her head and decided to just plunge in. She spread the lotion all over Faith’s back and began to rub it in. She found herself turning it into a massage, and when Faith moaned and said, “Yes, Bray. Just like that,” she jumped and moved on to Faith’s legs.
Bray was so turned on. She felt a fire low down inside her that hadn’t been lit for so long. Faith was such a quiet, genteel sort of girl, and only Bray knew the desperate moans she made when Bray had made love to her.
It was almost too much to hear that sound again. Bray’s heart was racing. She finished with Faith’s legs and jumped up quickly. “I’m going to have a swim.”
“Okay. I’ll be in soon,” Faith said.
 
* * *
 
Faith dozed off while she was sunbathing. When she woke up, she turned over and looked for Bray. Faith spotted her a few yards farther up the beach, playing football with a little boy. The boy’s mum was lying on a sun lounger, happy that her son was being kept occupied, by the looks of it.
She felt a wave of sadness come over her. That scene should have played out with their own son. Bray would have made a great parent. If only life hadn’t been so cruel to them.
When she caught Bray’s eye and waved, Bray gave the ball back to the boy and patted his head before running back over to her.
“You’re awake at last. I met a little kid who wanted to play footie,” Bray said.
“I saw that. You looked like you were having fun.”
“Yeah, but I couldn’t wait till you woke up. I didn’t want to wake you because you looked so peaceful.”
Bray’s hair was still wet from her swim, and her tee was wet and stuck to the contours of her body. She looked so sexy. Faith knew deep down that Jan was right. No one would ever be Bray, and she would be the only woman Faith would ever love, but was it all too late for them?
Had the ship of their relationship sailed? The energy and attraction still between them was as strong as ever, but could they connect emotionally after all the hurt and pain that had come before? Faith made a decision in that moment. She wanted to find out.
Bray wiped her forehead with her hand. “Oh, man, it’s bloody scorching now. You coming in?”
Faith laughed to herself at Bray’s turn of phrase. You can take the butch out of Glasgow, but you can’t take the Glasgow out of the butch. She stood up and brushed the sand from her swimsuit. “Let’s go.”
Faith then realized that she’d have to take off the protection of her sarong. The beach had filled up now since it was past noon, and everywhere she looked, she saw younger women with perfect bodies.
“Maybe—”
“No,” Bray said firmly. “I know what you’re thinking, and I’m not going to let you think badly of yourself. You’re the most beautiful woman in the world, and I won’t have your fears put you down.”
Even when she was younger, she had fears about her body. Then Bray came along and spent their marriage chasing them away, not letting that bad voice inside her win. That was another thing she so missed since breaking up with Bray.
“I think you might be a bit biased, Bray.”
“Take my hand,” Bray said.
It was a leap of faith of a kind. Did she take Bray’s hand and willingly take the confidence and protection that Bray offered?
There was no argument. She took Bray’s hand, and with her other hand undid the knot of her sarong. “Let’s go.”
Bray squeezed her hand and said, “That’s my girl.”
Yes, I am. Always will be.



CHAPTER SIX
After lunch Trevor took them to a smaller cove, where they did some snorkeling. They had so much fun swimming with the beautiful fish that they didn’t leave enough time for the water sports. Faith was secretly happy about that.
Once they had finished with snorkeling and swimming, Trevor got them each a bottle of ice-cold lager from the cooler in his Jeep. They clicked their bottles together.
“Cheers!”
Faith looked out to the sea and sighed with contentment as she listened to the sound of the waves rolling onto the shore. The little cove Trevor had brought them to was much quieter now as dusk was setting in slowly.
“I can’t remember when I had as nice a day as this. Thank you for organizing it for us, Bray.”
“Thank you for coming with me. It’s not every divorced couple that could do this.”
Faith looked into Bray’s soft, open eyes. “Not everyone is us, Bray. Remember what you used to call us?”
Bray nodded and smiled. “Team Awesome.”
“Even divorce can’t stop us being Team Awesome.”
They looked at each other silently for a few seconds, and then Bray turned away. “It’s a long way from Glasgow, isn’t it?”
“It really is,” Faith replied. “When do we have to be back on the ship?”
Bray looked at her watch. “An hour. Trevor said he’d give us a shout in twenty minutes. It’s funny, back home I’d have been starting my second job about now, and here I’m sitting on a Caribbean beach.”
Faith frowned. “You have two jobs?”
Bray nodded. “How did you think I paid your father back so quickly?”
“I thought…I don’t know. You were always paid well as an electrician.”
“You don’t just walk into jobs like that. When the business went, I left a lot of traders unpaid for the equipment Murphy Electrical used. Glasgow’s not that big a place when it comes to business. Every job I went for, someone knew of someone who I’d left in the lurch.”
“I’m sorry. I had no idea,” Faith said.
Bray shrugged. “Kris kept asking me to work for her, as a foreman. A good job, but I couldn’t do it. I know it’ll probably sound ridiculous, but I’ve got my pride. Our company used to work alongside Kris’s, and I just couldn’t. Anyway, I always felt it was part of my punishment.”
“Oh, Bray. There’s no punishment. We were all punished enough, and not for anything you thought you needed to be punished for.”
Bray felt embarrassed telling Faith this, but she had to. “Well, I got a job at last working as an electrician at a bus depot during the day, and at night as a cleaner at a shopping center.”
Faith looked shocked. “Bray, you didn’t have to do that. You could have taken longer to pay Dad back. He wouldn’t have minded.”
“I minded. I let him and your mother down as well as you and Callum. I promised them I’d take care of you, and I didn’t,” Bray said.
“Mum and Dad don’t think that. They understand addiction,” Faith said.
The embarrassment and shame that Bray felt was making her angry. Confronting those you let down made the shame intensify.
“I minded,” Bray said with anger. She couldn’t bear the shame she felt talking about this with Faith, so she jumped up and walked down to the shore. She felt tears come to her eyes, and she tried her best to gulp the emotion away. She had thought that giving Faith a special day, treating her the best she could, would dampen the pain and guilt that plagued her, but it didn’t.
The waves flowed backward and forward over her bare feet. It would be relaxing if she didn’t feel so bad.
Bray became aware of Faith walking up beside her, then felt her arm around her waist. Why was she being so nice to her? She didn’t deserve it.
Faith said, “Do you know how many times I picked up the phone to call you, during our divorce, to try to work things out?
Bray’s head whipped around in shock. “You did?”
“Uh-huh.” Faith leaned her head on Bray’s upper arm.
Why was Faith being so nice about this? “What stopped you?”
Faith sighed. “I couldn’t trust you, and I couldn’t trust myself. I was lost in a black hole of grief.”
“How can you be so understanding? I ruined our whole life. What’s changed?”
“You didn’t. Our lives changed, but we’re still here, standing on a beach together, with the waves rolling over our toes. What’s changed? Time, and I’ve had some counseling.”
“You have? Did you talk about us to your counselor?”
Faith nodded. “Yes. When I found out about you remortgaging the house, and that we were about to lose it, all I could see was the lie. I felt alone for the first time in our life together. You were my unshakable certainty. When our lives were falling apart after we lost the baby, you and my faith in you kept me afloat. To then know that I couldn’t trust you made me fall deep into my well of grief and hurt, but I understand now you were terrified that telling me about the house would break us up. The grief of losing our baby made you terrified you’d lose me too.”
“Yes,” Bray croaked.
Her voice betrayed her emotion. Faith put her arms around her neck and pulled her into a hug.
“It’s okay,” Faith said.
Bray held her tight. “Forgive me, darlin’?”
Faith pulled back from the hug but held her arms around Bray’s neck. “You don’t need my forgiveness.”
“I do.”
Faith cupped Bray’s cheek. “If you really need to hear me say it, then I forgive you. Anything you need, because I want you to be part of my life again.”
Bray wanted desperately to accept that forgiveness, but could she let go of her guilt and fear?
“Faith, I need to—”
Just then they heard Trevor shout, “Braydon, Faith? Time to head back to your ship.”
Fuck, Bray thought. She was just about to admit she still loved Faith.
Faith took her hand. “Let’s go. We’ve got a whole holiday left to talk.”
 
* * *
 
The next day the cruise was at sea, and Faith was enjoying some sunbathing around the pool with Jan and Beth. Kris, Jamie, and Bray were in the pool. This large pool was for adults, and another large pool catered for the children farther up the ship.
Faith looked over to the bar and saw Karen sitting very close to the woman she had met on the excursion. She breathed a sigh of relief. Everyone was happy.
Jan sighed as they watched Kris, Jamie, and Bray splashing each other. “You would think this was the kiddie pool. So, how did your special excursion go yesterday, Faith?”
Faith couldn’t help but smile. “It was the nicest day I’ve had in years.”
“Really?” Beth said as she sat up quickly.
“I thought you looked a bit close when you came to breakfast this morning,” Jan added, “so what happened?”
“Nothing really, but we talked and had fun—it was like we’d never been apart, like we had been transported back in time before anything bad happened in our lives.”
“So do you think you might become close again?” Beth asked.
“It’s difficult. Bray carries around a luggage load of guilt with her, but one thing I decided for sure is that I want to see where this could lead, because I’ll never love anyone else.”
“I told you, I told you,” Jan said triumphantly.
Faith looked over to the pool, and Bray smiled at her and winked. Faith’s heart fluttered. I want you back, baby.
 
* * *
 
That evening Bray, Faith, and some of the others went to a special movie screening on deck. The movie screen was on the side of the ship’s control tower, and the comfortable seats were lined up on deck.
Bray thought it was a truly magical experience. To watch a film while cruising along the sea in the Caribbean on a warm, balmy night was something unique.
She sat beside Faith, and halfway through the film, Faith took her hand. This holiday couldn’t get any better. She had to keep checking to make sure this was real, that it was actually Faith holding her hand.
The movie they were watching was Titanic. She was sure the ship’s crew thought it was funny to show a movie of one of the worst ship disasters while on a cruise ship. But it suited Bray immensely. As the later part of the movie unfolded, Faith pulled her closer and closer.
She could hear Faith’s sniffles, and the sound made her smile. Just like the old days.
When the credits rolled, Faith tried to wipe her tears quickly. “Every time. Every time, I know what’s going to happen, and I still lose it.”
“That because you’re a soft-hearted romantic. One of your endearing qualities.”
Kris walked up to them and said, “We’re going for a drink. Are you coming?”
“We’ll catch you up,” Bray said.
Kris grinned and winked at Bray. “Okay, take your time.”
“My eyes and my nose are red and puffy. People will laugh at me,” Faith said.
“Don’t be daft.” Bray cupped her cheek and looked deeply into her eyes. “They’ll just think you’re a soft-hearted sweetheart.”
Faith searched her eyes and moved closer. “Instead of going to the bar, do you want to come to my cabin for a drink? We could exchange pictures? Wallow in nostalgia with a glass of wine?”
“As long as mine’s a lager.” Bray grinned.
Faith led them back to her cabin. There was a different energy in the air since yesterday, and even more pronounced tonight. An electricity, an excitement that Faith couldn’t get enough of. On the lift, on their way down to Faith’s cabin, Faith felt the urge to grab Bray and kiss her.
Faith opened up her door and they walked in. “Why don’t you open the balcony doors, and I’ll see what drinks the mini fridge can give us.”
Faith got a nice mini bottle of rosé and Bray’s favorite lager. She also picked up some Pringles and nuts and brought them out to the veranda table.
“You know they charge a fortune for those, don’t you?” Bray said.
Faith grinned and handed Bray her bottle of lager. “It’s not every day you have a lovely holiday with your ex-wife, is it?”
Bray laughed. “True.”
“You wouldn’t believe we hadn’t seen each other in four years, would you?” Faith said as she filled her wineglass.
“Yeah.” Bray took a sip of lager. “It was a long time apart.”
Faith felt sadness in Bray’s statement. “I think despite all the hurt and pain, deep down I was frightened this would happen.”
“What would happen?” Bray asked.
“That we’d go back to being the best of friends, and I’d question all the reasons that we got divorced. I dreaded facing the fact that I’d made the biggest mistake of my life.”
Bray’s silence told Faith she didn’t know how to respond to that. Faith wondered whether they still had a chance, or if that chance was long gone. She gazed at Bray, looking for some reassurance, some indication that Bray felt the same way. When Bray still didn’t say anything, Faith’s smile faltered.
After they finished their drinks and the snacks, they went back into the cabin. They sat on the couch and shared pictures and videos of their life together.
“Look at this one.” Faith was laughing and turned the iPad screen to Bray. “Remember at our reception you lifted me up and swirled me around?”
Bray laughed when she saw the picture of her sweeping Faith off her feet. “You were so beautiful that day. Can I ask you something?” Bray said.
“Of course.”
“Why didn’t you go back to your maiden name when we got divorced?”
“Well…” Faith hesitated. “Lots of reasons, I suppose. It was easier than changing all my bank and billing information back to Bruce, but most of all it was because I didn’t feel any different. I’m Faith Murphy.”
Bray’s heart started to pound. “Are you?”
Faith nodded. She was more certain than ever that she wanted to try again with Bray. Their love for each other had never dwindled, at least not on her part, but Bray didn’t say much.
Bray flicked through the pictures on the iPad, and they came to Faith’s pregnancy photos. The atmosphere changed, especially when they played a video Bray had taken of Faith in the nursery.
“Look at us. We were so happy,” Faith said as tears started to fall down her cheeks.
“Can you send me this?” Bray said.
Faith nodded.
Unexpectedly Bray closed the picture app.
“What’s wrong, Bray?”
Bray sat with her head in her hands. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”
“Why are you sorry. There’s nothing we could have done.”
“I wasn’t with you that night. I shouldn’t have gone out.”
Faith put her arm around her shoulders. “You couldn’t be with me twenty-four/seven. Besides, I told you to go out that night. You’d been cooped up with me too long, and it was good for you to get out with Kris.”
“Yes, but after we had a few drinks, I went to the casino. I didn’t hear your calls. I should have been there with you.”
Faith must have noticed her struggle because she cupped her cheeks and said, “You didn’t know what was going to happen, and you couldn’t have done anything anyway.”
Bray couldn’t talk, couldn’t articulate what was in her heart. Love, fear, want, so instead of talking, she surprised Faith by kissing her.
Faith seemed surprised at first but then put her arms around Bray’s neck, and she kissed her back.
Bray ran her fingers into Faith’s hair and gripped it lightly. Kissing Faith again was surreal, but it was like all her dreams during the past four years had come true. Their kisses were becoming more frantic, and Faith pushed under Bray’s T-shirt and scraped her nails down the small of Bray’s back.
Bray moaned. “God, I’ve missed you.”
Faith stood up and then pulled Bray up with her. “Make love to me, Bray.”
Bray’s heart nearly burst out of her chest. “Are you sure?”
Faith guided her over to the bed. “Yes.” She felt more nervous than the first time they had done this, all those years ago. Faith turned around and presented the zip of her dress. Bray unzipped and Faith stepped out of it.
When she turned around, she lifted Bray’s hand and placed it on her chest. Bray dragged the back of her hand across Faith’s chest, down her sides and lower stomach.
“I remember every inch of you, darlin’. I’ve dreamed about you so many times since we split up.”
Faith pulled Bray’s T-shirt and encouraged her to take it off. When she did, Faith touched her in the same way. “I’ve dreamed of this too. You’re the only one I want to touch me.”
Bray looked hungrily through the black lace that covered Faith’s breasts and quickly took off her bra.
Faith took Bray’s hands and placed them on her breasts. Bray groaned, and the heavy beat inside Faith thumped harder. She popped open Bray’s jeans, and Bray pulled them off, nearly tripping as she did it.
Faith sat down on the bed and lay back, bringing Bray with her. Bray’s lips hovered above hers.
“I can’t believe this is happening,” Bray said.
Faith smiled. She couldn’t wait to have Bray touch her. “Let’s make it happen.”
They took off their underwear as fast as they could, and then groaned as their naked bodies came together for the first time.
Faith had forgotten how her body, her need, and her want just came alive when Bray touched her.
They kissed passionately while Bray stroked her sides and her thighs, at one point pulling her thigh up over her hip so their sexes came closer together.
Faith already felt the urge to thrust. She needed Bray to help her climb to that orgasm that had been out of reach for over four years.
“Bray, touch me,” Faith moaned.
Bray kissed her breasts, rolling her tongue over Faith’s hard nipples. Faith felt shots of electricity flash down to her clit. She pushed Bray’s shoulders down lower, hoping Bray would get to her clit quickly.
On her way, Bray kissed all over Faith’s stomach, but then she stopped dead. Faith looked down. She suddenly felt self-conscious about her stretch marks. Bray was tracing them with her fingers reverently.
“Bray?”
Bray looked up at her, and Faith saw tears rolling down her face.
“I’m so sorry, darlin’.”
Faith realized what was wrong. The last time they’d made love was in the week just before they’d lost their son. After the baby was lost and postnatal depression had overcome her, she hadn’t even wanted to talk about sex. She’d pushed Bray away. Now here they were, back in the same place, but their child was gone.
 
* * *
 
Bray hugged her stomach and cried, and Faith held her tightly and cried along with her. They had never done this. Never shared their deep, raw, emotional pain.
“I’m sorry, Faith.”
“Shh…come up here.”
Bray climbed up to Faith, and Faith wiped away her tears with her thumb. “I hurt too.”
Bray screwed her eyes shut trying to stop the fresh tears that were overwhelming her, but Faith pulled her down into a kiss, and they both poured their emotion into it. Hurt, grief, love. Bray felt an overwhelming need to touch Faith and make love to her.
She reached down and squeezed Faith’s sex. Bray could feel how wet she was. Without preamble she slipped her fingers inside, and Faith opened up to her with a groan.
Faith placed her leg between Bray’s, and they both began to rock together. The tears, the hurt, the pain made their passion more desperate. Faith dug her nails into Bray’s back as they got closer to release. Bray thrust her fingers faster to match her thrusts against Faith’s thigh.
Faith started to shake and Bray felt the walls of her sex grasping her fingers as Faith’s orgasm overtook her. That was enough for Bray, and when her orgasm came, she thrust her hips hard and pushed her face into Faith’s neck with a strangled cry.
They were both shaking, holding each other silently. Then Faith said, “I love you, Bray.”
But Bray was terrified if she said it back, it would hurt even more when Faith would inevitably leave her.
She kissed her instead and slipped between Faith’s legs, so their sexes were together. She could feel Faith’s wetness, how ready she was for more, and they rocked together, Faith wrapping her legs around Bray’s hips, until they came together again.



CHAPTER SEVEN
Bray lay staring at the ceiling, the early morning sun starting to shine through the balcony doors. She should have been ecstatic. Faith was lying with her head on Bray’s chest, her arm over Bray’s stomach.
After all the emotion of last night, Faith had fallen fast asleep and never let go. Bray, on the other hand, couldn’t. There were so many thoughts and feelings going around in her head, mainly about what would happen when they got back to the cold, wet, rainy reality of Glasgow.
They were floating in a tropical paradise, and it felt as if they were on a different planet. How would she ever cope with losing Faith again?
Bray kissed Faith’s brow and stroked her bare back. She was scared.
Soon, Faith began to stir. She hummed and stretched, and then kissed Bray’s chest. “Morning, baby. You’re awake early.”
“I’m used to getting up early,” Bray said.
Faith leaned up on her arm and kissed Bray’s lips. “That was the best sleep I’ve had since we split up. It’s so good to be in your arms again.”
Now, Bray told herself. Ask Faith if this is what she really wants before you get any more involved.
She looked into Faith’s warm, loving eyes and tried to get the courage to speak the truth. “Faith? I need to say something.”
Faith appeared to catch her serious mood and a worried look spread across her face. “What is it? You’re not regretting last night, are you?”
“Of course not. I just wanted to say that I love you. I’ve never stopped. I never said that last night,” Bray said.
Faith let out a long breath. “I love you too. It feels so good to say that to you again. I used to look at our wedding picture all the time and tell you I loved you. I never thought I’d get the chance to say it in person.”
Faith leaned down and gave Bray the softest kiss, then stroked her fingers through Bray’s short dark hair. Just looking at Bray made her heart skip. There was no one like Bray.
“Why did you never find someone else?” Faith asked. “I mean, four years is a long time.”
Bray caressed her cheek with her fingertips. “You were and are my forever girl. No one else could ever take that place in my heart.”
Faith couldn’t stop the tears from welling up in her eyes at the mention of Bray’s pet name for her. My forever girl.
“You remembered,” Faith said.
“Of course I remembered. I called you my forever girl when we met, and if we never saw each other again, I’d still call you that.” Bray wiped away Faith’s falling tears with her thumb. “I’m a simple person, and there’s only room for one girl in my heart.”
“Even when she’s old and gray?” Faith said.
Bray smiled. “Especially then.”
Faith pushed her onto her back and kissed her deeply. She pulled away and said, “I want to remember every part of you.”
She kissed her way down Bray’s body and heard her say, “I’ll do anything to make you happy, darlin’.”
 
* * *
 
Faith awoke from sleep and grinned as she remembered who was spooned around her back. This morning and last night had been heaven, she thought, as she pulled Bray’s hand to her chest. She looked at the bedside clock and saw it was two in the afternoon. They’d missed breakfast and lunch, and she didn’t care one bit, but their friends would have realized they were together.
“What are you thinking so hard about?” Bray said.
“It’s two o’clock. We fell asleep again.”
Bray stretched. “It was the sleep of the gods. I can’t remember the last time I lay in bed so long.”
Faith turned around to face her. “Yes, it was great, but our friends are going to suspect we are together.”
“Does that bother you?” Bray asked.
“Not at all. I think we just need to be clear and honest with ourselves before we face the others.”
Bray sat up immediately, a serious look on her face. “Clear and honest,” she repeated.
“Yes,” Faith said, “after all we’ve been through to get back to here, I think we need to be. I don’t think I could go through any more heartache.”
Bray nodded. “Why don’t we have fun and date for the rest of the holiday? Like we did when we first met. Then when we get back home to our normal lives, we can think about what we want to do next.” It was the real life part that was worrying her.
“As long as we do it together,” Faith said.
Just then Faith’s stomach began to rumble. Bray laughed. “I think we better feed you.”
Faith giggled. “I think making love makes me hungry. Why don’t we be decadent and order room service?”
“Sounds fantastic,” Bray said. She got up and pulled on her boxers, then picked up the menu from the coffee table. “Shit!” She ducked suddenly, startling Faith.
“What’s wrong?” Faith said.
“I forgot we were docked in St. Thomas today. There’s people on the dock looking in.” She crouched and crawled her way back to Faith, who could not stop laughing.
“You’d have to have pretty good eyesight to see in here, and if they do, they’ll get a gorgeous sight.”
Faith wasn’t joking. Time had not dampened her attraction to Bray. She was everything Faith had ever wanted in a partner. Manual labor gave Bray a strong body, but only Faith knew how soft her heart was.
“I’d rather keep my body just to you, darlin’,” Bray said as she pulled on a T-shirt quickly.
Faith looked briefly at the menu, then realized this was their last excursion day before they went home. “Bray, we’ve missed most of our last excursion day. Everyone else will be ashore.”
Bray shrugged. “We didn’t have anything planned on St. Thomas till tonight. We were only going for a walk around the shops near the port.”
“True. But I’m looking forward to tonight. Are you?” The whole gang was going on a tour of the St. Thomas Mangrove Lagoon in special glass-bottomed kayaks.
“Yeah, it’ll be fun.” Bray flopped onto the bed and put her arm around Faith. “Can I be your kayak partner?”
“If you’re good,” Faith joked. “Now let’s get some food. I’m starving.”
 
* * *
 
“Whoa, this is amazing,” Bray said.
It was pitch-dark apart from the lights around the perimeter of the kayak, and the moon and stars above. Bray sat in front of Faith in their two-person kayak, doing the paddling and steering.
The whole bottom of the kayak was made of Plexiglas so they could see the mangrove marine life below.
“Look at the stingray, Bray,” Faith said behind her, as the gray shape appeared beneath them.
“I see it.”
Their tour guide was standing on a bodyboard up ahead, holding a paddle and wearing a headlamp so she could keep an eye on them all.
“There’s a few turtles down there,” the tour guide said.
Bray felt Faith’s fingers caress her back. “I want to see a turtle,” Faith said.
Their friends had shot quite a few smirks, smiles, and winks their way when they met on deck for the excursion, holding hands and clearly together.
Kris and Jan had beamed from ear to ear. Faith had explained to them they were just taking it slowly, but that didn’t stop Kris from smacking her on the back and saying, “I told you so, Braydon, didn’t I? You were meant for each other.”
Bray was on top of the world, and as long as she kept her worries about their future out of her head, she was enjoying making Faith smile again.
She heard Kris’s voice in the darkness. “We’ve got two turtles over here.”
She quickly paddled in their direction. “You’ll see a turtle, darlin’.”
They arrived over at Kris and Jan’s boat, and Bray didn’t slow down. Their kayaks bumped gently.
Kris shouted, “Watch it,” then flicked some water at Bray with her paddle.
Bray laughed and flicked some water back, before Jan said, “Stop behaving like five-year-olds—you’ll scare off the turtles.”
“Look, Bray,” Faith said. “There’s one there.”
The big turtle, seemingly oblivious to their watchful eyes, just moseyed slowly across the sea floor.
Faith handed Bray her video camera. “Quick, take some footage of him, baby.”
Every time Faith used her old term of endearment, Bray lost a little more of her restraint and relaxed her vow to go slowly. It was like turning back time to the beginning of their marriage, when they had no clue about what sadness was lying ahead for them.
She took the camera, which was waterproof, and held it beneath the water.
“There’s the other one coming behind it,” Bray said.
“Oh, it’s beautiful. Hi, Mr. Turtle,” Faith said.
“Mr. and Mrs. Turtle, I think,” Bray said.
They saw lots of beautiful fish and marine life as they paddled around. It truly was an amazing experience.
Bray felt so contented. She looked above her at the bright stars and the almost-full moon and felt awe. “Faith, look up at the sky.”
“It’s gorgeous. You don’t get clear nights like that in Glasgow.”
Then Faith touched her shoulder. “Bray, lie back a minute.”
Bray looked over her shoulder. “What?”
Faith smiled. “Let’s lie back and look at the stars.”
Bray had a quick look to either side and saw the kayaks were paddling away from their position. She leaned back slowly into Faith’s arms and looked up at her open smiling face.
“I should be holding you,” Bray said.
“We all need to be held sometimes. Relax.”
Faith lay back against the back of the boat, and Bray put her head in her lap. Faith stroked Bray’s head and cheeks.
“The stars are so bright,” Faith said.
The lapping of the water at the side of the boat added to the peaceful scene.
“I’ve missed this. Just you and me,” Faith said.
Bray reached back to clasp her hand and brought it to her lips. “Me too.”
“Do you think about Callum?” Faith asked.
“Yeah, I always think about him and the life he could have had.”
Faith sighed. “I often think he’d be disappointed that we split up after he left us. I mean, I know that’s silly—he wasn’t even born yet. Maybe it’s me that’s disappointed in myself.”
“You’ve got nothing to feel disappointed about. I’m the one who should be disappointed.”
“Bray, I know you probably think that it’s just because we’re away from home or in such a romantic place, and we said we’d date and go slowly, but I love you, and I’d like to try again when we get back to Glasgow.”
“What would your mum and dad think about that?” Bray asked.
“They’d be understanding. They always loved you.”
“Until I let them down.”
Faith sighed, “You didn’t—”
They were interrupted by the tour leader paddling over to them. “If you’d follow me, please, we’re taking the boats in now.”
Bray jumped up quickly. “Sure. Lead the way.”
They would have to have this conversation again soon. Faith thought everything was so simple, but life was never that simple.



CHAPTER EIGHT
Their next two days were at sea as the ship wended its way back to the US for the end of their holiday. Faith and Bray used the time getting reacquainted, and Bray was doing everything in her power to make Faith happy.
The gnawing fear in her stomach refused to leave her and grew more intense the closer they got to the real world, and the farther away from their dream holiday. The fear that Faith would realize what a mistake she was making when they got home. This holiday was filled with dreams of a better future, but Glasgow was where all the pain and hurt lived.
This was their last night on board, and there was going to be a big farewell ball this evening.
Faith was busy buying some souvenirs and last-minute items for tonight down on the shopping deck with Jan and Beth, so Bray went up to the pool bar for a drink. She found herself staring into her lager, wishing this feeling would go away.
Our her way up she’d passed the ship’s casino. She wasn’t tempted to go in, but she imagined how the thrill and anticipation of placing a bet would mask the churning feelings inside.
“There you are.” Kris sat down beside her. “I phoned you, but it just rang out.”
Bray patted her pockets. “Sorry, I must have left my phone in my cabin.”
“What’s wrong with you? You look miserable. You just got back with your ex-wife, the love of your life, and you’re sitting here with a face like a wet weekend.”
“I am happy.” Bray ordered Kris a drink.
“Looks like it. Well, you must be doing something right because Jan says Faith is walking on air.”
“As long as I can make Faith happy, then that’s all that matters,” Bray said.
“Mate, if there’s something wrong or you don’t want to get involved again with Faith, you can’t string her along. She’s had too much pain to have any more.”
“I would never string her along. I love her with all my heart.”
“Then tell me what’s wrong,” Kris said.
Bray sighed. “It’s just all too perfect here, and I’m frightened that Faith is going to think this is a bad idea when we get back into the real world. And when you get down to it, I feel I don’t deserve it.”
“Bray, you’ve been given a second chance—don’t blow it by letting your fears get in the way. Talk to Faith. The last time you didn’t, and look what happened. Be honest.”
But showing her fears and being honest were what made her scared.
 
* * *
 
Faith had so been looking forward to tonight. Events like dinner dances always stressed her out since the divorce. In fact, she always tried to avoid them, but tonight she had Bray by her side.
She could hardly believe that she and Bray had found their way back to each other—and to think it would never have happened if their friends hadn’t set them up. The only worry she had was that Bray had been really quiet tonight.
The gang enjoyed a last meal together, and then the band started to play. She sat holding hands with Bray, and they watched as Jan and Kris danced together. “Do you think Kris has enjoyed her birthday cruise?” Faith said.
“What, sorry?” Bray looked at her quizzically. “My mind wandered. What did you say?”
Quiet and distracted. A knot of worry started to form in Faith’s stomach. Was Bray having second thoughts?
“I said, do you think Kris has enjoyed her birthday cruise.”
“Oh yeah, she told me so when we had a drink this afternoon,” Bray said.
“Let’s dance. It’s our last night on board.”
Bray screwed up her eyes. “You know I don’t like dancing.”
“For me?”
Bray then smiled. “Anything for you.”
Bray led them to the dance floor. They got a few looks from some of the older straight guests, but Faith didn’t care. She wanted to cap off this wonderful holiday with a dance before they had to go back to real life.
Bray took her in her arms and started to dance slowly. She could tell Bray was tense—she could see it behind her eyes. She always could read Bray. The end of the cruise—was that what Bray was worried about? Going back to real everyday life?
They hadn’t talked about what would happen when they got back to Glasgow. Faith just assumed they were back together and that their lives would meld together again. Maybe she was being naïve.
“You’ve been quiet. Is everything okay, Bray?”
“Quiet? Me? I’m fine.” Bray kissed her quickly.
There was definitely something. “Bray, why don’t we go. I don’t want to share you with everyone on our last night. I want you all to myself.”
Bray nodded and took her hand. “Anything for you, darlin’.”
As they walked downstairs, surrounded by the music and the laughter of the other guests, Faith felt melancholy seeping into her bones. Bray was pulling away emotionally, exactly as she did before the divorce, but this time, she wasn’t going to let Bray run. Faith was stronger now, strong enough to take on Bray’s demons, if she’d let her.
 
* * *
 
Bray waited for Faith in bed. Faith had gone to change in the bathroom, leaving her with her thoughts, which were spinning at a million miles an hour. After her talk with Kris today, she had made the decision to tell Faith about her worries, but the timing was causing her stress.
Mainly because she was a coward. She was frightened to shatter the happiness of being with Faith again when all her worries, guilt, and shame still lived back home. Then Faith came out of the bathroom wearing a short silk nightdress. She was breathtaking.
“Wow, you look beautiful.”
Faith slipped under the covers and onto her side to face Bray. “Thanks. Now take your T-shirt off.”
Bray smiled. When they were together, she always wore just a pair of boxers to bed, and Faith loved being close to her skin, being able to touch and stroke her as she wanted.
Bray pulled it off and threw it on the floor. Faith moved closer and put her arm around Bray’s waist.
Faith sighed and said, “Just like old times.” Then she pulled Bray close and hugged her. “I’ve missed this so much, baby,” Faith said. “My bed’s been empty without you.”
Bray kept telling herself that now was the time. Tell Faith the truth and have a fresh start. But then Faith gently scratched across her back, making her shiver, and a fire came to life deep inside.
“I can’t believe you’re on a different flight home tomorrow,” Faith said.
“It’s because I didn’t fly out with the rest of you. I’ll be on the plane two hours behind. Be home in no time at all.”
“Will you phone me when you get back to your flat?”
“Course I will,” Bray said.
She pressed her face into the crook of Faith’s neck and inhaled her beautiful scent. She tried to memorize it, in case she was never in this position again. Then Faith slipped her hand into her boxers and scratched her backside. The slow-burning fire inside turned into a blaze and she groaned.
At the sound of Bray’s groan Faith tried to push her onto her back, but Bray didn’t let her. She turned Faith onto her back and grasped the hem of the silk nightie.
“I wanted to make love to you,” Faith said.
Bray shook her head. “All I want is you. Take this off.”
Faith wriggled out of her nightie, leaving her naked, and Bray discarded her boxers.
“I want you to feel how much I love you,” Bray said.
In fact, Bray wanted to do that and to memorize every inch of Faith. This might be her last chance to love her the way Faith deserved. She kissed Faith’s lips like it was her last time, and dropped kisses down her body. She took great care kissing all over her stomach, before kissing her way down to her thighs.
Faith opened her legs and invited Bray to kiss her again. Bray could see how wet Faith was and couldn’t wait to taste her again. She kissed all around the sides of her inner thighs, then slipped her tongue between the lips of her sex.
Bray smiled inside when Faith’s hips jumped at her touch. She traced the tip of her tongue all around her clit before gently grazing the tip of Faith’s clit with the flat of her tongue.
Faith moaned and her hips rocked. “Bray, don’t tease. I can’t take it.”
She gave a deep moan when Bray pushed her tongue into her opening and swirled it in a circle.
“Oh God.”
She felt Faith grasp at her hair, and she returned to her clit and licked with more speed, but kept the touch light, just the way she remembered Faith liked it.
Faith’s moans soon got louder and her hips thrust faster and faster. She was going to come soon, but Bray wanted to be as close to her as she could be. She stopped and made her way back up to Faith.
“What are you stopping for?” Faith said with exasperation. “I was about to—”
Bray smiled and stroked the side of Faith’s cheek. “I want to look at you and remember this moment.”
“But—”
Bray put a finger to Faith’s lips. “Shh. Trust me.”
She then moved her hand down to Faith’s sex, and Faith groaned and then gasped when she slipped her fingers deep inside.
Faith wrapped her legs around Bray’s hips, pulled her in closer. Bray thrust her hips along with her fingers and kept her eyes on Faith. This might be her last chance to love Faith, and she was going to appreciate every second.
Faith was breathing heavily and moaning. “You always know how to touch me, baby. Make me come?”
“Look at me, and I’ll make you come, darlin’.”
Faith did as she was asked, and when Bray felt the walls of Faith’s sex start to flutter, she gazed at her lovingly and said, “I love you with all my heart. You’re my forever girl.”
Faith’s body went taut and she cried out. She wrapped her arms around Bray and said, “I love you, baby. Will we always be like this from now on?”
Bray felt the fear flutter inside her. “I hope so.”



CHAPTER NINE
The dawn of Saturday morning came too soon, and the ship docked in New York, their final destination. Bray and Faith had separated to finish up their packing before leaving the ship in an hour. The worry Faith had been feeling last night at the ball had been erased by Bray and the way she made love to her last night.
She’d lavished Faith with love, and Faith lost count of how many times she came. She felt pleasantly sore this morning. Tired but happy. She would have time enough to sleep on the plane. She just wished they were flying together.
She zipped up her last bag, and there was a knock at the door. “Come in.”
It was Bray.
“You don’t have to knock, baby,” Faith said.
Bray looked really nervous and was carrying an envelope in her hand.
“What’s wrong?”
Bray walked up to her. “I just wanted to give you this before we go ashore and everything gets crazy.”
Faith took the letter and gazed at it. “What is it?”
“It’s something I want you to read before we go any further with our relationship, but not here, not now.”
“Why, what’s wrong? You don’t want us to work? What?” Faith was panicking.
“Hey, don’t worry. It’s not you. I love you.” Bray caressed her cheek, then kissed her softly. “It’s just something…I’ve been struggling to tell you how I feel. Just please, do me a favor and read it on the plane, and if you want to see me, I’ll meet you tomorrow.”
“Okay, if you insist. Where?”
“The park where you used to watch me at football training?”
Faith smiled, even though deep inside she was worried. But whatever Bray had difficulty telling her face-to-face, she was certain that nothing could change how she felt.
 
* * *
 
Bray got off the bus and walked into the park. It was a dull gray Glasgow day, such a contrast to the Caribbean weather of blue skies and blue sea. She was exhausted. Between traveling home, and jet lag, and the anxiety about Faith reading the letter, she’d had no sleep.
Today was the day she would find out if she truly had a future with Faith, or not. She walked to a park bench and sat down, thinking about the countless times Faith had sat on this bench to watch her play football, no matter the weather or time of year.
Tears filled her eyes. “I had to tell her. I’m so sorry I wasn’t there, Callum.”
A voice behind her said, “Bray?”
Bray stood up quickly and turned around to find Faith standing there. “Faith?”
“Hi, I read your letter. Why were you scared things would change? I love you, Bray.”
The tears escaped, and she wiped them with her jacket sleeve.
Faith walked forward and took Bray’s hand. “Let’s sit down.”
Bray couldn’t understand why Faith wasn’t angry. She sat down and Faith didn’t let go of her hand. “I couldn’t bear the thought of losing you again,” Bray said, “and I felt all the bad memories back at home would change things.”
“Bray, I need you to let go of this guilt you’re carrying around. You’ve paid for your mistakes, and I’ve paid for mine. I’m not blameless either.”
Bray pulled her hand away from Faith and stared down at the ground. “Yes, you are. I was supposed to take care of you.”
Faith put her hand on her back and rubbed it soothingly. “I was lost in depression and you didn’t know how to cope with me, but if we are to make a new life, we have to promise to be open and honest, and you need to stop blaming yourself.”
“I should have been there. I lied to you over and over,” Bray said.
As Faith watched Bray break down, she realized this was the conversation they should have had before their marriage broke up, but neither of them had been capable of it at the time. But now Faith was.
“You lied because you had an illness, an addiction. But say you’d been at home with me that night in bed, watching a movie, anything? What could you have done? What happened wouldn’t have changed.”
Bray sat back in the bench. “Logically maybe that makes sense, but it doesn’t feel like that.”
Faith took Bray’s hand again and put the other on her knee. “We’ve lost enough time to grief and sadness. Did you mean it when you called me your forever girl on holiday?”
“Of course I did. There’s no one else but you, darlin’.”
“Then marry me.”
Bray had a look of shock on her face. “Marry you? Are you serious? After everything—”
“Especially after everything we’ve been through. I love you, Braydon Murphy. I never stopped being your wife, not really—we just need to fix the legal bit.”
“Seriously?”
“Seriously. But only if we both forgive each other and let go of the guilt. Do you forgive me for pushing you away and hurting you, baby?” Faith said.
Bray screwed up her eyes. “You don’t need—”
“Don’t even say it. I do. There were two people that made our divorce happen, and two that can put our marriage back together. Do you forgive me?”
“Of course I do. Do you forgive me?” Bray asked softly.
“Yes, of course I do. Now nothing can come between us, and I don’t want you ever to feel guilty again, okay?”
Tears rolled down Bray’s face. “I’ll always be an addict, Faith. You do know that. I might have ups and downs with it.”
“I know that, and I’ll help you through them. Life hasn’t been kind to us, but we’re still here, and I want to fight for a happy life with you. There are no more secrets between us, and nothing can stop the love we have for each other. Will you fight for our future?”
“Always.”
Their lips came together and sealed their bond.



EPILOGUE
Four Months Later
 
Bray pulled her van into her driveway. It was six thirty, and after dropping off her apprentice electrician, she’d made her way home. She sat in the van and just gazed at the large sandstone house. She still had to pinch herself sometimes that this was her home now, and that she’d been given a second chance at life.
Faith’s parents had bought her this hundred-and-fifty-year-old house at auction and added an extension for Faith to run her nursery business. Since she and Faith got back together, Bray had done a lot of work on it too, to make it exactly as Faith wanted it.
Bray vowed she would never forget how lucky she was. She was no longer catching the bus home from her night shift, just in time to start her second job. No, she was coming home to a warm, loving house and the woman she loved.
All of Faith’s nursery children would have left by now, and Faith was probably cooking dinner. She couldn’t wait to get in there. Bray got out of the van, opened the sliding door, and picked up her bag of hand tools. They were expensive, and she didn’t like to leave them out overnight.
She slid the door closed and ran her hand over the company name on the side of the van. F&B Electrics. Much to her surprise, Faith’s mum and dad had shown her as much forgiveness as their daughter had when they announced they were back together and had shown their confidence in them as a couple by giving Bray capital to start a new business. Since Bray had been declared bankrupt, Faith was legally the owner of the business, but Bray was just fine with that, because for the rest of her life, making Faith happy was Bray’s mission. Business was going well enough for her to take on an apprentice, and she was determined to keep building.
Bray loved describing Faith as her wife again. Even after the divorce, Faith had always been her wife in her heart, but when she thought of her, it was with sadness. Not now.
She looked at the wedding ring on her finger, the exact same ring from their first time around, and smiled. Two months after they reunited, they’d remarried at the registry office. All their friends were there, even Karen with her new girlfriend. It was truly like a dream, getting a second chance to fix the mistakes she’d made first time around, and having Faith’s family to support her.
Bray walked up the gravel driveway, past Faith’s car, to the side door to the house. She put her hand on the door handle and paused to smile. She could hear Faith singing as she prepared dinner.
She opened the door and was hit with the warmth of the kitchen and the beautiful smells of onion and garlic cooking in the frying pan.
“Hey, Mrs. Murphy, I’m home.” Bray walked into the kitchen and put her tools on the table.
Faith hurried over to her and kissed her. “Hey, baby, I missed you. How was your day?”
Bray put her arms around Faith’s waist and kissed her back. “I love you, darlin’. We finished that rewire in the south side, and I got two more jobs booked in today.”
“Great.” Faith hugged her tightly. “I’m so proud of you.”
Faith seemed to be in great spirits today. “What about your day?”
“Good. I left Kate in charge this afternoon. I went to the doctor’s,” Faith said.
Bray frowned. “You didn’t say you weren’t feeling well. What’s wrong?”
Faith giggled and said, “Ask me what we’re having for dinner tonight?”
Bray was confused. “What? Okay, what are we having for dinner tonight?”
“I had a craving for pasta and garlic bread,” Faith said with a grin.
Bray was confused for a second, and then it hit her. When Faith was pregnant the first time, she had sent Bray out at all hours of the day and night to bring her pasta arrabbiata and garlic bread.
“You’re pregnant?” Bray could hardly breathe.
“Yes! It worked,” Faith said.
Bray punched the air like her team had just scored a goal and spun Faith around in a circle.
“Whoa,” Faith said. “You’ll make me dizzy.”
Bray was just blown away. After their wedding, they began treatment at a private clinic to try to conceive, but they weren’t under any illusions that it would be easy. But it had worked. “We thought it would take lots of tries.”
Faith wrapped her arms around Bray’s neck. “Well, it didn’t. I think it’s fate.”
Bray cupped Faith’s face. “This baby is going to be loved so much, and I promise that I will take care of you both. I’ve learned so many lessons since our first time.”
Faith’s smile faltered slightly. “What if I’m hit with depression again?”
“If you are, then we face it and get through it together. We’re Team Awesome, remember?”
Faith laughed. “That’s true. This is our second chance, Bray.”
“And we’re going to grasp it with both hands.”
Bray kissed Faith’s cheeks, then her nose. She then put her hand on Faith’s stomach.
“You’re my forever girl, and forever is going to be full of joy. There may be some tears along the way, but no matter what, there will be lots of love.”
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