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Thunk. Leo’s head hit the deck and Jess stared at him in horror for a moment that stretched before her like a conveyor belt.


‘Stop – this isn’t my boat,’ he’d said before going down. How could it not be his boat? She’d spent the night on here, with him. She’d talked to him across the water from Tara’s boat. She’d seen him on here with Harvey and Bruno. And she was on here with him now, having just powered it up and pulled out of the harbour. In fact, it was currently motoring into open water.


If Leo wasn’t the owner, whose superyacht had she just stolen?


And then suddenly she snapped to. ‘Leo!’ she cried, and with a glance out the window – nope, no impending traffic – she swooped down to him. ‘Leo? Can you hear me?’


Tears stung her eyes when Leo didn’t come round. He was breathing, thank God, but he’d had a cracking bump. Jess, shaking, covered her mouth with her hands; everything had gone so wrong and she didn’t know what to do. She’d stolen a yacht and she had no idea how to return it, because yes, she’d been on fishing boats, and yes, she’d understood enough to pull the boat away from the marina and go dead ahead, but she couldn’t bring it back in. She wouldn’t be able to park a superyacht in between all the others like she was just driving her Toyota into Sainsbury’s car park. She’d cause millions in damage. She was in over her head.


Not to mention the gang of drug dealers stamping about on the pier waiting to do who-knows-what to her, and to Leo. And Bryony! She’d left Bryony on her own with them. What a horrible friend she was.


Leo, the one person who might be able to help with at least part of the problem, the man she was falling for but who she didn’t really know at all, was unconscious at her feet.


I want to go home, she thought. I want to go home. She’d had enough of this, enough of playing lifestyles of the rich and famous; she wanted to be back inside that comfort zone she’d been so desperate to escape, wrapped in a blanket, eating Mars bars and watching Friends.


She became aware of her phone ringing.


‘Bryony …’ she wobbled down the receiver.


‘Meems, can you ask Leo to bring the boat back as soon as possible,’ Bryony said, her voice laced with anxiety.


‘I can’t, he’s all … unconscious.’ She looked at Leo lying there and her heart broke for the hundredth time.


‘What? Are you serious?’


‘He fell over and hit his head when I started the yacht—’


‘You started the yacht?!’


‘I just wanted to escape.’ How true that was.


‘Is Leo okay? Are you okay?’


‘I don’t know – I don’t know what to do.’ Jess, her mouth dry, tried to gulp away the lump in her throat and the nausea you get when you know you’ve seriously messed something up.


Bryony heard the panic in her voice. ‘Is he breathing?’ she asked carefully.


‘Yes.’


‘Is he bleeding?’


‘No.’


There were muffled voices and then Bryony spoke again. ‘That’s good. Now, you have to come back.’


‘I don’t know how. As soon as Leo wakes up he can bring us back. I’m sure he’ll come to any minute, he has to.’ She knelt beside him, searching every line in his face, every eyelash, for a sign of movement. Please come to, please, please.


More muffled voices at the end of the phone.


‘What the hell, Harvey? Jesus Christ! Jess, Leo can’t bring the boat in, he doesn’t know how. It’s not his boat, apparently. Here, Harvey wants to talk to you … Tell her.’


Harvey came on the line. ‘Mate, is Leo okay?’


‘Harvey, why is everyone saying this isn’t Leo’s boat?’


At that moment Leo stirred, making a low moan and fluttering his eyelids. Jess dropped the phone at her side and leant over him, relief and happiness overwhelming her to the point of causing her hands to tremble as she ran her fingers over his eyebrows and a tear to plop down onto his cheek. Look at him, he was so vulnerable. ‘You woke for Harvey. You two are so sweet,’ she murmured, smiling at him. She picked the phone up again. ‘Harvey, he’s okay, he’s waking up. Now what’s going on?’


‘Um, yeah, so Leo doesn’t exactly own the yacht.’


‘So I’ve heard. It’s the drug lord’s, isn’t it?’


‘Eh?’


Jess sighed. ‘Harvey, we know about you two. You need to keep away from Bruno, he thinks … oh God, you’re going to hate us. I’m sorry … he thinks you and Leo have been feeding Bryony information.’


‘Wait …’ There was a pause before Harvey spoke to someone else, someone near him. ‘Bruno, why would you not want us hanging out with the ladies?’


‘Is he there with you?’ Jess panicked, a fresh wave of fear creeping up on her. ‘Is Bryony safe? Put Bryony back on! BRYONY?’


‘Jess, it’s me,’ said Bryony, coming back on the phone. ‘Calm down, I’m here with Bruno—’


‘Are you okay? What’s happening?’


‘I’m fine, he’s not a drug lord. Sorry – again – about that,’ Bryony spoke away from the mouthpiece.


‘Who is he?’


‘He’s the security guard for the yacht and … um … he’s called a police charter to come out and get you.’


‘Oh, that’s great,’ breathed Jess. ‘We’re just outside the marina, pointing out to sea—’


‘Yeah, we can see you. You’re not exactly hiding. But Jess, you don’t understand, Bruno called the police before I got here. They’re coming to get you.’


Jess didn’t hear her, as at that moment Leo’s eyes opened and he struggled up to a sitting position, holding his head.


‘Hey, sailor,’ Jess said to him with tenderness.


Leo blinked and looked around him with the confused gaze of someone woken from a weird dream. He made a noise that sounded a bit like a question.


‘Are you okay? Leo, do you know where you are?’ If so, please enlighten me.


He rubbed his head and the cloud lifted, and he smiled up at Jess.


‘Guuuurl, you knock me out,’ Leo joked weakly.


Jess turned back to the phone. ‘Sorry, Bry, Leo’s awake now. What were you saying?’


‘Stop googly-eyeing Leo. I’m saying the police are coming to get you. The yacht does not belong to Leo and you just stole it from under the nose of the security guard and the owner. Seriously, Jess, do you get what I’m telling you?’


It felt like someone had just turned off a bright light. Bryony might physically tower over Jess but she never looked down on her. For Bryony to speak so bluntly, she must be really worried. Jess turned from Leo and spoke quietly to her best friend. ‘Please tell me what’s going on.’


Bryony took a deep breath. ‘Okay. This is what Harvey told me. Leo is not the owner of the yacht, or of any yacht. He’s the chef. Harvey is a deck hand, and Bruno is a security guard. And the rest of the crew were on leave because the yacht was due to just be docked at the festival for two weeks; the owner only needed security, someone to cater for on-board parties and someone to keep it ship-shape.’


It took a few moments for what Bryony was saying to register, and Jess’s first thought was, surprisingly: good. She was glad Leo wasn’t a billionaire and, more to the point, glad he wasn’t a drug smuggler. Never had normal seemed so comforting. But as Bryony’s words sunk in, the momentary relief gave way to the realisation of how tangled up everything had become, with all its lies and implications.


‘Leo’s the chef?’ Jess turned and looked at Leo, who peeped at her with heartbreak in his eyes.


‘I’m sorry,’ he whispered, his hand still rubbing his head.


She moved away from him. ‘But Bry, I spent the night here, in his room … It wasn’t his room, was it?’
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