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‘You think Leo is a drug smuggler? That’s ridiculous.’ Jess raised her eyebrows at Bryony, though her heart was beating fast. Ridiculous. It was time to turn this conversation off and retire to dreamland again. She slapped a smile onto her worried face. ‘Okay, I’m going to go back to sleep.’

Bryony put the laptop aside. ‘I just wanted to—’

‘You just wanted a story, I get it, but this is such a non-story. Don’t be that journalist, just making stuff up.’

‘I’m not being that journalist. I don’t want to have found this, or to make you sad, but I had to tell you. And you’re right, it’s probably nothing.’

‘Of course it’s nothing.’ Jess walked to the window and looked out at Cannes in the darkness. She chewed her lip. Leo was not a drug smuggler, or a drug dealer. Drug dealers were shady and horrible and wore baggy clothes and gold jewellery; she’d watched Breaking Bad, she knew the type. But then, that was about an ageing chemistry teacher who seemed normal but dealt crystal meth … And her life was so sheltered, how would she even know what ‘the type’ was, really? But Leo? He hated the whole party scene. It couldn’t be true – he made her happy. ‘No. It’s not him.’

‘Jess—’

‘It’s not HIM, he’s my—’ Jess stopped herself and slumped down onto the bed, her face in her hands. Eventually, she raised her head and looked into Bryony’s eyes. ‘He’s my favourite thing about this year. Don’t tell me he’s not real.’

‘Meems,’ Bryony shuffled closer. She paused before speaking again, carefully. ‘Jess, none of this is real.’

‘I know.’ Jess felt very small as she remembered everything Leo had told her, or not told her, about his job. And everything she’d embellished or left out about her own life. This wasn’t the start of a relationship, it was an improv show.

‘Look, I’m really not going to be that journalist. I’m not going to plough ahead and try to get Mitch to print a story just because of an internet watch-list and a few things adding up in my head. I wouldn’t run anything without proper evidence, okay?’

‘Do you have to keep looking into him?’ Jess asked, soaked through with sadness.

‘Would you really not want to know, and just hope?’

Jess lifted herself from the edge of the bed and climbed back under the covers. ‘I think you’re wrong, that it can all be explained. I know you want a story, but I’m sure this isn’t it.’

‘Maybe you’re right.’

‘I’ll prove it.’

‘You’ll help me?’

‘I’ll help prove there’s nothing dodgy about them. First thing tomorrow I’m going to ask him flat out what he does for a living.’

‘And you let me know what he says, and if you believe him.’ Bryony also climbed under the covers and, being such a small bed, their feet touched.

‘Of course.’

‘Jess?’

‘Mmm-hmm?’ She was beginning to drift now, a sad, lost sleep of someone who could no longer keep up with the world she was trying to live in.

‘You have to let me know honestly.’

‘About what?’

‘About if you believe him, and about anything else you find.’

‘I’ll be honest.’ But would she? Could she be part of the undoing of someone who’d already pulled up a little chair inside her heart? Or, if it came to it, would she cover it up and just drift away, pretending they’d never been there?

When Jess woke up again it was light, and the room was utterly silent. Bryony had gone – working, probably – and Jess lay in bed, staring up at the ceiling and not moving her body even a centimetre. Was Leo a drug smuggler?

She laughed out loud, the sound reverberating loudly on the four hushed walls. Of course he wasn’t a drug smuggler; her life wasn’t an episode of 24.

Pulling her tired body out of bed, she opened the curtains to another glorious day in the South of France. ‘It’s the Cannes Film Festival,’ she told the slightly grimy window. ‘It’s classy and it’s fun, and it’s definitely not full of drug dealers.’

As Jess showered she felt a little lighter. Why was it that things always seemed a much bigger deal in the night-time, and by the morning could seem so silly?

But try as she might, she couldn’t shake the unsettled feeling. ‘God damn my stupid brain,’ she muttered, picking up her phone and scrolling through her photos of Monaco from the day before. Photos of her and Bryony holding up her winnings outside the Casino; the four of them at the Palace; one of Bryony looking in a shop window while Harvey checked out her behind; Leo’s finger pointing at something, getting right in the way of her picture of the harbour. And one of Leo and Jess cheek to cheek, the view of Monte Carlo behind them. Jess looked flushed, with her teeth bared too much and her eyes too wide, but so happy, and Leo looked happy too, didn’t he?

Yes. She put on a swingy, star-patterned dress and curled her hair slightly, then looked in the mirror. Leo was happy with her, of that she was sure, and she wouldn’t let anyone take that away from her. But whether he was smuggling drugs in his superyacht? Well, she’d just have to ask him, wouldn’t she?

‘I wanted to ask you something.’ Jess’s voice wavered; she was nervous of what the end of the conversation might bring.

‘Sure.’ Leo smiled. ‘Go ahead.’

Jess had hovered by the marina for a good fifteen minutes, the sun on the back of her neck as she watched him and Harvey sitting on deck, pouring over paperwork, while she rehearsed what she was going to say. It was only when Tara had leaned over the side of her yacht to empty the remains of a bottle of bubbly into the sea and spotted Jess, yelling ‘AHOY, SAILOR, YOU WANT SOME CHAMPERS?’ that Leo and Harvey had looked up and spotted her. Leo had hopped ashore and jogged over to her, and her time was up.

‘Well …’ Jess fidgeted. ‘Well, I just realised—’

‘Wait,’ Leo interrupted and pulled her in close to him. She put her hand on his chest to stop him – she shouldn’t go any further until this was resolved – but became distracted by his yumminess and forgot to pull away, so suddenly his lips were kissing her in the bright, hot morning light. Tara whooped from the hot tub.

Let him go, let his lips go, no do NOT put your tongue in there, she scolded herself.

‘You were saying, you lovely lady?’ Leo pulled away and she took a moment to catch her breath and look at his face, fresh and perfect.

Focus, Jess. ‘Yes, anyway. Thank you, by the way, for the kissing, it was nice and much appreciated.’ She cleared her throat. ‘So I just realised, and I’ve probably done exactly the same thing so I’m totally not blaming you, but we’ve chatted about so much and I was thinking, do you know what? I’ve never actually properly asked you this thing!’ She tittered at the hilarity of the whole situation.

‘It’s fine, go ahead. Ask me,’ he said quickly, seeming a little rushed.

Jess tried to remain light and breezy. She tried to ignore the fact that as soon as the words were out of her mouth it felt as if her heart had plopped out of her chest and thudded to the ground. ‘Um, so what is it you actually do for a living?’

She wished she hadn’t asked. She didn’t want to know, and now the babbling was coming, she could feel the desperate blah blah blah rising to defuse the situation. ‘Not that you need to earn a living per se: just look at your yacht. Not that money’s everything. Maybe it’s nice to work even if you’re loaded, but I’m not asking you about your money, that would be so rude of me – could you imagine? I was just wondering what your job actually was, or is, or was. I mean, you’re so successful …’ she trailed off, out of things to say. Now it was Leo’s turn.

He looked around to see if anyone was listening – that was a bit strange, wasn’t it? What, did he work for MI6?

Maybe he worked for MI6. Maybe he was trying to catch the drug dealers at it!

Oh my God, James Bond has kissed me. SEVERAL times.

‘I work in catering,’ he said carefully, after an eternity. He was definitely still holding back, and she had to keep asking. It was now or never.

‘But what does that mean? Do you own restaurants, or are you a chef?’

OEBPS/images/sunglasses.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780751557480.jpg
LISA DICKENSON

PART 3

CATCH ME
z Ir You
CANNES






OEBPS/images/logo.jpg
sphere





