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Adele Parks has had numerous top ten bestsellers. Adele has spent her adult life in Italy, Botswana and London until 2005 when she moved to Guildford, where she now lives with her husband and son. She believes reading is a basic human right, so she works closely with The Reading Agency as an Ambassador of the Six Book Challenge, a programme designed to encourage adult literacy. In 2011 she was a judge for the Costa Book Awards.




Acclaim for Adele Parks:


‘Sweet, sharp and simply unforgettable’ Lisa Jewell


‘Will captivate you from the first page’ Closer


‘A must read. Romantic, yet truthful, this is a moving love story with unforgettable characters’ Jenny Colgan


‘A beautifully written, thoughtful exploration of love and loss . . . This is Parks at the top of her consistently excellent game and is one of those rare books you won’t stop thinking about until long after you turn the final page’ Daily Mail


‘A heart-warming, heart-breaking tale of love and loss, with an ending that will knock you off your feet. This is Adele Parks at the top of her game’ Freya North


‘Utterly engrossing and beautifully written’ Mike Gayle


‘A fairytale with bite. Sparkly, compelling and – ultimately unexpected’ Jane Fallon


‘Adele Parks is a deft observer of human nature’ Kathleen Tessaro


‘Be warned, you might nearly miss your bus stop (like I did) you’ll be so engrossed. Plus there’s a mighty twist at the end’ Woman




About the Book


Adele Parks, the Sunday Times bestselling author of THE STATE WE’RE IN and WHATEVER IT TAKES, draws together some of her most popular short stories in a collection that will delight existing and new fans alike, and appeal to readers of Lisa Jewell and Jojo Moyes.


When it comes to falling in love and finding the elusive ‘one’, Adele Parks, with her trademark, up-front, tell-it-as-it-is style, gets right to the heart of the dilemmas real women – and men – face in their lives.


FINDING THE ONE is the first of four deliciously insightful e-short story collections about the changing face of love – and sometimes finding it in the most unexpected of places.


***Includes a preview of Adele’s emotional, passionate and sweeping new historical novel IF YOU GO AWAY.***
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Judging A Book By Its Cover


Helena sank back into her couch, balancing a floral china teacup and saucer and two plain biscuits, and took a moment to admire the neat and tidy environment she’d re-established. She loved the children coming home from university for the weekend. She liked to hear their news and see them eat properly; she didn’t mind that they brought a huge bag of laundry each. She was their mother and as such would do anything to help them and look after them. That was what mothers were for. Besides, Amanda and Michael never took her for granted; they were both truly grateful for her attention and concern. They pecked her on the cheek as they showered her with thank yous and ‘You’re the best, Mum.’ Helena knew that at nineteen and twenty-one her offspring were officially adults, but they still seemed very young to her. Life was so tough, stressful and expensive nowadays, much harder than when she and Eddie had started out; the children often appeared to be just as vulnerable as they were on their very first day of school. She encouraged them to come home as regularly as possible. She didn’t mind the extra work.


That said, they were incredibly messy. After they returned to their universities, the house always had the appearance of a flustered maiden aunt who had had one too many sherries at a wedding reception: everything was a little askew and nothing made sense. White towels were bruised with smudges of mascara, plates of half-finished food took refuge under Michael’s bed, jars and bottles repelled their lids, bins spat out litter and tables were tattooed with coffee cup rings.


Mrs Cooper, Helena’s cleaner, came in every Wednesday for three hours and had been doing so for eighteen years. Helena had decided she could not wait for Wednesday to have calm and order restored in the house, so she’d tidied it herself. For one thing, Mrs Cooper was asthmatic and older than Helena by a generation, and therefore not an especially effective cleaner. Anything beyond light dusting was a stretch. Helena didn’t actually need a cleaner, as she was the only one at home nowadays, but she kept Mrs Cooper because she appreciated continuity. She couldn’t very well just fire the woman after so many years of devotion (as Eddie had done to Helena). Besides, there were certain things a woman of Helena’s standing was supposed to have – a detached property, a cleaner, a window cleaner, a husband who worked in the City. She hadn’t been able to hold on to her husband, but she was determined to cling to the rest.


Their divorce had been relatively amicable. Eddie had moved to Hong Kong with his younger, prettier, blonder (sillier!) PA and left Helena with the family home and enough cash to get by. Guilt, she supposed, had motivated him to find his way to a squabble-free arrangement. She didn’t miss him any more; he’d been absent long before they divorced. She found she’d been able to fill the gap he left with nothing more than a tasteful flower arrangement.


She sipped her tea and surveyed the now dust-free surfaces, the neatly stacked magazines and the polished floorboards with the same pleasure with which other women ogled Bradley Cooper. A tap at the front door awoke her from her domestic fantasy.


‘Afternoon, Helena.’


Helena sighed quietly. She’d really prefer it if David, the window cleaner, called her Mrs Jackson, but he insisted on being familiar. If ever she tried to call him Mr Simmons (which was the name on his van), he’d make a joke about his dad being retired and insist that she call him Dave; they compromised with David.


‘Would you be so good as to refill my bucket?’ David asked with a polite smile. He always asked for fresh water, but Helena didn’t mind. It was an unequivocal joy to her when the sunlight bounced through her streak-free windows and splattered into her immaculate front room. ‘Have you been spring-cleaning?’ he asked, craning his neck into the spotless hallway.


David was always cheerful and made pleasant small talk. On cold, blowy days he commented how fresh everything was; on hot days he didn’t grumble but said it was lovely weather to be outside in. Eddie had always been dour; he didn’t do chat. Not that it was fair to compare the two men. David was a window cleaner and was therefore carefree, with little responsibility. Eddie had an important job with a great deal of stress; of course he was too busy to chat. Or to be kind. He never noticed Helena’s polished surfaces.


‘Would you like a cold drink? I’ve some delicious home-made lemonade, though I hasten to add it wasn’t made in this home. I bought it from a farm at the weekend. The children were here; we had a jaunt out.’


David followed her through to the kitchen. ‘How are the kids? Working hard?’


‘Fine, I think. The only thing they worry about is me. Amanda suggested I try speed dating! Can you imagine?. That suggestion came hot on the heels of suggesting internet dating last time she was home.’ Helena rolled her eyes. ‘She thinks I’m short of company.’
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