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About the Book


The third of four exclusive part-serialisations of THE YEAR OF SAYING YES by Hannah Doyle. What’s next in Izzy’s adventure?


Dear Readers


Ahoy there! Welcome to Part Three of my ‘Year of Saying Yes’ which is shaping up to be a corker. I’ve been chock-a-block with your dares:


- I’m now a health guru (I officially know what an ‘alfafa sprout’ is . . . bow before me)


- I faced my fears and shared my wisdom with others #realtalk


- After years of resenting Princess Perfect Pants – aka my sister, Olivia – we finally made up. In Paris, no less. Très bon!


But it hasn’t all been green smoothies and gadding about in gay Paris. There I was, floating on Cloud Nine with the man I thought was my dream guy until I crashed down to earth with a big fat bump when I discovered a big fat secret. Ouch.


But don’t fear, ye of little faith! New Izzy is made of tough stuff. Right?


Love


Izzy x




Part Three


She Who Dares




Chapter Seven


July: Learn a new skill


‘Can I look yet?’ I ask, fidgeting with the blindfold slash lavender eye mask that has been fastened securely around the back of my head.


‘Absolutely not,’ comes the gruff response.


‘But I’ve had this on ever since we turned off the motorway, which must have been hours ago, and I’m worried I’m going blind,’ I insist, though a frisson of excitement is building up inside me.


I hear the car door open and suddenly a pair of manly arms are pulling me out of the passenger seat.


‘Just follow me and stop complaining,’ replies my companion.


What would Poirot do in this predicament? I attempt to sharpen my other senses and hunt for clues. I can hear gravel crunching underneath my flip-flops. I can smell something slightly salty. Then a seagull squawks overhead and I hear the distant dull crash of waves rolling in to shore, which means that we must be by the sea.


‘Have you brought me to the coast?’ I gabble. ‘I LOVE the seaside. Are we at the seaside? Can we eat cockles on the beach?’


I am both disconcerted that no one is answering and impressed with the power of my little grey cells at the same time.


‘Hello? George? Please tell me I haven’t been abandoned at the coast.’


But a hand continues to guide me along and I notice that my flip-flops are now padding over something much softer. Suddenly I’m plonked down in a chair and told to wait patiently while George checks us in.


Eeek! I’m obviously in a hotel. By the sea. With Gorgeous George, but you probably already guessed that bit. He’s been in full gallant gent mode for a while now. It all started when he took a photo of his TV when I was on stage at Glastonbury, and sent it to me with some actual heart emojis. I’m a sucker for a heart emoji. Then came the flowers, the calls, the sweet little messages.


In fact George has been super keen ever since I got back from the festival, and after we met up for drinks, where he apologised profusely for that behaviour over dinner a while back, I was powerless to resist. He insisted that I kept my birthday weekend free for ‘a surprise’. I’ve been racking my brains wondering what he’s planned, and if my detective skills are right, I’m pretty sure we are now on a mini-break for two. How romantic is that?!


I know, I know, you’re wondering what the heck is going on. We haven’t caught up since Alex bailed on me at Glasto. Well, after he jumped to all the wrong conclusions about Nathan and totally rained on my parade, it’s safe to say that the bubble I’d been in after dancing in front of bazillions of people quickly burst. I felt so frustrated with him, not to mention indignant, that I decided to cool off before I returned his call. I waited until I was back at my flat with absolutely zero traces of dry shampoo in my hair and glitter slash mud under my nails before I dialled his number. It went straight to answer phone, so I left a voice message that I hope sounded calm, cool and collected, and asked him to ring me back so I could explain. And then . . . nothing. In total, I left five messages on Alex’s answer phone and I still haven’t heard back from him. FIVE MESSAGES! Jamie reckons that he’s decided he isn’t interested and wants nothing more to do with me. Still, it’s frustrating that I never got the chance to put my side of the story across. You know, like the fact that Nathan is a friend who went out of his way to help me out with tickets to the festival. Friend being the operative word. But no, Alex assumed I was being shady and decided to end things before they’d even really started. Then again, maybe he did me a favour. If he can jump to the wrong conclusion so easily and think so badly of me in the process, then perhaps he isn’t the great guy I assumed from the start.


Still, Jamie’s words of warning have been echoing around in my mind ever since. The Nathan thing might have been totally innocent, but I wasn’t exactly honest with Alex about George. It’s not like I’ve been two-timing them or anything; it just so happened that when one went off the boil, the other, um, got back on the boil. Do you know what I mean? Anyway, if Alex could get upset about me sharing ruddy bunk beds with my next-door neighbour, then it’s probably for the best that he’s completely dropped off the radar. It’s sad, but at least now I can focus all of my attention on George, and I feel like my conscience is a lot clearer.


I run my hands along the sides of the armchair I’ve been plonked in. It feels cool and buttery soft, like an old leather jacket.


‘You look like a sex pest caressing that chair,’ announces George. ‘And I like it.’


He pulls me up to stand and I pray I’m not blushing as we weave through wherever it is we are. Let’s just hope there aren’t any other people here to witness a blindfolded red-faced woman stumbling around after her boyfriend. Or at least, soon-to-be boyfriend! You can’t go on a mini-break without making it official, right? BUTTERFLIES!


‘Let’s take this off, shall we?’


George spins me round and runs his fingers slowly up my spine before finally settling his hands on the ribbon of my eye mask. He knows very well that he is doing sexy things to my insides, and frankly, I can’t wait for this bonkbuster of a weekend to get started. I am finally going to have my wicked way with the man of my dreams. How do you like that, Old Izzy?!


I feel the mask fall away from my head and gradually ease my eyes open, wincing at the bright light in this sun-filled room. It takes several blinks to acclimatise, but eventually, I’m pleased to report that this morning’s kidnapping has not made me blind.


I’m standing in the middle of a very sumptuous bedroom. There’s a four-poster bed at one end, a window seat draped in striped cushions, and a balcony with deckchairs and views out to sea. Everything is decorated in tasteful greys and whites, with accents of blue and yellow dotted around for colour. It’s the picture of seaside chic.


‘So . . . do you like it?’ George asks eagerly.


‘Like it? I love it! Where are we?’


‘Cornwall,’ he replies.


I spin round to smile at him. He’s leaning against a distressed-wood dressing table, two champagne saucers in his hand and an absolutely massive birthday cake perched next to him. It’s covered in white sugar roses and the flames of three lit candles dance about on top.


‘Happy birthday, beautiful,’ he smiles.


‘George, this is too much!’ I clap. ‘The hotel, the cake . . . I don’t know what to say.’


‘Say nothing, let’s just have a toast. I’ve booked us in for dinner at a seafood place down by the harbour later, so I thought we could spend the afternoon exploring the hotel.’


‘That sounds perfect,’ I squeal, picking up a brochure and trying not to lose my shit over a picture of the pool. Just be cool, Izzy.


Six months ago, the thought of parading around in a bikini in front of real-life Gorgeous George would have filled me with panic, and not just because of the extra pounds made entirely from mince pies and sherry that creep on at Christmas. Because my real problem wasn’t what I ate, or how much I weighed, it was how I saw myself. Back then, when I looked in the mirror, my eyes would zoom in on the things I didn’t like. The roundness of my belly or the freckles covering my entire body. Sure, I’ve lost a little bit of weight recently, thanks to the fact that I’m always on the go, but wearing a size 8 has almost nothing to do with my new outlook. I’ve simply gained more confidence. My body can do great things, like climb a mountain and dance like nobody’s watching! And right now, in this black bikini, my body makes me proud. I didn’t need nine layers of fake tan and industrial-strength exfoliator before I felt brave enough to put my swimmers on today; I just bunged my clothes in a locker and walked happily outside to the sun-drenched pool.


George has been soaking up the sunshine on a lounger for some time now.


‘Do you want sun cream?’ I ask. ‘I don’t want you to burn.’


‘Babes, we’re in England. I’ll be fine,’ he smiles, rolling onto his front and staring shamelessly at my boobs.


‘If you’re sure,’ I shrug, having already slathered on some SPF 30 before I came out because #palegirlproblems. ‘I’m going to take a dip.’


I perch by the edge of the pool and tentatively dunk one foot in. It’s so hot today that the heated water feels cool against my toes, and I gasp as I lower myself down, though soon I’m swimming length after length. The sun bounces off the sparkling blue water, warming my face every time I come up for air. I stretch my arms far out in front of me, pushing through with my legs and letting my whole body enjoy the sensation. I’d forgotten how much of a water baby I am. Finally, exhausted, I haul myself out of the pool and stride over to our loungers, where George is busy tapping away at his phone. He puts it down when he spots me approaching.


‘Work never stops,’ he says, rolling his eyes.


‘I know that feeling. Though sometimes it’s nice to leave your phone behind for the day and appreciate what’s around you. I learnt that after my digital detox in the Peaks . . .’ I tail off. A picture of Alex is flashing through my mind and I quickly push it to one side.


‘Oh, I’m appreciating what’s around me, that’s for sure.’ George is practically leering, honing in on the flecks of water still clinging to my body.


‘George!’ I say coyly.


‘What?’ he asks in mock innocence. ‘Now listen, since you’ve finally dragged yourself out of the pool, there is thankfully still time before our reservation to . . . freshen up.’ The glint in his eye tells me that freshening up isn’t really what’s on his mind.


He stands up and holds out a fluffy towel, so I squeeze the last of the water out of my hair and let him wrap it around me. His fingers dance along the back of my neck for the second time today before he spins me round, expertly knotting the towel in place and letting his hands brush along my collarbone. I can hear that his breathing has quickened as he leans down to gently take off my sunglasses.


‘Shall we?’ he asks.


We both know that I am powerless to resist. I’ve been in love with George for over three years, for heaven’s sake. I have fantasised about moments like this before telling myself to snap out of it, because George would never fall for a girl like me. And yet here he is, all chocolate-brown eyes and sheer lust radiating in my direction. I shiver inside my towel, suddenly incredibly nervous as he takes hold of my hand.


It’s finally happening!


‘I should probably shower off the chlorine first,’ I mutter as we approach our room.


Top marks for incredibly sexy chat, Isobel.


‘Great idea,’ George concurs. ‘I’ll join you.’


Let’s just pretend that I didn’t let out a little squeak at that remark. Thankfully, George doesn’t seem to notice. He’s too busy marching into the bathroom and turning the shower on. I know how the shower feels.


I let my towel pool in a heap on the bathroom floor while George whips off his swimming shorts. My heart feels like it’s going to explode out of my chest as he unclasps the back of my bikini top, letting it fall away, and then turns his attention to the bottoms. So here I am, completely naked in front of a completely naked Gorgeous George. His buff torso is still glistening from the sun and I reach out, running my fingertips lightly across his chest. Then, feeling bold and oh so excited, I step backwards into the shower, grabbing his hand and pulling him in with me. I lean back against the wall, unable to take my eyes off George as he joins me under the stream of hot water.


It feels like we’re in a movie.


Gorgeous George and I are about to make sweet love together!


In the shower. In Cornwall. On a romantic mini-break for two.


You really can’t get any sexier than this.


I run a hand through my soaking-wet hair like I’ve seen in those steamy hair-care adverts and pull George closer to me so that we’re both under the shower head.


‘Mmmmm,’ I moan, closing my eyes in anticipation.


‘ARGHHHHHHH!’ George wails.


‘Oh yes . . . Wait, what?’


I snap my eyes back open to see that George’s face has crumpled up in anguish.


‘God, are you all right?’ I splutter, accidentally taking on a mouthful of water as I speak.


But George has leapt out of the shower and is now standing on the bathroom floor, jumping from one foot to another with a look of immense pain on his face. He’s also still totally starkers, so everything is jumping around with him, if you know what I mean. I’m not entirely sure where to look.


‘Fuck!’ he yells.


Well yes, that was the idea.


‘What is it?’ I ask, stepping out of the shower and putting a calming hand on his shoulder.


But he winces and recoils from me.


‘The water!’ he gasps. ‘My skin! I think I’ve got sunburn. It stings like a bastard!’


I try to make soothing noises and start fanning his red-raw back with my hands in a show of sympathy. In reality, however, I’m wildly disappointed that our first ever moment of hot passion has ended up with George doing an ungainly bollock naked dance in the bathroom while completely unable to bear the touch of my skin on his.


It really isn’t the sexually charged scene I’d been hoping for, I’ll be honest.


‘I’ll go and ask the hotel staff if they have any after-sun cream,’ I say, grabbing my towel and drying off.


‘Great, thanks. Sorry to kill the moment,’ he winces. And then he looks like he’s had a light-bulb moment.


‘There is one part of me that’s not sunburnt, though.’


He is looking down at his crotch, which is now . . . um . . . pleased to see me again.


‘But how can we?’ I ask. ‘If the shower’s too much for your skin, there’s no way you’ll be able to hop into bed.’


‘Yeah . . . but you could do me a favour,’ he replies, eyes twinkling as he gestures towards his privates.
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