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      ‘Utterly enchanting’

      Jill Mansell

       

      ‘Magic sparkles from every page’

      Miranda Dickinson

       

      ‘Young, fab and incredibly talented. I think I manage to keep my massive jealousy of Carrie Hope Fletcher just about under control :-)’

      Jenny Colgan

       

      ‘A magical treat’

      Heat 

       

      ‘Romantic’

      Daily Mail 

       

      ‘Reminded me so much of Cecelia Ahern’

      Ali McNamara

       

      ‘A beautifully written love story, full of hope, heart and happy ever after’

      Jo Thomas

    

  
    
      
        
          

        

      

       

      Carrie Hope Fletcher is an actress, singer, vlogger and, thanks to her popular YouTube channel ItsWayPastMyBedTime, ‘honorary big sister’ to hundreds of thousands of young people around the world. Carrie’s first book, All I Know Now, was a number one Sunday Times bestseller and her debut novel, On the Other Side, also went straight to number one in its first week on sale.

      Carrie has played the role of Eponine in Les Misérables at the Queen’s Theatre in London’s West End and received the 2014 WhatsOnStage Award for Best Takeover in a Role. In 2016 she starred as Truly Scrumptious in the UK tour of Chitty Chitty Bang Bang. Carrie lives just outside London with numerous fictional friends that she keeps on bookshelves, just in case.

       

      www.youtube.com/carrie 

		@CarrieHFletcher
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      Vincent Winters was dead. Aged eighty-three he had keeled over after eating some questionable, possibly poisonous fruit from a tree his lost love had planted years before. The street Vincent now found himself on was one he’d not visited in a very long time but it was exactly as he remembered. All the houses stood unchanged. The cherry blossom trees that lined the kerb were lying almost flat against the pavement, in an impossible fight to stay upright in the strange gale that Vincent also found himself leaning into. The wind howled like a thousand wolves, drowning out any chance of calling for help, or hearing it should help even arrive. One moment he had been in Jim Summer’s garden and then, after just one bite of the forbidden fruit, he had suddenly found himself pushing against these ferocious winds. What made it a thousand times worse was that he knew exactly where he was and could see the place he’d wanted to go back to ever since the moment he’d last left it, all those years ago. At the end of the road was the apartment building where he’d spent the happiest days of his life – not a hundred yards away he could see Evie Snow’s balcony. His only wish was to get back to that apartment, that balcony, but fighting against the gale, with one foot unsteadily shuffling in front of the other, he was barely moving. Vincent didn’t know how long he’d been hunched forwards, his hands aching from holding his black coat tightly around his neck and his eyes streaming from the cold. It could have been for ever.
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