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      Bella Roussel looked up at the tangerine sky as the sun set into the sea over Hope Island. She could look at that view a thousand times and never get bored. It never failed to make her smile either. Growing up on the tiny island she knew plenty of people that were immune to the beauty of the place – many of her school friends had grown up and moved away – but she was sure she would always love it. The Isles of Scilly were absolutely among her favourite places in the world. Even the fact that she was going home to a bowl of porridge for her dinner for the tenth meal in a row couldn’t dampen her spirits.

      She turned into her road. Blossom Grove was a horseshoe of cottages in every colour of the rainbow facing out onto a little green. All the cottages were named after their house colours and with names like Sapphire, Emerald and Ruby Cottage she felt like she was living in a treasure trove. She loved this part of the island. Lots of new houses had popped up on the far side over the last few years, all uniform, red-brick identical houses with no soul, but here on her street were all the old houses that had been there for hundreds of years. They had lumps and bumps, uneven roofs, large windows and cobbled paths, some were thatched, some had slate tile roofs, but all of them were cute and characterful.

      Blossom Grove was the most expensive part of the island, mainly because of the panoramic views from the top of the hill of the harbour, the long beautiful Buttercup Beach and the sea beyond. The only way she could afford the rent was because her uncle was the landlord. Even though Finn had assured her the rent was a fair amount, she knew in truth it should be double or even triple what she was paying. She hated the thought that he was losing money because he was renting to her. She knew he didn’t need the money. But the fact that he was family and she had just missed her rent payment for the first time made it worse.

      It was a temporary measure, a little setback. And as of Monday she was going to get a fantastic new job working for the Umbrella Foundation. Yes, she had a panel interview to get through, and yes, the company was notoriously picky when it came to employing new staff, but she was absolutely the best person for the job and she would just have to prove it to them. Then she could pay back her uncle, hopefully before he noticed, pay off any other debts too and she might even be able to get some decent food in for once.

      Mr Kemble from Jade Cottage waved at her as she walked past and she somehow knew there’d be some kind of cake from him sitting on her doorstep when she got there. Although no one, not even her family, knew of her dire financial situation, the cakes had started appearing a lot more regularly lately, as if somehow he knew that she didn’t have a penny to her name.

      Dorothy from Indigo Cottage came running out of her gate as Bella passed, no doubt rushing off to play bingo at the local town hall or some other pressing social engagement.

      ‘Hello Bella, how are you doing? I haven’t seen you in a few days.’

      ‘That’s because you’re always so busy,’ Bella laughed. ‘You have a better social life than most of the people on this island.’

      ‘It’s good to keep busy, you can’t just stay in your house every night with your books.’

      ‘I like my books, they take me on adventures, introduce me to dashing heroes, fly me to foreign lands.’ Books also didn’t judge her or pick on her for being different. They were loyal, steadfast and always made her feel happy.

      ‘You need to be having adventures of your own; meet a nice young man.’

      Bella smiled. Most of the people on the island wanted to see her married off. As far as they were concerned she needed a nice man to look after her, but Bella was more than happy on her own. She’d had a few boyfriends over the years but nothing serious. Relationships were just another way for Bella to get hurt and she would prefer to keep her heart intact.

      ‘Anyway, must dash,’ Dorothy said. ‘I have a salsa lesson starting in ten minutes. If I don’t see you before, good luck with the job interview on Monday.’

      Bella stared at her in surprise. The only people she had told about her job interview were her family but somehow Dorothy had found out. Despite growing up on Hope Island, she’d never get used to how much everyone knew about everyone else’s business. There were around one and a half thousand people who lived on the island but many of them had changed over the years; a lot of the younger crowd had grown up and left, new people had moved there and, though she knew most of the people of the town by name, she’d never had any interest in who was dating who or what people were up to. Clearly the same couldn’t be said about the islanders and her business.

      Dorothy bustled off down the hill before she suddenly turned back. ‘I hear the boss is a bit of a dish so maybe you could wear that pretty green dress to the interview. You never know, he might just sweep you off your feet.’

      Bella shook her head affectionately. Dorothy wouldn’t be happy until she had a ring on her finger and probably five kids running around her feet.

      She turned back towards her home. The little cul-de-sac looked idyllic and peaceful in the setting sun. The neighbours all took great pride over their gardens and everything was in its place, from the rows of terracotta pots brimming over with daffodils and tulips, to the hanging baskets that were a tumble of red daisy-type flowers. The blossom trees were just starting to bud and the box hedges were pristinely shaped. Bella felt almost untidy walking into her road in the clothes she had worn volunteering at the dog home that day. With her dirty jeans, tatty Converse and stained red hoodie, she stuck out like a sore thumb, but the neighbours fortunately loved her so she knew she got a pass.

      As she walked up the hill, it took her a moment to realise there was something out of place in her little haven, as her eyes fell on the man huddled in a blanket outside her Strawberry Cottage.

      She walked closer, noticing he looked even tattier than she did. His stubble was clearly three or four days old, his jumper had more holes in it than Swiss cheese and the blanket was filthy. He had a woolly hat pulled down over his head, shielding his face from hers, but she could see he was young, maybe around her age, and the hands that were clutching the blanket were large and strong. He had a sleeping bag with him and a rucksack and he clearly intended to spend the night there.

      Bella frowned in confusion. Hope Island didn’t have a homeless problem and that wasn’t a naïve opinion; in all her twenty-seven years living on the island she had never seen a homeless person on the island before. And if he had somehow managed to get stranded on the island and had nowhere to stay for the night, why wasn’t he down in the little town where there were shops and cafés that were open until quite late? Rosa’s café was open throughout the night because of the fishermen who returned home in the very early hours of the morning. Rosa certainly wouldn’t turn anyone away who needed a free meal or a place to hang out until the next ferry left to go back to the main island of St Mary’s at five in the morning.

      He looked up at her as she approached and she was struck by his deep indigo eyes. There was something about him, something so familiar, though she knew they had never met.

      ‘Do you have any spare change?’ he said as she stopped by her gate.

      ‘No I don’t,’ Bella said, honestly.

      ‘Right.’ He turned his attention back to the floor, clearly not believing her. If only he knew.

      ‘No I really don’t,’ Bella said, hating that he thought she was a liar. She never lied. She grabbed her purse from her bag, opened it up and tipped it upside down. Nothing came out. She gave it a good shake for extra proof and a smile twitched on his lips.

      ‘OK, OK, I believe you.’

      He looked so forlorn and dejected and her heart went out to him.

      ‘Are you OK, do you not have anywhere to stay tonight?’

      ‘I don’t have anywhere to stay any night, tonight is no different,’ he said, simply.

      ‘Oh no, I’m sorry.’ She looked around. Hope Island was such an unusual place to pick to spend the night. The cost of the ferry from the main island of St Mary’s was not cheap. Why would a homeless person pay that just to sleep on the streets here? ‘What are you doing here on Hope Island, how did you get here?’

      ‘I came over to try to get work. They were looking for staff at the docks. I didn’t get the job. Now I’m stuck here until I can raise enough money to get the ferry back to St Mary’s.’

      ‘Well, you can’t stay here tonight,’ Bella said, gesturing to her gate.

      He sighed and then got to his feet, grabbing his bag, and she realised how tall he was, towering nearly two feet above her tiny five-foot frame. ‘Of course, sorry, you don’t want trash outside your door.’

      He made to leave but she grabbed his arm, her fingers making contact with solid muscle underneath all the layers.

      ‘I meant that the wind rips over this hill like a hurricane and with the cold night temperatures, you’d freeze to death. Why don’t you come in, you can sleep on my sofa tonight and then tomorrow I’m sure if you explain the situation to the ferry captain he would let you travel back for free. Bob is lovely; he’d never leave you stranded out here.’

      He stared at her incredulously. ‘You’re inviting me in? To stay?’

      ‘Of course. I don’t have much food to give you, but there’s probably some cake on my doorstep and I have a log burner which gets very cosy; you’d be very warm.’

      She walked up her path to the front door and, as she fumbled in her bag for her key, she knew he was still watching her from the gate.
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      Isaac watched her root around in her bag and a jumble of tissues, old receipts, hair clips, a tattered old book, a ferry pass, a scarf, a hat, sweet wrappers, and a broken umbrella all appeared as she tried to find her keys.

      Her long red hair was tied back in a ponytail, she had a large smudge of dirt across her cheek that she either didn’t know or didn’t care about and the baggy clothes she was wearing were shapeless, but there was something very pretty about her. Her eyes were huge and an unusual shade of clover green and she had a sweetness about her that made him smile.

      He had been doing this for over three years and not once had he ever been invited in to stay at someone’s house. He had been told to get lost, had the police called on him, had stuff thrown at him, occasionally some people had given him food, but never this.

      The girl clearly had no regard for her own safety and that alarmed him. Maybe growing up on a small island had made her naïve to the dangers of the world. Part of him wanted to refuse her kind offer just because he didn’t like the idea of her putting herself in danger like that, but here was the perfect opportunity to get to know her better and that had been the whole point of camping outside her door in the first place.

      He stepped up behind her and she flashed him a bright smile. ‘I’m Bella by the way,’ she said, though he already knew that.

      ‘Isaac,’ he said instinctively just as a motorbike zoomed past at the end of the road, piercing the quiet of the island with an ear-splitting roar. He cursed himself; he always gave a fake name if anyone asked and his real name had just fallen from his lips.

      ‘Sorry, did you say Zach?’

      He grabbed the opportunity with both hands. ‘Yes, I’m Zach,’ he lied.

      Bella accepted this and let him into her home, scooping up a small Tupperware container as she stepped inside. She closed the door behind him and he felt like he was crowding her in the tiny hallway; she was almost half his size and for the first time he saw a glimmer of fear at having him so close. He tried to back up but was met with a solid wall behind him.

      ‘You could have a shower if you want,’ Bella said, discreetly taking a step away from him. He knew he didn’t smell, having had a shower in his own home that morning, and he cursed that their close proximity would probably lead her to smell his body wash and deodorant. He really hadn’t thought this through. ‘I have some clothes upstairs you could change into. An old boyfriend left some things here; I never did get rid of them. They might be too small for you as you’re so big. . .’ she trailed off, embarrassed, and he had to suppress the smirk when her cheeks flamed red. ‘But they’re clean and dry and don’t have holes in.’

      ‘That would be great,’ he said. He needed a few minutes to decide how he was going to play this and what he could say to her safely without giving the game away. Normally, people who were kind enough to give him food didn’t hang around to chat with him for too long. Now he had a whole evening ahead of him probably filled with probing questions and he needed to work out how he was going to answer them.

      ‘Top of the stairs and the bathroom is the first door on the left. Clean towels are in the cupboard. I’ll be up shortly to dig the clothes out for you.’

      ‘Thank you.’

      She smiled again, her whole face lighting up, and he stepped past her and went upstairs. He closed the bathroom door and leaned against it with his hands. This was a mistake.

      As CEO of the Umbrella Foundation, one of the leading homeless charities in Britain, he wanted to make sure that everyone who applied for a job with the foundation had compassion for the homeless and held that at the heart of every decision they made at work. Being the CEO of two other big technology companies meant that lots of people used the Umbrella Foundation as a stepping stone to get into the other two companies or to get to him. He wanted to make sure he had the right people working for the foundation so he always tested them like this to see what their reaction was to having a homeless person right outside their door. A lot of his colleagues thought it was madness, but it was important to him. It also helped to remind him what the homeless population went through on a daily basis, the judgemental attitude, the abuse and how hard it was for them. It was very easy to forget that sometimes when he was living in his large house overlooking the sea or in his old penthouse apartment in London.

      He had read Bella’s application and liked what he saw. He had expected that she would be one of the few to give him money or even food. He hadn’t expected this.

      He would talk to her; this was the best chance to get to the bottom of what happened at her old job because, having met her, he somehow knew she would be the last person in the world that would embezzle thousands of pounds’ worth of money.
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      Bella poured the last of the porridge oats into two bowls and sighed. She had worked out she had enough to last her until Sunday for breakfast and she could always invite herself round to her sister’s house for dinner. Eden wouldn’t mind and then she had the interview on Monday. Quite what she would do once the interview was over she didn’t know. Even if she got the job she wouldn’t be starting straight away and then she would have to wait a month until her first pay cheque arrived. But at least if she knew she had guaranteed money coming in she would feel better about getting a loan off Eden or Rome.

      She hadn’t liked to ask before; their family had already given her so much. But things were starting to get a bit desperate. Right now she couldn’t even face them. She had avoided the Friday family dinner the night before with some lame excuse because she knew the conversation would inevitably turn to work and her finances and she couldn’t bear to see the looks of sympathy and offers of help. Her sister Eden would come up with a hundred different plans to help her out, every one as flighty and ridiculous as the next, while her brother Rome would be more practical and throw money at her, telling her that she never needed to worry about paying him back. Her aunt and uncle would probably insist she move back in with them, ‘just until you sort yourself out dear, then you don’t need to worry about money’, and then they’d proceed to fatten her up with home-cooked meals, cakes and delicious puddings. And while that sounded wonderful and a huge part of her needed that unconditional love right now, she valued her independence above anything else. She was already humiliated enough over her last job ending so spectacularly badly – not being able to get another job and being destitute was something she would prefer her family not to know about.

      She heard the shower start upstairs and the noise of the pipes made her jump. She wasn’t used to having someone in her space. She liked being on her own and now suddenly she had invited a complete stranger into her home to stay the night. What was she thinking? Rome would have a fit if he knew. He was so protective over her, they all were, and this would not sit well with him.

      Right on cue there was a knock on the door. Somehow she knew it would be Rome. He had texted her earlier and she hadn’t replied. She had been going to come up with a suitable response later that night, but clearly he wasn’t going to wait. How on earth would she explain the strange man that was currently probably stark naked just a few feet from where they stood? Rome had most likely come round to see why she had missed dinner the night before. She could make some excuse. She only hoped he didn’t know that she had missed her rent because she had no excuse for that. Another knock came on the door; clearly Rome wasn’t going to just go away. Bella stared at the bowls of porridge and was quickly shoving them inside a cupboard when he knocked again.

      She went to the door, plastering a smile on her face before she answered. She could pretend everything was normal.

      ‘Rome,’ she said, her cheeks aching from the huge smile as she subtly blockaded his entrance into the house. ‘What a lovely surprise.’

      There. That was normal and not at all obvious that she had been hiding in the kitchen hoping he would go away.

      Though Rome didn’t look convinced.

      He stepped forward, all six foot five of him, towering over her as he moved to give her a hug.

      ‘Hey Bella,’ he kissed her on the cheek. ‘We missed you yesterday, is everything OK?’

      ‘Of course.’ She leaned into him, glad of the comfort for a moment and as she wrapped her arms round him, he used that moment of weakness to slip past her into the house.

      Damn him.

      She watched him as he took his coat off. Rome Lancaster was tall, muscular, athletic and could easily have walked straight off the catwalk. All the Lancasters were ridiculously good looking with their dark hair and blue eyes. As a Roussel, she had somehow missed that gene.

      She heard a clonk upstairs and Rome looked up, following the noise.

      ‘I was just going out actually,’ Bella said, loudly, trying to distract him. He turned back to look at her, his eyes casting down to her bare feet. ‘Well, in a few minutes.’

      ‘That’s alright, I won’t stay long. I just wanted to make sure you were OK.’

      ‘Of course I am,’ she said, breezily. ‘What makes you think I’m not OK?’

      He cocked his head slightly in that way he had when he was studying someone. He had that way of commanding honesty from people. Fortunately for her, she was immune to his powers.

      ‘Well, let me see, you look like you’ve lost a ton of weight, you cancelled dinner plans last night because you were supposedly out but I stopped by on my way home and you were fast asleep on the sofa. Your voice has that note of desperation and bravado to it as if you are pretending everything is just fine and you missed the rent on this place yesterday for the first time in… well, forever. So are you OK?’

      She felt herself deflate, the smile fading from her face. He knew her too well.

      ‘I’ll get Uncle Finn his money; you don’t need to worry about that. I’m just having a tiny setback.’

      He stared at her. ‘Do you honestly think I’m here because of the money? I’m worried about you, we all are.’

      ‘You don’t need to be. I’m fine,’ Bella said. All her family fussed over her and though she knew it was out of love for her she did find it a bit suffocating sometimes.

      He strode into the kitchen and opened the fridge, which was completely devoid of any food. He started opening cupboards and they told the same story.

      ‘I haven’t had a chance to go grocery shopping for a while.’

      He turned to face her, his arms folded across his chest. He looked furious. ‘What’s going on, Bella?’

      She sighed. ‘I may have lied when I said that I was still working for Magic Wishes. The company went under after Clara’s embezzlement went public. No one was willing to donate money to the charity any more and I don’t blame them.’

      ‘That was three months ago,’ he said, his voice getting louder as he clearly got more angry. ‘What have you been doing for money since then?’

      ‘I’ve struggled to get work ever since. I think a lot of people think that I had something to do with stealing the charity’s money; that somehow I knew what Clara was doing.’

      ‘That’s bollocks. Everyone on this island knows what kind of person you are and would never think you are capable of doing something like that. You are one of the most honest, genuine people I’ve ever met.’

      Her heart filled with love for him. He never doubted her for a second. Tears filled her eyes at his unwavering love and loyalty.

      ‘So are you telling me you’ve not had any money coming in for three months?’ Rome almost shouted.

      ‘I’ve had savings, I’ve been OK.’

      He spotted the packet of porridge. ‘You’re having porridge for dinner.’

      ‘I like porridge,’ Bella lied. She would be glad if she never had to see another bowl again.

      He looked around her lounge. ‘You’ve sold your TV and your stereo?’

      ‘Admittedly things have been a little bit tight lately.’

      ‘Why didn’t you come to us?’ Rome shouted. ‘You should have come to me. I would always give you money, you know that.’

      ‘I don’t want your money Rome, you work bloody hard for that money,’ Bella shouted back.

      ‘And it’s mine to do with what I want and I would much rather spend it on my family than buy material things that hold no value. I think you should come and stay with me for a few days. I can help you, at least until you get back on your feet. And I’ll make damn sure you eat something better than bloody porridge.’

      God, that was the last thing she wanted.

      ‘I’m not moving in with you. I’m fine here.’ Bella dashed angry tears out of her eyes.

      ‘The hell you are.’

      A cough at the door of the lounge drew both their attention. There was Zach, completely wet and naked apart from a towel wrapped round his waist. Without his hat, she noticed the blond curly hair that was swept back from his face.

      Good god, he was glorious. He was so big and toned. His stomach was sculpted and he had that delicious V-shape that disappeared just below the towel. His chest was smooth and he had a tattoo that curled from his chest and over his shoulder, a black curly pattern that looked like it might be Celtic in origin.

      He was literally dripping and Bella suddenly had an overwhelming desire to lick him dry. Any coherent thought had been wiped clean from her mind.
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      ‘Bella, are you OK? I heard shouting,’ Isaac said. He’d had no intention of getting involved when the row broke out, but although he couldn’t hear the words, as the shouting sounded pretty heated, he knew he couldn’t just stand by and do nothing.

      Isaac glanced at the man Bella had been shouting at and the man glared straight back at him. The man was big but not as big as he was. He was pretty sure it wouldn’t come to a fight but, if it did, Isaac knew he could take care of himself.

      He turned his attention back to Bella but she seemed frozen to the spot, her eyes transfixed on him but seemingly not seeing him. She certainly wasn’t looking at his face.

      The other man cleared his throat. ‘Bella, I didn’t realise you had company. Will you come to my house for lunch tomorrow and we can talk about this some more?’

      Bella still wasn’t moving or talking but she managed to nod her head absently.

      The man stepped forward and kissed Bella on the cheek and Isaac experienced an unexpected jolt of jealousy. Then he walked out, flashing Isaac a glare as he walked past.

      Isaac waited for the man to leave before he turned his attention back to Bella who still looked like she had seen a ghost.

      ‘Are you OK?’

      She nodded.

      ‘I’m sorry to interfere. I heard shouting, I was concerned.’

      ‘No, it’s fine. Rome is just a little protective of me sometimes.’

      ‘Boyfriend?’

      She smiled. ‘Brother.’

      He frowned slightly. The two of them didn’t look anything alike. He had dark hair, she had a flame of gorgeous red. She was tiny, her brother was tall.

      ‘Well, cousin technically. I was raised by my mum’s older sister. Aunt Lucy and Uncle Finn are Rome’s parents, so I always think of him and Eden as my brother and sister even though they’re really my cousins.’ Her eyes cast down his body again. ‘Let me get you some clothes.’

      She walked past him, trying to avert her gaze, and he followed her up the stairs.

      ‘Why was your brother shouting at you?’ Isaac asked. Whilst in the shower, he had decided that he would direct the conversation onto her, find out more about her and that way avoid questions about him at the same time.

      ‘Because I’m one step away from being in your position.’

      He watched her open the wardrobe and root around inside. ‘You owe him money and he wants you to pay him back?’

      Bella laughed. ‘No, he’s angry that I’m in this situation and never told him. He’s my knight in shining armour, he would come in, pay all my food and bills if I’d let him, and then buy me some new shoes to cheer me up and never once ask for the money back. I’m just a little tired of playing the damsel in distress. His family have already done so much for me; I refuse to go to them for help again. I got myself into this mess, so it’s up to me to get myself out of it.’

      He thought about this for a moment. ‘Sometimes bad things happen and it’s nobody’s fault. We all need a little help sometimes and it’s OK to ask for it.’

      ‘What about you, do you not have anyone who could help you out?’

      Crap. He didn’t want to lie to her but he could hardly tell her the truth either. ‘My dad died when I was seven and I’m an only child. I’m very close to my mum, speak to her every day… well I used to,’ he quickly amended. Bella didn’t need to know he’d had an hour-long chat to his mum just that morning. ‘She lives in Australia.’

      ‘And she wouldn’t be able to lend you some money?’

      ‘She doesn’t know about my situation.’

      She smiled at him sympathetically as she laid some clothes on the bed. ‘Sometimes, it’s nice to bask in the rose-tinted view they have of us, isn’t it, rather than have them know the truth and feel let down by us. When was the last time you spoke to her?’

      He hesitated. ‘It’s been a while.’

      ‘She’ll be worried about you. You can call her from here.’

      ‘You’ve just told me you’re one step away from being homeless. I’m not going to rack up a huge phone bill for you too. There’s accepting help and then there’s taking the piss.’

      ‘I want to help you.’

      ‘Why?’

      She shrugged.

      He stepped closer. ‘Why do you trust me in your home? How do you know I won’t steal anything?’

      She laughed again. ‘I have nothing to steal. I’ve sold everything of value; I have no expensive jewels or technology. I have no money stashed away in shoe boxes under the bed. My most precious things are my books but I don’t think anyone will want them. If you can find something of value here and you’re really that desperate that you need to steal it, then go ahead.’

      This complete trust in him was disarming. This attitude of putting his needs before her own was something he had never come across before. Almost everyone he had ever met had a hidden agenda. Apart from his mum, his friend, Dougie, and his PA, Claudia, he trusted no one. Everyone wanted something from him, money, a job, an endorsement, expensive jewellery or clothes. She had nothing and wanted to give him what she did have. Why did she trust him so much? In his world, trust had to be earned but she had given it so willingly.

      ‘What if I hurt you?’

      The smile fell from her face. He didn’t want to scare her; he just wanted her to think twice about inviting a stranger into her home. ‘Why would you hurt me when I’m trying to help you?’

      ‘I’m not going to hurt you Bella, I promise you that, but other people might. You just need to be a little bit careful about who you trust and who you invite into your home.’

      ‘You sound like my brother. Although I’ve always been accepting of what people tell me. I’m a very honest person and I always see that virtue in others even when it isn’t there. Trusting my boss was what got me into this mess in the first place. Maybe I am too naïve for my own good.’

      Her trusting nature was part of her charm; he didn’t want her to lose that.

      ‘I never said naïve. Just… be careful.’

      She nodded. ‘I’ll leave you to get changed.’

      He watched her leave and quickly threw on some clothes. He was going to get to the bottom of what happened with her old job. He pulled a hoodie on over a t-shirt and glanced at himself in the mirror. Without his disguise of a holey jumper and dirty blanket he looked more like his normal self. He hadn’t shaved when he’d had a shower so he still had a bit of stubble to hide behind but he wondered if she would recognise him.

      Being so successful in his line of work meant that everyone knew who he was and everyone wanted a piece of him. Well, that was how it was in London. Bella seemed to have no clue who he was. Unless… she knew exactly who he was and this was all a ploy to get in his good books for the interview. No. He refused to believe she was that deceitful. He’d only known her for a few minutes but she was clearly an open book. What you saw was what you got with Bella Roussel.

      He went downstairs and found her on all fours, lighting a fire in the log burner. He looked away, not wanting to stare at her inappropriately. The tiny lounge was strewn with books, the three bookcases were overflowing and there were multiple piles on the floor. Most looked like they had been read numerous times. There was a real mixture too, crime, fantasy, sci-fi, books set in foreign countries and a few romances as well.

      She stood up and looked over at him. ‘You look good.’

      He looked down at himself. The tracksuit bottoms she had given him were about six inches too short and it felt like the hoodie belonged to a man half his size. She stifled a giggle and he looked back at her in surprise.

      ‘Well… you look clean.’

      He smiled.

      She disappeared into the kitchen and came back with two bowls of porridge. She passed one to him and then curled herself up in the corner of the sofa to eat her own.

      Isaac looked at the porridge and sat down next to her. The night before he’d enjoyed steak in a gorgeous red wine sauce at one of his favourite restaurants and now he was eating a very small bowl of watery porridge. Bella was tucking into it like it was her favourite meal, though he knew it was probably more due to hunger than actually enjoying it.

      ‘I have to say this is not what I expected when I came up to the richest part of the island.’

      Bella laughed. ‘Is that why you came up here?’

      ‘I was begging down in the town and someone said I should try Blossom Grove as they were all rich up here.’

      ‘You chose the wrong door to sit outside, I’m afraid. Sorry to disappoint you.’

      ‘I’m not disappointed. Not at all. I get to spend the night with a beautiful woman and that was a lot more than I had hoped for when I came up here.’

      She paused with a spoonful of porridge halfway to her mouth as she stared at him. Then she returned her attention to her porridge and didn’t look at him after that. He knew he had embarrassed her and he had no idea why he’d said it.

      He took a few spoonfuls of his own porridge.

      ‘So tell me your story. Why are you living on porridge?’

      She carried on eating for a few moments and it was clear she was toying with whether to tell him or not. She finally finished her porridge and put the bowl on the coffee table before curling back up into the corner of the sofa.

      ‘I had a job, a fantastic job as events manager for a local charity – well, it was based locally over on St Mary’s, but they did charity work all over the UK. Magic Wishes, have you heard of them?’

      Isaac hesitated because of course he had heard of them. They had been all over the news a few months before. But was it only of interest to him because he was a CEO of a charity himself? Would the average Joe know the story? ‘It rings a bell,’ he said, vaguely.

      She nodded. ‘Yeah, probably for all the wrong reasons. We were a very small charity, but we did wonderful things, giving special days out to children with cancer and their families. Clara was my boss, and the owner and founder of the company. Her husband did the accounts. I arranged all the fundraising events and Clara helped to co-ordinate all the days out for the families. There was an admin girl who worked part time a few mornings a week too. It was a great team to work for and Clara was lovely. I say that because I literally had no idea that between her and her husband they had been embezzling thousands of pounds of the charity’s money over the last five years.’

      He knew all this of course. He knew that Bella herself had been investigated and cleared of all charges and even Clara and her husband Phil had been adamant that Bella and Sally, the admin girl, had nothing to do with it.

      ‘You didn’t even have an inkling?’

      ‘No, god no. Clara lost her own son twenty years ago to cancer and she met so many families during that time that were all going through the same hell that she and Phil went through and she wanted to do something to help them. She was passionate about the charity and the work we did and I always thought she was such an inspiring person to work for. I was so naïve. She had a big house, a nice car, she went on expensive luxury holidays and I didn’t think twice about it. I knew her husband was a successful, high-paid accountant, not just for the charity but for other companies too, and I just assumed a lot of their money came from him. She got paid a salary, I knew that; I just didn’t realise how much and that her salary was over ten times as much at the end as it was in the beginning. All these events that I arranged to raise funds, I was working my arse off for them, thinking I was doing something good and worthwhile, and they were taking almost all of it for themselves. I was horrified when I found out. All those people that had donated money and it was going to line Clara’s pockets.’

      Bella sighed, playing with a hole in the knee of her jeans.

      ‘I think the worst thing was people’s reactions and attitudes towards me. Of course I was investigated but the police could clearly see that beyond my tiny salary I hadn’t got a penny from the company. But despite everyone knowing I was cleared of any wrongdoings, many people, like you, still think that I had something to do with it or that I must have known something was going on.’

      ‘I don’t think you had anything to do with it.’

      Bella looked at him in surprise. ‘You don’t?’

      He shook his head. ‘I think anyone who really knows you would know you couldn’t have done it. I’ve spent five minutes with you and I can see how genuine you are.’

      ‘Well, you see more than most people. A lot of them have been supportive. But some people over on St Mary’s don’t want anything to do with me. I’ve been asked to leave some restaurants and shops and consequently getting another job has been harder than I thought.’

      ‘Have you tried the other islands? They might not be so judgemental.’

      ‘I have, but to no avail. And work here on Hope Island is almost impossible to come by.’ She turned to face him excitedly. ‘But there’s a job going at the Umbrella Foundation, a fundraising events manager, so it’s perfect for me. They are the most fantastic company to work for too. I’ve checked out how much of their funds goes directly to the charity and they have one of the biggest percentages of all the charities in the country. The CEO doesn’t even get a salary from the charity, he owns some other big companies and obviously gets paid a load from them so he takes nothing from the charity and a lot of the charity staff get paid from his other companies too. So almost all the money that is raised by the charity goes directly to help the homeless. And they don’t just provide meals and clothes and somewhere to sleep for the homeless, they actively help to get them off the streets. They help them to start their own small businesses, funding them in the first few years. They help to get them jobs too. It sounds like such a wonderful company to work for and it’s right here on Hope Island, albeit on the completely opposite side from here.’

      Isaac watched her getting excited about his company. Though he had plenty of committed staff members, he had never seen someone with so much enthusiasm or passion for the charity before.

      ‘You should contact them,’ Bella said. ‘They might be able to help you. There’s a restaurant in St Mary’s that is owned by a former homeless person. All of the staff there are or were homeless. They are trained up as waiters, chefs, bar managers and many of the staff then go on to be leading chefs or managers in other restaurants. It’s a great stepping stone and the Umbrella Foundation works closely with the restaurant. I bet they would give you a job – even if it’s only a few hours a week to start with, it’s something. You should come with me on Monday to the interview and at least speak to them.’

      God, this was getting more and more complicated.

      ‘Maybe I will.’

      ‘Monday could be a good day for us both,’ Bella said excitedly.

      He smiled. It could be a good day for her if he could persuade the rest of the panel to take her on. He wanted her for this job; someone with passion and enthusiasm for the role. However, it wouldn’t be a good day for him when she found out he had been lying to her. From the way she’d handled herself in the row with her brother, something told him there would be hell to pay once she found out the truth.
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      Bella plonked herself down on the sofa next to Zach and passed him a glass of water and a small chocolate brownie, courtesy of Mr Kemble. ‘So tell me your story, how did you end up on the streets?’

      She watched as the smile faded from his face. ‘It’s not something I want to talk about.’

      ‘Oh.’ She felt the rebuke like a slap in the face.

      ‘I know you trusted me with your story and it’s not that I don’t trust you with mine. It’s just that if I told you the truth, I don’t think you would be happy to be sitting here with me now. I love that you have no judgements of me, that we can sit here and talk like this, but I rather wish that… the path that led me to here had never happened because it’s something I can’t undo.’

      ‘I would never judge you. We have all made mistakes in our past and it would never be fair to judge you on them now. But I understand if you’re not comfortable talking about it. Let’s talk about something else instead. Where were you born, where did you grow up?’

      Zach smiled, obviously relieved to move on to a subject that he was comfortable talking about. He took a bite of his brownie and chewed slowly, almost as if he was considering his answer.

      ‘Born on St Mary’s but I lived here for the first eight years of my life.’

      ‘You lived here on Hope Island? We might have played together as kids. How old are you?’

      ‘Thirty-three.’

      ‘Oh I’m twenty-seven, we probably didn’t mix in the same circles. Rome is thirty-one and Eden is thirty, so you might have known them.’

      Zach shrugged. ‘The names don’t ring a bell. They would have been a few years below me at school.’

      ‘How funny that we probably used to play on the same beach, go cycling through the same woods. It’s a small world. Do you remember the funfairs we used to have here every spring?’

      He grinned. ‘Yes, they were amazing. The bumper cars, the haunted house, the ghost train—’

      ‘And the big wheel! I used to love and hate going on that in equal measure. It was always a thrill to see the whole of the island and everyone there below us like tiny ants and feeling like I was king of the world as the wheel went up in the air but then we’d get to the top and I always felt like we were going to fall. I remember feeling so scared but as soon as we got back down we’d queue back up to ride it again. The tourists would come over just to see the fair and they’d always tell us local kids that we were so lucky to live here all the time. I never really appreciated that until I was older. I loved the smells, the candyfloss and the toffee apples and Uncle Finn would always try to win us the biggest, fattest teddy to take home on all the little games.’

      ‘And the fireworks at the end of the night,’ Zach went on. ‘All that colour exploding over the sea, it looked magical. We came back to Hope Island every year just for the funfair, until they stopped doing it.’

      ‘I know, it was such a shame. It was Dougie’s parents that used to organise it.’

      ‘Dougie?’ Something in Zach’s eyes registered recognition and she wondered if he remembered him from his time on the island.

      ‘He’s a friend of ours, me, Eden and Rome. We used to hang around together as kids. Do you know him?’

      He hesitated before he shook his head.

      ‘His parents emigrated to New York when Dougie was eighteen and Dougie went with them. After that no one wanted the hassle of organising the fair again and it stopped. There was talk of starting it again but it never happened. Do you remember the ice cream shop at the end of the pier?’

      ‘Yes,’ Zach laughed. ‘Maddy used to give us free samples of any new flavours. Whenever a sign went up advertising there was a new flavour, the kids used to queue up all the way back to the start of the pier to try it out.’

      ‘I remember that too. Quite clever marketing really, because we would all use our pocket money to pay for an extra scoop or for toppings. Do you remember those little white chocolate bears she used to sell, with caramel in the middle? They were my favourite toppings. I used to go in there sometimes and just have a bag of those and Maddy never minded that I wasn’t buying ice cream.’

      ‘She was wonderful, what happened to her? The shop was still there when I left.’

      Bella shrugged. ‘I think she moved to Australia or somewhere. I remember being more gutted about the shop closing than Take That breaking up and I loved Take That. There’s a new ice cream shop in town now. It’s nice, I suppose, but nothing will ever beat Maddy’s ice cream.’

      ‘I know. When I moved to St Mary’s when I was eight, I missed her shop so much. I missed a lot about Hope Island actually. I still had the beaches but it wasn’t the same as here. There’s something magical about the beaches here. There’s something about the people on Hope Island too, they look out for everyone else. I ended up moving to London when I was fifteen and lived there for many years with university and work but I wanted to come back to the Isles of Scilly. I just missed the place too much. I sold my house, made some changes at work and…’ he trailed off.

      ‘Is that when it all went wrong? Coming back here?’ Bella said but she could see Zach didn’t want to talk about that. ‘I’m not prying. I just wonder if you had all your hopes pinned on here and now you feel let down.’

      Zach didn’t say anything and she took his hand. ‘I know it feels hopeless but my nan has a saying. “What’s meant for you won’t go by you.” Something bigger and better is just around the corner for you. And I’ll do whatever I can to help you.’

      It was good to remember that although she had nothing, there were people who were in a far worse situation. She had a roof over her head and a loving family who wanted to look after her. Zach didn’t even have that.

      ‘If you wanted to stay here for a bit longer, until you sorted yourself out, I’d be happy to have you here. You could be my lodger.’

      He laughed. ‘I can’t pay you any rent.’

      ‘You don’t have to. There’s odd jobs you could help me with. There’s a bulb that needs changing at the top of the stairs and I can’t reach it even with a step ladder. I normally get Rome to do it for me whenever he comes round. I have a door that won’t close and a shelf that needs putting up. You could do those jobs for me in return for the use of my sofa and as much porridge as you want if I can get another box next week.’

      ‘Did I eat the last of your porridge?’ Zach said, horrified.

      ‘It doesn’t matter. I’ll be able to get some food from somewhere. And now that Rome knows my situation, he won’t let me live on porridge for any longer. I guarantee lunch with him tomorrow will result in me leaving his house with several bags of groceries. We could eat like kings tomorrow night. And as much as I hate relying on him like that, I need the help. And it’s a temporary measure. When I get this job for the Umbrella Foundation at least that will be a guaranteed income at the end of the month and then I can pay him back. So do you fancy some steak tomorrow night?’

      ‘Thank you, that’s really kind, but I really need to try to get back to St Mary’s tomorrow. There’s more chance of me getting a job there than there is here.’

      ‘Oh, of course.’

      She got up to throw another piece of wood into the log burner. She couldn’t help but feel disappointed about that fact. She was offering him a warm place to stay, some decent food and some company and he would much rather face a night on the streets of St Mary’s than stay with her.

      She talked too much, she knew that. Asked too many questions. ‘Sorry, I’m used to being on my own. When I have company I start talking and just don’t stop. Look, I’ll leave you to some peace and quiet; I have a good book upstairs with my name on it.’

      He caught her hand as she walked past.

      ‘Don’t go, I’m enjoying our chat. Sometimes living on the streets can be so lonely. Days go past and I don’t speak to anyone. It’s been lovely chatting to you tonight.’

      ‘Really? You don’t find me too much?’

      ‘Too much of what? Too much kindness and generosity? Too much giving your time to help those in need? Too much chatting to me like I’m a normal human being and not someone to be avoided or treated with disgust? I don’t think there can ever be too much of that. I’ve never met anyone like you before, Bella, and believe me when I say that that’s a good thing.’

      ‘OK, but if you get sick of listening to me talk, just tell me to shut up, I promise I won’t be offended.’

      ‘I don’t think I could ever get sick of listening to you talk,’

      She smiled and sat back down. ‘I know I talk too much. I don’t have many friends; I like to keep to myself. Some evenings I spend with Eden and Rome and our friend Freya, every Friday I have dinner with my family but most nights I’m here alone. And it suits me. I can read a book without being disturbed, go to bed when I want, watch what I want on TV – when I had a TV – but it means when I suddenly do have company I could talk for England.’

      ‘Why don’t you have many friends?’

      She shrugged but in reality she knew that there must be something wrong with her. She knew lots of people on the island but none of them were really her friend. Eden was her best friend but she was also her sister, which didn’t say much. Freya was her only real friend outside of the family, and Dougie of course, but he lived in America. She kept people at arm’s length, she knew that, and over the years she’d let so very few people in. Zach was still waiting for an answer so she gave him one which was at least partly true.

      ‘No one stays on Hope Island. The youngsters don’t anyway. The older people will never leave and many retire to here, but there is always a mass exodus of young folk leaving every year. The island is too small and there’s so much world out there for people to explore. Every single person in my class at school went away for university and no one came back.’

      ‘But you never wanted to leave?’

      ‘I went away to university but I couldn’t wait to get back here. This place just feels safe. I’d love to travel one day, see the world, but I think Hope Island will always be my home.’

      ‘I understand that. I’ve always missed Hope Island. I’ve wanted to come back for a long time. Do you not get lonely though, sitting here every night on your own?’

      ‘I do enjoy being alone and reading a book. Some people on the island have not been kind about the embezzlement and I was bullied as a child. Books are not mean or unkind. I can dive into a book and not fear that I’m going to get hurt. But sometimes, I do get a bit lonely. I was going to get a dog for company, someone to talk to in the evenings even if he couldn’t talk back. I went to the dog home here on Hope Island and I met the most beautiful husky-labrador cross called Alfie. Six years old and he was abandoned by his owner. I had all the house visits and I’d been to the dog shelter to take him out for walks and we just clicked. But I am struggling to find the money to feed myself, so I couldn’t realistically take him when I wouldn’t be able to feed him. Jenny at the dog home has promised to keep him as long as possible for me but I don’t want to stand in the way of him getting his forever home; someone who can love him and look after him when I can’t. That’s where I was today, visiting him. I help out there too now and again in return for them keeping Alfie for me.’

      Zach smiled. ‘Well, maybe when you get this job you can go and get him, bring him home where he belongs.’

      ‘That’s the plan. If I get the job.’

      ‘You’re perfect for it. Look at you helping the homeless tonight. If you can stop and help me, think of all the other people you could help too.’

      She laughed. ‘I never even thought of that. I should use you as a reference. Look at this homeless person I helped. Give me the job.’

      Zach laughed too.

      ‘If only it were that simple. This job is perfect for me and I think I am perfect for this role but I think the embezzlement and my past history is going to be a hard obstacle to get past, at least as far as they are concerned.’

      ‘You just need to show them the other parts to you, show them why you would be perfect for the job. OK, I’ll be the interviewer. Why do you want this job, aside from the money issue?’

      She smiled and turned to face him, crossing her legs under her. ‘Because, Mr Umbrella, I—’

      ‘Wait, Mr Umbrella?’ he laughed. ‘You don’t know the name of the person interviewing you, this CEO that you were talking about? You don’t know his name?’

      ‘Of course I do, but Isaac Scott isn’t going to be interviewing me. He has underlings for that sort of thing. I have no idea which underling will be picked for the job. I had a letter from an Amanda Jackson and I know she will be on a panel of four people who will be grilling me but it didn’t say who else will be on the panel.’

      ‘Don’t you think that this Mr Scott bloke, who as you say puts a lot of time and effort into the charity, has a vested interest in who he employs?’

      ‘Nah. He probably does this charity for tax purposes or something. Offsets a lot of the company expenses from his other companies against the charity and then he won’t have to pay so much tax. I’m not sure how it works. I’m sure he is a very clever and very generous man but he is probably way too busy to get involved in the inner workings of the charity. And from what I gather, he lives in London. It’s a bit far for him to travel all the way down to the Scilly Isles just for an interview. I probably need to do some more research on him. I know he owns BlazeStar which makes computer programs for big companies and I know two years ago he created SparkStar which makes phone apps for companies but his photo isn’t on the websites. I probably need to find that so I recognise him if he pops his head round the door. I’m sure I can find it online somewhere, but I imagine him to be quite a portly gentleman who wears braces with his suit and probably a bowler hat. He’ll have a curly moustache and a little goatee which he styles into a point.’

      Zach burst out laughing. ‘That’s quite an image. Anyway you were telling me why you want this job.’

      ‘Well, Mr Umbrella,’ Bella said and continued despite Zach’s smile. ‘I want this job because I want to make a difference and I know this company has made great strides in reducing the homeless population and really helping to get them off the streets and into jobs and homes and I want to be a part of that.’

      ‘That’s a corporate line, they’ll hear that from everyone they interview. What’s the real reason?’

      Bella frowned, her heart sinking. ‘That is the real reason. I love working for a charity. I want to help people.’

      Zach studied her for a moment. ‘You really are one of a kind, Bella. OK, forget the interview with Mr Umbrella for a second. Why is it you want to help people?’

      Bella thought about this, or more specifically what she could tell him. But there was something about Zach that made her want to spill her deepest secrets.

      ‘Life dealt me a crappy hand from a very early age but fortunately for me I had my aunt and uncle to look after me. I had someone to help me out and not everyone has that. If it hadn’t been for them, my life would have turned out very differently and I guess I want to be that person, maybe in some small way, for someone else.’

      ‘That’s why you want to take Alfie on?’

      He understood.

      ‘He was abandoned by his owners just like I was abandoned by my parents.’

      She looked down at her knees, so she wouldn’t have to see the pity in his eyes. She quickly moved on before he could ask her any questions or make any comments about that.

      ‘Working for a charity means I can help someone just like I was helped and whether that is Magic Wishes, helping people to create some special memories with a loved one before they died, or the Umbrella Foundation, helping people not as lucky as me to find a way back into work and off the streets, I want to do something to help people.

      ‘I’d be great at this job; I have experience as a fundraising events manager. I’ve done it for five years and I love it. A lot of people think that if they have experience in events management then the skills are transferable and I suppose they are, but events management for a hotel or other corporate events organisation is a different ball game to a fundraising events manager. Corporate or banqueting events is about giving the customer exactly what they want; the flowers, the food, the seating plans. Fundraising events management is about creating events that people want to be a part of. It’s about inspiring people to join in. It has to be imaginative and fun and uniquely different and I love stuff like that. Honestly, this job was written for me.’

      Zach was smiling by the time she finished speaking, his grin growing as she explained her passion for the job. ‘You need to say all this in the interview. Your passion is what is going to stand you apart from the rest of the interviewees. Tell them where your desire to help people comes from. They need to see that it comes from the heart.’

      ‘You want me to tell my prospective employers that my parents abandoned me? That my dad walked out on me when I was five and then my mum ditched me with my aunt and uncle for the weekend when I was six years old and never came back for me. I don’t think that showing my new employers how unwanted I was is going to help them to want me. They might think that something is wrong with me if both my parents walked out and left me. I know I do.’

      Good lord, the secrets were spilling forth tonight. Next she’d be telling him what age she was when she started her first period and how she had cried for a week when her pet goldfish had died. He didn’t say anything for a moment, just watched her. She felt her cheeks flame, probably going as red as her hair.

      She decided to change the subject quickly. ‘So Mr Umbrella, the question is not what I can do for you. I’ve already told you why I am absolutely the best person for this job.’

      ‘That’s true, you have.’

      ‘The question is, why should I work for you? What would you be offering me if, if I decided to work for your company?’

      Zach burst out laughing. ‘You’re not going to ask that in the interview?’

      ‘I might,’ she smirked. ‘It has to be an equal partnership.’

      Zach nodded seriously, a smile tugging on his lips. ‘Yes you’re right. Well, Miss…?’

      ‘Roussel.’

      ‘Oooh nice, French?’

      ‘I have no idea. It’s my dad’s. The only thing he left me with.’

      Zach hesitated for a moment but clearly decided not to pursue it. ‘Well Miss Roussel. I’d offer you a company car, maybe something like a Ferrari or a Porsche.’

      ‘I’m listening; this sounds like a very fair offer to go alongside my million-pound-a-year salary.’

      ‘Plus bonuses,’ Zach clarified.

      ‘Oh yes, I’d forgotten about the very generous bonus, private healthcare, and one of the best pensions around. What else are you offering me?’

      ‘You want more than a million pounds a year and a Ferrari?’

      ‘Porsche. Chauffeur-driven. Yes, I think I’m worth it.’

      ‘A beach house in Florida?’

      ‘Generous. Anything else?’

      ‘You name it, it’s yours.’

      ‘I want…’ She thought about it for a moment. ‘A housekeeper and cook and maybe a hot butler, to, you know, answer the door for me if I get too tired to do it myself.’

      ‘OK, deal.’

      ‘Wait. I’m not finished.’

      ‘You have more demands?’

      Bella nodded. ‘My own boat.’

      ‘A hundred-foot yacht with a crew of fifty to cater to your every whim?’

      ‘Well, no, that sounds a bit greedy.’

      ‘And a salary of a million pounds and a beach house in Florida isn’t?’

      ‘No, that’s just practical. Just a small boat with an engine, something simple to operate by myself so I can visit the other islands whenever I wanted. I’d like it to be purple and have her name written in silver down the side.’

      ‘I feel I’m going to regret asking, what’s her name?’

      ‘Boaty McBoatface.’

      Zach laughed loudly. ‘You got yourself a deal, Miss Roussel.’

      He held out his hand and she reached out and shook it, enjoying the warmth of it, the softness of his skin. There was something special about Zach, the ease with which she could talk to him. It was a pity she only had tonight with him, she would have enjoyed getting to know him more.
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      Oh this girl was going to be trouble. Isaac watched her as she moved to the fire to add more logs. She was smart and funny and cute as hell. He really liked her.

      He frowned. But if she came and worked for the Umbrella Foundation, he would be her boss and he knew he could never let anything happen between them. That could be unbelievably tricky and messy at work. Never mix business and pleasure; that was something he always stuck to.

      Unless of course he didn’t hire her. Although talk about cutting your nose off to spite your face.

      She turned back to him with a smile and he found himself frowning slightly, which had her smile fading away.

      ‘I think I might head to bed, it’s getting late. Let me get you some blankets and pillows.’

      She disappeared out of the room. She had been completely honest with him that night and in return he had lied to her. How was she going to react when she found out the truth? Would it be better for him to tell her the truth now? Apologise profusely and offer to make it up to her by buying her a decent meal out? Something that wasn’t porridge. Sure she’d be pissed but at least they could start the interview back on honest ground and she’d have a day to get over her anger with him.

      He stood up as she came back in and she immediately set about making up a bed for him on the sofa.

      She stood back up when she’d finished. ‘Will you still be here when I get up or do you intend to get the five o’clock ferry?’

      Isaac didn’t say anything for a moment, the truth getting stuck in his throat. ‘I think I’ll get the early ferry. I might be able to get a few hours’ work down at the harbour in St Mary’s; they pay cash in hand and don’t ask for references.’

      Bella nodded and he saw the look of disappointment flash across her face. ‘I understand. And the offer still stands. If you change your mind and want to sleep here tomorrow, I’d be happy to have you back again.’

      He nodded. He knew he had to tell her, but he liked the easy relationship they had right now and he couldn’t bring himself to break the spell.

      She seemed to hesitate, maybe hoping he would change his mind. A lock of hair fell across her face and she absently pulled out her ponytail, letting her red curls tumble over her shoulders. It was so long and all he could suddenly think about was what it would look like when it cascaded over her naked body as he made love to her. Crap, where the hell did that come from?

      ‘It was lovely meeting you tonight,’ Bella said, scooping her hair back up into a ponytail again, though this did nothing to diminish her effect on him. ‘It was really nice chatting and getting to know you. If I don’t see you again, then I wish you all the success for the future.’

      He wanted to kiss her. He wanted to step forward, take her in his arms and kiss her and he didn’t know what to do with that feeling, because he sure as hell couldn’t act on it.

      ‘You’ll see me again,’ Isaac finally said. ‘I promise.’

      Her face brightened at that and she gave him a little wave and left the room.

      He sighed as he took off his hoodie. He certainly wasn’t going to get any sleep tonight knowing she was sleeping just a few feet above him.
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      Bella stood outside the door to the lounge for a second. There had been chemistry between them and she was pretty sure he felt it too. She wanted to go back in there and kiss him but she’d never been brave enough to make the first move in a relationship. He could easily have kissed her if he’d really wanted to and he hadn’t, so maybe he didn’t feel the same. She sighed. He would be going back to St Mary’s tomorrow and she’d probably never see him again. Just because she had enjoyed talking to him that night didn’t mean they had any kind of future together.

      She sighed and had started to head upstairs when she remembered about the spare logs for the log burner. There was a huge pile in the kitchen but he wouldn’t think to look for them in the cupboard.

      She quickly went back into the lounge to find Zach completely and gloriously stark naked.
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1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/spring-at-blueberry-bay-hi-res.jpg
An utterly perfect feel good
romantic comedy

at -






OEBPS/images/logo-ebook-conversions.jpg
bookguture





OEBPS/images/break-section-fell-screen-fixed.png





