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Chapter 1
Summer Penhalligan was only five years old when she stood on the
stage of the Polwenna Bay Village Hall and sang Somewhere over
the Rainbow, but even before the final verse was over her mother
knew she was destined for fame and fortune, far away from Cornwall
and in the bright lights of the West End. Nothing was going to get in
the way of Susie Penhalligan’s dreams – least of all her daughter.

Summer had spent most of her childhood learning lines, being
trundled up and down the country to rehearsals and practising ballet
and tap until her feet hurt. While her siblings had spent their time
playing on the beach or surfing – or, later on, drinking scrumpy in
The Ship – Summer had focused on her acting and tried not to care
that she was missing out on what looked like a lot of fun. On the odd
occasion when she’d felt like missing a dance class or Saturday
rehearsal to spend time with her best friend Morwenna, just the
thought of her mother’s disappointment had been enough to stop
Summer in her tracks. Susie had lived and breathed Summer’s
acting, thinking nothing of driving her daughter hundreds of miles to
auditions or classes in their exhausted Ford Fiesta, and she’d saved
every penny from her job cleaning holiday cottages to help pay for it
all. Even Summer’s father Eddie, a gruff fisherman who spent more
time propping up the bar than he ever did at home, would sometimes
make it to a show and then boast drunkenly to all and sundry in The
Ship that his girl was going to make them proud. Summer had
always known that she had to succeed. Letting her parents down
hadn’t been an option.

Fortunately hard work, dedication and talent had been in
Summer’s favour, and so had her striking looks and slim figure. Like
all of the Penhalligan family, Summer had been blessed with a
combination of inky black hair and olive skin – rumoured to be the
legacy of a Spanish Armada survivor who’d been washed ashore in
Cornwall and had found comfort in the arms of a local girl – and eyes
as sea green as the waves that danced beyond the harbour wall.

It had broken Summer’s heart to leave her family and friends
behind, especially one friend in particular, whom even now she
couldn’t think about without her chest constricting. Nevertheless,



she’d left Cornwall shortly after her sixteenth birthday and set off for
London, where (to her mother’s immense pride) she’d managed to
secure a place at a top drama school. In the twelve years since,
Summer had scarcely had time to breathe. She could certainly count
on one hand the amount of times she’d been free to return home.

Home. When she’d first arrived in London, just the thought of
Cornwall had been enough to make her eyes prickle. Whenever
she’d allowed herself to dwell too much on everything she’d left
behind, from the higgledy-piggledy rooftops to the ceaseless crash of
the waves breaking on the rocks below her bedroom window,
Summer had started to panic – and she’d had to think very hard
indeed about how many sacrifices her family had made to send her
all the way up country to drama school. Each time she’d thought
about that one person in particular, the person whose hurt and anger
had made Summer feel as though her own heart was being clawed
out, she’d had to screw her eyes tightly shut and concentrate on how
proud everyone at home was and just how much they’d given up so
that she could be here. It would have been selfish and ungrateful to
turn tail to Paddington Station and hurl herself onto the first train
home.

Sometimes Summer had resorted to pulling one of her precious
Topshop earrings out of her earlobe and digging it into her arm, until
the bite of metal managed to blunt the homesickness. Then, when
her emotions were back under control, she’d always give herself a
stern lecture: about how her mother had toiled for her, clearing the
mess left behind by the Range Rover-driving holidaymakers who
rented the prettiest cottages down by the harbour, and about how
her brothers had chosen to go to sea with Eddie and put money into
the family pot rather than take their A levels. She couldn’t let them all
down. Ironically, even her friend Morwenna had once sacrificed the
money she’d saved for a new saddle so that she could buy Summer
a beautiful collector’s edition of Shakespeare’s plays.

As it turned out, though, Mo and the rest of the Tremaine family
had ended up letting Summer down in just about the worst way
possible…

In those early, lonely days, thinking about her best friend had often
meant another earring jab. The two girls had grown up together and



been closer than sisters. Although Morwenna was as fair skinned as
Summer was dark, they’d often liked to imagine that they were twins.
Back then it was certainly true that wherever one girl was, the other
was never far away. Even more than a decade on, Summer often still
found herself thinking that she must tell Morwenna about some
incident or other, or feeling her heart lift when she caught sight of a
curly red head in a crowd. The subsequent realisation that the
friendship was long gone was every bit as painful as if the loss had
happened yesterday. Mo and Summer no longer spoke – and they
probably never would again.

In desperation, Summer had thrown herself into her studies, and
before long the excitement of her new life in the city had been a balm
to the homesickness. The longer she stayed away from Polwenna
Bay, the less upsetting the memories became. It was easier not to
think about home, Summer had soon learned, to shut the door firmly
on the longing to be back and to refuse to dwell on it. Besides, it
couldn’t have been made any clearer that she was no longer wanted.

There were many advantages to having years of acting classes
under her belt; not least of these was discovering that if she played
the part of a confident and sassy city chick, she could pretty much
convince everyone around her and possibly even herself too.
Elocution and acting classes had soon smoothed away the warm
Cornish drawl from her voice and with practice Summer had
managed to erase Polwenna Bay from her heart as well, or at least
lock it away in a very small corner that she was determined to
seldom visit.

As time slid past in that imperceptible yet alarming way that years
do, Summer found that if she did ever miss the calling of the gulls,
the tang of salt in the air or the lemon-sharp light of the bay, then she
was able to console herself with the knowledge that at least she’d
managed to find the fame that her mother had craved for her.

Had she made her family proud? Summer wasn’t so sure. Maybe
proud wasn’t quite the right word; somehow Summer doubted that
her Shakespeare-loving mother approved of the direction Summer’s
career path had taken in the end. Her father had been utterly
mortified – no more bragging in the pub from him, she imagined –
but at least she’d managed to pay off their mortgage and could make



sure they were taken care of. Her brothers were less delicate and
had readily accepted the down payment on their new trawler,
Penhalligan Girl, but Polwenna was a small place and people had
long memories, so Summer stayed away. Her face was on billboards
and magazines the length and breadth of Britain; she belonged to
that small and very select group of celebrities known solely by their
first names, and she lived a lifestyle that most people could only
dream of.

Summer had never intended to disillusion her family by letting
them know that the dream was actually more of a nightmare. But
now, suddenly, it seemed that she didn’t have much of a choice…

After all those years away, it was a shock to find herself returning
to Polwenna Bay, the small Cornish fishing town where she’d grown
up. Summer hadn’t known that this was where she was heading, or
even that she was leaving London. Everything had happened in such
a hurry. Her head was still spinning at how an entire life could
change in a heartbeat. One minute she’d been sitting at the bottom
of the stairs with her head in her hands, an entire galaxy of stars
whirling in front of her eyes, and the next she’d been scooping up
her car keys from the table and running out of the door, down the
scrubbed steps and out into the street. Had she even shut the blue
front door of their sweet Kensington mews house? Summer didn’t
have a clue – and as she’d floored it along the A38, she hadn’t really
cared. She was away from Justin and that was all that mattered.

Now, as she guided the Audi off the main road, Summer became
aware that her heart was racing from more than the adrenalin of her
flight from London. These sunken lanes, rendered cool green tunnels
by gnarled trees interlocking their limbs above, were achingly
familiar. Cornwall, the county of saints and sinners, smugglers and
wreckers, she thought – and her stomach tangled with delicious
excitement. Driving westwards, Summer knew every twist and turn of
the road, and the names of the small villages and hamlets were as
familiar as her own. Trerulefoot, Narkurs, Nomansland and
Hessenford: strange foreign-sounding names half-forgotten but
suddenly as fresh in Summer’s mind as though she’d seen them only
yesterday. These places unfolded before her just like the landscape
that peeled away from the narrow lanes into rolling fields of ripening



crops and acid-green pastures, dotted with sheep resembling balls of
cotton wool. Any minute now the road would bear sharply to the
right, skirting an ancient church that slumbered in the sunshine, and
then she’d see it: the glimpse of glittering blue sea that meant she
was nearly back at Polwenna Bay.

Sure enough the road right-angled, exactly as she knew it would,
and Summer found herself braking hard. Lord! She’d been driving
way too fast in her haste to put as much distance as possible
between herself and the city. Heaven only knew how many speed
traps she’d sailed through. She’d probably lost her licence before
she’d even hit the M4. At least moving at speed had meant that
she’d avoided the paps, though. There were usually a few hanging
around the London house in the hope that they might get a shot of
Britain’s favourite couple. Usually Summer gave them what they
wanted, because it was easier that way – she made sure her image
was controlled and they got a picture that could actually be used –
but today she’d shot out in such a hurry that the one guy who’d been
sunning himself on her wall hadn’t even had time to grab his camera
before she’d raced away. With any luck Justin wouldn’t be home until
late, as there was often a function on after a match, and by that time
the pap would have pushed off for his tea.

The last thing Summer needed was a story breaking off the back
of a typical Justin Anderson episode. If the press got wind that she
was in Polwenna Bay then she’d be well and truly stuck. The town
was tiny; you could sneeze at one end and have Mrs Keverne in the
village shop at the other calling out bless you! There wouldn’t be
many places Summer could hide, and if some people still held
grudges – her stomach lurched at the thought – it wouldn’t be hard to
drop her in it. She guessed she was counting on the fact that, no
matter what had gone on in the past, the Cornish looked after their
own. The network of caves and tunnels rumoured to honeycomb the
hillside beneath the town, not to mention the amount of cafés and gift
shops that bore reference to wreckers and smugglers, certainly
stood testament to Polwenna Bay’s history of remaining tight-lipped.
Be it hiding a smuggler from the excise men or keeping quiet about a
runaway actress-turned-model, Summer was hoping that all that had
changed was the date displayed on the calendar.



And then, all of a sudden, there it was! On the horizon, the sea
was nestling between two perky hills that reminded Summer a little
uncomfortably of her latest advertising campaign. Although she was
twenty-eight now, she still felt the same excitement that this glimpse
of the sparkling ocean had always given her. Summer had woken up
to the sea every day for the first sixteen years of her life. Like a
stroppy partner, the sea was never the same two days or even two
minutes running: it was a constant kaleidoscope of blues and
turquoises or greens and greys. Sometimes it turned savage, spitting
like a cat and hurling handfuls of brine at the windows of Cobble
Cottage, causing Susie to pace and fret until Eddie’s trawler was
safely moored against the harbour wall and the gate was firmly shut.
On other mornings Summer had flung open the curtains and gazed
across a sea as oily-smooth as petrol, the bay reflected as though in
a mirror and admiring itself in the sunshine. The best days of all had
been those when the sun had been out, the waves had been
glittering and, craning her neck, Summer had been able to see a red
hanky fluttering from the top window of Seaspray House across the
bay. She knew then that a small wooden boat was already making its
way across to collect her…

No, no, no. Summer shook her head as though trying to shake the
image out of her mind’s eye. Memories like these were staying
securely shut away. She’d had them under lock and key since the
day the taxi had driven her slowly through the town and away to a
new life; to open her personal Pandora’s box now would be nothing
short of crazy. The girl who had watched the little boat dancing
closer, who had sneaked away from the house to snatch a few
forbidden hours exploring the coves and creeks, no longer existed.
The feel of that mouth on hers, the blue of his eyes the same as the
cobalt water, the way he’d held her face between his hands and
looked at her as though he’d never be able to tear his gaze away: all
these things that had once meant so much were really as
insubstantial as the sea frets that blew in over the bay. That time had
gone and Summer knew that her past wasn’t so much a foreign
country as another world altogether.

Yes, that girl had left a long time ago, but as she drove the last
mile towards Polwenna Bay, Summer couldn’t help wondering



whether maybe, just maybe, the boy with the sea-blue eyes might
have stayed…



Chapter 2
Jake Tremaine was never quite certain whether he loved or loathed
the Polwenna Bay Festival. On the one hand it was good fun to see
the village come back to life after the long winter of empty streets
and closed shops, but on the other it meant that getting the pickup
truck through the narrow roads was even harder than usual. To
continue would risk squashing several dancing locals (all wearing
emerald face paints and adorned with greenery, for reasons he’d
never quite fathomed in all his years of living in the place) or
scraping even more paint from the bumper of the truck if he pulled in
tightly against one of the cottages to allow the procession to pass. It
was easier to abandon the work vehicle in the tourist car park at the
top of the town and walk down to the marina. Not that Jake had ever
scraped the truck. Having learned to negotiate the narrow streets as
a teenager, knowing how many centimetres were spare at either side
of the vehicle was almost a sixth sense; he could coax it through the
narrowest spots with an ease that had been the undoing of many
holidaymakers who’d attempted to copy him. No, the fresh scars on
the side of the Ranger were undoubtedly the work of his younger
sister, Issie, whose spatial awareness was in inverse proportion to
her ability to cause havoc wherever she went.

As he parked the truck in one of the few spaces left on this sunny
May Saturday, Jake reflected on the problem that was the youngest
Tremaine sibling. Whereas he was the oldest and practically had
dents in his shoulders from the weight of worrying about the family
business, Issie was the total opposite, whirling in and out of the
family like a blonde-dreadlocked and henna-tattooed tornado.
Having recently returned from her latest travelling stint, Issie was no
doubt somewhere in the town dressed in a costume, downing
scrumpy and getting herself into all kinds of trouble that at the age of
twenty-two she really should be beyond. Last night’s skinny-dipping
in the harbour certainly hadn’t been her brightest idea, no matter
how earnestly she’d tried to explain that the full moon had restorative
powers. Their grandmother, Alice, had been mortified. Jake sighed.
The thought of the chaos Issie might cause today was yet another



stress he could do without. He was only relieved that her twin, Nick,
and the Penhalligan brothers were at sea and not around to
encourage her, because when that bunch met up anything could
happen. Take the time they’d “borrowed” three thousand pounds’
worth of nets from the quay to make a tree house, for example.
Eddie Penhalligan had been wild. Jake still remembered how
Summer; her green eyes wide as she retold the tale, had said that
even the walls of their cottage had shaken with his roars of fury.

Jake smiled at the long-ago memory and sent up a silent prayer of
gratitude that it was a flat calm day and perfect for fishing. The
perpetrators of that crime might be adults now, but they could still
cause trouble when they got together and a few beers were added to
the mix. He had enough to do today without having to drag Nick out
of a fight or prevent his crazy sister from doing midnight parkour
along the harbour wall.

He glanced down at his watch and saw with relief that it was only
early afternoon. Great. That left him plenty of time to get everything
finished. He could do the final checks on his wealthy customers’
boats, make a couple of phone calls to the parts people and, if he felt
like it, grab a beer before heading up the hill to Seaspray. With any
luck most of the visitors would be watching the tug of war on the
beach, leaving the pub relatively quiet. Later on he knew that The
Ship Inn would be rammed, visitors squashed together like sardines
in a press of Seasalt clothing and Cath Kidston bags while getting
merry on Pol Brew Ale. There would be hardly any space between
the door and the bar, and any locals would be squeezed out into the
small yard at the back to congregate by the beer barrels, where
they’d smoke rollups and moan about the emmets. Jake didn’t
smoke or have a burning desire to sit in a dank corner by the bins,
and he certainly wasn’t going to join in any complaints about the
influx of holidaymakers. He knew all the arguments about holiday
cottages pricing out the locals and changing the village, and he had
his fair share of sympathy with them. Nevertheless, the tourists who
flocked to the pretty Cornish fishing village also provided a huge
chunk of the Tremaines’ income. To make sure that the marina and
Seaspray stayed in the family, Jake would willingly grit his teeth and
put up with the crowds, the influx of Boden and the gleaming four-by-



fours that invariably got wedged when their drivers chose to believe
the satnav over the evidence of their own eyes.

Jake swung his tool case from the truck and steeled himself to
carry it through the busy village and down to the harbour. He didn’t
usually work on Saturday afternoons. Not in the marina, anyway –
although more often than not he was busy mowing the lawns up at
Seaspray or fixing something in a holiday cottage. Today, though, his
wealthiest customer had just arrived from London and expected his
boat to be ready to go.

This particular customer, Ashley Carstairs, was the worst kind of
second-homer. He’d arrived in the Bay six months previously and
quickly snapped up one of the premier properties, which he was hell-
bent on renovating as fast as possible. The Cornish dreckly way of
doing things drove Ashley round the twist. As an ex-banker with an
annual bonus bigger than most people would earn in a lifetime, he
was certainly used to flashing the cash and getting exactly what he
wanted – and instantly, too. The pace of life in Cornwall was slower
than in London anyway, but Ashley’s tutting and eye-rolling in the
village shop as the locals chatted over the till only served to make
everyone go even slower. He liked to complain, too, and had even
found fault with The Plump Seagull, the much-praised Michelin-
starred restaurant run by Jake’s brother Symon. Not only that, but
Ashley had committed an unforgivable Polwenna Bay crime when
he’d parked his flash car in the private space belonging to Silver
Starr, the tasselled, tarot-card-reading owner of the hippy pisky shop
Magic Moon. Silver, whose real but far less romantic name was
Shirley Potts, had struggled to park her ancient Mini and had ended
up leaving it on the harbour slipway, where it was soon marooned by
the incoming tide. Ashley had been unrepentant and, to add insult to
injury, had done exactly the same a week later. He was lucky, Jake
thought wryly, that the only magic thing about Silver was the
mushrooms she liked to pick from the cliff tops; it would have been
fitting if she’d been able to turn Ashley into a frog. Parking spaces in
Polwenna Bay were like gold dust, and using anyone else’s even
momentarily put you in the bad books for at least two generations.

As well as upsetting the local New Age brigade and insulting
Symon’s culinary prowess, Ashley had snapped up Mariners, one of



the prettiest houses in the village, and was now busy pulling it apart
– another thing that hadn’t endeared him to the locals. Not that
Cashley, as he was known locally, gave a hoot about this. Property
developing was his game and Polwenna Bay was the unfortunate
spot where he’d decided to play. He might mention childhood
holidays in Cornwall but everybody knew there wasn’t a sentimental
bone in his body: it was all about making money.

Mariners was a beautiful stone property on the west headland. For
sixty years it had stood staunchly through the worst of the winter
gales, gazing out at the seascape from its huge ground-floor window.
Although it was only accessible by a steep footpath, the inconvenient
access was more than compensated for, in Jake’s opinion, by the
breathtaking views across the bay and out to sea. At night the lights
of the village floated below like those of a fairy grotto, and the
Eddystone Lighthouse winked out of the darkness. By day anyone
standing in the window felt as though they could stretch their wings
and fly over Polwenna, just like the circling gulls that called endlessly
overhead. Ashley, however, wasn’t prepared to lug his belongings up
to the house. Nor was he willing to use a quad bike and a trailer like
everyone else who could only reach their houses by the cliff path.
No. Ashley wanted to bulldoze a road in through ancient woodland;
he wanted an underground garage for his cars and, just in case he
needed it, a helipad too. The house had already been ripped back to
the walls but the project was currently halted in its tracks thanks to a
fierce campaign orchestrated by a group of villagers, including
Jake’s fiery sister, Morwenna.

“Why the bloody hell buy a house he can’t get to and doesn’t like
anyway? Why destroy a thousand years of woodland just because
he can’t be arsed to walk to his front door?” Morwenna had raged,
storming back and forth across Seaspray’s kitchen. Her muddy yard
boots had been kicked off by the back door, and stomping across the
slate floor in thick Toggi socks didn’t have quite the same impact, but
the tossing of her wild red hair and the determined tilt of her chin
spoke volumes about her outrage. She looked like an angry Rossetti
painting.

“Because he’s a cock?” Nick had offered mildly from his seat at the
kitchen table where, feet up amid the debris of unpaid bills,



newspapers and mugs, he was simultaneously flicking through
Fishing News and texting his latest conquest. Even in a tatty smock
and with his long blond hair caught up in a rubber-banded ponytail,
Nick attracted women like the cream teas in the harbour tea shop
attracted wasps. With his dancing blue eyes, stubbled jaw and
glinting pirate-style earring, Nick certainly rocked the young-Brad-
Pitt-meets-fisherman look. Female holidaymakers swooned when
they caught sight of him mending nets on the quay or holding court
in The Ship, a pint in one hand and the other leaning against a
beam. Wherever he went, a trail of broken hearts followed. Not that
Nick meant to upset anyone. There was just so little time and so
many pretty girls; besides, going to sea made a man realise he had
to grab life hard and squeeze out every drop (or so Nick said). He
made Jake, who often ended up opening the door to hopeful females
and making tea while his gran mopped their tears, feel as ancient as
the weathered granite below Seaspray’s limewashed walls.

“A cock with money. Crap combination,” Mo had spat, charging to
the window and glowering across Polwenna Bay towards Mariners,
as though by sheer power of will she could make Ashley Carstairs
burst into flames. Actually, Jake wouldn’t have put this past her.
When it came to determination, his sister had more than her fair
share. In fact, she’d probably elbowed the rest of them out of the
way when God was dishing it out. From running her equestrian
business, to riding horses over cross-country jumps that gave Jake
vertigo just looking at them, to fighting her latest cause, Morwenna
was a force of nature. She was constantly challenging Jake about
his continued acceptance of Ashley’s flashy fuel-guzzling “penis
boat” in the Tremaine marina. She made it very clear that she
thought her brother was letting the side down by not giving the
village’s arch-enemy his marching orders.

Threading through the ice-cream- and pasty-eating crowds on his
way to make sure that the very same floating phallic symbol was
fuelled and ready for its owner’s arrival, Jake reflected wearily that it
was all very well for Morwenna to get on her high horse, both literal
and metaphorical, but she wasn’t the one who woke up at three in
the morning with a racing heart as thoughts of the family’s precarious
finances whirled around and around in her head. Only Jake and his



father, Jimmy, knew the true state of the Tremaine family business
and the reasons why a family that had once owned so much of the
village now teetered on the brink of losing everything. No, thought
Jake bleakly as he dodged the local baker in full morris costume and
narrowly missed having his eye put out by a stick with bells,
Morwenna didn’t have a clue – and he was going to do everything
within his power to make sure it stayed that way. Better she thought
that he was a spineless coward who just wanted the easy money
than that she knew the painful truth. Cashley was indeed a cock but
he was a cock who paid their business handsomely. For that, Jake
was prepared to grit his teeth and face his sister’s scorn. If he were
to try to hang on to what little the family did have left, then every
penny counted.

The main road into the village began as a fairly wide thoroughfare
with enough room for two vehicles to pass. Today, visitors flowed
along it like a human tide. The road meandered past the village hall
and the old Methodist chapel, following the path of the River Wenn
as it leapt and splashed on the final stretch of its journey from the
moors to the sea. Little bridges across the river gave the locals
access to their homes; nasturtiums and aubrietia tumbled from
window boxes and lobelia foamed from the dry stone walls. Brightly
painted signs announced the possibility of bed and breakfast in
dwellings with romantic names like Seaways and Rivercott. Jake’s
progress was slowed by groups of people stopping abruptly to point
out sights that he had taken for granted for years; now, forced to
reduce his speed, he found himself looking at the village through
their eyes, and in spite of all his worries his heart lifted.

In all his travels around the globe, from working on the sheep
station in Australia to a year crewing in the Caribbean, there was
nowhere in the world that had matched up to Cornwall. The sharp
scoured light, the headspace that being out on the sea gave him, the
wide sweep of lemony sand that was the bay, the endless calling of
the gulls as they circled overhead... The tug of homesickness he’d
felt whenever he’d thought of Polwenna Bay had told Jake that no
matter how far he travelled he would always come home. This place
held his heart more firmly than any woman ever had – or, rather,
more firmly than he would ever allow any woman to do again.



The holidaymakers were pointing excitedly down into the river as a
flotilla of yellow plastic ducks bobbed by, chased by the new vicar, a
plump apple-cheeked woman in her early thirties. She was brave on
two accounts, Jake thought as he watched her huff and puff after
them. Taking on Polwenna Bay’s charity duck race was no mean
feat. Apart from the logistics involved in selling each numbered
bathtub duck for one pound, tipping two hundred of them into the
river and then making sure they all floated down to be caught in the
harbour, the locals tended to get very competitive about the result.
The Tremaine children had loved the duck race – it was always a
highlight of the festival – and even now Jake felt an echo of the old
excitement as he watched the new vicar splash after the jaunty
yellow toys.

The plastic flock would, Jake was certain, be a lot easier to deal
with than the human kind, even in a river and with a brisk north-
easterly wind sending them scooting downstream. He wasn’t a
churchgoer himself (having given up pleading with God many years
ago, he now left such things to his gran), but Jake knew how central
the vicar’s role was to Polwenna Bay. In true Vicar of Dibley style,
the older villagers had been stunned to have a young woman sent to
shepherd them. Jake also had a nasty suspicion that pretty St
Wenn’s, set on the hillside and enjoying a stunning view over the
lichen-crusted rooftops and out to sea, was on borrowed time before
the Church of England decided to cash in its asset, once it twigged
that you could count the congregation on one hand and still have
fingers left over. Only a few weeks ago he’d been walking through
the village and up the little lane near the church when he’d bumped
into Cashley coming through the lych-gate. Since Cashley was a
devoted follower of Mammon, it seemed unlikely he’d popped in to
say a prayer or two. Now, as Jake watched the new vicar, looking
like a cherub who’d fallen out of heaven and guzzled a few too many
pasties, he felt a twinge of concern. Maybe he’d ask Granny Alice to
introduce her to Mo? If anyone was up for fighting for the underdog,
it was his sister.

With the duck race now gone, the tourists surged forward. Each
side of the street was lined with gift shops, cafés and pasty shops all
vying for trade, with their doors flung open to entice the new arrivals.



Jake had seen all of these shops far more often than he cared to
think about. He knew them all as well as he knew the creaking of the
boats in the harbour, or the three hidden rocks that lurked just
beyond the bay and only inches below the surface in deadly wait for
the unaware (Morwenna had been furious when Jake had shown
Cashley where these were); he didn’t even need to look to know
what was where. Some of the businesses had been here forever –
like the toy shop filled with dusty Lego and run by a woman who
quite clearly detested children, or the old bakery which sold pasties
the size of trawl doors – whereas others were new and changed
every other season.

His toolkit was heavy so Jake switched hands, silently cursing the
festival for preventing easier parking down at the harbour. He
promised himself that once he’d checked Cashley’s boat he would
reward himself with a well-deserved hour or two in the pub. To hell
with it: he might even throw caution to the wind, take the rest of the
day off and actually enjoy the celebrations for once. There was going
to be a hog roast on the quay, courtesy of Symon’s restaurant, and
later on their younger brother Zak’s band, The Tinners, would be
playing in the square. This event was causing quite a stir. The
Tinners had a big following in Cornwall, and legions of devoted fans
(whom Jake strongly suspected followed the band more for Zak’s
rock-star looks than the music) had been arriving all day.

As the street narrowed and the houses edged closer and closer
together, Jake was in two minds as to whether or not his brother’s
band playing tonight was good news. Zak was undoubtedly talented
and apparently on the brink of great things, but to be honest Zak had
always been on the brink of great things. Unfortunately, his deck-
chair laid-back attitude and tendency to spend more time with the
groupies than at rehearsals were proving to be stumbling blocks on
his road to fame and fortune. At any rate, Jake doubted that Jon Bon
Jovi was shaking in his leather trousers.

The main street was barely one car wide now and it was thronging
with people. The jingle of Morris dancers and the piping of folk music
drowned out the seagulls and went some way towards smothering
the hopeless revving of a Range Rover wedged at the narrowest
point, the large no-entry sign having experienced yet another fail.



Turning right instead as he headed past the post office and down
towards the marina, Jake stepped aside to let two pretty girls pass.
All tousled hair crowned with daisy-chain headbands, and sporting
tight white vests and tiny denim cut-offs displaying their endless
honey-hued legs to full advantage, they dimpled up at him and
batted mascara-heavy eyelashes. Jake smiled. Nice to know that at
thirty and dressed in his tatty old Levi’s, work boots and a tee-shirt
that had seen better days he still had it! No matter what chaos Zak
caused tonight, an influx of twenty-something rock chicks with an
urge to party could only be a good thing.

Still, Jake was a busy guy these days and at thirty was wise
enough to realise that there came a point in every man’s life when
chasing holidaymakers was no longer exciting but actually quite sad.
He’d been virtually single ever since returning to Polwenna Bay
several months earlier – in spite of his grandmother’s best efforts to
match make. Jake knew everyone in the village but, as fond as he
was of many of the women, there was nobody who made his nerve
ends fizz or with whom he had a connection. Was he being
unrealistic to want something more? Jake didn’t know; he didn’t let
himself dwell on the lurking fear that perhaps that connection, that
surety of knowing someone better than you knew yourself, was a
once-in-a-lifetime fluke. If it existed at all, that was. He’d been
convinced in it once, but how wrong could a man be? He shook his
head, unable to believe that even all these years on there was still a
dull ache when he allowed his thoughts to wander in this direction.

I need to get a grip, Jake thought. Coming back to Polwenna Bay
had unsettled him, that was all. Every corner he turned and every
dark head he glimpsed transported him back to another lifetime.
He’d thought that going travelling would be the key to escaping those
feelings, but the tug of home had been his ever-present companion
even when diving the gin-clear Caribbean Sea or galloping a horse
across the outback. Finally he’d given in to his grandmother’s pleas
and returned. Just in the nick of time too, as it had turned out. But
maybe this hadn’t been a good thing? As much as Jake loved
Polwenna Bay, there were far too many memories here.

He sighed. This was hardly a train of thought for a sunny May day
when the sky was duck-egg blue and the sun was beaming down for



once, rather than playing hide-and-seek behind its usual wrapping of
pewter clouds. It wasn’t as though he had anything to complain
about either – not like his brother Danny. Yes, if anyone was entitled
to moan then it was Dan. It was bad enough to be injured on a tour
of duty and discharged from the job you loved, but it was worse
again to have your wife walk out on you just when you needed her
most. Danny was devastated and for some reason seemed to think
that it was all his fault, as though getting hit by shrapnel in a roadside
attack was something he’d planned just to ruin his wife’s plans for a
bigger house and another few years of basking in her husband’s
glory. Jake’s jaw clenched. On reflection, he’d come to realise that
he’d never liked Tara much anyway. She was certainly pretty and
(although these were inappropriate things for a brother-in-law to
think) she had great tits and a perfect peach of an ass in the
designer jeans she wore like a second skin. Yet there was a
calculating coldness in her eyes that had always reminded him of the
sharks the Penhalligan boys sometimes caught. Jake was sorry to
be proved right, though, and every time he caught sight of his
brother nursing a whisky at the bar, he wanted to grab the absent
Tara by her bony shoulders and shake her until her teeth rattled. I
might be tired of the boatyard and the finances, Jake thought, and
my father’s certainly responsible for my first few grey hairs, but at
least I’m not as miserable as Dan.

Like the rest of his family, Jake was at a loss as to how to help his
brother. There were only so many times you were prepared to be
yelled at when all you wanted to do was make things better. Granny
Alice was worried sick, and Jake could see why. Dan’s moods were
bleaker than Cornish granite and recently it seemed that Bell’s
whisky flowed through his veins rather than blood. No doubt he was
already at the bar running up yet another tab Jake would have to
settle or, even worse, out wandering the cliffs until the light faded
from the sky and they were all on the brink of calling out a search
party. The last time, Danny had been gone for five hours and,
although nobody had said a word, they’d all shared the same
unspeakable thoughts. Jake didn’t think he’d forget in a hurry the
tidal wave of relief when Nick and Issie had finally found their brother
in the old shelter at the foot of the higher cliff path.



Although the sunshine was bright, Jake shivered. Christ. He
needed to put all these worries aside and get into the party spirit.
The festival had always been a great time to have some no-strings
fun, and judging by the way the two girls were now giggling and
casting glances over their shoulders, today could be the perfect time
to end the dry spell.

Arriving at the marina and making his way along the floating
pontoon to check on Big Rod, Cashley’s gleaming fast fisher, Jake
was already looking forward to the evening ahead. A night off from
worrying about the family was exactly what he needed; a night off
from worrying about the family and spent with a gorgeous naked girl
would be even better. All he had to do was get these last checks
finished, call his gran and then haul his ass over to The Ship.
Watching the new vicar trying to coax toy ducks down the river’s
mouth and slithering like a plump Bambi on the green slime, Jake
supposed that his lot could be worse. An hour’s work on the boat, a
few beers and then – well, who knew what the evening would hold?
It could be a lot of fun.

Providing, of course, none of his siblings got into trouble and
needed rescuing.



Chapter 3
Although the Lord moved in mysterious ways, He had nothing on
plastic ducks, thought Jules Mathieson despairingly. In theory
catching two hundred toys in a net sounded pretty straightforward,
but as they bobbed around her wellies they were proving harder to
grab than eels coated in butter. It was all right for Moses; God had
allowed him to part the Red Sea. And of course, Jesus was a pro
when it came to walking on water. But as a humble and fairly new-to-
the-job vicar, Jules couldn’t possibly expect to accomplish such
feats. To be honest she was just grateful that one of the fishermen
had managed to find her a net to try to catch the ducks, or else
they’d all be half way to France by now and she’d be even less
popular than she already seemed to be…

“Come on, Vicar! You’re letting them get by! Quickly, then! Catch
the first one!”

This disapproving bellow might have come from high above her
head, but rather than being the voice of Jules’s number one boss it
was the rather less dulcet one of Sheila Keverne, organ player and
verger. Then again, in Polwenna Bay Sheila Keverne was every bit
as omniscient, omnipotent and omnipresent as the Almighty. The
self-appointed guardian of all things St Wenn, Sheila hadn’t hidden
her bitter disappointment with the new incumbent. Barely a day went
by without her mentioning the previous vicar in a mournful and rather
resentful fashion, as though the Reverend John had died just to spite
Sheila. Insult was further added to injury, Shelia’s pursed mouth
implied, by the Church of England allowing a woman in her early
thirties to take his place; both feminism and The Vicar of Dibley had
clearly passed Sheila by. Jules often thought that from the way
Sheila carried on it was amazing anyone could hear her sermons
over the rumbling sound of the Reverend spinning in his grave.

“They’re getting away! Catch them in the net!”
Glancing up, and sending a swift plea heavenwards for patience,

Jules saw a group of her elderly parishioners huddled together on
the bridge and peering down with dismay. Pound coins had been
spent on their ducks and they wanted value for money. It didn’t



matter that the river splashing over Jules’s wellies was icy cold, that
the chunk of trawl net was unwieldy or that none of the assembled
adults had offered to give her a hand: the plastic ducks had to be
caught and Jules was failing horribly in even this simple duty.

“If one of those ducks is number forty-three then I’ll want my
money back!” called Janet Pengelley, another scary member of the
blue-rinse brigade. Steely-eyed, with a Bible verse for every
occasion and parsimonious to Scrooge-like levels, she made the
Pharisees look fun-loving. Now, as Jules floundered about in the
river, Janet’s words prompted much agreement and nodding.

Jules bit back a sigh. God had a purpose in mind, of this she was
certain, but sometimes she wished He’d be a little more vocal about
what this might be. Improving her patience maybe? Jules was ready
to admit that this really wasn’t her strong point. She’d been known to
dig up seeds to check whether they were germinating, and her cakes
invariably flopped because she kept opening the oven door to sneak
a peek. So perhaps this was a lesson? It was a blooming hard one
though. She’d only been at St Wenn’s for six weeks, but already the
Lord must be getting tired of hearing her pray for the strength not to
throttle certain members of the congregation.

“Come on, children; help me catch the ducks,” Jules said to the
small group of excited Sunday-schoolers who’d gathered down in the
harbour to watch the ducks arrive. Two small boys had been trying to
hold the net, but it was too heavy for their little hands and three
yellow dots were already bobbing towards the harbour gates. Within
minutes they’d be out into the English Channel. Jules’s heart sank
because she knew that Janet and Sheila would fully expect her to
jump into the sea and swim after them.

There was one major problem with this: Jules couldn’t swim. In
fact she was terrified of the water, which was ironic in the extreme
seeing as she was now living so close to the sea she could
practically dip her toes in from the rectory. Maybe this was also part
of God’s plan? That, and weaning her off exploring shopping malls,
Greggs the Bakers and bingo – all activities in which she’d excelled,
and skills that the parishioners of her last inner-city church had
appreciated wholeheartedly.



Was it wrong to wish that God had sent her to Kensington? Jules
wondered as she lumbered over the slimy rocks. Goodness, but she
was unfit. It was time to knock all the pasties and cream teas on the
head and start walking up on the cliffs a little more often. The
thought of surviving the chilly and dishearteningly empty church, the
gloomy rectory and the disapproval of her verger without treats was
very depressing though. Perhaps this was a test and, like Job, she
was just going to have to glorify Him regardless.

But without ice cream and chocolate? No disrespect to Job, but
this was going to be exceedingly hard.

“Hurry up, Vicar!” screeched one of the old biddies from the
bridge, jabbing a finger in the direction of the harbour wall. There
was a general outcry – the ducks were making a break for freedom
and if Jules didn’t move quickly enough they’d be in France before
you could say canard.

Jolted into action, she tried to double her pace. However, her
ancient wellies – pink discount-store cheapies and nothing like the
leather country boots everyone in Polwenna Bay favoured – had
zero grip and she may as well have been walking on glass.

As she slithered across the slippery harbour, Jules noticed that a
tall and broad-shouldered man with a halo of golden ringlets was
watching her with a bemused expression as he unlocked the marina
gates. Jules really did regret all those unhealthy treats now: she
wished she’d gone on a diet weeks before and had actually liberated
Davina’s workout from its DVD case, rather than just reading about
all the wonders it could do whilst working her way through a giant
bag of Kettle Chips. And why hadn’t she put on any make-up this
morning or dragged a brush through her hair? Sometimes Jules
wanted to give herself a very hard shake. Just because she spent
most of her time with the blue-rinse brigade didn’t mean that there
weren’t any younger people to make friends with, although if she
was ever lucky enough to get her hands on a gorgeous specimen
like this, being friends would be the last thing she had in mind…

At this point Jules guessed she should give herself a sharp telling-
off for such lustful thoughts, but she couldn’t help turning her head
for a second look. Good gracious, he lifted that heavy-looking bag as
though it was made of feathers, his biceps swelling deliciously under



the white cotton of his tee-shirt. He’d have no problems at all lifting a
thirteen-stone girl into his arms. God would surely understand, Jules
reasoned as she tried to rip her attention back to negotiating the
treacherous surface rather than admiring how his blue jeans clung to
his muscular legs and moulded a very cute backside. She was just
admiring the Lord’s glorious creation, that was all! And this man was
gorgeous! For a moment Jules wondered if the Angel Gabriel had
been sent to scoop her up and rescue her from the pebbles and
seaweed. After all, why shouldn’t an archangel look like Heath
Ledger at his sexy and dishevelled best? Just one more quick
peek…

The last thing she saw before her heavy body slammed onto the
boulders was the marina gate opening. She had clawed the air
desperately before slipping on the rocks, bashing her knees painfully
in the process and covering her jeans with green slime. Jules knew
that vicars really shouldn’t swear, but the word came out regardless.

“Ouch! Bollocks!”
There was a gasp from the bridge and a ripple of laughter from the

gathered children. Jules wished she’d managed to keep her mouth
shut. Maybe she wasn’t cut out for this job after all. Since she’d
arrived at Polwenna Bay all she’d seemed to do was get it wrong.
Please Lord, Jules prayed, forgive me for saying “bollocks” out loud
and, if it’s not too much trouble, let the riverbed swallow me up right
now.

But unfortunately the riverbed remained stubbornly hard and wet
beneath her now damp jeans. The Almighty, it seemed, wanted her
to stay in the village and suffer whatever indignities came along next.
Jules felt close to tears. She didn’t like to question Him but she was
really starting to wish she’d taken physics A level rather than RE.

“Bloody hell, are you all right?”
A small hand, its bitten-nailed fingers crammed with silver rings,

reached out to her. Squinting up against the sun, Jules made out a
slender girl in her early twenties. She had a snub freckly nose and
long blonde dreadlocks held back by a daisy-chain headband, of the
kind Jules secretly wanted but knew was better suited to elfin-limbed
fairy people than her. Alas, it would have looked ridiculous on a five-
foot-seven cropped-haired vicar. There was a pink stud glittering in



this blonde girl’s nose. All in all, she didn’t look like a Sunday-school
mother come to wallop an unfit Rev over the head with her Bible.
Instead, her wide mouth was curled into a grin and the little boy next
to her was laughing too.

“You said ‘bollocks’!” he exclaimed with delight. A hunk of hair fell
across his face and he pushed it away impatiently. “You said a bad
word.”

“Yes, sorry about that. It was really wrong of me.” Feeling dreadful,
Jules took the girl’s hand and allowed herself to be hauled to her
feet. For such a slim creature the other girl was surprisingly strong
and her grasp was like iron.

“Don’t worry; my dad says bad words too,” the little boy told her
kindly. “He says ‘bugger’ and ‘arse’ and—”

“Yes, yes, all right, Morgan. We don’t need everyone to know your
dad’s entire repertoire of swearing,” said the girl with blonde
dreadlocks quickly.

“But he does and they’re only words. They’re arbitrary. Language
is a system of codes, which don’t mean anything at all until people
give them meaning. Fact.”

Jules raised her hand to her head. How hard was that fall? She
could have sworn that an eight-year-old had just given her an
explanation of semiotics that an Oxford don would have been proud
of.

 “Yes, yes, yes. Now shut up about that and go and grab those
ducks.” The girl gave the boy a shove in the direction of the harbour
gate. “Go on, quick, before Sheila explodes. And before you ask,”
she added quickly, intercepting a question before he could even
voice it, “that was a metaphor. She won’t really explode.” Catching
Jules’s eye, she winked. “Unfortunately.”

Morgan seemed relieved to hear this and tore across the harbour.
Moments later he was up to his knees at the river’s mouth and
fishing out ducks.

“Morgan’s got Asperger’s,” the girl explained once he was out of
earshot, “and sometimes he struggles with literal and metaphorical
concepts.”

 “Well, I’m very sorry about swearing,” said Jules awkwardly.



The girl laughed. “God, don’t be. My family’s language makes
Gordon Ramsay look half-hearted. Besides, running the duck race
would make anyone swear; it’s a bloody nightmare. I’m Issie
Tremaine, by the way, and Morgan’s my brother Danny’s son. I’ve no
idea where Danny’s got to – pissed up somewhere, probably – so
I’m on ankle-biter duty.”

“Jules Mathieson,” said Jules, and waited for the penny to drop.
When it didn’t, she added, “I’m the new vicar.”

Issie’s hand flew to her mouth. “Oops! And there’s me
blaspheming away. Now it’s my turn to say ‘bollocks’! Sorry, Rev, I
had no idea.” Her blue eyes crinkled and Jules felt relieved. Issie
was amused and she was still giggling, which was a good sign. All
too often once people discovered what Jules did for a living they
either ran for the hills or changed the way they treated her. It ruined
conversations when friends thought they had to censor their every
word and treat her as though she was a prim Victorian catapulted
into the wrong century. Most avoided her altogether. Although she
understood why and prayed very hard not to feel wounded, Jules
was hurt when she was left out of nights in the pub or group
holidays. Ever since she’d been ordained, her social life had been
emptier than Kerry Katona’s bank account – and as for her love life,
well if the Catholic Church wanted more nuns then she’d be a perfect
candidate. Men tended to freak out about her vocation or, even
worse, were desperate to prove themselves by getting off with a
vicar.

A veteran of many duck races, Issie proved to be a brilliant help,
taking pictures of the three winning ducks on her iPhone and
organising all the children to collect the strays. Lots of people waved
to her or called hello, and Issie seemed to know them all. Then
again, she was a Tremaine. Even though Jules had only lived in the
village for a few weeks, she had already learned that the Tremaines
were one of the oldest and most established families. The small
graveyard was full of tombstones that bore their name, and one of
the stained-glass windows was a memorial to three Tremaine boys
who’d died in the Great War. Of course Issie was a duck-race pro. It
was probably in her DNA.



“To be fair though, you don’t look much like a vicar,” Issie
remarked eventually, helping Jules to scoop the rest of the ducks out
of the net and then passing them to Morgan, who was concentrating
hard on lining them up in numerical order. “You actually look quite
normal.” Her hand flew to her mouth again. “Oh God! Sorry – what is
it with me today? Everything I say sounds like an insult.”

Morgan fixed his big blue eyes on Jules. “You are quite a strange
vicar, though. Why’s your hair such a funny colour?”

“Oops. That makes two of us being unintentionally rude,” said his
aunt, ruffling his hair fondly and rolling her eyes.

“I didn’t know I was being rude,” replied Morgan. “I didn’t mean to
be.”

“It’s fine,” Jules reassured him. Anyway, it wasn’t the first time
she’d heard this. When most people imagined a vicar she guessed
they were picturing an elderly man with grey hair and a beard,
wearing floaty robes and presiding over tea parties. A young woman
who wore jeans, dyed her hair aubergine (although in fairness to
Morgan it was a funny colour; Tinky Winky purple would have been a
far better description) and who loved rock music didn’t always tick
the right boxes. But why should a vicar be boring or staid? The
stereotype drove Jules mad. Jesus hadn’t been either of those
things. He’d been far too busy kicking tables over in temples and
taking on the establishment to go to tea parties.

Together Issie and Jules placed the carefully counted ducks in bin
bags and carried them away from the harbour and up to the lock-up
store at the back of the village green. A stage had been set up and
already a crowd was starting to gather in order to bag the best spots
for the performance later on. The streets crackled with a carnival
atmosphere and the smell of roast pork drifted on the breeze. Jules’s
tummy rumbled.

“Hungry?” grinned Issie, and Jules flushed. Why was she such a
glutton? If only she could be one of those skinny people who said
things like, “Oh! I forgot to eat lunch!” and who were full after half a
lettuce leaf. Jules couldn’t imagine ever forgetting lunch; it was her
favourite activity after elevenses. And as far as lettuce went, well it
was all very tasty when sandwiched under a burger. She glanced at
Issie’s slim frame and sighed. Envy was a sin, and so was pride, but



Jules would have loved nothing more than to experience even for
one minute what it was like to be a pretty skinny girl whom all the
men stared at. The hunk from the quay had only looked her way
because she’d been making a fool of herself. It was the story of her
life.

“My brother Symon’s doing the hog roast,” Issie continued without
even waiting for a reply. “Why don’t we go and check it out? He’ll
give us some crackling if we really grovel – and his cider-apple
sauce is to die for.”

“My mum says meat is murder,” piped up Morgan.
“Your mum says a lot of daft things,” Issie told him cheerfully. To

Jules she added in a stage whisper, “Utter cow, and had a sense of
humour bypass at birth. God knows what Danny ever saw in her. Big
boobs, I suppose. Men are thick like that. Don’t look so worried,” she
added, when she caught Jules’s gaze flicker to the little boy. “Morgan
doesn’t mind me saying that. He knows it’s true and with any luck he
might even repeat it.”

“I’m not stupid,” said Morgan mildly. “Tell her yourself.”
“Don’t tempt me,” said Issie darkly. “So, do you want to come for

some grub?”
Jules patted her tummy ruefully. “I don’t think I need it. I’ve put on

at least a stone since I moved here.”
“So one pork roll won’t make any difference,” Issie countered.
“You have to exercise to lose weight,” added Morgan. He looked at

her critically. “My dad was in the army. He knows all about keeping
fit. I could ask him to help you if you like.”

A hideous vision of having to do star jumps and sit-ups in an army-
style boot camp flashed before Jules’s eyes. Just the thought was
exhausting. No thanks.

“That’s a very kind offer,” she told him, “but I’m a bit busy right
now.”

“I didn’t mean right now, obviously,” said Morgan.
Issie rolled her eyes. “Can we just get to the hog roast? I swear

my stomach is going to start digesting itself otherwise!”
Having safely locked away the ducks, they made their way to the

quayside. The hog roast was still cooking, so instead Jules treated
her companions to pasties. It was the least she could do after all the



help they’d given her with the duck race. The three of them sat on
the end of quay to eat, and with the warm sunshine on her face, the
salty sea breeze lifting her hair and her new friends next to her, Jules
didn’t think she’d ever tasted anything so good. Maybe things were
looking up.

“Are you coming to see the band tonight?” Issie was asking,
brushing flakes of pastry from her chin. She tossed the crust into the
sea and instantly several squawking gulls dived for it while about a
hundred others flew over on the off chance of further spoils. Jules
was so over seagulls. Six weeks of being dive-bombed, pooped on
and forced to play bin wars whenever she put the rubbish out had
seen to that.

“They’re really good. My uncle Zak sings,” Morgan added. “All the
girls fancy him.”

“Not nearly as much as Zak fancies himself,” said Issie acidly.
Jules laughed at this. “It sounds fun but I hadn’t planned on

coming out.”
“Well, you should. Festival nights are a brilliant laugh. All the pubs

are packed and there’s music on pretty much everywhere. Why don’t
you come out with me? I’ll introduce you to everyone. You may even
meet some fit guys!” Issie looked pleased with this idea.

But Jules wasn’t sure. She was lonely after weeks of rattling
around the rectory, and a night out with Issie sounded like great fun,
but she was the vicar of the parish and Polwenna Bay was a very
small place. Sheila and the rest of the blue-rinse brigade would be
horrified if they thought their vicar was listening to rock bands and
hanging out in pubs. On the other hand, if Jesus were in Polwenna
Bay today, where would he be found? Having tea with the WI or
talking to fishermen and sinners in the local?

“She might not want to meet men. She could be married or gay,”
Morgan pointed out when Jules didn’t reply.

“Me and my big mouth!” said Issie. She paused. “Are you?”
“Am I what?” Jules teased, pretending to look insulted. “Married?

Or gay?”
“Err, either? Not that I care; of course not!”
For a moment Jules toyed with the idea of really making poor Issie

squirm. However, this wouldn’t be very kind and she was supposed



to be setting an example.
“I’m just winding you up. ‘Neither’ is the answer to your question,”

she said with a smile. “In fact, the reason I slipped over in the
harbour was because I was far too busy looking at a seriously fit guy
who was walking to the boats. Did you see him? About six feet and
wearing jeans and a white tee-shirt?”

Issie nodded. “Yep. I saw him.”
“And wasn’t he gorgeous? Couldn’t you just gobble him up?” Jules

could still picture the man; his image clung to her memory with as
much tenacity as the limpets on the rocks. Not that a guy like that
would ever look twice at her, but it was still nice to dream. It was all
part of glorifying God by appreciating his creation!

“Err, not really. That was my brother, Jake,” Issie revealed with a
grin. “Honestly, Vicar, those myths about the Cornish being inbred
aren’t really true, you know.”

“Fact,” said Morgan.
“Oh!” Now it was Jules’s turn to feel embarrassed. “I’m really

sorry.”
“Don’t be sorry. Lots of women fancy Jake; in fact, I’d say all my

friends do. It’s very predictable,” Issie said airily. “It must be that
brooding look he’s got going on.”

Privately Jules thought it had a lot more to do with the ripped body
and strong-boned face, but she’d already said way too much about
Jake Tremaine for one lifetime. Knowing her luck, Morgan would
repeat everything she’d said word for word and her humiliation would
be complete. She’d have to spend the rest of her time here hiding in
the rectory. Jules supposed Sheila would be pleased, at least.

“Nobody ever gets anywhere with Jake. He’s far too busy for love.
He’s even turned down Ella St Milton. Her family own the hotel, and
she’s gorgeous – even if she’s such a bitch she should be muzzled
and fed Chum.”

“Fact,” nodded Morgan.
“Will you stop saying that?” Issie raised her eyes to heaven. “It’s

getting bloody annoying. Fact. Anyway, where was I? Jake’s not
been back long from travelling – he was in the Caribbean for years,
the lucky git – but he’s certainly making up for lost time bossing us
all about now he’s home again. It’s probably a big brother thing but



it’s a major pain in the neck. Even Dad and Gran have to do what
they’re told, and last night Jake had a huge row with Danny about his
bar bill.”

“My dad drinks too much,” Morgan informed Jules. “Fact.”
Jules was losing count. “Sorry, I’m confused. How many are there

in your family?”
“Too many,” said Issie bluntly. “Huge families are a Polwenna

thing. Jake says that there’s not enough money to go round anymore
and that we all need to pull our weight or we’ll lose the lot. Well,
that’s easier said than done, because there are lots of us.” She
looked at Morgan. “And now there are the ankle-biters too.”

“I do not bite ankles,” pointed out Morgan coolly. “Fact.”
Issie ignored him. She pulled her blonde dreadlocks into a ponytail

and secured it with a rubber band, then started to tick her family
members off on her fingers as though in danger of losing count
herself.

“Jake’s the eldest. He runs the marina and the boatyard and has
had a total fun bypass. Then there’s Danny, who’s Rug Rat’s father.”

“My dad’s a soldier,” announced Morgan proudly.
Issie smiled at him. “Yes, he is – and a very brave one too. Dan’s

been discharged because of his injuries,” she explained to Jules in a
lower voice. “He had a tough time in Afghanistan. I’ll tell you about it
sometime. Then there’s Morwenna. She’s cool; you’ll like Mo. But
don’t get on her bad side, for God’s sake, or she’ll never forget it.
Next there’s Symon; he’s the chef. And then there’s Zak, who’s got
the band. He’s cool too. I reckon you’ll like Zak. After him there’s my
twin Nick, who fishes. And finally there’s me. Seven of us. Just as
well Seaspray’s a big house.”

“Seven. Wow.” Jules was impressed. It made being an only child
feel even lonelier. What must it be like to grow up with all those
siblings around you? She could already picture the Tremaines, a
golden-haired and glamorous bunch, squabbling in their kitchen,
having picnics down on the beach or sailing across the bay on a
breezy morning. It was all a bit Famous Five meets the Waltons, but
surely a lot more fun than being raised on a housing estate in
Basingstoke with a workaholic father and a mother so bitter she’d
have passed for a lemon if you’d stuck her in a gin and tonic. Even



years on, Jules could still feel the relief of going to the local church
and finding a happy family there instead.

“Yep, Tremaines breed like rabbits,” Issie finished happily. “You’ll
never be far from one of us here. It’s a bit like never being more than
two feet from a rat. You’ve probably already met Granny Alice? She
goes to church and she sometimes helps with the flowers – when
Adolf Sheila lets her, obviously.”

Jules, who was only just managing to keep up with everything,
nodded. She had met Alice Tremaine and had liked her immensely.
A slender woman in her seventies with long silver hair and a face
traced with laughter lines, Alice had been one of the first to welcome
her to the village. She’d brought a delicious tray of saffron buns up to
the rectory too. Hadn’t Alice said something about losing her
daughter? Jules racked her memory but she’d been so busy in the
early days of her arrival that the details were all a bit hazy.

“Yes we’ve met. She’s lovely.”
“So come up to ours sometime. She’d love to see you. I’ll

introduce you to everyone tonight too. Then at least you’ll get to
know a few more people besides those old miseries at the church.
Joke!” Issie added swiftly, when Jules opened her mouth to protest
at this. “I’m sure they’re all lovely really, but you’re way too young to
hang out with people who were in nappies when Queen Victoria was
on the throne.” She nudged Jules with a bony elbow. “Please come –
if you’re really good I’ll put in a good word with Jake!”

Jules laughed, although the thought of the gorgeous Jake knowing
that she’d spotted him made her want to curl up and die. Luckily
being a vicar was usually a pretty sure-fire way of keeping herself a
little safe from teasing.

“I’ll come,” she promised. It was only a few drinks, after all – and
what a great way to meet those members of her flock who were
highly unlikely to set foot in St Wenn’s. The pub was the real heart of
the village.

Jules finished her pasty and the crust too, although she was
learning that this was the part the old tin miners had held while they
ate and traditionally discarded afterwards. She was just about to ask
Issie what time to meet when her new friend jumped to her feet as
though scalded. Abandoning the bench, Issie raced to the railing,



shading her eyes against the glare of the sun as she peered across
the bay. Her hands were clutching the rail so tightly that her knuckles
were glowing chalky white through the skin.

“Are you OK?” Jules asked. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”
“Ghosts don’t exist,” Morgan piped up. “Fact. And neither does

God. Fact.”
Jules chose to stay quiet. She was too full and too tired to take on

Richard Dawkins Junior right now.
With a trembling finger, Issie pointed to the far side of the bay

where a dark-haired woman in huge sunglasses was emerging from
a shiny sports car. The breeze stirred her thick hair and even from
this distance it was clear that the cut of her clothes was expensive.
Jules frowned because there was something very familiar about her,
although she couldn’t quite place it.

“I don’t believe it,” Issie said slowly, her voice soft and thrumming
with anger. “After all this time she’s back. She’s really back.”

“Who?” Jules asked, but Issie didn’t answer. Their evening plans,
the rubbish from lunch and even Morgan were all forgotten in a
heartbeat. Whoever this mystery woman was, Jules thought, she
must have done something pretty terrible to upset Issie this much.

“How dare she come back here?” Issie stormed. “Nobody wants
her here!”

“What’s she done?” Jules asked. “Surely it can’t be that bad?”
Issie was scowling. “Yes it can. That’s the girl who broke Jake’s

heart. It was her fault he went away for so long! If he finds out she’s
here and it makes him leave again it will break Granny Alice’s heart.
There’s no way that’s going to happen. I’m going to find her and tell
her where to go!”

And with this passing shot she spun on her Croc-ed heel and
strode down the quay before disappearing into the crowd. Jules
looked at Morgan, who just shrugged.

“Never upset a Tremaine,” he advised sagely. “We have long
memories. Fact.”

Maybe, Jules thought, life in a Cornish fishing village wasn’t going
to be quite so dull after all.



Chapter 4
Polwenna Bay really was the land that time forgot, Summer thought.
As she’d driven through the village the festival had been in full swing
and it had felt like only weeks ago that she and Morwenna had been
dancing through the streets in the carnival parade. Most of the shops
might be the same ones she’d known as a child – there was Patsy’s
Pasties, owned by her aunty, and nestling beside it was the Merlin
Gift Shop with its windows bristling with postcards and which sold
everything from fridge magnets to buckets and spades – but in spite
of this Summer knew in her heart that everything else had changed.

Magic Moon was a new arrival, as was a very chic-looking
boutique filled with designer clothing. Summer wondered what her
Aunt Patsy, a dyed-in-the-wool Cornishwoman who only crossed the
Tamar when dire emergency prompted, made of all these changes.
Patsy Penhalligan was as much a part of Polwenna Bay as the
harbour walls and the calling gulls. She knew everything about
everyone and made it her business to keep up to date with
everything that went on in the village and a fair bit outside it too. It
had been Patsy who’d staunchly kept in touch with Summer,
religiously sending her five-pound notes for birthdays and
Christmases even when Summer, feeling guilty that she and Justin
earned in one week more than Patsy had probably seen in several
hardworking years, had protested that she really didn’t need the
money. The cards had kept coming regardless, and even now and
then a box of Polwenna pasties – which Summer, usually on a strict
no-carbs regime, had been forced to give away. No, her aunt had
never given up on her, even though Summer’s career must have
embarrassed her horribly at the WI and been a source of grief when
the whole village seemed to be against her.

It was to Patsy that Summer had turned when the adrenalin spikes
from fleeing from the Kensington house had started to ebb and
reality had begun to seep in. As soon as she was on the outskirts of
London, Summer had pulled the Audi into a supermarket car park,
only realising once she’d killed the engine just how much she was
shaking. Her cheekbone had been throbbing too, and with trembling



hands Summer had pulled down the vanity mirror, gasping in horror
when she saw that her skin was already colouring. A few millimetres
higher and her eye would have taken the full brunt of the blow.

Thank God for giant Chanel shades, Summer had thought as
she’d dug them out of the glove box and pushed them on, and
double thank God for Victoria Beckham making it trendy to wear
them even when the sun was in. With the glasses on and her heart
rate slowing, she’d grabbed some loose change and ventured to a
call box. One short phone call to Patsy – no awkward explanations
were required by her aunt – and Summer had had somewhere to lie
low for a few weeks. The press were bound to scent blood,
especially if Justin kicked off in style, but by the time they came
looking for her she’d be more than ready for them. Summer had
been filled with relief at this thought. She knew that by the time
Justin and his people were through with her she’d make the Ebola
virus look popular. After all, what sort of heartless bitch leaves
Britain’s most loved football star only months after his brave and
selfless battle with skin cancer?

Cancer, Summer had reflected bitterly as she’d continued on her
way, didn’t turn nasty abusive men into saints. Far from it. In her
experience they just became nasty abusive men who’d had cancer.
Justin was clear now. The moles that had been suspect had been
removed, but not before he’d been busy milking the story for all it
was worth. He was the nation’s golden boy and barely a day went by
without him featuring in the papers.

If they only knew the truth.
Having parked the car, Summer was now walking along the small

pedestrian street that ran through the village, over a little footbridge
and onto the harbour. The tang of salty air was so familiar that a
lump rose in her throat and she had to swallow it quickly. If she
started crying now she’d probably flood the village, but it felt so good
to be home. From the gulls circling and screeching above, to the
sparkling sea, to the golden horseshoe-shaped beach, the bay was
stunningly beautiful. Standing on the bridge and with the afternoon
sunshine warming her face, Summer suddenly realised just how
much she’d missed the place. Had fame and fortune really been
worth making all these sacrifices for? You did what you had to do,



she told herself sternly. Besides, what good would come now of
starting to think she’d made a huge mistake? But if she hadn’t left,
and had instead turned her back on all the childhood dreams, then
maybe she would never have…

Taking a deep breath and pushing away the memories that were
rising, unbidden, to the surface of her mind, Summer turned away
from the harbour and walked on until the narrow street began to rise
above the glittering water and the shops were replaced by tiny
crumpled cottages the colours of sugared almonds. Dry stone walls
frilled with nodding valerian and starred with ox-eye daisies hemmed
the street; on one side was the safety of the tarmac path and on the
other wild grassland tumbled away to the snaggle-toothed rocks
below. The climb up was steep, but it was only once she reached the
end of the street – the section where the road gave up any pretence
of looking civilised and petered out into the beginnings of the cliff
path – that Summer allowed herself to pause.

There was Polwenna Bay, falling away below her and just as she
remembered it. In the marina the boats were riding the tide, their
rigging jingling in the gentle breeze. Judging by the absence of the
sturdy trawlers that usually hugged the harbour wall, the fishermen
were out at sea. Funny to think that somewhere beyond the blue line
of the endless horizon were her father and her brothers, casting their
nets and hauling in their catch. Summer also knew that in the third
small ripple-patterned stone cottage that nestled alongside the
harbour her mother would be tackling the usual washing mountain,
keeping an eye on the vast stew simmering on the range and
listening to Radio Cornwall. Summer might have been away from
home for a long time, but she knew that some things would never
change.

And what about Jake Tremaine? asked a small voice – the same
small voice she’d been trying to ignore for what felt like forever. Was
he still working for the family business? Did he still love to set out to
sea so early that the sky was rippled pink? Did he still laugh easily,
head thrown back and sleepy eyes crinkled with merriment? Did he
still think of her?

That was another of those thoughts Summer wasn’t prepared to
contemplate. Anyway, of course he didn’t. Jake Tremaine had made



his feelings very clear twelve years ago and, if she was honest,
Summer didn’t think she could forgive him for that. Even though it
was a long time ago, she still felt the pain of having to face
everything alone. Sometimes she found herself wondering what her
life would have been like if things had worked out differently and if
Jake had been willing to put aside the hurt she’d caused. Goodness,
but they’d been so young, hadn’t they? Little more than kids
themselves. Did Jake have a wife now and children of his own? Did
blond curly-headed little scamps play on the beach and make Miss
Powell, the teacher at Polwenna Primary who seemed to have been
there forever, tug her grey hair out with despair? Summer’s aunt had
never mentioned anything, but then again Patsy Penhalligan knew
that Jake Tremaine was a no-go zone, right up there with Area 51
and the Official Secrets Act.

Summer gave herself a mental shake. None of this mattered
anyway. Jake had let her down when she’d needed him the most.
Their time had been and gone.

She was at the end of the road now and Summer couldn’t help
laughing; this couldn’t be more metaphorical. Harbour Watch was the
final cottage in a terrace of six, the last dwelling in Polwenna Bay
except for Seaspray, the Tremaines’ big white house, which seemed
to grow from the acres of grounds and whose big windows had kept
watch over the village for generations.

Jake’s house.
When Patsy had told Summer that Harbour Watch had had a last-

minute cancellation, Summer had almost turned the car back to
London rather than stay in this particular cottage. Only the thought of
Justin and her throbbing cheek had kept her going. Harbour Watch
was practically in the Tremaines’ garden and Jake would pass it
every day on his journey to the marina – if he was still here, of
course. He had always wanted to travel. She recalled that they’d
spent many hours on the deserted sand at one of the numerous little
coves that could only be reached by boat; they’d be curled up
together on the old tartan picnic rug, looking up at the blue sky and
dreaming of Spain and Australia and the Caribbean. Maybe even
now he was living in one of these far-flung places, gazing up at a sun
even brighter than the one that shone down right now. In spite of



everything that had happened, Summer hoped his dreams had all
come true.

The key was under the potted bay tree, just as Patsy had
promised. Once Summer was inside and the door was shut securely
behind her, with the heavy brass key turned firmly in the lock, she
allowed herself to exhale. She hadn’t realised just how tense she’d
been. Now that she was here, she felt weak and wobbly.

Buoyed up by having reached safety, Summer set about exploring
the cottage. Like her childhood home this was an old fisherman’s
cottage and didn’t have space to swing a hamster, so it wouldn’t take
long. Downstairs consisted of a tiny kitchen with a deep window seat
heaped with faded patchwork cushions. There was also a small
scrubbed oak table and a stable door that opened straight out to the
pathway. Against the whitewashed cottage wall somebody had
placed a simple weathered bench and a couple of pots of leggy
geraniums, half hidden beneath nets and lobster pots piled up like a
game of seafaring Jenga. A black cat was sunning itself on top of
this lot, stretched out and contented in the warmth. Maybe it would
come inside and keep her company?

Summer laughed out loud at this. She’d only been single for a few
hours and already she was turning into a mad cat lady. That hadn’t
taken long – although, in fairness, she’d been trying to be single for a
very long time…

The rest of the kitchen was little more than a hotchpotch of
freestanding cupboards and tables, which would have been quaint if
not so tatty. Some money was tucked under the bread bin, exactly as
her aunty had promised, and Summer pocketed it with relief.
Running away without her bank card hadn’t been her smartest move.
She was also relieved to discover that Patsy had left her a couple of
carrier bags full of spare clothes, since packing a suitcase hadn’t
been high on Summer’s list of priorities when she’d fled from the
house. As soon as she’d ordered a new bank card she would pay
Patsy back and buy her a very big bottle of wine, Summer decided. It
was the least she could do for putting her on the spot like this and
forcing her to keep Summer’s arrival secret from the rest of the
family.



A quick check of the fridge and cupboards in the small kitchen
revealed that the thoughtful Patsy had provided some supplies and,
most importantly, a jar of coffee. Summer filled the kettle and went to
explore the rest of the house while it boiled. The house was only
three rooms: the kitchen formed the ground floor; a tiny sitting room
with a window seat and a small sofa occupied the first floor; and the
bedroom and a miniscule shower room were up in the eaves. Sitting
on the bed, Summer could hear the feet of the gulls on the roof and
their squabbling over who got prime position on the chimney pot,
while the sea crashed against the rocks. These were the sounds of
her childhood, and she found them comforting.

She’d go and see her mother soon, Summer decided as she
returned to the kitchen and made a strong coffee. Then she caught a
glimpse of herself in the mirror at the foot of the narrow stairs and
winced. On second thoughts, maybe she ought to give it a day or
two? The sad-eyed reflection with the swollen cheek and tangled
hair looked nothing like the usual groomed and glossy Summer that
the celebrity magazines and tabloids loved to feature. Susie
Penhalligan would have a fit and demand to know exactly what had
been going on. Summer felt like having a fit herself, and now that the
adrenalin of her flight was subsiding she felt dangerously close to
tears. There was no way she could tell her mother. No way at all.
Susie would be jumping in her ancient Ford Fiesta and zooming up
the M5 before you could say protective mother, and then all hell
would break loose. The tabloids would have a field day and Justin
would be even more enraged, which would be very bad news
indeed. Who knew what he’d do then?

Summer shivered even though the kitchen was warm with pools of
golden-syrup sunshine. If she could pinpoint the exact moment
things had gone wrong, then she knew when it would be: back at
that awards ceremony five years ago. If she could have returned to
that time and changed things, she probably wouldn’t have dieted and
exercised for weeks, or worn a dress that resembled a piece of
dental floss and made Elizabeth Hurley’s safety-pin one look like a
Burka in comparison. And when Justin Anderson had asked if he
could join her, she would definitely have said no.



Yes, that was the moment when her life, or rather her new life, had
gone so wrong. The parts with Jake had seemed long ago and, if not
forgotten exactly, then at least consigned to the dusty corners of her
mind that she didn’t often visit. She’d moved on from what had
happened (she’d had no choice), and the world had just been
starting to open up to her. Justin had wandered over, bow tie undone
and inky hair sexily dishevelled, and given her a slow smile that had
made Summer’s stomach tangle. He’d had two champagne glasses
hanging loosely in one hand and a bottle of vintage champagne in
the other, and his sherry-hued eyes had held her as he’d joined her
and poured them each a glass. Summer had drunk far too much of it
far too quickly and by the end of the night was giddy, not just from
the Krug but mostly from his undivided attention. He was Justin
Anderson, the hottest and most talented Premier League star since
David Beckham, and he was talking to her – and not just talking,
either, but hanging on to Summer’s every word! As one of several
models present, successful but hardly in his league, Summer had
been stunned and not a little star-struck in the full beam of Justin’s
charm offensive. No wonder she’d been bowled over by it.

She looked in the mirror again and the doleful reflection shook her
head. What a fool. She really should have known better. One thing
was for sure: she knew better now. All she could hope was that
Justin wouldn’t do anything stupid like jumping into his precious red
Ferrari and tearing down here on the off chance that he’d find her. If
she lay low for a week or two, found a way to explain to her family
why she was keeping herself to herself, it was highly likely that he’d
give up and move on to somebody else.

She certainly hoped so anyway. Her hands fluttered down to her
stomach and rested there for a moment. She had to be strong and
she had to make this work. No matter how scared she was or how
much Justin threatened her, she had to stay away from him. She had
to.

It was no longer just about her.



Chapter 5
With a baseball cap crammed onto her head and her big Chanel
sunglasses firmly in place, Summer locked the cottage behind her
and headed into the village. It was early evening now and snatches
of music floated up from the village green, suggesting that the
celebrations were in full swing. The scent of roasting meat drifted on
the breeze, reminding her that she hadn’t eaten. She’d have to do so
at some point, but right now her stomach was churning like a
washing machine. There was bread in the cottage, and a toaster.
She’d have to try to eat something later on.

If only she’d had time to grab her bag. Then she could have sent
Patsy a text and asked her for some help. She wished too that she
and Morwenna were still friends. Mo would know what to do; the fiery
redhead wouldn’t let a bully like Justin intimidate her and would be
more than capable of taking on the press if they got in her way.
Summer, always shy unless on the stage or in front of a camera, had
lost count of the times that her best friend had looked after her at
school and fought off the bullies. They’d seemed to hate Summer for
no reason other than that she was pretty and dating Jake Tremaine,
whom everyone agreed was way hot. When Ella St Milton, one of the
meanest girls at school, had accidentally poured her paint water all
over Summer’s GCSE art project, Morwenna had accidentally cut off
Ella’s swishy blonde ponytail.

“But I tripped,” Mo had insisted, echoing Ella’s excuse of moments
earlier. Unfortunately, Mo’s wide blue eyes and innocent expression
had fooled nobody. She’d been excluded for a week and Ella had
been whisked off to Plymouth for a full head of hair extensions. On
the plus side, Mo had spent the week riding her horses – Alice
Tremaine was no fan of bullies – and nobody had ever dared pick on
Summer Penhalligan again. Well, not unless they wanted to be
scalped, Mo had said cheerfully. On the downside, Summer had
been pretty certain that both she and Morwenna had made a
dangerous enemy for life in the spoilt and spiteful Ella. Hopefully she
wouldn’t come across the other girl anytime soon. The St Miltons
owned a big hotel just outside the Bay and had always been very



wealthy. As a child, Summer had been taunted relentlessly by Ella
and her cronies for her cheap clothes and her tiny home. Now she
was famous, had a closet full of designer bags, shoes and clothes
and a beautiful house in Kensington, Summer would have enjoyed a
sense of Schadenfreude if it hadn’t been for the fact that her life was
very far from the happy pictures that Hiya and All Right! liked to
peddle. Her fingers stole to her bruised face and she flinched.

Unfortunately, Summer no longer had Morwenna to fight her
corner and, whether or not she bumped into Ella, she was going to
do her best to make sure she wasn’t discovered. It was holiday
season in Cornwall, so Polwenna Bay was thronging with emmets,
the name the Cornish affectionately gave their seasonal visitors.
Besides, Summer was a trained actress (even though her skills
hadn’t been employed lately, or at least not on the stage). How hard
could it be to blend into the crowds? Passing the village shop, she
caught a glimpse of her reflection in the window and felt reassured
that the slim girl in skinny jeans, a baseball cap and a baggy long-
sleeve tee-shirt could be anyone. She certainly didn’t bear any
resemblance to the glossy-haired, lusciously curved and pouting
creature known across the UK simply as Summer.

The village shop looked empty and Summer didn’t recognise the
chewing teen behind the counter so, glancing around nervously, she
stepped inside. She needed to grab a copy of The Dagger, just to
see exactly what it was that had sent Justin wild this morning. Two
holidaymakers were chatting by the Duchy Originals area while the
bored teenager played with an iPhone. Nobody took the slightest
notice of Summer. Brilliant. Feeling reassured, she scanned the
selection of redtops, but there was nothing. Only by flicking through
the last remaining copy of The Dagger did she finally come across a
small picture of her leaning in closely to speak to Max Roberts. So
that was what had set Justin off. For him this was actually something
she could almost understand; more often than not it was something
as trivial as Summer making tea when he wanted coffee, or wearing
shoes he didn’t like, which made him flip. Max, with whom Summer
had recently filmed an episode of the comedy quiz show Celebrity
Squash, was one of the hottest young actors of the moment and also
as gay as a Cath Kidston tea towel. If Justin had actually taken the



time to ask, rather than sending Summer flying across their bespoke
kitchen and smack into the central island, she’d have been able to
tell him so.

“Do you want to buy that paper or not?” asked an impatient voice.
Looking up, Summer saw that a man was staring at her petulantly,

a frown creasing the place between his eyes. His face was all sharp
planes and perfect bone structure beneath hair that curled to his chin
in waves the exact same colour as the chocolate dusting on
cappuccino. Mocha-dark stubble sprinkled his jaw and his full mouth
was pressed into a very unamused line. If he hadn’t been so bad
tempered he would have been exceedingly good-looking.

“Well?” he demanded, clearly itching to snatch the paper from her.
“Yes or no? The tide won’t wait for you to make your mind up. Some
of us have got boats to get to.”

Oh great. This was a member of the species peculiar to Cornwall
in the tourist season: the know-it-all emmet with more money than
manners. Summer had met enough of these in her time to know one
when she saw one, and this guy – dressed from head to foot in
Musto, wearing Maui Jim shades perched atop a trendy haircut, and
rocking the latest LV man bag – definitely ticked all the boxes.

“Well? I don’t have all day,” demanded Mr Musto, checking a
Rolex the size of the village hall clock. Then his eyes narrowed.
“Hey, have we met before?”

Only in my bad dreams, thought Summer darkly. Hastily, and
before he could make the connection – unlikely, she knew, but still a
risk not worth taking – she thrust the paper at him.

“Here, it’s all yours,” she told him over her shoulder. “Enjoy the
boating!”

Without waiting for a reply she dashed out of the shop. For an
awful moment she half expected him to come charging after her
shouting that he knew who she was. For once, though, luck was on
Summer’s side. Musto Man was far too busy elbowing locals out of
the way in his haste to catch the tide to pay any more attention to a
scruffy girl. Still, Summer knew this was a warning and that she had
to do something drastic if she was to stay incognito. Hiding in plain
sight, was how Patsy had put it. Then, like an answer to prayer,



Summer saw it: the solution to her problems. Or to one of them, at
the very least.

Kursa’s Kozi Kutz. All big hairdryers and faded 1980s shots of
Princess Diana pageboy cuts and curly perms. But who cared? It
may not have been Nicky Clarke but she had never been so in need
of a salon. This was also a new addition to the village, and Summer
was quietly hopeful that the mysterious Kursa wouldn’t know who
she was. Maybe she could even have a go at doing an American
accent. After all, her Blanche DuBois had once won all the critics
over. She gave the door a push and dived in.

Over the course of her career Summer had spent a lot of time at
the hairdresser’s. If she’d ever naïvely thought that being an actress
was all about learning screeds of Shakespeare and channelling the
muse, then she’d been in for a bit of a disappointment. It was true
that she’d spent ages memorising her lines for various plays, but
she’d also endured equal amounts of time in the stylist’s chair being
dyed and blow-dried or styled for shoots. Lately she and Justin had
frequented the same salon once favoured by Kate Middleton, and
Summer owed her glossy dark mane to their magic rather than any
real effort on her own part. Justin spent just as much time in the
stylist’s chair as she did, knowing full well that every style he wore
was going to be copied the length and breadth of the UK. Summer
felt confident that she was something of an expert when it came to
hairdressers; she didn’t think there was anything about a trip to one
that could surprise her.

She was wrong.
For a start, was she actually in a salon or had she walked into her

Nan’s front room by mistake? The walls were smothered with orange
and green flowery wallpaper and the floor was carpeted in a lurid
swirly shagpile. A carpet like that could only be some sort of 1970s
masterpiece, unless the stress had really got to Summer and she
was having a violent hallucination. A tiny sink lurked in the corner of
the room, its taps jauntily sporting a plastic shower attachment of a
kind that Summer hadn’t seen since childhood. Two overstuffed red-
velour armchairs complete with frothing antimacassars flanked a
stone fireplace. Huge dryers loomed over them like diplodocuses,
while in another corner there was a tea trolley piled high with a



jumble of curlers, perm papers and medieval-looking curling tongs.
At least, Summer hoped they were curling tongs.

This was a hairdresser’s? There wasn’t a customer in sight.
Summer was contemplating bolting back to the cottage and taking
her chances with being spotted, when a figure stepped out of the
wallpaper. She was wearing a flowery housecoat and big pink
slippers, camouflaging her perfectly with the dahlias and roses in the
pattern. Even her hair was tango orange; it was as though one of the
plants was walking towards Summer, Triffid-like. Summer couldn’t
help it. She shrieked.

“Sorry, my love – didn’t mean to make you jump,” said the Triffid.
“I think I’ve made a mistake,” Summer said quickly, reversing

towards the door. “I thought this was a hairdresser’s.”
“Not a mistake at all, my love! Welcome to Kursa’s Kozi Kutz! I’m

Kursa. Why don’t you take a seat and tell me what you’d like me to
do?”

A plump hand rested on her shoulder and guided Summer across
the shagpile. Before she could open her mouth to protest, Summer
was plopped down into a marshmallow of an armchair that faced a
mirror balanced precariously on the mantelpiece. She considered
making a dash for freedom, but then she caught sight of her
reflection. The baseball cap had slipped and her long hair was falling
down loose from underneath it; those trademark dark curls would
give her away in an instant. Summer only prayed that Kursa didn’t
recognise her. That would be a disaster. Checking out the tottering
piles of magazines and clocking that Woman’s Weekly and The
People’s Friend featured heavily, she figured she was pretty safe.
Heat or Closer would have been a bit more of a worry.

Summer took a deep breath and whipped off the hat. “Would you
be able to cut my hair? A dry cut would do.”

Kursa nodded, already reaching for her scissors. “A couple of
inches?”

“No. Not exactly.” Summer swallowed. Her hand moved to her
stomach. Why on earth was she hesitating? There were far more
important things to think about than hair. “I was thinking a bit more.”

“No problems. To the shoulder?”
“No. All of it.”



The scissors hovered and Kursa’s eyes widened.
“All of it? Are you serious, my love? It’s beautiful hair. It must have

taken ages to grow.”
“All of it,” Summer said firmly.
“Well if you’re sure,” said Kursa, sounding doubtful. Her gaze

flickered to Summer’s cheek and she frowned. “Man trouble?”
“You could say that.”
Their eyes met in the mirror. “I came here five years ago from

Penzance,” Kursa told Summer softly. “My Ted was a bit handy with
his fists. Best day of my life when he dropped dead. Better than
winning the lottery. I always loved Polwenna, so I sold up and bought
this place. Then I went to college and trained as a hairdresser. At my
age, would you believe! It was always my dream.”

Summer had enjoyed the grieving widow fantasy a few times
herself and then felt dreadful afterwards. Lately, though, her dream
would be to have a good night’s rest without trying not to breathe too
loudly, fidget, talk in her sleep or do whatever else might annoy
Justin.

“Nothing helps get you over a man like a change of hair,” Kursa
said when Summer didn’t reply. “Like therapy, it is. New hair, new
start, new man.”

“New man? No thanks.” Summer shook her head. “I’m through
with men. Believe me, if there was a convent nearby I’d be seriously
considering joining up.”

“There are still some good ones out there. My son Richard, he’s
one of the good guys. A doctor too. He’s just started to practise here;
I can hardly believe it!”

“Mmm,” said Summer politely. She was starting to feel twitchy and
was hoping that Kursa got a move on in the next decade. What if
one of her Polwenna Bay regulars came in? Imagine if it was Sheila
Keverne or “Key Hole” Kathy Polmartin? The redtops had nothing on
the way those two pillars of the community could spread gossip. She
may as well just phone The Sun’s news desk herself and be done
with it.

“Listen to me going on!” Sensing that her customer wasn’t in a
chatty frame of mind, Kursa leaned forward and turned the mirror
around so that Summer couldn’t see her handiwork. “Just leave it



with me. If it’s a change you want then it’s a change you shall have.
You’re going to be in for a big surprise!”

Summer didn’t much like surprises. Justin was full of them, and
few of them were pleasant. For instance, there was the surprise
she’d got when Justin had… Well, never mind him now. The point
was that usually she liked to know exactly what was going on,
especially when it came to her appearance. It was how she made
her living, after all. But something strange was happening as Kursa
cut her hair: with every snip of the scissors it was though the tension
was falling away with her curls. Very soon the floor was covered in a
mound of the dark locks. Summer couldn’t recall ever having short
hair, but she was willing to give it a try. After all, hair grew back.

And bruises faded.
Summer was still musing on this when Kursa rubbed some wax on

her hands, ran it through what was left of Summer’s hair and
stepped back to regard her critically through narrowed eyes.

“Proper job,” she said, a smile spreading across her face. “Good to
know I’ve still got it.”

Turning the mirror around slowly, in the style of Gok Wan about to
do a grand reveal, she waited for Summer’s reaction. She wasn’t
disappointed.

Summer gasped.
The reflection in the glass looked nothing like her. Yes, of course

the big green eyes and blooming bruises were hers, as was the
small freckled nose and too-large pouty mouth, but where on earth
had those cheekbones come from? Her hair curled around her face
in ringlets like those of an Austen heroine and although she didn’t
think it had ever been this short she absolutely loved it. She looked
so much younger! And just think of the hours she was going to save
washing and styling it. No more diffusers or straighteners or curling
wands. It was a whole new world of freedom for her follicles – and
hopefully nobody would recognise her like this. It felt like a huge leap
forward. Could it be possible that things really were going to be OK?

Summer was still smiling five minutes later when she let herself
out of the salon. Armed with a tub of gel and a stack of ancient
Woman’s Weekly magazines, she was looking forward to settling into
a bath and then devouring a pile of toast before snuggling down for



the night. Maybe tomorrow she’d go and see her mum and tell her
what had happened. She’d call her agent too and see if she could
sort out some financial arrangements; she was getting low on cash,
having paid for the haircut with Aunty Patsy’s money. She could
have a bank card delivered to her parents’ place. She’d also need to
see a doctor, and sooner rather than later. Maybe Kursa’s son would
have an appointment.

As she headed back through the village and towards the harbour,
Summer marvelled at the change a haircut could make. It was as
though the new style had moved her into a different space. Walking
back along the street to the waterfront she found that she was
looking at the views rather than fixing her eyes on the floor and
scuttling along, hoping that nobody noticed her. She didn’t see Musto
Man again, thank goodness, and nobody gave her a second glance.
Maybe things were going to be all right. Perhaps Summer without
Justin was invisible.

She could only hope.



Chapter 6
Morwenna Tremaine was not having a good day. It had got off to a
bad start when her top event horse, Mr Dandy, had lamed himself
carting around the paddock – meaning she’d had to pull out of a
major competition and forfeit several hundred pounds worth of
entrance fees, which she could ill afford to lose. Then one of her full
liveries had handed in their notice, which meant even less money in
the pot, and then just to add insult to injury her ancient Discovery
had decided it was time to give up the ghost. So when she’d finally
got around to opening her mail and discovered that Ashley sodding
Carstairs had pulled yet another stunt, it had been the last straw. Mo
had screwed up the letter from the Polwenna Action Group and
hurled it across the kitchen, wishing with all her heart that it were
made of voodoo paper and that somewhere bloody Ashley was
clutching his guts and howling. No such luck. Cashley was made of
Teflon; nothing ever seemed to stick to him.

Uttering several choice words that she knew Granny Alice
certainly wouldn’t approve of, Mo tugged on her wellies, pulled her
wild red hair onto the top of her head and lassoed it with a scrunchie,
then grabbed the last tenner out of the biscuit barrel. The biscuit
barrel was supposed to be the place where she kept her emergency
funds but, sod it, thought Mo as she stomped out of her static
caravan and slammed the door so hard that the flimsy structure
wobbled, this was an emergency and she needed a drink. If Cashley
managed to grease the right palms on the council and sneak under
the planning radar just when most members of PAG were collapsing
under the burden of the holiday trade and simply too exhausted to
fight, then their cause was lost.

“Over my dead body,” Mo said to the beady-eyed seagull sitting on
the caravan’s roof. “And his too, if needs be.”

The seagull didn’t reply. Then again, it didn’t need to because
unlike Cashley it was born and raised in Polwenna Bay and was
therefore Cornish through and through. It was bound to be in
agreement with Morwenna Tremaine. Most people tended to be.



It was second nature for Mo to check the yard as she crossed it
and, as always, she felt a thrill of pride that all this was hers – even if
she was hanging onto it by a wing and a prayer. It might be the case
that she lived in a caravan that was such a nineteen-eighties time
warp that she half expected to bump into Boy George whenever she
went to the kitchenette. It might also be true that when she wasn’t in
jodhpurs her clothes were an eclectic collection of charity-shop finds
and her gran’s cast-offs. Nevertheless, her horses lived the lives of
pampered A-listers in the American barn and pranced around the
paddocks in their fly sheets like supermodels sampling bridal attire.
Even if Mo’s fingernails were broken from yard chores and her hair
hadn’t seen a proper cut since Take That were first in the charts, the
horses all had perfect hooves – thanks to Tommy Lovell, the sexiest
farrier in England (albeit a gay one, sadly for Mo, so there was no
chance of paying him in kind) – and their manes were pulled and
glossy. Of course, this was as it should be. Mo would have gone
without every creature comfort in order to make sure that the horses
had exactly what they needed.

Crossing the yard, Morwenna reflected that if things carried on like
this then she’d probably have to rethink her career as a three-day
eventer. She might have talent, and there was no doubt that she was
brave, but eventing was an expensive sport and without a sponsor
she was struggling to make her way. No wonder most people on the
circuit were either royals or loaded. The entrance fees alone were
crippling, never mind the fuel to reach the events and all the costly
care that went into bringing on a string of top-level competition
horses. Mr Dandy was as highly strung as any Premier League
footballer and shared that profession’s propensity for exaggerating
the slightest injury for maximum dramatic impact. Mo sighed. She
dreaded to think how much she owed Lucas Madding, the local
equine vet. Probably enough to buy him another Range Rover.
Lucas had been kind enough to let her put today’s callout fee on the
slate, but she’d have to find the money to pay him eventually. Her
mortgage was also due next week and she knew that the bank
wouldn’t be half as understanding. In fact, the last time she’d coaxed
the Discovery over the Tamar to Plymouth to grovel to her bank
manager, he’d been very unsympathetic.



“There are more important things in life than horses,” he’d said
disapprovingly to Mo, peering over his bifocals in the manner of
Dumbledore giving Harry Potter a dressing down.

There were? Mo couldn’t think what. She’d spent most of her life
living and breathing horses. Eventually, the bank manager had
agreed to extend her overdraft and review the situation in six
months, a reprieve that still made Mo feel giddy with relief but which
also terrified her. Unless something miraculous happened in the next
few months, like Princess Anne popping by and deciding to adopt
her, Mo couldn’t see a way that she could keep her eventing dream
afloat. She couldn’t ask her father for a cash injection; Jake was
always making it very clear on their father’s behalf that the church
mice in St Wenn’s had more in the pot than the Tremaines these
days. Besides, Mo had her pride. Polwenna Equestrian was her
baby. She’d find a way to make it pay and keep her horses, even if it
meant putting aside her Olympic ambitions and turning to pony
trekking for the holidaymakers. Or, even worse, selling her top horse
on for good money and starting all over again.

There was a lump the size of a Jolly Ball in her throat at this
thought. Morwenna adored Mr Dandy far more than she’d ever loved
any man. Of course I do, Mo thought with a grimace as the ghosts of
boyfriends past danced through her memory in a mental most
rubbish ID parade. Not that Mo had much time for dating anyway – it
was pretty hard to fit a love life in between all the mucking out,
exercising and competing – but the few men who had come and
gone from her life had all been pretty useless. Some had been
jealous of the horses, one had been terrified (the sight of him
quaking when she’d handed him a lead rope had pretty much killed
any romance stone dead), and others had just been too much of a
pushover. Mo supposed that she was quite bossy; it was the legacy
of having to keep all those siblings in line for her formative years.
She just couldn’t help ordering her boyfriends around. Maybe it was
a test and she wanted to see who actually had the balls to stand up
to her. This was what her brother Danny thought – and since Danny
had spent hours in psychotherapy recently, Mo guessed he knew
what he was talking about.



“You want an alpha male,” Danny had concluded only yesterday
evening as they’d sat in The Ship. He’d smirked at her over the rim
of his whisky glass. “Admit it, Mo: you just want a Christian Grey to
take control.”

“I do not!” Mo had scoffed. “I’m not into perverts, thanks!”
Her brother had raised a quizzical eyebrow, which Mo could see

because she was sitting on his good side. “So you say. One
woman’s pervert is another woman’s sex god. I think you protest too
much, sis. Mr Grey would have a field day with all that bondage gear
of yours.”

Mo had laughed. “That’s my tack, you moron! And those whips are
for schooling horses, not S and M!”

“That’s your story,” had teased Danny, who’d been at that lovely
stage between being just drunk enough to forget his misery and not
quite drunk enough to be obnoxious. “But you don’t fool me,
Morwenna Tremaine. Like all women you want a hero to sweep you
off your feet and carry you into the sunset in his manly arms.” He’d
then glanced down at his own body and Mo’s heart had plummeted
into her wellies, because she’d known exactly what her brother was
thinking. Oh great. Now he’d reached the tipping point at least
several drinks earlier than usual. Sure enough, the storm clouds had
swiftly come rolling in and the side of his mouth that she could see
had shrunk into a tight line.

“Christ. If that’s what women want then that’s me screwed. No
wonder Tara left.”

“Tara left because she’s a shallow bitch with less depth than a rock
pool,” Mo had said quickly, but it had already been too late. Her
brother was plummeting over the cliff edge of his despair and was
signalling with his good arm to the barmaid for another shot. Mo
hadn’t stuck around to witness the rest of the evening; she hadn’t
needed to because she’d seen Danny drunk and belligerent far too
many times since he’d been discharged from the army. It wasn’t
pretty; it invariably ended in him getting thrown out of the pub, and
she was very afraid that things were only going to get worse. If it
hadn’t been for his hero status in the village and the fact that
everyone loved Granny Alice far too much to rock the boat (for now,



at least), Mo was pretty sure that her volatile brother would have
been banned from everywhere that sold alcohol.

She leaned against the gate and sighed. Mo had no idea what the
answer was for Danny, but she could have cheerfully murdered her
ex-sister-in-law for making things a million times worse for him. Sure,
Tara had married a strong vital man with a glowing army career, and
she certainly hadn’t bargained for what had happened to Dan. But he
was still her husband. To walk away when he needed her most was
unforgivable in Mo’s mind, even if Dan was bloody hard to live with
at the minute. Anyway, wasn’t the whole point of marriage about
things being for better or for worse? In sickness or in health?

All this thinking was making Mo’s head ache. Watching the horses
chomping contentedly at the grass, their tails whisking the flies away,
she decided that she was never, ever going to put herself in the
dangerous position of being so in love with someone that he became
her world. God, no way. Look where that got you. Dan was a wreck,
her father missed her mother every day and even Jake had never
quite returned to his old carefree self since that bitch, Summer, had
ditched him without a second thought. And that was years ago.

No, Mo decided as Mr Dandy ambled up and nudged her hopefully
for a treat, if this was what love did for you then she’d stick to the
horses, thanks all the same. Besides, how could she respect anyone
who wasn’t her equal or her sparring partner? She gave her horse a
scratch and offered him the last Polo from her gilet pocket. In her
eyes there was simply no comparison to Mr Dandy, who was always
pleased to see her, kept all her secrets and gave her a great ride
every single day!

Satisfied that all her horses were secure for the evening, and
sending up a swift prayer of thanks to the gods of good weather and
all-night turnout, Mo secured the yard gate and set off for the village.
It was a glorious evening but as she stomped down the lane even
the sight of the sun slipping behind the hill to bathe the village in
honeyed light and gilt-edge the waves didn’t improve her state of
mind. What she needed was a night off from all the thoughts that
were zooming around her head like wasps on speed. An hour
listening to Zak’s band play, a plate of Symon’s hog roast and then a
pint of scrumpy in the pub would cheer her up. And if she bumped



into Cashley en route and was able to give him a piece of her mind,
then so much the better.

There were two ways down to Polwenna Bay from Mo’s clifftop
yard. The simplest route was to follow the narrow lane that wound its
way down the hillside and passed through the westerly side of the
village beside the British Legion and the Merry Mackerel Café,
before passing the church, skipping over a humpbacked bridge and
finally opening up into a street filled with restaurants and gift shops –
plus the latest jewel in Polwenna Bay’s crown, Symon’s Michelin-
starred restaurant, The Plump Seagull. Today, Mo wasn’t in the
mood for simple or straightforward. She also had a vested interest in
taking the second route into the village, a muddier and splashier path
that split off from the lane just before the jumbled lichen-splattered
village rooftops came back into view. This was a scenic and more
leisurely path through several acres of ancient woodland. The locals
called this area Fernside; in the heat of the summer it was a cool
oasis of green shade and in the winter it was the best place in the
world to gather kindling for the wood burner or to collect bags full of
spiky holly splashed with blood-red berries, to make Christmas
garlands.

Mo, who was generally always dressed in boots and jeans, had
been taking the Fernside route into the village for as long as she’d
had horses up at the top of the hill, and there wasn’t an inch of the
woodland that she didn’t know. Mo always felt that when she slipped
into the dappled pools of shade it was as though she’d stepped away
from the noise and demands of the real world and travelled
backwards to a quieter time. Although the sounds of the village still
floated through the valley and the rooks in their treetop perches
chattered endlessly like noisy schoolchildren, being in the woods felt
like being in another dimension altogether. Whatever the season, Mo
loved the peace and quiet of Fernside. In the springtime the floor
was an inland sea of bluebells. In the summer wild garlic lent a
Parisian scent to the pathways as her boots brushed against the
flowers. When autumn came, the leaves turned to russet and scarlet
and gold confetti, drifting down silently to carpet the earth. By winter
the trees shivered beneath their ivy cloaks and knitted their branches
overhead to keep out the rain. Mo had played here as a child,



making camps with her siblings, and as an adult it was a place
where she liked to come and just be still for a while to escape the
pressures of the yard and the knotty business of Tremaine family life.
There was something about catching glimpses of Polwenna through
the tangled trees, small as a model village from this height, which
calmed her down and put everything into perspective.

Today Mo was walking through Fernside for a very different
reason. Rather than feeling soothed, every step she took wound her
up so much that she was in danger of chiming like the village hall
clock. She splashed through the puddles, kicked branches out of the
way and, for once, neglected to admire the village peeping shyly at
her through the greenery. Instead of seeing the path and the
breathtaking views, all Mo could picture was the pristine tarmac road
that Ashley bloody Carstairs wanted to bulldoze through the woods.
Mariners, at present his white elephant of a property, couldn’t be
accessed by road through the village, which was a tragic blow to a
man who probably loved his sports car more than his mum (if indeed
Cashley had a mum; Mo was convinced that he was actually Satan
come to earth as a property developer). But the house was situated
right at the end of Fernside, and it hadn’t taken Cashley long to
figure out that if he flung enough money at the council somebody
would agree to sell the woods to him. Today’s letter from PAG had
carried the devastating news that the woods were indeed going to be
sold at auction very soon.

It was a coincidence too far, Mo thought bitterly as she kicked a
piece of bark. Of course this was another of the dark doings of
Cashley – and unless she came up with a brilliant idea and pretty
bloody quickly too, Fernside would be his personal driveway before
you could say tosser. There had to be a way she could raise the
money to beat him to it.

Unable to face walking to the end of the woods and seeing the sad
shell of Mariners, Mo turned left when the path fell a little, and took
the stepped lane that dropped behind St Wenn’s and popped out
behind the chip shop. The houses were a cluster of slate roofs and
listing chimney pots, speckled with moss and seagull droppings, and
the closer she got to the village the louder the music became as The
Tinners played their first set on the green.



Maybe Zak would get a big recording deal and lend her the money
to buy the woods, Mo thought hopefully. Everyone said he was
talented, so if that failed maybe she could persuade him to go on
The X Factor instead and have a bash at One Direction style world
domination? Winning the lottery was another possibility, although
since she didn’t play it this plan had its flaws. Then there was always
the chance of marrying a rich man.

Mo glanced down at her broken nails, calloused hands and tatty
clothes. Unless there was a millionaire with a penchant for scruffy
girls who smelled of horses and had wild hair, she was on a hiding to
nothing. Besides, there was a distinct lack of millionaires in
Polwenna Bay; they preferred the smarter Cornish resorts like
Fowey and Rock, where they could pose in their boats and pretend
that they knew the royals. Unfortunately for Mo the only millionaire in
the village was Cashley.

There was nothing else for it: she would have to start buying
lottery tickets.

The village green was packed like a sardine tin, with bodies of
holidaymakers and locals alike pressed together. Beers in hand and
swaying to the catchy harmonies, people had gathered to listen to
The Tinners. Mo joined the throng for a couple of songs – and
managed to wave at Zak, who grinned and gave her a thumbs-up.
Then she went to find her brother Nick over at the hog roast.
Clutching their food and dripping apple sauce everywhere, they
wandered through the street that led past the shops and along the
fish-market area, where the Penhalligan brothers in their dayglow-
yellow overalls were landing the day’s catch. Continuing past them,
they climbed the narrow flight of stone steps leading into the pub.

“Shouldn’t you be giving them a hand?” Mo asked her little brother
as they stumbled into the candle-lit fug of The Ship. She hated to
play the bossy big sister but sometimes Nick brought this side out in
her.

Nick shook his shaggy blond head. He was still dressed in his
smock and boots and smelled of diesel and sea spray, but the glitter
in his blue eyes and the easy smile playing at the corners of his wide
mouth suggested that he’d been taking part in the celebrations for
some time while his colleagues sorted and weighed the catch.



“Time off for good behaviour. I’m taking the boat again at midnight
with Davey Tuckey so that the boys can party tonight,” he explained,
not quite able to look at his sister – which was typical of Nick when
he was being economical with the truth. He waved across the
crowded bar to the pretty brunette busy emptying the glass-washer
and threw her a smile that could thaw ice caps.

“Hey! Kelly! Pint of Doom Bar for me and a scrumpy for Mo!”
It was a given that women always melted where her brothers were

concerned, and Mo pulled a face while the smitten Kelly flicked her
hair about and fluttered her lashes so hard that the newspapers piled
on the end of the bar were in danger of being blown away. Mo
guessed that this did have one advantage – being tall, chiselled and
handsome, the Tremaine brothers were pretty hard to miss and in a
crowded pub this meant that they tended to be served very quickly.
Mo knew she would have been queuing for ages and, being only five
feet two, wasn’t so easy to spot in a crowd. While Nick paid she
hopped onto a bar stool and glanced about the place.

Oh bollocks, there was Danny hunched over the far end of the bar,
nursing a whisky as though he were Gollum protecting the precious
Ring. Judging from his unfocused expression, he’d been here for
some time. There was no sign of Jake yet – Mo guessed he was still
at the marina – but Issie was sitting cross-legged in one of the
window seats, talking to a plump woman with spiky purple hair who
was laughing and gesticulating wildly about something. She was
familiar but Mo couldn’t quite place her. Pink wellies? She frowned.
No local would wear pink wellies. Maybe she was a second-homer?

There were certainly lots of these folk in evidence today, crowding
the bar and munching their way through crusty baguettes and plates
of mussels. Most of the locals had decamped to the far end of the
bar, practically under the stairs with the musty coats and old
umbrellas, while the holidaymakers claimed the comfy seats with the
best views. This was how it was in the summer, and the residents of
Polwenna Bay were more or less resigned to having to step back
and make themselves scarce for a few months. After all, these folk
paid top dollar to rent the holiday cottages and kept the tills of many
village businesses ringing. The Tremaines had two cottages and the
marina and, unless things perked up soon, Mo’s pony-trekking



venture would also rely on the tourists. At this thought she took her
drink from Nick, clinked the glasses, and then took a deep swig.
Maybe Danny had a point.

Nick downed his pint and held the glass out to Kelly for a refill.
“Stressful day,” he explained when Mo raised her eyebrows.

“Caught the trawl and came fast. Thought we’d have to cut it off for
one bloody awful moment. Can you imagine? Eddie would have
gone mental.”

Having grown up in a fishing village, Mo spoke fluent trawlerman
and knew that coming fast was less E L James and more to do with
getting your net stuck on a wreck. Since trawl nets were worth
thousands and the catch in them just as much on a good day, Mo
could well imagine what Eddie Penhalligan’s reaction would be to
such a mishap. The Penhalligans were a volatile bunch with their
mythical Spanish roots and hot Latino tempers, and Big Eddie was
famous for exploding. When he’d first seen a picture of Summer
posing for FHM, all grapefruit cleavage, flowing black gypsy curls
and pouting red lips, his roar of fury could be heard in Plymouth. If
Mo hadn’t hated her former best friend, she would have felt very
sorry for her indeed.

Still, even the sheer relief of escaping a verbal tongue-lashing
from his boss didn’t excuse Nick from getting drunk when he had to
take the trawler to sea again at midnight. Alcohol and deep-sea
fishing were a deadly combination.

“Should you be having another one if you’re saving tide and going
at midnight?” Mo asked gently. She glanced at the novelty pasty
clock on the wall. It was only half five but, even so, if Nick kept on
like this there was no chance he’d be sober enough to skipper
Penhalligan Girl at midnight.

“Chillax, sis,” said Nick airily. “It’s nothing I can’t handle, OK?
Anyway, this is weak beer and I won’t have more than four or five
anyway. I know what I’m doing.”

If Mo drank five pints of beer she would be unconscious until the
middle of the next week. Nick though, like most of the fishermen in
the village, drank hard and often. Mo worried about him but, as he
often reminded her, he was twenty-two and more than capable of
making his own decisions. She was wondering whether to persuade



him that this particular decision wasn’t a sensible one when the pub
door burst open and none other than Ashley Carstairs bowled in as
though he owned the place.

Well, he didn’t own it, thought Mo. Not yet anyway! Just the sight
of his smug face, stupid wavy hair and ridiculously expensive clothes
was enough to set Mo’s teeth on edge. Already seething after her
walk through the woods and fired up by half a cider on an empty
stomach, she shot Ashley a look that in a fair and just universe
should have laid him out at her feet in a crumpled heap of Musto
clothing. Unfortunately, Mo lived in the unfair and unjust universe
and, as though sensing her vibes, Ashley caught her eye and made
a beeline for her.

“Just bloody great,” Mo muttered, glancing around for an escape
route and, short of leaping the bar and ducking down behind it, not
finding one. What on earth did he want now? The last time they’d
met had been at an open meeting of the town council where, on the
behalf of PAG, she’d opposed his latest plans for a helipad – and
been successful, too. There was to be no helipad at Mariners, no
matter how many promises he made about improvements to the
environment. Cashley’s expression when he’d looked across at Mo
had been on a par with the one Henry VIII might have worn when
sending wives to the Tower. Dark moody guys who got off on the
whole broody Heathcliff thing had never done it for Morwenna –
she’d gone right off Heathcliff when he hung Isabella’s dog – and in
spite of herself she shivered. Knowing that somebody hated your
guts was not a comfortable feeling.

Well, you hate his guts too, Mo reminded herself sternly as Ashley
made his way towards her, cutting through the crowded pub like
Moses parting the Red Sea and then looming over her at the bar. It
was at times like this that Mo really wished she were six feet tall like
her brothers. Being small and looking harmless was such a pain at
times.

“You, Red, are costing me far too much money,” Ashley Carstairs
remarked, staring down at her with his dark eyes. Mo resisted the
instinct to shrink away and instead glared up at him. With his hawk-
like features and intense gaze, he reminded her of a bird of prey –
and there was no way she was letting him swoop in for the kill.



“That’s right; it’s all about money with you lot, isn’t it?” she said,
ignoring the annoying name he’d just called her. She wasn’t going to
acknowledge that Ashley Carstairs had given her a nickname, unless
that nickname was Nemesis.

“You lot?” Ashley sounded amused. “What’s that supposed to
mean? We incomers? Us emmets? People who haven’t lived here
for ten generations and bred with their kin?” Without missing a beat,
he leaned across Mo, brushing up against her and making her hiss
like a cat. Ignoring this, he smiled at Kelly and handed her two fifties.
“Pint of Carlsberg, angel, and one for yourself and all the other...” he
glanced at Mo and winked “...real locals in the house. They might all
hate me but they never turn down a free drink – just like they’ll never
turn down a good price for their cottages or their scruffy bits of
woodland.”

“Oh thanks, Mr Carstairs!” Dimpling at him, Kelly – whom Mo had
always suspected was dimmer than The Ship’s lighting – trotted off
to fetch the drinks while Mo seethed, her hands curling into fists and
scoring half moons into her palms.

“Or maybe,” Ashley was continuing thoughtfully, “you mean people
who choose to invest their money in this town and who want to
improve it? Drag it out of the nineteen-seventies and give it the kind
of makeover that doesn’t seem to have done Rock any harm? The
kind of people who keep marinas going, for instance, and who spend
the same filthy money you despise in very expensive, and quite
frankly overrated, local restaurants? Those people?”

Mo pretended to be fascinated by her drink. She was not going to
rise to this pathetic baiting, even though she longed to bop him on
the nose.

“I meant people who have no sense of heritage, community and
history,” she replied calmly. “People who have no taste whatsoever
and want to ruin ancient woodland just because they’re too bloody
lazy to walk or don’t want to get their stupid penis cars wet.”

Ashley raised an eyebrow. “Do we really need to bring my penis
into this, sweetheart? Much as I’m flattered that you’re thinking about
it, I don’t really feel it’s appropriate. We’re virtually strangers. Or is
this one of those local customs?”



To her horror, Mo felt a hot tidal wave of a blush start to spread up
her neck and sweep towards her cheeks. It was one of the
downsides of having flaming red hair. As if she was thinking about
Ashley’s… Ashley’s…

He was grinning at her and Mo blushed even harder.
Well anyway, that.
“God, you’re pathetic,” she said coldly, or rather as coldly as a

woman with a face hotter than the nuclear core of Sellafield could. “A
total cock.”

Ashley shrugged. “Still thinking of my cock, Red? Call me what
you like but I’m a cock with lots of money. And whether you like it or
not, I will be getting my own way over all of this, because that’s what
I do. I develop property. Clue’s in the job description, sweetheart,
and you’re starting to get on my nerves with your constant
interfering. Just admit defeat. Mariners is going to be rebuilt and I will
have my driveway put in through that tatty scrubland you seem so
fond of.”

“I’ll chain myself to the trees,” Mo threatened. “You’d have to run
me over first.”

He regarded her thoughtfully. “I see. Would you be naked?”
She stared at him, wrong-footed. “What?”
Ashley took a long, slow gulp of his drink and studied her over the

rim of his pint glass. There was a look in his eyes that made Mo feel
very odd indeed and not quite like herself. The hairs on her forearms
rippled.

“You heard me. There’d have to be something worth stopping the
diggers for, wouldn’t there? Otherwise I’d be more than happy to run
you over. Would you paint yourself green? It’s popular here, I think?
Maybe stick a few leaves over your nipples and make a skirt out of
twigs? That ridiculous hippy, Silver Starr, was wearing something
similar earlier. I bet she’d be pleased to help too. Maybe you could
even make a little camp in the trees? Have some tepees and see if
that Swampy guy wants to come out of retirement and lend a hand?”

Mo’s blood was starting to bubble. “It’s all just a joke to you, isn’t
it?”

“Sweetheart, I’m deadly serious about wanting to see you naked,”
drawled Ashley, his dark eyes raking over Mo from the top of her



tangled head to the bottom of her muddy boots, making her
annoying blush grow even hotter. “In fact, I’d go as far as to say that
might be the only thing that could save those woods of yours. What
do you say? Do we have a deal?”

At that precise second Mo didn’t think she’d ever hated anyone
quite as much as she hated Ashley Carstairs. He was laughing at
her, gloating that his bottomless wallet was going to buy him
whatever he wanted. Mo’s sense of right and wrong was thumping
its fists on the table and throwing an enormous tantrum.

“I’m serious,” said Ashley softly. He was still staring at her, the
hawk watching its prey. “Generally I like to have dinner with women
before I see them naked. So, will you?”

The pub was still noisy but there was a weird buzzing in Mo’s ears.
The bar stool seemed to be swaying beneath her backside like the
deck of Nick’s boat.

“Will I what?” she whispered.
“Have dinner with me.” Cashley leaned one arm on the low beam

of the pub and bent over Mo. Then, voice lowered, he added, “The
taking your clothes off bit won’t be obligatory, but you’ll probably find
you want to anyway. Women tend to. Especially once you’ve seen
my penis… car.”

He’d been winding her up all along! What a bastard! Enraged, and
alarmed at herself because for a brief moment there she’d almost
believed he was serious – not that she’d have ever eaten dinner with
Cashley, no way, she would rather eat hoof clippings first – Mo leapt
off her bar stool and hurled the remains of her cider straight into his
horrible, haughty mocking face. Abruptly the pub went silent as
heads swivelled to catch this latest Morwenna Tremaine explosion.

“You’re pathetic,” she hissed to the dripping Ashley. “Utterly
pathetic, and all the money in the world can’t change that! Take the
piss if you like but there’s no way you’re getting your grubby hands
on Fernside woods. No way at all.”

“Be very careful, Red,” said Ashley. Challenge dripped from his
voice just like the cider dripping from his face. “That sounds like a
dare to me and I never turn down a dare. And, be warned, I never
lose a fight.”



Mo raised her chin. Her heart was rattling up and down against her
ribcage and her pulse was racing, but it was a good and familiar
feeling: the same surge of determination and adrenalin she felt when
she rode Mr Dandy at huge fixed fences that, if misjudged by a split
second, would mean the end for them both. Ashley wasn’t the
Badminton water complex, she reminded herself sharply. He was
just a knob. She could take him on and win. Of course she could.

“And neither do I,” she promised him.
They eyeballed each other, bristling. In the dim light of the pub,

shadows played across her adversary’s face and made him appear
even more determined. His mouth was set in a cruel line and his
eyes were harder than the granite rocks outside.

Then Ashley threw back his head and laughed.
“In that case, Red,” he said softly, a mocking grin twisting his

mouth upwards, “you’re on. Let the battle begin.”



Chapter 7
Summer knew that she probably should quit while she was ahead,
be grateful she’d managed to go this long without being recognised
and head straight back to the safety of Harbour Watch. Yes, this was
what she should do, but her dramatic new haircut was lulling
Summer into a false sense of security and, as though her feet had a
mind of their own, she headed towards the harbour rather than
climbing back up the cliff path to her little cottage.

It was early evening now and the sun was slipping into the sea,
spilling liquid gold across the waves. The crowds were starting to
thin out as the visitors meandered back to the car park or wandered
into the restaurants for supper. Music was thudding from the
direction of the green, where the majority of the younger villagers
would be listening to the band and getting stuck in to the cider. With
her sunglasses still firmly in place and the baseball cap shoved down
on her dark ringlets, Summer figured she’d be pretty safe down by
the quay. She’d just have a look at the boats and see if her brothers
were home yet, Summer decided as she crossed the little bridge that
spanned the River Wenn. Then she’d go back to the cottage and lie
low while she tried to work out what on earth to do next.

By now Justin would have realised that she’d gone. Just imagining
his reaction was enough to make Summer shiver, even though the
evening sun was still warm. He’d stride through the house, kicking
doors open and yelling for her, before smashing something or maybe
– a possibility that was even more troubling – remaining icy calm and
waiting, white-lipped, for her to return. Summer had seen this
enough times to know that she actually preferred Justin to just lose
his temper. That way it was over with. The cold and silent treatment
was the worst because she never knew quite when it would end. The
eventual eruption of rage would be even more shocking due to its
sheer unexpectedness. Whatever his reaction, Summer knew he’d
be furious. Justin was High Maintenance with a capital H and a
capital M, and he expected his fiancée to be waiting for him, not the
other way around. Summer had lost count of the amount of times her
heart had gone into free fall when she’d pulled up in her Audi only to



see Justin’s car already in situ. Even now and despite being over two
hundred miles away from him, her pulse began to race.

I’m being ridiculous, Summer told herself sharply. Justin was a
bully, albeit a handsome and charming one, and there was nothing
he could do to her now. Nobody knew she was here – and even if he
did come flying down the motorway to Cornwall, her family didn’t
have a clue she was staying in the village, so they couldn’t give her
hiding place away. Only Patsy knew she was here, and Justin would
be no match for her aunty if he tried to throw his weight around. Just
the thought of the dressing down he’d get if he so much as put a foot
over the shop threshold made Summer smile in spite of her fluttering
heartbeat. Patsy wasn’t impressed by footballers; they were all a
bunch of pussies in her opinion. No, she only cared about rugby and
her beloved team, the Cornish Pirates. It was time she took a leaf
out of her aunt’s book and stood up for herself, Summer decided.

This was easier said than done after years of gradually being worn
down, but it was something to work on. She’d met Justin at a bad
time; she’d been vulnerable and naïve and, even seven years on,
desperately looking for someone who might take away the pain of
what had happened with Jake. Nobody until Justin had even come
close.

She exhaled wearily. She’d got Jake wrong too, hadn’t she? She’d
truly believed he was one of the good guys, had thought that he
loved her just as deeply as she’d loved him. But it had turned out
that when the chips were down and she’d really needed him he was
no different to any of the other lads just looking for a laugh on a
Saturday night.

Do I really have such awful instincts? Summer wondered sadly,
walking along to the end of the quay and turning to gaze back at the
village. Or had she wanted something to be true and good so badly
that she’d closed her eyes to the reality? Justin had been wonderful
at first and she’d been thrilled to be with him. Together they were
Summer and Justin, the coolest celebrity couple around. Their faces
had sold everything from supermarket party food to high-end
watches, and she’d been happy to let Justin make the decisions and
plan their life together. That was what a loving fiancé did, after all.



Retracing her steps along the quay, Summer sighed. She wasn’t
quite sure when it was that she’d realised that Justin was controlling
her, what jobs she took, what she wore, whom she could spend time
with. She was just another of his possessions, like the flash cars, the
houses and the Rolex – something he could show off to people and
then put away again. He wasn’t interested in her as a person. In fact
Summer had soon realised that Justin wasn’t interested in her at all,
unless she was dressed up and hanging off his arm. He didn’t care
what she thought about things or what she wanted to do; all he’d
really been concerned with was adding Summer to his collection of
things everybody else wanted. He’d never frightened her back then
though; that had only started when Summer had dared to voice her
doubts about their future.

Summer was so deep in thought that she hadn’t noticed a slender
girl burst out of the pub and fly down the steps in a blur of flaming
red hair and green gilet. It was only when this figure blocked her way
that Summer was ripped out of her uncomfortable memories with a
jolt.

She froze in shock when she realised who was standing in front of
her – Morwenna. Her heart lurched, first with an instinctive
happiness before dread rushed in. Mo looked almost exactly as she
had the last time they’d spoken, wild red hair tumbling about her
shoulders in a fiery halo, blue eyes gas-flame bright with anger and
her small hands clenched into fists as she fought to keep a lid on her
emotions.

Those same eyes narrowed when Mo saw Summer. The cropped
hair and big shades didn’t fool her for an instant. Of course they
didn’t. The two girls had once been closer than sisters and although
they no longer spoke their history ran through them just like the river
than ran through the village.

“Just bloody great.” Mo raised her eyes up to heaven. “Somebody
up there must really have it in for me today. It’s true what they say:
the holiday season really does bring the dregs down to the village.”
She swept a scornful gaze over Summer and wrinkled her freckled
nose. “Winter can’t come soon enough for me.”

Summer hardly noticed these harsh words; she was far too busy
drinking in the sight of her old friend. In an instant the years peeled



away and memories were tumbling through her mind. Giggling
together over teen magazines, raft races in the icy sea, coughing
over their first crafty cigarettes in the bus shelter at the top of the
village…

“Mo! I can’t believe it! You haven’t changed at all!”
Mo’s top lip curled. “You have.”
Ouch. That blow certainly hit home. “Patsy said you own the yard

at the top of the village now? And that you’re eventing?”
Summer ploughed on bravely even though the disdain in her old

friend’s expression felt like a sucker punch to the guts. “That’s so
brilliant. All your dreams have come true!”

Summer was talking too fast and she knew that it probably
sounded like nonsense, but she couldn’t help herself. There was so
much she wanted to say to Morwenna that she didn’t know where to
begin. Perhaps they’d be able to talk everything through, she thought
with a little leap of hope, and they could put everything that had
happened behind them and be friends again?

Mo crushed these hopes in a heartbeat.
“Been spying on us all, have you? My life has nothing to do with

you, nothing! You made it abundantly clear what you thought when
you left us all behind without even looking back. And now you’ve got
the nerve to stand here and chat away like nothing ever happened?”
Mo’s voice was getting louder. Several tourists turned and stared.
Even the seagulls seemed to pause mid squawk. “Have you any
idea what damage you did to our family? How dare you stand there
and patronise me with all your talk about how well I’ve done!”

They were several feet apart but, even so, Summer stepped back.
Her heart was racing.

“I’m sorry, Mo. That wasn’t what I meant at all. I really don’t want
to rake up the past.”

“Really?” Mo snorted. “Just come back to gloat then?” She
glanced around in an exaggerated fashion. “So come on then,
where’s the entourage? The loaded career-enhancing footballer
fiancé? It’s funny, Summer, I never had you down as a WAG but I
guess that Justin Anderson is far more your type than the decent,
honest guy you turned your back on without a second glance. He’s



got money and fame, after all – and that was what meant more to
you, wasn’t it?”

“That’s not fair, Mo. It wasn’t like that at all. Please, can’t we leave
all this in the past?”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Mo shot back. “For everyone to
pretend that it really didn’t matter at all now that everything is great
for you?”

Summer’s vision blurred. If only she could go back in time and put
things right. If only she could tell Mo the truth about Justin and have
her friend sort him out like she’d sorted out Ella St Milton all those
years ago.

“It isn’t great for me,” she whispered.
“You got exactly what you wanted,” Mo said icily. “The fame, the

money, the rich guy. I hope it was all worth it. You might think it was
years ago but I’ll never forget what you did to Jake. As far as I’m
concerned you’re dead to me. The Summer I knew died a long time
ago.”

Summer felt like she’d been slapped. She wasn’t proud of how
she’d behaved back then but Jake had let her down too, and when
she’d needed him most. He’d abandoned her, not the other way
around. Her eyes filled with tears. Thank goodness she was wearing
the sunglasses.

“Mo, I—”
“No, don’t.” Morwenna held up her hand as though warding off

something unpleasant. “I don’t want to hear any more. You’ve got
exactly what you wanted and that’s your world now. Not me, not
Jake and not Polwenna Bay.”

Summer wanted nothing more than to turn on her heel and run,
but unfortunately there was only the quay behind her and then a
sheer drop into the sea. She wasn’t going to give Mo the satisfaction
of drowning herself, even if it was a tempting option at this exact
moment, especially as – horror to top all horrors – Jake was headed
in their direction, diverted from his route into the pub by his sister’s
raised voice.

Summer’s legs felt like soggy wool. Almost twelve years might
have passed since she’d last seen Jake Tremaine, but they felt like
seconds. He was still the most handsome man she had ever seen –



and he was a man now too, not the boy he had been. The Jake
before her now was broad shouldered and muscular, and there were
lines fanning from those bright blue eyes. Getting older had only
made Jake Tremaine even more attractive. Summer could hardly
breathe.

“What the hell is with you today, Mo?” Jake was demanding.
Impatiently, he pushed his thick blond curls out of his face so that he
could glower at his sister. “I’ve just heard about your stand-up row
with Ashley and now you’re yelling at visitors?” He glanced over at
Summer and, knowing Jake as she did, she guessed he was on the
brink of offering an apology for his sister’s outburst. His eyes
widened when he realised who was on the receiving end of Mo’s
temper.

“You cut your hair,” he said slowly.
Summer’s hand rose and touched her bare neck, which was

almost as much of a shock as seeing Jake again after so long.
“Her hair?” Mo rounded on her brother scornfully. “Is that all you

can say when she waltzes back here as though nothing ever
happened? Who gives a toss about her bloody hair? She’s not
welcome, that’s all that matters!” Turning back to Summer, she
added furiously, “Why don’t you just crawl back to wherever you
came from? Nobody wants you here!”

Her old friend’s antipathy was more than Summer could bear.
“I’m so sorry I’ve upset you,” she said, quickly pushing her

sunglasses up her nose and hoping that her bruises didn’t show. “I
didn’t mean to. And I won’t get in your way, I promise.”

Jake’s face was brown from hours on the water but beneath the
tan he was pale. A muscle ticked in his cheek; a sign of stress that
Summer recognised of old. Then he breathed out slowly.

“Mo, you don’t own the Bay – luckily for quite a few people today.
You can’t dictate who’s allowed here.”

“More’s the pity,” hissed Morwenna. Her top lip had curled into a
sneer and her blue eyes were bright with scorn. “I’d kick out certain
people so fast their tiny brains would be spinning. You stick around if
you want to, Jake, but I can’t bear the sight of her, even if I hardly
recognise her with her clothes on.”

And with that Mo was gone.



“I’m so sorry about that,” Jake said regretfully, watching his sister
stalk through the crowds. “You know how Mo can be. She has a
savage temper.”

Summer gulped. She certainly did, but being the focus of her old
friend’s wrath felt as if somebody had ripped out her soul and kicked
it hard.

“She’s fiercely loyal and she’s protective,” Jake went on. His voice
still had that West Country richness, as warm and as thick as clotted
cream, and just hearing it made her memories race back in a riptide.
Summer’s own accent had been smoothed away by elocution
classes a long time ago; she missed it. “You know Mo: she doesn’t
forget anything in a hurry.”

“I’m sorry.” Summer’s voice was shaking. “I never wanted to upset
anyone.”

He shrugged those strong shoulders. “Nobody’s upset. Mo’s just
had a big showdown with somebody and you happened to be in the
line of fire. It’s nothing personal.”

Summer knew this wasn’t true. It was totally personal.
“You’ve every right to visit Polwenna if you want to. Of course you

have. Mo knows it,” Jake continued. “I really hope you enjoy your
stay.”

Summer stared at him. If Jake had been surprised to see her he
had hidden it well now and appeared indifferent. His distant
politeness was worse than rage.

“Jake,” she said softly. “Can we talk?”
He shook his head. “I don’t think there’s any point in that, do you?

We said everything that needed to be said all those years ago.
There’s no point revisiting the past. We’ve all moved on.” He glanced
down at her left hand where Justin’s enormous diamond heart ring,
the one that all the magazines had gone crazy over, sat like a brand
on her engagement finger – and a small smile played on his lips.
Lips she’d once known so well. Summer could still remember how
they’d felt as they’d brushed her throat and traced a trail of fire to her
breasts. She shivered in spite of the sun.

“We’re different people now,” Jake finished coolly. “It’s all water
under the bridge.”



He was standing so close that Summer could have reached out
and touched his hand. She really wanted to. Lord. No wonder she’d
stayed away from this place. She’d only been here a few hours and
already the years were rolling away and she was sixteen again – and
her heart knew that Jake was wrong. They weren’t different. They
were just older.

“I’m sorry if my coming here makes things difficult,” she said. “I
never meant to upset anyone. I know we ended on a bad note—”

Jake gave her a hard stare, then laughed. “A bad note? I guess
you could put it like that.” He shook his head and exhaled slowly
again. “Look, Summer, this is all screwed up and bloody weird quite
frankly. What can I say? I know you had your reasons for what you
did and they were right for you, weren’t they? You’ve got the career
you always wanted and you’ve got the whole celebrity thing going on
too. A quiet life here would never have been enough. You did the
right thing and I’m glad for you, I really am.”

“But there are things that I need to—”
Summer didn’t get to finish because Jake cut across her. “What

happened between us was over a long time ago. My life’s moved on
and so has yours.” His eyes were hard now. “Let’s just draw a line
under it, shall we? I’m sure you had your reasons for what you did
and I’ve no desire or interest to dredge it up again. Now, if you’ll
excuse me I’m supposed to be in the pub.”

Then he was striding back towards The Ship, leaping the steps
two at a time, and leaving Summer watching. Every cell in her body
was screaming at her to run after him, grab his arm and demand that
he explain to her why he had let her down just when she’d needed
him the most. Yes, she had walked away but when she’d tried to
come back, pouring her heart out in the longest and most tearstained
letter she’d ever written in her life, Jake hadn’t wanted to know. He’d
completely ignored her. A pregnancy scare did that to a young guy,
she guessed, although she would never have thought this of Jake.
He’d always been so honourable, a gentleman in the truest sense of
the word.

As it had turned out, she’d never really known him at all…
Defeated, she turned back towards her cottage. Although her head

was thudding and her face throbbing from its earlier encounter with



the kitchen island, Summer couldn’t help wondering why neither of
these things hurt nearly as much as the expression of disinterest on
Jake’s handsome face.

Hate wasn’t the opposite of love after all, she reflected sadly. No,
hate would imply that there was still some emotion left, albeit a sad
shadow of the powerful passion that had gone before. Meeting Jake
today had shown her only too clearly that the emotional counter to
love wasn’t hatred at all: it was total and utter indifference.

Her heart heavy, Summer swallowed back the words she wished
she could have said and headed back to her empty cottage.



Chapter 8
Jake was still shaking when he handed Kelly the money for his pint.
Seeing Summer had been the last thing he’d expected. One minute
he was all fired up to yank his hot-headed sister back from the brink
of yet another potential disaster, and the next he was face to face
with the woman he’d spent years trying to forget.

Well, that was a bloody waste of time, he thought bitterly as he
tipped his head back and necked his drink until the cold lager was
way below the ridge of the glass. The minute those big green eyes
behind the shades had met his, Jake had been whizzed straight
back in time as though in a particularly trippy episode of Doctor Who.
The sunglasses hadn’t fooled him for a second. Summer might have
been thinner and had her thick ebony ringlets cropped into a dark
halo, but Jake would have known her anywhere. Thank God he’d
managed to hold it together long enough so that she didn’t notice
just how shocked he’d been to see her.

And, even worse, how much desire for her still flamed through
him.

Horrified by this realisation, Jake downed his pint and held the
glass out for a refill. Thank goodness it was dark enough in The Ship
that nobody could see the heat flooding his face, and so noisy with
the chatting drinkers and live music that the crashing of his heart
was muffled. As Kelly poured him another pint, Jake took a deep
breath and attempted to regain his composure. His reaction was
ridiculous. Summer had been a teenage fling; they’d been little more
than kids. It hadn’t meant anything – or at least, it hadn’t meant
anything real. They were both adults now, he reminded himself as he
passed a crumpled fiver over the bar and curled his hand around the
cool glass. The kids they’d once been were long gone, just like the
feelings they’d once had. It was just the surprise of seeing her again
that was making him feel like this, that was all. No man expected to
turn a corner and walk straight into his past. No wonder he needed a
drink.

Past or present, the fact remained that Summer Penhalligan was
one of the most beautiful women he’d ever laid eyes on. With her



silky dark hair, slim body blessed with lush curves, and lips like
peony buds, she was every bit as stunning in real life as the
magazines and billboards she graced so regularly portrayed. Jake
hadn’t intentionally followed Summer’s career, but it was pretty hard
not to when it seemed that she was everywhere. Even on his travels,
her image had been in all the media – and it had been worse when
he’d returned home. Her high-profile engagement to Justin Anderson
had caused a ripple of excitement throughout Polwenna Bay and
Jake had caught people looking at him sympathetically on more than
one occasion.

It was bad enough to be dumped by your childhood sweetheart,
Jake reflected wryly, but worse again when she went on to become a
household name lusted after by guys the length and breadth of the
UK. Add to this her Premiership footballer fiancé and more column
inches than Nelson, and his humiliation was complete. Australia
hadn’t been far enough…

This was not helping. There was no question about it: even though
he hadn’t seen her for years, Jake had struggled to put Summer out
of his mind. If he didn’t get a firm hold on himself fast then he’d be
well on his way to slipping back into being the boy he’d once been,
which was bloody ridiculous. There’d been a hell of a lot of water
under the bridge since then – and plenty of women, too. After
spending most of his teenage years with Summer, Jake hadn’t seen
any reason to hold back once she’d gone. Living in a tourist hotspot
and working with boats had meant that there was no shortage of
bikini-clad girls wanting to hang out with him and enjoy a holiday
romance. He’d be busy at the marina, often bare-chested and in
shorts and deck shoes, and eventually a girl would catch his eye and
smile. If she took his fancy then Jake would smile back, strike up a
conversation and maybe offer to take her out on his boat. Some
wine, a sunset, a secluded cove and that was pretty much it: the
failsafe way to enjoy some fun without all the complications that
inevitably came with a relationship. A two-week turnover of willing
partners had suited Jake just fine; he’d quickly realised that being
able to take his pick of pretty holidaymakers was a major perk of his
job. Before the season was over, Jake had reinvented himself as a



player and, like the majority of young guys who lived at the Bay, had
made the most of every sunny second.

Over the years women had come and gone – some faster than
others, but even so short-term flings had remained pretty much the
pattern of Jake’s life. Fast-forward to the ripe old age of thirty and the
novelty of this had definitely worn off. Maybe he was getting old, or
maybe Mo’s caustic comment about him fast becoming the Cornish
version of Shirley Valentine’s Costas had hit home harder than his
sister had realised, but Jake no longer felt the need to prove that he
was as much a player as the Penhalligan brothers or Teddy St Milton
from the hotel. He’d calmed down a lot recently, give or take a few
adventures on his travels and the odd drunken dalliance with Ella St
Milton.

Talking of Ella St Milton, there she was at the far end of the bar,
chatting to Cashley and tossing her blonde hair about in that rather
obvious way that women had when trying desperately to catch
another man’s attention. Sensing Jake looking in her direction, Ella
laughed even more loudly. Jake winced. She was undoubtedly
attractive, and her worked-out body certainly knew exactly what it
was doing when it twined itself around his like a python, but there
was something about Ella that always set him on edge, rather like
nails being scraped down a chalkboard. Ella’s gaze slid from Ashley
to Jake, and her pink tongue flickered over her sharp white teeth.
Jake looked away quickly. Jesus, the last thing he needed right now
was Ella on a mission to jump his bones. Apart from the fact that she
was harder to banish than Japanese knotweed, the finances of the
Tremaines’ marina business were precariously balanced – and there
was no way Jake wanted to risk upsetting the wealthy newcomer
Cashley, who seemed to think he was in with a chance with Ella.
From what Jake could gather, Mo had already done a good job at
riling their biggest customer.

Stressing about the business worked wonders for taking his mind
off most things, that was for sure. Maybe it would do the same for
thoughts of his ex? Jake turned his attention back to his drink, and
this time over half the pint disappeared. But it was pointless: neither
booze nor stress made much difference to how he was feeling right



now. Something in his chest still clenched tight whenever he thought
of Summer Penhalligan.

Oh well. At least he’d had good taste when he was eighteen.
Glancing across the pub, Jake saw Danny slumped in his usual
position at the far end of the bar, practically under the stairs and with
his chin resting in his hand. Things could always be worse, Jake
thought. I could have picked Tara Woods rather than Summer. It was
one thing to have to face the ex who’d smashed your heart and all
but flushed the pieces down the loo, and another again to have to
fight that person to see the child you adored. Danny was proof
indeed that Jake had nothing to worry about by comparison.
Wounded pride was tough enough to deal with, but a wounded body
and mind were something else entirely. Taking the remains of his pint
with him, Jake turned his back on Ella and began to wind his way
through the press of drinkers, towards his brother.

“Hey, Jake!” The call from across the room caught his attention;
Issie was waving at him, her silver rings and nose stud glittering in
the fairy lights.

Jake waved back, hugely relieved that his little sister was sitting in
the window seat rather than out causing chaos somewhere. One
sister on a mission to create havoc was enough for any man; two
would no doubt have driven him back up the cliff path to Seaspray
and into hiding. The men who ended up with the Tremaine girls
would deserve medals and would probably need full body armour if
they were to stand an earthly chance of surviving any arguments,
Jake concluded. He was now miming a drinking action at his sister,
who shook her head and pointed at her full glass.

“Come and meet Jules Mathieson,” she hollered over the hubbub,
gesturing to the plump woman sitting next to her on a low stool, over
which an ample jeans-covered backside spilled like dough rising
above the lip of a baking tin. “She’s new!”

The Ship was always dimly lit but, even so, there was no mistaking
the person with the round face and unfortunate purple hair whom
Jake had last seen sprawled on the muddy harbour floor. Was his
wild-child little sister really perched next to Polwenna Bay’s new
vicar, or was the lager here stronger than he’d realised? Seeing Ella
making a beeline for him with the single-minded determination of



The Terminator when spotting Sarah Connor, Jake decided that he
needed all the divine intervention he could get. Before Ella could
elbow her way through a crowd of Boden-clad visitors and wind
herself around him like a chest bandage, Jake was pulling out the
stool next to the new vicar and hoping that he was safe for the next
ten minutes.

“Salmonella after you again?” Issie’s merry face, as freckly as a
Mini Egg, beamed at him from across the table. “Don’t worry, bro,
you’re safe with us. And Jules has got God on her side, so she can
always throw some holy water at her or something.”

Jules rolled her eyes at this and Jake shot Issie a warning look.
“Just kidding,” said Issie quickly. “I love Ella really. I’m sure she’s a

great person deep down.” Catching Jules’s eye she added, “Like
really, really deep down. About Australia deep.”

Ignoring his sister, Jake held his hand out to the vicar and smiled
at her.

“I’m Jake, Issie’s brother, but don’t hold that against me. We’re not
all as tactless as she is – although if you saw my other sister in
action just now you’re probably thinking we’re all mad and wondering
what on earth you’ve done coming here.”

As she shook his hand, Jules’s face was almost the same colour
as her hair. She could hardly look him in the eye, and Jake was
touched.

“I was wondering exactly that when I was trying to chase two
hundred plastic ducks and fell flat on my backside,” she told him with
a giggle, looking up shyly from beneath lashes that were surprisingly
long and thick. Jake was willing to bet they weren’t extensions or
spidery fakes like those Ella favoured. Jules was refreshingly make-
up free and dressed down in an oversized hoody and baggy jeans.
All very Vicar of Dibley. Still, maybe that was a rule of lady vicars?
Jake supposed that if they looked and dressed like Victoria’s Secret
Angels it would be rather distracting for the congregation, although
he imagined that numbers would certainly improve.

“Falling into the mud during the duck race is a Polwenna Bay rite
of passage. You’re definitely one of us now,” Jake told her warmly,
and was rewarded by Jules turning an even deeper pink. Goodness,
but that was some blush. She was very sweet but, not wanting St



Wenn’s new incumbent to spontaneously combust, he figured he’d
better give her a moment to recover.

“That’s exactly what I said,” Issie agreed. “Sheila the Squealer’s
being a pain in the bum as usual, Jake, but even she’ll give Jules a
break now.”

The vicar looked pleased at this idea. “Dear me! I’d have rolled
around in the harbour weeks ago if I’d known that was all it took to
win her over.”

Issie chinked her wine glass against Jules’s pint of Pol Brew. Their
new vicar was a real-ale drinker, Jake noted with approval. She’d fit
in just fine.

“You’ll get there. The kids love you and Morgan thinks you’re ‘all
right’, which is praise indeed from him. Fact! Welcome to the village!”

“Welcome to Polwenna Bay,” Jake echoed, bumping his glass
against Jules’s.

Jules beamed at them both. She had a smile that lit her entire face
and sent dimples burrowing into her cheeks.

“Thanks. I’m really looking forward to getting to know you all,” she
said.

Once they’d toasted her and the conversation had turned to Issie
pointing out the various locals in the pub and delivering a very funny
who’s who of the villagers, Jake reflected that Jules Mathieson could
be exactly what St Wenn’s needed if it was to build the congregation
and escape falling into the property-developing clutches of people
like Cashley. She was young, sociable and happy to get her hands
dirty (literally), and hopefully would be a very good influence on his
wayward sister too. No wonder their grandmother had already been
impressed with her. Maybe the Reverend Jules could even lob a
prayer or two the boatyard’s way? God knew they needed all the
help they could get. Even better, perhaps she could exorcise the
ghost of Summer.

Summer. Just the thought of her was enough to make Jake reach
for his drink. Seeing her again had resurrected all sorts of feelings
he’d thought were as long buried as the ancient remains beneath the
lichen-crusted headstones in St Wenn’s churchyard. The sound of
her voice. Her lush curves. Her skin like the local honey served in all
the tearooms. Her beautiful smile…



Jake downed his pint; time for a third and, with any luck, oblivion in
the bottom of a pint glass. If Summer didn’t go back to London soon
he was in danger of ending up like poor bloody Danny.

“Granny Alice is really excited you’re here,” Issie was telling Jules
warmly. “Isn’t she, Jake?”

Jake, glad to be dragged away from any more uncomfortable
thoughts of Summer, nodded. He was just about to suggest that
Jules came up to Seaspray for a family supper one evening when
the crash of a bar stool slamming onto the floor – followed by the
smashing of glass – brought any hopes of conversation to an abrupt
halt.

“You won’t take my son away from me! Do you hear me? There’s
no way I’m letting that happen!” thundered a furious voice, which
instantly froze all other chatter. The blues musician in the corner
stopped mid chord.

“You don’t have any say in it.” This determined reply was from a
slender dark-haired woman who had her back to everyone in the
room. Her voice was trembling but held a determined note as she
focused her attention on the tall blond man at the far end of the bar.
“Let’s be honest, Dan. You’re hardly the perfect example of a father
who’s fit to have custody of a child, are you?”

There was another loud thud as a hand was slammed onto the
bar. Several more glasses toppled to the ground and glass sprinkled
everywhere like deadly snow. There was a collective gasp of mingled
horror and voyeuristic delight from the onlookers.

“He’s my son!”
“And right now you’re a self-pitying, drunken mess!” The woman’s

scorn was palpable. “Just look at yourself. No court in the land would
leave a child with you. You’re hardly fit to look after yourself. Deal
with it, Danny. Morgan’s coming to live in Plymouth with me when I
move, and there’s nothing you can do about it!”

The woman turned and shoved her way through the crowd and out
of the door. She slammed it behind her so hard that the windows
rattled.

“What are you all looking at? Well?” roared the figure at the end of
the bar. He glowered across the room and everybody tried to pretend
that they’d been preoccupied all along with their drinks or deep in



their conversations, which now rippled back into full flow. The
atmosphere crackled like static.

“I’ll have another Scotch,” barked the man, thrusting a note at the
cowering barmaid. “Go on! Don’t just stand there! I need a bloody
drink. Now.”

Issie drained of colour as she stared at the shattered glasses and
the enraged figure that was waving his money across the bar.

“Dan’s flipped again! He’s getting worse. Jake, you’d better go and
talk to him.”

“That’s your brother? Morgan’s dad? The soldier?” The vicar
glanced from Jake and Issie to the tall man at the bar who was still
demanding another drink. Her big brown eyes were warm with
compassion.

Issie nodded. “And that was his cow of an estranged wife coming
in to make a scene as usual. Typical bloody Tara. She loves to do
everything in public, which is the last thing Danny needs. I bet
Afghanistan seemed peaceful after living with her. Go and talk to
him, Jakey. He’ll listen to you.”

Jake wasn’t so sure about this. The last time he’d tried to reason
with Danny in a mood like this he’d ended up with a fractured
cheekbone. Dan had been devastated once he’d sobered up, and for
a couple of days had managed to stay away from the pub. A trained
soldier who was bitterly frustrated by his injuries, Dan was already
volatile – and when he drank, anything could light the touch paper.
Jake was torn. He loved his brother and didn’t want to upset him but
the last thing the family, or even Danny, needed was another ugly
scene. He raked a hand through his shaggy blond curls, a gesture
that he was sure he repeated far more now that he was back home
than he ever had while travelling. Sharks, poisonous outback
creatures and drunken Caribbean locals armed with machetes had
been nothing in comparison to dealing with his own family.

“I said I want a drink, for Christ’s sake!” Danny Tremaine yelled.
The damaged side of his face was already livid red, but the side
untouched by the bomb blast was fast catching up.

Kelly flung a helpless look in Jake’s direction. She clearly didn’t
want to serve Danny but everyone in the village was treating him
with kid gloves. He was a hero, after all, and it was obvious just how



much he was suffering – but anyone else who dared to behave like
this would have been barred long ago.

Jake was on his feet in seconds. It didn’t matter how much he
cared for Dan or how much he knew his brother was going through;
this behaviour had to stop. Nick, cross-eyed with drink and swaying,
joined Danny.

Great, thought Jake in despair. Another drunken brother was just
what he didn’t need.

“Come on, Dan. I think you’ve had enough, mate.” Nick placed his
hand on Danny’s shoulder, only to have it shaken off when his
brother rounded on him.

“I haven’t had nearly enough! I said I want another drink!” Danny’s
fist thumped down on the bar and he glared angrily around the pub.
“What are you all looking at, eh?”

“You’re making a scene.” Jake said softly, crossing the bar to his
brother’s side. “Come on, mate, time to go.”

Danny shook his head. The fairy lights on the beams above the
bar turned his short hair to a golden halo as though he was some
fallen angel. When he spoke his voice was low and laced with
danger.

“I’m not going anywhere. I want another drink. Just one bloody
drink. Is that too much to ask? Or are you going to try and stop me?”
He started to square up to Jake and his one good hand clenched
into a fist. Jake eyed him warily. Even with one arm Danny was quick
and strong. Could he manage to grab his brother and wrestle him
outside? Would Nick be steady enough on his feet to help?

“Well?” Danny’s voice rose again. “Are you going to try and stop
me?”

Jake was going to attempt it, but quite how he didn’t know. He saw
Jules slide from her seat, reach into her pocket and pull out her dog
collar, which she tucked around the neck of her hoody. She caught
his eye and smiled reassuringly, touching the collar with her
forefinger.

“Trust me,” she mouthed.
Jake trusted Jules but he certainly didn’t trust his volatile sibling.

Jules ignored his horrified expression, though, and placed herself in
between the two brothers. The look of surprise on Danny’s face



would have been comical if the situation hadn’t been so tense. He
probably thought he was so drunk that he was hallucinating vicars.

“I don’t know what’s been happening with your wife,” Jules said
gently and while Danny was too taken aback to shout, “but please
don’t take it out on your family or the people in here. It isn’t their
fault.”

Danny’s fist was still clenched. Slowly and deliberately he turned
his head towards her until Jules could see the full extent of his
injuries. Jake always thought it was like looking at two halves of two
different men, which some cruel joke had spliced together. The side
closest to them was a leaner version of Jake: a high cheekbone and
one denim-blue eye starred with dark lashes, a strong jaw sprinkled
with golden stubble, a striking profile and a full sensual mouth. But
the other side? That was like gazing at a vandalised masterpiece.

Seeing this for the first time was as shocking as it would be to see
somebody take a sledgehammer to a Michelangelo sculpture, but
Jules remained composed. The cruelly burned flesh, the lid of the
eye pulled tightly closed, the downward pluck of what remained of
his mouth... Jake thought that Danny Tremaine had every right to rail
against a world and a God that could let this happen.

“This is what’s happening with my wife,” Danny growled, thrusting
his damaged face even closer to the vicar’s. “And can you bloody
well blame her?”

Jules didn’t flinch. “No, not at all. It must have been a huge shock
for her.”

Danny stared at her, taken aback. “What did you say?”
“I said that your wife must be shocked. What’s happened to you is

awful because yes, your injuries are shocking when you first see
them,” Jules told him bluntly. “Nobody can even begin to imagine
what it feels like, but it isn’t just you who’s been affected, is it?
Everyone who loves you is hurting.”

Danny snorted rudely. “And Jesus wants me for a sunbeam, right?
Come on, Rev, don’t hold back. Aren’t you going to tell me that my
wife should love me whatever I look like? Then you can remind me
that at least I’m a war hero even if I am hideous?” He laughed, a
harsh mockery of a sound. “Come on, aren’t you thinking that she



ought to just close her eyes when she’s with me and put up with it?
That’s what everyone thinks around here.”

The vicar shrugged. “I’m not here to judge your wife, Danny. I don’t
know her any more than I know you, but I do know that it’s your
yelling and your breaking glasses that are upsetting everyone in
here, not the way you look. It’s the way you’re behaving that’s ugly,
not your face.” She lowered her voice but held his gaze without fear.
“Fact. As your son Morgan would say.”

It was as though at just the mention of Morgan something changed
in Danny. The anger in him seemed to vanish and his shoulders
slumped. Suddenly the raging figure of only moments ago was gone
and in its place was a broken man. A tear, as bright and as lonely as
the glass strewn on the floor, slipped down his cheek.

“She wants to take Morgan away,” he said hoarsely. “I don’t think I
can deal with it if she does. It’s bad enough that Tara’s gone; it’ll be
unbearable without Morgan. What’s the point? What am I without
them?”

There was a lump in Jake’s throat. He could bloody well throttle
Tara Tremaine.

“Come on, let me walk home with you. You don’t want to be in
here anymore,” Jules suggested quietly, and Danny nodded.

Jake wasn’t sure but it felt to him as though everyone in the place
released a breath. His own hands were trembling. To come this close
to another fist fight with Danny had unnerved him. His brother was
out of control.

“Shit. Did I do that?” Danny said, glancing around the bar and
seeming to notice for the first time the smashed glasses and staring
customers. He passed a hand over his eye, as though he wanted to
wipe away the evidence of what had just occurred. Catching the
cowering barmaid’s eye he opened his wallet, pulled out a wad of
notes and placed them onto the bar, just out of reach of the spilled
drink and shattered glass. “Kelly, I’m really sorry. I hope this covers
it.”

He seemed to shrink into himself as he pushed through the
evening drinkers and, stooping through the low doorway, staggered
out into the dusk. Jake stared after him in despair. He didn’t think
he’d ever felt more helpless. How the hell could he help Dan? What



on earth could he do to make things better for his younger brother?
Not being able to think of a plan was driving him to distraction
because Jake was a practical guy; he liked to fix things and make
them right again, which was easy to do with boats and engines but a
million times more complicated with humans.

What if Danny couldn’t be mended? This thought was so
agonising that Jake pushed it away as quickly as he could.

“I’ll walk him home,” he said to Jules. “You’ve done more than
enough just by calming him down.”

“I haven’t done anything that isn’t all in a day’s work for a vicar.”
Looking embarrassed, Jules brushed off Jake’s thanks. “He’s going
to need a bit of time out to clear his head after what’s happened
here, that’s for sure, and I might be able to help. And this,” she lifted
her fingertips to the dog collar and smiled, “is usually really good at
making people feel able to talk, comforted even.”

“No offence, but Danny doesn’t believe in God,” said Nick sharply.
“How could he after what’s happened to him?”

Jules, who must be used to hearing this kind of thing, nodded.
“Don’t worry. I’m not about to give the guy a sermon. It’s just that
sometimes people find it easier to talk to somebody like me. I guess
because I’m not family; I’m neutral, a bit like Switzerland?”

Jake wasn’t convinced. Much as he was impressed with the way
the new vicar had managed to defuse the situation – there was
definitely more to her than met the eye – a drunken Danny was not
something he would ever allow a woman to handle, vicar or not.

“I appreciate everything you’ve done but he’s not your
responsibility,” he said firmly. “Enjoy your evening here with Issie.
Hopefully the Tremaine family fireworks are over now.”

“Chillax, Jake. I’ll go with the vicar,” Nick offered. He drained his
glass and gave his brother a sheepish grin. “I think I ought to knock it
on the head anyway, seeing as I’m off to sea later.”

There was no arguing with this. Having a stern word with Nick
about mixing deep-sea trawling and heavy drinking had been on
Jake’s (very long) to-do list. Once Jules and Nick had managed to
assure him that if there were any problems at all they’d call him,
Jake returned to the bar. A headache was starting to beat behind his
eyes. Jesus. What a day. He supposed Danny had at least managed



to take his mind off Summer, although now that the latest family
drama was over thoughts of her were rushing back just like the tide
tore back into the harbour. Maybe another drink was what he
needed.

“Hey, you.” The distinctive scent of Chanel perfume and a soft
hand on his forearm announced the arrival of Ella St Milton. She
placed a pint of Pol Brew in front of him and hopped onto a bar stool
next to him. “Looks like you could do with a drink.”

Ella was all wide-eyed concern, sympathy and tight tee-shirt. Her
blonde hair was straightened into a sheet of gold and her red lips
glistened in the soft lighting. As she leaned forward to reach for her
glass of wine her breast brushed against his arm. She smiled slowly
when he looked up in surprise, a pink triangle of tongue moistening
her lips.

Jake smiled back. The message couldn’t have been any clearer
and suddenly he was more inclined to listen to it than he’d been for a
very long time.

“A drink sounds great,” he agreed, picking up the pint glass.
Summer who?



Chapter 9
“Sausages or bacon? Or do you want both?” Alice Tremaine looked
up from the Aga and gave Jake an expectant smile. The enormous
frying pan on the hotplate was hissing like the waves breaking
against the rocks below the house and the whole of Seaspray was
filled with the mouth-watering aroma of full English. Normally Jake
would have been first in line for one of his grandmother’s fry-ups, but
this morning the thought alone was enough to make him want to run
to the stable door, stick his head out over the bottom half and gulp
fresh air.

“Jake?” Alice’s spatula hovered over the pan. “Hurry up, love. The
eggs will go cold.”

At the mere mention of fried eggs, Jake swallowed back a wave of
nausea. Christ, just how much had he drunk yesterday evening?

“Nothing for me, thanks,” he said weakly, opening the fridge and
helping himself to most of the orange juice straight from the carton. A
big hit of vitamin C was what he needed, and then some coffee to
jump-start his system. Surely after that he would feel slightly more
human?

“Jake’s hung-over, Grand Gran. Fact,” observed Morgan from his
seat at the head of the kitchen table. Chewing thoughtfully on a hunk
of fried bread, he added kindly, “Don’t worry, Jake. You’ll feel better
soon. My dad looks like that a lot.”

Alice shot Jake one of her you-are-such-a-bad-example looks.
“Eat up, Morgan,” she said firmly. “We’ve got to get to church and

thank Reverend Jules for helping your dad out yesterday when he
was feeling poorly.”

Morgan looked confused. “Dad wasn’t poorly, Grand Gran. He was
drunk. Fact.”

“Total fact,” nodded Issie. “Well, it is!” she insisted when Alice
glared at her. “Morgan isn’t stupid, Granny: he’s got an IQ of 159.”

“I’m highly gifted. Fact,” said Morgan.
Alice brandished her spatula at Issie. “I don’t care what his IQ is!

He’s still a child – and from some of the behaviour I’ve seen here
lately, so still are all of you. Thank goodness for Reverend



Mathieson. I’ll be thanking her personally after the service. I don’t
know how she did it but somehow she managed to calm everything
down while all of you were out enjoying yourselves at the festival
without a care in the world.”

“That’s not fair,” Issie said. “Jake wanted to take Danny home but
Jules insisted and then Nick said he’d go with her too.”

Alice’s hands were on her hips. Even though she was dressed in
the novelty bra-and-stockings print apron that Zak had bought her for
Christmas, she managed to assert her authority and quell any further
protests with one look. Having raised her grandchildren she was very
good at this and, regardless of their age now, they all knew that
Granny Alice’s look was not to be messed with.

“We’re Tremaines and we stick together,” Alice told them. “That’s
the way this family’s always been and that’s the way it stays. We
look out for one another.” She turned her attention back to the
breakfast that was now spitting furiously, and dolloped a huge pile of
sausages and bacon onto a plate, which was then deposited with a
cross thump onto the kitchen table. “Now eat up.”

“I really can’t,” said Jake regretfully; his grandmother’s fry-ups
were the stuff of Polwenna Bay legend. He pulled out a chair and
reached for the cafetière instead. It was time for a caffeine injection.

“I don’t care who eats this, but this isn’t going to waste,” Alice said
sternly. “And no feeding it to Cracker, either,” she added to Mo, who
was on the brink of taking a sausage for their Jack Russell.

“I’ll have some, Granny. It smells wonderful!” Zak waltzed into the
kitchen, dropped a kiss onto his grandmother’s cheek and plonked
himself down at the table. “Load me up! I’m ravenous!”

Zak really was proof that there was no justice in the world, Jake
thought with grudging admiration. How his brother managed to be
clear-eyed and chirpy when Jake knew for a fact that Zak had been
drinking vodka shots and partying into the daylight hours with a bevy
of doting girls was a mystery. The sunshine beaming through the big
bay window turned Zak’s hair to pure gold, and in his white tee-shirt
and leather trousers he looked like some kind of rock-music angel
come down to earth. Even his stubble didn’t look scruffy like Jake’s;
instead, it glinted like gold dust. Butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth as
far as Alice was concerned and so, distracted now from the previous



conversation, she fussed around Zak, pouring tea and dishing him
up a mound of food.

“You don’t eat enough, love. You need to come home more often,”
she told him.

“I really should,” Zak agreed, tucking in with gusto. Jake guessed
that all the singing, partying and no-strings sex had helped Zak work
up quite an appetite. His brother certainly never seemed to put on an
ounce of weight. The tallest and most slender of the brothers, Zak
was born to swagger about on the stage, showing off flashes of his
taut navel and lean hips to crowds of adoring girls. It was a hard life.

Zak was, Jake reflected fondly as he listened to his brother
entertain them with stories of his latest tour exploits, one of those
magical people who could fall into an open sewer and yet come up
smelling of Paco Rabanne. He’d always been this way. Teachers had
loved him and had always turned a blind eye when he was naughty;
women adored him; and the whole family made allowances for his
lack of phone calls and visits because that was just Zak. In other
words, Zak had buckets of charm and was so much fun that you’d
forgive him pretty much anything he did. Like the girl who, Jake was
fairly certain, was hiding out in Zak’s bedroom right now. She’d be
waiting for Alice to leave for church before making her own escape,
without even a cup of tea or a slice of toast to see her on her way.
Zak wasn’t much of a gentleman when it came to his demanding
stomach, and he wasn’t going to miss out on one of his
grandmother’s Sunday-morning fry-ups just because he’d scored.
Besides, the hungry and neglected rock chick was bound to forgive
him because that was just Zak, wasn’t it?

“The Tinners were so good yesterday,” Issie was saying. “Weren’t
they, Jake?”

But Jake couldn’t concentrate enough to comment: as Zak forked
black pudding into his mouth and mopped up egg yolk with thick
hunks of crusty homemade bread, his own stomach was see-sawing
and he felt every one of his thirty years. Still, he was willing to bet
that after the antics of the night before Danny was going to feel even
worse than he did. Hopefully Danny would sleep it off. Then, when
he was sober – or what passed for Dan’s version of sober these
days – Jake fully intended to have a serious talk with his brother.



Alice was right: the Tremaines did stick together and, difficult as
Danny was lately, Jake knew he had to try to help him, flying fists or
not. After all, Dan couldn’t carry on like this. Tara was a piece of
work, but even she had a point about the fitness of Morgan staying
with a father who was hitting the bottle hard. Jake understood why
Danny was angry – and it was clear to him that his brother was also
suffering from post-traumatic stress. Nevertheless, causing a scene
in the local hadn’t done him any favours. In fact, Jake strongly
suspected that Tara had provoked Dan publicly so that she had
witnesses who could testify to his volatility. It was just the kind of
devious plan she’d come up with.

He groaned, and not just because of his throbbing temples.
Dealing with the situation wasn’t going to be easy, especially if
Danny continued to drink so heavily. Jake had wanted to speak to
him last night, but by the time he’d finally let himself into Seaspray,
there’d been no sign of his brother. The old house had been
completely still and Danny’s bedroom door had been firmly shut. So
far it had yet to reopen.

“Where’s Nicky?” Zak was asking through a mouthful of food.
“He’s gone to sea with Davey Tuckey while the Penhalligan boys

have the morning off,” Alice told him. She untied her apron, hung it
on the hook by the ancient dresser and frowned. “They went at
midnight, saving tide I suppose. I wish he wouldn’t do that if he’s
been out to The Ship.”

Jake wished the same. He’d meant to have a word with Nick too,
hadn’t he? He sighed. Sometimes the responsibility of it all was like
a leaden weight on the top of his head. Apart from looking out for his
younger siblings’ welfare, there was all the stress of trying to find
ways to shore up the failing family business – not to mention a father
who insisted on doing an ostrich impression and keeping up
appearances by flexing the company plastic. Jake’s temples began
to thud like the bass of one of Zak’s songs. And if he even dared to
start to thinking about Ella and Summer…

Jake closed his eyes in despair. Maybe he should just take a leaf
out of Danny’s book and go back to bed. As Alice clattered pans and
plates into the dishwasher, his head pounded with each crash of
china and chink of cutlery.



“Heavy night?” Mo grinned at him from her perch by the Aga. With
her stripy-socked feet up on the laundry basket, she was chomping
away on a doorstep of a bacon sandwich while flicking through the
equine section of yesterday’s Western Morning News.

“Very heavy by the look of him,” Issie laughed. Once Morgan had
been dispatched to wash and smarten himself up for church, she
added with a wink, “Evil Ella was doing her best to get poor Jake
pissed so that she could have her wicked way. When I left the pub
they were looking very cosy. I hope you resisted, bro? I couldn’t bear
her as a sister-in-law. She’d make Tara look like Mary Poppins.”

“Ella St Milton?” Alice’s wise brown eyes were troubled at the
mention of this. “Be careful, Jakey my love. She’s one determined
young woman. I seem to remember that her grandmother was
exactly the same. Poor Jonny St Milton never stood a chance. She
was going to marry him whether he liked it or not.”

“Ella’s well hot. I would,” winked Zak. He reached across the table
and helped himself to the leftovers on Issie’s plate. “She’s worth a
fortune too, mate. What’s stopping you?”

“Err, the fact that she’s rancid?” suggested Mo, joining them at the
table and helping herself to coffee. Her curled lip spoke volumes.

“Didn’t seem to stop Jake last night,” teased Issie. “He wasn’t
exactly fighting her off.”

“My goodness, you were drunk, weren’t you?” Mo said scathingly.
“God, we should get this family a group admittance to Al Anon.
We’re a disgrace to the village.”

Jake lifted his head just enough to look at Mo. The sunshine was
hurting his eyes. “Just for the record, nothing happened with Ella.
Not that it’s any of your business.”

And this was the absolute truth: nothing had happened, although it
hadn’t been for want of trying to engineer the situation on Ella’s part.
Drinks, flirty looks from beneath those thick false lashes, and
hundreds of feather-light touches on his shoulder, arm and leg; she’d
gone into full attack mode. After last orders they’d walked through
the quiet streets together, and when Ella had asked him to come
back to the hotel for the night, Jake had certainly been tempted.
After all, Zak was right – she was sexy. With her hard gym-honed
body and perfect salon grooming, there was no doubt that Ella St



Milton was a very attractive proposition. Yet somehow the memories
of lush curves and wide-spaced green eyes in a heart-shaped face
kept superimposing themselves over Ella’s features, and he’d
stepped away involuntarily when she’d moved in to kiss him. Getting
home to check on Danny had been Jake’s excuse, but deep down
he knew that as much as he loved his brother it hadn’t been Dan that
had held him back. Ella hadn’t been pleased and they’d parted rather
coolly. Lying alone in his bed at Seaspray and listening to the muffled
giggles and groans coming from Zak’s room, Jake had started to
regret turning Ella down. Now, though, in the bright morning light and
surrounded by his teasing siblings, he was relieved. The last thing he
needed right now were any further complications.

“I can’t believe you still hate Ella St Milton,” Zak was saying to Mo.
“It was years ago that you two fell out. Get over it. You’re worse than
the Count of Monte Cristo!”

“You know our Mo can hold a grudge for England,” sighed Alice.
She pulled out a chair and sat next to Morwenna, a gentle squeeze
of her granddaughter’s shoulder taking any sting out of her words.

“It’s not a grudge. I’m just a good judge of character. I was right
about Cashley Carstairs too, wasn’t I? The tosser’s only trying to buy
the woods.” Mo set her coffee mug down with a thud. “Well, over my
dead body! If he wants a fight then he’s got one.”

“Anger management for you, young lady, after flying off the handle
at him yesterday,” teased Zak – and predictably Mo flared up like a
Roman candle.

“I didn’t fly off the handle! I just told him that there’s no way that
he’s going to buy those woods. Somebody has to care about what
goes on here while others – no names mentioned, Zak Tremaine –
want to waste their time chasing total slappers and pretending to be
something out of Bon Jovi or Led Zeppelin!”

Zak’s wide blue eyes were the picture of innocence and he placed
his hand over his chest. “Ouch, Morwenna. That hurts.”

Mo snorted rudely. “Truth tends to, Pound Shop Robert Plant!”
“That’s enough!” Alice said. “Zachary, don’t tease your sister.” She

turned to Mo. “But sweetheart, he has a point. You really do need to
calm down a little.”



Jake didn’t think his sore head could cope with much more
squabbling. Every time they were back together the Tremaine family
rolled the years away and all the old childhood grievances and
allegiances surfaced. If Symon, Danny and Nick were present too
then there was usually a full-scale fallout guaranteed within ten
minutes. It was all pretty harmless stuff and more from force of habit
than any real upset, though; when the chips were down they would
all fight tooth and nail to defend one another.

“Granny Alice is right, Mo. You do need to watch that temper. You
tore a strip off Summer too,” he reminded her. “That red hair of yours
is getting to be a liability.”

Morwenna looked mutinous. “Thanks for the gratitude. I was
sticking up for you.”

“That’s really kind,” said Jake, tongue firmly in his cheek. “But I’m
big enough to fight my own battles, thanks. Besides, it was all years
ago. There’s no point dragging it all up now.”

Alice’s ears were out on elastic. “Did you say Summer? As in
Summer Penhalligan? Eddie and Susie’s girl?”

Jake could have ripped his tongue out. Great. Now his
grandmother had this snippet of information he’d never get a
minute’s peace. He was about to reply but Issie was staring at him
accusingly.

“I knew it was her I saw yesterday, but she’d vanished by the time
I got to the car park and I thought I must have been mistaken! How
come you never told me?”

Jake shrugged. “There was nothing to tell. She’s probably just
back for a quick visit and will be gone again in a day or two.” God, he
certainly hoped so. Something was telling him that it wasn’t just a
hangover that was making his insides feel so weird this morning.

But Alice was frowning. “That’s funny. Susie didn’t mention
Summer was visiting. In fact she’s been getting worried because
they haven’t heard from her for so long.”

Zak leaned across the table, raising his eyebrows at Jake. “Aha!
Now I understand why you didn’t rock the casbah with Ella last night.
Summer’s here?” He whistled appreciatively. “Did you see that last
advertising campaign she did? That woman is a goddess!”



Unfortunately Jake had seen it. He’d not intended to, but it was
pretty hard to ignore six-feet high billboards depicting a gorgeous
woman dressed only in wisps of lace and satin. He guessed this was
the whole point, given that she’d been promoting a new underwear
range, but he’d rather it wasn’t his ex who was plastered across
most of the UK.

“Err, hello? But have you all gone mad?” interrupted Mo
incredulously. “This is the woman who dumped Jake from a vast
height, remember? The same one who used to be my best friend
and who turned her back on all of us the minute something better
came along?”

“That was a long time ago, wasn’t it, Jake?” said Alice gently. She
smiled at him, and as the sunlight danced across her lined face Jake
was struck by how old and tired she looked. Granny Alice was in her
seventies and had spent what should have been her quiet retirement
looking after her son’s motherless brood and running herself ragged.
The last thing she needed now that they were supposedly adults was
for all of them to start behaving like teenagers again.

Even if his heart was feeling dangerously close to how it had at
eighteen…

“Absolutely. It’s all water under the bridge,” he agreed. “Honestly,
Mo, you don’t need to look so furious. We were just kids and it
wasn’t anything serious. I’m well and truly over Summer
Penhalligan.”

“Morwenna, my love,” Alice said softly and with a frown creasing
her forehead, “I really do think you should let bygones be bygones.
Summer was very young and she made the choices that she thought
were the right ones at the time. We may not have liked them but we
have to respect them.” She gave her grandchildren a stern look.
“Surely you’re all old enough now to see that?”

Jake exhaled slowly. “Absolutely we are, and nobody is to give
Summer Penhalligan a hard time on my account. Is that clear?
Absolutely nobody.”

Zak opened his mouth, probably to make a quip about how he’d
love nothing more than to give Summer a hard time, but the
determined set of his brother’s chin was enough to make him shut up
quickly. Meanwhile, easy-going Issie just nodded.



Mo shrugged. “Fine. Whatever you think best, Jake.” She pushed
her chair away from the table and scooped up her paper. Pausing
with her hand on the door handle she shook her head in resignation.

“I’ll leave her alone with pleasure,” she said, deliberately and
scornfully, “but just ask yourself, Jake: why is it you still care what
anyone says to her?”



Chapter 10
One hour, two Nurofen and six miles later, Jake was starting to feel
slightly more human. Running always helped to clear his mind,
mostly because while he was focusing on his breathing and his pace
he couldn’t think of anything else at all; at the risk of sounding like
that dippy hippy Silver Starr, he saw his regular runs as a kind of
meditation. It was rare that pounding the fields, roads and cliffs failed
to lift his spirits.

Today Jake had taken his usual route that led out through the
village, turned left at the car park (he really must liberate the work
truck later on, or what little money the boatyard had made so far this
season would be gobbled up by parking fees) and wound up a slow
and deceptively steep hill to the top of Polwenna Bay. Once at the
summit, and with his lungs burning, Jake always ran alongside the
main road, criss-crossing from side to side in order to keep on the
narrow track masquerading as a grass verge. Then he’d bear right
towards the old abbey and pick up the footpath that led through the
fields of wheat and maize to the cliff path. The cliff path was always
Jake’s favourite part of the run, for although it was desperately steep
in some places and inexplicably muddy in others, the view never
failed to take away what was left of his breath or to compensate for
the ache in his muscles.

On this sunny May Sunday, the sea was sparkling and only a few
wisps of cloud drifted lazily above Jake’s head. He passed a couple
of dog walkers and some serious hiker types equipped with maps in
plastic neck bags as well as gaiters and walking poles, but apart
from these folk the cliff paths were relatively deserted. Jake liked it
like this, when it was just the thrashing waves and his heartbeat
keeping him company.

Polwenna Bay was just around the next headland and, judging by
the amount of small tripping boats trailing white snakes of wake, the
village was already bustling with the first influx of visitors. Knowing
that the lower path was likely to be choked up with ambling families
blocking the way to take pictures or just admire the view, Jake opted
instead for the punishingly steep track that led to the highest path.



Full of pasties and cream teas, the day trippers were generally
unlikely to embark on an almost vertical track that went nowhere
except up and then back down. Only locals in pursuit of a little peace
and quiet tended to bother with the upper route, and as he climbed
upwards the overgrown grasses and wild flowers that hadn’t been
beaten back by a constant flow of walkers brushed Jake’s legs.
Several times he had to leap clumps of gorse that ambushed him in
the middle of the little-used path – but as soon as he was at the
summit and running along a flat grassy expanse for a mile, it was
worth every minute. The blue of the sea and the sky seemed to
mingle, sheep bounded away as he approached, and suddenly the
path twisted and dropped away with dizzying sharpness to reveal
Polwenna Bay huddled below in its narrow valley. Jake began to
slow his pace; the cliff path ended abruptly in just a hundred metres
or so, tumbling away in a series of sharp steps that zigzagged
downhill to Seaspray.

Just before the steps, and set back into a little scooped-out area,
nestled a weathered bench surrounded by nodding valerian and pink
campion. This was where Jake usually stopped to stretch out and
cool down. The lichen-speckled wood was powdery with age, and
the dedication plaque bore homage to a couple now long forgotten
but who’d once loved the view and wanted a seat placed there in
their memory. It probably sounded daft, but Jake often felt that by
pausing there even for a few minutes and looking down on the
village that hadn’t changed in centuries, he was, in his small way,
respecting them.

He was already looking forward to snatching a few quiet moments
there, to calm his ragged breathing and to start collecting together
the thoughts he’d been avoiding since Mo had lobbed her earlier
verbal grenade at him. But this morning, as he approached the
bench, Jake realised that for once it was occupied.

And then he realised by whom.
***
Summer was exhausted. Not just tired; she was absolutely

shattered. This was a grinding, deep-to-her bones weariness that no
amount of sleeping or just sitting quietly could banish. Maybe it was
an early pregnancy symptom, a bit like the metallic taste in her



mouth and the waves of nausea? If it was, though, it wasn’t one that
she’d experienced before when—

No. She wasn’t going to think about that. The memories and the
feelings from those long-gone days were safely locked up, had been
for years, and the mental key had long since been thrown away. It
was far better that way.

Summer closed her eyes and turned her face up towards the sun.
The calling of the gulls and the distant roar of the waves were a part
of the soothing music of being up here, as much an element of the
place as the warm wood beneath her legs and the scent of wild
garlic tickling her nose. Summer had always thought that there was a
special peace about being up on the top path, and in the past this
bench had been the place she’d always sought out when she
needed space to think.

This morning she’d woken up with a start, her heart crashing
against her ribs, and her sheets wet with sweat. For a moment
Summer hadn’t known where she was, only that the room was inky
black and that there was an empty space beside her where Justin
should be. Where was he? Was there somewhere she was
supposed to be? Had she forgotten something important and been
left behind as punishment for some minor misdemeanour? There
were so many little things that could easily send him spiralling into
one of his lightning-fast rages or, even worse, herald the start of
weeks of silences so cold they made the Ice Age look tropical.
Alarmed, Summer had dredged through her memories, just in case
she’d smiled at somebody the wrong way or not paid Justin enough
attention or, crime of crimes, been stupid enough to wear something
that resulted in her getting even more attention than him. That was
the ultimate betrayal in Justin’s eyes. But, try as she might, Summer
hadn’t been able to think of anything she might have done wrong.

It was only when her heart rate had slowed enough for her to hear
the squawk of seagulls that Summer had remembered exactly where
she was. The sense of relief had been overwhelming and she’d lain
under the duvet feeling weak and wobbly, until the sun’s fingers had
streaked the sky pink and blushed the small attic bedroom. Then
she’d had a shower in the tiny cupboard-like en suite, before



dressing in jeans and a light sweater and going downstairs to make
a strong coffee and another plate of dry toast.

After breakfast, Summer had felt slightly better. Her hands were
less shaky and the nausea was passing. It was a beautiful morning,
the world all new and shiny as though it had just been made, and
she could hardly wait to venture outside and get some fresh air.
She’d decided to avoid the village, though. Yesterday’s confrontation
with Mo had been deeply upsetting and bumping into Jake worse
again. Every time she allowed herself to think about the indifferent
expression in his eyes when he’d looked at her, Summer felt the
same sharp stab of loss. Even though everything had happened a
long time ago, she could feel herself regressing to the unhappy and
confused girl she’d once been. Well, that wasn’t going to happen
today, Summer had told herself as she’d slipped her feet into her
Uggs. She was twenty-eight now and had some real and very
serious issues to deal with. The past was going to stay where it
belonged – twelve years and another lifetime away. Still, knowing it
was Sunday and traditionally the day when Alice Tremaine cooked
up a massive breakfast for her family and their friends, Summer had
decided not to tempt fate by walking through the village, where she
was bound to bump into Mo. Instead she’d taken the cliff path out of
the village and plumped for the higher route, where she was unlikely
to meet anyone.

Summer wasn’t sure how long she’d been sitting on the bench.
The warmth of the sun had made her drowsy and her eyes had
closed. Listening to the droning of bees and the rhythm of the waves
slowed the racing of her pulse and made her hopeful that maybe
everything would work out just fine. Justin would be pleased to see
the back of her and he’d break their engagement off without a fuss.
He’d even let her bring the baby up on her own without being
difficult.

Yeah right, Summer thought with a mental headshake, and maybe
Santa Claus was real too? The climb up was worth every step if it
really made her believe that.

“Summer? Are you all right?”
The voice interrupted her thoughts and for a moment, with her

eyes still shut, she thought she must have been dreaming – unless



this bench was Polwenna Bay’s very own time vortex, whisking her
back to the early noughties. How wonderful would it be to find herself
sixteen again and with her whole life lying before her like freshly
fallen snow, instead of the ugly slushy mess she’d made of it?

A hand was touching her shoulder. “Summer? Are you OK? Are
you hurt?”

Was it possible to summon somebody just by thinking about them?
Surely not? Summer knew she should keep her eyes closed: if she
opened them and looked him in the face and saw again that look of
indifference, she didn’t think she could bear it. As it was, just hearing
the concern in this familiar voice hit her right in the solar plexus.
Seeing his scorn would be far more painful than her throbbing eye.

Reluctantly, Summer opened her heavy lids. Sure enough Jake
Tremaine was crouched down beside her. One look into those eyes,
blue with flecks of navy just like the Cornish sea beyond, was all it
took to make the past disappear. He was still so ridiculously
handsome that she could hardly breathe. She’d only seen him briefly
on the quay, where the light had been fading and shadows had been
pooling over them, but now in the sunlight she could see that he was
just as beautiful as she remembered.

It wasn’t that Jake was film-star perfect. No, from what she
remembered it was Danny who’d had the monopoly on the male-
model looks in the family. She noticed as well that Jake’s nose still
had the bump in it from when he’d broken it wakeboarding. Even
now the memory of all that blood was enough to make her feel
queasy! He was unshaven, too, and his curly corn-coloured hair was
a little too long. But somehow, with Jake, all these things came
together perfectly. His strongly boned face, the broad shoulders, the
well-muscled arms and legs, and the way that he always inspired
absolute confidence – all of these traits made Summer tremble way
more than Justin’s fists ever could.

Jake was scanning her face and frowning. “How on earth did you
do that to your eye?”

Summer’s hand rose to her bruise. In her haste to get outside and
stretch her legs she’d forgotten to put her shades on. Big mistake.

“I’m fine,” she told him quickly. “It’s nothing.”



“That doesn’t look like nothing to me, Sums. Have you seen a
doctor?”

The use of the old nickname made her inhale sharply. His hand
was gently moving hers aside, his fingers skimming over the swollen
flesh as his eyes narrowed. Shivers that were nothing to do with pain
rippled across her body. Oh Lord. One touch from Jake had always
been all it took. Summer didn’t know whether to be horrified or
reassured that even as a teenager her taste in men had been spot
on. She knew it had been downhill ever since.

“It’s nothing, honestly,” she insisted, snapping her head away from
his hand. She missed her long hair now. It would have saved a lot of
curious looks and awkward questions if she’d been able to hide the
bruising beneath it.

“As I said, it doesn’t look like nothing to me.” Concern furrowed
Jake’s brow. “Your eye’s closing up and I bet it hurts like hell. I
should know. I’ve been punched enough times; it comes with having
four brothers.”

“I’ve not been punched. I tripped and walloped my head,” Summer
said swiftly, knowing she’d better scotch any such rumours right
away. Justin’s lawyers would make mincemeat of her if they thought
she’d been badmouthing him. It didn’t matter if what she said was
the truth; in their circles Summer knew that it was always the partner
with the most cash and the best lawyer who came out of a
relationship whiter than the laundry in a Daz commercial.

Jake was clearly not buying this for a second. “Right. If you say
so.”

Summer squared her shoulders. “I do say so. I’m fine.”
He raised an eyebrow, those compelling eyes holding her in a

searching look. Summer looked away first.
“Evidently,” he remarked drily. “Still, being fine always was your

forte, wasn’t it? Forgive me for just being concerned. I was going to
say that my friend Richard’s one of the GPs here. I know it’s Sunday,
but I’m sure he’d be happy to look at that for you, if you like? He’s a
good guy. I think you’d like him.”

Of course. A doctor called Richard: Kursa’s son, most likely.
Sometimes Summer forgot what a small world Polwenna Bay was. It
was like living in an episode of Doc Martin.



“I’ll be OK,” she insisted.
There was silence. Then Jake shrugged. “Whatever you say then.

It’s up to you. Catch you around maybe.”
He stepped away and began to head back to the cliff path. He was

in running gear, Summer realised, and he was in good shape too.
Better, if anything, than when he was eighteen. With his broad
shoulders, strong legs and lean hips, Jake was definitely a man now
– and a very attractive one. It should be a relief that he’d moved
away from her, but Summer couldn’t help feeling a stab of regret.
They’d once been so close and now they were further apart than
strangers.

“Thank you,” she called after him, before she could stop herself.
“You didn’t have to stop and see if I was all right. Especially after
yesterday.”

Jake turned around slowly. “I wouldn’t walk past any woman who
looked as though she was in trouble,” he told her. “And as for
yesterday, forget it. Mo still has a fiery temper but she’s calmed down
now.”

Summer nodded. She was glad to hear it. “I know it was a shock
for you both to see me again. Don’t worry. I won’t stick around for
long enough to make life difficult.”

Jake’s gaze drifted to the bruising on her face and for a moment
he looked as though he was about to say something, before thinking
better of it.

“Like I said before, stay as long as you need to. It makes no odds
to me. Besides, I think you’ll find that Mo will be far too busy waging
war on the local property developer to worry about you. She’s
probably boiling oil and cranking up the siege engine as we speak.
Christ, I’m almost sorry for Ashley Carstairs.”

She laughed. “He should definitely watch out. Mo on a mission is a
force of nature. The memory of Ella St Milton without her ponytail will
stay with me forever!”

Jake grimaced. “God, I’d forgotten that. Her mum went mad.” He
paused, and then deadpanned, “Mo hasn’t been near you with the
scissors too, has she?”

They looked at each other for a second before they both
convulsed with mirth. That was one of the things she’d loved about



being with Jake, Summer recalled: they’d laughed and laughed until
the tears had rolled down their cheeks and their sides had ached.
She’d never laughed like that with Justin, or much at all if the truth
were told.

“Your friend Richard’s mum did this,” Summer explained once
she’d got her breath back. “I needed a… a change of look.”

Jake’s eyebrows shot into his thick blond curls. “You must have
been desperate! They say Cornwall Council cuts the hedges
straighter than Kursa Penwarren cuts hair.”

Summer ran a hand through her shorn locks. “She did me a huge
favour. I won’t hear a word against her.”

“Fair enough. It suits you, actually. It makes your eyes look
enormous, like a beautiful manga character.”

Summer stared at him, taken aback, and Jake coloured.
“Listen to me! I spend far too much time with my nephew. A

manga character? I need to get out more.”
“I quite like the idea of being a manga cartoon girl,” Summer said

quickly, touched by his red face. She’d forgotten how easily Jake
could be teased. “I could do ninja moves and fight villains.” Yes, that
would come in very handy when dealing with Justin, she thought
privately. “Cowabunga, loser!”

“Cowabunga’s Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles,” said Jake pityingly.
“Typical girl. Just be a Pink Power Ranger or something.”

“Pink?” Summer gasped in mock outrage. “Still a sexist Polwenna
man then?”

“Oh aye, proper job, maid!” nodded Jake in a thick West Country
accent, and they smiled at each other. The tensions of earlier had
vanished. Maybe they could still be friends, Summer thought
hopefully. After all, they were both adults now. It might be nice.

He held out his hand to her.
“Now, my lover, would ’ee loike a proper Cornish pasty?”
Impulsively, Summer placed her palm in his and allowed Jake to

pull her to her feet. Her hand seemed to recall his exactly; it was just
as big and as strong as she remembered. Alarmed by the tingling
sensation in her fingers, she pulled her hand away as quickly as she
could, but not before the flicker of surprise on Jake’s face told her
that he had felt it too.



Oh dear. This could be complicated…
“Seriously, my offer stands with or without the silly accent,” Jake

was saying quickly, but not quite quickly enough to cover his
shocked expression. “I was hung-over to hell this morning and I
couldn’t face anything, but I’m starving now. There’s a new tearoom
down by the museum if you fancy a coffee? I guess you actress
types aren’t allowed to eat much, but if you are tempted they do an
amazing steak and stilton pasty.”

Summer looked outraged. “What? Better than Patsy’s Pasties?”
“Of course not! Heaven forbid that such a thing could even be

imagined, but they are a very close second. And,” dropping his
voice, Jake leaned forward and whispered in her ear, so close that
she could feel his breath flute against her skin and smell the tang of
hot male sweat, “rumour has it that the tearoom don’t put less filling
in just because it’s the holiday season!”

She widened her eyes. “As if Patsy would do that! I’m offended on
behalf of the entire Penhalligan clan!”

They convulsed into laughter again. Having spent a season
working together in the kitchen of the pasty shop, Summer and Jake
were under no illusions as to what tricks of the trade were employed
to ensure maximum profits.

When their mirth faded away, Jake turned to stare down at her for
a moment.

“Will you come for a coffee?” he asked softly. “As friends?”
And Summer, in spite of everything, found that she couldn’t say

no.
***

Jake wasn’t usually a violent man, so when he was suddenly hit by
a huge surge of murderous rage, it took him totally unawares.
Somebody had assaulted Summer – this was as obvious as the
huge bruise on her otherwise flawless face – and he wanted to kill
whoever it was. She was absolutely tiny, thinner now and frailer than
she’d been as a teenager, and doubtless no match for the coward
who’d done this to her. Still, she’d made it more than clear that the
subject wasn’t up for discussion, so he’d forced himself to swallow
back his rising fury. His muscles were tense with anger but for now
there was nothing he could do except respect her wishes and step



right away from the topic. He knew that Summer was nothing to do
with him anymore and that he had no right to feel this rage or to want
to protect her, but it was as instinctive to him as breathing.

Right then and there, as they strolled down the hill back into the
village, Jake knew he would do anything to stop Summer ever being
hurt again. He wanted to track down whoever had done this to her
and make sure once and for all that they never, ever managed to do
it again. By the time he was finished with the culprit, they’d be lucky
to eat through a straw for the rest of their life.

Christ. The strength of his fury terrified Jake. Did feeling like this
make him as bad as the bastard who’d done this to her in the first
place? That was a thought he’d rather not address, and he pushed it
away quickly.

Summer, oblivious to the wild runaway train of thought gathering
speed in Jake’s mind, was chatting away easily. She seemed happy
to talk about the people they both knew in common, and somehow
Jake managed to calm down enough to fill her in a little on new
arrivals and changes. Lending her his sunglasses also helped: with
the violent purple and red bruise hidden from view, he was able to
simmer down a little. Once they were seated at one of the tables
overlooking the harbour and enjoying pasties the size of their heads,
Jake was feeling more like his usual self.

“My career as a model will be over very fast if I stay here too long.”
Summer looked at her pasty with an alarmed expression.

“You look great,” Jake told her. “A bit too thin, if anything, so
nothing to worry about on the pasty front. Go on, get stuck in.”

To his great surprise Summer did get stuck in. The pasty was
wolfed down in almost record time and Jake, who was used to girls
like Ella who picked at the odd lettuce leaf while drooling at the mere
sight of his steak and chips, was impressed. Putting her knife and
fork down with a clatter, Summer placed her hands on her stomach
and groaned.

“Oh God, that was wonderful,” she said. There was a flake of
pastry on her full top lip and he was suddenly struck with the
compulsion to lean across the table and kiss it away. He swallowed
and pretended to be fascinated by the frothy surface of his coffee.
When he was eventually able to look up again, Summer was



dabbing her mouth with a napkin and the moment had fortunately
passed. Jake couldn’t decide if he was relieved or disappointed.

They sipped their lattes in companionable silence while watching
the living picture of the harbour shift and kaleidoscope in front of
them. The trawlers were all out and the tide had followed, leaving a
pale sickle of lemon-coloured beach behind. Seagulls bobbed in the
shallows, and on the quay a tall man stood gazing out to sea, his
dark jacket lifting in the breeze. Even from here, he had a brooding
look about him.

Danny was up then, Jake thought. That was another difficult
conversation he was going to have to negotiate. Along with getting
his father to face up to the fact that the family finances were about to
implode, and trying to stop Mo from flattening Cashley with her four-
by-four. When had life become so complex?

He glanced at Summer, who had closed her eyes and raised her
face to the sun. With her delicate stem-like neck and tendrils of hair
curling against her cheeks like petals, she reminded him of a rare
orchid. Hanging out with Summer had always been easy, Jake
recalled, and being with her had never been complicated, which had
only made what happened later on even harder to accept. He sighed
in resignation. As his gran had said, it was a long time ago and they
were both different people now. Summer had a whole life in London
that he knew nothing about; she was friends with A-list celebrities,
for heaven’s sake. It was time to let the past go. Life was simpler that
way.

But leading a simple life free of complications was far easier said
than done when you lived in a small Cornish fishing village. Just as
Jake had collected and was about to pay for two more coffees, none
other than Ella St Milton came sauntering over to the counter. She
looked as though she’d stepped straight out of a salon rather than
been up until the small hours winding herself around him like a sexy
octopus and downing vodkas with him. No wonder the girl needed
coffee. If she’d felt half as bad as he had earlier on, then it was a
marvel that she was even walking, let alone bright-eyed and full of
beans.

Here was a thought, though: had Ella actually been drinking? Jake
racked his brains and couldn’t remember whether or not he’d seen



Ella with any alcohol last night, after that first glass of wine. She’d
certainly been buying a lot of drinks, but whether or not she’d been
indulging too was anyone’s guess.

Jake was hoping that Ella wouldn’t spot him, but when it came to
the hotelier it was as though he had some kind of homing beacon.
When she caught sight of him, Ella’s gaze brightened momentarily;
then it flickered to the oblivious Summer, who was still sitting at the
table some way away, and her grey eyes narrowed.

“You’ve got company, I see?” she remarked pointedly as she
joined Jake at the counter.

“Not really.” Jake fixed his attention on tipping sugar into his latte.
Two for the shock of seeing Summer, he decided, and one more to
give him the strength to handle whatever abuse Ella was about to
hurl at him. Jake knew enough about women to know when he was
about to be given a hard time.

“So, you’re too busy to spend time with me but not with her?”
Ella’s voice was light but there was a note of hurt beneath the words,
and Jake felt bad for that. Last night when he’d sent her home alone
he’d claimed that he had lots to do at the marina in the morning. Ella
hadn’t bought it then, of course, and she certainly wasn’t buying it
now. She was glaring in Summer’s direction. “What the hell is she
doing back here anyway? That is Summer over there, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it’s Summer, and I haven’t a clue why’s she back. I just ran
into her on the cliffs. Literally.” Jake indicated his sports gear. “As
you can see, I’m hardly dressed for a secret assignation with my
glamour-model ex. We’re catching up, that’s all. It’s been a long
time.”

“Obviously not long enough to get over her. Since when did you
take sugar?”

Was there nothing Ella didn’t notice? Her eye for detail made her
quite scary, Jake thought. Women. Why were they always so
competitive?

“I’ve had an eight-mile run and I need some calories,” he said
mildly, stirring his coffee and refusing to rise to her bait. Ella loved
drama and he wasn’t going to give her the scene she wanted. To be
honest he didn’t care enough about her to waste the energy. “As for
your other facetious comment, plenty long enough for that – not that



it’s any of your business, Ella. Now, how about you stop making a
scene and come and join us over there?”

“No thanks; I’m in a hurry,” Ella said coolly. “Unlike you, I really am
busy. In fact, I don’t even think I’ll stick around for a takeaway latte.
Three’s a crowd anyway.”

“Ella, you’re being ridiculous. It’s a coffee with an old friend. We’re
catching up.”

Not that it’s any of your concern who I drink coffee with, he added
silently. Had he led Ella on? Maybe, but he’d never let her think there
was any potential of anything serious. Nevertheless, here she was
getting all possessive. He was reminded all of a sudden of Granny
Alice’s comment about Ella being a determined young woman.

“Well, I’ll leave you two to your catching up, shall I?” said Ella
pointedly. “Oh, don’t forget to ask her how Justin Anderson is, will
you? Didn’t he have cancer not so long ago? I’d have thought his
loving fiancée would be spending every minute with him rather than
hanging out with her exes. I wonder if he minds? Or even knows?
Maybe somebody should tell him?”

Ella turned on her heel and stalked away before Jake could even
draw breath to reply, although not before he caught the glint of
malice in her eyes and saw her lips shrivel into a tight red slash.

She was being ridiculous, of course, and she probably didn’t mean
a word of her childish threats – but suddenly, and in spite of the
warm sunshine on his skin, Jake felt cold.

Ella St Milton was a dangerous lover and he suspected that she
could be an even more dangerous enemy.



Chapter 11
Sundays were always a busy day for a vicar and today was proving
no exception for Jules Mathieson, whose Sabbath had started early
with a prayer meeting for the lay readers. To her surprise, their
emergence from the meeting had distracted a man who was already
sitting in a pew, seemingly deep in thought. Jules had tried to
reassure him that he was more than welcome to stay, but he’d shot
off pretty hastily, clearly not keen on being disturbed. He’d seemed
very familiar and it was only halfway through her sermon that Jules
had finally twigged that he was the man Mo Tremaine had been
arguing with the previous night. No wonder he’d looked so pensive.
From the way Mo had flown at him, Jules could hardly blame the guy
if he felt he needed to take sanctuary!

By the time the morning service was over, the hymn books were
collected up and the last of the congregation was meandering back
through the churchyard to the village, Jules was ready to collapse. In
spite of only having had a couple of pints and a relatively early night
once Danny Tremaine had been safely delivered home, she’d woken
up with a pounding head and a mouth drier than the inside of the
church font.

Maybe this was the Lord’s way of telling her to drink less and not
to hang out in pubs, Jules pondered as she gulped the leftover
communion wine and then wiped the chalice with a soft cloth. That
would make life a bit difficult, though, when the Church of England
insisted on using good and wholesome fermented grape juice for the
Eucharist; alas, a dwindling congregation meant she had to finish off
a third of a bottle of full-bodied claret whenever there was a
communion service. I really must pour less next time, Jules thought
guiltily. She was in danger of ending up like poor Danny otherwise.
Not a comfortable thought.

Hmm. Danny Tremaine. He was without doubt a man on the edge,
broken in both heart and body. How did you even dare to presume to
try helping a man like him? A man who’d seen horrors most people
were lucky enough to not even be able to imagine. Jules couldn’t
blame him for turning to alcohol. It was one way of coping, after all.



As she moved into the vestry to remove her cassock, Jules’s
thoughts turned back to the journey up to Seaspray the night before.
She and Nick had put their arms around Danny and dragged him,
dangling between them, through the streets and up to the house.
Danny was still a strong man, over six feet of army-honed muscle,
and by the time they’d reached the cliff path Jules had been puffing
like a tank engine. If Danny had wanted to talk, rather than been
practically unconscious, she would have been no use whatsoever:
there had been no breath left in her to speak. Lord, please help me
to resist all the delicious food here and get fit, Jules prayed to the
cheerful stained-glass Jesus above her desk. Surrounded by
children and wearing a particularly sunny halo, this version of the
Lord always made Jules feel as though he was beaming down at
her, ready to hop out of the casement and wander into the village for
a chat and a pasty. Goodness, she really wished He would. Fiery
fisher folk and social misfits were, after all, His speciality – and Jules
was sure that Jesus would have known exactly how to help Danny
Tremaine. Why on earth was she wasting His time whining about her
weight when there were people here with real problems? Danny
couldn’t help it that a roadside bomb had caught him unawares, but
she knew full well that every packet of Wotsits and bar of Dairy Milk
went straight to her hips. Jules felt ashamed.

Please show me what I can do to help Danny, she prayed. Let me
have the right words. Give me a sign.

A sharp knock at the vestry door made her jump. Seconds later
Alice Tremaine’s kind face peeked nervously around the door.

Wow. That was quick, Jules thought. Not that she ever doubted
her boss, but even so!

“I’m really sorry to disturb you, Jules love,” Alice said
apologetically, “but I just wanted to catch you while Morgan was out
of earshot.”

Jules grinned. “I should imagine that’s easier said than done. It
strikes me that not much gets past that young man. Fact!”

“Fact, indeed, and not always a good thing,” Alice Tremaine
agreed wryly. Stepping into the small room, she shut the door behind
her and then exhaled wearily. “I just wanted to thank you for what



you did last night, Vicar. And don’t try and fob me off by telling me it
was nothing, either!”

Jules smiled. “I wouldn’t dream of fobbing you off, Alice, but it
really wasn’t a major deal. The walk did me good.”

Alice shook her head. “Just about everyone in the village is talking
about Danny’s outburst, and I’m old enough to know that they’re
probably leaving out the worst of it for my benefit. I’m really grateful
to you for stepping in and helping to calm him down. Dan can be
volatile at the moment, so that was a brave thing to do.”

“I’m not sure about brave,” said Jules. She perched on the corner
of her desk and picked up her stole, running her hands over the
embroidery as though seeking inspiration in the stitches. It was a
beautiful design on the top, but underneath it was a confused and
knotted mass of thread and oversewing. Maybe Danny was just the
other way around? “He’s been through a lot,” she continued gently. “I
think it’s understandable he’s upset.”

“Well, I’m more sorry than I can say that you had to see him like
that, my dear,” Alice told her apologetically. The older woman’s wise
eyes were shadowed with a deep sadness. “He wasn’t always this
way, you know. It’s what happened in Afghanistan; it’s changed him
almost beyond recognition – well, that and Tara not being able to
handle it. I think losing her was even worse than losing his arm. Dan
adores Tara. By all accounts, while he was in the field hospital it was
only thinking of her and Morgan that kept him going. He nearly didn’t
make it, but he’s a Tremaine and a fighter.” Her voice shook. “At
least, he was. Lately I’m really afraid that he’s started to give up.”

Jules didn’t say anything but instead reached forward and laid her
hand over Alice’s. It felt as light as a bird beneath her touch, the skin
papery and the bones fragile. She’d come to realise that words often
just got in the way. More often than not, people came to her just to
talk through their own thoughts and eventually wound their own way
to some kind of absolution. She sometimes thought the Catholics
were onto something with confession.

Alice gave Jules a sad smile. Sunshine danced through the
stained-glass window, throwing paint-box colours onto the worn
stone floor and revealing the dust motes that fell silently through the



air. Jules realised that she was holding her breath; she sensed that a
story was about to unfold.

“Dan was always such an easy-going boy. He was probably the
least trouble out of all the children when he was growing up.” Now
Alice’s gaze was decades away, back in the past where scabby-
kneed little boys shinned up trees and rowed their dinghies in the
harbour, a world away from the nightmare land of roadside bombs
and snipers. “Of course, it wasn’t easy for any of them when Penny
died,” she continued softly. “Jimmy – that’s my son – just went to
pieces, and he was no use to anyone. The children must have felt as
though they’d lost both their parents. The twins were only two, and
Zak and Symon weren’t that much older. I guess Jake and Danny
and Mo were probably hit the hardest because they understood
more of what was happening, but I’m afraid that it was exactly
because they were older I expected them to cope as best they
could.” Alice had closed her eyes. “I thought I was handling it all by
coping alone, but looking back I wonder if it just made a horrible
mess even worse. They’re all struggling as adults, aren’t they? What
if it was because I didn’t have more time for them when they were
children? At the risk of sounding like an episode of Jeremy Kyle,
maybe I should have sought some help for them?”

Jules thought of Jake in all his sexy snake-hipped, golden-curled,
blue-eyed glory and, in spite of the sunshine, goosebumps dusted
her arms. He’d not been aware of it, but in the pub last night he’d
been a magnet for the gaze of every woman. She’d found it hard
enough to string a coherent sentence together from behind the
safety of her vicar’s status; he really was one of the most striking
men she’d ever seen, the type you looked at once and then had to
look at again just to check he was real. He hardly seemed like a man
who was struggling, except maybe to fight off the rapacious blonde
who’d been staring at him across the bar as though he was a Big
Mac meal she was about to gobble up. And as for Morwenna – well,
she was clearly more than capable of standing up for herself, if
Musto Man had to hide out in St Wenn’s. Danny was different. He
had an air of vulnerability about him that had escaped the rest of the
brood.



“I know what you’re thinking, but they’ve had to deal with their loss
in their own ways,” Alice explained, spotting the doubt on Jules’s
face. “Mo’s been horse mad ever since I can remember. Honestly, if
it doesn’t have hooves and a mane then she’s not interested. When
it comes to people, she really isn’t bothered. She doesn’t let anyone
come close. I worry about her because it isn’t right, is it? She should
have her own family by now.”

“You can’t live people’s lives for them,” Jules pointed out gently.
“There’s plenty of time for Morwenna to find someone.”

Alice looked doubtful. “To be honest I can’t imagine who’d be able
to handle Mo. She’s stubborn and fiery, and although I love her she’s
not easy to live with. And as for Jake, he’s never been the same
since—”

“You were saying about Jake?” Jules prompted when Alice
paused.

“Ah, Jake. Well, he seemed fine for a long time. He worked hard at
school, had begun to take over the business and even had a steady
girlfriend. I really thought that life was working out for him; they
seemed so happy together. But then she broke it off and he couldn’t
handle it at all. Eventually he went travelling. Like Mo, he’s never
managed to find anyone either. We hardly saw him for the next ten
years. He was in Australia, the States, the Caribbean – anywhere
but here. He’s only back now because Jimmy’s not been well. At
least Danny was happy. He had the career he’d always dreamed of
and the perfect family. I don’t know why it all had to go wrong for
him. Hadn’t he suffered enough? Has our family done something
wrong? Are we being punished?” Her eyes filled with tears and
wordlessly Jules passed her the box of Kleenex that lived on her
desk, as essential to her role as a vicar as the dog collar and pulpit.

“I can’t explain why these things have happened to you.” Jules
searched her heart for the right words. “Sometimes we can’t see the
reasons why until we’re looking back and then there’s some sense to
it – and maybe even then it’s still inexplicable. Maybe we’ll never
know the reasons. Or perhaps there simply aren’t any? But I do
know one thing, Alice, and that is that God doesn’t punish us. We do
that to ourselves. He loves us.”



Alice dabbed her eyes and gave Jules a watery smile. “I know that
really, my dear, of course I do. And why not us? All families have
their problems, don’t they?”

“Absolutely. You should meet mine!” Jules said with feeling. Her
father made Richard Dawkins look religious and would probably
never get over his only child becoming a vicar. Jules sometimes felt
he’d have been less disappointed if she’d turned to crime or joined
the Moonies. She often suspected he still lived in hope that she was
just going through a phase.

“I just wonder sometimes if they can’t settle down now because of
what happened all those years ago?” Alice’s mouth trembled. “Was
there something I should have done?”

“From everything I can see you’ve done a great job of raising them
all,” Jules told her warmly. “I don’t know any of your grandchildren
that well, but the ones I have met seem pretty well adjusted and they
all absolutely adore you. I know Danny has issues but those are
completely understandable. I really wouldn’t worry about Jake and
Mo either. Maybe they aren’t ready to settle down yet?”

Alice blew her nose. “Ignore me. I’m just being silly. But, Jules, if
you’d met Danny before his injuries you’d understand why I think this
way. He was the most easy-going young man you could ever meet.
We never had a minute’s worry about Danny. He loved sport, worked
hard at school and went to Sandhurst just as he’d always planned.
Then he married Tara, Morgan came along and he was given a
promotion. He was on his way to the top all right. Everything was
always perfect with our Danny.”

Jules was starting to understand a little. Good-looking, well loved
and talented, Danny Tremaine had lived an enchanted life until very
recently. His landscape had shifted beyond all recognition. No
wonder he was savage with rage, grief and fear.

“Alice, his life changed in a heartbeat. He’s not the same person
that he was, physically or psychologically, and that must be so hard
for you to deal with and even harder for him.” Jules frowned as a
thought occurred to her. “Has he had any help?”

“Like counselling, you mean?”
“That would seem to be a good start.”



“He’s had countless sessions but he refuses to go to anymore,”
Alice said wearily. “I’ve tried to convince him that counselling would
help, but he says that talking won’t grow his arm back or heal his
face. It’s pointless trying to reason with him and I can hardly force
him. I’m not condoning Tara, and I’m sure there were already issues
between them before he was hurt, but he’s impossible to live with
and the drinking’s only getting worse. Nothing I say seems to make
any difference. I worry so much because it isn’t good for Morgan
either. Between you and me, his school have expressed concerns
about Morgan seeming very unsettled lately. They want to refer him
to someone. We daren’t tell Danny.”

Jules’s heart went out to the older woman. She noticed how thin
Alice looked and that her eyes were smudged with purple shadows.
Danny’s behaviour was taking its toll on others as well as the man
himself; that was for certain.

“There you are Grand Gran!” The vestry door flew open and
Morgan hurtled through, the picture of indignation. Shoving a huge
watch under Alice’s nose, he added, “I’ve been looking for you
everywhere and now it’s twelve thirty-two – and we’re always home
by twelve forty-five on Sundays. Always.”

“Hello, Morgan,” said Jules.
Morgan ignored her. He was too busy hopping from foot to foot in

agitation.
“Come on Grand Gran! We’ve only got thirteen minutes to get

back. You’re going to have to walk really fast!”
“Dear me, I have been rabbiting on, haven’t I?” Alice placed a

calming hand on his shoulder. “Morgan, you mustn’t just barge in
and interrupt people when they’re having a conversation, by the way.
It’s best to knock first. Anyway, say hello to the vicar.”

“Yes, yes, hello!” Morgan tugged his great-grandmother’s jacket
impatiently. He was oblivious to Jules and anything else but his need
to be home by the specified time. “Now can we go? There’s only
eleven minutes and thirty-six seconds left now.”

“It’s fine. Really,” Jules said quickly, catching Alice’s worried
expression. The poor lady certainly had her hands full. “You guys get
going. I’ll catch up with you later in the week.”



After the church door had shut with a firm click, Jules remained
leaning against her desk for a long while, lost in thought. There was
so much more to being a vicar than the public perception of wafting
around in daft robes and doing the odd wedding or funeral. People
were so complex; helping to ease their needs and their pain was the
biggest part of her job. Jules knew that Jesus would have
understood this, but unfortunately Sheila Keverne didn’t. Her verger
had already made several cutting comments about Jules being seen
helping Danny Tremaine home from the pub – and then she’d gone
on to pick fault with her sermon too. Maybe I’ll do Luke 10:25 next
week, Jules thought with a surge of determination. A reminder of the
Good Samaritan parable was exactly what Sheila needed, although
the bossy old boot probably would have found fault with him too!

Next Sunday’s homily decided upon, Jules quickly swapped her
cleric’s shirt and trousers for jeans and a tee-shirt, and then locked
the vestry. St Wenn’s would remain open until sunset; it was a pretty
church with a breathtaking view of the village, and tourists loved to
visit it. Locals also liked to pop in and find a little peace away from
the bustle of the streets and busy shops, and Jules was pleased that
her little church afforded them a quiet moment or two. There were no
real valuables to steal and the climb up was so steep and
inaccessible to cars that any thieves would need a good rest after
reaching the place anyway. It was also highly unlikely that anyone
could make it past Sheila’s cottage without being spotted. That
woman ought to work for MI5.

It was another glorious May day and the sunshine was pouring
down onto Polwenna Bay as though a giant had tipped maple syrup
over the clusters of cottages. Jules walked slowly through the small
churchyard, raising her face to the warmth and watching the gulls
doing aeronautics in the cloudless sky before dive-bombing the
tourists. Only yesterday she’d had an ice cream snatched by an
opportunistic orange-beaked thief, which had actually made her
laugh. Talk about an answer to all her please make me thinner
prayers!

Jules was just about to let herself out via the little kissing gate that
opened onto the winding path into the village, when she spotted a
solitary figure seated on the bench overlooking the sea. Although he



had his back to her she knew it was Danny Tremaine: there was no
mistaking those broad shoulders or that shorn blond hair. Before she
had time to think it through, Jules found herself doing a swift about-
turn and joining him.

“Oh, it’s you,” Danny said. He could hardly look her in the eye,
even from his good side. A brown paper bag, which was doing a very
poor job of concealing a bottle of Jack Daniel’s, was nestled by his
feet; he made a half-hearted attempt to kick it under the bench when
he saw Jules glance down.

“I suppose I ought to thank you for getting me home last night,” he
added resentfully. “You’ll be going to heaven for sure, you will.”

The taint of alcohol-laden breath fought with the scent of newly
mown grass and salty air. The alcohol won and it took all of Jules’s
restraint not to shrink away. Resisting the urge to flee, she just
shrugged instead and ignored his jibe.

“I was already booked in long before we met. Don’t thank me if
you don’t want to. I wasn’t looking for gratitude.”

“So what do you want? Some money for the church spire? Me to
say a few Hail Marys?”

“Just in case you haven’t noticed, we don’t have a spire, and if you
want Hail Marys then you should pop over to Father William at the
abbey.” Antagonism was coming from him in waves every bit as
rough and as white-tipped as those that came rolling into the bay on
stormy days. Jules chose to ignore it. “Actually, what I’d really like is
for you to promise never to cause a scene like that again. Smashing
glasses and terrifying the poor barmaid? It’s hardly kind behaviour, is
it?”

He laughed rudely. “Kelly? Terrified? Don’t make me laugh. She’s
as thick as two short planks.”

“She might be ‘thick’, as you so nicely put it, but she wasn’t the
one making an exhibition of herself in front of the whole village, was
she? And no matter what you think of her intelligence she’s surely
got the right to be safe at work without being accosted by you?”
Jules wasn’t feeling very patient suddenly. The whiff of the whiskey
was making her stomach churn. “Anyway, I didn’t do it for you; I did it
to help your family out and to stop you causing even more of a
scene. “



Danny snorted. “My family? What on earth has my getting drunk
got to do with them? We’re all grown-ups, Vicar.”

Jules thought of Alice, so strained and fragile, and of Morgan who
was trying to cling on and cope by whatever means possible, and
she felt her temper start to bubble up. Danny might have been
horribly injured – she had no way of even starting to understand how
he must feel – but he still had a family who loved him. In her ministry
Jules had come across endless people who yearned for that, and to
see him scorn it made her angry. She really must add patience to her
long list of things to ask God to help her with. She took a slow breath
to calm herself down.

“The last time I saw him, Morgan wasn’t an adult. If you don’t give
a toss about yourself then try to think about him.”

He turned, jolted. The scars seemed even more livid in the
daylight but Jules didn’t shrink from looking at him. Somehow the
physical wounds shocked her far less than those she couldn’t see.

“Morgan? What’s he got to do with anything? He wasn’t there –
and if that bitch has her way, he won’t be around for much longer
either.”

“If you carry on like this then it’s probably just as well she takes
him away.” Jules wasn’t able to contain herself – her worst flaw as a
pastor, she often thought, but her greatest strength too when her
instincts were right. Today they were telling her that Danny Tremaine
had been handled with kid gloves for far too long and it wasn’t doing
him any favours. “He’s a bright enough boy: of course he’s noticed
what goes on. One of the first things he told me was that you use
lots of rude words when you have a drink. And before you think I was
discussing you, I wasn’t. I’d not even heard of you. I slipped in the
harbour during the duck race and said ‘bollocks’. Morgan heard me
apologising, so in his own way he was trying to make me feel better.”
Jules grinned. “It worked, actually. Apparently your collection of
obscenities is way bigger than mine!”

Danny stared at her. “Morgan said that about me? That I drink and
swear?”

“Yep. He’s as sharp as a razor. There’s not much that will get past
him. Of course he knows what goes on – and I’d bet you anything
that he overhears a lot more than people realise, too. He’ll know all



about last night. Your gran tells me that the school’s worried about
him too.” There was no point holding back now; she’d started, so
Jules supposed she ought to finish. “Come on, Danny. Whatever
else that bomb might have done to you, it didn’t stop Morgan
needing you. He looks up to you, and you know as well as anyone
that change and uncertainty are difficult for him. He needs his dad,
not some drunk wallowing in self-pity. You can turn this around,
before it’s too late.”

Even Danny’s scars turned pale. Leaning forward he pushed his
ruined face practically into hers and, thrusting his shoulder towards
her, waved his empty sleeve. His closed eye seemed to be glowering
and it took all of Jules’s self-control to remain still.

“Do you see this? Do you? It’s fucking monstrous. I’m monstrous.
No wonder Tara doesn’t want me! Would you?”

Jules gulped. He might be injured but Danny Tremaine was still a
big man and trained to kill. Right now he looked ready to throttle her
with his good hand. Being a good few stones overweight and horribly
unfit, Jules didn’t fancy her chances of taking him on.

“Well?” thundered Danny. “Wouldn’t you be wallowing in self-pity
too if you looked like this? If you were just a pathetic wreck of what
you once were?”

Her heart was thudding in her ears but somehow Jules managed
to sound calm.

“Yes,” she said softly. “I would. I’d be angry and bitter and
frightened and resentful, and I’d wonder what kind of God would let
this happen. I’d shout and I’d rage and I’d cry. Danny, I’m not saying
that I’d be any different or any better. In fact, I’d probably not cope
nearly as well as you have. But this isn’t about me, is it? It’s about
you.”

Jules rose to her feet. This was it. She had to speak before her
courage wimped out on her.

“You’ve got a family who loves you and an amazing son. Maybe
even a wife too, if you can work things through rather than flying into
a rage. Danny, you still have a life to live, with people who care
about you.”

“Yeah, I do, but some of my mates didn’t come out of it alive. Can
you imagine how that makes me feel?”



Jules couldn’t. “No, of course not. I can’t ever imagine what you’ve
been through. I wouldn’t presume to pretend I can. But do you
honestly think your comrades would have wanted you to drink
yourself to death, rather than living?”

Danny said nothing. His mouth was a grim slash.
“Anything else you’d like to add?”
“Yes, actually. You’re a hero, Danny Tremaine. I think so, your

family thinks so and Morgan certainly thinks so. It’s time to start
acting like one. Have faith in yourself. There’s nothing a man like you
can’t do.”

And with her heart crashing in her chest Jules walked away from
him, across the churchyard and through the little gate. With every
step she took Jules could feel Danny’s gaze boring into her back. He
was absolutely livid – and as she’d already seen, an angry Danny
was not good to be around.

Whatever had she done?



Chapter 12
Riding a horse when she was in a filthy temper was, as Mo knew
from bitter and bruised experience, never a good idea. Horses are
herd animals and finely tuned to the slightest tremor. So when Mo
tacked up her youngster, Splash, and took him onto the cliffs for a
blast, she already had millions of years of evolution working against
her, never mind the confrontation with Cashley being on constant
replay. The tension in her body transferred itself through her seat
and anger fizzed through her reins; by the time she’d reached the
first field, Splash was already spinning around like Kylie and
snatching at the bit.

“Will you stand still!” snapped Mo, leaning forward out of the
saddle and attempting to unfasten the gate. It was an impossible
task. Every time she was within millimetres of success, her horse
danced away or yanked so hard on the reins that she was almost
pulled out of the saddle. With every tug and snatch, Mo grew hotter
and crosser.

“For God’s sake, Splashy! You’ve done this a thousand times,” she
said, exasperated. “Stand bloody still!”

But Splash, convinced even more now by the tone of his rider’s
voice that there really was a horse-eating monster lurking in the
hedge, only upped the ante, his hooves striking sparks from the
tarmac and egg-white foam flying from his bit. What Mo should have
done, and what her logical voice was telling her to do, was dismount
and open the gate that way. Alternatively, and more sensibly, she
should just turn around and head back to the manège for an hour of
schooling. Unfortunately Mo was still seething from the scene in The
Ship and what she needed more than anything was a sprint so fast it
ripped away all thought and tore tears from her eyes. Only when she
was on the back of half a ton of galloping beast would she feel in
control again. There was nothing that soothed Mo’s soul like the
drumming of hooves and the surging power of a horse, so she’d
been determined to take Splash out for a run, even though over
twenty years of experience told her this was probably not her best
idea.



Finally, and after many frustrated attempts, Mo managed to hook
the catch with her whip handle. The gate swung open into ten acres
of pasture and Splash exploded through it in a series of bucks that
would have had Buffalo Bill’s rodeo show frantic to sign him on the
spot. Already out of balance from wrestling with the gate, Mo didn’t
stand a chance of sitting these. She sailed through the air and
landed with a heavy thud on the sun-baked earth, her breath
punched out of her. With Splash’s hooves dancing above her face,
there was nothing Mo could do except hope that in his excitement he
didn’t catch her with a flying metal-tipped foot. That really would be
the crappola icing on what was fast turning out to be a crappy day.

Sitting up slowly and with the green grass and blue sky doing a
stomach-churning loop the loop, Mo watched her young eventer
having a Desert Orchid moment as he raced up the field. Oh God,
the long grass was being used for hay and concealed notoriously
uneven ground. Mo prayed that Splash didn’t slip or put a foot down
a rabbit hole. She always cantered up the set-aside at the furthest
edge before opening the next gate and then going at full pelt across
the next two fields, but Splash didn’t think like that. He just saw
freedom. As her horse crested the hill, Mo staggered to her feet and
hoped that Farmer Pete wasn’t out working and that the top gate
was closed. The last thing she needed was Splash heading for
Fowey and trampling innocent cliff walkers…

Testing her limbs gingerly for damage, Mo decided that she was
fine apart from a sore backside and even sorer pride. What a rookie
mistake to make. She never, ever did things like this. Mo was a
professional – she’d ridden round Badminton, for heaven’s sake –
and she knew better than to take stupid risks when she wasn’t in a fit
state of mind to be in the saddle. She was beyond furious with
herself.

It was all Ashley Carstairs’ fault, Mo decided bitterly as she
dragged her aching body up the steep field leading to the cliff path. If
he hadn’t been so bloody smug and so arrogantly convinced that the
future of Fernside was a done deal, she would never have risen to
his taunting and put herself in such a foul mood. Summer
Penhalligan hadn’t helped either, of course, swanning about the
place as though the past decade and Jake’s broken heart had just



been a minor blip. But really the majority of the blame lay with
Cashley. Just thinking about how his eyes had swept her body as
though she was a horse he was appraising, and recalling his
sarcastic invitation to dinner, were enough to make her implode with
anger. There was no way he would get his hands on the woods, no
way at all. If Mo had to chain herself to a tree or hurl herself in front
of a JCB, then she would. Well, either that or sneak into the boatyard
when Jake wasn’t looking and drill a few holes in the bottom of that
ridiculous floating phallic symbol of his. Big Rod indeed. What an
arse.

Absorbed in a very satisfying daydream where Ashley Carstairs
was lost at sea in a mysterious boating tragedy and PAG managed
to raise the funds to buy Fernside (perhaps Donald Trump or Richard
Branson would come by Polwenna Bay?), Morwenna hardly noticed
the throbbing in her right shoulder or that she was limping. Somehow
she dragged herself to the top of the field where, mercifully, the gate
was firmly shut and Splash, his reins broken and stirrups dangling,
was snatching big greedy mouthfuls of grass. The horse whickered
in recognition and then carried on guzzling grass while Mo ran a
practised hand over his legs, heaving a sigh of relief that there didn’t
seem to be any damage. Headbutting her in greeting and covering
her tee-shirt in acid-green slobber, Splash was up for the next stage
of their adventure – but by now Mo had calmed down sufficiently to
quit while she was ahead.

“Come on, you,” she said, patting his glossy neck and gathering
up what was left of the reins. “Let’s just go back home, shall we?”

Limping down the field – Splash might not be lame but she
certainly was – Mo concluded that she’d have to lunge her
youngsters for the next day or two and ask a couple of keen pony-
clubbers to help exercise the full liveries. As she was thinking this,
she caught sight of a shiny white Range Rover parked up in her
yard, and her heart plummeted into her welly boots. There was no
mistaking a car that new and clean, or the private plate that read
3LLA.

Ella St Milton, immaculate in cream jodhpurs and pristine Dubarry
boots, was leaning on the yard gate and watching Mo. Although
Ella’s eyes were shielded by enormous Chanel shades, Mo just



knew that the other woman was laughing at her. She must have
seen the whole bucking-bronco show. Just bloody great, thought Mo
wearily. Fate really must have it in for her today. Why couldn’t
Salmonella see her looking super smart in her dressage outfit and
riding a nearly perfect test, or maybe flying through the heart-
stopping water complex at Badminton? Why did it have to be a
novice-style dumping and a tee-shirt covered in green slime that Ella
would be able to sneer about?

There was no love lost between the two women; there never had
been since Mo’s Vidal Sassoon moment at school. Why Ella St
Milton had turned up now was something of a mystery, as was her
equestrian attire. As far as Mo knew, Ella hadn’t ridden for donkey’s
years – and when she had, she hadn’t been very good. All the
expensive ponies and smart gear in the world couldn’t disguise a
wobbly seat and hands like cast iron.

“Well, that was an interesting display,” Ella remarked when Mo
reached the yard. “I thought three-day eventing was your thing, not
stunt riding.”

Ignoring her, Mo opened the gate and led Splash into his stable,
where she proceeded to remove his tack. Unperturbed by this, Ella
followed her and leaned over the half-door to watch.

“He’s got more bondage gear than Christian Grey,” she said idly as
Mo slipped the martingale and breastplate over Splash’s head. The
bridle with its Dutch gag bit followed, and Ella’s Botoxed brow
attempted to frown. “Is that kit really necessary? It looks a bit cruel, if
you don’t mind me saying so. My trainer says that gadgets are
overrated. He likes Parelli.”

Oh great. Ella wanted to talk and, even worse, it sounded as
though she was back into horses. Could this day get any worse?

“If your trainer wants to wrestle a sixteen-three Holsteiner around
a cross-country course in just a head collar, then he can be my
guest,” Mo snapped. “Until then, I’ll stick to what I know works,
thanks.”

Ella held up beautifully manicured hands that clearly hadn’t been
anywhere near a horse lately. “Touchy! Sorry I even mentioned it. I
do worry that I love the animals too much sometimes. The trouble is
that I’ve got a very soft heart.”



Mo snorted rudely. At school Ella St Milton and her mean-girl
posse had made Vladimir Putin look sentimental. She couldn’t
imagine that much had changed in the years since.

“I have!” Ella insisted. “Look, Mo, I know we haven’t always been
the best of friends—”

“Friends? Hardly. You did your best to make my life hell at school,
remember?” Mo reminded her. “And you weren’t exactly nice to
Summer either, were you?”

“I think we both know that you managed to hold you own with a
pair of scissors. Besides,” Ella shot her a sharp glance from
narrowed eyes, “you’re not so worried about Summer these days,
are you? She’s hardly bothered with you since she left the village,
and most of her clothes, behind. From what I can recall of it she
wasn’t very nice to Jake either, was she? Didn’t he go to Australia
because of her?”

Mo said nothing. What could she say? It was true. Summer had
left Jake behind without so much as a backwards glance.

There was a silence in the stable, broken only by the occasional
stamping hoof and steady munching as Mr Dandy tore into his hay
net.

“It’s time to move on from the past,” Ella said. She reached in and
stroked Splash’s nose rather tentatively, her own nose wrinkling
when she noticed the dirt on her fingers. “Look, I’ll be honest,
Morwenna: I’m not your greatest fan and I know you don’t like me.
But we do have something in common.”

They did? Mo couldn’t think what that might be. Chalk and cheese
had more to talk about as far as she could see.

“I mean Jake,” Ella continued, brushing her soiled hands on her
breeches. “We both really care about him. I know that you Tremaines
are a tightly knit bunch and protective as hell of each other – and I
admire that, I really do. You wouldn’t want Jake to be hurt again,
would you?”

“What are you trying to say?”
“That I’ve seen him with Summer, and from the way it looked she’s

desperate to get her claws back into him again.”
“That’s rubbish! Jake wouldn’t have anything to do with her again!”

Even before the words had left her lips a little knot of unease was



tightening deep in Mo’s stomach. Jake had stuck up for Summer
yesterday and her tender-hearted brother was just the kind of person
who could be worked on. He wasn’t a single-minded and ruthless
type like Ashley Carstairs, for example. Mo couldn’t imagine anyone
crossing Cashley and being given a second chance. This thought
made her shiver.

Ella shrugged. “So why was he buying her pasties and coffee in
the harbour café earlier on?”

Morwenna stared at her. “You are kidding me?”
“No. It was like going back in time – only now Summer has a

Premier League fiancé in tow, hasn’t she? I doubt Justin Anderson
will be thrilled.”

Mo felt a cold queasy horror, of the kind she usually associated
with opening bank statements or approaching big fences. If Summer
broke Jake’s heart again Australia wouldn’t be far enough away for
him.

“Listen, I’m not going to lie to you,” said Ella, who during all their
school years had done exactly that. “I like your brother, really like
him, and I know he likes me too. Several times we’ve—”

“Too much information,” said Mo quickly. She knew that women
loved her brothers, but some things were far better left to the
imagination. Ella had been after Jake for years, it was pretty much a
family joke, and Jake shouldn’t have encouraged her. The woman
made hunt terriers look like they let go easily.

Ella laughed and tossed her silky blonde hair – like a mare in
season, Mo couldn’t help thinking. “Yes, well anyway, things were
going really well until she arrived. I know you’re no fan of mine, Mo,
but surely you can see that being with me is a far better option for
Jake? I live in Polwenna Bay, for a start, and I love the place. My life
is here and my future too. I’ve got money that I want to invest in the
place, and a local business – an ailing boatyard, for example – could
be perfect.”

Mo was impressed in spite of herself. “Are you related to
Machiavelli by any chance?”

Ella’s lip curled. “Machiavelli? Mere amateur.” She stepped away
from the loose box and glanced around the yard. Mo followed her



gaze, wincing at the moss-filled gutters, weed-choked cobbles and
flaking paintwork. Carl Hester’s pad this was not.

“It must cost a fortune to run this place,” Ella continued
thoughtfully. “It can’t be easy having to pay those entry fees and risk
your neck breaking and schooling horses just to earn enough money
to keep it ticking over.”

“I manage,” said Mo shortly. It was almost true, if robbing Peter to
pay Paul could be called “managing”. The problem was that both
Peter and Paul were now skint too and had nothing left for her to rob.
Losing her latest livery had meant a massive hole in Polwenna
Equestrian’s budget. Mo knew she was only weeks away from
disaster, and she hated the fact that other people might know this
too.

Ella picked a layer of paint from the stable door and raised a
beautifully waxed eyebrow. “Really?”

Her temper simmering, Mo let herself out of the stable into the
yard. Slinging her saddle onto the rack and draping the bridle across
it, she spun round to face the other woman.

“I’ve not got the time to play games with you, Ella. We’re not at
school anymore. Why are you here?”

“To talk about livery? What else?”
“Livery? You’ve seriously got a horse? All that stuff about Parelli

wasn’t just made up?”
Ella placed her hand on her heart. “I’m offended, Mo. I’ve always

loved horses.”
This was blatantly untrue. When she’d fallen off at the local

gymkhana Ella had swiftly lost interest in all things equine. Her pony,
a gorgeous grey that Mo had secretly coveted, had vanished shortly
afterwards and Ella had moved on to boys. As far as Mo knew, that
hadn’t changed.

“In actual fact I’m buying a horse. You might know it? He’s evented
and I’m told he has great potential.”

Ella was buying an eventer? This was like hearing that Russell
Brand had joined the Tory Party. Mo was stunned into silence.

“The horse is called The Bandmaster,” Ella continued. “I’ve bought
him from Alex Ennery. You’ve heard of him, I guess?”



Mo nodded. She’d heard of both the horse and the ex-Olympian
who’d bred him. The Bandmaster was tipped for big things and must
have cost Ella an absolute fortune. How hard had Mo walloped her
head when she fell off just now? None of this made any sense. Ella
didn’t even ride.

“I’m not going to spare any expense making sure he goes to the
top. I want the best yard and the best rider to compete him for me.
Polwenna Bay Hotel’s Bandmaster is going to be fantastic publicity
for our brand, and as a sponsor I’m going to make sure everything is
done to get him in the ribbons. Maybe even to the next Olympics.
Who knows? Whoever has my horse on livery and to ride will be
pretty much getting a blank chequebook and a ticket to the big time.”
She looked Mo straight in the eye. “I think we both know where this
conversation is going, don’t we?”

There was a devil sitting on Mo’s shoulder now. Ella was offering
her everything she wanted. A lifeline for the yard, financial backing
and a top-class horse that Mo knew had exactly what it took to put
her right up there with Mary King and Zara Phillips. The Bandmaster
jumped like he had springs on his hooves. Temptation whispered in
Mo’s ear.

“Why would you want to put him here? You don’t like me, I’m not at
Advanced Level this year and Alex Ennery’s yard is only sixty miles
away. That’s less miles to travel too, if you want to compete. It
doesn’t make sense to move the horse to Cornwall.”

Ella raised her eyes to heaven. “You haven’t changed a bit, have
you? It’s still horses, horses, horses with you, isn’t it?”

To be honest, Mo wasn’t sure what else really counted in life apart
from horses. She’d never felt any differently. Yes, of course there
had been the odd boyfriend along the way – a hot farrier or vet could
prove a great distraction for an hour or two – but the horses took up
most of her spare time and all of her energy. Men didn’t tend to like it
if they weren’t at the centre of her world, and Mo had yet to meet a
man who wasn’t either a pushover or as dedicated to his career as
she was to hers. Therefore she was single and perfectly happy to be
so. Mo was determined to get to the top of her sport; from what she
could see from eventing friends whose careers had stalled when



boyfriends and babies came along, anything serious would only get
in the way.

She folded her arms and eyeballed Ella. “I don’t understand your
sudden interest in this. It doesn’t make any sense.”

“Let me spell it out then.” Ella smiled, but it wasn’t a warm smile;
rather, it was the sort of smile a crocodile might give before gobbling
up its prey. “We can call it a business transaction if that helps? I like
Jake, very much, and I know that he likes me too but he’s shy.”

Shy? This didn’t sound like Jake to Mo. Not interested was more
like it.

“It doesn’t help either that you don’t like me,” Ella continued. “Jake
thinks the world of you and for some bizarre reason your opinion
really counts with him. If you were to put in a good word for me it
would make all the difference.”

Mo goggled at her. “You’d spend a fortune on an eventer and give
me the ride just to get in Jake’s good books?”

Ella waved a hand as though hundreds of thousands of pounds
were nothing. Then again, the woman had handbags that cost more
than Mo’s saddles, so it was probably all relative. “The horse is great
publicity for the St Miltons and it can be written off through the
business. Besides, Mummy’s mad keen to be in the hospitality tent
with Princess Anne and Zara.”

Mo opened her mouth to tell Ella that the Princess Royal was far
more likely to be found walking the course and cursing the tricky
striding her ex had come up with than quaffing champagne in a
smart tent, and that Zara would be actually riding – but then she shut
it quickly. Who was she to shatter a dream?

“You’ll also do a far better job than me at making sure Summer
Penhalligan gets nowhere near Jake,” Ella continued. “It’s money for
old rope, Mo, and you know it. So I don’t know what you’re waiting
for. Jake and I would be great together; I’ve always known it. He just
needs a little more encouragement.”

Was she mad? wondered Mo. This was like a scene from a Jackie
Collins novel.

“You must really want to be with my brother,” she said.
“I don’t take no for an answer and, believe me, I always get what I

want,” Ella agreed. Her words were edged with steel and Mo was



almost tempted to bolt back into the stable and hide behind Splash.
Ella was terrifying in her single-mindedness.

Ella held her hand out. “So, Morwenna Tremaine, do we have a
deal?”

Mo hesitated. She thought about Summer and what her former
friend had done to Jake, how she’d lied and walked away. Then Jake
had left for years and they’d only just got him back. It would break
Granny Alice’s heart if he left again. Even Evil Ella had to be a better
option than watching her brother getting tangled up with his ex. For
once, horses didn’t even come into Mo’s thinking. Her career, The
Bandmaster, saving the stables – none of this mattered nearly as
much as making sure that Summer Penhalligan never hurt Jake
again.

She took Ella’s hand and shook it.
“We certainly do,” Mo said.



Chapter 13
Summer waited a while before venturing into the village again. This
was for two reasons: the first was that she really didn’t want to bump
into Morwenna and the second was that her spectacular black eye
needed to subside before she could face her parents.

Summer knew that she could win an Oscar for her performance of
I Tripped Up and Hit My Face, Silly Old Me but it wouldn’t convince
her parents for a second. While she waited for the bruise to fade
from angry crimson to purple through to yellow, Summer kept herself
busy reading the collection of dog-eared Mills and Boon novels that
had been collecting dust on the shelf in the sitting room, and eating
her way through the food parcels that her aunty had delivered. She
was doing a lot of sleeping too, snuggling down beneath the heavy
feather duvet in her crow’s nest of a bedroom and waking three or
even four hours later, dazed and sometimes disorientated, with her
heart thudding as she struggled to remember where she was. It was
only when she heard the gulls squabble or the chugging of diesel
engines down in the harbour that her pulse slowed and she knew
that she was safe.

Or rather, she’d think as her hand rested on her stomach, they
were both safe.

Seeing the second line appear on the pregnancy test had been the
push that Summer had needed. Instead of the excitement that
should have swept through her, she’d felt her blood turn to ice water
and her knees had buckled. The last time this had happened she’d
been too young to know what to do; she’d been alone and totally let
down by the one person she’d truly thought would have been there
for her. She’d had no choices and when she’d made the appointment
at the clinic, almost too blinded by tears to feed her coins into the
payphone and dial the number, Summer really hadn’t seen any other
way out. This time it was different. She was older, she had money
and there was a choice, albeit not an easy one.

The choice had been clear: stay to risk being hurt and bring an
innocent being into her messy, dying relationship with Justin, or get
out as soon as she could. The latter option was going to be tough.



Summer knew Justin inside out and she was well aware that to him
she was just another of his belongings. She was slightly more
trouble than his Rolex and not nearly as much fun as his Ferrari, but
she was his all the same – and Justin Anderson did not like letting go
of anything he considered his. At some point he would come looking
for her, of that there was no doubt. Summer could only hope that
when he did she would be strong enough to stand up to him.

Thank God he didn’t know about the baby. There was no chance
she’d ever get away if Justin thought for a second that she was
pregnant. Summer stared up at the ceiling and tried to focus on the
black and white beams rather than the ugly scene that was playing
out in the movie theatre of her memory. The beams blurred and
danced as she blinked tears away. Summer didn’t like to think too
much about the worst thing that had happened – there was a very
ugly word for it – but at least one good thing was coming from it.
Besides, she couldn’t help blaming herself sometimes too. Justin
had said she drove him to do these things. Summer knew she
should have had the guts to walk away a long time ago.

Now, in the safety of the little cottage, Summer tossed her latest
saccharine romance across the room in disgust. Hearts and flowers
had nothing to do with love. In her experience it more often meant
betrayals and bruises. She was through with lying in bed and waiting
for Patsy to drop off some more food. It was time to take action. If
she sat in the passenger seat of her life for any longer Summer was
afraid she’d forget how to drive.

It was early morning and the sky was rosy above the lichen-
splattered rooftops. Seagulls were still snoozing on the chimney pots
and the streets that teemed with visitors in the daytime were empty
now save the odd dog walker. The paper shop was open but
Summer didn’t dare venture inside just in case a story had broken.
So far she was fairly confident that her new haircut was doing a good
job of disguising her, but the people who’d known her all her life –
like that nosey old trout Sheila Keverne, for instance – wouldn’t be
fooled for a minute. Jake had spotted her in a heartbeat, but then
again she’d have known him anywhere too. He was etched on her
soul.



Etched on your soul? Summer scoffed at herself as she crossed
over the narrow bridge and headed down towards the harbour. She
needed a Mills and Boon detox if she was starting to think like one!
Jake was no more than a childhood romance, and if her first love
had grown up to make Brad Pitt look plain then surely that was better
than him being fat and bald? She’d at least had good taste when she
was in her teens. Jake wasn’t her soulmate or her one who’d got
away: he was just a guy she’d dated once and one who’d let her
down pretty badly too, as it had turned out. It was being back home
in Polwenna Bay that was making her nostalgic, that was all. Too
many pink books with bare-chested brooding heroes and swooning
heaving-bosomed maidens on the cover had turned her brain to
mush – or maybe the pregnancy hormones were kicking in.

Still, Summer had half expected to see Jake again after their
relaxed lunch in the Harbour View Café. It had been so easy
spending time with him, the years peeling away like onion layers,
and she’d been sure that he’d knock on the door for a chat or a cup
of tea. After all, her cottage was practically in Seaspray’s garden and
he had to walk right past every time he went into the village or to the
marina. Now she could only guess that he’d been being polite at the
café and that he’d actually been horrified to see her again.

Well, either that or Mo had tied him to a chair and wasn’t prepared
to let him out until Summer was safely back in the big bad city.
Summer couldn’t help smiling at this thought. Knowing Mo of old,
she could imagine her fiery friend doing exactly that. Summer was
still sad that things between them were so broken, especially when
Mo didn’t know the full story, but she knew she couldn’t dwell on the
past any longer. Polwenna Bay was full of shadows, and in every
doorway she saw a phantom of the girl she used to be. Although the
years rolled by, the village never really changed. Sometimes this was
comforting, but as a teenager Summer had found it frustrating in the
extreme. She and Jake had dreamed of escaping and seeing the
world – which they’d both done, of course, just not together as they’d
planned. She sighed. There was no point raking over all that again.
Mo and Jake had both made their feelings clear and she too had
more important matters to think about. It was time to move on.



Nevertheless, Summer couldn’t help pausing on the quayside.
Shading her eyes with her hand, she scanned the marina just in
case a familiar blond-haired figure was already there. It might only
be eight-twenty in the morning but Jake liked to start work early.

Had liked, she reminded herself sharply. That was when he was
eighteen. She had no idea what he liked to do now. These days he
could lie in bed until noon for all she knew. Unbidden, an image of
Jake, naked and tanned against white sheets and grinning up at her
wickedly, flickered through Summer’s memory. She pushed it away
firmly and ignored the swift increase of her pulse. Hormones, she
told herself; it was hormones making her think like this, that was all.

It was time to see her family, Summer decided, and endure their
inevitable interrogation. It would have been fine if she’d only had to
face her mother, but unusually Penhalligan Girl was still moored up,
which meant that her father and the boys would be at home too. With
the tide out the trawler was ungainly, fat bellied and balancing
precariously on the wooden leg used to steady it. All the other fishing
boats were out at sea and, ever a fisherman’s daughter, Summer ran
through a list of reasons why the boat might be in: hydraulic
problems, belly out of the trawl, over quota for the month? She
guessed she’d find out soon, once her father had got over his usual
embarrassed gruffness sufficiently to talk.

Making her way to the small cottage built into the stone wall,
Summer reflected that it couldn’t have been easy for her father to
have a Page Three pin-up for a daughter. She might call it feminism,
a choice, a means to use her assets, but to Eddie Penhalligan it was
his little girl that the lads were leering at, and all the money in the
world wouldn’t take that shame away. These were double standards,
of course: Summer knew that her father’s berth was stuffed with
copies of Playboy and pictures of Katie Price back in her Jordan
heyday, but the girls in those pictures were nothing to do with him.
Not that Summer had ever reached the heady heights of Playboy,
but she did have her own lingerie line and her calendar was always a
bestseller.

“So much for bloody Shakespeare,” Eddie had thundered on her
first visit home, slamming a yellowed copy of The Sun onto the
kitchen table. Even the blue and white stripy china on the dresser



had leapt in fear. “I suppose they’ve written your vital statistics in
blank bloody verse too, have they?”

“It’s a tasteful picture,” Summer had pleaded. It was too: you really
couldn’t see anything at all. Her arm was placed very strategically
and the lighting had cast shadows in just the right places. She had
thought she looked nice. “It’s arty.”

“Arty?” Eddie’s face had been the same bright red as his fishing
boat and a vein had protruded on his forehead. “Arty? It’s porn, that’s
what it is, my girl! Porn!”

“You’re being ridiculous. It’s not porn; it’s fashion.” Summer had
stood up to him for once. “Besides, the money was good.”

“Well that’s all right then.” Eddie’s eyes had been bulging so much
at this point that Summer had feared he was about to have a stroke.
“There’s a picture of my daughter with her tits out that earned her
good money! Jesus Christ!”

Summer hadn’t bothered to come home very often since then.
Interestingly, when she’d presented her father with a cheque to pay
off Penhalligan Girl he hadn’t objected quite so much. Nevertheless,
things hadn’t improved significantly in the years that followed.
Summer had rarely been home and if Susie and Eddie came to
London – which was even rarer, given that Eddie had a pathological
terror of leaving Cornwall and an even greater fear of the big city –
she paid for them to stay at Claridge’s and met on neutral territory.
Her father’s initial reaction had always stayed with her. Summer had
a horrible feeling that his respect for her was long gone and never to
return, regardless of her property portfolio and impressive bank
balance. He’d probably blame her for Justin’s behaviour; perhaps
he’d say that her early modelling shots were enough to drive any
man into a jealous rage.

In her darkest moments Summer feared he was right. Was it her
fault that Justin was insecure? Was she to blame for his rages? The
logical part of Summer told her that this was nonsense and that the
only person culpable here was Justin. Yet there was a small part of
her, a part that was maybe still a teenager and in awe of her big and
vocal father, that could never forget Eddie’s furious words and that
wondered…



Susie Penhalligan didn’t seem surprised in the least to find her
daughter on the doorstep, but simply pulled Summer inside and
folded her into a big hug.

“Patsy told you I was here, then,” Summer said, hugging her mum
back and breathing in the familiar scent of washing powder and
Anais Anais. Her eyes filled and there was a lump the size of a pasty
in her throat. She was home again and it felt so familiar and safe.
Summer couldn’t remember how long it was since she’d felt safe.

“Of course she did. Patsy can’t keep a secret to save her life; you
know that.”

Summer’s face was still buried in her mother’s shoulder.
“I’m sorry I didn’t come sooner. I just had some… some stuff I

needed to sort out first.”
She gulped back a sob, not wanting to alarm Susie by crying. The

Penhalligan family weren’t criers. They tended to knuckle down and
get on with things rather than scritching, as Eddie so sensitively put
it. A lot of Summer’s childhood had been spent pretending that
skinned knees didn’t hurt or that she wasn’t upset when Ella was
mean to her. When she’d made friends with the Tremaines, a family
who didn’t wear their hearts only on their sleeves but just about
everywhere else too, it had been a revelation. Her stoic approach
had been equally alien to them, and Jake had often complained that
he never really knew how she felt. Summer guessed that she was
good at keeping her real feelings under wraps, which was handy
when she was in role but didn’t always make communication easy in
a relationship. Meeting Justin, who never enquired how she felt or
what she thought, had been something of a relief until Summer had
realised that he didn’t ask because he simply wasn’t interested. Just
as his Rolex or his car didn’t have a say, neither did the woman on
his arm. By the time Summer had figured this out, it was far too late
to complain. Instead she’d just acted the part of the perfect model
girlfriend and hidden the bruises under expertly applied make-up. It
had actually become a point of honour towards the end that nothing
Justin said or did could make her cry. A bit like Obi-Wan Kenobi with
Luke Skywalker, Summer’s father had trained her well. She didn’t
show a flicker of emotion.



This wasn’t always an advantage though. No wonder Mo’s parting
words all those years ago had been that she was a cold bitch. The
words cut deeply, even all this time later. Mo had no idea that a calm
face could in fact hide a heart that was fragmenting into a thousand
bleeding pieces.

Susie Penhalligan knew her daughter well and wasn’t the type of
mother to make a scene.

“I knew you’d come home when you were ready,” she said,
dropping a kiss onto Summer’s head. Stepping back, she frowned.
“Sweetheart, you’re so thin!”

Summer shrugged the concern away. Besides, she wouldn’t be
thin in seven months’ time. “I’ve been busy. Work is hectic and you
know I have to watch every mouthful. The camera puts on at least
ten pounds.”

“Hmm.” Susie’s brows were still drawn together and her mouth
was set in a tight line as she looked at her daughter. “What
happened to your face? Patsy said you had a shiner and for once
she wasn’t exaggerating.”

“I just tripped and fell,” Summer told her. This wasn’t strictly a lie.
“It was so silly. I headbutted the kitchen island.” When it came to
fibbing it always made sense just to include a little smudge of the
truth. That way she wouldn’t tie herself in knots. Anyway, her mother
didn’t need to know that Justin had played a major role in helping
Summer on her way to making close contact with the finest Italian
marble a bespoke kitchen could be made of. Susie might be small
but she was five feet two of determined Cornish woman, and likely to
take the next train to London and give Justin a piece of her mind.
That was the last thing Summer needed right now. Justin was going
to have to be handled with kid gloves, otherwise he’d descend on
her with his savage attorneys – and she knew from experience that
they could twist anything to look like a fact. Panic rose at the thought
of what he might do and her hand moved instinctively to her
stomach.

Fortunately Susie didn’t notice this gesture. She was far too busy
making disbelieving sounds and then pushing back Summer’s hood,
gasping when she saw her daughter’s cropped head.

“Oh my God, your beautiful hair! What were you thinking?”



That I needed to hide, thought Summer. Aloud she said, “It’s a
change, Mum. It should get me noticed.”

“It’ll get you noticed, all right,” Susie tutted. “Love, your hair was
beautiful. It’s your trademark! I can’t believe you’ve cut it off. That
might really affect your career!”

It was on the tip of Summer’s tongue to shoot back that her career
would have been affected far more if Justin had managed to batter
her within an inch of her life, but she shut her mouth hastily. She
didn’t dare make comments like this. She recalled a time when he’d
got into a fight with a younger team member, over something so
trivial he couldn’t even recall what it was when he’d calmed down.
On that occasion Justin had managed to have his people frighten the
other guy so much that the incident was never mentioned again. The
broken nose and split lip were put down to a fall during training; the
tabloids remained in blissful ignorance and football’s golden boy
continued to bask in the nation’s love and adoration. He was a star
player and worth a fortune. Sponsorship deals, advertising and the
prestige of the team rested on his well-muscled shoulders. Summer
knew that nothing would be allowed to jeopardise his reputation,
especially an ex-glamour-model girlfriend who’d made her name by
posing in her underwear. Nobody would believe her if she dared to
tell the truth about football’s most charming man. Justin would make
sure she was totally destroyed.

No. She’d have to find another way to extricate herself. The
problem was, she wasn’t sure how long she had left to figure out
what this would be.

While Susie continued to chastise her daughter for the radical
haircut, Summer stepped from the heat of the porch, past pegs laden
with yellow oilskins and mildewed raincoats, and down into the cool
of the basement kitchen. The worn, cold flagstones underfoot, the
ancient Aga slumbering in the corner, the chipped old sink and the
rail hung with stripy tea towels were so familiar that for a moment
she could have believed that the past twelve years had just been a
weird dream. At any minute her brothers would come hurtling in to
raid the fridge, their trainered feet stomping past the low window
before they barged through the front door and down the stairs. Then
they’d sit at the old pine table and moan about homework while



Susie dished up huge portions of stew and tested Summer on the
lines for her latest audition piece. Mo would be there too, calming
down after the latest row with one of her siblings. Later on, once
work at the marina was over for the day, Jake would join them for
supper.

It alarmed Summer just how much she longed for this slip back in
time to be real. Imagine if she could go back and start over. Would
she make the same choices? Somehow, she didn’t think so.

Summer sat down at the table in her old place nearest the window,
where the red-checked curtains brushed against her as they lifted in
the breeze. Meanwhile, Susie switched off the radio and filled the
kettle. The kitchen was rich with the scent of bacon, the table still
laden with plates and mugs and strewn with crumbs – all evidence of
a hearty breakfast for hungry fishermen.

“Where is everyone?” Summer asked. Since the boat was in,
she’d expected – dreaded, even – seeing her father today. If not at
sea or holding court in the pub and ranting about the evils of the
Common Fisheries Policy, Eddie Penhalligan was usually to be
found sitting at the kitchen table flicking through a copy of Fishing
News and bossing his wife about. Summer often thought her mother
was either a saint or a total glutton for punishment. As Eddie was a
creature of habit, it was most unusual for him not to be there. Her
brothers were never very far away either. She frowned. “Why isn’t
the boat out with the rest of the fleet? It’s flat calm out there.”

The life of a fisherman’s family was a hard one. When it came to
income it was always a case of feast or famine. Every day that the
weather was fair was a chance to go out to sea and hopefully haul a
good catch of flickering silver treasure that would pay the mortgage
and put food on the table for another few weeks. Unless there was a
problem with the boat, it was unheard of for Penhalligan Girl to miss
a day at sea.

Susie didn’t say anything for a moment. Instead she busied herself
placing the kettle on the hotplate and scooping dirty crockery from
the table.

“Mum?” Summer leaned across and caught her mother’s wrist.
“What’s wrong? Why isn’t Dad at sea?”



There was a pause. Even the kitchen clock seemed to wait before
embarking on its next tick. Then Susie sighed, let the plates clatter
back onto the table and slid her slight frame onto the seat beside her
daughter. Summer realised that she was holding her breath.

“Dad’s not been out to sea for a while,” her mother told her. She
reached out and took one of Summer’s hands in hers. It was as cold
as the waves breaking below Cobble Cottage, and Summer’s heart
lurched.

“Is there something wrong with Dad?”
Susie couldn’t look her daughter in the eye. “I didn’t want to tell

you over the phone – and, anyway, Dad was adamant that you didn’t
come home for any other reason than because you wanted to – but,
yes, he’s not been well. He’s had a few problems with his heart.”

Summer stared at her. It was news that Eddie actually had one.
“He had chest pains out at sea a couple of months ago. They had

to come back in,” Susie continued. Now that she looked more
closely, Summer could see the hollows under her mother’s eyes and
the new lines that traced their way across her brow. “You know your
father, Summer; he doesn’t make a fuss, so we knew it must be bad.
The boys radioed for help and Dr Kussell came down to the quay,
took one look at Dad and called an ambulance.”

Summer’s eyes widened. “An ambulance? Dad went to hospital?”
And they hadn’t told her?

Her mother nodded. “It was a heart attack. Not the worst kind,
thank goodness, but something called an NSTEMI. Dr Penwarren,
that’s our new GP, says it’s like a warning heart attack. Apparently
it’s done a fair bit of damage already, so unless he takes it easy and
makes some changes then the prognosis isn’t great. Dad was
hooked up to all sorts of machines for a couple of days while they
ran tests on him. He was going mad. I thought we’d have to lash him
to the hospital bed.”

Summer could imagine. Her father hated being cooped up, never
mind being told what to do. He would have made a bear with a sore
head look good-tempered.

“I wish you’d told me,” she said.
Her mother gave her a look. They rarely talked anyway and as far

as her father was concerned she was hardly a part of the family. If



she’d turned up at his bedside Eddie probably would have
combusted with rage and had a full-on heart attack.

“He’s going to have surgery at some point: angioplasty, I think they
said it was called?” The kettle started to whistle and Susie rose to
tend to it. As she put teabags into the flowery teapot that had lived in
the Penhalligan kitchen for as long as Summer could remember and
then sloshed hot water inside, Susie told Summer about the
preventative measures Eddie Penhalligan was supposed to take
while he waited for his name to reach the top of the operating list. No
drinking, no smoking, no fatty food, some moderate exercise and
absolutely no stress.

“As you can imagine, none of this has gone down well with your
father,” Susie concluded. She placed a mug of strong tea in front of
Summer and then leaned against the Aga, curling her hands around
her own mug. “I try to cook low-fat food but then Patsy tells me he’s
in the shop ordering sausage rolls. He’s refused to stop smoking and
is convinced that drinking halves means cutting down. Added to that,
not being allowed to go to sea is making him even more tetchy than
normal. I’ve tried to encourage him to go for walks on the cliffs and I
bought us joint membership of the National Trust too, but he says he
might as well be dead if this is all he’s got to look forward to.”

Summer nodded sympathetically. Drinking in The Ship and going
to sea was her father’s life. Personally, she thought Eddie
Penhalligan was a selfish, sexist pig, but he was still her father and
she hated to think of the big seafaring giant of a man that she knew
reduced to pottering around tea shops and garden centres. She
suspected that would finish him off far more thoroughly than any
heart attack.

“Anyway, the boys take the boat now with Nick Tremaine, which is
a good compromise. Your dad decides what grounds they should
visit and helps them land, even though that’s probably too physical.”
Susie took a sip of tea and tried to smile, but Summer wasn’t fooled.

“So why’s the boat in today?”
“The boys went out last night. Zak Tremaine’s band was playing in

the Merry Mackerel, and they didn’t get in until really late. They were
supposed to head out at dawn but Bobby was passed out and Joe
was still half-cut. Even Nick was so hung-over he couldn’t see



straight. Your father went mad. There was no way he was letting
them take the boat in that state, even if it meant losing a day at sea.”
She shook her head wearily. “You know how it is, sweetheart.
Fishermen work hard and drink hard, but I sometimes worry that
these boys take it too far. They’re young and they think they’re
immortal. Jerry was the same.”

Jerry had been Susie’s brother, who’d gone missing with his boat
when he was barely twenty years old. The wreckage had eventually
washed up on the beach but there had been no sign of Jerry and in
the end he’d been declared lost at sea. Even now, over forty years
on, Summer’s grandmother insisted on leaving the porch light
burning just in case he came home. Summer shivered just thinking
about the tragedy.

Susie finished her tea and placed her mug on the table with a
thud.

“Anyway, enough of such miserable talk. The boys are mending
the nets now and Dad’s with them. He shouted so much this morning
that I really thought he was going to have another heart attack, but at
least he made his feelings clear. I could throttle the boys, though.
They know that stress is the last thing he needs right now.” She
smiled at Summer. “Still, never mind the menfolk. What about you,
sweetheart? I know this isn’t just a social visit. Are you going to tell
me the real reason why you’re back in Polwenna Bay?”

Summer had played a doctor in the TV show A&E for two
seasons, long enough to glean sufficient knowledge to understand
that her father had a serious medical condition. Her mother was
right: Eddie Penhalligan most certainly didn’t need any more stress
and anxiety.

“I’m tired and I just needed a rest,” was all she said. “It felt like a
good time to come home for a visit.”

Summer knew there was absolutely no way she could let her
parents know the truth about Justin now, or tell them about the baby.
Her father’s health issues, her mother’s bitten nails and the pile of
red bills wedged beneath the fruit bowl suggested that they had
enough problems already. She couldn’t add to them.

It looked as though she was well and truly on her own.



Chapter 14
A few hours earlier, while most of Polwenna Bay apart from
fishermen and runaway celebrities was fast asleep, Jules Mathieson
was being roused from her cosy bed by frantic hammering on the
rectory’s front door.

“I’m coming! I’m coming!” Jules called, kicking off the covers. Her
heart thudding in time with the knocking on the door, she snatched
up her dressing gown and shoved her feet into her slippers. Being a
vicar entailed being prepared for any eventuality; parishioners had a
habit of turning up in the small hours, their problems often far too
pressing to wait until the daylight. Jules had realised long ago that
sleeping naked (Hah! Not much point in that!) or in a cute nightie
wasn’t a good idea, hence this morning’s fleecy and particularly
unsexy pyjamas and the novelty pig slippers right by her bed.

Rubbing the sleep from her eyes, Jules stumbled down the stairs
yawning and trying not to look in the hallway mirror. She knew that
her hair would be standing on end, her eyes would be panda-ed with
yesterday’s mascara and her bright red dressing gown would make
her look like a walking Edam cheese. Why bother to confirm it?
Besides, Sheila Keverne, or whichever busybody it was today who’d
decided to get the new vicar out of bed at dawn, wouldn’t care what
she looked like.

“Just a minute,” Jules promised as she fumbled with the lock and
the chain. Unlike most of the Polwenna residents, who’d never
locked their houses in their lives, Jules had experienced city life and
old suspicions died hard. Polwenna Bay didn’t appear as though it
harboured axe murderers or burglars, but you could never be too
sure. Besides, if the legends were to be believed, most of her flock
were descended from wreckers and smugglers.

The bolt slipped back, the chain clattered against the glass and
finally the door swung open. For a moment Jules thought she was
still asleep, and she had to rub her eyes again just to make sure.
This certainly wasn’t Sheila Keverne who was standing on her
doorstep at five-thirty in the morning and looking as though being
there was the most natural thing in the world.



“Morning, Vicar,” said Danny Tremaine cheerfully. “Have you got a
moment?”

Jules’s mouth fell open. Not only was Danny outside her house at
a ridiculously early hour, but he also was freshly shaven and
smelling of soap and something lemony rather than drink – and the
uninjured part of his face was smiling at her. A black beanie hat
perched jauntily on his golden head and his lean body was dressed
in trendy sports gear. Morgan, clutching a sophisticated digital
camera, was standing beside him and snapping away merrily. Jules
felt a bit like Julia Roberts’s character in Notting Hill being faced by
the press pack – except that Jules was much fatter and far more
horrified than a gorgeous Hollywood A-lister.

“What on earth are you doing here?”
“And a good morning to you too, Vicar!” replied Danny. His good

eye was the same bright blue as the sea that churned endlessly in
the distance behind his right shoulder, and his generous mouth was
curling upwards into a grin. “Fancy a walk on the cliffs? Morgan and I
thought we’d come and show you the beauty of God’s glorious
creation on this lovely morning.”

“God doesn’t exist.” Morgan was too busy fiddling with his camera
to look up. “Fact.”

“Not fact, mate. That’s just your belief,” said Danny. “There’s no
evidence either way – isn’t that right, Vicar? Which is where faith
comes in; we have to have faith sometimes, don’t we? Even if it
doesn’t come easy,” he added calmly, ruffling his son’s hair but still
looking at Jules. “Somebody told me that, and quite recently too, I
think. Having faith, believing in something, is important. Wouldn’t you
agree, Vicar?”

Morgan ducked his head away and continued to twiddle with the
camera. He was completely absorbed, Jules noticed, and would no
doubt be able to give Mario Testino a run for his money in no time at
all.

“My dad says you can help him,” said Morgan. He looked up. “Can
you?”

Jules stared back at Danny, whose gaze was unflinching. Hearing
her words lobbed back at her from a man whose dreadful injuries
were even more marked in the clean early light, and when he wasn’t



drunk, made her stomach knot with shame. Who on earth did she
think she was to even dare comment, never mind pass judgement on
him? When things were tough she couldn’t even cope with walking
past the biscuit tin without reaching for a cookie, and there was
nothing wrong with her. Seeing him now – the livid scars, the closed-
up eye, the empty sleeve –humbled her. No wonder Danny had
needed the pub. Talk about the sin of pride.

She hung her head. “I’m sorry, Danny. I shouldn’t have said those
things to you. I didn’t have any right.”

“Bollocks,” said Danny firmly. “You had every right. I’ve been
behaving like an arse and don’t deny it; I know it’s true. Everyone’s
usually far too scared to say anything, either in case they push me
even closer to the brink or because they’re awed by the whole war-
hero crap and don’t know what to say. How do you dare tell off a
man who gave his arm and half his face for his country?”

“It’s not crap, Dad: you are a hero,” said Morgan, without looking
up from his camera. “But you drink far too much alcohol. Fact.”

Danny grimaced. “I’m working on it son, OK?”
“OK,” said Morgan. “Now can I take some photos?”
“Sure,” nodded Danny. To Jules he added softly, “Even my son

wants me to get my shit together. I can’t argue with that, can I?”
“I guess not,” Jules agreed. Then, watching Morgan wander away

to start snapping at the view from the churchyard, she asked,
“What’s with the camera?”

“I think it’s Symon’s – but Morgan seems to have taken to it, so I
guess Sy can kiss that baby goodbye for a good few months.
Photography looks set to be Morgan’s new obsession, which I must
say is something of a relief.” Danny grinned at her and it was like the
sun had slipped out from behind a cloud. Jules was taken aback by
how his face transformed. “Until recently he was into learning all
about linguistics. Apart from swearing, at which I am a sodding
expert, I’m hopeless at that.”

“Yes, your swearing the other night was some of the best I’ve ever
heard,” she deadpanned.

“See? I do have other talents apart from the army. There’s hope
for me yet,” laughed Danny. He had a nice laugh, Jules thought. It
was rich and warm and rippling, the mirth equivalent of a Cadbury’s



Flake. She’d like to hear that laugh again. Apart from being much
nicer than the swearing and shouting, it was contagious; she found
that she wanted to join in.

He stepped forward and laid his hand on her arm. “Seriously
though, Vicar, what you said? About living my life? I can’t stop
thinking about that.”

Jules felt her cheeks start to heat up. “Danny, I’m sorry. What do I
know about what you’ve been through?”

“You watch the news, you’re intelligent, you have an opinion and
you don’t know me.” Danny’s words cut through her protests like a
hot knife through rope. “Yes, I’m fucking pissed off with Tara, my face
is a mess and my career’s over, but you’re right: I’m still here. I can
see my son grow up and I can spend time with my family. Unlike
some of my men, who only got to come home in Union Jack draped
coffins; I’m still alive, aren’t I? Shit, who’d have thought it? I’m
actually the lucky one. But why me and not them? How’s that fair or
just?”

“Danny, I don’t know. Maybe that’s something only God can
understand?”

His lips twitched. “Yeah, right. Maybe we’ll leave that discussion
for another day. All I know is that everything in my world is upside
down.”

Jules didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to because she was
sure that Danny was figuring it all out just fine on his own. The sun
chose to peek over the top of the valley at this point, slicing the sky
with the pink and gold of a new day.

Her heart rose. A new start?
“If there was ever a sign,” breathed Danny. “Look, Vicar—”
“Please, call me Jules,” she interrupted. “‘Vicar’ makes me feel like

I’m about a hundred years old.”
“OK. Jules it is then.” He paused for a moment, searching for the

right words, before pressing on. “Look, on Sunday night I didn’t drink
a drop and I didn’t sleep much either. I never do these days. It was
bloody awful and I’m not going to pretend otherwise, but somehow I
made it through the night without my mate Jack Daniel’s. Then I
started thinking that if I could do it for one night I could do it again,
and again. So I did.” His face was flushed with the sense of



achievement. “I didn’t have a drink, Jules! I haven’t had one for
several days now, and I’ll do my best not to have another – although
I’m not expecting it to be easy. Of course I’m a mess. I was in a
fucking warzone and I saw my friends blown to pieces, for Christ’s
sake. Sorry for blaspheming, Vic – I mean Jules. But I’ve lost my
wife, I’ve lost an arm and I don’t even look like the man Tara married.
I’m in pain from the injuries and I don’t sleep because I have
nightmares. Drinking’s been my way of taking the edge off some of it,
but I know I can’t go on like this.”

Jules was feeling totally out of her depth. What did she know
about post-traumatic stress or the experiences of people who’d seen
active service?

 “I’ll make an appointment to see a counsellor again,” Danny
continued. “I’ll listen to what they say and I’ll follow the advice of my
doctor too. I’ll take my medicines, do my exercises and I’ll play ball.
Jules, I promise that I’ll do everything I can to pull it together. I’ll do it
for Morgan and for my friends. OK?”

“OK,” Jules echoed, feeling stunned. This seemed like a pretty
dramatic turnaround to her, as well as the most extreme answer to
prayer she could have imagined.

“I don’t think I need shrinks and I don’t think I need drugs either,
but then again I wasn’t doing so well on my own, so this time I’ll do
what the experts say I’m supposed to,” Danny was telling her. There
was a light in his eye now, akin to the light that shone in the eyes of
Jules’s evangelical colleagues. His hand tightened on her arm.
“What I know that I do need, though, is someone to help me take my
mind off it all – and that’s where you come in.”

She did? It took all sorts, but somehow Jules didn’t have Danny
Tremaine pegged as the type who’d want to sign up for an Alpha
Course or join the brass-cleaning rota.

“Me? How exactly can I help?”
“I need to be focused on anything but the pub and booze,” Danny

explained. He wasn’t laughing now. Instead a determined expression
had settled across his face. He had the same high cheekbones as
Issie and Jake, Jules noticed, and the same dimples too. Even with
his injuries, Danny Tremaine was still a striking guy. If only he could
see that.



“If I go anywhere near The Ship I’ll be staring at the bottom of a
glass before you can say ‘pisshead’,” Danny confessed with a rueful
shrug. “Pathetic I know, but that’s the truth – and I figure admitting
it’s half the battle, right? What I need is a distraction, something else
to focus on, which is where you come in. You and I could really help
each other out here.” His hand rose to grab her shoulder in
excitement. “Jules! You’re the one! You’re perfect!”

Eh? What on earth did he mean by this? Jules glanced down at
her fleecy dressing gown and novelty pig slippers, and her blush
deepened. Perfect? Hardly!

Hang on a minute. Was he suggesting that he and she…
Implying that they…
Did he think they could…
Jules’s imagination was in overdrive now. Images that no vicar

should ever conjure up whizzed through her mind’s eye as though
her reading matter of choice had zoomed from the Bible to Fifty
Shades in a millisecond.

He couldn’t mean that?
Surely not?
Luckily, before she had the chance to say anything at all and make

an idiot of herself in the process, Danny was launching into a
speech. He was revealing an idea that he’d obviously put a lot of
time and thought into.

“Now, Morgan tells me that you want to lose weight? I want to
keep busy, so how about you and I team up and help each other
out? I know a lot about fitness and I need to exercise more too, to
get my strength back into my leg and keep myself out of the pub. We
could meet every day and walk on the cliffs for an hour or use the
steps by the church as a workout. We could even swim if it was
warm enough!”

He looked so eager that Jules didn’t have the heart to point out
that she was about as athletic as an arthritic slug and probably the
worst choice ever for a fitness buddy. Besides, she hated getting up
early. Morning Prayer was bad enough. The Lord had not blessed
her with the gift of joyous early rising.

“I only mentioned my weight to Issie and in passing,” she
protested. “I’m amazed Morgan remembered it.”



Danny laughed. “That would be enough for Morgan. He never
forgets anything. The boy’s got an amazing memory. So, come on,
what do you think? Am I or am I not a bloody genius?”

Jules was trying to think of an excuse. “I can’t run.”
He pointed to his leg. “What makes you think I can? Anyway, who

mentioned running? It’s going to be a glorious morning. Grab your
costume; let’s swim in the rock pool!”

Jules crossed her arms mutinously. “No way. Anyhow, I can’t
swim.”

“So I’ll teach you. Next excuse?”
“I’m busy?”
“Jules, it’s quarter to six in the morning. You wouldn’t even be up

usually. Next?”
She shook her head. “Do you know what? I think I preferred you

when you were drunk and swearing.”
“Tough. Those days are behind me, or at least they will be if you’ll

help.” Danny lowered his voice. “Seriously, Jules, I mean it. I really
want to change but I’m not sure if I can do it alone. I’m fucking
scared, if you want the truth. I know it’s too late for Tara and me, but
I want to be the father Morgan deserves. You’ve seen him; he’s not
like other kids and he needs me. You were spot on. I have been
given a second chance, but I’m shit-scared I’m going to blow it on my
own. My family is too close; they suffocate me. But you understand.
You get it. Jules, I can’t explain it but I have a really strong feeling
that you and I can help each other. Please, I need you on my side.”

It was on the tip of Jules’s tongue to refuse point blank. After all,
she hated exercise, hardly knew Danny Tremaine (and what she did
know wasn’t exactly encouraging) and she had a sermon to write as
well as a parish council meeting to plan. The thought of going back
upstairs and burrowing beneath her duvet to catch another hour’s
sleep was also a very tempting one. Yes, this was exactly what Jules
wanted to do, so why wasn’t she telling him thanks but no thanks?

Because, whispered a small voice deep down inside of her, you’ve
been praying really hard to lose weight. And didn’t you pray for
Danny Tremaine too?

“Well?” said Danny. “What do you say?”



Jules was trembling. This was all a coincidence too far. One thing
she knew for certain was that when it came to her boss up there,
there were no coincidences – just answers to prayer. What if God,
who had a very good sense of humour, had decided to answer both
her prayers at once?

Standing on her doorstep in her fleecy pyjamas, silly slippers and
bright red dressing gown, Jules knew exactly what her answer had to
be and it made her groan.

“I’m probably going to regret this,” she said slowly, “but OK then.
Let’s see if we can help each other.”

“Brilliant!” Danny beamed at her and in that instant Jules saw a
glimpse of the energetic and vital man he’d been before his injuries.
“That’s bloody fantastic. You won’t regret it, I promise. Well, go on
then! Get changed! What are you waiting for?”

Morgan, camera in hand, came racing over when he heard his
father’s excitement. “Is she coming, Dad?”

Danny smiled at him. “She certainly is, my boy!”
“You want to start right now?” Jules had hoped to at least have

twenty-four hours to get her head around this new arrangement –
maybe even pop into Plymouth and buy some new sports gear. But it
seemed that the Tremaines, a bit like the time and tide, waited for no
one. Not even vicars.

Morgan raised his eyes, the same blue as his father’s, to the sky
and then gave her an impatient look.

“Of course right now! Come on! You’re wasting time. The light is
just right. I’ll take some pictures of you. We can do before and after!”

“No time like the present,” added Danny.
Jules felt as though she was having a very odd trip. The last time

she’d seen Danny, hadn’t she been incredibly rude to him and
overstepped her mark as a pastor too? She’d expected him to come
back half-cut and give her a mouthful of abuse, not show up at the
crack of dawn wanting to be friends and to propose they work
together to solve their respective problems. Seriously, she thought
as she hauled herself back up the stairs to change into her leggings
and trainers, life as an inner-city vicar had been a breeze in
comparison to being at Polwenna Bay. This Cornish parish was a
whole new challenge.



She really hoped she was up to the job.



Chapter 15
“You’re a bloody idiot,” Jake said to Nick as he fought the urge to
grab his younger brother and give him a hard shake. In fact if Nick
hadn’t been so hung-over that he was likely to vomit everywhere,
and if Jake hadn’t spent hours yesterday cleaning the marina office,
this was exactly what he would have done.

“Don’t shout,” Nick groaned, massaging his temples and sinking
onto a chair. “My head is killing me.”

Jake shot his brother a pointed look. “Maybe you should hope your
head makes a good job of it before Eddie Penhalligan comes back
for another of his special staff briefings?”

Nick turned even greener at this thought. “Christ, I thought he was
going to have another heart attack, he was shouting so loudly.”

“Do you blame him? Jesus, Nick. What sort of idiot takes a trawler
out when they’re half pissed?”

Jake’s own head was starting to pound. What a start to the day,
arriving on the quayside and finding his brother in the middle of
another Penhalligan family fracas. Big Eddie was famous for his hot
temper and flying fists, and his roars of fury could be heard halfway
to Seaspray. Even though it had been early in the morning, a small
crowd had already gathered and at the windows of the holiday
cottages nervous faces had been peering out to see what all the
noise was about. By the time Jake had neared the scene, Big Eddie
had been holding Nick by the scruff of his neck while Eddie’s boys
Joe and Bobby did their best to pull their father away.

Jake leant against the desk and exhaled wearily. Big Eddie’s face
had been dangerously red. His eyes had bulged like squid and a
vein had throbbed in his temple as he’d yelled at his ashen-faced
crew. Nick, who was the acting skipper while Eddie was off sick, had
taken the brunt of his wrath; at one point Jake had really thought his
brother was about to be throttled. No matter how hard Susie had
pleaded with her husband to calm down and think of his heart, Eddie
had only grown louder and more incensed. In the end, Jake hadn’t
had much choice but to wade in and rescue his brother. Eddie hadn’t
appreciated this interference in the slightest, and his swift right hook



had caught Jake smack on the jaw. Still, once Nick was extricated
and Jake had learned why Eddie was so angry, he hadn’t blamed the
older man one bit.

He crossed the office and, opening up the small fridge, withdrew a
freezer block from the ice compartment and held it against his face.
Just great. Now it looked like he’d been brawling. Alice would have a
fit.

“Any water in there?” asked Nick. Rigger boots up on the desk
now and leaning right back in his chair with his eyes closed, he was
the picture of insouciance, seemingly oblivious to the chaos he’d
caused and the potential there had been for tragedy. Jake couldn’t
help himself; pulling out a bottle of Evian and unscrewing the lid, he
tipped the contents right over his brother’s head.

“What the—” Shocked by the icy drenching, Nick leapt to his feet,
spluttering and shaking droplets from his hair. He rounded on Jake,
furiously. “What the fuck did you do that for?”

“To sober you up.” Lobbing the bottle into the bin, Jake crossed his
arms and glared at his brother. “What the hell are you playing at,
going to sea drunk? Have you got a death wish?”

Nick, busy mopping his face on the sleeve of his smock, grimaced.
“Chillax, Jake. I wasn’t drunk, just a touch hung-over. I’d have

been fine to take the boat, especially after some tea and a bacon
sarnie. Eddie totally overreacted.”

Jake inhaled and counted to ten. “Eddie did not overreact. You’re
the skipper, Nick. You need to be one hundred per cent alert when
you’re out at sea. Christ, you know that as well as anyone. One
mistake is all it takes. You’ve got Eddie’s sons and his livelihood out
there. How could you even think of leaving the harbour in this state?”

“I’m not in a state,” Nick insisted, although his sallow face and
bloodshot eyes told a very different story. “We had a bit of a heavy
night, that was all.”

“On a week night?”
Nick looked at his brother as though Jake was a century old, which

was exactly how he was starting to feel right now with his throbbing
face. Given that he’d had several sleepless nights lately too, the
reason for which he hardly dared admit, he could probably add
another decade to that.



“Duh. It’s the festival,” Nick said, as though explaining something
simple to an idiot. “Of course we were out. The Tinners were playing
and the beer was two pounds a pint in The Ship.” He released his
ponytail from its rubber band, then shook his head like a dog before
flipping his hair back again as if imitating a L’Oréal advert. Even with
a savage hangover and after a soaking he looked like a male model.

“If you think I’m in a state then you should see the Penhalligan
brothers. They’re hanging. Joe even had Guinness for breakfast,”
added Nick, as though this made everything all right.

Hearing about Joe’s liquid breakfast didn’t make Jake feel any
better. “But you’re the skipper, Nick. Their safety is your
responsibility. Going on the piss in the middle of the working week is
just irresponsible. There’s going to be a tragedy if you don’t grow up;
you can’t take risks when you’re at sea. I wouldn’t blame Eddie if he
sacked the lot of you.”

Nick looked resentful and a little bit ashamed. Jake knew that
deep down his brother realised he was in the wrong but, being
stubborn and hot-headed, Nick hated to admit it. He took after Mo in
that respect.

“I wasn’t thinking,” he muttered.
“No, you were too drunk to think at all,” agreed Jake. He glanced

at his diver’s watch and saw that it was still early. Outside the office
the sun was just waking up and a gentle swell was lifting the boats
and clinking the halyards. “If I know Eddie he’ll be on Penhalligan
Girl and cracking the whip. You need to get your ass over there and
grovel like you’ve never grovelled before if you want to still have a
job.”

Nick sighed and nodded, wincing with the movement of his head.
Once his brother had gone, whipping on a pair of Oakley’s the

moment he stepped into the sunshine as if he were Dracula braving
the daylight, Jake collapsed at his desk and placed his head in his
hands. What a week.

His eyes felt gritty from lack of sleep and his body jittery from far
too much caffeine. At least, he hoped it was from the caffeine rather
than from knowing that Summer Penhalligan was staying only
several hundred yards away from him. Ever since their pasty-fuelled
truce at the Harbour View Café Jake had gone out of his way to



make sure that he avoided the cliff path and headed out to work
early in order not to bump into her. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to
see Summer – far from it. Whenever he thought of her, something in
Jake’s chest clenched tightly and he felt the ground beneath his
boots turn to quicksand. For every second that he’d spent with her
on the day of their chance meeting on the cliff top, he’d drunk her in
like a man who hadn’t seen water for a month. He was appalled by
just how easy, how right, it had felt to be with her again and by the
way that his body still knew hers so well. The scent of her skin was
like warm summer grass; the curve of her cheek cried out to be
touched by his hand. And then there was the swell of her breast...
Jake put the brakes on sharply here as he felt a rush of blood
migrate south. Time to derail this particular train of thought. She was
absolutely gorgeous, though. If anything, the passing years and the
short hair made her even more so, and he’d had to dredge up every
drop of self-control he’d possessed not to pull her into his arms and
tell her she had to stay with him, that he was never letting her out of
his sight again. Jake knew just how she would feel against him, her
full breasts soft against his chest, her hips moulding perfectly to his
own as the heat flared between them, those rock-pool green eyes
staring up at him…

Jake groaned. This was ridiculous. Summer wasn’t the same girl
who’d walked away from him twelve years ago, however much his
senses and his heart might try to tell him otherwise. She was a
celebrity and the fiancée of Justin Anderson. She didn’t belong in his
world any more than he belonged in hers.

Yet the bruise on her face hinted that A-list paradise might not be
all that it seemed. Jake brimmed with rage to think that anyone might
have hurt her. He’d done his best not to make a big issue of it
because Summer had made it very clear that she didn’t want to talk.
Jake knew when to push and when to step away, and Summer had
definitely been giving him back off signals. Somebody in her life
wasn’t listening to her and, however concerned he was, Jake was
determined not to join them. Besides, if she trusted him she’d have
told the truth. Jake’s feelings for Summer were more knotted and
intricate than any nets that Nick could rig, and even more
complicated to mend.



She’d be gone soon, he reminded himself; there was no point
trying to be friends or to put the past to rest. Summer no longer
belonged at Polwenna Bay. With any luck he would be able to avoid
her. There was certainly a lot of work to do at the marina, more than
enough to distract him from thoughts of her soft skin and how it
would feel naked against his.

Enough was enough! Furious with himself for even seeing this
road, never mind going down it, Jake abandoned the office for the
cool morning air and the calling gulls. It was far too easy for his mind
to wander while he was doing bookwork; what was required was
some physical activity – well, either that or a cold shower. The next
best thing was a hosepipe and some washing down of boats so that
they would be sparkling and spotless when their owners arrived.
Several buckets of boat-wash and a good couple of hours of hard
scrubbing were exactly what he needed.

If anyone was ever under the illusion that working with boats was
a glamorous occupation, Jake was sure that spending just ten
minutes with him would have shattered that dream. His job most
definitely didn’t consist of zooming about all day in a sexy speedboat
and being surrounded by girls clad in skimpy bikinis, as people liked
to imagine. Having spent an hour trying to balance the books but
failing miserably, he then got filthy crawling around the bilge in a
customer’s boat, cut his hand trying to free a seized winch and finally
stripped down to his board shorts in order to scrub several boats
ready for their owners’ arrival at the weekend. By the time he was
finishing off Cashley’s – hosing the boat-wash from the deck and
casting a careful eye over the gleaming fibreglass just in case, God
forbid, there might be any marks – Jake was soaking from both
water and perspiration. His long hair had twisted into corkscrew curls
and even his deck shoes were sodden. Glamorous it was not, and so
far not one Victoria’s Secret Angel type had wiggled over in her
swimsuit and asked if she could pose with him on the pontoon. Such
was life!

As the unusually warm May sun shone down, Jake tried to ignore
his aching muscles and told himself that at least he’d be getting a tan
out of the morning’s exertions. The sea beyond the harbour wall was
sparkling like jewellery and the village basked sleepily in the golden



sunshine. He really shouldn’t complain, Jake reminded himself as he
collected up his buckets and brushes. After all, how many people
had a view like this from their office?

“That looks like hot work!”
Jake looked up, shielding his eyes from the glare of the sunshine,

to see Ella St Milton standing on the pontoon. With the light turning
her blonde hair to pure gold, her blue mirrored Rayban aviators
giving her an alien look and her long brown legs topped by denim
cut-offs so short he could almost see her knickers, she looked as
though she’d stepped off the set of Barbarella. Ella didn’t seem to be
dressed for boating, especially since she was wearing spiky-heeled
sandals. They’d wreck the deck.

“Ella! Hi!” Jake was surprised to see Ella at the marina and even
more surprised to see her smiling. After those sharp comments
about Summer and the look she’d given him that could have curdled
milk, he’d been expecting at best the cold shoulder and at worst
some kind of revenge that wouldn’t be out of place in a
Shakespearean tragedy.

“Did you want Polwenna Princess ready for today?” Jake wasn’t
sure if this was a social visit or a business one. He glanced at his
watch and did a quick mental calculation. “If you give me forty
minutes I can have her fuelled up, clean and ready to go.”

Ella laughed and pushed her sunglasses on top of her head.
“Don’t look so serious. I haven’t come to see the boat. I’ve come to
see you.” Her eyes flickered over his wet and gleaming torso and her
pupils darkened. “I’m glad I did too. You’re Polwenna’s own version
of the Dreamboys, working half naked like that. You’ll give the lady
emmets heart attacks.”

Jake glanced down at his drenched board shorts and sodden
Sebagos. “More like a drowned rat, I think, but thanks for the
compliment all the same.”

He leapt from the boat and onto the pontoon, trying not to notice
how the swaying motion made Ella’s full breasts jiggle. In fairness, it
was hard not to notice: she had the twins racked up and displayed to
full effect in a tight white vest, over the edge of which they rose like
two scoops of vanilla ice cream. Jake looked away quickly and
pretended to be preoccupied with rinsing out his sponges and



stowing the buckets away, while Ella chatted easily about the hotel.
She made no mention of Summer, which was odd given that when
they’d last met Ella had been more or less threatening to call the
paps. Jake found himself starting to wonder whether she was a bit
unbalanced. There was certainly something of the mad, bad and
dangerous to know about her.

“I’m sure this will be the best tourist season for several years,” she
was concluding. “The hotel is booked solid right the way through to
September.”

“I really hope you’re right,” Jake said with feeling. The Tremaines
were dependent on the holidaymakers for their income stream, and
two consecutive gloomy summers had definitely taken their toll.

Ella’s face wore a sympathetic expression and she laid a perfectly
manicured hand on his arm.

“Are things still tough with the business?”
“No, no; it’s all looking fine,” fibbed Jake. The last thing he wanted

was for the St Miltons to smell blood. The way they circled an ailing
business made Jaws look like a vegan. Unbeknownst to the rest of
Jake’s family, his father had already propped up the business by
borrowing far too much money from Andrew St Milton. So, as well as
feeling sick whenever he looked at the rapidly compounding interest,
Jake was in constant terror that the loan would be called in. The
business simply had no means of repaying it; the only solution would
be to sell the family home.

Note to self, thought Jake. Don’t upset Andrew’s precious only
daughter. He’d have to tread very carefully.

“Good,” said Ella. She checked her glittery Omega watch. “Look,
it’s nearly lunchtime. Fancy grabbing a bite to eat?”

The way her small pink tongue whisked over her lips as she spoke
suggested that it wasn’t just lunch she fancied eating. In spite of
everything, Jake was tempted, if only for a split second. Ella was
sexy, in a lean and rapacious way. She had great boobs, was
dynamite in bed, liked to push the boundaries in a really exciting way
and, as the icing on the cake, was loaded too. Most men would leap
at the chance of some no-strings fun with a woman like her.

The trouble was that Jake wasn’t most men. Besides, he
suspected that no-strings fun wasn’t what Ella was looking for.



Maybe it never had been and she was just playing the long game?
This thought made him very uneasy. Ella was attractive and clever,
but there was a steely determination in her eyes and she had the
oddest knack of always accidentally turning up wherever he
happened to be.

Maybe it wasn’t quite as accidental as he thought?
Morwenna, unexpectedly, had suddenly become Ella’s biggest

advocate. When his sister had suggested over supper that Jake
should invite Ella up to Seaspray for a dinner party, he hadn’t been
sure what had alarmed him most: Mo’s offer to cook, when she was
someone who could burn water, or her sudden championing of the
girl she’d spent most of her life loathing. For as long as Jake could
remember, his sister and Ella’s relationship had been so hostile it
had made the Montagues and the Capulets look chummy.

When Jake had managed to retrieve his jaw from the kitchen table
and Alice had collapsed into a chair with the shock, he’d asked his
sister what on earth was going on. Mo had merely fobbed him off
with a line about everyone deserving a second chance and Ella
being “all right, really”. She hadn’t been able to look him in the eye
as she’d said this, though.

The whole thing was fishier than Penhalligan Girl.
There was also the issue of Summer. Jake knew it was ridiculous

but he just couldn’t get her out of his head: the way she laughed, the
scent of her skin, the way her eyes were a thousand different shades
of green…

“We could just pop over to the café and grab a prawn roll?” Ella
was suggesting, her fingers on his arm tightening a little and
derailing this rather unnerving train of thought. “I haven’t got time for
a proper lunch and, anyway, I’m watching my figure.”

Ella was so slim she made Victoria Beckham look hefty. She
couldn’t have fished more for a compliment if she’d borrowed a
trawler.

“Your figure’s fantastic,” Jake said dutifully, and was rewarded with
a blush. Immediately he knew that this was dangerous territory and
that he ought to step right back. He didn’t want to toy with Ella’s
feelings. That wouldn’t be fair, but on the other hand neither did he



want to risk upsetting her father. Jake knew that he needed to watch
his step. “A prawn roll sounds great,” he said.

Although it was only just approaching noon, the harbour tearoom
was already bustling. All the outside tables were already taken, so
Jake and Ella carried their prawn rolls and mugs of tea down onto
the slipway where an old wooden bench was settled against the
bulging whitewashed wall of a fisherman’s cottage. The sun warmed
their faces and as they ate they watched two swans glide over
hopefully. Ella, who was just picking out and eating the lettuce, threw
most of her bread to them and shrieked when a squadron of beady-
eyed seagulls dive-bombed her.

“You should know better than that,” admonished Jake. His
sandwich was delicious, the prawns fat and pink and practically
doing breast stroke in the Marie Rose sauce. There was no way he
was wasting a mouthful on the bird life!

Ella nodded. “I know, but it’s better they eat the carbs than I do.
Bread is the devil according to my trainer.”

Personally Jake thought Ella’s trainer sounded like a knob. Bread
was bloody great so far as he was concerned – especially the loaves
that his gran baked. He thought of them now, all warm and yeasty
from the oven, sliced open and smothered with curls of sunshine-
yellow Cornish butter. He glanced at Ella. She was too thin, in his
opinion.

“Jake, you know it’s the Polwenna Bay Hotel ball soon?” Ella was
saying nonchalantly.

He nodded. Everybody knew about that. Each June the St Miltons
threw a huge charity fundraising ball at their five-star hotel, opening
up the beautiful clifftop gardens to the public, dedicating their
Michelin-starred kitchen staff to putting on the most exquisite food,
and letting champagne flow faster than the River Wenn. Although
tickets cost a hundred pounds, they never failed to sell: this was the
must-go-to event of the year and a highlight of Cornwall’s social
calendar. The hotel’s helipad was usually in full use as the county’s
rich and famous flew in for the night, while the locals had great fun
trying to sneak in and snatch pictures of the celebrities on their
smartphones. Last year a member of One Direction had been
rumoured to be coming, and the lane to the hotel had swarmed with



excited tweenagers and their even more excited mothers. Maybe
Summer and Justin would attend this year, Jake thought. He was
immediately horrified by the knife thrust of jealousy that
accompanied this idea. Would Ella be prepared to swallow her
dislike of Summer in order to gain the A-list glitter that she would
bring to the party? He imagined so. She was a businesswoman and
wouldn’t let emotion get in the way of good press coverage.

Ella’s cheeks were pink and she cleared her throat nervously. “I
have a few tickets spare and I was wondering whether you and Mo
would like them? I’d love you to be there – as my guests, of course.”

“Mo at a ball?” An image of his sister clomping through the hotel’s
ornate lobby and leaving a wake of mud and straw made him grin.
“You are kidding?”

“I’m serious. Mo could network with all kinds of people on an
occasion like that. The guest list is incredible. There are celebrities,
politicians and a couple of oligarchs too, so Daddy says.” She slid
him a sideways glance. “I’ve been up to Mo’s yard and I can see that
things aren’t good. She might even meet somebody who’d sponsor
her.”

Jake knew that Mo was running the yard on fresh air and prayers.
It seemed to be the family way. Her talent was going down the drains
with the Jeyes Fluid she regularly sluiced across the cobbles. The
chance to meet a wealthy sponsor was not to be sniffed at, that was
for certain.

“Timmy Eldridge, the music producer, is coming too. He’s flying in
from his chateau in France,” Ella continued. She was into her stride
now, growing more confident with each word because she knew she
held the winning hand. “Everything he touches turns to gold and I
know he’s looking for the next big thing.” She paused and then said
casually, “I was looking for a band to play down on the terrace.
Would Zak be interested?”

“What do you think? He’d probably sell Granny Alice for a chance
like that.”

“I thought he’d be pleased. You just never know where these
things can lead. I’ll book The Tinners then, if you’ll give me your
brother’s mobile number.” Ella was into businesswoman mode now,



in control and loving it. It was sexy in a way, Jake supposed; it just
wasn’t the right way for him.

Ella reached into her Mulberry bag and pulled out her iPhone. Her
fingers hovered over the touchpad.

“There’s one more thing,” she said slowly.
Jake wondered what Ella was going to come up with next. How

about Annie Leibovitz is coming; maybe she could have a chat with
Morgan about photography? or Jesus is on the guest list; he’ll
probably work a miracle and heal Danny if I ask him?

He brushed the crumbs from his shorts, exciting a flotilla of ducks
into a crescendo of quacking and sending the seagulls wild, then
turned to face her. Her eyes met his and the determination in them
was incredible.

“Which is?”
“It’s something I want you to do for me.”
“And what’s that?” Jake stretched his arms above his head. The

sun had dried his shorts out now and his shoulders were dusted with
cinnamon-coloured freckles. He’d pop home and fetch a new tee-
shirt before Cashley turned up with his latest dolly, wanting to show
off by bossing his boat wallah around. “Check Polwenna Princess’s
engines? Swab the decks?”

Ella exhaled slowly. “No, nothing like that. Jake, we’re both adults
and I think we both know where we stand with each other. We’re
both single and we have a good time together, don’t we? I’m not
asking a lot in return for giving Mo and Zak a hand, but the deal is
this: if I do, I’d like you to come to the ball as my partner.”

“You’re asking me to go to the ball with you?” Jake was taken
aback. “Ella, I’m really flattered but I don’t think it’s exactly my scene.
You don’t want the boatyard grease monkey as your date.”

“I think we both know you’re a bit more than a ‘grease monkey’,”
said Ella, with a shrug. “But it’s up to you. I don’t need to beg for
dates and I won’t ask twice. I just think that we could have fun.” She
leaned forward and traced her forefinger up his thigh. “A lot of fun.”

Her message couldn’t have been clearer. Ella was sexy and
clever, and Jake didn’t doubt for a minute that she could be fun too.
He was also aware that an alliance between the Tremaines and the



St Miltons would be unstoppable. There was only one problem. The
woman he was sitting with wasn’t the woman he wanted.

Ella wasn’t Summer.
“It’s just a masked ball, Jake,” said Ella when he didn’t instantly

leap at the idea. “It’s a bit of fun. But hey, up to you. None of you
have to come if you’d rather not. Or,” she paused, “if there’s
someone else you’d rather be with?”

“The last time we spoke you weren’t exactly in my fan club,” Jake
reminded her. “What’s changed?”

“I know I overreacted then and I’m sorry,” Ella said. She actually
sounded as though she meant it. “It sounds stupid but I was jealous.
I thought you two were seeing each other again, but then I bumped
into Susie and she told me that Summer is head over heels in love
with Justin. Of course she is! They’re Summer and Justin, aren’t
they? Made for each other. Summer wouldn’t cheat on the man she
loves.”

Jake stared across the harbour. A slight figure in a baggy black
hoody was standing at the end of the quay, her arms wrapped tightly
around her slender frame. Then she turned on her heel and began to
walk back towards the village, her gaze fixed ahead and her
thoughts miles away. He didn’t even need to see her face to know
that it was Summer, but she was completely oblivious to him. Christ,
he needed to get her out of his system and fast. He was behaving
like a teenager.

Besides, Susie had told Ella that Summer was still crazy about
Justin. Thank God he’d not made a fool of himself by saying
something to her. Just the mere thought of how close he’d been to
total humiliation made him sweat.

Ripping his eyes away from Summer, Jake turned back to Ella.
Slim, spiky, sexy, keen Ella. What the hell was he waiting for?

“It sounds like a lot of fun,” he said slowly, ignoring the racing of
his heart and the desire to leap up and tear after the woman on the
far side of the water. He reached down and covered Ella’s cool and
manicured hand with his own work-roughened one. There was only
one way to get over a woman, wasn’t there? Now was the time to put
the old theory into practice…

“Count me in,” he told her.





Chapter 16
Summer was enjoying spending time back at home, chatting with her
mother and slowly recovering from the events of the previous few
days. Susie was wise enough not to ask any difficult questions and,
for the first time in ages, Summer felt able to relax. So far she’d
managed to avoid her father on any of her visits to Cobble Cottage,
which had certainly made life easier. With every day that passed she
was feeling a little more confident. Since the weekend was looming,
and this was guaranteed to put Eddie in a good mood because it
meant even more time in the pub, she decided that maybe she’d pop
back and catch him tomorrow. He had to be faced at some point –
just not right now, when there were other priorities to deal with first.

“You don’t have to go. Why don’t you stay and have some lunch?”
Susie insisted when Summer made leaving noises. Already she’d
saturated her daughter with tea and filled her up with saffron buns
but, worried that Summer was too thin, she was desperate to feed
her even more. “I’ve made some minestrone soup and there’s some
lovely Cornish brie in the fridge. It’s no bother.”

“That sounds lovely, Mum, but I’ve got a few things to do this
afternoon.” Summer glanced up at the kitchen clock. “Actually, can I
use the landline? I need to make a few calls and my mobile’s in
London.”

Phones hadn’t been top of Summer’s list of must-haves when
she’d fled from the house. However, now she needed to call her
agent and tell her to cancel the next couple of weeks’ jobs, and then
pop into the bank to see if she could withdraw some funds. It wasn’t
going to be easy without a debit card, but surely the bank manager
would recognise her even with this haircut? If not, Susie had dug out
Summer’s birth certificate – although she was obviously puzzled as
to why her daughter was in Polwenna Bay without her wallet and her
phone. She was clearly desperate to ask about Summer’s bruises,
but her tentative enquiries hadn’t been successful and she’d given
up for the time being. Still, Summer suspected that Susie was just
biding her time before trying again. Summer would need to summon
all her acting skills to convince her mother that everything was fine.



While Susie busied herself setting the table for lunch, Summer
went into the hall and perched on the bottom of the stairs with the old
telephone wire pulled out as far as possible from the wall socket.
This was a real throwback to her teenage years; she must have
spent hours sitting here in the chilly gloom and gossiping with Mo
until Eddie yelled at her to get off the bloody phone or walk up to
Seaspray!

Talk about coming full circle.
Taking a deep breath to steady herself before dipping a toe back

into the real world, Summer dialled her agent, Hattie. While the call
was being transferred, she prepared for a tongue-lashing.

“Summer? Thank God! Where the hell have you been?” Hattie
Lane sounded frantic. Summer could picture her perfectly, the phone
tucked between her ear and her shoulder, her razor-sharp bob
swinging as she scooted her wheelie chair back and forth in
agitation. “Justin must have called the office fifty times! What the hell
are you playing at? I’ve been worried sick.”

Hattie and Summer had known each other for over ten years.
Summer had been one of the Lane Agency’s first clients. The day
that Hattie had signed her up, in the small cramped office above a
Chinese takeaway in East Ham, had been the day that Summer’s
career had really taken off – even though it hadn’t been quite in the
direction she’d originally intended. As Summer’s fame and profile
had grown, so had the agency’s. Today Hattie managed an
impressive portfolio of some of the UK’s most famous faces, while
her partner ran the New York office. The poky room that smelt of dim
sum and hoisin sauce was just a distant memory; these days the
Lane Agency was homed in a suite of plush offices just off Piccadilly,
with floor-to-ceiling windows affording a breathtaking view of the
lights and busy city beyond. The Times Square office was even more
glamorous. Still, the main thing was that both women knew exactly
from where the other had started. Over the course of Summer’s
career numerous agents had approached Summer, all of them
desperate to tempt her away with lucrative offers – but she’d stayed
loyal to Hattie. There was something of the Jerry Maguire about her
that Summer respected.

Hattie also knew far too many of Summer’s secrets.



“You missed the shoot we had booked for Monday,” Hattie was
saying over the top of Summer’s apologies. “Have you any idea how
bloody difficult that was for me? I had to seriously kiss ass and
promise them an exclusive with you and Justin for the October issue.
And before you say it, I don’t give a fuck that Justin doesn’t like
doing shoots for women’s mags. You owe me, Summer Penhalligan,
so just make it happen. If anyone asks, you’ve had seriously bad flu,
OK? That’s the excuse I’ve given, although they probably all think
you’ve gone abroad for a boob job.”

Although she knew that Hattie had more chance of flying to Mars
than of getting her and Justin to take part in a couples photo shoot,
Summer found herself agreeing. There was no point upsetting Hattie
just yet; until she managed to sort herself out a bit, she’d need the
other woman on side to assist her financially.

“The shoot was a great one, just beauty work for that new brand,
Glitter. It was an exclusive too,” Hattie sighed. “We’d have
syndicated the images. I have kids to put through private school you
know. Don’t make a habit of ducking out on me.”

Summer made the right regretful noises while thinking privately
that with her black eye and bruises the magazine would have had a
very different kind of exclusive. There was no way she could say this
out loud though, not with Susie’s ears out on elastic. Besides, ever
since the phone-tapping scandal she was paranoid about whoever
else might overhear. She wouldn’t put it past Justin to have had
Hattie’s phone bugged; he was that paranoid.

“Hattie, I’m so sorry,” Summer said again, once her agent had run
out of steam. “I just had to get away and fast. That’s why I’m calling
you. I left without my bag or my phone and I really wasn’t thinking.”

“Without your bag?” Hattie’s brain was working so rapidly that
Summer could hear the cogs whirring. “Jesus wept, Summer. Justin
again, I take it?”

Summer didn’t say anything.
“Can’t speak, eh?” said Hattie when Summer remained silent. “I

get it. I’ve got teenagers, remember? Parent over shoulder?”
“Something like that,” Summer agreed.
“Well I can talk, so you just listen to me. He’s a bastard, Summer,

even if he is famous and loaded. Sod the magazines and sod the



rest of it. If you’re somewhere safe then stay put, OK? Don’t come
back until we’ve worked something out. Just tell me what you need
and I’ll sort it.”

“Thanks, Hats.” Summer closed her eyes. It felt good to have
somebody fighting her corner.

“Don’t thank me; what are friends for? Besides, you know me,
babe – always an eye for business. We could spin this story our way
and make a killing if you like? Justin won’t know what’s hit him. Oh!
Unfortunate turn of phrase, but you know what I mean.”

“No! Don’t do that. Please! You don’t know what he’s like.”
Summer’s heart lurched. Justin would bury Hattie too: he’d warned
her enough times what he would do if she ever crossed him.
Summer believed him and she wasn’t going to risk upsetting him any
more than she had to. “Let me handle this my way, OK?”

Hattie sighed. “I don’t like this at all but it’s your call, babe. So, I
take it you’re in Cornwall with your folks and you don’t have any
access to your money. Do you want me to pop over to your house,
grab your bag and FedEx the cards over?”

“No, don’t do that. He’ll probably have stopped them anyway as
they’re in joint names. Could you possibly pay some money into an
old account of mine if I give you the details? I’m going to head over
to Liskeard in a minute and I could withdraw it then.”

“Sure. I’ve just had a cheque come in from Hiya – remember that
shoot you did before the Beckhams’ charity gala? That’s a nice big
sum and should keep you going for a while. Hang on, let me grab a
pen.” Summer could hear Hattie rummaging through the detritus on
her desk, which was always topped with papers, cuttings and empty
takeaway cartons. Some habits died hard, even when you were a big
success and had an office in the West End. “OK, babe, shoot.”

Once Hattie had the bank details so that she could make an
instant online transfer, Summer finished the call, promising she’d be
in touch very soon. Although Hattie didn’t say so, it was obvious that
she was worried at the way the situation had escalated. Summer
was worried too, and she was going to do something about it this
time – although she wasn’t sure what. One thing was a certainty
though: she wasn’t going back to Justin.



With this thought still at the forefront of her mind, Summer pulled
on her black hoody, kissed Susie goodbye and walked along the
quay until she was standing right at the furthest end. The sea was
rougher today and although the sun was still shining, a line of dark
cloud bruised the horizon, a threat of bad weather to come. Maybe it
was a metaphor, thought Summer. Just as her life felt calm right now,
as soon as Justin knew that she was breaking things off there was
going to be one hell of a storm.

The big diamond on her left hand caught the light and glittered. It
was a huge heart-shaped stone, two and a half carats set in a band
of white gold, and had been the subject of much admiration from the
celebrity magazines. Justin had flown Summer to New York on a
private jet and then swept through Tiffany’s as though he owned the
place, making Summer cringe at his blatant showing off. If she was
honest, she’d started to have her doubts right there and then. Justin
had been oblivious to her embarrassment; twenty minutes and
goodness knew how many thousands of dollars later, the enormous
ring had taken pride of place on her engagement finger.

And it was a beautiful ring. The stuff of fairy tales, only this fairy-
tale had soon switched genre and become a horror story. Justin
might have paid cash for it but Summer had paid a much higher
price.

Slowly and deliberately she eased the ring off her finger. For a
moment she held it in her right hand, letting the light play over it and
watching the rainbows dance across the quay, before raising her arm
and hurling it high into the sky. The ring arced through the air for a
moment before plummeting into the sea, vanishing as the waves
closed over it.

It was probably the most expensive symbolic gesture she’d ever
made, Summer thought as she turned on her heel and retraced her
steps, but it felt great. She hoped that in years to come a child
crabbing in the harbour might find it, or maybe on a winter’s day a
woollen-hatted visitor with a metal detector would strike lucky. She
wiggled her hand and smiled; not only did her fingers feel lighter, but
her heart did too.

The drive to Liskeard was only eleven miles, but it was eleven
miles of twisty-turny lanes that wound their way through the



interlocked hills and narrow valleys. Summer could have taken the
main roads, but she’d always loved the quieter back lanes with their
cool green depths and grassy central ridges. There were landmarks
too that she’d loved from childhood, like the forgotten postbox set in
the crumbling wall of a long-deserted cottage and hidden by a
tangled fringe of ivy, or the huge wrought-iron gates that guarded the
sweeping drive of a mysterious manor house. Seeing these again
was like unlocking a treasure chest of memories.

She and Jake had driven these lanes a thousand times in his
ancient Jeep, her hand resting easily on his jeaned thigh, sensing
those strong muscles tighten beneath her fingertips as he worked
the clutch. At other times she’d be busy passing him cola bottles and
jelly rings from a giant packet of Haribo, laughing until her sides hurt
as he messed about with them and poked his tongue out at her.
Sometimes Jake would pull the car into a shady gateway where
they’d watch the setting sun slide into the sea, so orange and so
bright that they almost expected to hear it sizzle when it reached the
water. Then he’d draw Summer into his arms and kiss her until she
felt dizzy with the kind of longing and happiness that only teenagers
can feel.

As she drove those same lanes now, a wave of nostalgia swept
over Summer and she wished that she could be that happy carefree
girl again, even if it was only for few minutes. Her Audi might be
smooth and the height of luxury with its cream leather seats and
surround-sound Bose stereo, but right now Summer would have
swapped it in a heartbeat for that tired old Jeep with its faint smell of
mildew and the leaky sunroof. No car rides since had ever been as
thrilling or as much fun as those she’d shared with Jake. Now that
the ridiculous diamond ring was gone and she was away from
London, Summer could freely admit that Justin and the Ferrari hadn’t
even come close.

Talking of leaky sunroofs, the clouds that had threatened on the
horizon half an hour before had now rolled inland and the sunshine
had turned to a sickly lemon hue. The sky had become the same
angry purple as Justin’s face when he was in a rage; fat splats of
rain began landing on the windscreen. Moments later there was a
downpour, followed by an enormous clap of thunder as the wipers



swiped over the windscreen like crazy. It was at this point that
Summer’s car decided to cough and splutter and finally peter out to
a stop.

“What?” Taken aback, Summer stamped on the gas, but to no
avail. A closer inspection of the dashboard revealed that the empty
fuel light was blinking at her angrily. Lost in her daydreams earlier,
this had barely registered. Lord, she must have been driving on
fumes: she hadn’t filled up since London. Letting the car roll gently to
the side of the lane where there was a gateway, Summer yanked up
the handbrake and then thumped her head on the steering wheel in
despair. Just great. She was miles from anywhere and on a back
road that few people used, so the chances of flagging down the AA
were slim. If she was lucky a farmer might chug past in an hour or
two – but he’d be on his way to milk the cows and hardly inclined to
drive five miles out of his way just because she’d run out of petrol.

It might make more sense to wait in the car, but Summer was
desperate to get to the bank before it shut. The way the sky looked,
this weather wasn’t about to pass anytime soon, so there was no
point attempting to sit it out. Without a phone she couldn’t call for
help either. There was nothing for it but to walk towards the next
hamlet and hope that somebody would take pity on her and give her
a can of fuel. For the first time since she’d arrived in Cornwall,
Summer found herself wishing that she’d be recognised. Fame was
a great oiler of wheels. Whether she’d get as far resembling a
drowned rat as she would looking like her polished celebrity alter ego
was anyone’s guess.

She pushed the car door open and stepped out into the deluge.
The force of it stung her cheeks and within seconds she was
drenched. The Cornish rain was being driven in icy sheets that
Summer could see racing in from the coast and ripping across the
countryside. The early wheat rippled like an inland sea, and once
she was away from the cover of the trees there was no shelter at all.
Gritting her teeth and wishing she’d worn boots rather than sandals,
Summer trudged forwards with her head bent against the weather.

Just as she’d suspected, the lanes were empty and the farmhouse
on the hill was a lot further away in reality than it had appeared from
the comfort of the Audi. Summer was wet through to her knickers



now, but there was nothing to be gained from turning back at this
stage. She was so far down the road that she may as well just carry
on. The bank had better let her access her account after all this
effort.

Summer continued along the lane. Her legs and arms were dusted
with goosebumps and she shivered. May was a fickle month, as
warm as blood one moment and then arctic cold the next, and
Summer remembered her father saying that hypothermia could take
hold in seconds. He’d been talking about falling into the cold waters
of the Channel, but Summer was rather worried that the principle
was the same. She was just about to climb over a stile and make a
shortcut through a field of cows when headlights scattered diamonds
through the puddles. A truck had come up behind her; she turned
and saw the figure of a broad-shouldered man silhouetted behind the
wheel. As it drew alongside her, the vehicle slowed.

All alone in a wet and isolated lane, out of shouting distance and
without a mobile phone, Summer suddenly felt very vulnerable.
Maybe she should just keep walking. You heard some awful things
about women who accepted lifts with strangers…

She heard the whirr of an electric window winding down as the
driver stared out at her, and adrenalin flooded her nervous system.

“Summer? What on earth are you doing out here? You’re soaked!
Get in, for heaven’s sake!”

Summer gasped. Her heart was really thumping hard now
because the driver of the truck was none other than Jake Tremaine.



Chapter 17
Jake couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing. For a moment he
thought his eyes were playing tricks on him, but a quick blink and
swipe of the wipers soon confirmed that he wasn’t imagining things:
the slender and sodden figure at the side of the lane really was
Summer. Of course it was; he would have recognised her anywhere.
After winding down the window and calling out to her, Jake leaned
across the cab of the Ranger, sweeping the newspapers and sweet
wrappers from the passenger seat and opening the door.

“Hurry up, Sums,” he urged. “You’re soaked.”
Summer didn’t need asking again and moments later she was

sitting beside him and dripping all over the faux leather seats. Her
short hair was plastered to her head and her green eyes seemed
bigger than ever in her pale face, while her teeth chattered so much
he could hear them.

Jake removed his navy blue sweater and tossed it to her. “Pop that
on.”

“I’ll get it wet,” Summer protested. Her teeth worried her full bottom
lip in the way that he remembered so well and Jake was suddenly
unable to think of anything else but taking it between his own teeth
and biting gently before straying down to the soft skin of her throat…

This wasn’t a time to have thoughts like that. In fact there was no
time that warranted them. Summer was his ex and he’d just agreed
to take things a stage further with Ella. Annoyed with himself, Jake
turned away to fiddle with the car heater. Moments later the cab was
blasted with hot air and Summer, now swathed in his sweater, was
shivering slightly less than before. Jake wished now that he’d
splashed out on the top-spec model with heated seats rather than
watching the pennies and plumping for this no-frills workhorse.
Summer still looked half frozen.

“How long have you been out in this?” he asked.
Summer shrugged. “Not long. Fifteen minutes maybe? It was fine

when I set out.”
Jake laughed. “That’s Cornish weather for you. I watched this lot

roll in across the bay just before I left. It’s heavy but it should pass in



another hour or so.”
She mopped her face with his sleeve. It was far too long and

flopped over her hand. Seeing her huddled in clothes that were too
big made Jake feel protective of her. He wanted to wrap her up,
sweep her into his arms and carry her away somewhere safe where
he could look after her. His groin tightened and Jake gave himself a
mental shake. How was it that, even looking like a drowned rat,
Summer Penhalligan moved him in a way that no other woman ever
could? Ella, for all her workouts, facials and expensive clothes, didn’t
come close to Summer’s natural beauty.

“Where were you going anyway?” Jake asked. His voice sounded
hoarse. Summer literally took his breath away. It was ridiculous.
Even the scent of her damp skin was driving him wild in a way that
Ella’s bucket loads of Chanel never would.

“The bank.” Summer’s wet clothes were starting to steam in the
heat. Condensation blurred the windows and Jake had the nebulous
sensation that, enclosed in the cab, they were in their own world.
She wiped her face with the end of the sleeve again and smiled. “It’s
a bit of a long story but I set off from London in rather a hurry and left
my purse behind. A friend of mine was going to transfer some money
to my old account and I was on my way to withdraw it when I ran out
of petrol. I feel pretty stupid.”

It was a few days since Jake had seen Summer, and the bruise on
her face was starting to fade from livid purple to brown and yellow
smudges. He had a strong suspicion why Summer might have fled
without her money and it made him sick to the stomach. There was
no point asking her though. Jake had sisters and he knew that
women could be stubborn when they chose to be. If Summer wanted
to confide in him then she would. Until then he would just do all he
could to help.

“That Audi in the hedge is yours, then?”
She nodded. “I feel so stupid for letting it run this low. I’ll buy some

more fuel when I’ve got my money. Hey! What are you doing?”
Jake was reversing the truck. “We’re going back to the village. You

need to get dry and warmed up.”
“No way.” Summer’s voice was determined. “I need to draw that

money out. Anyway, aren’t you going into town?”



“I was only popping to the farm store to get some engine oil. That
can wait until tomorrow.”

She crossed her arms and gave him a determined look. “Well I
can’t, Jake. I really need to get some money out. Besides, I can’t
leave the car here. If you take me into Liskeard I’ll be fine.”

Jake laughed. “You will not be fine, Summer Penhalligan. You’re
drenched and you’ll have pneumonia before you even reach the
cashpoint. I’m taking you home to dry off and then I’ll get Issie or
Nick to drive me back with some fuel and we’ll rescue the car. And
before you argue,” he added as, right on cue, she opened her mouth
to protest, “I’ll lend you some money to tide you over.”

The truck was heading back through the sodden lanes to
Polwenna Bay now, tyres splashing through puddles and wipers at
full speed. They passed the Audi and Summer sighed in annoyance.

“You’re just going to ignore anything I say, aren’t you?” she said.
“Yep,” Jake agreed. “I’ll listen again once you’re safe and warm.

Deal?”
“It’s not much of a deal, is it? Not when I don’t get any say. You’re

practically kidnapping me,” grumbled Summer. In the warm fug of the
cab her hair was starting to curl into ringlets, and he was glad to see
that the hot air was beginning to turn her cheeks pink again.

Jake ignored her complaining. If taking Summer back home to
warm up while he dealt with her car was kidnapping, then kidnapping
was exactly what he was about to do. Alice hadn’t raised him to be
the sort of man who left someone who was in trouble to fend for
themselves: she’d brought her grandsons up to be gentlemen – even
if Zak and Nick’s behaviour sometimes threw this fact into grave
doubt. There was no way Jake could allow Summer to struggle with
sopping clothes, petrol cans and greasy wet roads. Ex or not, he felt
compelled to take care of her. He told himself he’d do the same for
any woman, or indeed any person in need of help.

They drove in silence for a while. Jake sneaked a glance at
Summer and saw that her eyes had closed, the thick lashes dark
against her skin. She looked exhausted. As he guided the truck
through the windy narrow lanes he felt as though he was driving
back in time too. They’d travelled like this so many times in the past,
him at the wheel and Summer beside him with her hand resting



gently on his thigh, sweetly oblivious to the dramatic effect that the
slightest brush of her fingertips had on him. Did she remember those
days too? Jake wondered. Did bittersweet nostalgia run through her
just like the rainwater that was coursing down the sides of the steep
lane?

Probably not. She was a big celebrity now and what was he? Just
some country boy she’d dated in her less glamorous past. He really
needed to get a handle on himself. He was thirty years old, for
Christ’s sake.

Maybe this was what they called a mid-life crisis?
***
“Where are we?” murmured Summer some twenty minutes later.

She’d been fast asleep, lulled into slumber by the warmth and the
motion of the car. She was ridiculously tired. Maybe this was the
pregnancy taking its toll? For something so small and so new, her
baby was certainly determined to take whatever it needed. It had
only been because of this bone-grinding exhaustion that she’d given
in to Jake.

Well, that and the fact that sitting beside him in the cab felt so
normal. Although it was more than a decade since Jake had driven
her home from a day out, it could have been only yesterday. That
was just the magic of Polwenna Bay, Summer reminded herself; it
didn’t mean anything more. Cornwall was a timeless county and
although the years rolled by with the tides and the scudding clouds,
very little really changed. In a world that had recently turned crazy for
Summer, this constancy was comforting.

She rubbed her eyes. They were driving through a fairly new
estate and were turning onto a rutted track that looked alarmingly as
though it was going to plummet over the cliff. “This is the top of the
village, isn’t it?”

Jake nodded, not taking his eyes from the bumpy terrain. The rain
was even heavier here and the clouds were moving in fast. “We can
park here now. Nick and Zak have cut a path through the
undergrowth to Seaspray.”

“I didn’t know this was your land,” Summer said. She was
surprised because she’d thought she’d known everything about the



Tremaines. That was twelve years ago, you idiot, she reminded
herself sternly. A lot had changed since then.

“It isn’t: we just rent half an acre from a farmer, Ben Owens. Do
you remember him? He was in your year at school.”

Summer did remember Ben. He was tall and ginger and had
blushed every time she’d spoken to him. She wondered whether
he’d changed.

“Parking here’s a bit of a pain because the path’s really twisty, but I
figured at least this way you don’t have to run the gauntlet of the
village.” Jake pulled up alongside a faded blue shipping container
and killed the engine. “We’ll get wet walking down but it’s only five
minutes. Then we’ll have some hot drinks and get dried.”

It may have been only a short walk, but the downpour had turned
the path into deep mud and by the time Jake and Summer had
squeezed through the gap in Seaspray’s hedge they were both
drenched. They threaded their way through the garden, the stunning
views smothered by the thick cloud that had rolled in, and Summer’s
sandals slithered on the sodden grass.

“OK?” Jake reached out and steadied her. His hand on her waist
was firm and she found that she was leaning on him as they
continued their descent. This was because it was slippery, Summer
told herself, and for no other reason. He was just being a gentleman.
She remembered now just how much she’d liked this about him.
Jake wouldn’t have abandoned her at two a.m. in a Marbella club
just because he felt she was looking at another man the wrong way,
or left her alone in hospital when she accidentally broke her wrist
and needed it pinned. No, Jake Tremaine looked after his women.

His women? This thought made her throat silt up. Did Jake have a
girlfriend? Summer guessed that there must be somebody. He’d
been handsome as an eighteen-year-old lad; now that he was thirty
he had matured and broadened out into the sort of looks that drew
admiring glances everywhere he went.

As they neared Seaspray’s back door (still painted the same
shade of duck-egg blue that Summer remembered, and fringed with
the baskets of tumbling geraniums and nasturtiums that were Alice’s
passion), both she and Jake became increasingly soaked. His hair
plastered to his scalp and his eyelashes starry with rain, Jake



pressed his palm against the small of Summer’s back and guided
her towards the large white house.

Summer stopped abruptly, spinning around to face him. “Hold on a
minute. What do you think you’re doing?” She’d assumed that they’d
been taking a shortcut to Harbour Watch.

“Taking you inside to get dry and warm up. There’s no way I’m
letting you go back to a damp, cold holiday cottage – not until I know
you’re not about to contract pneumonia, anyway.” Jake’s eyes were
dark in the gloom, and the set of his mouth had the determination
about it that she’d last seen when he’d flatly refused to move to
London with her. There was no arguing with him sometimes, but as
far as Summer was concerned, now wasn’t one of those occasions.
She wasn’t sixteen anymore.

“That’s really kind, Jake, but I wouldn’t hear of it. I’m more than
happy to go back to the cottage. I’ve put you out quite enough for
one day.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Putting me out? Is that really how you see
it? This isn’t London, Summer. This is Polwenna, remember? People
look out for each other here.”

It was on the tip of Summer’s tongue to point out that Jake and Mo
hadn’t exactly been there for her when she’d needed them the most,
but she stopped herself just in time. This was a can of worms that,
once opened, would have to be dealt with; right now, cold and tired,
she simply didn’t have the strength.

“You’ve done enough already,” was all she said.
“And I wouldn’t have completed that if I let you go back without

making certain you were warmed up and not about to catch your
death of cold,” Jake told her resolutely. “I know that cottage. There’s
only a temperamental storage heater – and the water heater’s erratic
too. I don’t even think there’s a tumble dryer. So you’re coming back
to Seaspray to have some tea and warm up, and that’s the end of it.
There’s no point arguing.”

“I don’t want to go inside!” Summer recoiled from the very thought
of this. It was too painful to return as a stranger to the place that had
once been her second home, unwelcome there and unfamiliar now,
and knowing that the choices and decisions she’d made as a
teenager still had echoes.



“And I don’t want to take you back to a cold empty house. There’s
no way I’d dream of doing that.” Jake shook his head and droplets
flew from his curls. “While Nick and I go and fetch your car you can
have a hot bath and drink gallons of tea. There’s no point arguing
anyway: I’ll pick you up and carry you there if I have to.”

Hands on her hips, she glared up at him. “Do you always ignore
what people want?”

“Only when what they suggest instead is bloody ridiculous,” he
countered. “So it would make life a lot easier if you’d just accept my
offer of tea, warmth and toast graciously rather than putting up a
fight. We’ll probably both catch hypothermia otherwise.”

They glowered at each other through the driving rain, determined
green eyes locking with equally determined blue ones while the
drops stung their cheeks and blurred their vision. Summer tried to
dredge up some more arguments, but she was getting colder by the
second and the world was starting to sway around her. Besides,
annoying as it was, Jake was right: the cottage would be chilly and
she hadn’t any pound coins left to feed the ravenous electric meter.
The thought of sipping hot tea by the Aga in Seaspray’s cosy kitchen
was extremely tempting…

“Come on.” Sensing her start to weaken, Jake grasped Summer’s
hand and towed her the last few yards to the house. He kicked the
swollen door open with his rigger boot and they stumbled into the
little porch, where a selection of Tremaine wellington boots, damp
raincoats and dog baskets jostled for space.

“Jake? Is that you?” called Alice. “That was a quick trip. Did you
forget something?”

“I found somebody lost in the rain, so we’ve come home to dry out.
Is the kettle on?” Jake called back, kicking off his boots in two
practised movements and tugging Summer into the kitchen.

“You know me, my love; it’s always on. Who did you find – oh my
goodness!” Alice’s hands flew to her mouth and her laughing reply
was swiftly halted when she caught sight of Summer.

“I’m so sorry. I won’t stay long, I promise,” Summer said quickly. A
pool of water was gathering on the slate tiles at her feet. “Coming
here was a bad idea.”

“Of course it wasn’t,” said Jake firmly. “Was it, Gran?”



Alice never turned anyone away from Seaspray and her kitchen
had always been filled with her grandchildren and their friends.
Some of Summer’s fondest memories were of afternoons spent
sitting at the table drinking tea and chatting away to Mo and Alice
while the boys ate their way through their own bodyweight in cake.
Sometimes even their father would join them, taking time out from
the business, and then the whole family would be together. It was
almost sad, she reflected, how you never appreciated at the time
that this was probably the happiest you’d ever be.

Once Jake’s grandmother recovered from her shock at finding
Summer back at Seaspray, she smiled.

“Of course it wasn’t a bad idea,” she said warmly. “Welcome back,
my dear.”

Stepping forward, Alice Tremaine enveloped Summer in a big hug,
not seeming bothered in the least by either the dozen-year gap since
Summer’s last visit or her soggy clothes. Summer returned the hug,
her eyes filling with tears because Alice smelt exactly the same as
she’d always done: a mixture of baking and lavender and something
that felt dangerously like home. She’d always felt safe here and
never before had she appreciated just how precious this safety was.
Unlike her beautiful London house, Seaspray thrummed with love
and rang with laughter; there were no cold silences followed by
hours of nervously trying to second-guess what she’d done wrong
and what would happen next because of it.

“You’re frozen!” Alice exclaimed, stepping back and looking
concerned. Taking Summer’s arm, Alice steered her unexpected
guest to the armchair by the Aga. “Excuse the hair on it, love. Our
cats insist on sleeping anywhere but in their baskets. Now, a cup of
tea is what you need – and a change of clothes. Jake, don’t just
stand there like a goon. Go upstairs and see if you can find some dry
things for Summer, and get yourself out if those wet things too while
you’re about it. You’re dripping all over my clean floor.”

Jake grinned across the kitchen at her and Summer’s own lips
couldn’t resist curling upwards too. “You can see that I’m still a
teenager as far as my grandmother’s concerned!”

“Well, if you must act like one,” Alice scolded, but she was smiling
at him as she spoke. “Now hurry up and get changed. This weather’s



closed in for a while. We’ll have to sit it out.”
As if on cue a gust of rain blew against the window and rattled the

panes. While his grandmother made tea Jake shrugged off his wet
fleece and then pulled his tee-shirt over his head. Even though she
was used to Justin’s athletic perfection, Jake’s torso – strong, broad-
shouldered and narrowing down to lean hips – was simply glorious
and somehow far more real. Years of physical work had honed and
sculpted him, not a flash gym and prancing personal trainer. And
she’d bet anything that if Jake were injured he’d simply grit his teeth
and get on with it rather than rolling about theatrically on the pitch
and gurning. His flat, muscular belly was sprinkled with golden hair
that tapered to a delicious V just above the waistband of his jeans,
and in a second’s weakness Summer devoured him with her eyes.
Sensing her gaze on him, Jake grinned at her cheekily. Horribly
embarrassed to be caught looking, Summer ripped her attention
away.

“Stop showing off, Jake!” Alice swatted her grandson with a tea
towel. “What do you think this is? A nineteen-eighties Levi’s advert?
Go and make yourself decent, and on the way back down look in the
airing cupboard and see what you can find for Summer.”

Jake laughed. Water dripped from his hair and trickled over his
honed pecs. Something sensual and long forgotten tightened deep in
the pit of Summer’s belly. To distract herself she caressed the silky
head of the tabby cat that had wandered over to investigate the
newcomer. Moments later it had leapt onto Summer’s lap, where it
turned several circles, its needle-sharp claws pie-making, before
settling down and starting to purr. When Summer looked up again
Jake had gone.

“That’s Scruff. I don’t think you’ve met her.” Alice lifted the kettle
from the hotplate and poured scalding water into a teapot. “Who did
we have when you lived here? Bella? Or Paws?”

“Bella. Mo rescued her from Plymouth. She was a stray and some
schoolboys were taunting her,” Summer recalled. “They were the
ones who needed rescuing when Mo was finished with them.”

“That’s right. Typical Mo, always rescuing things! The amount of
injured seagulls and baby rabbits I’ve had here.” Alice folded her
arms, leaned against the Aga and smiled, but her gaze was firm



when it rested again on her visitor. “Jake’s the same, of course: far
too kind-hearted for his own good when someone needs help.”

Her subtext was obvious, and Summer understood and respected
it. She hadn’t expected to be welcomed back to Seaspray with open
arms, not if Mo’s reaction had been anything to go by.

“I’m not here to upset anyone, especially Jake. I never wanted him
to pick me up or bring me here. Honestly.” Summer needed to make
it clear that she hadn’t set out to pursue Alice’s grandson. “I was
perfectly capable of getting to Liskeard on my own but he insisted on
helping out.”

The older woman nodded. “Yes, that sounds just like my grandson.
But Summer, dear, I wasn’t referring to you being out in the rain and
needing a lift to town. I might be old but my eyes are still working
pretty well – and I know a black eye when I see one.”

Summer’s hand flew to her cheek. That bloody bruise was causing
her no end of trouble. Her mother had clocked it for sure and now
Alice. She might as well just stand on the village green and
announce that Justin Anderson hit her. With the rain and all the
stress of running out of fuel, she’d forgotten about trying to hide it.

“It’s not what you think, honestly, Alice. I promise. I tripped up in
my heels and fell onto the kitchen island.”

“Come on, Summer! You can do a bit better than that, surely? You
are an actress, aren’t you? I didn’t come down with that rain shower
and neither did Jake. You know as well as I do that he can’t bear to
see anyone in distress. Especially you.”

Especially her? What did that mean? Did Jake still have feelings
for her? Summer was alarmed at the warm glow this idea gave her,
as though the sun had broken through the louring clouds outside and
was shining through the window.

“Won’t you tell me what really happened?” Alice asked softly.
“Maybe we can help?”

For a second Summer was tempted to tell her everything, fling
herself into Alice’s arms and sob out the whole sordid tale. Then she
laughed at herself. What! Did she really think that Alice could make
everything better just as she always had done in the past? This
wasn’t a case of grazed knees or Ella St Milton being a cow. If only.
Justin was far nastier than Ella could ever be.



“I tripped,” Summer repeated flatly, and Alice sighed and turned
back to the teapot.

“Fine. If you say so.” Strong brown tea sloshed into three mugs,
followed by milk. Reaching up to the higher shelf on the dresser,
Alice retrieved a bottle of Jack Daniel’s.

“I don’t know why I still keep it here,” she remarked, half to herself.
“All the children are bigger than me now anyway! Now, a nice drop of
this in your tea will warm you up a treat.”

“No alcohol for me,” Summer said quickly, before the older woman
could pour a very generous measure into her mug.

“It’s just a tot. It’ll do you good.”
“No, Alice! I don’t want any whiskey. I can’t!”
There was a pause during which time seemed to go wrong, each

second stretching out for far longer than it should before the next
one caught up. Slowly, Alice turned around. The look on her face
said it all.

“How many months are you?”
There was no point lying about this. Everyone would know at

some point. Summer’s hand moved to her flat stomach and rested
there momentarily. Then she shrugged.

“I’m not exactly sure. It’s only early days. Six weeks? Seven?”
“You haven’t seen a doctor?”
“Not yet. I did a home test.” Summer knew that the memory of

seeing that second blue line appear, and the strange alchemy of
mingled dread and wonder, would stay with her forever.

“You really need to see a doctor just to check that everything’s all
right. Shall I make you an appointment? Richard Penwarren is
supposed to be very good.”

The thought of going into the Polwenna surgery and having to
make small talk with curious locals while she waited to be seen by
the GP filled Summer with dread.

“No! I mean, no thank you. I’ll sort it out when I’m in London.”
Whenever that was going to be, of course. Sometime shortly after

hell froze over?
Alice frowned. “Summer, I wish you’d let me help. I know

something’s really wrong. You ought to tell Jake too. About the baby,
I mean. He needs to know.”



“Nobody needs to know anything!” Terror clawed Summer’s throat
and panic fluttered in her chest like a trapped bird. This was how it
would get out, a game of Chinese whispers until Justin came after
her with his lawyers and his threats and dragged her back. Her heart
was racing. “Alice, no one else knows about this. No one! I’d really
appreciate it if—”

“Nobody knows what?” Jake strode back into the kitchen, looking
from his grandmother to Summer and back again. “Hey, these are
serious faces. What have I missed?”

“Nothing, love. Summer was just saying that nobody knows what
it’s like for her being famous,” Alice said without missing a beat.

“Right.” Understandably, Jake looked confused. There was an
awkward silence, broken only by the purring of the cat.

“I’ve made your tea,” said Alice brightly. “I’ll put some whiskey in it,
shall I?”

“Not for me, thanks, Gran. I’ve just called Nick and he’s going to
redeem himself from my bad books by helping me go and rescue
Summer’s car. He’s going to come over shortly with a can of fuel. I’m
worried enough about driving that lovely car and dripping on the
leather, never mind negotiating the roads with one of your measures
of Jack Daniel’s inside me.” Turning to Summer, he added, “I’ve run
you a bath and left some towels out and some dry clothes too. I’ll be
an hour and a half at the most.”

Summer felt terrible. “I never meant to cause this much trouble.”
He shrugged her protests away. “What else are friends for?

Besides, who knows when I’ll get to drive a fully loaded Audi TT
again? We country bumpkins have to take those kinds of chances
whenever we can!”

Nothing Summer said could change Jake’s mind, which wasn’t
really much of a surprise given how stubborn he could be. Eventually
she gave up and, taking her mug of tea with her, made her way
upstairs to the family bathroom. Seaspray hadn’t altered at all, she
reflected as she reached the big arched window on the first-floor
landing and looked out thoughtfully at the grey sea and even greyer
skies. It was reassuring to know that some things had remained
unchanged when everything else in the world seemed to have turned
upside down. The smell of beeswax polish, the sounds of Alice



tidying away in the kitchen and even the drumming of the rain
against the windows were all as familiar to her as her own breath.

Once in the warmth of the bath, neck-deep in bubbles and with her
head resting on the pile of towels Jake had left for her, Summer’s
heartbeat started to slow at last. Here, in the peace and quiet of
Seaspray, she could press the pause button on the crazy events of
her life. Even if this was only for an hour or two, it felt good.

The water lapped over her body, kissing and thawing her chilled
skin. Summer exhaled wearily, her eyes growing heavier as she
grew warmer. Moments later they had closed and Summer
Penhalligan was sound asleep.



Chapter 18
“Summer! Summer!”

The voice reached Summer through her dreams, far away at first
and then drawing closer and closer as though the speaker was
calling her name through a long, dark tunnel. For a moment she
drifted in the soft never-never land between dreaming and
consciousness, before the sensation of fingers touching her shoulder
snatched her back to the present.

“Summer? Are you OK?”
She jumped, her eyes snapping open and a fish-hook stab of

panic tugging her awake. For a few seconds she struggled to figure
out where she was before everything came tumbling back to her.
She was now lying in cold bathwater, the luxurious bubbles of earlier
on little more than a scummy residue floating on the surface. Every
inch of her naked body was visible and, just to make things even
worse, Jake Tremaine was kneeling by the side of the bath. The
expression of shock on his handsome face as his eyes flickered over
her body made Summer want to sink her head under the water.
Once, those blue eyes had burned with desire when they’d rested on
her. Justin was right: she was far too scrawny these days. One of
their last rows had been sparked by him telling her that she needed
to get a boob job.

To mask her embarrassment she glowered at Jake and injected
anger into her voice.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?”
“Sorry! Sorry!” Thrusting a fluffy towel her way and then averting

his gaze, Jake was all apologies. “When Granny Alice said you’d
been in here for almost an hour and a half I panicked. Bloody hell,
Summer, Nick and I brought your car back in that time! I knocked
and I called but when you didn’t answer I was worried. I thought—”

“You thought you’d just barge in?”
“Of course not. I was worried about you,” Jake said, still with his

eyes fixed on the opposite wall. Then he shrugged. “Relax, Sums.
It’s not like I haven’t seen you naked before, is it?”



The only way Summer could ignore the hot wave of shame
rushing over her was to channel her annoyance at being disrupted.
Clutching the towel to her breasts, she glared at him.

“Well I’m fine, thanks,” she said icily.
Jake’s blond head turned slowly back. His eyes met hers and in

spite of everything Summer’s heart fluttered like butterflies on
buddleia.

“But you’re not though, are you?” he said softly. “Summer, I’m not
an idiot. What the hell has that bastard done to you?”

His gaze had dropped to her shoulder and the top of her breast,
where her recent encounter with the kitchen island was blooming in
purple and brown roses across her flesh. There were silver scars too
that Jake had clearly noticed, a faint map of heartbreaks and hot
tempers. Summer knew in her logical mind that none of this was her
fault; if she’d had a friend in the same position, she’d have been the
first to say so. Yet the sad reality was that it didn’t feel like this to her.
What happened between her and Justin was Summer’s secret
shame, and a tiny, treacherous part of her couldn’t help wondering if
in some way she was to blame. Justin had said often enough that
she drove him to it, that she was too flirty or that her dresses were
too revealing, and that he only got so angry because she made him
jealous.

“I’m even more worried now,” Jake frowned when she didn’t reply.
“Come on, Summer, this is me you’re talking to. I know you,
remember?”

She closed her eyes wearily. Beneath the lids hot tears threatened
to spill. Summer fought to contain them because she was afraid that
once she started crying she’d never stop. Besides, Jake didn’t know
her anymore, did he? He’d lost the right to know her when he’d
refused to answer her desperate letter all those years ago. She’d
wanted to confide in him then and he’d turned her away, so she
certainly couldn’t trust him now with what had happened between
her and Justin.

“I’m fine,” she said tightly.
“I know I’m just a bloke but even I know that when a woman says

she’s fine she’s generally not being completely honest.” Shifting back
onto his haunches Jake crouched beside the bathtub. Slowly, and as



carefully as though approaching a wild animal, he reached out his
hand and traced the scar on her shoulder with a gentle forefinger.
There was something so tender about this simple gesture that she
felt herself turn inside out with nostalgic longing. Jake had always
been a tactile man, never afraid to show affection. Her memories of
their time together were of endless sun-dappled days spent with their
arms twined around one another – just the brushing of his fingertips
being enough to dust her skin with goosebumps – or walking along
the clifftops hand in hand as though unable to be parted even for a
second. When Jake had pulled her close Summer had always felt as
though she were home: cherished and loved and secure.

What an illusion that had turned out to be! In his own way Jake
had been every bit as much of a disappointment as Justin.

“Did Justin Anderson do this?” Jake asked.
Hearing that name was the equivalent of taking the ice-bucket

challenge. Image was everything to Justin – image, and his career.
Hadn’t he told her enough times that he’d ruin her if she ever dared
to breathe a word? Summer hadn’t doubted him for a second. There
was a core of steel that ran through her fiancé; the same steel that
had driven him to be top of his game could just as easily be focused
on destroying her. It wouldn’t be that hard. Who would believe the
word of a once well-known party girl and glamour model against that
of a national treasure, the brave cancer survivor and the patron of
dozens of charities? Nobody. This was why Summer had no choice
but to lie low and pray that nobody tipped off the press while she
figured out the best way to keep herself and her baby safe.

She jerked her treacherous, melting body away from Jake’s touch.
“I told you. I tripped and fell against the kitchen island. It’s made of

marble, for God’s sake!”
Jake’s full mouth, the same mouth that had once traced fiery

kisses across her neck and her now bruised breasts, was pressed
into a tight and sceptical line.

“And did the kitchen island give you the scar on your shoulder
too?”

Summer glanced down at the thin silver line on her left shoulder.
There had been so many rows and so many recriminations followed
by tears, promises and passionate make-up sex that she’d lost track



of them all. She’d almost forgotten about this old war wound, the
now faint evidence of another outburst and a diamond-encrusted
signet ring. There were too many secrets; trying to contain them all,
like a dam brimful of water, made her head thud.

“That was something else: a cupboard door, I think,” she said. “Not
that it’s any of your business, Jake. Now, is that the end of the
interrogation? If it’s all right with you, can I get out of this cold water
and dry off, or shall I just catch pneumonia while you ask me some
more ridiculous questions?”

Summer hated the harsh note in her voice almost as much as she
hated seeing the expression of hurt flicker across Jake’s open
features. He was so honest, she found herself thinking. He’d always
worn his heart on his sleeve and had never been able to ignore
anyone in distress – which had made it all the more painful when
he’d chosen to turn his back on her.

Her and his own child, Summer reminded herself sharply. She
mustn’t allow herself to be drawn by him. After all, Jake had
deliberately and coldly abandoned her just when she’d needed him
the most. She must never forget that, or be fooled by him. A man
who could ignore the heartfelt letter she’d written – the letter she’d
spent hours trying to compose and which had been blotted with her
tears and scored with her terror and her heartbreak – was
undoubtedly as hard in his own way as Justin Anderson was in his.

“Summer, please talk to me,” Jake implored her. He was still
crouching beside the bath and he reached for her cold hands,
clasping them in his. “Those bruises look nasty. You need to see a
doctor.”

Summer’s ribs did hurt, although she hoped she hadn’t actually
cracked them in the fall. Her first thought had been for the baby
rather than for herself, but so far all seemed well on that score. Soon
enough she would find a doctor (maybe Kursa’s son, seeing as
everyone was raving about him) and get herself checked over, but
not until she was sure that she was safe from Justin. The thought of
him finding out made her blood freeze.

Jake’s strong fingers squeezed hers. “Trust me, Summer, please. I
want to help you.”



“I’m fine,” she repeated, snatching her fingers back. “Or at least I
will be once I get out of this bath and am left in peace. Now, do you
mind?”

Jake jumped to his feet, holding his hands up in a gesture of
surrender.

“OK, Summer, have it your way. Everything’s fine except for your
sense of spatial awareness and maybe your sanity for not telling the
truth about the prick.”

“I fell,” said Summer flatly. “It was an accident.”
Jake shook his head in frustrated defeat. “Fine. Whatever you say,

Summer, but just bear in mind that I’m not stupid and neither are
many other people. With bruises like that it won’t take long before
somebody puts two and two together as to why you’ve left him.
Cutting your hair doesn’t make the slightest bit of difference either.”
He paused, those bright eyes holding hers. “If anything, you’re even
more beautiful now.”

Summer stared at him. Her heart broke into a gallop and she knew
she had to rein it in. Fast.

“Jake, I tripped and—”
“No, Summer, don’t say another word about tripping and kitchen

islands. We both know that’s a load of rubbish.”
She swallowed. Part of her wanted nothing more than to tell Jake

the truth, to feel his arms close around her, press her face into his
strong chest and let him promise her that it would all be fine.

“You can trust me,” Jake said softly. “I want to help you. Summer, I
still care about you.”

For a moment she nearly wavered, almost told him the truth before
her sensible self woke up and screamed at her that this was the
worst possible thing to do. She couldn’t trust Jake Tremaine. He’d
already let her down in one of the worst ways a man could let a
woman down. Even though she could tell herself that he’d been
young or that things were different now, how could she ever trust him
again? He might say he still cared about her, but where had he been
when she’d needed him? Furious with herself for hesitating, she
pushed the moment of weakness aside.

“I’ve not left him,” she said loudly, crossing her fingers beneath the
water. “You’re letting your imagination run away with you, Jake. I’m



engaged to Justin Anderson. We’re Summer and Justin, for heaven’s
sake! We’ve even had our own reality show.”

“But do you love Justin Anderson?” Jake’s eyes snagged on hers.
“Of course I do,” Summer said, a beat too late to convince anyone.

“He’s my fiancé.”
Jake said nothing. He didn’t need to. The delay in her reply had

said it all.
“I’m only here to have a bit of a break from the press interest,”

Summer added. “You have no idea what it’s like living with the press.
Honestly, it drives me mad. Hiding in plain sight here for a bit
seemed like a good idea, that’s all.” She forced a lightness into her
voice that was totally at odds with the millstone heaviness in her
heart. This was the performance of a lifetime, Oscar-winning stuff if
there ever was. “I love Justin, Jake. I love him and I’m going to marry
him. Hiya magazine is going to cover the wedding. It’s all arranged.”

Jake’s face was expressionless but a muscle ticked in his cheek.
“And there’s nothing anyone could say or do to change your mind?”

Summer shook her head.
“Not even if I told you that I still have feelings for you? That maybe

those feelings never went away?”
There was a knot in Summer’s throat made of tangled hopes and

dreams and lost opportunities.
“Jake, I—”
“No, don’t say anything, Summer. Please, let me speak. I don’t

know what’s been going on between you and Justin but I sure as hell
don’t buy into the fairytale that your management likes to spin. I
know you, Summer, and I know when you’re hiding something from
me. I can’t undo the past no matter what I do and how much I wish I
could, but there’s one thing I can do and that’s be honest with you
now.”

The past hung between them. What could have been if she’d
never left, Summer wondered? What might life be like now if Jake
had been there when she’d needed him?

“I’ve thought about you every day since you left. I promise not a
moment’s gone by when I haven’t wished that things had worked out
differently for us.” He smiled ruefully as he raked a hand through his
thick blond mane. A lock fell over his eye just the way it always had,



and a sudden memory of reaching up from beneath him to push it
away from his face made her pulse quicken. “Summer, I know I can’t
offer you what Justin does. Not in terms of finances anyway. Christ
knows, I only have a boatyard that’s just about hanging on by the
skin of its teeth and a beat-up truck to my name, but I can help you,
if you’ll let me. Summer, don’t you understand? I still—”

“Jake, don’t!” cried Summer, although she half longed for and half
dreaded hearing what she thought he was going to say next. Did he
still love her? Was that it? And did she still love him? That was a
question she was too scared to ask herself because it was too
painful to contemplate. Too much had happened. There were far too
many past hurts and resentments that would have to be explored,
and she really didn’t think she could face those. Her heart was
breaking for the people they’d once been and all that could have
been; she knew it was too late for them.

“I know you don’t want to hear that I still care about you,” Jake
said quietly, “but I do. I don’t think I ever stopped.”

Summer knew that she shouldn’t want to hear this, shouldn’t even
let herself listen, but Jake’s words made her feel warm again despite
the cold bathwater.

He was watching her, waiting for her to reply. Summer bit her lip
because there was only one reply that she could give him. He
needed to know the truth about her situation, and that truth was the
one thing that would tell Jake that it really was too late for them.

Too late. Were there any sadder words in the English language?
Just as she was screwing up the courage to tell him that she was

pregnant, the bathroom door flew open and in charged a small boy
brandishing a camera. “There you are, Jake. I’ve been looking
everywhere! Look at the pictures I took with Jules! Dad looks really
good in them, doesn’t he? He’s smiling! Can I use your printer in the
office? Can we go now? I need colour and Grand Granny says
there’s none left in her printer.”

“Morgan! You need to knock!” Jake admonished, catching the child
by the hood of his sweater and attempting to tether him while an
expensive-looking digital camera was waved under Jake’s nose.

“I knew you were in here. I heard you to talking to the lady.”
Jake raised his eyes at Summer over the child’s head.



“The lady is in the bath,” Jake pointed out.
“I know that,” said the boy patiently. “It is the bathroom, after all. I

heard her talking to you so I knew it was all right to come in if you
were in here. Now can we go and print my pictures?”

“My nephew, Morgan,” Jake explained. “He has an impeccable
sense of timing.”

“I like to be on time for things,” Morgan replied gravely. “Although
time is actually an illusion, you know.”

“It feels pretty real when a guy is trying to pour out his heart and
soul to someone,” said Jake ruefully.

Personally Summer thought that Morgan’s sense of timing was
spot on. He’d just saved her from blurting out her big secret and she
felt very relieved. The fewer people who knew about her baby the
better: that way, Justin was even less likely to find out. Making sure
that the towel was hiding her body from view, Summer smiled at the
boy.

“Hello, Morgan. I’m a friend of your Uncle Jake.”
“Is that why you don’t have any clothes on?” Morgan asked. “Like

when Uncle Nick had a friend come to stay and she had no clothes
on and then Grand Gran was cross?”

“Nothing like that at all. Summer got wet in the rain and was
warming up,” Jake told him, ruffling the boy’s hair and grinning at
Summer.

He’ll make a great father someday, Summer thought with a stab of
what felt dangerously like grief; the curly-headed laughing children in
Jake’s future would be nothing to do with her. Some other woman
would feel his baby turn head over heels in her womb and see the
wonder on Jake’s face when he held his son or daughter for the first
time. It should have been me, she wanted to yell at him, why didn’t
you care enough to help? All his talk just now was exactly that: talk.
When she’d needed him the most Jake had let her down. She’d be
doing herself a favour if she kept that in mind.

Instinctively her hand rested against her belly. This little one had
Justin Anderson for a father, which for all Justin’s wealth and fame
was hardly the best start in life for any child. Silently, Summer
promised her baby that she would be twice as good a parent to
make up for that.



And she wouldn’t let Justin near him or her.
“You’re Summer?” Morgan’s wide eyes swivelled to her, practically

out on stalks. “Oh! You’re the one Aunty Mo hates. Fact.”
It was indeed a fact, thought Summer, recalling how angry Mo had

been with her when she’d bumped into her in the village. And it
seemed there was nothing she could ever do to change that either.

“Afraid so,” she nodded.
“And you need to get out of the bathroom. Fact,” Jake told him

sternly.
“Aunty Mo won’t be very happy to know you’re here,” Morgan

informed Summer. He didn’t look at all bothered by this thought, but
Summer’s stomach lurched. She really didn’t think she could face
Mo’s fury again. Breaking free of his uncle’s grasp, Morgan headed
for the landing. “Come on, Jake. Let’s print my pictures.”

The moment for confidences had well and truly passed. Jake
smiled at Summer and the tenderness in his eyes made her want to
cry.

“It seems that I’ve been summoned. I’ll leave you to get dressed in
peace. We can catch up a bit later on. Maybe over supper?”

They’d do no such thing, Summer decided as she towelled herself
dry. Apart from not wanting to face the wrath of Mo part two, there
was also no way she was having any more conversations with Jake;
it was far too dangerous. All it had taken was one of his blue-eyed
dimpled smiles and she’d been about to sing like a canary.

It was ridiculous.
Cross with herself, Summer pulled on the dry clothes that Jake

had managed to liberate from the airing cupboard. He’d certainly
found a strange mix: leggings (Mo’s), a fisherman’s smock (Nick’s),
thick socks (heaven only knew whose) and a pair of boxer shorts.
Maybe those were Jake’s? She’d technically got into his pants,
Summer supposed, albeit not quite in the way she once had. Her bra
was still soggy, so Summer decided to go without it. Losing weight
and going down several cup sizes definitely had some advantages,
no matter what Justin might think. Besides, she’d only be walking a
few hundred yards down to her cottage.

Once dressed in this eccentric attire, Summer crept out of the
bathroom and along the landing – but rather than turning right and



going down the staircase there, she took a sharp left and then
another left. She’d spent enough time here over the years to know
the old place pretty well. She knew that in its heyday, Seaspray had
required a team of servants to keep it running smoothly, hence the
narrow back staircase which led from the servants’ quarters towards
the boot room and pantry. In the thick socks she padded down it,
passing the kitchen silently. The murmur of voices from within told
her that the family was otherwise occupied. Within moments she was
in the boot room, shoving her feet into a pair of ancient wellies
before shooting through the door into the sodden garden.

It was still raining, but the heavy downpour of earlier had eased off
to a drizzle now. Summer wound her way down the terraced
grounds, showering herself in drops as she brushed past plants that
were bowed across the path from the weight of the rain. The air filled
with the scent of rosemary as her hand trained through Alice’s
beloved herbs, which edged the way back towards the village. The
mist was starting to lift a little and Polwenna was emerging below,
peeking shyly through its white veil like a bride at the altar. Even the
seagulls on their chimney-pot perches were looking slightly less
miserable than before.

Was running away from Jake the right thing to do? Summer wasn’t
sure. She longed to tell him the truth and to trust him again, but her
fear of Justin and the bad memories of the past held her back. Her
heart was telling her to turn around, find Jake and pour out
everything, but her head was warning her to step carefully. Only time
would tell whether she was making the best choice, she guessed,
but unfortunately time was the one thing she didn’t have on her side.

Summer was dithering by the white gate at the foot of Seaspray’s
path, fighting the urge to run back and find Jake, when a slim figure
clad in a chic yellow spotty mac, and holding a matching umbrella,
joined her.

“Summer?” the woman gasped, leaning closer and narrowing her
slate-grey eyes. “My goodness, it is! Fancy seeing you here.”

Yellow Mac was none other than her old childhood nemesis, Ella
St Milton. Summer’s heart plopped into her borrowed wellies. Even
in the damp and wearing a plastic raincoat Ella was groomed and
elegant, whereas in her peculiar collection of clothes Summer felt as



though she’d raided the dressing-up box and ended up looking like a
bag lady. All the years of fame and designer clothes vanished like
the rapidly clearing mist. She felt about thirteen years old again.

 “I can’t believe it!” Ella continued, her voice as bright as her
raincoat and not giving Summer time to even greet her in return.
“Summer Penhalligan! My God! I don’t think I’ve seen you properly
for years – and I barely recognised you looking like that. Whatever
brings you back here and up to Seaspray? Fashion tips from
Morwenna, maybe, by the look of you?”

Meow. Summer had forgotten just how bitchy Ella could be with
her pseudo friendliness and catty comments. More irritating than a
G-string under jodhpurs was how Mo had once described her, which
Summer thought was pretty much spot on. It seemed that the past
decade or so hadn’t improved Ella St Milton one bit.

Gritting her teeth, Summer leaned forwards and the two women
air-kissed beneath the shelter of the umbrella. Ella’s tinkling laugh,
about as sincere as a politician’s promises, sent Summer straight
back to school; she was furious with herself for still feeling this
intimidated. They were adults now and their childhood animosity was
long behind them, surely?

“Yes, I’m just down for a few days visiting family,” Summer
explained smoothly, once the kisses were over. Her delighted smile
was Bafta worthy.

One of Ella’s perfect eyebrows arched in surprise. “At Seaspray?”
“I just popped up to say hello to Alice,” Summer improvised.
“How nice.” Ella smiled at her. At least, Summer thought she was

smiling. It was a bit like being grinned at by a shark.
“You can leave the gate,” Ella added when Summer moved to

fasten the latch. “I’m on my way up to see Jake about this year’s
charity ball. We’ve been working on it together – among other things,
of course!”

Ella giggled. Her meaning couldn’t be clearer. Jake and Ella were
a couple. Summer guessed she shouldn’t really be surprised. It
made sense. Of course it did; they were practically the Kate and
William of Polwenna Bay.

As Ella chattered on, doing everything she could short of cocking a
leg and peeing over Jake to make it perfectly clear that she was



doing a lot more with him than just attending the ball together,
Summer silently thanked God she’d not revealed her secret. What a
hideous mistake that would have been. She felt sick just thinking
what could have happened if Morgan hadn’t interrupted her. Ella
wasn’t exactly discreet. The Sun’s news desk would have been
running a scoop about Summer’s pregnancy within seconds.

“He has invited you, I hope?” Ella continued. She widened her
eyes when Summer didn’t reply instantly. “Don’t say a word; I can
see that he hasn’t. Naughty Jake. That wasn’t very polite of him, but
never mind! I’m inviting you. It would be brilliant to have you there –
and Justin too, of course. It would be wonderful publicity for us.” She
whipped a mobile from her raincoat pocket. “What agency are you
guys with? Shall I get my people to send an invite to your
management? Free, of course. I wouldn’t dream of charging you.”

“No! No, don’t do that!” Summer said quickly. “I mean, please don’t
put yourself out. I’m just having a few quiet days with my family, and
I’m sure Justin already has an engagement then.”

Something flickered in the dark depths of Ella’s eyes. It looked
weirdly like triumph. Her finger hovered over the touchpad.

“Really? But I haven’t even told you when it is.”
Summer could have kicked herself. This was Ella St Milton, who

could smell blood from a hundred yards away. Summer plastered on
her bland public face but was pretty certain it didn’t fool the other girl.

“He’s Justin Anderson, Ella. He’s always busy. Honestly, I
practically have to book an appointment with him myself.”

“Maybe I’ll just try on the off chance? Then if he could make it at
least you guys would get to spend some time together?” Ella glanced
at the expensive watch that was hanging on her skinny wrist.
“Anyway, I can’t stand here chatting all day. I’d better go; we’ve got a
lot to get through.”

Strange that Jake hadn’t mentioned this, thought Summer. Then
again he’d hardly be likely to admit that he was seeing the girl who’d
once done her best to make Summer’s life a misery, not when he’d
been doing his best to… to…

Well, to be honest she wasn’t quite sure what Jake had been
intending or what he’d wanted to say. Still, one thing was abundantly
clear: he’d very nearly been another huge mistake. When it came to



men she obviously had zero judgement. So the snippets of the
stories that her brothers had told her over the years were true then:
Jake wasn’t the same guy she’d dated all those years ago. He was
as much a player as all the other single guys who lived in this holiday
village. Ella was welcome to him.

Not that she wanted him anyway.
Bidding Ella goodbye, Summer turned towards her cottage. Her

stomach was in knots. Should she go back and tell Ella that under no
circumstances was she to try contacting Justin, or would that just
arouse suspicions and complicate the situation even more? Knowing
Ella, this would make her all the more inclined to try to reach him,
just out of spite.

She glanced over her shoulder but Ella had vanished into the
drizzle. It looked as though the matter was out of her hands. All she
could do was hope that Ella took her at her word and didn’t bother to
call Justin’s management.

If she did, the consequences didn’t bear thinking about.



Chapter 19
While Summer had been fast asleep in the Tremaines’ bath, Mo had
been sitting in the family kitchen and thinking that she was starting to
know how Faust must have felt. Although her particular deal with the
Devil meant that she now had sixteen hands of talented horse to
enjoy, rather than Faust’s unlimited knowledge and worldly
pleasures, the nagging sensation that this agreement was going to
cost her more than she’d ever imagined was surely one that Goethe
would have recognised. Granted, Ella didn’t want Mo’s immortal soul
– but she did want to know Jake’s every movement. Mo, who was at
heart a very honest person, was growing more and more
uncomfortable with that arrangement.

Today was proving far too wet to school the horses, so once all of
her stable chores were completed and she’d given herself a
headache trying (and failing dismally) to balance the books, Mo had
left her four-legged charges rugged up and chomping hay. Then
she’d pulled on her waterproofs and stomped over to Seaspray.
She’d been rather hoping for a cup of tea, a thick wedge of her
grandmother’s homemade fruit cake and a big heart-to-heart with
Alice about her finances. Mo hadn’t dared tell anyone just how bad
things were without Ella’s contributions, but the constant text
messages and interrogations about where Jake might be and what
he was doing were starting to make her nerves jangle so badly that
the horses could feel her tension down the reins, and now she was
longing to tell somebody her woes. Yesterday at a regional qualifier
Splash had knocked the show-jumping course flying like heaps of
stripy matchsticks, and even the new horse seemed off his game. It
was superstitious nonsense, of course, but Mo couldn’t help feeling
worried that by accepting Ella’s strange offer she might have jinxed
herself.

It was unusual for Mo to feel in need of reassurance. She was
normally secure in her own judgements and never doubted the
choices and decisions she made. Sometimes she lost her temper but
generally Mo believed she was justified in all that she did, given that
she always had the best intentions. The problem was that this



agreement with Ella, for all the good it was undoubtedly going to do
for the yard, didn’t make her feel like this at all. No matter what she
told herself, Mo just couldn’t shake the fear that she’d made a big
mistake. Always frank with herself and others, almost to the point of
bluntness, Mo knew that her desperation had enabled Ella to
manipulate her and that, in turn, she would be manipulating her
brother so that Ella could get her French-manicured claws into him. It
made her feel quite sick inside.

The ugly truth was that she’d sold Jake down the river to save her
business and boost her career. Not great, Mo, she said to herself.
Still, it was too late to back out now; the deal was done. Besides,
she’d fallen head over heels in love with The Bandmaster from the
second he’d exploded out of the horsebox, all blood-red nostrils,
flying mane and ear-piercing snorts. Once she’d sat on his back and
felt the power surge through those muscles as he flew over the
jumps, each long stride eating out the distances with mind-boggling
ease, Mo had known that she was lost. She had to have that horse.

She didn’t feel very proud of herself, though. All she could hope for
was that Ella and Jake turned out to be a match made in heaven.

So, feeling in need of a change of scene, Mo had headed to
Seaspray and arrived to find her grandmother all at sixes and sevens
because none other than Summer Selfish Penhalligan was upstairs
wallowing in a bubble bath while Jake and Nick were about to race
around South East Cornwall trying to sort out her ridiculous sports
car. The stupid cow had run out of petrol, apparently.

“Are you mad?” Mo hissed as Jake gathered up his car keys and
shrugged on a Helly Hansen jacket. “Let her call the bloody AA; she
can afford it. You don’t have to run around her. She’s not your
problem.”

Jake frowned. “She’s on her own, Mo. She needs a hand.”
“Not from us she doesn’t! It suited Summer Penhalligan to turn her

back on this family once, remember. But now she needs us so we’re
useful again? Grow a backbone Jake, for Christ sakes! Can’t you
see she’s using you?”

Her brother didn’t rise to any of this. If Mo had been given all the
fiery genes from the Tremaine pool, then Jake had been awarded
her share of the placid ones.



“She didn’t ask for help, Mo. I happened to run into her when I was
going to Liskeard. Helping out was my idea. So drop it.” Jake turned
to Nick. “Ready? Got the fuel can?”

Mo decided to appeal to her little brother’s innate sense of bone
idleness if Jake wouldn’t see reason here. “Come on, Nick, don’t be
such a sap. Why should you run around her on your day off?”

Jake answered for their brother. “Because this isn’t his day off.
Eddie Penhalligan won’t let him come back to work after the other
morning’s antics and, if Nick wants to keep his job, he needs to get
back in Eddie’s good books. Isn’t that right, Nick?”

Nick, who was looking sheepish at this reminder of his latest
escapade, nodded.

“What did you do now?” Mo asked, intrigued in spite of her bad
mood. Eddie Penhalligan was regularly threatening to string his crew
up by their bollocks for some offence or other. His rants were what
often passed for entertainment in The Ship during the long winter
nights, with Nick usually bearing the brunt of his ire.

“He turned up for work when he was still drunk,” Jake said bluntly,
and Alice’s hand flew to her mouth in horror.

“Nicky! You didn’t?”
Nick’s lower lip jutted out just like it used to when he was a baby.

Mo knew that lots of women (the stupid ones, in her opinion) found
her brother’s sulky good looks endearing – sexy, even – but
personally she just wanted to slap him. He was a spoilt brat at times.

“You were seriously going to set out to sea when you were
pissed?” she asked incredulously. “Bloody hell, Nick. That’s really
stupid, even for you.”

“I wasn’t pissed. I was just a bit hung-over,” muttered Nick
mutinously. “Big Eddie was just making a fuss. It would have been
fine.”

“It would not,” said his grandmother. “You would have put the lives
of you and your crew in danger. Nick, how can I get it through to
you? Fishing’s dangerous. You need your wits about you.” Alice
looked worried, as well she might. Mo knew that her brother may as
well have his fingers in his ears and be singing la la la, for all the
notice he was taking. He thought he was immortal. It was what made
him both a brilliant skipper and also a very hazardous one.



“The Penhalligan boys were hung-over too. When are you all
going to stop having a go at me?” he complained.

“When you stop risking your life and being a twat, Nick,” Mo told
him.

“That’s rich coming from you,” Nick shot back. “You risk your life
every day jumping horses over stupid fixed fences.”

“That’s totally different! I never ride drunk! I know I need my wits
about me to get my job right,” countered Mo.

They continued in this tit-for-tat vein for several more minutes until
Alice couldn’t bear any more.

“That’s enough! Both of you! I can’t listen to this squabbling for
another second. Nick, you know how we all feel about this. If we
didn’t love you then we wouldn’t worry about you.”

“I’m twenty-two. I can look after myself,” grumbled Nick, sounding
about six.

“So prove it,” Jake suggested drily. “Stay out of the pub on days
when you’re working. Now, are you ready? I’ve got an Audi TT to
rescue.”

“You’re seriously going out in a gale while Lady Muck wallows in
the bath?” Mo couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “No way. I’m
going up there right now to tell her that she can get her skinny butt
out of there and sort her own car.”

“You’ll do no such thing!” Alice’s voice might be quiet but there was
an edge of steel in it that all her grandchildren recognised. Hands on
her hips, she gave Mo a furious look. “Summer is a guest in this
house and as such she’ll be treated with respect. Do I make myself
clear?”

She certainly did. Mo had seen that expression many times over
the past twenty-eight years and she’d never yet been brave enough
or foolish enough to argue with it.

“Where’s all this bitterness come from?” Alice asked, almost to
herself. To Mo she added, “People make mistakes, love. It’s part of
being human. Sometimes decisions that seem good at the time turn
out very differently to how we hope they will. Summer was only
sixteen. She was still a child; you were all children. How about letting
it go and moving on?”



Trying to ignore a nagging little voice that said she now knew
exactly what it felt like to make a huge mistake, Mo snorted and flung
herself onto the battered sofa at the far end of the kitchen. “Well, I
think you’re all being taken for a ride. Move on and forgive her if you
all want to, but I haven’t forgotten how she dumped Jake and
headed off to the city and her big acting career without so much as a
second glance. I haven’t forgotten how she chucked away all those
years we’d been friends, either – and I never will.”

It never ceased to surprise Mo how much it hurt, even after all
these years, that her best friend had turned her back on them all so
easily. She’d cried her heart out over it and seeing how much pain
her big brother had been in had almost destroyed her. Mo thought
that if she lived to be a thousand she would still be able to see the
greenish-white pallor of his skin and the bruises of sleepless nights
beneath his haunted eyes. It was hardly any wonder that when
Summer had written to Jake several weeks later and Mo had
intercepted the letter, she hadn’t felt inclined to pass it on. Instead
she’d picked up the pink envelope addressed to her brother in that
familiar looped handwriting and taken it down to the beach, where
she’d ripped it into a thousand pieces. As the pink confetti had
whirled away on the wind, Mo had sworn that she’d never forget the
heartache that Summer Penhalligan had caused.

“I haven’t forgotten that either,” Jake said quietly. His dark blue
eyes met hers and Mo saw that there was pain there still. He gave
her a tired smile. “But maybe I have forgiven? It was a long time ago.
We’ve all moved on.”

Maybe for Jake this was all in the past, but for Mo that windy July
morning felt like yesterday. Jake had seemed liked a different
person, and eventually he’d packed his bags and gone travelling, on
a six-month trip that had stretched into over a decade. They’d not
had him back long and Mo was determined not to let Summer drive
him away for a second time.

Once the boys had left to collect the Audi, she sipped her tea,
ignoring her grandmother’s gentle arguments for letting go of the
past. Mo was fighting the urge to storm upstairs and have it out with
Summer. Her temper simmered. Wasn’t blood supposed to be
thicker than water? What the hell was wrong with everyone?



The rain was still falling like tears against the windowpanes, and
below the house the sea was boiling. It was like her anger with
Summer, ceaselessly churning and dashing itself against the rocks.
Or is your anger really aimed at yourself, wondered that annoying
quiet voice of conscience, and is finding Summer here just an
excuse to vent it?

Her mobile vibrated and Mo’s heart sank because this was Ella
again, wanting to know where Jake was. God, thought Mo
despairingly, the woman kept tabs on him with such diligence that
she made an Orwellian totalitarian regime look sloppy. She sighed
loudly and slammed the phone down onto the arm of her chair,
deciding to ignore the text for a while. Not that this would stop Ella,
who was bound to fire several more messages until she got a
response. The woman was more persistent than a verruca.

“I take it this bad mood of yours is because of Fernside?” Alice
asked. She was sitting at the table now and flicking through the local
paper.

“Fernside?” To be honest Mo hadn’t given the woods a second’s
thought for quite a few days. Being in cahoots with your brother’s
stalker didn’t really leave a great deal of headspace free.

“Well, I know it can’t be the stables since the St Miltons have
decided to place their eventer with you. That must have made life a
lot easier. It was a very fortunate decision, wasn’t it?” Alice gave Mo
a searching look from over her reading glasses, and Mo felt her face
start to heat up.

“I’m a good horsewoman,” she said, hating the defensive note in
her voice.

Her grandmother nodded. “I’m not disputing that, my love. I’m
pleased for you if you think it’s the right thing. It’s just that you seem
a bit out of sorts lately and since it can’t be to do with the business I
thought it must be because the woods have been sold. There’s a
piece on it in today’s paper.”

“What?” Mo leapt up from the sofa. “Let me see that!”
Her grandmother pushed the paper towards her. “There’s just a

paragraph at the bottom on the fourth page but it definitely says
Fernside has been sold. Apparently there was a private auction held
in Truro. It doesn’t mention him by name, but I suppose that Ashley



Carstairs has got his way after all. He’ll build a drive, of course, and
the woods will have to go. What a shame. I played there as a girl,
you know. We all did.”

While her grandmother reminisced about her childhood Mo
scanned the short article. Alice was right: Fernside woods had been
sold at auction for an undisclosed sum to a London property
company. Mo’s fists clenched in rage. It had to be Cashley. Nobody
else in London would be interested in a small piece of Cornish
woodland. It was worthless to anyone else anyway, since the only
place that the woods led to just happened to be his remotely situated
house.

“Bloody Ashley Carstairs! I take my eye off the ball for just a few
days and look what happens! Well, he isn’t getting away with this.”

“Sweetheart, I think he already has,” Alice pointed out gently.
Getting to her feet, she put her arm around her granddaughter’s
shaking shoulders. “Pick your battles wisely, Morwenna. You can’t
win this one.”

“Want a bet?” Mo wasn’t finished yet. She was so angry with
herself she feared she’d combust. With her thoughts filled with new
horses, the business and Ella’s Jake obsession, Mo had make the
mistake of thinking that Cashley hadn’t been pressing on with his
stupid road project. Of course he had. When nobody from PAG had
shown up at the auction to raise environmental and ecological
objections he must have been rubbing his greasy paws together in
glee.

The fact that Ashley’s hands weren’t greasy in the least, but were
actually brown and strong and with nails like seashells, was one that
Mo chose to overlook. She didn’t want to dwell on that revolting man
at all.

How he must be laughing at her now, especially after their
argument in the pub. I never lose was what he’d told her. Mo’s
temper, already bubbling, began to boil. He never lost, eh? Well,
she’d soon see about that. When she’d told him that she’d chain
herself to the trees or lie down under the diggers she hadn’t been
kidding. Standing at the Tremaine family’s kitchen table Mo swore
there and then that she’d become the next Swampy to save
Fernside, or die in the attempt.



Hmm, knowing Cashley, that was very likely. He’d probably take
great pleasure in crushing her with a JCB. Or, truer to form, he’d pay
one of his henchmen to do the job and save getting his white Musto
sailing jacket dirty.

“Right,” said Mo. “This is war.”
Grabbing her phone and kissing her worried grandmother

goodbye, Mo tore out of the house and stormed through the garden.
It was still raining heavily but she hardly noticed the stinging drops
that whipped against her cheeks or the mean wind that blew them
into her eyes and cruelly spurred white horses across the bay. She
was far too busy planning what she was going to say to Cashley.

Mo hurtled through the garden gate and strode down the narrow
street, her yard boots stomping through puddles and her waxed
riding coat flying behind her like a superhero’s cape. Two more texts
came through from Ella, each more impatient than the last, but Mo
didn’t have time to worry about her. She was starting to think that
Ella might be slightly unhinged. If she wanted to find Jake then she
could brave the weather and walk over to Seaspray, Mo decided.
That would soon show how keen she was!

The rain had emptied the village of visitors. Instead of meandering
through the streets, gazing into windows or munching pasties on the
quayside, they were now squeezed into cafés and pubs, steaming
gently in the fug and causing the windows to weep with
condensation. A few brave souls tried to carry on, but the driving rain
and biting wind soon sent them scurrying into Magic Moon for some
shelter amidst the shop’s twinkling crystals. Depressed seagulls
huddled forlornly on the rooftops, too soggy even to bother
squawking. Tripping boats waited at the bottom of the harbour steps,
on the off chance that somebody might be crazy enough to want a
half -hour tour of Polwenna Bay and the coastline in a heavy
rainstorm. May in Cornwall was as changeable as a moody
teenager, Mo reflected as she crossed the bridge and took the
footpath up to Mariners. Yet like a stroppy adolescent, you still loved
it for what it had been before and what you knew it might become in
the future.

Mariners was at the top of the village, directly across the bay from
Seaspray and, like her family home, only accessible by foot. Today



the rain and the boots of Cashley’s builders had turned the path into
the Somme. Even Mo had to admit that wading through it was a
major pain. Nonetheless, she reminded herself that unlike the
Tremaines, who’d lived in Seaspray practically since dinosaurs
roamed the earth, Cashley had chosen to buy Mariners and had
always known that getting there was a menace. So tough tits if it was
hard to reach and inconvenient.

Ashley’s builders were halfway through building a wall around the
two-acre property, a construction that was mockingly known in the
village as the Great Wall of Cornwall. All he needed was a moat,
some crocodiles and a drawbridge, thought Morwenna wryly, and
he’d be there. Should she expect the boiling oil and hail of arrows
any time soon?

Probably.
Mariners’ wrought-iron gates had a sign cable-tied to them. Private

Property: trespassers will be prosecuted. That wasn’t very friendly.
“So sue me,” Mo muttered as she shoved one of the gates open

and sloshed through the mud. “Knob.”
Inside, the quagmire was so thick from the constant passing of

quad bikes and rigger boots that a path of planks had been laid over
the ground. As she balanced her way across them like a tightrope
walker (if things with Ella went belly up, Mo guessed there was
always Cirque du Soleil), several of the builders called out to her and
waved. That was another problem that PAG had encountered: at
some of the PAG meetings people had voiced the opinion that at
least Cashley’s renovations were providing employment in the
village, whereas the Tremaines had been laying people off for
months. It was a bitter pill to swallow because it was true. Mo had let
Daisy, her groom, go simply because she had no way of paying her
wages – well, not unless the bank suddenly decided to take pony
nuts as legal tender, anyway. Jake hadn’t hired anyone for the
summer season, and Alice had taken to cleaning the holiday
cottages herself to help make ends meet. Times were hard – unless
you were a city banker who’d done well.

“Afternoon, Mo!” called Roger Pollard, one of the local builders.
Even in the rain he and his spotty son, Little Rog, were busy building



the latest section of the wall; no doubt it would give the astronauts
something to look at from the International Space Station.

Mo waved back. “Wall looks good, Roger.” She nodded her head
in the direction of the house. “Is Cashley in?”

“Come back for round two?” grinned Roger. “Ding! Ding! Get in
your corners! Or maybe it’s time for a bit of mud wrestling? Go naked
if you like, maid. We won’t mind.”

She laughed. “You can keep your mud-wrestling fantasy to
yourself, Roger Pollard. I’ve only come to have a chat with him.”

“Shame, that, because he’s in. Maybe another time? Anyway,
better be getting on. This wall won’t build itself.”

Leaving them to their work, Mo picked her way across the planks
to the front door and before she could have second thoughts raised
her fist and thumped on it. The sound was so loud in the muffled
stillness of cloud and drizzle that it made her jump.

“Christ, what are you trying to do, wake the dead?” remarked
Ashley Carstairs when the door swung open. “Jesus, Red, you look
like a drowned rat. Did you swim here? Shall I rub you down? Or
maybe you’d like a bran mash?”

“Very funny. Anyway, I’m not here to talk about me,” Mo snapped.
She stepped inside without being asked, ducking under his arm and
showering the hallway with muddy water. Good. She hoped it stained
the flagstones.

“Come on in. Make yourself at home,” said Ashley, his voice laden
with sarcasm. “I’ll pop the kettle on, shall I?”

Mo didn’t answer. She couldn’t because she was temporarily
shocked into silence by the reality of his renovations. She’d heard all
about them, of course. What Cashley might or might not be up to
had been the subject of village gossip for months. Sometimes he
was knocking it all down to put up something modern, other days he
was building flats. She’d even heard that he wanted to open a pole-
dancing club; worryingly, Issie had been rather excited about this.
Mo usually took village gossip with a shovelful of salt but now she
could see that he really did mean business. The house was little
more than a shell. The floors and ceilings had all been removed,
leaving just one huge echoing void that even on such a gloomy day
was flooded with the sharpest, purest light she could have imagined.



Mo was bathed in it and she wanted to gasp. To her great surprise
she realised that she understood completely what it was that Ashley
was trying to achieve here. The space was incredible and the views
would be breathtaking. The enormous windows created the sense of
being in an art gallery, reminiscent of the Tate over at St Ives, with
the seascape framed in them like an ever-changing masterpiece. It
was going to be stunning and special and wonderful.

And not at all what she’d expected.
Ashley was watching her reaction, a half-smile playing on his lips.

“Do you like it?”
Mo was staggered. She hadn’t anticipated any of this. She’d

visited Mariners in the past and, in spite of its impressive position, it
had been dark and poky inside.

“It’s going to be beautiful in here,” she gasped.
“The mezzanine isn’t up yet, but when it is the place will really

come together. I’ll be able to watch the sea from my bed.” He looked
out across the endlessly shifting scenery. “I always wanted a place
with a view like this and I’ve almost done it, got there before—”

There was an expression on his face that Mo couldn’t read. It was
almost sad, vulnerable even, which was ridiculous. Everyone knew
that Cashley didn’t have feelings.

“Before what?”
The shutters were down instantly.
“Before anyone else,” Ashley said smoothly. “Anyway, I’m glad you

like it. See, I’m not all bad, am I? Maybe you’ve got me all wrong,
Red. So how about that dinner? Or if you like we could skip that, of
course, and just have sex.”

Mo dragged her eyes away from the seascape; the water was
emerald green and wildly laced with doily-like foam.

“I don’t think so, Mr Carstairs. Anyway, the house was fine as it
was.”

Ashley stared at her. Amusement was written all over his haughty
face. “Fine? Who wants to settle for fine when you can have awe-
inspiring? Why be adequate when you can be the best?”

Usually Mo would agree. Being the best was what drove her,
made her confront stomach-lurching fences and risk her neck over
the toughest cross-country courses. Still, loath to agree with Cashley



on anything, she chose not to answer. Morwenna wasn’t here to talk
about his bloody house anyway. She was here to discuss the woods.

“I’ve not come here to chat,” she said.
Ashley raised a dark eyebrow. His fathomless eyes bored into hers

before sweeping her body insolently and returning to her face. Even
though she was wearing a muddy Barbour jacket and her yard boots,
Mo felt her insides tie themselves up and her heart did a weird
fluttery thing beneath her ribcage. There was something about
Ashley Carstairs that made all her certainties vanish like mist in the
sunshine.

“You don’t want to chat? I must admit I thought you’d be more of a
challenge, Mo. I would at least have thought you would hold out for
dinner,” he drawled.

Sarcasm was better. She could deal with that but when he looked
at her as though he was the big bad wolf practically licking his lips
and ready to gobble her up she felt… she felt… Well, to be honest
Mo wasn’t quite sure what she felt. All she did know for sure was that
he was a horrible person and she despised everything he stood for.
He mocked her, he had no principles, he was materialistic – the list
of things she hated about him was endless. High cheekbones,
glossy dark hair and those intense magnetic eyes didn’t negate any
of these, and neither did his razor-sharp mind. He ought to put that
to better use, anyway.

“I’d rather eat hay with my horses than have dinner with you,” she
said icily.

“Sweetheart, there’s better things you and I could do in the hay
than eat it,” he pointed out with a grin that made her feel as though
she’d just stepped into quicksand. “But I’ll leave that to your
imagination.”

Mo would far rather he didn’t, actually. The last thing she needed
imprinted on her mind’s eye was a vision of what Ashley Carstairs
might do to her in the hayloft.

“If you could just be serious for a minute,” she said primly, trying to
blot out imaginings of his body pinning her down beneath the solid
weight of his, as he held her arms above her head and nudged her
legs apart with his knee…



Oh God. This was a nightmare. She wasn’t thinking that. She
really wasn’t! This was his stupid fault for making suggestive
comments.

“Yes?” said Ashley. The mocking grin on his face and the way he
was looking at her made Mo panic for a moment that he might be
able to read her mind.

“I need you to take this seriously,” she said, yanking her thoughts
back from Jilly Cooper land.

“I am very serious, Morwenna. I wasn’t joking when I told you in
the pub that I always get what I want. I don’t like to waste time.”

“That’s why you’ve bought the woods, isn’t it? So you don’t have to
waste time walking from the car to the house?”

“The woods?”
“Fernside. You’ve bought them, haven’t you? At a private

auction?” To her distress Mo felt tears sting her eyes and she blinked
them away furiously; there was no way she was going to give him
the satisfaction of seeing her cry. “Don’t bother to lie, Ashley. I read it
in the papers. There was a private auction in Truro, wasn’t there?”

He nodded. “There certainly was. I’m not going to deny it. Why
would I? Yes, I put a telephone bid in. I told you, that’s where my
drive is going to be placed. I need vehicle access to my home. It’s a
simple financial transaction, Morwenna. I had the money and the
price was right. You could have bid too. There was nothing
underhand about it. I assure you the whole process was entirely
legal.”

Mo didn’t think she’d ever hated anyone quite so much as she
hated Cashley at that moment.

“You know I don’t have the money.”
He shrugged. “And I do, so I’ve bought the woods. That’s life, I’m

afraid. So your point is what exactly?”
Actually, Mo wasn’t sure. She’d been so fired up with indignation

that she hadn’t thought through what she was going to say to him.
The reality was that she didn’t have a leg to stand on – not legally
anyway, although morally it was a very different matter.

“You might have bought Fernside but you’re not going to build your
stupid road,” Mo spat. “Ever. That land has some ancient trees on it,
trees that are part of our heritage.”



“I’ll plant some new ones to make up for it. It’s the circle of life and
all that jazz. Check my website, Mo. My green credentials are on it
somewhere.”

“Like planting a few new trees will make everything all right,” she
said bitterly. “You’re destroying a natural habitat and I swear to God
I’ll do everything I can to stop you. There must be covenants on that
land somewhere and I’ll find them.”

Ashley shrugged. “Well, I won’t hold my breath while I wait for that
to happen. My lawyers have been over the deeds and it’s all totally in
order.”

“Then I’ll arrange a protest. There are loads of villagers who love
the woods. We’ll make a camp and claim squatters’ rights. It’ll take
you years to evict us,” Mo improvised wildly.

He laughed out loud at this and Mo resented him all the more,
because even to her own ears these ideas sounded ridiculous.

“Not if I offer them all a pint and a pasty in The Ship. The trees will
probably be knocked down in the stampede for free booze; it’ll save
the diggers a job and me a fortune. Next brilliant plan?”

She glared at him. “This is all just a big joke to you, isn’t it?”
“I confess that I can’t see what all the fuss is about. It’s only a few

old trees and as far as I’m concerned making a drive here is
progress,” Ashley admitted. “But I’m a reasonable guy, so why don’t
you try and explain it to me? Over dinner?”

He stepped closer and Mo caught a hint of the spicy aftershave he
wore. She would have moved away but her back was against the
door in a way that she would have found metaphorical if her heart
hadn’t distracted her by breakdancing in her chest. He lowered his
head and when he spoke his warm breath against her ear made
Mo’s skin ripple with goosebumps.

“And afterwards maybe you can show me your hay barn,” he
murmured.

Mo shoved her fist down on the door handle as hard as she could
and seconds later was stumbling out onto the step. He was taking
the piss and she hated him.

“That’s right,” she spat, “make fun of it all! Well, laugh as hard as
you like, Ashley Carstairs, but I promise you that there’s nothing
funny about what you’re about to do. I swear to God there’s no way



you’re chopping down Fernside. No way at all. I’ll do anything I can
to stop that from happening.”

Ashley’s expression didn’t so much as flicker. “Anything?”
She glowered at him. “You’d better believe it. Anything.”
And with this parting comment Mo spun on her heel and strode

away, or at least strode as well as she could while balancing on
planks. Ashley watched her go and his lips twitched. When she
tripped in her haste and slithered through the mud he called after
her.

“Anything, hey? I’m going to hold you to that, Morwenna Tremaine!
You’ll be back here before you know it!”

As Mo, face on fire, slammed the gate she heard Roger senior say
to his son, “Things are looking up, boy. Seems like we may see a bit
o’ that mud wrestling after all!”



Chapter 20
Jake was beginning to regret agreeing to partner Ella for the hotel
ball. Apart from knowing in his heart of hearts that he’d said yes to
her for all the wrong reasons, he’d never dreamed that the whole
deal was going to be so time-consuming. Ella was certainly
tenacious and had an attention to detail that was actually rather
unnerving; he guessed this was what made her such a formidable
businesswoman. Still, he’d had no idea that just being her plus-one
would require so much discussion and forward planning. Already
he’d had to coordinate outfits and go through a selection of potential
corsages, all of which looked identical as far as his bloke’s eyes
could see. And now here she was again, this time wanting to discuss
the menu choices.

He really hoped his irritation wasn’t showing. After all, it wasn’t
Ella’s fault that he had zero interest in the entire affair, apart from
what she’d promised to do for Zak and Mo.

And neither was it her fault that all he could think about now was
Summer…

As Ella chattered away about the latest urgent tasks that required
his help, Jake’s thoughts drifted up the stairs, along the corridor and
into the steamy bathroom. Jake had seen more than his fair share of
naked girls but none of them came close to Summer. She was the
most beautiful woman he’d ever known. Even now he still felt shaken
by the strength of his reaction to her. Everything about Summer, from
those striking green eyes to the smoothness of her skin to the
fullness of her lips, made him ache with longing. Was it a physical
longing? Jake couldn’t deny it: he wanted her more than he’d ever
wanted anyone, but there was more to his whirling emotions than
just wanting to make love to her.

Make love? He meant have sex with her. That was what he meant.
Sex, not love. God, the strain of everything must be starting to get to
him.

“Don’t you think, Jake?” asked Ella.
Jake ripped his thoughts away from the gorgeous naked woman

who right now was probably just stepping out of the bath several



floors above him. He had no idea what Ella was asking him and he
couldn’t tell from looking at her. She could be requesting his opinion
on anything from the colour of the loo roll at the ball to the state of
the global economy.

Luckily for Jake his grandmother, who could see his thoughts were
several flights of stairs away, took pity on him.

“Ella, I don’t think Jake would mind either way. He likes beef and
he likes salmon, so you can decide for him. Isn’t that right, Jake?”

“Yes, absolutely.” Relieved to be rescued, Jake was more than
happy to agree. “Either will be perfect.”

Ella dimpled at him. “I’ll put you down for salmon then. Omega-
three is really good for you and there’s less fat in it too. We need to
think about your cholesterol.”

Christ. She was even scrutinising his diet now! The sooner this
ball was over the better.

“I’ll have the beef,” said Nick, socked feet up at the table and beer
in hand. “The more cholesterol the better for me.”

“There aren’t any places left for you, I’m afraid.” Ella didn’t look up
from tapping notes into her phone. Why she couldn’t have just sent
him a text was beyond Jake. “The ball wouldn’t really be your thing
anyway.”

“Because I’m a smelly fisherman, you mean?” Nick said. He
swigged the last of his beer and waggled his eyebrows sarcastically.
“Afraid I’ll come in my smock, covered in mackerel scales, and lower
the tone?”

This was exactly what Ella thought and they all knew it. Places at
the St Milton summer ball were strictly by invitation only and every
year a strange kind of social apartheid seemed to be in operation.
Celebrities, politicians and millionaire business owners all received a
thick cream envelope in the post. Shopkeepers and trawler men
weren’t quite so lucky. As a humble marine mechanic Jake didn’t
usually make the grade either. It had never bothered him and now he
knew why.

“No disrespect, Nick,” Ella said coolly, “but pints of Stella and pork
scratchings don’t tend to be served at the hotel. You’d be happier
with your friends in The Ship.”

Nick grabbed a handful of his blond fringe and gave it a tug.



“Yes, my lady. Thank you, my lady. I know my place,” he said in a
thick West Country accent. “I’ll just toil in the field with the other
serfs.”

“You’re being ridiculous,” Ella snapped. She didn’t like being
teased, Jake noticed, or being disagreed with in any way. She was
the sort of woman that a man could only shut up by being in charge
in every way and, being an easy-going guy, Jake knew that she
wasn’t for him. He wanted someone he could just be himself with,
someone with whom he never needed to fight. A marriage of true
minds, as Shakespeare had put it.

Once this ball was over he was really going to have to spell it out
to Ella that nothing further was going to happen between them.

While Ella tapped at her phone, simultaneously firing questions at
him about food and managing to glower at Nick, Jake did his very
best to make all the right noises and to look pleased to see her. Any
other man in his right mind would indeed be thrilled to see Ella St
Milton, who today was looking sexy in a tight dress that practically
screamed about just how full her boobs were and how taut and
toned her stomach was. It wasn’t the usual choice of clothing for a
resident of Polwenna Bay, that was for certain. Jeans and hoodies
tended to be the norm here, plus a pair of stout boots for all the
trudging up and down hills. Even Nick’s jaw was all but resting on the
kitchen table – and Alice’s stunned expression would have been
comical if Jake hadn’t felt at bit like a lion that’d been cornered by a
particularly clever big-game hunter.

He sat next to Ella, feeling smothered by the sickly sweet scent
she always wore, and doing his best to pay attention to the very
detailed seating plan she was now explaining. Yet Jake couldn’t help
it; his thoughts were drifting upstairs again. This time, though, the
bruises blooming on Summer’s soft skin were utmost in his mind’s
eye and he saw again that jagged silver scar snaking across her
shoulder. His fists clenched in fury. Someone had hurt her and this
filled Jake with a murderous rage. If he saw that person, and he had
a good idea who it was, he would kill them. The strength of his
emotion took his breath away; it both terrified and thrilled him
because it had come from nowhere, as unbidden and as instinctive
as his feelings for Summer had always been. Jake wanted to wrap



her in his arms and press kisses onto her forehead, her eyelids and
her throat. He wanted to promise her that it would never happen
again, tell her that if she would just trust him he would keep her safe
forever.

Forever? Jake’s chest tightened. What the hell was he thinking?
Forever?

Did he still love her? Had the past twelve years, a huge part of
them spent trying to forget her, been worth nothing? She’d only been
back in Polwenna Bay a short while, but already he was finding it
hard to think about anything else.

Was this love?
“Jake! You’re miles away,” Ella was scolding him. “Do try and

concentrate! I have to get this finished today. Now, do we sit with
Richard and Judy at the celebrity table or do you think it’s better if
we’re with the Earl and Countess? I know you’ll love them. He’s
great fun and she’s absolutely beautiful.”

Jake couldn’t have cared less if she seated him next to Punch and
Judy. All he could think about was Summer – and suddenly he
realised that he didn’t want to waste another second away from her.
Before he knew it he was on his feet and heading towards the
bathroom.

“Where are you going?” Ella cried. “We’ve not finished!”
“I’m just checking on Summer. She’s upstairs drying out after

being caught in the rain,” Jake said. Even to him the explanation
sounded odd, and Ella’s neat brows drew together. Turning to Alice,
he added, “She’s been up there for ages. Do you think she’s OK?”

“You don’t need to go anyway, Jake. She’s perfectly fine. I met her
on the lane when I was on my way up,” smiled Ella.

Jake stared at her. “What?”
Ella patted the chair beside her. “We are talking about Summer

Penhalligan, aren’t we? Glamour model? Reality TV star? Engaged
to Justin Anderson, which I guess makes her a WAG? She was just
leaving Seaspray as I was arriving. She said that she’d been
catching up with you, Alice.” She widened her eyes. “Funny, she
didn’t mention anything about drying off though.”

“Summer’s gone?” Jake felt as though he’d taken a sucker punch
in the guts. She’d left without saying goodbye? Run away from him?



Then again, it wouldn’t exactly be the first time she’d done this,
would it?

Ella nodded. “She seemed in a real hurry, something about
wanting to call Justin? I can hardly believe she’s engaged to him,
can you?”

Actually, no, Jake couldn’t. Not after the bruises and the scars he’d
seen.

“We had a lovely chat,” Ella carried on, apparently oblivious that
with every word she spoke Jake took another blow to his heart. “She
even said that she and Justin would do their best to come to the ball!
Wouldn’t that be amazing! Justin Anderson is a real A-lister. I read
somewhere that he’s the new David Beckham. Having him attend
would really make the headlines. You can’t buy publicity like that.”

Jake could hardly believe his ears. Summer was going back to
Justin? It was true that she hadn’t explicitly told him that her injuries
were because of Justin; she’d merely given Jake the story about
falling against the kitchen island, which he’d swiftly interpreted as
she was shoved against the kitchen island. But the fact that she’d
fled to Cornwall without any money or solid plans spoke volumes.
She couldn’t possibly want to go back to him. Something was very
wrong.

“I need to see her,” he said.
“If you’re worried about her car keys, I’ll give them to Eddie,”

offered Nick. “I said I’d meet him in the pub later. Just for a half,
before you start, OK? I’m not going on the beer again, I promise!”

Jake was torn. He wanted nothing more than to chase after
Summer, pull her into his arms and keep her safe – but didn’t that
make him as controlling as Justin? Summer had walked away from
him twice now. She had made her feelings clear. Yet he was sure
that there had been something between them earlier. He’d felt it, he
knew he had: that unmistakable pull of mutual sympathy and the
crackle of sexual attraction. Something was holding her back, he just
knew it. She was keeping secrets from him and those secrets were
making her run.

“We can finish this later if you like?” Ella offered. “Dinner at mine?”
Alice stepped in. “I think now is a great time, dear. I’ll make some

more tea in a moment if you’d fill the kettle and wash the mugs?”



Ella looked a bit shocked at the idea of washing up but Alice had a
way of voicing her orders as polite requests, so she just nodded her
blonde head meekly and rose to collect the dirty cups.

“Nick, you can take those car keys to Eddie now, then there’s no
need to go to the pub later and you won’t be tempted to have a
drink,” Alice continued. “And Jake, before you get back to the seating
plans I need you to help me reach something in the pantry.”

This wasn’t a request either. Jake followed his grandmother out of
the kitchen and along the narrow passageway that led to the
northern and cooler side of the house, a place where Alice fought a
constant battle against black mould and where the walls crumbled at
the slightest touch, as though they were made of chalk. There was a
pantry here, a small and chilly room with a window that for some
long-forgotten reason was covered in chicken wire as well as a blind.
The room wasn’t really used very much, since Jake had treated the
family to a huge American-style fridge, so he was at a loss as to
what his grandmother might need.

“Nothing,” was Alice’s reply when he asked her. Her lined face was
tired and worried and she reached out and touched his cheek
tenderly. Her fingertips were as soft as chamois leather. “But I
wanted to talk to you alone and this was the only place I could think
of. For such a big house it’s pretty difficult to try and get a quiet
space.”

“So we’re hiding in the larder?”
Alice smiled. “Can you think of anywhere else, love?”
Actually, Jake couldn’t. His gran was right. The larder was dark

and still, and far enough from the kitchen for them to talk without any
danger of being overheard. A slice of daylight slipped in from
beneath the blind and danced through the wire.

Jake had the strangest feeling that Seaspray was holding its
breath. He knew he was.

“It probably isn’t my place to say this,” Alice began. She shook her
head and sighed. “Oh, who am I trying to kid? It definitely isn’t my
place or even my secret to tell, but I love you Jake and I don’t want
to see you be hurt all over again. I might be old and my eyes aren’t
what they once were, but there are some things I can still see as
clearly as I ever did – and one of them is how you feel about



Summer. No, don’t interrupt me,” she said sharply as Jake began to
protest, “and don’t treat me like a fool. It’s written all over your face.
And if I can already tell because I know you, I promise that it won’t
be very long before everyone else can too.”

Jake shook his head in disbelief. He’d only just admitted his
feelings to himself yet Alice had already guessed them.

“Are you some kind of witch?” he teased.
Alice smiled. “You don’t live this long without learning a few things

about human nature along the way. But, Jake love, please be careful
with Summer. She’s a very troubled young woman and it’s
complicated for her right now.”

“Because Justin hits her?”
His grandmother closed her eyes wearily. “I feared as much when

I saw her face. Poor little Summer. What a mess.”
“So that’s it? That’s what’s worrying you?” Jake shook his head.

“Granny, I’m not scared of Justin Anderson. Any guy who can do that
to a woman isn’t a man at all.”

“No, of course he isn’t,” Alice agreed. Then she took a deep breath
and said the words that turned all Jake’s half-formed hopes and
dreams to dust.

“But he is the father of her baby.”
Jake stared at her. The flagstones seemed to shift and heave

beneath his feet like the deck of Penhalligan Girl. Summer’s secret,
the way he’d felt that she was holding something from him, the
distant look in those hauntingly beautiful green eyes – suddenly all
these things made perfect sense.

“What?”
“Summer’s pregnant, Jake. She told me earlier on while you were

getting changed and running her a bath. I should imagine that’s why
she’s here. She’s come to see her family. She hasn’t run away, my
love. She really is just having a break.”

Jake’s head spun as the world, a fantasy world that he’d created,
spun on its axis. Summer was going back to Justin. Of course she
was, because she’d never left him in the first place, had she? That
was all in Jake’s imagination, all part of his pathetic hope that
maybe, just maybe, they could start again. He’d only seen what he’d
wanted to see. She’d never told him otherwise, had never given him



the slightest indication that she still had feelings for him. In fact,
she’d been adamant that her life was fine.

Jake was furious with himself for getting close again. He wouldn’t
make that mistake twice.

Summer was lost to him. She was engaged to another man and
she was going to have his child. It was time that Jake forgot her for
good.



Chapter 21
Jules had hoped that the arrival of rain and wind would mean a few
days off from the early morning walks, but no such luck. Danny
Tremaine hadn’t been in the army for nothing and, as he’d pointed
out with a laugh when Jules had timidly mentioned the weather, a bit
of rain and mud hadn’t stopped his men marching twenty miles with
fully laden backpacks. Feeling grateful that she was only walking
three miles over the cliffs, Jules had stopped moaning and put on
her waterproofs.

For somebody with his injuries Danny certainly put her to shame,
Jules had soon decided. Even at his most unfit and with a limp he
still managed to cover the ground far more easily than she did. She
found herself constantly having to sprint to catch him up. Morgan just
zoomed ahead with the sickening energy of childhood, snapping
away like mad with his beloved camera, and probably running twice
the distance as he zigzagged backwards and forwards to show her
and Danny the latest shot.

The early starts were hard going for Jules, who was definitely not
a morning person, but the grim business of dragging herself out of a
warm bed and into the still-dark world was more than compensated
for by the stunning sunrises that turned the sea to molten gold and
the clouds to cotton candy. Another benefit was that her waistbands
soon felt a little looser and she wasn’t puffing nearly as much when
she climbed up the steep lane to the vicarage. All the fresh air had
put colour in her cheeks too; when Jules looked in the mirror (an
activity she usually did her best to avoid), she was pleased to see
that her city pallor had been replaced by a healthy glow. Maybe there
was something in this exercising lark after all? She and Danny had
only been walking together for a short time but already Jules thought
she could see a difference in them both. Then again, where her new
friend was concerned the sparkle in his eyes probably had as much
to do with staying away from the booze as it did with the fresh air.

Today Morgan was with his mother and Jules didn’t have any
morning activities pencilled into her diary, so Danny had chosen a
longer route for them. This time they weren’t taking the cliff path but



instead were leaving Polwenna by means of a very steep back lane
and then following a babbling river through an overgrown and heavily
wooded valley to the next village. The thought of the extra miles
made Jules’s legs ache before they’d even started – but Danny had
promised that there was a hotel at their destination that served the
best bacon rolls ever, and that if she was really tired they could catch
the bus back.

Some people would do anything for money or sex, Jules reflected
as she followed Danny’s broad frame along the footpath, but she
was easily won over by a good bacon sandwich!

“How are you doing?” Danny called over his shoulder. “That last bit
was pretty steep. Legs OK?”

Actually they were. Jules was surprised. “I didn’t really notice how
steep it was,” she admitted. “I was too busy looking at the view.”

Danny smiled. He had a lovely smile; it crinkled the corners of his
eyes and made dimples dance across his cheeks. Jules wished she
saw more of it because, like the sun that was now peeking out from
behind the clouds, it softened everything and made her heart lift.

“That’s because you’re getting fitter,” he told her. “A week ago
you’d have been moaning non-stop.”

“I would not!” Jules said, outraged. Then she thought about it.
“Well, maybe just a bit.”

He raised a questioning eyebrow. “At one point I thought I’d need
to call the crash team!”

“Cheek! OK, I may have moaned now and again but I still did it,
didn’t I?”

Danny nodded. “You certainly did and now look at you. We’ve
done almost seven miles now, and most of it uphill too, and I don’t
think you’ve moaned once. Well done, Private Mathieson!”

Jules saluted. “Sir! Yes, sir!”
“And I think I’m doing pretty well for a cripple,” Danny continued.

“The damp makes my leg ache like hell but I’m getting there.”
“Just as well because I forgot to pack the portable wheelchair,”

Jules said, patting her rucksack. “Never mind, Danny. If it gets too
much I think I could probably carry you over my shoulder. That’s how
much fitter I feel.”



“Oh really?” He raised his eyebrows. “That sounds like a challenge
to me. Maybe I should throw you over my shoulder and see how
much you like it?”

Jules gulped at the idea of Danny Tremaine throwing her over his
shoulder. An image of him carrying her away somewhere quiet
where he kicked the door shut, threw her to the floor, and… and…

Yes. Well, anyway. That was quite enough of that. Jules felt quite
hot and bothered and was relieved that Danny would think this was
from her exertions rather than an imagination that just lately had
been going a bit mad. She really shouldn’t have read the bodice-
ripper that Sheila Keverne had accidentally left behind yesterday
when she’d been brass cleaning. It might have been far more
exciting reading than the Bible study notes Jules was meant to be
ploughing through, but it was wildly inappropriate for a vicar! Now
instead of focusing on St Paul’s epistles, Jules’s brain was full of
images of tall alpha males with rippling biceps and bare chests – all
of whom seemed to morph into Danny Tremaine.

It was all very unsettling. She must make sure she never, ever
read Fifty Shades, not even just to see what her outraged flock were
making all the fuss about!

“You’d give yourself a hernia if you tried to lift a lump like me,”
Jules quipped hastily. “I’m sure you’re lighter than I am anyway, so I’ll
go first.”

Danny frowned. “Why do you always do that?”
“Do what?”
“Put yourself down.”
“Do I?” Jules had never really thought about it before. It was a bit

of a habit with her; make the quip about being fat herself before
anyone else could. She’d been doing it for years, ever since primary
school when Sarah Sutton had pointed out with an evil seven-year-
old’s glee that Jules Mathieson was too big to fit through the Wendy-
house door. Funny, wasn’t it, how even all these years on that
particular memory still had the power to send a hot wave of shame
washing over her.

Danny nodded. “Yes. You do it non-stop and it does you no
favours. Why don’t you give yourself a break? It must he bloody hard
work living with all that negative self-talk.”



Jules shrugged. “Habit, I guess. Anyway, you’re a fine one to go
on about negative talk, aren’t you?”

“Touché! Although, to be fair, I am working on it. I don’t think I’ve
called Tara a bitch for at least two hours. That deserves a
celebration.”

Danny leaned against a tree, pulled a cigarette from his pocket
and, placing it in his mouth, lit it. Catching Jules’s disapproving
expression he rolled his good eye. “Oh, don’t look at me like that,
Rev. It’s one cigarette.”

“Seems a shame to survive Afghanistan and then give yourself
cancer,” Jules said. “Still, up to you I guess.”

The tip of the cigarette glowed crimson as Danny inhaled. “Come
on, Jules. A guy’s got to have one vice.”

“So why not just stick to being a miserable git who wakes people
up too early?” Jules suggested.

“Very funny. Look, I’ve given up the booze, the women and the
self-pity. At least let me have a smoke,” Danny said. “I daren’t light
up at home. Morgan will give me the lowdown on the hideous way I’ll
die and Gran will look so disappointed in me that I’ll need even more
counselling than they say I already do. Everyone has one secret vice
and this is going to be mine.” He blew a couple of perfect smoke
rings and then pinned her with a challenging stare. “So, go on then.
What’s yours?”

“What’s my what?”
“Your secret vice? Or don’t vicars have them? Are you all perfect?”
She laughed at this. “Far from it. Gosh, I don’t know. Eating cake?”
“That’s pathetic and hardly a secret. Come on, spill. Do you long to

throttle Sheila Keverne? Have a penchant for expensive wine?
Secretly fancy the Archbishop of Canterbury?”

No, but I think I might secretly fancy you, thought Jules
despairingly.

Jules wasn’t sure when this crush had started. It had crept up on
her with a stealth that had taken her by surprise. It certainly wasn’t
something that she’d looked for or expected. It wasn’t even
something that she wanted. It had been Jake who’d first caught her
eye, which seemed crazy now that she knew him, and Danny was
the closest thing that Jules had to a friend here in Cornwall.



Being a vicar was a lonely job sometimes. There was God to talk
to, of course, and He was a brilliant listener – but He wasn’t quite so
easy to have lunch with or to buy a coffee for. Jules knew that she
couldn’t grow too close to anyone in the congregation for fear of
being accused of favouring one person over another. Her job held
women friends at bay too; they didn’t feel that they could talk about
their boyfriends or their sex lives in front of a vicar, which meant that
they met without Jules and sooner or later she was excluded from
their gatherings. It hurt but Jules understood, and she had prayed
very hard to try to let go of her resentment and bitterness over it.

Then along came Danny. Difficult, damaged, angry Danny, who
was the antithesis of everything Jules had ever wanted in a
companion. He dragged her out in the worst weather, was
responsible for her blistered feet that now looked like something out
of Alien, and challenged her on everything from her faith to what she
wanted to eat. He was so spiky that he made a cactus seem cuddly,
had a chip on his shoulder the size of Cornwall and was probably the
most infuriating person she’d ever met in her life.

But Danny was a contradiction too. He was a wonderful father –
beyond patient with Morgan, who could be bloody hard work at
times. He bore his physical pain stoically, had a determination that
almost bordered on the obsessive, and possessed not only a sharp
mind that loved to debate politics but also a surprisingly wicked
sense of humour. As they’d walked together over recent mornings,
his anecdotes about his childhood and impressions of various
residents of Polwenna Bay had made Jules laugh so hard that she
hadn’t known what had hurt more – her sore feet or the stitches in
her sides. Danny didn’t care that she was a vicar (he said he’d seen
enough on the battlefield that he couldn’t give a hoot what God
thought of anyone), and with him Jules knew that she could be totally
and utterly herself.

“God, I’m dying to know what it is now!” Danny exclaimed. He
stepped forwards and mimed warming the palm of his hand against
her flushed cheeks. “You should see the expression on your face!
You’ve gone scarlet!”

“Ha very ha,” said Jules. “FYI, I was thinking about carrot cake.”



“Really? And what exactly were you doing with that carrot cake?
Or maybe I shouldn’t ask?”

Now she was having inappropriate thoughts about doing things to
Danny Tremaine with cream cheese frosting, which would have
made her blush even more if that had been possible. To hide her
embarrassment Jules made a big thing about looking at her watch
and needing to be back at the rectory by lunchtime. By the time she
was composed enough to be able to look at him again, Danny was
finishing his cigarette and stubbing it out on the gatepost.

“Last one to the hotel buys the breakfast,” he grinned. “Which is
probably going to be you.”

“My legs are shorter,” Jules complained, but Danny wasn’t sticking
around to hear her excuses and was already striding ahead. Hitching
her rucksack higher onto her shoulders, Jules followed him over a
stile and into another wooded area.

She was being ridiculous, Jules scolded herself as they continued
on their way, laughing and chatting easily. Maybe the Lord had set
this as a test? A way of teaching her about the pangs of unrequited
love – or perhaps to see if, like Job, she could suffer anything and
still praise Him? Or maybe it was nothing to do with God at all but
just her being an idiot. It made no sense that her heart lifted when
she saw Danny’s smile, or that just sitting in silence with him was
more meaningful to her than hours of chatter with anyone else.
When she opened the door in the mornings to see him waiting on the
doorstep she felt as though she’d scooped the lottery. Just spending
time with him gave her the kind of contentment that she’d never
imagined was possible.

It was hopeless, of course. First of all Danny was a married man,
albeit a separated one, and as a vicar – and as a person – Jules had
the utmost respect for that sacrament. Secondly, even if they were
separated now, she knew that Danny was still head over heels in
love with his wife. He talked about her endlessly, even if it was in a
negative way, and all of Jules’s pastoral training told her that Danny’s
level of anger towards Tara was actually a reflection of how much his
true feelings for her were tearing him apart. Just to add to her own
private agony, Jules had cracked late one night and typed Tara
Tremaine into Facebook, then proceeded to torture herself over



pictures of a willowy brunette with the kind of figure that made Rosie
Huntington-Whiteley look like a heifer. Tara looked even more
attractive than Jules had recalled from that eventful night in the pub.
She definitely wasn’t as round as she was short, with disastrous
purple hair and a cake habit. No wonder Dan was heartbroken at
losing her.

So. A crush it was and a crush it would remain. Like a schoolgirl
infatuation with a boy band, Jules knew that it would pass and that
one day she’d look back on it and laugh at herself. She hoped so,
anyway – but until that day she’d keep her feelings to herself. She’d
just have to settle for being lucky enough to spend time with him.

This was the final stretch of their walk, the woods linking Polwenna
Bay with the smaller village of Waterbridge. Ancient trees were
tangled above her head and to the left where the land dropped away
Jules glimpsed the River Wenn sparkling between the branches. The
woods were magical, full of dappled light and deep pools of green
solitude. Unseen eyes watched them as small creatures paused in
the undergrowth before scampering away, while on the far side of
the estuary a lone horse and rider cantered along a track. Jules
wondered whether she might spot a heron today, or maybe even a
kingfisher; at the very least, there were usually oystercatchers
paddling in the shallows.

She sent up a quick prayer of gratitude for the beauty of the world
around her. Moving to Cornwall had been a shock after the pace and
drama of the city, but with every day that passed Jules was falling a
little more in love with her new home and, of course, the people in it.

The bacon roll at The Coach and Horses in Waterbridge was every
bit as good as Danny had promised. By the time their breakfast
arrived (thick slices of local bacon crammed into floury baps almost
the size of Jules’s head), the summer had decided to turn up as well
and the world was bathed in warm sunshine. Taking their food
outside, Danny and Jules sat down at a picnic table to eat.

“Food of the gods,” Danny said happily, squirting ketchup into his
roll and taking a huge bite. Red sauce dripped from the corner of his
mouth and Jules was suddenly filled with a dreadful compulsion to
reach across and lick it off. She looked away hastily and dragged her
thoughts back to other matters.



“God is singular,” she said piously, and Danny laughed.
“It’s too nice a morning to argue over theological issues with you.

‘God’ it is!” He raised his face to the sun; both eyes were now
closed. “This is what it’s all about. Good exercise, good food and
good company. Beats being hung-over and miserable.”

Jules bathed in the glow of his words and then, emboldened by
them, she reached into her bag and drew out the thick cream
envelope that had been hand delivered to the rectory two days
earlier. Inside was an invitation to the St Miltons’ summer ball, a
masked affair with a Versailles theme – whatever that meant. To her
astonishment it was addressed to Jules and a plus-one. Jules had
heard of the ball, of course; it was the talk of the village. But she’d
never expected to be one of the privileged few who were actually
invited. It seemed that being the vicar of Polwenna Bay came with
more than just a dwindling congregation and a draughty rectory. It
also came with social status – a bit like something out of a Jane
Austen novel.

Hmm. Jules really hoped this didn’t make her the twenty-first-
century equivalent of Mr Collins.

She tightened her grip on the envelope, which she’d been carrying
around with her since she’d received it. Surely if Danny thought she
was good company and was having fun hanging out with her then he
wouldn’t mind accompanying her to the ball? It might even do him
good to socialise somewhere other than the pub.

“Bloody hell, those are rarer than hen’s teeth,” whistled Danny
when Jules passed the invitation across the table. “Only Jake, Zak
and Mo have been invited from our lot. Nick’s furious. Says he and
Issie are going to gate-crash.”

Wiping his mouth with a napkin, he took the thick cream card
between his fingers and started to read.

 
Reverend Jules Mathieson (plus one)
You are cordially invited to attend a
Versailles themed Masquerade Ball
at the Polwenna Bay Hotel
to benefit the
Devon and Cornwall Air Ambulance.



Saturday, the first of June,
Six-thirty in the evening.
The Starlight Ballroom,
Polwenna Bay Hotel,
Cornwall.
Formal attire.
 
“What on earth does it mean by ‘Versailles themed’?” Jules

wondered.
“You’ve got to dress like Marie Antoinette, I guess. Big hair, boobs

out, beauty spots and all that, but hopefully without the guillotine!
Sounds like a laugh.”

It did? Fancy dress was Jules’s idea of hell. It was all very well if
you were skinny and gorgeous but not much fun otherwise. Her last
attempt at fancy dress had been as a telly tubby. She’d rocked Tinky
Winky, but somehow Jules didn’t think that a purple onesie would cut
it at the Polwenna Bay Hotel.

“Where on earth can I get an outfit like that?”
“If you’re not Ella St Milton with a huge budget? Or Mo, who’ll

probably just go in jods?”
Jules nodded. She dreaded to imagine what she’d look like in

jodhpurs. There would need to be an awful lot more hill walking first.
Danny passed the invitation back. “Shame it has your name on it.

You could have made a killing touting this. Still, since there’s no way
out we need to make a plan. There’s a really cool fancy-dress shop
in Plymouth that I’ve used before for New Year’s stuff. We could
check it out if you like? You’ll have to drive though – unless you want
to go round in circles, that is!”

He was actually laughing at himself. This was a major step
forward. Encouraged, Jules said quickly, and before she could
chicken out, “I don’t want to go to the ball on my own, Dan. Do you
fancy coming too?”

“As your plus-one?”
“No, as my hat. Of course as my plus-one. Besides, if I have to

look like an idiot then I don’t see why I should do it alone. Are you up
for it?”



Jules held her breath. Suddenly, dressing up as Moll Flanders
didn’t seem nearly as bad if she had Danny there too to make her
laugh.

For a moment he hesitated. “I‘ve been to it before. With Tara.”
Jules could only imagine what he was thinking. He’d have been

glorious in his dress uniform and Tara would have been stunning in
her ballgown. What a beautiful couple they would have made,
dancing beneath the stars and smiling into one another’s eyes. Poor
Danny. The contrast of going now, injured, wifeless and with a fat
vicar, must be painful in the extreme.

“I didn’t mean to bring back any difficult memories,” she said
quickly. “Forget it, Dan. It was a daft idea.”

But Danny was shaking his head. “Tara was a right pain in the
arse. Moaned all night that her shoes hurt. No, it might be fun to
actually go and enjoy myself for once. I can keep Zak in line too,
seeing as he’s headlining. Yeah, why not?”

She stared at him. “You want to go with me? Seriously?”
“Seriously. It’ll be a right laugh. Nothing like a spot of dressing up,”

Danny said cheerfully. There was a twinkle in his eye and he gave
her a smile of such genuine sweetness that Jules’s heart floated up
and away like a balloon. Then Danny pointed at her half-eaten bacon
bap. “If you don’t want that, can I have it?”

Jules pushed the plate across the table. It was the weirdest thing
but her appetite had suddenly vanished. Normally she could have
eaten all of it and had room for seconds. Now, though, her stomach
was filled with thousands of fluttering butterflies. There was no way
she could eat.

Cinder-Jules was going to the ball!



Chapter 22
It was late afternoon on the first Saturday in June and anyone who
was anyone, or at least considered to be so by the St Milton family,
was busy getting themselves ready for the Polwenna Bay Hotel
summer ball. All across the village costumes were being hastily
pulled together. Kursa was flat out styling hair and Patsy’s Pasties
had suffered a big hit in takings as people had tried to diet away their
spare pounds at the eleventh hour. Up at the hotel the staff scuttled
around like busy ants, stringing fairy lights through all the bushes,
looping shabby-chic bunting from the trees and setting out the
gleaming cutlery in the dining room. The helipad was raked and
prepared, the smooth green lawn was good enough for a game of
bowls and inside the hotel every wooden surface was beeswaxed
and buffed to shining perfection. In the kitchen saucepans bubbled
and hissed while chefs yelled and pots were clattered in the race to
be ready in time. Polwenna’s teenagers, always keen to earn some
extra money, had been recruited as waiters, and were now busy
ransacking bedrooms to unearth smart black skirts or trousers before
begging their mothers to iron their shirts.

It was the same every year and, if she was honest, it was an event
that usually passed Mo by. There wasn’t much time for ballgowns
and bling when you spent most of your days mucking out and riding.
Ella had bragged about the ball all the way through school, and lots
of Mo’s friends had been pea green with envy at the thought of being
bought a new prom-style dress by their parents and getting to meet
celebrities. Mo and Summer had found it all very amusing and hadn’t
been jealous in the least: after all, Summer had an innate belief that
one day she would be one of those famous people, whereas Mo was
happier in jodhpurs and only cared about the kind of celebrities that
had four legs.

Well, Summer’s vision of the future had certainly come true, but it
hadn’t seemed to bring her much joy. Mo had only glimpsed her
briefly since the day she now referred to as bath day and had been
shocked by how thin and pale her former best friend had looked.
Summer had been leaving the Penhalligans’ cottage with Susie and



hadn’t noticed Mo sitting on the quay – but Mo had seen her, all
right. She’d been taken aback at the dark circles under Summer’s
eyes and the jutting collarbones. Her heart had lurched as a dreadful
thought had occurred to her: was Summer seriously ill? Was that
why she’d come home and not brought Justin with her?

Mo had tried to ask Alice but her grandmother had remained tight-
lipped, so she’d soon given up. It was easier to prise limpets from
the rocks than it was to get information out of her grandmother if
she’d decided to stay quiet.

As Mo sat at the big mirror in what had once been her mother’s
dressing room at Seaspray, attempting to drag a brush through her
wild red curls, she reflected that Jake had been in a very odd mood
lately too. For the last week or so he’d been foul, snapping at them
all – and staying out late drinking in The Ship, according to Nick, who
spent most of his time there. Issie said it was like Jake and Danny
had swapped personalities, because Dan was far more cheerful
nowadays, whereas every time she spoke to Jake he practically bit
her head off. Even Morgan, who wasn’t usually very good at picking
up on people’s moods, was giving his uncle a wide berth.

Mo narrowed her blue eyes thoughtfully as she looked at herself in
the mirror. She was willing to bet her entire overdraft that Summer
was at the bottom of Jake’s terrible mood. That girl, no matter what
her problems, was nothing but bad news for him – and the sooner
she pushed off back to London, the happier Mo would feel. The
image of those shredded flakes of pink envelope drifting away on the
breeze kept returning, though; last night she had even dreamed of
them. Mo sighed, impatient with herself for dwelling on such things
for so much as a nanosecond. Alice would have said her dreams
were the sign of a guilty conscience but Mo shoved such daft
thoughts firmly aside. She hadn’t done anything wrong by not
passing Summer’s letter on to Jake. Quite the opposite in fact: she’d
been trying to spare him any more pain. There was nothing for her to
feel guilty about.

The woodland, on the other hand, was a whole different issue. Mo
felt dreadful that she’d not acted more quickly where Fernside was
concerned. Not that she would have had the money to buy the



woods herself, but at least she could have drummed up some press
interest or picketed the auction.

It had been a while since her row with Cashley but every moment
was as fresh as though it had only happened minutes earlier. When
she relived his mocking comments and the way his dark eyes had
raked over her body as if she was just another object that he could
buy for his collection, Mo felt close to combusting with rage. The
worst thing of all was that there didn’t seem to be much she could
do, because Ashley was right: the woods were now his, fair and
square.

It looked like she really was going to have to chain herself to the
trees – and alone too, given that none of the other members of PAG
seemed that keen to join in. Even Issie, who was usually up for a
good bit of anarchy, had been doubtful.

“At the end of the day we might not like what he’s going to do, but
he’s totally within his rights to do it because he owns Fernside now,”
Issie had pointed out sadly. “There’s no covenant and no
preservation orders on the trees. He’s even bought outside the
conservation zone. He’s clever – I’ll give him that much, sis – or else
he’s got a good solicitor. There’s nothing technically wrong. PAG
hasn’t got a hope.”

“But the trees are ancient!” Mo had flared. “He can’t cut them
down. He’s a bloody philistine!”

Issie had given her a hug. “He’s an arse, Mo. Fact. But,
unfortunately for us, he’s an arse with the law on his side.”

Well, Mo didn’t give a hoot for the law. Fact. She loved those
woods. When her mum had died she’d spent hours alone there with
no one but the wildlife and the silent trees to see her cry. It was a
special place, a beautiful place, and she’d do everything in her
power to save it.

Losing patience with her hair, Mo shoved in onto the top of her
head and anchored it with a clip. There, that would do. The girl in the
mirror glowered back at her. The last thing Mo felt like doing was
plastering her face with make-up, putting on the ridiculous dress that
Danny, of all people, had fetched from Plymouth, and spending the
evening making small talk with folk who wouldn’t usually give her the
time of day. But the St Miltons had invited her to the ball and, since



they had her by the short and curlies right now, Mo hadn’t dared say
no.

As she attacked her surprised eyelashes with the dregs of some
dried-up mascara, Mo supposed that since she was officially the St
Miltons’ three-day event rider it made sense that she would be
expected to attend. They’d want to be able to show off about their
horse and impress their guests. Not that any of the St Miltons had
shown the slightest bit of interest in their horse since the day The
Bandmaster had been delivered. Nobody had turned up to watch her
put the horse through his paces or, as owners tended to do, give her
a million and one useless tips on how to ride him. They hadn’t even
offered the poor boy so much as a carrot.

Which just proved Mo’s worst suspicions: Ella had thrown the
horse at her purely because she wanted to get close to Jake. Did
that mean that when things didn’t work out she’d take The
Bandmaster back again?

This thought made Mo feel panicky and close to tears. Bandy
hadn’t been with her long but already he’d managed to make his way
into her heart in that sneaky way that animals did. Unlike some
horses, who looked down their thoroughbred noses at Mo most of
the time and only just about managed to acknowledge her when she
was weighed down with a hay net, Bandy already whinnied to her
when she crossed the yard. He also had a habit of shooting across
the paddock like a rocket if he so much as caught sight of Mo. He
was a dream to ride too, with a mouth as soft as a ripe peach and
only needing the slightest of aids to move across the school in his
floating trot. He was careful over coloured poles, and when she’d
taken him into Devon for some cross-country schooling he’d done so
well that a certain high-profile rider had tried to buy him. Bandy was
a once-in-a-lifetime horse and Mo knew with every fibre of her being
that he was the one who could take her all the way to the next
Olympics.

She couldn’t lose that horse. She simply couldn’t. There had to be
a way to persuade Jake that Ella would be a good choice for him.
The only problem was that Mo couldn’t even convince herself of this,
never mind her brother. Ella’s constant texts and demands were
extremely wearing, and although Mo had done her best to further the



other girl’s cause with Jake, nothing seemed to be working.
Whenever Mo had broached the subject he’d almost bitten her head
off. This was so unlike her usually sunny-natured big brother that Mo
was becoming quite worried about him. He wasn’t eating properly –
already his cheekbones seemed even more pronounced than usual
– and the only person with worse shadows under their eyes was
Summer.

The whole thing was a mess. Mo could only hope that Ella would
look so good tonight, and that Jake would have enough to drink, that
the magic would finally happen between them. During her
schooldays Mo had witnessed the consequences when Ella didn’t
get her own way, and nothing Mo had seen of her lately suggested
that her old rival had improved with age. Mo groaned and buried her
face in her hands. If she could only turn back the clock and tell Ella
to stick her horses and her bribes where the sun didn’t shine. She
might well have lost her business and her chance of winning Olympic
gold, but at least she’d still have liked herself. Right now Morwenna
Tremaine was finding it very hard to look in the mirror.

Which was making getting ready for a fancy-dress ball somewhat
difficult.

“Knock! Knock! Get your kit on! I’m coming in!”
The door flew open and in walked Nick. Or at least, she assumed

it was Nick; it was pretty hard to tell underneath the powdered hair
and glittering carnival mask. He was dressed like something out of
the three musketeers, in tight breeches and a flowing green velvet
cloak. The look quite suited him, in fact. There was one problem,
however: Nick hadn’t been invited. Neither had Issie, who’d followed
him in, dressed in an identical outfit and brandishing her plastic
rapier like a demented Zorro.

“Aren’t you ready yet?” Issie looked alarmed. “Hurry up, Mo. Zak
will be here any minute if you want a lift. He’s setting up at six.”

Mo frowned. “I’m sharing a taxi with Jake and Danny and we’re
picking Jules up on the way. What on earth is Zak up to now? I
thought tonight was supposed to be his big chance to meet a record
producer? He’d better not mess that up.”

Lord. She hated the tone of her voice; she sounded such a nag. A
wave of grief for her mother, who would have done a much better job



of keeping the twins in line, hit Mo afresh. The loss still felt as raw as
it had done when she’d sobbed her heart out in the woods all those
years ago.

“He’s sneaking us in. It’s going to be sick,” Nick explained, while
Mo tried to recover from the unexpected tide of emotion that had
almost floored her. “We’ll be in the back of The Tinners’ van with all
the kit and a blanket over us. When Zak sets up we’ll just look like
we’re with the band. Isn’t it genius?”

“No, not really,” said Mo bleakly. Sometimes the twins made her
feel like an old woman. “It’s a high-security event. What if you get
caught?”

“Don’t stress, Mo. Of course we won’t,” said Issie blithely. “And if
we did, so what? They can’t shoot us, can they?”

“I thought you’d be pleased to have some decent company,”
added Nick. “Jake’s had a face like a slapped backside all week and
I can’t imagine you want to hang out with Danny and his vicar.
Amen!”

Issie walloped him with her plastic sword. “Leave it out. Jules is all
right when you get to know her.”

Nick looked doubtful. “Yeah, whatever. At least she can sit on Tara
and squash her flat if she turns up and tries to give Danny a hard
time. It’ll save me a job.”

“Aren’t you supposed to be going to sea tomorrow?” Mo pointed
out.

After his last performance, Nick had been lucky to escape without
Eddie throttling him, never mind be given a second chance to
skipper Penhalligan Girl. It had taken a lot of tactful persuasion by
Jake, grovelling from Nick and calling in of favours by Alice to have
him reinstated. Mo wasn’t sure quite how seriously Nick had taken
the whole escapade. He still seemed to think it had been a huge
overreaction on Eddie’s part, and unfortunately most of the younger
folk in the village agreed with him. Still, in fairness to her little
brother, he seemed to have cut down his drinking and his last fishing
trip had yielded one of Polwenna Bay’s best hauls in months. Seeing
over ten grand’s worth of bass being landed had gone a long way
towards softening Eddie’s heart when it came to his maverick
skipper.



“Chillax, sis. I’ll only have the one; two max,” said Nick. He held up
his fingers and winked. “Scout’s honour.”

“You were never even in the Scouts,” grumbled Mo, hating the fact
that her lips were twitching even though she was trying hard to be
stern. Nick’s charm was like a superhero power – it overcame any
obstacles. “Now push off and let me get dressed in peace. Issie,
could you help me zip up my dress?”

Danny had come up trumps with Mo’s outfit, although she strongly
suspected that the peacock green-and-blue silk dress and the ornate
feathery mask had been selected by Jules rather than her brother.
His friendship with the vicar was a curious one, Mo thought, but it
seemed to be doing him the world of good. Dan was out walking
every day and she’d not seen him with a drink for a while. Best of all,
though, Jules made him laugh, which was saying something. Poor
old Dan hadn’t had a great deal to joke about lately.

“You look great,” Issie told Mo once the dress was zipped up. She
stepped back and admired her sister. “That colour is amazing with
your hair and eyes. You’ll pull for sure!”

Mo, who had no desire whatsoever to pull, grinned. “It feels dead
weird to have a skirt on, though. Thank God it’s only for one night.”

“I’m not sure about the yard boots, mind,” Issie remarked, looking
down at her sister’s feet. The boots were peeking out from under the
hem of Mo’s long dress.

“Well,” reasoned Mo, “since I’d probably break my neck trying to
walk in heels, I reckon this is the more elegant option. Compared to
going arse over tit, anyway.”

“Who knows, maybe you’ll set a trend,” said Issie with a wink.
The two sisters made their way downstairs to the kitchen, where

Morgan was busy cataloguing his latest pictures with painstaking
detail. When he saw his aunts, Morgan insisted on snapping photos
of them too. For a few blissful moments Mo was able to forget all
about Ella and the woods. When a text from Zak sent the twins
hurtling down to the village Mo heaved a sigh of relief that they
hadn’t bumped into Jake first. He’d been so grumpy lately that there
was no way he’d find their plans to gate-crash the party amusing.
Danny wouldn’t have been pleased either. She was equally glad that



Alice had been out at a WI meeting and missed them. The less her
grandmother knew about the twins’ antics the better.

Mo whiled away the next hour or so Googling environmental
protests with Morgan, who was more than happy to tell her lots of
facts about carbon dioxide and global warming. Apparently the new
teacher at Polwenna Primary was into green issues and had been
doing a project with her class, and Morgan was full of it. Mo filed this
titbit of information under L for later on; maybe the teacher would be
able to help her. Mo wasn’t intending to use the children as a human
shield to stop Cashley’s diggers, which was Morgan’s preferred
action plan, but maybe his teacher would have some ideas or know
people who could help.

If Ashley Carstairs thought Morwenna Tremaine was beaten, he
was in for a shock!

“What are you up to?” asked Jake when he and Danny finally
joined them. He raised his eyebrows when he saw what was on the
laptop.

“‘Top ten successful ways to stage a peaceful protest’,” he read.
“What’s going on here, Mo?”

“Nothing,” Mo said quickly, slamming the lid down and giving
Morgan a don’t say a word look.

“Now why don’t I believe that for one second? Are you planning to
chain yourself to a tree and sing we shall not be moved to Ashley?”

It was a plan of sorts, Mo supposed – and, annoyingly, about all
she’d managed to come up with so far. PAG hadn’t been very
inspired though, and the new vicar had quickly vetoed the whole
idea. Maybe Jules was going to suggest that they prayed their way
through it in a peaceful protest? Somehow Mo couldn’t imagine
Cashley taking that very seriously.

“Try not to wind him up too much. He’s our best customer and if he
takes his boat to Fowey we’re in big trouble,” Jake warned her. His
stern look suggested that he meant business but Mo wasn’t
impressed. This was nothing she hadn’t heard before. Everyone else
in Polwenna Bay might be terrified of Cashley and be grovelling and
all but tugging their forelocks to have his business, but Mo wasn’t
going to give him the satisfaction. Besides, you couldn’t put a price
on the woodlands. If she upset Ashley and he pushed off from



Polwenna Bay forever then losing his business was a small price to
pay.

“Mo?” Jake repeated. “Do you hear me? Please don’t wind him
up.”

“Yes, yes.” She flapped her hand at him impatiently. “Don’t panic,
Jake. I’m not going to do anything to upset Cashley.” Yet, she added
silently.

“Now we’ve got that settled, can we get ready to leave?” Danny
wanted to know. He was looking dashing in a scarlet frock coat and
ornate silver mask, which hid his injuries. Momentarily, Mo was
thrown. He looked almost like his old self, the confident and happy
brother she loved so much.

“The taxi driver’s just called,” Danny added. “He’s waiting for us by
the bridge.”

Jake sighed. “We may as well get it over with.”
He hadn’t bothered to dress up Versailles style or even found a

mask. Instead he was wearing a tux and bow tie. His hair was in
loose ringlets to his shoulders and he’d not even shaved, but
somehow the golden stubble made him look even sexier, in a
dishevelled and dangerous way. Although he was her annoying big
brother, Mo thought that it would be hard to find a better-looking guy
at the ball than Jake. He could have walked straight out of an Armani
advert.

No wonder Ella was crazy about him.
“This is supposed to be fun,” Danny reminded his brother as Jake

rummaged in the fridge for a beer and, opening it with a hiss,
proceeded to down the can.

“Fun for whom?” Jake asked wearily. “I tell you, life wasn’t this
complicated in Antigua.”

Mo didn’t think she’d ever seen him look so miserable, not even
when Summer had dumped him all those years ago. There was such
despondency in his eyes that she wondered what on earth had
happened. Was it the business? Or was Ella starting to drive poor
Jake around the twist?

“Look on the bright side, fam. It’s a free party and you’re the plus-
one for the hostess. It’s a dead cert you’ll get lucky,” Dan told him
cheerfully. “I’m the one who looks like the thing from the swamp and



who’s supposed to be the miserable bastard in the family. Step away
from my role! What the hell’s got into you this week, anyway?”

Jake shrugged. “Everything, I guess. The business isn’t doing so
well and Dad’s interfering again with it. He’s down at the office now
and I dread to think what he’s up to. He’s probably remortgaging the
whole lot behind our backs or buying a ticket to Vegas so he can put
it all on red.”

This was nothing new. Jimmy Tremaine had always been hopeless
with money but he had buckets of charm and generally got away
with murder. It was no secret whom Nick took after.

“Dad’s just being Dad,” said Mo. “He won’t change now, Jake.”
“Absolutely. All the more reason to come out and party if Dad’s

being a menace,” agreed Danny. “Come on, the taxi’s waiting and so
is Ella St Milton.”

“Great,” said Jake bleakly. “Just great.”
Mo’s heart was sinking. From the expression on his face and the

way he reached for another beer, Jake was far from being in the
party mood. Even worse, he wasn’t inclined to spend much time with
Ella. He could make all the excuses he liked about the business and
their father but Mo knew the truth: something had happened
between him and Summer, and it was eating him up.

Mo’s fists clenched in the folds of her dress. Why on earth did
Summer Penhalligan have to come back to Polwenna Bay? Nobody
wanted her here. She was spoiling everything and breaking Jake’s
heart all over again.

While the boys fetched their coats Mo flipped open the laptop once
more and headed back to Google. Several clicks of the mouse gave
her exactly what she needed and with tingling fingertips she reached
into her bag for her mobile. This was a long shot; Mo didn’t even
know if anyone answered calls to celebrities’ agents on a Saturday
evening, but there was only one way to find out…

Maybe somebody should tell Justin Anderson to come and fetch
his errant fiancée home?



Chapter 23
Summer had forgotten just how physically exhausting life could be in
Polwenna Bay. As beautiful as the village was, and as romantic as
narrow streets and steep cliffs were in theory, in reality going about
daily life somewhere designed for horses and handcarts was tough.
London, with branches of Waitrose on every corner and parking right
outside the house, had spoilt her, Summer had realised. Here every
task involved the strategic foresight of a grand chess master
because otherwise you soon found yourself walking miles up and
down the steep lanes carrying bags of shopping and then being
forced to retrace your steps because you needed the bank or more
coins for the electricity meter. Nobody needed to go to the gym here;
that was for certain. Trekking half a mile to fetch the car or lugging
the groceries home from the parking spot was a workout in itself.

She’d kept herself busy over the past few days and, although she
was no stranger to hard work, Summer couldn’t remember when
she’d last felt this shattered. Jake had been as good as his word and
filled the Audi up as well as returning it to her parking space, so
she’d been making the most of it: in between driving back to the
bank and picking up groceries, Summer had also visited Patsy,
made an appointment to see Dr Penwarren and bought herself a
pay-as-you-go mobile. These were all small things but to Summer
each was a baby step on the road to claiming her life back.

While in town she’d sneaked into the newsagents to glance at the
tabloids and the celebrity magazines, feeling weak with relief when
there was nothing at all about either her or Justin. His silence made
her uneasy; it normally meant he was building up to something.
Summer didn’t kid herself into believing that he might have washed
his hands of her or accepted that their relationship was over. Justin
didn’t think like that. As far as he’d be concerned, she was his
possession and he’d make certain she came back home one way or
another. He knew how to manipulate her. Sometimes it was tears;
sometimes it was a grand gesture. (The Audi had originally been
filled with red roses and delivered after a heated disagreement. Even
now Summer couldn’t think of red roses without remembering the



equally red bruises on her wrists.) Worst of all, though, was the guilt
when Justin reminded her of just how dreadful his childhood had
been.

“It’s bollocks, Summer,” had been Hattie’s reaction when Summer
had told her about Justin’s mother walking out on him. “I don’t care if
his therapist says that’s given him trust issues. Plenty of men have
had shit mothers. They don’t all take it out on their girlfriends. Stop
trying to make excuses. Justin’s not a victim; he’s just a bastard.”

Summer knew all this and she also knew her friend was right.
She’d just been waiting for the right time to leave. The day had
arrived when the second blue line had appeared. As much as
Summer might have felt that deep down she deserved whatever
Justin literally threw at her, there was more at stake now.

When she felt even braver she would ask Hattie to make an
appointment for her to see a solicitor too. Justin would play nasty, so
she would need to be prepared.

Just as Summer had anticipated, Justin had stopped all her bank
cards – a move that would have left her stranded had it not been for
Hattie, who’d kept her promise and wired money over to Summer’s
secret account. According to her agent, Justin was fuming and
demanding to know where Summer was. Fortunately, with a big
game coming up, his manager had him on a tight leash. Summer
had been with her fiancé long enough to know that he would only
simmer for a while before he exploded. Then, manager’s veto or not,
he’d come looking for her. Hattie had said that he’d accused her of
hiding Summer and had then been through a list of her friends. It
was only a matter of time until he realised that she’d done something
extremely out of character – returned to her estranged family.

After bumping into Ella St Milton, Summer had been almost sick
with fear that Ella would contact Justin’s management to invite him to
the ball. Summer knew that if Ella had the slightest inkling that there
was an issue, she’d love nothing more than a chance to exploit it; the
hair-cutting episode would never be forgotten and it certainly wasn’t
forgiven. Summer could only hope she’d managed to pull off the
performance of a lifetime and had convinced Ella that everything was
fine. Still, it had been a while. Surely if Ella had done something
Summer would have known about it by now?



For the past few days these thoughts had been whirling around
her head like malicious little wasps, every now and then stinging her
with a terror that made her pulse race and caused her to jump at the
slightest noise. Only the exhaustion from walking up and down the
village, her nerves jangling in case somebody spotted her, had
stopped Summer from lying awake at night with her heart thumping
with dread.

It was a Saturday evening now, at the start of June. As she curled
up on the window seat, sipping tea and watching the waves roll onto
the beach, Summer knew that she couldn’t continue hiding away
indefinitely. Her absence was bound to be noticed. Sooner or later
somebody would mention that they’d seen her in the village, and
before she knew it the press would descend. No, at some point she
would have to screw her courage to the sticking place, face Justin
and sort everything out. Right now just the thought of this made her
mouth parch as though somebody had tipped half of the beach into
it. She needed to be strong enough to make sure she was able to
stand her ground and didn’t crumble. There was a better chance of
gaining that strength in Polwenna Bay, where she could listen to the
gulls and spend time with her mother in the family home. Here,
where she was breathing in the thick salty air and had the whispering
waves to soothe her, Summer felt that slowly but surely she was
starting to heal. Just as her bruises and the soreness in her ribs
were fading with every day that passed, so too were the scars inside
that nobody else got to see.

Nobody else, that was, apart from Jake.
Summer sighed and leaned her head against the windowpane.

She’d been trying very hard not to think about Jake since their half-
conversation up at Seaspray. Her life was far too complicated to
involve him any further, Summer told herself sternly, and he’d let her
down so badly in the past that in his own way he was just as much of
a disappointment as Justin. At least, this was what she was trying to
believe – but her heart didn’t seem to want to listen to reason, and
she’d replayed his words over and over again until she was almost
driven insane.

It must be her hormones making her feel this emotional, Summer
decided; this longing for him didn’t make any sense. They’d been



apart for a lifetime, were little more than strangers now. He’d never
brush his lips against hers again, his golden stubble grazing her skin
as his mouth caressed her throat and trailed kisses across her collar
bones, and those arms would never pull her close again to hold her
against his heart. The too-short nights spent talking until the moon
had sailed high and dawn had scratched the sky were just memories
now. She’d never again curl into him in the darkness, wrapping her
arms around his strong torso and burying her face into the nape of
his neck. These were just shadows of another life that had ended a
long time ago, memories that somehow kept slipping through her
mind with a bittersweet insistence. She and Jake were strangers
now and that was all they would ever be. Once she left here she’d
not see him again for a very long time. For all she knew, when she
next returned to see her family he might even be married to Ella...

At this thought a sharp pain stabbed her right below her
breastbone, exactly in the centre of her heart, and she gasped out
loud. Imagining Jake married to another woman hurt more than
anything Justin had ever done. Maybe coming back to Polwenna
Bay hadn’t been such a smart move after all? Although in her mind
time had stood still – the village with its crumpled cottages and
golden horseshoe beach looking exactly as it had the day she’d left –
the reality was that everyone had moved on. Even her gruff father
seemed less worried about his embarrassing daughter than he’d
been before; he hadn’t bothered to give Summer the customary
lecture. In fact, the couple of times she’d seen him, Big Eddie had
been far more concerned about the antics of her brothers. He hadn’t
even remarked on her bruises or made so much as one snide
comment. Susie was glad to see her daughter back at home, though,
and it had been good to catch up with Patsy too. Nevertheless,
Summer knew she didn’t really fit in anymore; she didn’t belong
anywhere.

The celebrity world no longer held any appeal and Summer was
effectively homeless, since there was no way she could return to the
London house. Polwenna held her heart in a way that nowhere else
ever would – but there were too many memories here for comfort,
and being close to Jake was proving surprisingly painful. The bruises
from her final row with Justin were healing far more quickly that the



betrayals and disappointments of twelve years ago. She’d never
really loved Justin, Summer realised with a jolt, but she had loved
Jake Tremaine with every beat of her tender sixteen-year-old heart.

As though her thoughts had conjured him up, Jake was suddenly
outside the window and only inches away, walking past her cottage
and looking breathtakingly handsome in a tuxedo. The evening sun
turned his hair to flame and gilded his tanned skin. Mo, dressed in
shimmering greens and turquoises, was beside him, laughing at
something he’d said, and on his far side was a tall limping figure in a
long curly wig that shielded his face. This had to be Danny, Summer
realised, and her heart went out to him. It was hard to equate the
sunny-natured boy she remembered with the stories her brothers
had told her about a drunken and violent man whose injuries were
truly shocking. Poor, poor Danny. All he’d ever wanted was to be a
soldier. Summer, who’d been equally driven by her own childhood
dream, could understand only too well how the bottom fell out of your
world when the dream crumbled away from underneath you.

She shrank back against the curtains, not wanting the trio outside
to think that she was spying on them. Try as she might, though, she
simply couldn’t look away. The Tremaine siblings still had that magic
which drew the eye and made you long to be with them. It was an
innate confidence, an ease at being within their own skin, that was
so attractive. All the family had that magic, Summer recalled. Patsy
said they got it from their father, and Summer could well imagine
that. Jimmy Tremaine was charming and handsome and great fun,
even if he wasn’t the most effective parent. The Tremaine children
had inherited all of his charisma, although it was tempered by Alice’s
influence – except perhaps in the case of Nick, whom her father was
ready to strangle.

Summer needn’t have worried about being spotted: the trio were
so caught up in their conversation that not one of them glanced her
way. Jake was saying something that made Mo throw back her head
and laugh, and her giggles were so familiar that Summer felt the loss
of her friend all over again. There had once been a time when she
would have been with them too, off on some adventure and joining in
the laughter, the d’Artagnan to their Three Musketeers. Now she was



as much of an outsider as any holidaymaker just visiting for a few
weeks. This wasn’t her place anymore. It was time to move on.

Long after they’d vanished from sight Summer sat on the window
seat staring after them, lost in thought until the sun had slipped
behind the headland and shadows pooled across the path. Down in
the village lights began to shine in cottage windows, and across the
harbour the fairy lights of The Ship threw trembling rubies and
emeralds into the water. This was a safe time of day to wander
through the emptying streets, Summer had learned. The locals were
at home or sinking a few pints in the pub and the holidaymakers had
drifted back up the village to their coaches and cars. If she wanted to
stretch her legs and clear her head for a moment, then now was the
time.

Minutes later her baseball cap was rammed on her head and she
was locking the cottage door behind her before walking down the hill
and into the village. Now that the evening had fallen the shops were
all closed and the seagulls had headed out to the cliffs. Symon
Tremaine’s restaurant was open for business; as Summer passed
by, the aroma of garlic drifted on the breeze, making her mouth
water and filling her mind with images of Paris and romance. She
quickened her pace just in case Symon was about, then headed left
towards the harbour where two trawlers were moored against the
quay, their engines running. Fork-lift trucks buzzed up and down as
the fishermen landed the day’s catch. Penhalligan Girl hadn’t moved
all day, though – which was a bit puzzling, since the weather had
been fair and, judging by the stacks of yellow fish boxes, it looked as
though the catch was good. Maybe they’d saved tide and were going
to go in the small hours instead?

Or had something awful happened to her father? Had Eddie had
another heart attack?

Feeling sick at the very thought of this, Summer turned towards
the row of ripple-patterned stone cottages and soon found herself at
the bottom of the damp and narrow steps that led to the lower door
of her parents’ cottage. The door was never locked; fisherman had a
habit of either returning unexpectedly from sea or staggering home
drunk and without keys, so this had always been the family’s
preferred entrance. As usual an assortment of oilskins and rigger



boots were piled up on the weathered bench beneath the plastic
overhang, and somebody had heaped logs in a leaning tower, like
Pisa’s, against the wall. Summer was just about to step inside when
the door flew open and she was almost flattened by her brothers
charging out of the cottage. At any rate, Summer guessed they were
her brothers. It was difficult to be sure because they were both
dressed up in masks, plumed hats and frock coats. It made a change
from smocks and wellies, she supposed.

“Bloody hell, Summer! You’re right in the way!” cried the first,
narrowly missing a collision with his sister by walloping into the log
pile and causing a wooden avalanche. “Bollocks!”

“Be quiet, you harris! Do you want the old man to hear?” hissed
the other brother. It was hard to tell them apart: they were both over
six feet tall and fairly broad, and both had the dancing green
Penhalligan eyes, so in fancy dress they were more or less
interchangeable. It was only when they slid their masks up to see
where they were going that she was able to determine which was
Bobby and which was Joe.

Both of the boys scrabbled about grabbing logs and piling them
back up in a haphazard fashion, trying to make as little noise as
possible. It would have been comical if not for Summer’s growing
suspicions that they were up to no good.

“What’s going on?” she demanded.
“Nothing,” said Bobby quickly – too quickly for Summer’s liking.

The boys might be in their twenties now but the guilty looks on their
faces were exactly the same as when they’d been kids and caught
truanting or selling Eddie’s copies of Playboy at school in order to
buy fuel for their jet skis.

“Nothing? Really? So you often go out dressed like Louis the
Fourteenth then?”

“Eh? Who’s he?” Joe said.
“A French king, you twat,” Bobby told him scathingly. To his sister

he explained, “We’re going to the St Miltons’ ball and it’s going to be
wicked. There’s loads of free booze and Nick says all the birds will
have their tits out in low-cut frocks.”

“Tits everywhere,” said Joe happily. Not for the first time, Summer
reflected that the lads’-mag culture might have made her fortune but



it hadn’t done much for the intellectual development of the likes of
her brothers.

“How come you two were invited?” she asked, surprised that the
boys had been included. Fishermen weren’t usually at the top of the
St Milton family’s list of desirable guests.

Joe and Bobby laughed and then shushed each other loudly.
“Don’t be daft, Summer. Of course we weren’t invited,” grinned

Bobby. “Zak’s playing and Nick’s persuaded him to smuggle a load of
us in. Issie and some of the others have already gone up. Apparently
it’s a piece of piss to get through security.”

“You’re gate-crashing the ball?” Summer was impressed at their
nerve, although this sort of thing was typical of Nick Tremaine, from
what she could gather of him. She supposed that as their big sister
she ought to disapprove, but part of her liked the idea of Ella’s
snobby gathering being infiltrated by the boys and their friends
glugging all the free Moët and working their way through the
canapés. Then a thought occurred to her. “So why are you sneaking
out? What’s the problem with Dad? He’s no fan of the St Miltons.”

Her brothers exchanged a look.
“You look just like you did when your football smashed Sheila

Keverne’s greenhouse,” Summer told them. “Guilty, in other words.
Come on, out with it. Why can’t Dad find out?”

“Because we’re supposed to be going to sea at four and he’ll
probably have another heart attack if he knows we’re up at the
party,” Bobby confessed. He couldn’t quite look his big sister in the
eye. “He’s got a real bee in his bonnet about everything these days.
Like he never had a few beers before he went out.”

“Don’t look like that; we’re not getting totally pissed,” added Joe,
seeing her concerned expression. “It’s only a couple of drinks and a
few laughs. We’re not going to get bolloxed.”

“Yeah,” nodded Bobby. “We’re not total twats, you know.”
“Are you sure about that?” Summer was beyond exasperated with

her brothers. She shook her head in despair. “What is it with you
two? Don’t you realise just how serious this is? Haven’t you listened
to anything the older fishermen have said?”

“Don’t start nagging,” said Joe.



“Nagging?” Summer could have grabbed her little brother and
shaken him until his eyeballs rattled in his thick and empty skull. “You
think pointing out that you’re taking risks with your lives is nagging?”

Her brothers looked mutinous but Summer didn’t care. They
needed to listen.

“I think I got here just in time,” she said wearily. “Come on, you
two; get back inside.”

Joe crossed his arms and glared at her. “No way. It’s going to be
sick at that party. No way am I missing it.”

“Me neither,” said Bobby.
“Fine. Then I’ll tell Dad, shall I? He can decide whether the boat

goes or not.” Summer knew that there’d already been the mother of
all rows recently over the boys turning up for work hung-over. Maybe
a blast of Eddie Penhalligan’s wrath was what they needed to see
sense.

Joe shrugged. “Fine, tell the old man if you must. Go on, wind him
up – but if it gives him a heart attack then it’ll be your fault. Just
remember that the doctor said another one could be fatal. In the
meantime, sis, we’ve got to meet Zak. Come on, Bobby. Let’s go.”

Summer stared after her brothers, furious with both of them
because they’d well and truly outmanoeuvred her. Whatever decision
she made now, Summer knew she couldn’t win.

She sighed and pushed open the door, calling hello to her parents
and trying to ignore the uneasy churning in the pit of her stomach. All
she could hope was that her brothers were true to their word and
really did have only a couple of drinks. There was no way she could
speak to her father about all this, because he’d fly into a white-hot
rage and go charging after the boys, causing another almighty scene
– hardly what the doctors would recommend for a man with sky-high
blood pressure. Joe was right: it could be fatal.

But then again, so could three hung-over boys on a trawler…



Chapter 24
When the daylight started to bleed away from the sky and twilight
draped its turquoise veil across the countryside, the narrow lanes
leading to the Polwenna Bay Hotel began to fill with more supercars
and Bentleys than all of Park Lane’s showrooms put together as the
great and good of Cornwall made their way to the St Miltons’ ball. By
the time darkness was falling in earnest, the hotel windows blazed
with light and loops of white fairy lights danced in the trees like
fireflies. Excited guests chinked glasses and chattered, their words
popping in the breeze like the bubbles in their champagne.

In a past life, before death duties and the cost of upkeep had
become issues, the Polwenna Bay Hotel had been the country
residence of a wealthy family. As such, it occupied a breathtaking
headland position, from which its floor-to-ceiling windows gazed
across the formal gardens and out to sea. A sweeping gravel drive
wound its way to the hotel, taking a leisurely route through several
acres of grounds and up a gradual incline before circling the building
like a scarf and ending at the foot of a flight of elegant steps leading
to the vast front door. As each vehicle crunched over the immaculate
gravel, valets in white gloves stepped forward to open doors, assist
the passengers as they alighted and magic the cars away to the
parking area. All that remained for the guests to do was air-kiss the
hosts, take their flutes of Moët and drift away to the terrace where
Zak Tremaine was channelling his inner Frank Sinatra by crooning
about flying to the moon and playing among the stars.

Jules certainly felt as though she was no longer on planet Earth.
With a glass clenched tightly in her fist, she leaned against the
balustrade and watched the other guests drift about like gorgeous
butterflies. It was like being on a film set, she thought dreamily; none
of this felt anything like her real life. The sensation that this was all
make-believe was heightened by everyone being dressed in
eighteenth-century clothing, unrecognisable behind an array of
Venetian carnival masks. The music floating on the breeze, the fairy
lights swaying gently, the champagne now fizzing through her
bloodstream – all of these things gave the evening even more of a



magical quality. Jules knew she wasn’t looking like her usual self
either: her sweeping claret velvet gown pulled her stomach in and
gave her a cleavage that Katie Price would envy, and her long silvery
wig and glittery butterfly mask complemented the dress perfectly.

Catching a glimpse of her reflection in one of the shiny windows
Jules felt a little thrill of pride, which she made a mental note to ask
forgiveness for at some point. The costume suited her well; it was far
more feminine and flattering than her usual attire of clerical shirt and
black trousers.

It was just her luck not to have been born in the eighteenth century
when boobs and killer curves were in. Still, vanity was a sin; she
really must be careful.

“Having fun, mate?” Danny asked, chinking his glass of orange
juice against her champagne flute.

Jules nodded, the feathers on her mask bobbing enthusiastically.
The past three hours had been perhaps the most glamorous of her
life. This certainly beat dressing up in a cassock. “It’s great. I can’t
tell who anyone is though, can you? Apart from Jake, of course.”

Danny’s mouth, or rather the uninjured corner of it, turned
upwards. “Yeah, but even if he had dressed up the fact that Ella St
Milton is practically hanging off his neck is a bit of a giveaway.”

“She’s certainly keen,” Jules agreed. Dan wasn’t exaggerating.
From the moment they’d arrived at the hotel, Ella had glued herself
to Jake’s side. Not that Jules blamed her. Jake really was a
gorgeous-looking man – although now that she knew him better,
Jules wasn’t nearly as intimidated by his beauty as she’d once been.

Besides, he didn’t make her sides ache with laughter or drive her
mad with infuriation like Danny did…

“Keen!” Danny was snorting into his orange juice. “That’s
diplomatic, Rev. You must be good at your job. Stalker nut job is how
I’d describe her, even if she is hot.”

“Don’t be mean,” Jules scolded. She glanced across the terrace to
where Ella, dressed in white and with her blonde hair tumbling down
her back in snaky medusa waves all threaded with roses and
ribbons, was holding court while Jake stared out over the inky sea,
looking deep in thought. “She’s beautiful.”



Danny’s good eye, a blue circle behind his mask, narrowed. “You
mean she looks beautiful. Personally, I wouldn’t trust her a single
inch. She’s up to something. Mark my words, there’s something she
wants.”

Goodness, but men could be thick sometimes, Jules thought in
amusement. It was as obvious as the pretty nose on Ella’s face that
it was Jake she wanted. Her body language was all but screaming it.
Jake didn’t seem particularly interested in all the arm touching and
hair tossing but, because he was a gentleman, he was trying to do a
good job of being her partner – even if he looked as though the
experience was on a par with having a root canal.

“That’s his fourth drink just since we’ve been watching,” Danny
observed as they saw Jake take a glass of Moët from a passing
waiter and knock it back. “God knows how many he had before that.
Still, if in doubt get pissed.”

“That’s the worst advice I think I’ve ever heard,” said Jules
disapprovingly. “Just remember, I can’t walk you home if I’m in heels
– and besides, it’ll cost us a fortune if you start smashing glasses
here.”

“Your feet are safe, Rev: I’m doing my best to stay on the wagon.
Besides, a masked ball is perfect for someone like me. Second only
to Halloween,” Dan quipped.

His tone was light but Jules felt the pain underneath the words and
her heart ached for him. His injuries were certainly life changing but
Jules no longer noticed the scarred face or missing arm. To her
these things were just part of him being Danny, as much as his
piercing blue eye colour, the fiery temper and the tinder-dry wit.

She couldn’t say this though – not without sounding as though she
was dolloping out platitudes or, even worse, being patronising.
Fortunately at this point one of the Polwenna teenagers who’d been
hired to hand out canapés came waltzing past with a plate of
miniature bruschetta, and she was able to shut herself up by
cramming several into her mouth.

Unlike Jules, Danny waved the food away. Ever since they’d
arrived he’d been searching the crowds of people and she guessed
he was looking for Tara. In a strange masochistic way she was eager
to catch a glimpse of his wife again too. Although she knew that she



and Dan were only friends and would never be anything more, Jules
was curious to take another look at the woman who’d walked away
from him just when he’d needed her most. It was just part of her
pastoral duty, she told herself. She wasn’t at all bothered by how thin
or how pretty Tara might look in a ballgown.

“There you are! I’ve been looking for you all evening!” Here was
Mo, striding across the terrace looking flushed and rather fed up.
Jules had to smile because under her gorgeous dress Mo was still
wearing her yard boots and thick socks.

“Having fun?” Jules asked.
“I’m bored stiff. How long before we can get out of here?” Mo

grumbled, swiping a drink from a passing waiter and glugging it
thirstily.

“Hours and hours for you yet, missus,” Dan told her. “Anyway,
aren’t you supposed to be talking about nags with all the important
people? You’re here to schmooze your way to the Olympics as I
recall.”

Mo rolled her eyes and tossed her mane of red curls, which had
come unpinned about five minutes after leaving the house. She
looked as highly strung and as ready to bolt as any of her horses.

“That was what Salmonella said I was here for, but I can’t find
anyone who’s remotely interested. Richard and Judy were very
sweet about it but they’re not horsey, and some of the other
celebrities I spoke to were encouraging but not up for sponsoring an
eventer. I tried talking to Ella’s father but he didn’t have a clue what I
was on about. I don’t think he even knows about Bandy – and if he
does then he was far too busy trying to put his hand on my bum to
listen to a word I said,” she sighed, pushing her mask up onto the
crown of her head and rubbing her eyes wearily. “At least Zak’s
having a good time. I really hope there is a record producer here
tonight. If Ella’s fibbed about that as well I’ll murder her.”

Across the terrace, and on a small stage set up at the edge of the
lawn especially for him and his band, Zak Tremaine was crooning
into a microphone while surrounded by a rapt audience. He had a
beautiful voice, Jules thought wistfully, rich and dark like Bourneville
chocolate and so soulful that it made the hairs on the nape of her
neck stand to attention. Add to this the sexy dishevelled looks of a



fallen angel and those compelling Tremaine eyes and there you had
it – the kind of artist that Simon Cowell would trample over One
Direction in order to be the first to sign. The Tremaine family had
some impressive genes, that was for sure.

“The place is full of VIPs,” Jules assured Mo. “I’m sure one of them
would be interested.”

Mo crossed her arms and looked fed up. “I’ll give it a couple more
hours and then I’m out of here. The horses still need feeding and
exercising tomorrow morning. Shall we grab some more drinks and
listen to the band for a bit?”

They made their way across the terrace and down to the lawns
where, with fresh drinks in hand and plates piled high with canapés,
they found a space at one of the white wrought-iron tables. Each
table was topped with a huge glass bowl filled with water in which
bobbed floating candles and white roses. Jules supposed she could
try something similar with the font if she ever felt the urge.

With her foot tapping beneath her long skirts, Jules soon lost
herself in the music. The night grew thicker, a slice of moon smiled
down at them and stars sprinkled the sky as though the St Miltons
had put in an order with the Milky Way. Even the weather was mild
enough to sit outside and enjoy the evening, although the army of
patio heaters that had been lined up with regimental precision
probably helped. Jules sighed contentedly. This was all a
materialistic show, and she was fully aware that she should be in the
world but not of it; nevertheless, there was something truly wonderful
about being here tonight, all dressed up and watching the beautiful
people at play. Tomorrow she would be back to the reality of an
empty church and Sheila Keverne’s complaining, but just for tonight
Jules really did feel like Cinderella.

And Danny, even though he didn’t know it, was her Prince
Charming.

Thankfully, Dan was oblivious to her train of thought as he
watched the brightly dressed guests flitting across the lawn.
Although he was wearing a mask Jules could tell he was frowning.

“Please tell me I’m hallucinating,” he said slowly, pointing at a
group of wigged and masked guests who were dancing with flutes of



champagne in each hand and laughing loudly. “Tell me that isn’t
Nick, pissed out of his head and making a tit of himself?”

Even as Danny was speaking a tall man staggered into one of the
tables, knocking it sideways and sending water and candles slopping
everywhere before ending up lying on the grass and laughing
hysterically in the way that only the totally drunk can. A smaller
figure, dressed identically in tight white breeches and a powdered
wig, pulled him to his feet, giggling and swaying under his weight.
Seconds later they were both back in the huddle of equally merry
young people and out of sight.

“Mo?” Danny turned to his sister, who was affecting sudden
interest in the floating candles. “Is that Nick over there?”

Mo was still peering into the rose bowl, so Danny gave her a prod.
When she looked up, her face was a study in guilt.

“Mo?” said Dan again. “Is that Nick?”
His sister sighed. “Who else? He’s gate-crashed with a load of his

mates.”
“And now he’s on the piss as usual. Of all the bloody idiots!”

Danny’s fist thumped down onto the table. “Zak sneaked him in, I
suppose? And Issie?”

His sister nodded miserably. “I think half the youngsters from the
village were stowed away in the band’s van.”

“Including the Penhalligan brothers, no doubt.” Danny shook his
head despairingly. “Jesus Christ. Were we ever that stupid?”

“Probably,” admitted Mo, “but at least we didn’t work on a trawler.”
“And they’re supposed to be going to sea at four,” Jules said,

horrified. She was recalling an earlier conversation with Alice after
they’d initially been discussing the flower arrangements at St
Wenn’s. Alice, clearly worried, had spoken to Jules at length about
Nick’s latest antics and Big Eddie’s rage. As a general rule,
Birmingham didn’t have many fishing boats so this was all Dutch to
Jules – but even as a newbie she could appreciate the dangers
involved. The sea was an unforgiving environment, as the Bible often
highlighted. That aside, Jules had worked with enough young people
to know that so often the only way they would ever learn for
themselves was the hard one, with each painful lesson taught
through bitter experience. Polwenna Bay might not have the gang



crime or drug problems of the inner city but Jules was learning fast
that life in a fishing village had its own unique brand of danger.

“Why didn’t you stop him?” Danny demanded. His hand was
shaking and orange juice slopped onto the table.

“He’s twenty-two, Dan! What was I supposed to do, send him to
his room without any supper?” Mo jumped to her feet, her red curls
flying. “He promised me that he was only going to have a couple of
drinks.”

“And then a pig flew by,” Danny replied sarcastically. As though
driven by some destructive instinct, his hand reached for Mo’s
champagne glass; it hovered over it for a few seconds, before
returning to the table with a thud of clenched fist. Jules felt relieved.
A drunk and angry Danny was not a good prospect either.

“I’ll kill Zak when I see him next,” Danny promised. “As if Nick and
Issie need any encouragement to be stupid. And the Penhalligan
boys as well? Bloody idiots.”

“Getting angry isn’t going to help, Dan.” Jules put her own drink
down. “Let’s just find Nick and take it from there.”

“Yes, we’d better grab him and get him home – and the
Penhalligan boys as well – before it’s too late and they head off to
sea,” agreed Mo.

Danny squinted into the dancing crowd but there was no sign of
Nick anywhere now. He’d completely melted into the whirling
colours.

“Where the hell is he now?”
“Probably at the bar,” said Mo.
“Let’s split up and see if we can find him,” Jules suggested. It was

scary how easily she slipped into vicar mode when there was a
crisis. “How about I sweep the dining room and the bar? Danny, you
can do the terrace and the ballroom, and that leaves Mo to search
the grounds.”

Her eyes met Mo’s and saw in them unspoken agreement that
Dan shouldn’t be left to wander the uneven gardens and cliffs.

“Fine,” said Danny flatly, and Jules knew from his tone that he’d
seen her and Mo exchange that glance. He’d hate feeling that they
were making allowances for his physical problems and would hate
even more knowing that neither woman wanted him near the cliff



edge when he was in a volatile mood. She felt some of the trust
they’d built up lately slip away, and this was followed by a sensation
like barbed wire tightening around her stomach.

Danny checked his watch. “If there’s no sign of the moron then
we’ll meet back here in half an hour.”

“If either of you finds him, text me,” Mo said, checking inside her
clutch bag that her mobile was on. “And if I find him first then he’ll
need Jules to do the last rites!”

There was a look of such grim determination on Mo’s face that
Jules almost felt sorry for Nick Tremaine. Almost but not quite. This
was supposed to be a fun night out, not a rescue mission.

Walking towards the hotel, it occurred to Jules that she seemed to
be making a bit of a habit of sorting out drunken Tremaine men since
she’d arrived in the village. Was God trying to tell her something
about the evils of drinking too much, Jules wondered as she headed
inside, murmuring apologies as she wove her way through the
guests and cannoned into waiters, or was this part of His plan? If so,
Jules wished she knew what the plan was. Mysterious ways could be
marvellous, of course, but sometimes they were slightly frustrating to
a weak and frail mortal. A For Dummies guide might have helped.

As she crossed the lobby Jules recalled Alice’s anxious
expression and Danny’s stricken face. The deep dark sea stretching
away below the hotel was full of dangers and no place for anyone
who didn’t have their wits about them. Danny would never forgive
himself if anything happened to his brother, and Jules knew that in
turn she would never forgive herself if anything happened to set
Danny back. She had to find Nick.

Jules bit her lip. Her feelings for Danny were more complex than
any theology lectures or confusing doctrine, and she knew she must
put them aside. They were inappropriate and unfair. She had to
focus on being his pastor and his friend; anything else would just
cloud the issue. She felt a sudden stab of longing for her old, safe
life in Birmingham. So much for having a quiet few years in a sleepy
rural parish.

Being the vicar of Polwenna Bay was proving to be much more
complicated than she had ever imagined.



Chapter 25
The hotel’s grounds were deceptively large, stretching from the
headland almost to the sea in a series of beautifully landscaped
terraces, and the further Mo walked from the house the darker the
night became. Now it was the stars that lit her path rather than pools
of lamplight from the hotel, and instead of music the pounding of the
waves beat time and filled her ears with an endless melody of their
own. An owl hooted from the big cedar tree that guarded the top
terrace, and Mo shivered at the lonely sound and the sensation of
being watched by the curious eyes of unseen night-time creatures.

Thank God she was wearing her yard boots, Mo thought as she
crunched along the path. It led to a sharp flight of steps, plunging her
into the blackness of the next terrace. She couldn’t imagine trying to
make her way down here in a pair of heels; she’d probably have
broken her neck in the attempt. With her skirts bunched in her fists
and feeling like something from Poldark, Mo cautiously made her
descent. She was relieved when the land became level again. Now
she remembered why she lived in her jeans or jodhpurs.

There were no fairy lights or lanterns on this lower terrace. Mo
supposed the guests were meant to remain on the smooth lawns of
the upper formal gardens, away from the dangers of steps and
uneven ground. Heaven forbid that an A-lister might trip and seek to
sue the St Miltons. Still, knowing her brother as she did, Mo was
certain that if Nick was in the garden and up to something she would
find him in the very place where he wasn’t supposed to be. If he
wanted to smoke a quiet joint somewhere then he was bound to be
down here. She just hoped that he hadn’t had so much to drink that
he’d passed out somewhere or, even worse, tripped and knocked
himself out. Mo supposed this would save Big Eddie a job, but if Nick
was injured the logistics of getting him back to the house would be
complicated to say the least.

Her eyes had adjusted to the dark now, and as the slither of moon
peeped out from behind a ridge of building there was just enough
silvery light for her to see that there was no sign of anyone. There
was a sundial in the middle of the lawn and there were some low-



lying ornamental hedges, but nowhere that Nick could be hidden
from view. If her brother was outside then he must have climbed
down to one of the terraces below this one. From the few occasions
that Mo had been to the hotel as a child she remembered how
narrow and tricky the climb down was; she didn’t really relish trying it
in the dark and wearing a long skirt.

She paused for a moment, half inclined to turn back and fetch a
torch from someone, when there was a noise from the next terrace.
Was it the footfall of another person, or just a rabbit scampering over
the path?

“Nick!” Mo called. Her voice seemed too loud against the stillness.
“Nick!”

There was no reply but Mo was certain that she wasn’t alone.
There was definitely somebody else out here; she could sense it in
an almost primitive way. Her pulse began to skitter. Her fear was
atavistic and illogical, and Mo was furious with herself for it. She’d
ridden round Badminton, for heaven’s sake. Searching a deserted
Cornish garden was quite literally a walk in the park.

The step to the next level had somehow managed to escape the
St Miltons’ latest round of redesigning and manicuring of the
grounds. This flight of granite steps was worn and furred with moss,
the stone balustrades cracked and crumbling beneath her fingertips
– a far cry from the almost mathematical perfection of the higher
levels. The storms of the last winter had caused parts of the cliff to
plummet into the sea and Mo supposed that in the name of safety
the lower gardens had been closed. What better place for Nick and
his friends to slink away to if they wanted to have a sneaky smoke?

This level was home to the long-neglected fountain, once a
favourite spot for the wealthy owners of the old manor house, but
now just a bowl filled with sludge and guarded by stone cherubs with
sightless blank gazes. Two stone benches, covered with lichen and
weathered by decades of storms, were placed either side. Mo
remembered Alice telling her how, when she’d been courted by Ella’s
grandfather many years ago, they’d spent hours sitting on one of the
benches, holding hands and watching the water play in the sunlight.
Nick was bound to have heard these stories too, and he’d probably
decided to slip away to this spot to be sure of avoiding his older



siblings. Mo felt a little glow of triumph that her brother couldn’t
outsmart her.

Just as she’d suspected, there was someone there: once she was
at the bottom of the treads, Mo made out the silhouette of a tall
figure perched on the edge of the fountain and staring out over the
inky sea. She was just about to call out when the vibration of her
mobile announced the arrival of a text. Mo reached into her clutch
purse and slipped her mobile out, fully expecting a panicked
message from Danny asking if she’d had any luck with her search.

found N in bar - totally wasted. J and I will get him home. Gd luck
with networking!

Mo stared at the screen, stunned because she’d been so certain
that the figure by the fountain was her brother. Now she looked more
closely, though, she could see quite plainly that this man was taller
than Nick by at least a head and not nearly as burly across the
chest. He also held himself with a coiled tension that was at odds
with her brother’s Labrador-like enthusiasm.

The light thrown by her mobile had illuminated her and the hidden
man turned to look at her. The top half of his face was masked, so
Mo couldn’t see his expression fully, but she had the feeling that he
was surprised to see her and more than a little irritated at having his
solitude interrupted.

Who was it? And why on earth would he have wound his way
down to such an isolated spot? There was no tell-tale glow of a
cigarette. He was alone, so she wasn’t interrupting a romantic tryst.
Neither was he checking a BlackBerry or taking a private call. The
eyes behind the mask were pools of blackness and his mouth was
set in a sardonic smile. Mo’s heart twisted into a tight knot; even
though he was in the shadows and wearing a disguise, she knew
exactly who this was, and as they stared at one another
goosebumps rose on her arms.

Not good, Mo, not good. She should turn around and run now if
she knew what was best for her.

“You just can’t stay away from me, can you?” drawled Ashley
Carstairs.

There weren’t many occasions when Morwenna Tremaine was lost
for words, but this was one of them. Of all the sodding bad luck. If



there was anyone on the entire surface of the planet Mo would have
wanted to see less than Cashley, she couldn’t for the life of her think
who it would be. God, fate really seemed to have it in for her lately.
She must ask Alice which fairy her parents had forgotten to invite to
her christening and try to put things right.

“What are you doing, skulking about down here?” she demanded,
crossing her arms and glaring at him.

“Skulking?” The dark eyes glittered, although whether with
annoyance or amusement it was hard to tell. “You really do have the
most interesting perception of situations, Morwenna Tremaine. I
could ask you exactly the same question, couldn’t I? Why are you
skulking about in the gardens and all alone in the dark?”

He stood up and advanced towards her, closing the distance
between them with just a few strides of his long legs. His white
breeches clung to and sculpted the muscular lines of his thighs and
showcased a neat and tight backside. Mo glanced away quickly,
shocked at herself for even looking in the first place. It was the
champagne that was making her head spin and her eyes wander. It
must have been much stronger than she’d realised.

Even though she’d only had a few glasses…
“I’m looking for my brother actually,” said Mo quickly. Her voice

sounded high and squeaky.
“Well, as you can see, he’s not here, whichever one you want. Not

unless he’s hiding under a daisy or something,” Ashley replied. He
took another step forwards and Mo could smell his spicy aftershave.
It made her feel nervous and she only just stopped herself from
stepping back.

Cashley made her feel nervous? What the hell was that all about?
This wasn’t a sensation Mo was used to – or one that she liked.

“I can see that for myself, thanks,” she said through gritted teeth.
Ashley nodded slowly. He was wearing a Venetian-style mask of

gold, from the top of which sprung funeral-black plumes. He was so
close to her now that Mo could feel the draught from the feathers as
his head moved. The dark eyes held hers.

“Well, well, Red, looks like it’s me and you all alone in the dark.
What do you think of that?”



What did she think of being alone with him, in the dark and on the
edge of the cliffs? The quick answer to this was that she was
suddenly more unnerved than she wanted to admit. Oh Lord, she’d
annoyed Ashley for weeks, months even. PAG had thrown obstacles
in his way, blocking his plans for Mariners at every turn and probably
costing him more money in one year than she would ever earn, and
then she’d told him exactly what she thought of him in front of
everyone in The Ship. Men like Ashley were used to everyone
kissing ass. They didn’t take kindly to being defied and challenged.

“What I think is that I’m going back to the hotel,” she told him
haughtily.

“In such a hurry? I’m hurt.” He placed his hand over his heart, but
below his mask his lips twitched upwards. Piss-taking bastard.

“You’ll get over it.” Mo turned on her heel to leave but Ashley
reached out and caught her wrist, spinning her back around to face
him, and she gasped.

“Take your hands off me!”
“What are you scared of?” Ashley asked. Something crackled

between them and Mo attempted to snatch her hands away, trying to
ignore the weird jig that her heart was doing.

“Nothing! And certainly not you! Let me go!”
But Ashley didn’t let go. Instead his grip tightened and he pulled

her towards him. His other arm snaked around her waist and
somehow Mo found that she was held tightly against his chest. He
was even taller than she’d realised and she had to tilt her chin right
up to look at him.

“I don’t believe you; it sounds insane but I know you, Mo, and I
know that you’re absolutely terrified, even though it’s just me and
you here. Or is that the very reason why you’re so scared?”

His words were heavy with a suggestion that Mo didn’t want to
contemplate for so much as a millisecond. In the cold moonlight his
mask shone, bright and eerie, and those dark eyes seemed to see
right through her.

“I’m not afraid of you!” Mo glared at him. He was still holding her
close and she could feel his heart racing against her breasts. Who
was afraid of whom here?



“Even though we’re all alone, Morwenna? Totally alone? How
about that? If I don’t want to let you go, what can you do?”

“I’ll scream,” Mo threatened.
Ashley laughed. “Go right ahead. There’s nobody else about for

miles.” He paused. “In an empty garden nobody can hear you
scream.”

The implied menace in his words made Mo shiver. As always her
first defence was attack and she was pretty sure she could fight him
off. She had five brothers, after all, and had learned early on in her
childhood that some of life’s battles were physical. Symon still had a
Harry Potter style scar on his forehead from the time he’d tried to
wrestle the TV remote from her and change the channel over from
coverage of Hickstead – and she’d once knocked Zak out by
accident.

“And what’s that supposed to mean?” she demanded, her blue
eyes narrowed and her curls bobbing with rage. “Are you going to
bump me off? Drown me in the fountain maybe? You’d like that,
wouldn’t you? There’d be nobody then to stand in your way when
you try to destroy the environment and ruin the village.”

Ashley laughed. It was a deep mocking sound and it did strange
things to the hairs on her forearms.

“Drown you in the fountain? That’s certainly tempting, but no, I
don’t think so. Not this evening anyway.”

“Throw me off the cliff then?” Mo suggested. “Smother me with a
wad of your money?”

He pulled her closer and lowered his head so that this time the
feathers brushed her cheek and she felt his warm breath against her
ear.

“How unimaginative you are, Red. I can think of much better things
to do to you than any of that,” he murmured. “And I know you’re
thinking about them too. I can see it in those gorgeous angry eyes of
yours.”

His hands were on the bare skin of her shoulders now, the
fingertips skimming over her flesh before falling to trace her
collarbones and just stopping above the swell of her breasts. All this
time his intense gaze never left her face.



“It’s a crime that all this is usually hidden under a fleece,” he
remarked huskily. “Christ, you’re a beautiful crosspatch, Morwenna
Tremaine, absolutely beautiful. What am I going to do with you?”

Mo’s heartbeat thudded in her ears like Mr Dandy’s hooves across
the paddock. Something very peculiar was going on. She really
ought to slap him hard and walk away but she was frozen, her
stomach cartwheeling as though she was about to leap the biggest
ever fence, because Ashley was right. She was thinking about what
he could do to her – and none of her wild imaginings involved
murder. Instead, and to her absolute bewilderment, she was thinking
about how much she wanted him to make love to her.

“You could kiss me,” she whispered, shocked at herself but unable
to hold the thought back. It was like having an out-of-body
experience and Mo didn’t think she could have avoided it if she’d
tried.

Ashley’s inky pupils dilated but before he could say another word,
or she was able to stop and think straight, Mo reached up and
wound her fingers into his dark hair, pressing her mouth against his
and gasping as his lips met hers with equal urgency. Their tongues
duelled in passion just as effectively as they did when they argued,
and when Ashley pulled his body against hers there was no finesse
or tenderness, just an all-consuming hunger that matched her own.
One of his legs moved between hers and Mo couldn’t help herself
drawing him even closer, and gasping in pure pleasure because
those tight breeches left nothing to the imagination.

“Is that a hedge fund in your pocket or are you just pleased to see
me?” Mo murmured, tilting her head back as his lips trailed molten
lava kisses over the tender skin of her throat while his thumbs traced
the swell of her nipples through the thin fabric of her gown.

“Stop taking the mickey,” Ashley told her. His teeth nipped at her
earlobe before his mouth moved back to claim hers again, causing
Mo to forget everything except arching closer to feel every delicious
sensation. She was melting, her whole body like Cornish ice cream
left out in the sunshine, throbbing and aching for more. She didn’t
think she’d ever felt so turned on in her entire life, and when he drew
his mouth away from hers and moved his hands back up to her
shoulders it was nothing short of torture.



“For your information, for once I am most definitely pleased to see
you,” Ashley said softly, his eyes still holding hers and his fingertips
tracing shivers all over her body. “I always knew it was going to be
good with you, but I had no idea just how good.”

Something about the way he said this, maybe it was his utter
certainty that this moment had been a foregone conclusion, was
enough to make Mo’s desire-dazed brain whir back into life.

“What do you mean, you always knew?”
Ashley’s lips quirked upwards. “This. You and me. I could feel

there was something from the moment we first met and I knew you
could feel it too. You’ve always wanted this. Why else would you
have gone out of your way to be so difficult? It’s wasted far too much
time.”

Mo stared at him. The passion of seconds earlier that had heated
her blood to volcanic temperatures was starting to cool rapidly,
bubbles of boiling desire popping away just like the bubbles in the
champagne she’d clearly had far too much of earlier on.

“Difficult?” She could hardly believe her ears. “You think I was just
being difficult? You arrogant bastard! I believe in all those principles!”

Ashley sighed. “So touchy, Mo. Maybe ‘difficult’ is the wrong word.
Feisty? Angry? Trying too hard to go against everything I did? I knew
when you came around to my way of thinking that there’d be
fireworks between us. Playing hard to get is always as sexy as hell.”

Mo’s libido did a massive U-turn. This was the sexual equivalent of
a bucket full of iced water.

“You think I was playing hard to get?”
Ashley shrugged. “Call it what you like. I’m useless with words.

Trying too hard to fight your feelings? Not wanting to give in? Using
the woods as a cover when really you were terrified of how you felt?
Come on, Red; don’t look at me like that. There’s no shame in it. You
want me just as much as I want you.”

Mo’s head was spinning. I always get what I want was what
Ashley had said in the pub that night – and it was true, wasn’t it?
Money, houses, planning permission, beautiful woodlands; the list
was endless. What he wanted he would always get. This was just
another move in his twisted game of social chess.

Well, he wasn’t having her!



“I do not want you,” Mo hissed. “Don’t kid yourself. I’ve had too
much to drink and you’ve taken advantage of that.”

Ashley ripped his mask off. His face was almost as unreadable
without it but a raised eyebrow implied that he didn’t believe a word
she was saying. Why should he, Mo realised with despair, when only
moments ago every part of her had longed for him, her body reacting
to his with ferocity and an urgency that appalled her now? She was
hardly able to believe it herself.

“We both know that’s rubbish,” Ashley said with a calm confidence
that made Mo want to scream. “You want me and I certainly want
you.” His gaze roved over her body and suddenly Mo felt far too
aware of the thin and clinging silk of her dress that showed every
swell and curve. His eyes flickered back to hers. “We’re the same,
you and I, Mo. Don’t fight it. Just enjoy it.”

She shook her head. Mo was damned if she’d be Ashley’s latest
conquest. This was just a game to him, and no doubt there was a
queue of identikit skinny blondes, dressed in Musto and thrilled to be
whizzed around the bay on his penis boat and then whisked up to
the hotel for a five-star meal and presumably a five-star shag. He
was messing about with her, that was all, and she’d almost been
caught up in it. Of course she knew that she wasn’t Ashley’s type.
He hated her. This was just another of his devious mind games.

Yet there was a tight knot in her throat because – for a strange few
moments, anyway – she’d felt a genuine connection with him and
part of her had cried out to that with a passion that had completely
taken her aback. Amazed and horrified to find she was so hurt, Mo
glowered up at him.

“We are not the same,” she said so icily that it was a wonder the
garden didn’t frost over. “I actually care about things, whereas you’re
just playing games.”

“That’s not fair,” said Ashley. He glanced down at the impressive
bulge in his breeches and then looked back at her. “From where I’m
standing it feels like you’ve been playing with me. Anyway, this was
your idea as I recall?

There was a glint in his eye as he said this and Mo was livid with
herself.

“I meant about the woods!”



“The bloody woods again?” For a second he looked defeated.
“Look, can we talk about all that later? Start again? Everything I say
has all come out wrong. I can’t think straight when I’m around you.
Come here, Mo. Let’s not waste time.”

“I don’t think so,” said Mo, ignoring the pounding of her blood as
his dark eyes raked her body hungrily. “This was all a big mistake. I
don’t even like you, Ashley.”

Again, his lips curled into that sardonic smile. “Who said anything
about liking me? You don’t have to like me, Mo. Anyway, somebody
once told me that love and hate taste pretty much the same on a
woman’s lips. Shall we see if that’s true?”

“It’s all just a joke to you, isn’t it?” Mo was consumed with a white-
hot rage, although whether this was with Ashley or herself it was
impossible to tell. “The village, Fernside, Mariners, me…” She shook
her head. “I suppose you just kissed me because you thought it
might shut me up about everything that you’ve been up to. It’ll suit
you if I let you just get on with all your crooked deals.”

Ashley looked amused. “The kissing was your suggestion,
actually, but admittedly a bloody good one. And for your information
none of my deals are crooked. You said so yourself; everything with
the woods was above board.”

“There’ll be something dodgy somewhere.”
“Always wanting to believe the worst,” sighed Ashley. “Enough

talking, anyway. Had we but world enough, and time, this chatting,
lady, were no crime.”

He was quoting Marvell? Ashley was certainly full of surprises. For
a second Mo was impressed before she remembered that the poem
was all about telling a woman to get her kit off and to stop wasting
time.

Typical.
“The grave’s a fine and private place, but none, I think, do there

embrace,” he added softly. “Mo, I need to tell you something—”
But Mo didn’t want to hear whatever it was that Ashley wanted to

tell her. She was through with his games.
“Look, I’ve had too much to drink and I know you just wanted to

make some pathetic point,” she said angrily. This was familiar
ground and she started to feel a little more like her usual self. The



person who’d been kissing him and tingling from head to toe at the
slightest touch was a total stranger. Mo never wanted to see her
again. “Well, congratulations, Ashley. I hope you feel really proud of
yourself. You’re not a man. You’re pathetic.”

“Is that what you really think? Strangely it didn’t feel like that a few
minutes ago.” Ashley’s face didn’t so much as flicker with emotion.
God, thought Mo, he really was a heartless bastard.

“Yes,” she told him. “It’s exactly what I think.”
Ashley shrugged. “Well, you protest all you like, Red, but we both

know the truth. You want me more than you’ve ever wanted anyone
and you can’t bear to admit it. Why not just give in and enjoy it?
We’re both adults. Why not live a little? Have some fun?”

He was so infuriating! Mo could have smacked his smug face.
“What kind of inadequate person are you that you get your fun

playing with people’s lives?” she hissed, spinning around on her heel
and marching across the uneven grass, her skirts flying out behind
her and her whole body shaking with a heady cocktail of fury and
frustration. She was angry with Ashley but most of all Mo was furious
with herself because he was right: for a moment there she’d wanted
nothing more than to just give in and enjoy it. Part of her still did.

What the hell was wrong with her?
“Come back, Mo,” he said. “Let me show you just how serious I

am.”
But Mo wasn’t turning back. She didn’t think she could trust herself

if she did.
“Anyway,” she thought she heard him call, although it was hard to

hear his words over the drumming of her heart, “there’s no time left
anymore for playing.”



Chapter 26
It wasn’t the sunlight slicing through the curtains, the loud calling

of the gulls or raging thirst courtesy of far too much free-flowing Moët
that woke Jake the following morning. Instead it was the growing
awareness seeping into his consciousness that he wasn’t alone.
With his eyes closed, he gingerly stretched out his foot and was
jolted well and truly awake when his toes encountered a silky smooth
and unmistakably feminine calf. It took a few moments for his
champagne-saturated brain to adjust before, peeling open his eyes,
Jake saw a sight that would have gladdened the hearts of most red-
blooded males: a stunning and totally naked woman was curled up
against him.

Oh God. He’d broken the dry spell then…
“Morning, handsome,” murmured Ella, nestling against him

sleepily. “That was some night.”
Christ, thought Jake in alarm, it must have been. If only he could

remember it.
“Morning,” he replied, sliding his arm from beneath her and

grimacing at the sudden rush of pins and needles. Something similar
was going on in his brain. Glancing around the room he saw various
items of clothing strewn about like a formal-dress snowstorm. Over
there by the door was his tux flung onto a chaise longue, while
hanging out together rather jauntily on the curtain rail were a lacy bra
and a bow tie. His boxers were hooked on the bedpost. Gradually,
like some sort of Sudoku puzzle, scenes of the previous night started
to fall into sequence.

Ella sat up, pushing her blonde mane back from her face and
yawning widely. The glimpse of her sharp white teeth and vividly red
tongue gave Jake a sudden sensation of déjà vu and in spite of
himself he felt a twinge of lust. Danny was right that Ella was hot,
and last night she’d gone all out to prove just how high that
temperature could go.

“God, I’m exhausted,” she said, leaning across and removing her
panties from the bedside clock so that she could read the time.



“Jesus! It’s only nine a.m., Jake. No wonder I’m tired. We’ve only had
a few hours’ sleep.”

Ella’s eyes might be heavy with yesterday’s mascara but they
glittered triumphantly as she said this. Jake had another groin-
tightening flashback of what those pink lips had been up to not so
long before. Sleeping hadn’t exactly been high on their agenda, as
he recalled…

He hadn’t been in the mood to party and once at the hotel Jake
had swiftly got stuck into the champagne, ignoring the disapproving
looks lobbed in his direction by Mo and Danny and focusing all his
attention on being Ella’s date for the evening. This had proved to be
far less onerous than he’d been expecting. Not only did Ella look
incredibly sexy in her outfit, her gym-honed body and silky blonde
hair drawing the eyes of all the men present like iron filings to a
magnet, but she’d also turned out to be surprisingly good company
too. Granted, she had an acerbic tongue and was as spoilt as hell,
but she’d made him laugh too and that rapier-sharp wit had kept him
on his toes. Any guy would be proud to partner her. The problem
wasn’t Ella, Jake had realised as she’d smiled up at him, angling her
body in order to give him the best possible view of her cleavage.

The problem was him.
While Ella had worked the room, showing an impressive

knowledge of the various businesses of her father’s guests and
being more than able to hold her own as she discussed politics or
industry, Jake couldn’t help but admire her astute mind. Yes, she
was Polwenna Bay’s equivalent of Machiavelli, and he didn’t like
knowing that he’d been played, but she was certainly highly
intelligent. As the evening had worn on, he’d begun to enjoy sparring
with her.

Do I find her attractive? he’d asked himself. The answer, of
course, was that he did. Could they have some fun together? That
was a certainty, given that the air between them crackled with sexual
possibilities. Were they well matched? Since they were both from the
oldest and most established families in the area, this went without
saying. If they’d been characters in a Jane Austen novel their
mamas would have been practically booking the church. On paper it



all looked great, but did Jake actually want it to go any further than
an evening of no-strings fun?

The answer was no. Fun and sexy as Ella was, Jake knew in his
heart of hearts that she wasn’t the one for him.

So no, the problem wasn’t Ella. It was him, Jake had concluded –
or perhaps more accurately, it was the woman who was alone in
Harbour Watch Cottage, a woman whose bruised face and fierce
pride made him want to fold her into his arms, hold her close and
protect her from anyone who dared try to harm her.

He still loved Summer.
While Ella had flirted and chatted and played the part of hostess to

perfection, Jake had worked his way through the champagne and
tried his best not to think about those dark curls, sea-green eyes and
curves softer than a ripe peach. He’d forced himself to listen to Ella
and laugh at her anecdotes. Now and again he’d even found that he
was enjoying himself. But there was no escaping the truth: Ella was
not the woman who still held his heart even after all this time, the
woman who was every bit as out of his reach as the moon rising
above the sea. None of Ella’s high-maintenance beauty, intelligence
or acid-tongued humour came close to Summer’s natural grace and
wit. He’d have done anything to hear her laugh and see that sweet
smile light up her eyes like sunlight shining on the Cornish waves. To
know that he wasn’t going to be the man to do so was ripping him
into pieces.

He’d reached for another flute of champagne, hoping that the
alcohol would soon kick in. There was no hope of him ever being
with Summer. She was having another man’s baby, for God’s sake. It
was time he moved on, and some fun with Ella – who couldn’t have
been giving him clearer signals if she’d dressed up as a traffic light
and turned red, amber and green – was exactly what was needed, or
so he’d thought.

Now, as he was starting to sober up, Jake was wondering just how
wise this decision had been. What had looked like some no-strings
fun at three a.m. suddenly felt very different in the bright morning
light. Judging by the way that Ella was running the tips of her nails
along his forearm and snuggling into him, she was up for a repeat of
the night before. Appealing as this idea was on one level, and as



much as Jake knew that any red-blooded male would think him crazy
to turn her down, there was something deep inside telling him that it
was a bad idea. He didn’t want to be with Ella. Superficially a
relationship with her might seem great, but where it mattered Jake
knew that it was never going to work.

“Ella, don’t.” Gently he caught her hand in his and removed it from
his arm. “This shouldn’t have happened. I wasn’t supposed to come
back with you last night.”

Hurt flickered in her eyes. God, Jake really didn’t like himself some
days. “Shouldn’t? Weren’t supposed to? Says who?”

My conscience, thought Jake. He must have got Zak’s share but in
any case it was a major killjoy.

“This isn’t a good idea,” he said.
Ella’s free hand wandered beneath the duvet, where it took a

leisurely stroll up his thigh and brushed against the part of him that
most definitely wasn’t listening to his brain. “Funny, it feels like a
great idea to me. Come on, Jake, there’s no point fighting it. You
wanted to come back to my room, so let’s not pretend otherwise. I
always knew you’d spend the night here. We both did.”

Jake closed his eyes. “Ella, when a beautiful, sexy woman invites
a single guy back to her hotel room after he’s had a few drinks on
board then it’s a pretty inevitable conclusion he’s going to say yes.”

The hand strayed higher. “And we had a good time, didn’t we?”
“I’m sure it was great,” he told her. “Of course it was. You’re a

gorgeous woman.”
Ella shot him a triumphant smile. “See, I knew that once you gave

me a chance and got to know me, you’d like me.”
“I said you were gorgeous and sexy and beautiful,” said Jake,

catching her other hand and dragging it out from beneath the covers,
where it had been determined to do all it could to distract him. “I
never said I liked you!”

“You didn’t say much at all,” Ella reminded him. “As I remember,
talking wasn’t really on the agenda. Shame you passed out when
you did. It was all looking so promising.” The hand slipped from his
grasp again, strayed lower and found exactly what it was looking for.
In spite of the immense relief of discovering that he’d passed out



before anything else could have taken place, Jake felt himself
harden. Sometimes he was ashamed to be a guy.

“Ella, spending time with you last night was a lot of fun and, yes, I
was pleasantly surprised just how much of a good time we did have.”
It was time to level with her. “Look, we both know I only came to the
party for Mo and Zak’s benefit. I didn’t have any desire to be here –
but you took me by surprise, because when you’re not being pushy,
you’re actually a nice girl.”

“How about that for a backhanded compliment?” said Ella drily.
“Who says romance is dead?”

“But what’s happened between us isn’t romance, is it? You
manipulated a situation and I let you because I was enjoying it.
Nothing’s changed, Ella. You knew that I came here as a single guy
– and I’m leaving as one too.”

“But not so soon, surely?” Ella slid on top of him, her blonde hair
falling over her perky breasts, and ran her hand across his chest. “I
think the least I deserve is a chance to make you dislike me even
less.”

Jake’s hands slid around her slim waist. “You’re really determined,
aren’t you?”

Her lips were against his neck now. “I think we’d be good together.
What’s wrong with that?”

His body didn’t protest but Jake’s brain was yelling at him to push
her aside. She’d stop at nothing to get what she wanted and the
bottom line was that nothing she did could change the way he felt.
He had to stop this now, even if she didn’t seem to think they needed
to. It wasn’t fair otherwise.

“Come on, Jake,” Ella murmured, her teeth nipping the flesh of his
throat and her soft hot tongue making his senses reel. “Just enjoy it.
There’s no point fighting; I always get what I want.”

This determined whisper was the trigger he needed to drag
himself out of this logic-melting sensation of desire and back to
reality. Tightening his arms around Ella, Jake pinned her beneath
him in one swift twist of his strong body. Those dangerous hands
were both held in one of his, and finally he could think clearly enough
to tell her exactly how things were going to be.



“Last night we both got what we wanted, Ella,” he said firmly, “but
this is where it ends. It was a good night and we can still make it a
great morning, but let’s see it for what it is. I’ve never led you to
believe that anything serious was going to happen between us, even
if I did have a much better time with you than I’d expected.”

She stared up at him. “So that’s a good thing, isn’t it? Can’t we see
what happens next?” The pink triangle of tongue licked her lips. “You
never know, Jake, it could be a lot of fun finding out.”

Jake didn’t doubt this for a second. “Ella, I’m tempted as hell but
can’t you see? It would be totally wrong of me to do that. Having a
fun night together is one thing, but my leading you down the garden
path pretending this could go somewhere when I know that it won’t
isn’t fair.”

“You don’t know that it won’t go anywhere,” Ella insisted. “You said
yourself that you like me far more than you ever thought you could.
We’re good together. You fancy me and I fancy you. The sex is
amazing. You don’t know that it couldn’t work out.”

Releasing her hands, Jake rolled onto his side and smiled sadly.
“Of course I fancy you and yes, last night was great – but, Ella, I

do know that this isn’t going further. Last night I saw you as a person
I find sexy and intelligent, and after a few drinks my inhibitions were
gone. It was fun but something deep inside tells me that it isn’t right.
I’d be lying to us both if I pretended we could try to make this into
something it isn’t.”

Ella pushed her hair back from her face and gave him a sharp
look. “Is there somebody else?”

Was there? Jake couldn’t answer that truthfully. He knew that the
woman he wanted heart, body and soul belonged to another man;
Jake could love her with every fibre of his being but she could never
be his. Anything he had left and gave to Ella would just be a poor
shadow of what he felt for Summer, and that wasn’t fair. Ella
deserved better than second best.

“Hopefully there is for both of us.” He’d sidestepped the question
neatly but Jake could tell that Ella wasn’t fooled. Of course she
wasn’t. She was a smart woman. He exhaled slowly. “Let’s not waste
any more of each other’s time and risk missing out on finding those
people one day.”



Ella shook her head. “Don’t give me all that bullshit, Jake. It’s got
nothing to do with missing out on potential soulmates.” She paused
and made sarcastic speech-mark gestures with her fingers around
that word. “It’s Summer Penhalligan, isn’t it?”

Jake stayed silent, which only served to incense Ella. Her hand
lashed out and caught him with a stinging slap on the side of his
face.

“You spent the night with me but it’s her you want! It’s always been
her!” Ella kicked off the covers and leapt out of the bed in a whirlwind
of rage, her hair flying as she snatched up her robe. Jake touched
his cheek gingerly. Gym-fit Ella could pack a punch, that was for
sure. He guessed that somewhere along the line he deserved this.

“There’s nothing happening between Summer and me,” he
assured her, but Ella just laughed.

“But you wish there was, don’t you? God, you’re utterly pathetic.
Summer’s never going to be interested in you, a Cornish spanner
turner! She’s engaged to Justin Anderson, for God’s sake. She’s
probably with him right now and having a right laugh that you’re still
her puppet after all this time!”

Jake didn’t reply as she hissed abuse at him, her words as deadly
as any viper’s sting. He wasn’t going to react, partly because he
knew that he’d hurt Ella badly, however unintentionally, and partly
because she was right: he did love Summer and it was pathetic.
Nevertheless, every ugly word that Ella threw at him confirmed that
his instincts about her had been spot on. Attractive and sexy and
entertaining as Ella was, she was not a person he wanted to spend
the rest of his life with.

Right now the rest of the next five minutes felt far too long.
Jake was hastily gathering his clothes and simultaneously hopping

into his boxers when there was a furious knocking on the door of the
suite.

“If that’s room service then you can fuck off,” shrieked Ella. She
glared at Jake and crossed her arms over her chest. “I’ve lost my
appetite for smoked salmon and scrambled eggs all of a sudden.”

There was another knock, followed by a round of nervous throat-
clearing.



“I’m sorry to disturb you, Miss St Milton, but there’s an urgent
message for Mr Tremaine at reception. His grandmother has asked
that he calls home at once.”

There was no point in Ella trying to deny that Jake was in her
suite; most of the guests at the party had seen them leave together.

“He’s coming,” Ella called back coldly. Jake heard sounds of
acknowledgement from the other side of the door, followed by the
messenger’s shoes shuffling away down the hotel’s carpeted
corridor.

Throwing Jake a look that should have shrivelled him at her feet,
Ella stalked into the bathroom. Moments later the sound of running
water could be heard. Even the gushing faucets sounded angry,
Jake thought. What a mess.

Clad in only his boxers and feeling about sixteen, he dithered for a
moment at the bathroom door, torn between trying to apologise
again and just wanting to get the hell out.

Getting the hell out won.
He was about to step into his trousers when there was another

sharp knock on the door.
“Mr Tremaine, please open up.”
“One minute,” Jake called, pulling on the trousers and raking a

hand through his hair. Then he opened the door, expecting to see
the concierge with an elaborate breakfast that Ella had ordered –
more evidence of her planning ahead and moulding him to her own
agenda. Instead, he was taken aback to see his father standing
beside the hotel manager.

Jake’s heart went into free fall. It was unlikely that Jimmy
Tremaine had decided that now was the perfect time to have a
father-and-son chat. Even if Jimmy’s face hadn’t been porridge grey,
just his being at the hotel told Jake that something was very wrong.

“What’s happened?” he demanded. Fear made his voice harsh.
Jimmy Tremaine gripped the door handle for support. He suddenly

looked every one of his sixty-three years. Even his moustache and
ponytail seemed to be drooping.

“Dad? Tell me what’s happened!” Jake felt like shaking his father.
A hundred horrible possibilities were racing through his mind.



“What’s wrong? Is it Gran?” Oh God, while he’d been wasting time
messing around with Ella had something awful happened to Alice?

His father took a deep breath. He was shaking. As an icy finger of
foreboding traced a path down Jake’s spine, he realised that he’d
never seen his father so upset.

“You need to come home,” Jimmy said quietly. “There’s been a
dreadful accident.” He paused and passed a hand across his face.
When he looked up his eyes were bright with tears. “Oh Christ,
there’s no easy way to tell you this, Jake, but there’s just been a call
from the coastguard. Penhalligan Girl’s gone down.”



Chapter 27
Summer stood at the furthest end of the quay, her hands curled
around the metal handrail as she scanned the horizon, desperately
willing Penhalligan Girl’s small life raft to appear. She wiped her face
with the sleeve of her jumper, unable to distinguish now between her
tears and the sea spray. She wasn’t alone; many villagers had joined
the Penhalligans on the quay in a silent vigil and were now staring
with her out across the endless waters. Like a pet cat that suddenly
lashes out and scratches, the sparkling sea now felt both familiar
and alien to Summer, and she could scarcely grasp what was
happening. The whole scene had a nightmarish sense of unreality,
only there was no hope of waking up from this horror.

The phone call from one of the Polwenna skippers had come only
twenty minutes earlier, but already Summer felt as though that had
been another life altogether, a more innocent one in which she’d
chatted easily with her mother over breakfast while Eddie had sat
grumbling about the low-cholesterol offerings and plotting his later
escape to score a sausage roll from Patsy. During the ordinariness
of that day’s breakfast time, they’d been so blissfully unaware of the
unimaginable horror that lay in wait. Summer might have been
worried sick about what was going to happen with Justin and her
heart might have ached with the loss of any future with Jake, but
now these things seemed unimportant compared with the news that
the trawler and all hands had been lost.

“Tell me his isn’t happening,” Susie said quietly. She glanced down
at her mobile phone just in case some good news had miraculously
appeared, but the screen was stubbornly blank in her trembling
hand. “This has got to be a mistake.”

Summer put her arm around her mother, pulling her tightly against
her side. She knew there was nothing she could say that would offer
the slightest comfort, because this wasn’t a mistake. The coastguard
didn’t make errors about fishing boats sinking and emergency
distress beacons being activated. This was as serious as these
things could ever be, and now they were waiting for a rescue
helicopter to be scrambled as soon as one was available. Every



fishing boat from the Polwenna Bay fleet had abandoned its towing
in order to steam to the last known co-ordinates of Penhalligan Girl.
No mistake had been made, or at least not by anyone who wasn’t on
board Penhalligan Girl.

Of course, Susie knew this just as well as Summer did – and so
did every other resident of the village. All fishing families dreaded a
call like this and prayed that they would never receive one, even
though the churchyard at St Wenn’s was filled with evidence that
such things did happen.

Summer had woken early that morning with the rays of the sun
dancing across the floorboards of her bedroom, and filled with a
resolve to tell her family the truth. Seeing Jake the day before, so
near and yet a million miles away, had been something of a wake-up
call and a vivid reminder that her life was hurtling in a very different
direction. Knowing that the Penhalligans were always up at the crack
of dawn, she’d walked through the newly born morning before letting
herself into the family’s cottage and drinking strong tea with her
parents. Nobody had mentioned anything about the boys being out
the previous night and, since the boat had gone, Summer had
heaved a sigh of relief that she hadn’t stressed her father
unnecessarily. Her relief was short-lived; moments later Eddie’s
mobile had rung and the whole nightmare had begun in earnest.

It had taken both Susie and Summer several minutes to get any
sense out of Eddie. He’d slumped at the kitchen table, the phone
clutched against his chest and with his mouth gaping like something
from his nets. White faced, and after downing a shot of emergency
whiskey from the bottle Susie kept hidden in her knitting basket,
Eddie was eventually able to stutter out the dreadful news. Once
he’d done so, Susie had also needed a drink.

The call had been from one of the other skippers, who’d heard
over the VHF radio that Penhalligan Girl had sent out an emergency
Mayday signal. All vessels in the vicinity had been requested to
change course immediately and head to the area in which the boys
had been going to fish that day. The hope was that they might find
survivors, although the reality was that this was unlikely. For the boat
to have vanished without any of the crew having made a call over
the radio meant that disaster must have struck Penhalligan Girl



incredibly fast. The emergency signal itself didn’t need to be
activated manually, so there was no crumb of comfort in that either.
Summer knew that big waves from a coaster could submerge a boat;
she knew too that when frigates headed straight into the course of
trawlers, the smaller boats were unable to change direction fast
enough because their towing gear was spread miles out behind.
These things had happened in Polwenna Bay before. Then there
were the heartbreaking tales of young men who’d gone to sea alone
and never returned, having been caught in their winding gear or
washed overboard by a freak wave. Everyone had a story to tell and
it was generally taken for granted that fishing was a perilous way to
earn a living. You dealt with this by not thinking too hard about it and
telling yourself that it was just as hazardous to cross the road. You
had to think that way, Summer knew, because otherwise the worry
and the statistics were enough to drive you insane. It was all about
putting safety first every time and never taking risks. The sea was an
unforgiving entity and there was no margin for error. Enough of the
fishermen in the village had missing fingers or tales to tell, to make
everyone aware of the dangers. Everyone, it seemed, except for her
stupid, reckless brothers and bloody Nick Tremaine – who’d all been
determined to party hard no matter what the risks.

Now, standing on the quay while her mother choked out gasping
sobs, Summer felt close to hysteria herself. She might not have been
in the wheelhouse but she was every bit as responsible for this
disaster as her brothers. If only she’d said something to her father
rather than hoping that Bobby and Joe would be sensible and only
have a few beers. Eddie would have been furious, erupting so
violently that he’d certainly have risked his heart, but that now looked
like the lesser evil compared with this far greater one. If only she’d
spoken out then, he would have stopped the boys from going to sea.

It was her fault. Yet again she’d brought nothing but misery to the
people she loved.

“Summer Penhalligan? Susie?” A small plump woman with the
kindest eyes Summer had ever seen and a crazy mop of purple hair
joined them. Although she was wearing jeans and a Quiksilver
hoody, the dog collar peeking out gave away her identity and a cold
claw scraped Summer’s heart. If the vicar was here then it could only



mean that bad news was expected – or maybe had already reached
the village.

The woman held out her hand. “I’m Jules Mathieson.”
“The vicar,” Susie whispered. She grasped the outstretched hand,

clutching it as though it was a life raft, and her eyes filled with tears
that spilled onto her cheeks. “Are you praying for us, Vicar?”

Jules took Susie’s hands in her own. “Mrs Penhalligan, I’ve been
praying for your boys from the second I heard the news and I’ll carry
on praying until they come home, but I’m not strictly here on church
business. I’m a friend of Danny Tremaine and last night we had to
carry his brother Nick home from the party up at the hotel.”

Susie stared at her. “Nick? Our skipper, Nick?”
“I’m afraid so. He went to the St Miltons’ ball last night and had far

too much to drink. From what I can gather quite a few of the
youngsters gate-crashed the party.”

“And my boys were there too, weren’t they?”
The vicar sighed and was about to speak when Susie interrupted.
“It’s all right, Vicar; you don’t need to tell me that. I know they

were. If there’s a party then Bobby and Joe will be the first ones
there. But to take the boat out when they’ve been up all night
drinking?” Susie looked utterly defeated. “They know that’s asking
for trouble.”

Summer couldn’t keep the truth in for a second longer. “This is all
my fault! Mum, I knew they were going up to the hotel – I caught
them sneaking out – but I didn’t say anything because I was scared
that Dad would upset himself. Nothing I said was going to change
their minds.” Her vision blurred, the sea shimmering dangerously. “If
I’d said something then they’d be safe.”

“You need to know something,” said Jules. She was still holding
Susie’s hands and amid the swelling despair she was a calming
presence. “Nick didn’t go to sea this morning – as far as I know he’s
still unconscious up at Seaspray – but Danny and I did see your
boys last night, because they helped us carry Nick to a cab, and I
can promise you that neither of them was drunk. In fact they shared
the taxi back down to the village with us. Bobby was furious with
Nick because it would leave them short-handed, but your son
certainly wasn’t drunk. He said that he’d only had a couple of beers.”



“And do you believe that?” Summer desperately wanted this to be
true; two beers was nothing out of the ordinary for a fisherman the
night before a fishing trip, and she knew that if that had been all both
her brothers would have been fine after a sleep and some breakfast.
If they’d really been careful then whatever had happened at sea
might not have been down to an error of their judgement – although
not having their more experienced skipper and being short-handed
could certainly have made a difference. They’d be guilty of being a
little rash, but hardly the first fishermen who’d gone to sea light on
crew.

Jules looked thoughtful. “I don’t know either of them, of course, but
Danny does and he didn’t seem to think they were in a bad way.
They were in high spirits but that was all. Actually they seemed keen
to get back so that they’d have some sleep. It was Nick who’d taken
it too far.”

“Sounds about right.” Susie’s face darkened with anger. “Nick’s
done that several times before.” She looked at Summer. “Jake
promised us that it wouldn’t happen again. He promised.”

“With all the good intentions in the world, I don’t think this was
something Jake could really promise,” said Jules gently, “and I
should imagine that when he gets home and speaks to Nick there’ll
be hell to pay.”

“So because Nick got drunk the boat had to go out short-handed,
with two boys who’d been out partying and were probably still half
asleep,” Susie said wearily. “Why did they have to be so stupid?”

“They would have thought they were doing the right thing, Mum.
They wanted to keep the boat earning,” Summer began, but Susie
rounded on her, eyes flashing with fury.

“And as for you, how could you not tell us what was going on?
Didn’t you care that your brothers were putting their lives at risk? Or
don’t they feature any more either? If anything happens to them,
Summer Penhalligan, it will be your fault!”

“I didn’t want to upset Dad,” Summer cried, stung by the
unfairness of this. “I was worried about his heart. I didn’t know what
to do for the best.”

“So you decided it was easier to let them go to sea? Risk their
lives? Cross your fingers none of us would be any the wiser?”



Susie’s contempt was so sharp that Summer recoiled. “Who are you,
Summer? I don’t feel I even know you anymore.”

“I thought I was doing the right thing!” Summer couldn’t hold back
the tears any longer. “I was so frightened that Dad would have
another heart attack.”

“This is a really difficult time for all of you,” Jules said softly to
Susie, “but I’m sure Summer was trying hard to think of everyone,
and we all know just how ill Eddie’s been. Danny’s certain that the
boys weren’t drunk at all; he was actually impressed that they had
the sense to know when to stop.”

But Susie wasn’t prepared to let her daughter off the hook this
easily.

“But Summer didn’t know that the boys hadn’t been drinking.”
Susie shook her head slowly and the look of disappointment in her
eyes made Summer feel sick. “If anything’s happened to them then
I’ll know who’s to blame. If we’d known then we could have stopped
them! They wouldn’t be… be… out there!”

Summer couldn’t bear to listen to another word. Nobody could
blame her more than she blamed herself. With a sob she spun
around, elbowing her way through the crowds until she was running
along the quay and away from her mother, but no matter how fast
she ran Susie’s accusing words followed her. Blinded by tears and
with her emotions as tangled as the nets strewn in bins alongside the
fish market, Summer fled through the winding streets.

Her brothers were missing at sea and it was all her fault. Susie
would never forgive her and Summer knew that she would never
forgive herself. She was like a curse to everyone and everything she
had ever loved. Her shoulders shook. She should never have come
back to Polwenna Bay. Returning had been a big mistake.

By the time she was almost back at her cottage, Summer’s breath
was coming in aching gasps and it felt as though an industrial
sewing machine was needling stitches across her stomach. With one
hand clutching her abdomen and the other frantically trying to jab the
key into the lock, she sobbed in frustration. All she wanted to do was
hide away from everyone, curl up in the window to watch the horizon
for a returning boat, and pray harder than she’d ever prayed for
anything in her life that Bobby and Joe would come back to them.



“Summer! Summer! Are you all right?” Suddenly, miraculously,
Jake was at her side, gently taking the key from her hand and
slotting it into the lock. “Jesus, bloody stupid question. Of course
you’re not.”

Summer couldn’t help herself; the sound of that familiar voice and
the kindness in his words were all it took to breach the dam of her
despair. The grief was a tsunami sweeping her away and with it all
the barriers that she’d tried so very hard to maintain. Nothing
mattered anymore apart from having her brothers safely home again.

Somehow Jake managed to steer her inside, kicking the door shut
behind them, before sinking with her into the window seat and pulling
her close against his chest. There he held Summer against his heart
and let her cry and choke out her sorrow and her awful guilt, stroking
her hair away from her hot face until eventually there were no tears
left and her breathing began to calm. Then, after pressing a kiss onto
the crown of her head, Jake crossed the kitchen and filled the kettle.
Tea had always been the Tremaine family’s answer.

“This isn’t your fault, Sums,” he said, leaning against the counter
and crossing his arms. “If it’s anyone’s fault then it’s mine for not
taking a harder line with Nick. He’s let your brothers down in a big
way and, believe me, right now he feels bloody awful. We both do.”

Summer shook her head. There was no way the blame lay with
Jake. She knew only too well who was really responsible.

“I should have told Dad what they were up to. I knew it was
stupid.”

“And risk Eddie keeling over for nothing? I saw him that day when
he lost his temper with the boys and I was terrified he was going to
have another heart attack. Christ, I was on my way to see him and I
dread to think what sort of state he’ll be in. Your Dad’s not a well
man. You were only trying to protect him. Summer, trust me on this
one, there was no way you could have known what would happen.”

Summer wiped her eyes on her sleeve. “I thought I was doing the
right thing, but it’s meant the boys have been at risk.”

“Your brothers are both adults, Sums. They know the job and they
know the dangers. There’s nothing they’ve done this morning that
they haven’t done a thousand times before. Your mum knows that
really.”



“But the boat’s gone down!” Summer sobbed. “The boys are lost at
sea.”

Jake couldn’t deny it. Everyone who lived in a fishing community
knew what it meant when the coastguard was alerted.

“They have a life raft,” he said gently. “That’s where they’ll be. The
coastguard will be able to track them. Their EPIRB gave a signal.”

He meant that a distress beacon had indicated their position. But
Jake and Summer knew of enough instances of fishing boats sinking
so fast that their life rafts didn’t have time to detach and inflate.
Neither of them needed to voice their fears. Even if the location
beacon had given out a signal, it didn’t always mean that a rescue
attempt was successful.

Summer glanced out over the ever-shifting waves. Somewhere out
there were her brothers. Her eyes filled again. Please, God, she
prayed, bring them home safely. I’ll do whatever it is you want. I’ll
leave the village, stop thinking about Jake – I’ll even go back to
Justin if that’s what it takes. Just bring my brothers home.

Jake, oblivious to Summer’s frantic pleas with the Almighty, made
tea and together they sat sipping their hot drinks and watching the
horizon. His quiet presence steadied her but still, even half an hour
on, none of the Polwenna fleet had returned. Was this a good thing
or not? Summer wondered miserably. She glanced down at her pay-
as-you-go phone but there was no message from Susie or Eddie.
The villagers were still gathered on the quay and now a TV crew had
joined the throng. No matter how many times she told herself to stay
positive, Summer knew that this didn’t look good.

“I can’t stay here any longer,” she said. “I know it’s pointless but I’d
feel more use down on the quay.”

Jake nodded. “I totally understand but, sweetheart, the news
teams are there. This is a big story. Are you sure you want to risk
being spotted?”

Justin, the media and her anonymity all seemed irrelevant now.
Summer wondered why it had ever seemed to matter so much.

“I just want to be with my family,” she said sadly. Even if Susie and
Eddie hated her right now, she knew that her place was with them. “I
always have done.”



“Then that’s where we’ll go,” Jake said firmly, and Summer found
that she liked the way that they were a “we” again, a unit against the
world. “Come on. Let’s go and find your parents.”

So together they made their way back into the village and through
the crowds, until they arrived at the quay. Summer heard ripples of
interest as she passed and felt their stares follow her, but this no
longer made her pulse race; with Jake beside her she knew that she
could face whatever was coming – however bleak.



Chapter 28
Mo’s horror at the events of the night before had paled into
insignificance now. After taking a call from her distraught
grandmother, she had broken the habit of a lifetime by not mucking
out and exercising the horses but instead turning them straight out
into the paddocks. While they rolled in the mud like trophy wives
enjoying a spa treatment, she sped into the village, little caring that
her hair was still wild from the night before and her face was full of
smudged make-up.

Like anyone who’d grown up in a Cornish fishing village, Mo was
only too aware of the dangers of the sea; hearing that Penhalligan
Girl had gone down turned her blood to ice. Was it wrong to be so
thankful that Nick had been too drunk to go to sea? He might well be
consumed with guilt and regrets but for once in her life Mo was glad
of her brother’s heavy drinking habits; ironically they’d kept him safe.

The news had not long broken but already a crowd was gathering
on the quayside and shocked villagers were huddled together,
staring out to sea as though sheer willpower would be enough to
bring back the trawler. Patsy Penhalligan was crying and Jules was
already with the family. Shit, thought Mo. This looked bad.

What could she do? Usually filled with energy, Mo hated feeling so
helpless. Standing here on the quayside while everyone milled
around talking in hushed whispers as they speculated about what
might have happened was enough to drive her crazy. Surely there
was something she could do to help? She glanced around just in
case Jake was about with a plan but there was no sign of her
brother. Given that the last time she’d seen him Ella had been
draped all over him like a python clad in designer labels, it didn’t
require a huge leap of Mo’s imagination to figure out where Jake
might be. Ella was probably re-enacting scenes from Misery right
now so that he wouldn’t be able to leave her bedroom for a very long
time.

Mo felt a pang of guilt. If Ella got her manicured claws into Jake it
would be partly her fault. Wonderful as The Bandmaster was, she
was starting to feel that he didn’t quite make up for Evil Ella being a



permanent fixture in the Tremaine family. She was going to have to
make some tough decisions. On the other hand, nobody had forced
Jake to spend the night with Ella. It was a strange way to behave
with somebody whom he claimed not to like.

God. Was there a man alive who wasn’t a total disappointment?
“I can’t bear it!” A dreadlocked whirlwind hurled itself into Mo’s

arms and almost knocked her flying. It was Issie, green with a
hangover and haggard with grief, and now howling into Mo’s
shoulder in between hiccoughing “Bobby!” and “Joe!” at regular
intervals. Mo wasn’t feeling sympathetic though. If anyone had been
looking for a sign that her little sister and her crowd’s partying had
got completely out of control, then there couldn’t have been a more
obvious indicator than this. Still, now wasn’t the time to give her
sister a lecture; instead, Mo just hugged Issie until the storm of
weeping subsided.

Catching sight of Danny above her sister’s golden head, Mo
waved him over, her surprise at seeing her usually reclusive brother
out in the crowds was less important than the need to know what
was happening.

“Any news?” she asked.
“Nothing yet.” The good side of Danny’s face was set in a grim

line. “Andy Penrice said he had a Mayday call come through to
Wave Dancer and he alerted the coastguard straight away, but that’s
all we know. They’re going to scramble the chopper from Culdrose to
search for them once it’s back from a shout on the other coast. The
call’s gone out for a lifeboat though.”

Mo felt sick. This was about as serious as it got.
“What about Eddie?” she asked. This dreadful situation wouldn’t

do his heart any good at all, and for all his bluster everyone knew
that he was a very ill man; his last heart attack had shocked the
village. Mo hoped that Dr Penwarren wasn’t too far away.

“In a terrible state, as you can imagine,” Danny said tersely. “I’m
on my way down to see him now to apologise on Nick’s behalf. Jules
is with Susie.”

“And Summer,” Issie reminded him. She dabbed her eyes on her
sleeve. “They’re her brothers, after all. They weren’t even drunk
either. Bobby said they only had two because Summer read them



the riot act before they left. They wanted to try a new tow as well.
Bobby said something about Nick finding some really good grounds
and that they wanted to go back and make a killing.”

“Did they say where?” Danny asked. His hand gripped Issie’s
shoulder and she yelped. “Sorry, Issie, but I think it could be really
important. If we can tell the fleet where that was it could help. The
lifeboat has the EPIRB co-ordinates but I don’t know how close they
are to launching it.”

“I think they were towing near the Shindeeps,” Issie whimpered.
Tears rolled down her cheeks and splashed onto the cobbles. “They
were looking for bass. Nick caught a load there the other day.”

Danny and Mo’s eyes met. Mo’s stomach flipped with terror. The
Shindeeps were a treacherous cluster of submerged rocks some
fifteen miles west of Polwenna Bay where a sharp reef rose up from
almost two hundred feet, causing big surges and eddies that bass
loved. The area was notorious for shipwrecks and there were
endless local legends about the men who’d perished there over the
centuries. If Nick and the boys had been fishing these grounds, then
it had only been a matter of time before disaster struck.

“Think or know?” Danny demanded. “Tell me the truth, Issie! This
really could be the difference between life and death!”

“They were fishing there. They’ve been there a couple of times
and caught loads. They said it was OK with their equipment,” Issie
wept.

Danny’s hand fell away. He looked grey. “Bloody idiots. I’d better
let the coastguard know. If they’ve hit the Shindeeps…”

His voice tailed away. There was a knot in Mo’s throat. Joe and
Bobby were brash and a bit dim at times but they were nice boys
and she couldn’t imagine them not being here. It was impossible.
Those two boys were as much a part of Polwenna Bay as the
seagulls and pasties. Images of playing with them when they were
tiny flickered through her mind’s eye. Mummifying them in loo roll
had been a favourite game of hers and Summer’s, Mo recalled, and
her eyes filled with tears.

All of a sudden Mo wished with all her heart that she was still
friends with Summer. What did any of the hurts and grudges matter



in the face of this morning’s awful developments? Everything was in
very sharp focus now.

“And the boys really weren’t drinking?” Mo asked Dan.
“Apparently not; just bloody Nick. I’ve just left him with his head

over the toilet and Zak’s going to keep an eye on him. I’ve had words
with him as well for being so irresponsible. They’re both feeling
pretty awful, as you can imagine.” He grimaced. “The bloody
Shindeeps. No wonder Nick had such a good haul the other day and
managed to shut Eddie up. Of all the stupid idiots. If I get hold of
Nick he’ll wish he’d never gone there.”

Mo could imagine that Nick was already wishing he’d never fished
those grounds. What must it be like to know that your thoughtless,
reckless behaviour could be responsible for something so dreadful
happening to your friends?

Danny sighed wearily. “Was I that stupid at their age? No, don’t
answer that, Mo. I’ve been pretty bloody stupid at twenty-nine.”

Mo raised her hands. “Hey, if anyone’s had a reason, then it’s you.
Besides, I didn’t say a word.”

“Yeah, you don’t have to. The damage bill from the pub said it all.
Anyway, I’m going to update the other boats and then find Jules.
She’s going to want to do her bit to help Susie and Eddie, and it
might make things a little easier if I’m with her.”

Jules again? It was the most unlikely friendship she could think of,
but at least it was one that was doing Dan good. Maybe he’d found
God? Whatever the reason, Mo had seen snatches of the old Danny
back recently, like glimpsing sunshine through clouds, and it was
wonderful; if this was what religion was doing for him then she was
all for it. She might even check it out herself.

“Have you heard from Jake?” asked Issie quietly. She depended
on Jake a lot, Mo had noticed, and he was a soft touch when it came
to his baby sister. Quite how forgiving he’d be this time, however,
remained to be seen.

“Last I heard Dad was going up to the hotel to find him. Jake
wasn’t answering his mobile,” Danny told her.

Mo wasn’t surprised to hear that Jake was incommunicado – Ella
had probably smashed his phone and broken his legs by now, if
Stephen King was to be believed – but she was taken aback to learn



that Jimmy had ventured out before eleven. Much as she adored her
father, Mo knew that he wasn’t an early riser. Things were really
serious.

While Danny and Issie made their way to the Penhalligans, Mo
wove through the crowds towards the marina and tried to lasso her
galloping thoughts. It was unbearable to think that the helicopter was
elsewhere and that the lifeboat was still on land, even though its
crew were no doubt trying to respond to their alerts as quickly as
possible. The Polwenna Bay fleet was heading to the last known co-
ordinates of Penhalligan Girl, but the fishing boats were built for
strength rather than speed and would take ages. If Bobby and Joe
were in the water they wouldn’t have long before they succumbed to
the cold. Every moment that passed by was critical. There had to be
something she could do…

“What’s all the fuss about, Red? One of you lot caught a fish at
long last? Or is it that you really can’t bear to stay away from me?”

Mo had reached the first of the floating pontoons and Ashley
Carstairs, aboard his ridiculously expensive powerboat and dressed
head to deck-shoed foot in Musto gear, was smirking up at her. His
ropes were cast off and the rod holders of his boat were rammed
with expensive fishing gear for a day on the water. His mirrored Maui
Jim shades glittered in the sunshine and Mo caught sight of herself
in the lenses, pale faced and hollow eyed.

“I knew you’d come looking for me,” he added, his lips curling
upwards. “I could tell last night how you felt.”

If that had been the case then Mo was pretty certain he’d have put
the boat flat out for the horizon and never shown his face in the
village again. Before she could yank her thoughts back under control
and think of a sufficiently barbed reply, Ashley gestured to a sticker
on the side of the controls. It depicted what looked like a skirt and
sweater, with a huge cross through both items in the style of a no-
entry sign.

“I’d say hop on,” he said, with that mocking grin of his that made
Mo itch to punch him, “but you’re a little overdressed.”

“God, you’re disgusting. All you can think about is sex!” she
snapped. Yuck, she’d kissed this idiot. She was never drinking again.



“Who mentioned sex?” Ashley pushed the glasses onto the top of
his head. His dark eyes regarded her thoughtfully. “Freud would
have a field day with you, Morwenna Tremaine, although he’d have
to fight me first. Anyway, why’s sex disgusting? Filthy maybe, dirty
definitely, but disgusting? Not the adjective I’d have chosen.”

“Not sex! You!” Mo shrieked. “A boat’s gone down and all you can
think about is sex!”

“A boat’s gone down? As in sunk?” Ashley said. The mocking note
had vanished and a concerned frown now dug itself in between his
eyes. “Not a Whaler then – these beauties are bloody impossible to
sink – but one of the trawlers, I take it?”

“Yes, Penhalligan Girl.” Mo was beside herself now. “The
coastguard’s been alerted but it’s taking too long to get there and the
helicopter is on another shout. I know you think we’re all just a bunch
of inbred pasty eaters but those boys could die of hypothermia if
they’re not rescued in time.”

“Christ. You really do think the worst of me, don’t you?” Ashley
held out his hand. “Come on. Jump on board. Yes, you’re
overdressed and you’d look better in a string bikini, but what the hell
are you waiting for?”

He was still trying to embarrass her even at a time like this? Mo
was just about to spit a sarcastic retort right back at him when she
caught his eye and suddenly understood exactly what he was
suggesting. It was as though their thoughts had collided somewhere
above the white deck, with a fizz of electricity and a flash of genius
that would have impressed even Stephen Hawking.

Mo wasn’t the daughter of a marina-owning family for nothing;
although horses were in her heart, boats were in her blood. Cashley
was on the flashiest boat for miles around, wasn’t he? A brand new
unsinkable Boston Whaler with all the gizmos, including state-of-the-
art GPS and, even more importantly, a pair of three-hundred-
horsepower engines. It was faster than any trawler and probably
even faster than the lifeboat. Before she could even question the
wisdom of what she was about to do, Mo jumped.

“Good girl,” Ashley said softly. His hands caught her waist, resting
there briefly before setting her down on the deck. Mo was pretty sure
it was the movement of the deck that made her knees quiver, but



there was no chance to think about this: already Ashley was at the
console, the engines were roaring into life, and the boat was making
its way out of the berth and through the harbour gates before
heading out onto open water.

“Put this on.” Ashley shrugged off his life jacket and thrust it at Mo.
OK, so he wasn’t about to drown her then. Not yet, anyway.

“That’s yours,” Mo replied.
“I’m not risking your life. Besides, no matter what you may think of

me, I like to think I’m a gentleman.”
His tone of voice said that he wasn’t going to be argued with, so

Mo obeyed.
“Thank you,” said Ashley. He glanced at her and winked. “I see

you’re ignoring the bikini rule, but since these are extenuating
circumstances I’ll overlook it this once.”

He was so annoying that he made Mo’s teeth itch but right now he
might be all the hope the boys had, so she kept quiet and pretended
to be busy tying the cords.

The chart plotter beeped into life and his finger hovered over the
touchscreen.

“I fish all around here,” said Ashley, seeing Mo stare at the on-
screen charts peppered with tracks and plot points. “I have to have
some fun when I’m not running the evil Empire or plotting how to cut
down ancient woodlands. Besides, fishing is cheaper than building a
Death Star.”

Mo was taken aback. Did Cashley have a sense of humour or was
he really Darth Vadar? Sometimes it was hard to tell.

“So,” he said as they passed the quay. “Any ideas where they
were when their EPIRB gave its signal?”

“The Shindeeps.”
Ashley stared at her. “You aren’t serious? They were trawling at

the Shindeeps? Bloody hell. Even a worthless incomer like me
knows enough of this area not to go anywhere near those rocks.”

“They wanted to catch some bass.” Mo bit her lip. “They’ve been
taking huge risks lately and catching loads of fish. I think they’ve
snagged the trawl in one of the wrecks off the rocks and the boat’s
gone down. Maybe a wave caught it? I don’t know, but the
Shindeeps is the place. Issie just told me.”



“Red, angel, this boat’s unsinkable, not indestructible. You’d better
make this worth my while.”

He’d pushed his glasses back down, so Mo couldn’t tell whether
he was joking or not. Quite how he’d like her to repay him she wasn’t
sure, but her imagination was coming up with some suggestions that
made her face feel hot. Luckily Ashley was far too busy pulling in
fenders and throwing ropes into the hold to notice.

“Ready?” he said as the boat passed the final buoy that marked
the channel out of the harbour, and Mo nodded. She wasn’t sure
she’d ever be ready for what they might discover but at least this
way she felt as though she was doing something.

Ashley pushed the throttle forward and the boat surged into top
speed and up onto the plane with all the grace and power of a
racehorse bolting out of the starting gates. Lace-doily wake spread
out behind them and within minutes the village was just a collection
of specks amid a smudge of green.

The run across the sea to the Shindeeps was a relatively smooth
one and under any other circumstances Mo probably would have
enjoyed it. The sea was glittering and although there was a slight
breeze and the water was lumpy, Ashley’s boat skipped across the
waves as easily as a pebble skimming over a flat pond. The speed
snatched Mo’s breath away and she clung to the handrail with all her
might; she felt as though she was riding every one of the six hundred
horses under the engines bareback and without a bridle. Mo loved
speed and adored galloping her horses flat out across countryside,
but this was something else again. The speed whipped tears from
her eyes and made her cheeks wobble. She wedged her backside
against the bolster seat and stole a glance at Ashley. The wind blew
the dark hair back from his face and she could see how hard he was
concentrating.

“How much longer?” she shouted to him.
“We’re doing almost sixty miles an hour. About five more minutes,”

Ashley called back. “She’s at full speed now.”
Polwenna Bay had vanished and there was nothing around them

but miles of water and the blue sweep of sky. Mo shivered. She
loved the sea but there was something about being this far out and
no longer able to see the land that she found unnerving. Surprisingly



though, far from being the clueless show-off that she’d expected,
Ashley actually knew how to handle the boat, coaxing maximum
performance from her and trimming the engines perfectly so that she
flew over the waves and surfed across the big troughs. If her sister
was right, Mo knew that Ashley’s boat would easily reach any
survivors a good ten minutes faster than the nearest lifeboat.

Abruptly, Ashley pulled back the throttle, sinking the boat back into
the water and jolting Mo backwards.

“What are you stopping for?” she cried, frustrated beyond all belief
that he could waste time like this. “We can’t be far away.”

“I just saw a plastic milk container float by.” Ashley knocked the
boat out of gear and peered over the side. “There! Do you see?”

Mo did. Only metres away the remainder of two pints of Trewithen
Dairy’s semi-skimmed milk bobbed merrily past. A can of Foster’s
followed, evidence if she ever needed it that Bobby and Joe had
been close to this spot.

“Unless the fish are brewing tea or going on the piss, then that’s
debris from their boat,” Ashley observed drily. “I daren’t go flat out in
case I get something trapped in the props or, God forbid, run a
survivor down. It might have escaped your notice but it’s hazy now
and visibility is down to about half a mile. Is that all right with you?”

Mo felt thoroughly chastened. “Yes, sorry.”
Ashley raised an eyebrow. “An apology from Morwenna Tremaine?

If only I had a witness.”
Mo chose to ignore this dig. She was too busy squinting at the

horizon.
“Get up onto the bow.” Ashley put the engine back into gear and

the boat began to creep forward. “If you see anything, shout and
point at it and don’t take your eyes off it, whatever you do.”

Mo didn’t argue. Ashley knew what he was doing here and she
appreciated his expertise. Just as she was in charge at the yard, with
safety as her top priority, he was in charge here. It was just as well;
she wouldn’t have had a clue.

“There’s the Shindeeps,” Ashley called, pulling the boat around in
a broad sweep and pointing to where white water was boiling across
the sharp teeth of the rocks. “We can’t go much further or we’ll risk



running aground ourselves. I’ll hold her here. Shout if you can spot
anything.”

At first Mo thought it was just the glinting sunlight on the water
playing tricks on her eyes, a mirage caused by longing, because she
was sure that she could see a bright orange blob at least a quarter of
a mile away to the east. Eyes narrowed, and with her hand blocking
the glare, Mo peered closer and her heart leapt. It was the life raft!

“Over there! Portside!” she cried. “It’s them!”
“Got it!” Ashley turned the wheel and pushed the throttle forward,

and within moments they were pulling alongside the small orange
craft where a white-faced Joe and Bobby were waving frantically and
shouting.

Everything seemed to happen very fast after this. Ashley knocked
the engine into neutral and leaned across with the boat hook, which
Joe grabbed with an expression of great relief, and flipping down the
boat ladder the Whaler’s owner helped the shaken boys on board.

“There’s chocolate and a flask of coffee in the locker under the
console,” he said to Mo, wincing as the life raft scraped the side of
his pristine engine. “They’re shocked and they’ll need some sugar.”

Mo did as she was told. Ashley’s confidence and authority were
very reassuring and, besides, he was right: the boys looked terrible.
While she rummaged through Ashley’s dry bag for a couple of
Snickers bars and the flask, she heard his conversation with the
coastguard as he marked the waypoint on his plotter and told them
that they could stand down the rescue mission.

“Both survivors of fishing vessel Penhalligan Girl are on board 280
Outrage Big Rod, and you have our co-ordinates,” he was saying
over the VHF. “Returning to Polwenna Bay now and requesting an
ambulance on standby.” He put the radio back in its holder and
caught Mo’s eye. “Maybe you should have some coffee too? You
look dreadful.”

Actually, Mo felt dreadful. Her hands were trembling and she was
lightheaded. In her haste to reach the village she’d skipped
breakfast, and she’d hardly eaten anything the night before either.
This, added to the huge adrenalin rush of earlier, made her feel quite
peculiar and shaky.



“Here, have this.” Ashley shrugged off his Musto coat and draped
it over her shoulders. It was warm with his body heat and to her
surprise this wasn’t the unpleasant sensation she’d anticipated.

“Thanks,” Mo said.
Ashley shrugged. “Can’t have three of you hypothermic. There

isn’t enough coffee or room in the ambulance.”
“You’re all heart,” Mo told him, and Ashley laughed wryly.
“You’d better believe it, Red.”
The journey back to the village was slower. Bobby and Joe, wet

and dazed, sipped the coffee and gradually stuttered out their
version of what had happened. Just as Mo had suspected, they’d
been fishing off the rocks when they’d snagged the trawl on the
seabed and run into difficulties.

“Nick made the turn no problem the last time,” Bobby said quietly.
“We didn’t have his tracks in the plotter, though. I thought I could do
it from memory but…”

“But we’re not as good as Nick,” Joe finished. Wet and tearstained
he looked about twelve, and Mo could have swung for her careless,
reckless sibling. Nick Tremaine had that instinctive edge of brilliance
laced with the luck of the Devil, which made him both a fantastic and
a very dangerous skipper. Of course the less experienced
Penhalligan brothers would struggle to pull off his stunts. Still, this
wasn’t the time for lectures. They’d already learned a very hard
lesson.

“We couldn’t pull free,” Bobby continued. He could hardly speak;
his voice was so hoarse from yelling for help. “I didn’t want to cut the
gear – Dad would go mental if we lost the trawl – so we thought we’d
steam back to the harbour and maybe pull it free that way.”

Mo groaned. It was an amateur mistake and one guaranteed to
end in tragedy.

“But you were snagged on a wreck and couldn’t break away? And
the boat was under too much loading, wasn’t it?” Ashley guessed.
“What happened next? Was it the wind direction? Did a wave hit her
side on and that was it?”

Joe nodded. “It was so quick. One moment I was in the
wheelhouse and Bobby was working the winch, the next she was



under.” He paused and passed a shaking hand over his face. “We
thought we’d die.”

“Lucky for you then that Mo guessed what was going on and had
the guts to do something about it, “ Ashley said icily. “Otherwise the
rescue mission would have been still on the way while you clowns
drifted to France. You owe her your lives.”

“I take it Issie grassed us up?” said Bobby bitterly.
“And lucky for you she did,” snapped Ashley. His face was black

with anger. “You’re a pair of stupid, reckless idiots and you’ve got
away with it today by the skin of your teeth. Value your lives. You
don’t know how lucky you are, so learn from it. The sea won’t forgive
you twice and I certainly won’t be burning good fuel to save your
necks again. Don’t be surprised when you get a bill from me.”

There wasn’t much more that anyone could say to this and the rest
of the journey home passed in silence. Mo stole a couple of glances
at Ashley but he was focused on the helm and didn’t look her way
once. She wasn’t sure whether to be relieved or disappointed. How
she could thank him for listening to her, and quite why he’d done so,
she couldn’t figure out. Mo had the uneasy feeling that she really
owed him now.

By the time they returned, the good news had reached the village
and the quay was packed with people waving and cheering as
Ashley steered through the harbour gates. As he drew alongside the
quay Susie came running, followed by a puffing and dangerously
red-faced Eddie. Of Summer there was no sign, and in spite of
everything that had passed between them, Mo found herself
worrying about her old friend.

Ashley, ignoring the excitement and the calls of congratulations
almost to the point of rudeness, busied himself examining the
damage to his engines. Mo leapt off the boat intending to help moor
up but found herself surrounded by friends and villagers who were all
desperate to hear the story, while Bobby and Joe were safely
delivered into the care of the waiting paramedics. By the time the
crowds had thinned Ashley had moved the boat back to his mooring
and was walking along the pontoon. His face was set in a scowl and
he’d clearly abandoned the day’s fishing trip.



“Ashley!” Mo called to him, her voice echoing across the water.
“I’ve still got your coat and your life jacket!”

He paused and looked her up and down. Mo felt hot – and not
because of the heavy coat. “So you have. Just as I said earlier:
overdressed for a boat trip.”

“Shall I bring them over to you?”
“Good idea,” Ashley agreed. “Bring them up to Mariners this

evening, about seven, and for God’s sake don’t wear those bloody
jodhpurs.”

She stared at him. “You want me to come to Mariners?”
“I think it’s time we had a talk, don’t you? There’s something you

need to know.”
“And what’s that?”
His expression was inscrutable. “Come over later on and you can

find out. I’m not discussing it here.”
And with that he leapt up the steps from the pontoon, slamming

the marina gate behind him. He vanished from sight, leaving Mo
staring after him with her stomach churning and the ground shifting
beneath her feet as though she was still at sea.



Chapter 29
By the time Jake and Summer reached the quayside an ambulance
had arrived and snippets of speculation were rippling through the
crowd. The sight of paramedics parked up on the slipway sent
Summer’s heart plummeting. Was this good news or bad? And as for
the rumours that air and sea searches had been called off; did this
mean that the boys had been found or that there was no further point
in searching for them? What was happening?

Following her anxious gaze, Jake squeezed her hand. “Don’t
panic. I’m sure that’s just here as a precaution. We’ll grab Danny.
He’ll know what all the latest developments are.”

Summer nodded. She felt giddy. Shock and an empty stomach
topped up with a large measure of guilt were certainly taking a toll on
her blood pressure. Bless Jake for trying to ease her nerves though,
even if it wasn’t working. As they’d walked back into the village she
could feel his worries just as keenly as her own and she knew that
he was as torn and as shredded inside as she was. He always had
done his very best to protect her and take care of her, she
remembered, which was why his silence when she’d needed him the
most had been so inexplicable and so very hurtful.

The crowds were deep now, a churning spin-cycle mix of
holidaymakers and locals, and she couldn’t see past them. She
supposed she could push and barge her way through but there was
an odd buzzing in her ears and the scene was starting to swim. Only
the firm grasp of Jake’s hand was keeping her anchored; otherwise
Summer feared that she would pass out. The edges of her vision
were fuzzy and speckled with weird black dots, and every few
moments sharp pains spiked her right in the abdomen. Something
was very wrong but until she knew what was happening to her
brothers she couldn’t afford to think about herself.

“There’s Issie!” Jake waved his hand. Being over six feet tall, he
could see exactly what was happening and had no trouble attracting
his sister’s attention. “Issie! What’s going on?”

“They’ve called the search off!” Issie shouted, waving back
excitedly. Her blue eyes were shining with relief. “Ashley Carstairs



found the boys over by the Shindeeps – the boat’s lost but they’re
safe!”

Relief was too bland a word for the all-consuming, overwhelming,
swamping sensation that Summer felt as she heard those words.
Joe and Bobby were safe and her silence hadn’t killed them. For
once it seemed that fate was inclined to be kind.

Still holding Summer’s trembling hand tightly, Jake threaded a
path to his sister.

“You’re sure?” he demanded once Issie was beside him. “You’ve
seen them? They’re home?”

His sister nodded. “They’re home, safe and sound. Actually,
they’ve only just come in; you’ve missed it by seconds! Honestly,
Jake, it’s a miracle. Mo and Ashley took his boat out and found them
out by the Shindeeps. The boat had gone down and everything.”

Jake made a noise in the back of his throat that was halfway
between a growl and a moan. “I’m not even going to ask what they
were doing fishing out there. The main thing is that they’re safe. Or
they will be until Eddie gets hold of them.”

“They’re not hurt are they?” Summer asked. Her heart was racing
and she could hear the blood pounding in her ears.

“They seemed all right to me,” Issie assured her. “A bit wet and
scared looking, but otherwise they were OK. I think they’re only
going to hospital for a check-up. Your folks are going with them.”

The strange roaring sound in Summer’s ears was growing louder.
Although she tried her hardest to make out Issie’s tale of trawls
catching in wrecks and Mo’s commandeering of a second-homer’s
powerboat in order to launch her own rescue operation, nothing was
really sinking in apart from the massive relief that Joe and Bobby
were safe. The pain in her stomach was growing sharper with every
second that passed and Summer knew she couldn’t ignore it much
longer.

There was something really wrong…
“Summer?” Jake’s voice sounded very far away. “Summer?”
The roaring was motorway loud now and the quayside scene was

fading fast. It was as if a curtain was coming down in front of her; the
last thing she saw before her legs buckled was Jake reaching out to
catch her, and she found herself thinking abstractedly, and she



guessed wholly inappropriately, that both inside and out, he really
was the most beautiful man she had ever known…

***
Summer knew straight away that her baby had left her far behind.

Before she even opened her eyes to make out the green walls of the
village surgery and the edges of the narrow examination couch, she
understood exactly what had happened. She didn’t need the gentle
words of Dr Penwarren or the quiet presence of Jake, holding her
hand at her bedside, to tell her what her heart instinctively knew.
There was a deep and echoing emptiness within her, a ringing
silence when before she’d heard the companionable whisper of
another soul curled up next to hers and sharing her every thought
and heartbeat. The warm, fuzzy sensation of no longer being alone
had vanished. Her little almost person was gone and already
Summer missed that tiny being more than she would ever be able to
say. Although her eyes were closed, a tear rolled down her cheek.

“It’s all right,” she said quietly, “you don’t need to tell me. I know.”
All she longed to do was turn her head to the wall and weep. The

baby might have been Justin’s, and only just there, but it had been
hers and somebody she would have loved and lived for. After what
had happened before, this little one had felt like a second chance,
and regardless of who its father was Summer would have given her
life for it.

The loss was indescribable.
She took a deep breath. Was this the price she’d had to pay for

having her brothers returned? A cosmic balance sheet with the ins
and outs on the ledger weighed in lives? If so, her sin of keeping
quiet about the boys’ antics had been paid for very dearly. She
wondered what Jules Mathieson would have to say on the matter.

Opening her eyes, Summer saw that she was indeed inside the
Polwenna surgery, in a small consulting room that had hardly
changed since she used to visit with her mother. The same kinds of
dog-eared posters proclaiming the benefits of immunisation were
tacked onto the wall, and the small window still revealed a slice of
sky above a wedge of acid-green hillside. The only real difference
was that the doctor taking her pulse today was a young man with
kindly grey eyes and thinning sandy hair, rather than Dr Kussell, the



scary elderly gentleman with horn-rimmed glasses who’d terrified
them all as children.

“Take it easy,” the doctor said as she tried to sit up. “You’ve been
in and out of consciousness for about five minutes and your blood
sugar’s very low. You’ve not eaten today?”

Summer pushed herself into an upright position. The room dipped
alarmingly.

“Was it something I did wrong? Did I eat something bad for the
baby? Or was it the stress of today? Could that have done it? Or
what about a fall? I fell over not that long ago.” She realised that this
volley of questions sounded like an interrogation, but she had to
know the truth. If this miscarriage were her fault then she would
rather be told so. “Was it something I did?”

But Richard Penwarren was shaking his head. “Absolutely not.
These things sometimes happen, I’m afraid, especially in the very
early stages. Often women don’t even realise they’re pregnant. It’s
pretty common. You mustn’t blame yourself at all. There was nothing
you could have done that would have made the outcome any
different.”

Jake squeezed her hand. “Don’t blame yourself, Summer, please.”
But Summer did blame herself. This was her punishment for being

careless before. While the doctor wrote her a prescription for
painkillers and advised her to rest for twenty-four hours, she drifted
twelve years away and back to a grotty shared house in a sooty
London terrace, where she’d sobbed into her pillow and hated
herself more than she’d ever thought possible.

To be sixteen, pregnant and all alone in a strange city was
probably top of the list of the most terrifying things that could happen
to a young girl. Summer still tasted the fear now and her heart ached
for the frightened teen she’d been. She’d tried to reach Jake, pouring
everything out to him in a heartfelt letter, but there’d been no reply.
After several weeks had limped past, Summer had come to the
painful realisation that he wasn’t interested and certainly wasn’t
about to help.

Rudely awakened from all the half-formed, hazy little daydreams
that she’d started to weave, involving flowers and white dresses and
a cute toddler bridesmaid with Jake’s blonde curls and her own



green eyes, Summer had made a panicked appointment with the
nearest family-planning clinic. She’d made it as far as the waiting
room, where she’d sat studiously avoiding the gaze of the other
women there. As the clock had ticked the minutes away, her resolve
had started to evaporate; before her name had even been called,
Summer was heading back towards the bus stop, cold with horror at
how close she’d come to making a decision she would have
regretted. She might have been young and on her own but
Summer’s mind had been made up: no matter what happened, she
was keeping her baby.

Later that night, when she’d woken wracked with cramps and an
overwhelming sense of bereavement, Summer had cried bitterly. The
mixture of sadness and relief had haunted her ever since and she
still wondered whether what had happened was her punishment for
even thinking about a termination.

Of course, the adult Summer knew that this was utter nonsense.
The logical part of her would have argued with anyone that sixteen
was far too young for her to have been a parent and that everything
had worked out for the best. Yet sometimes when she caught a curly
blonde head out of the corner of her eye or saw eleven-year-old girls
ransacking Claire’s Accessories, her heart twisted painfully with
grief.

So right now, in the doctor’s surgery, she couldn’t help but wonder
whether this was yet another punishment. Richard Penwarren could
go on as much as he liked about statistics and how one in five
pregnancies ended in a miscarriage, but none of that eased her
guilty conscience. Maybe it was the superstitious Cornish blood in
her?

Once she’d sipped some water and reassured both the doctor and
Jake that she was feeling well enough to stand, Summer was left
alone with Jo, the practice nurse, who was in charge of the
practicalities. Summer had been at school with Jo, a kind but bossy
girl who’d been in the year above and gloried in her role of head
prefect; she didn’t seem to have changed much. As Jo weighed her
and took her blood, Summer thought that there was something
comforting about being fussed over by her now. She half expected to



be told to tuck her shirt in and not to fidget in assembly, the crime
that had always driven Jo half demented.

Would her babies have been little wrigglers, unable to sit still just
like her? The lump was back in her throat because she’d never know
now.

“Here, have these,” Jo said, catching the misery on Summer’s face
and thrusting a box of Kleenex in her direction. “I know you’re feeling
dreadful right now. It’s OK to cry, love. It’s a horrible thing to happen
and your hormones will be all over the place.”

“Thanks.” Summer dabbed her eyes and blew her nose. God, all
she seemed to do was cry these days. When had life become so
complicated?

“Jo, was it anything I did wrong? I was really anxious today. Could
that have done it?”

“I doubt that very much. I’m afraid it was probably just one of those
things. It happens more than you’d think. Still, you are very thin and
quite underweight,” Jo observed, peering at the charts. A short
woman, as round as she was tall and with rosy apple cheeks, she
obviously saw this as a bad thing. “You need to build yourself up a
bit. I really don’t think you could have done anything to prevent what
happened; I’m just concerned that you should look after yourself
going forwards.”

“I’ve been stressed,” Summer said. Her hand rose to her fading
bruise. Stressed? What an understatement that was. Bloody terrified
came closer.

“That must have been quite a shiner,” Jo remarked casually. “How
did that happen?”

The scene in the kitchen flashed before Summer’s vision: Justin’s
face red with rage, the bulging vein crawling across his temple like
an obscene worm, the spittle gathering in the corners of his mouth,
and then the kitchen island flying up towards her.

“I fell over a while back. I tripped. Could that have been it?”
Jo’s candid hazel gaze met hers and Summer knew instantly that

the other woman understood exactly what kind of fall it had been.
“It’s unlikely but it could be something to do with it, although a

foetus is generally pretty tough. Still, take my advice, Summer, and
make sure that you don’t have that kind of fall again?”



“I’m fully intending never to fall like that again,” Summer promised
her. She meant it too. Let Justin do his worst now; she really didn’t
care. He could badmouth her to the press as much as he liked. She
couldn’t give a hoot. In fact, let him try. Maybe she’d hire a top
lawyer of her own and see how much he liked it? The tabloids and
celebrity magazines would love to know the truth about football’s
golden boy.

“I’m glad to hear it,” said Jo as she scribbled detailed notes onto
labels and stuck them onto the test tubes of dark red blood she’d just
drawn. “We’ll send these off to the lab but I bet you’re anaemic too.
I’ll ask Richard to write you a prescription for iron tablets. Put some
weight on, relax a bit and it’ll all work out. You’ll see.”

“Thanks.” Summer didn’t have the heart to point out that in her
world you could never be too thin and that feeling permanently
hungry was just a fact of life to her. Jo looked as though she inhaled
clotted cream and pasties. As for iron, Summer guessed that
avoiding red meat for almost a decade hadn’t helped.

“And how long are you staying here for?” Jo was asking. “I’m not
being nosey, by the way. I’m just wondering what’s best to do with
your notes and where to send the results of these bloods.”

This was a very good question. How long was she staying at
Polwenna Bay? Until her mother spoke to her again? That could be
a very long time. She only had another few days in the cottage
before the next booking meant she had to move out. She’d have to
return to London at some point.

It was time to face the music.
“It’s lovely to see that you and Jake have got back together,” Jo

continued cheerfully, not waiting for a reply. She rammed the test
tubes into a plastic bag. “You always were such a lovely couple at
school, and it was so romantic the way he had to travel the world
before coming back and finding you again. He never stopped loving
you, did he? And hasn’t he improved with age? He’s gorgeous! We
all adore Jake here. He’s a guilty pleasure for lots of us! Not like my
Steven. Bald as a coot he is now, bless him! You must remember
what a lovely head of hair he had?”

Summer didn’t remember Steven at all, but then she’d never had
eyes for anyone apart from Jake.



“Jake and I aren’t together,” she said quickly. “I’m engaged to
Justin Anderson. The footballer?”

Jo pulled a face. “Can’t say I know much about him but I’m sure
he’s not a patch on Jake. That man adores you, Summer. It’s
obvious. Don’t walk away from him again, that’s my advice. There’s
plenty here who’d snap him up in a heartbeat. Annie Fanny from the
hotel, for one. Me for another, if I can get someone to take on my
Steve! You two are meant to be together. Like Romeo and Juliet.”

“It didn’t end too well for them as I recall,” Summer pointed out.
Jo flapped her comment away with her hand. “Minor details! Lizzie

and Darcy then! Or even Kate and Wills. Take your pick.”
Summer smiled. “You’re a hopeless romantic, Jo. Jake’s just a

good friend, that’s all, and he’s got a kind heart. There’s nothing else
between us.”

“And if you really think that then we’d better do another test. This
one, I think!” declared Jo, pointing to the vision chart and grinning.
Then the smile slipped away and her expression settled into serious
lines. “Teasing aside, Summer, please be kind to yourself. You’ve
been through a horrible thing today and you need to rest up. Take
the painkillers and let those who care about you, hot male friends or
otherwise, in. OK?”

“You don’t get that kind of advice in Harley Street,” said Summer. It
was a weak attempt at a joke but at least she was trying. Right now
she wasn’t sure she’d ever be able to laugh again.

Jo’s nose wrinkled in disdain. “Harley Street? What do you need to
go up country for when you’ve got everything you could ever need in
Polwenna Bay? That’s what I say.”

As Summer left the consulting room she was inclined to agree with
her old school friend. London wasn’t holding much appeal right now
and she could hardly wait to return to her cottage and burrow under
the duvet, listening to the gulls arguing on the rooftop and being
lulled to sleep by the waves. She’d get some rest as Jo had
suggested, cry a bit more maybe, and then she’d screw up her
courage and visit her parents. What would come next she had no
idea. Afraid of the black void before her, Summer pushed all
thoughts of the future away.

That was a problem for another day.





Chapter 30
Jake wasn’t the kind of man who would dream of imposing his will on
a woman – being brought up by Alice and alongside two strong-
willed sisters had taught him a thing or two about how the female
mind worked – but neither was he the kind of person to abandon
someone in need of some care. Today he knew that Summer was
shaken and needed looking after. Two horrible shocks in such close
proximity were too much for anyone to cope with.

“I’ll be fine back at the holiday cottage,” Summer insisted once
they were walking away from the surgery and back through the
village. Her chin was set at the familiar stubborn angle he
remembered so well and her green eyes were filled with a
determined expression. “I can look after myself.”

“I don’t doubt that for a second,” Jake told her calmly. “But the
point is that you don’t have to look after yourself, because you’re
coming up to Seaspray where we’ll take care of you. You’ve been
through far too much for one morning. Anyway, those look like
bloody strong painkillers to me and I’m not going to leave you on
your own to take them. Once your folks are back home then by all
means go back to the cottage, but until then we’re looking after you
up at the house. No arguments. It’s not up for debate.”

Summer opened her mouth to object but swayed unsteadily on her
feet. Jake could tell by the waxy pallor of her cheeks that she was
feeling dreadful.

“I’m not meaning to order you about. Please just humour me on
this one?” he said gently, cupping her face in his hands and gazing
down at her. God, but he just wanted to take care of her, keep her
safe from harm. He was just a breath away from telling her how she
still made him feel, because Ella had been right: he was still in love
with Summer. Jake didn’t think he’d ever stopped loving her and
seeing her so broken now was tearing his own heart into ribbons. He
would have done anything to wipe the tears away from her eyes and
make her smile again. Tenderly, his fingertips traced the curve of her
cheek before resting against her soft lips, stopping any protests
before she could voice them.



“You’ve been so brave, Summer. Not just about what’s happened
today but also about what’s brought you here too. You don’t have to
tell me about any of it, not if you don’t want to, but I’ve seen enough
of the world to be able to draw my own conclusions.” He smiled at
her sadly. “I guess what I’m trying to say is that you don’t have to be
brave when you’re with me. I want to take those burdens away, even
for an hour or two. I want to take care of you.”

His hands slipped to her shoulders and Summer exhaled, a deep
shuddering breath, which felt to Jake as though she’d been holding it
for far too long.

“I’d like that,” she told him quietly.
So together Jake and Summer walked through the village, skirting

the harbour – where crowds still lingered and a BBC local news team
was busy putting together a report – before making the slow climb up
to Seaspray. By the time they reached the house Summer was
looking exhausted. She didn’t even protest when Jake helped her up
the steps to the door and into the kitchen. This alarmed him because
Summer was always so independent, so single-minded, traits that he
loved and was driven crazy by in equal measure.

For once the house was empty; Jake supposed that everyone was
still in the village or dealing with the aftermath of the almost-tragedy.
While the kettle hissed away on the hob and Summer settled onto
the tatty sofa, the cat instantly claiming her lap, he checked Nick’s
room in case his brother had passed out again, but it was deserted.
Only the stale smell of beer and the still-closed curtains gave
evidence that Nick had been there at all. Zak’s room was also empty;
his holdall was gone and the bed covers had been stripped away.
Jake gritted his teeth in annoyance because it was typical of Zak to
run at the first hint of trouble and leave Nick to carry the can. The
patterns and habits of childhood died hard, it seemed.

It was just him and Summer here then, and this knowledge made
Jake’s resolve harden. It was time they had an upfront conversation.
He’d seen enough of Summer now to guess what her life had been
like recently. Behind the glitter of her fame and the glossy celebrity-
magazine photo shoots lay something ugly and destructive.

And he loved her far too much to say nothing and risk her going
back to it.



The kitchen was quiet in the bright light that swept in from the sea
and bounced off the white walls. The clock ticked gently, the cat
purred and the mugs chinked as Jake carried them over to the sofa.

She smiled up at him. “Tea. How very British.”
Jake laughed. “Yeah, they gave me hell for it in Australia. They

were always bemused by my filthy PG habit. They thought I should
be drinking Foster’s like all the other Bruces.”

“So did you?”
“Ever tried dipping Rich Tea biscuits in lager?” Jake shuddered.

“No thanks.”
Summer smiled, her eyes lighting up just like deep rock pools

when the sun shone into them, and he found himself thinking that he
would do anything to make sure that she smiled every day for the
rest of her life.

It was time to be honest.
Jake placed his mug on the floor and sat down beside her,

reaching out and taking her hands in his. Just this simple gesture
knocked him sideways at the kick it gave his emotions. Those small
hands fitted into his as though they’d been designed that way.
Maybe they had.

“Sums, what’s been going on?” he asked, tracing her bitten
fingertips with his own. “I don’t want to seem like I’m prying and you
don’t have to answer if you’d rather not, but I’m worried about you.”

She sighed. “I will tell you the truth about what’s been happening
with me, I promise, but first I need you to tell me something and I
need you to be honest, no matter how painful you think it might be.”

His eyes held hers. “Summer, I’ve loved you since the moment I
first saw you and every moment since. There’s nothing that you can’t
ask me.”

She hesitated for a while, her teeth worrying her bottom lip, before
sliding her hands away from him and clasping them tightly in her lap.

“If you loved me so much then why didn’t you come when I wrote
to you?” she said quietly. “I was so scared, Jake, and I didn’t know
what to do for the best, but I thought you would be there for me. It
broke me when you ignored the letter.”

Jake frowned. “What letter? Did you send it before you arrived? I
wonder if Gran’s tidied it up? It’s probably on the dresser with a pile



of Dad’s credit-card bills.”
“Not a recent letter. I mean the one I sent you from London when I

first moved there for drama school. The one where I told you that I
was pregnant and that I needed you.” Tears fell now and she
brushed them away angrily. “I poured my heart out in that letter. I
couldn’t understand how you could have ignored me.”

Jake stared at Summer, his mind whirling as he sought to process
what she’d just told him.

“Are you saying that when you left here you were pregnant? That
you were having our baby?”

“Yes!” Summer cried. Her eyes shone with more tears. “I didn’t
know until I’d been there a week or so, but as soon as I did I wrote to
you and I told you everything. How sorry I was that I’d left the way I
did, how I wanted to come home, how much I loved you, how much I
wanted to have the baby even though we were so young…” She
paused, pinching the bridge of her nose and trying to slow her
breathing. Once her emotions were sufficiently under control to
continue, she added, “When I didn’t hear from you I knew that it was
over and that I was on my own. I understood that your being a part of
my life was over.”

“That’s why you hardly ever come back?” Like sea mist clearing
and revealing the village, everything was suddenly starting to make
sense.

“How could I after that? It was far too painful.”
She was weeping bitterly and Jake couldn’t bear this. Pulling her

into his arms he held her close and pressed his face into her hair
until the torrent of emotion began to ebb. As she wiped her eyes,
Jake struggled to grasp what he had just learned. The mental
landscape of the past decade or so had shifted and the seismic
impact was so enormous that he felt disorientated. Summer had tried
to tell him that she’d still loved him. She’d wanted to come back to
the village and hadn’t just turned her back on him without a second
thought, as he’d believed for so long. She hadn’t stopped loving him.
She’d wanted to come home to him. She’d thought that he had
turned his back on her.

This changed everything and his heart broke at the thought of all
the time they’d wasted because of these misunderstandings.



Jake dropped a kiss onto Summer’s damp forehead then released
her gently, wiping her tears away with his thumbs.

“I had no idea,” he said quietly. “Summer, I swear I never knew
anything about any of this. I certainly never saw any letter, let alone
got to read it. Christ, if I had I would have been on the first train to
Paddington. There’s no way that I would have let you go. When I
didn’t hear from you again I assumed it was because you’d moved
on and didn’t want to know me.”

Summer’s gaze flew to Jake’s. Her face was a study in horror.
“You never read my letter?”

“I didn’t even know it existed until a few moments ago. Why didn’t
you just phone the house?”

Back then, in the days when both their families had relied much
more on landlines, Summer and Jake had spent hours hogging the
phone and driving the others mad. For months Eddie Penhalligan
had resisted all suggestions of Summer having her own mobile, for
fear of her wasting money on her endless calls. He’d yielded on the
matter only because Summer was about to move away from home,
and he’d been furious when she’d lost the new handset within weeks
of owning it.

“I did! I tried ringing you several times,” Summer cried. She could
still remember standing in the red call box that was papered pitifully
with cards advertising the charms of desperate women, clutching her
twenty-pence piece and plucking up the courage to dial. “The first
time I rang, Mo told me that you didn’t want to speak to me, and
another time when I managed to get through she just slammed the
phone down. That was why I wrote.” Her hand flew to her mouth.
“Oh my God! Mo! She was so angry with me. I think she felt I’d
betrayed her just as much by leaving as I did you. Do you think she
would have taken my letter?”

Jake loved his fiery, stubborn sister but he knew that this was
exactly the sort of thing Mo would have done. Up at dawn every day
to deal with her beloved horses, she wouldn’t have found it hard to
intercept the post, which in those days had always arrived through
the letterbox first thing in the morning.

“I think it’s exactly what she’d do,” he sighed. “She would have
thought she was helping but instead she’s let me waste years of my



life thinking that the person I loved didn’t feel the same way about
me.”

“And I thought that you hated me. I’ve thought it for years,”
Summer whispered. They stared at one another, aghast. “Oh God,
Jake. What a mess.”

Jake swallowed back his anger. “It’s all the years spent thinking…
Well, I guess there’s no point going over that now. But, Sums, what
did you do? What happened to the baby? Am I a father?”

She slipped her hand into his. “I was only sixteen and I was so
scared, Jake. I didn’t know how I was going to cope on my own. I
thought about a termination and I even made an appointment with
the clinic, but I couldn’t go through with it. My baby was all I had left
of you; there was no way I could part with it. I guess fate had
different ideas, though. I started to lose the baby that same night.”
Her voice clotted with tears. “It broke my heart and ever since I’ve
always wondered whether that was my punishment for even
considering a termination. It was just like what happened today.
Maybe that was another reminder of what I almost did?”

The image of Summer alone and scared made Jake savage. He
couldn’t bear to think of her frightened in the city and believing that
he’d deliberately turned his back on her.

“None of this was your fault,” he said firmly. “What happened then
wasn’t a punishment and what happened today wasn’t either, was
it?”

Her head drooped. “No. It wasn’t. Today was probably down to
Justin.”

Ah yes, Justin Anderson. Jake had been coming to that part of the
story. His fists clenched but he was determined not to shy away from
the truth, no matter how painful.

“Are you ready to tell me about him?”
She grimaced. “Maybe if you can put a slosh of Alice’s secret

whiskey in the tea?”
“Just a small one,” said Jake firmly. “You’ve had a couple of strong

painkillers.”
Retrieving the bottle from the top shelf, Jake poured some of the

whiskey into two tumblers before joining her back on the sofa. Then
he listened quietly and without interruption – even though each word



roused in him a fury deeper and darker than anything he’d ever
known – as Summer told him the truth about her relationship with the
famous sportsman.

It was a familiar tale, of a younger and vulnerable woman who had
met an older glamorous man and been amazed to be the dazzled
focus of his full-beam attention. He was damaged and had warned
her to keep away from him, yet had bombarded her with gifts and
flowers and the kind of adoration that she’d thought only existed in
movies. He’d woven their own little world where no one else was
welcome, and that had been seductive. She’d felt loved, cherished,
adored – and later trapped. Friends and family had slipped away
until there was nobody for Summer except Justin. Slowly, and
imperceptibly at first, his closeness had turned into control. As
Summer described how just tiny, seemingly insignificant things such
as talking to the wrong person or smiling at a stranger could send
Justin crazy, Jake clenched his jaw. It was classic emotional abuse.
Justin would fly into a rage, take it out on Summer and then be filled
with remorse. Slowly he’d distanced her from her family, undermining
the already strained relationships like an artisan manipulator, until
there had been nobody close to her but him. It was because he
loved her so much, had never loved anyone as he loved her, had
been hurt in the past; there were a million excuses for his behaviour.
But to Jake’s mind there was only one reason: Justin Anderson was
a cowardly, controlling piece of shit. Every time he thought about
how Summer had gained her bruises and why she’d lost her baby,
Jake was consumed with rage. When she told him about the ugly
night when she’d become pregnant, it took all his self-control not to
leap into his truck, drive to London and kill the bastard. Only knowing
that this would be for his own benefit, rather than for hers, kept Jake
from grabbing the keys and storming to the city.

“Why did you stay for so long?” he asked.
“It sounds pathetic, I know, and I tried to leave so many times,”

Summer said quietly. She’d hardly touched her drink as she’d told
the story, and couldn’t look at him. His heart broke to see that she
was blaming herself. “I wanted to get away but I must be so weak,
Jake.”



“Summer, you’re probably the strongest person I know,” Jake told
her. “You’ve survived. That’s brave.”

“Is it?” She looked doubtful. “I never felt brave. Every time, he
talked me around again and I gave in. He loved me, couldn’t bear to
be without me and, later on, he swore he’d ruin me if I left.”

“Ruin you?” Jake didn’t understand.
“He meant that he’d destroy my reputation and my career.

Honestly, Jake, you don’t know what he’s like. He’s got lawyers on
tap and the press loves him, especially after the cancer thing.”

“Does your career really mean that much to you that you’d put up
with him?” Jake couldn’t fathom this. The fear and the emotional
blackmail made sense but the career part baffled him. Maybe this
was because he’d never had a burning desire to be a marine
engineer? In contrast, Summer had always wanted to act and Susie
had never tired of pushing her.

Summer shrugged. “Not really, but I’ve been sending money home
for years – quite a lot of money actually. Dad remortgaged the
house; he ran up debts on the business and there have been all
sorts of problems with the boat, so I tried to help out. I bought
Penhalligan Girl for them, although I guess they’ll need another
trawler now, and money’s going to be really tight if nobody’s working.
Just the kind of leverage Justin loves. He’d know I couldn’t risk
upsetting him.” She gave Jake a sad smile. “I guess in some ways I
felt like I deserved him. Justin was my punishment for screwing up
when I was younger, but as soon as I found out I was pregnant again
then everything changed. When he shoved me into the kitchen
island I knew I had to get out, because it wasn’t just about me
anymore, was it? So I ran out of the house, jumped in the car and hit
the M4 and just drove until my head began to clear. The rest you
know.”

“You’ve been really brave,” Jake told her. Slowly, not wanting to
panic her, he added, “but you do know that you can’t keep this to
yourself anymore, don’t you? You have to go to the police. He can’t
be allowed to get away with it.”

“I know I do, but not right now, Jake. I don’t feel strong enough.
Give me a few days just to get my head together and I’ll do
something. There’s nothing he can do to me now.”



Jake nodded. Gently, he helped her to her feet.
“I think you need to rest,” he told her. “You’ve had a hell of a day,

and I’m more sorry than I can ever say that you’ve had to go through
all this. Forget everything else; it can all wait until later. There’s no
rush, Sums. You’re safe now.”

She exhaled slowly and, as he put his arms around her and
helped her up to the guest bedroom, Jake felt the tension start to
slide from her slim frame. By the time she was beneath the thick
white duvet her eyelids were drooping.

“I’m so tired,” she said sleepily. “Sorry, Jake.”
Jake leaned forward and kissed her forehead tenderly.
“Just rest,” he said. “You’re safe here.”
Summer had been through so much and he instinctively knew that

there was still more that she hadn’t shared with him yet. She didn’t
need someone telling her what she should do – God knew, she’d
already had more than enough of that – but what she did need was
someone to love and support her while she figured out what the next
steps were.

Jake wanted those next steps to be with him. He wanted to take
her hand and tell her that he would be beside her, every day for the
rest of their lives if she would let him. He loved her with a passion
that shocked him but he knew that now was not the time to talk
about feelings or plans. The events of the day so far were too raw.
The past, too, was still painful, with its effects echoing even into the
present day, but Jake hoped that if he was patient Summer would
realise that she still loved him.

Whether she’d want to be with him though, or with anyone after
what she’d been through, was a different matter.



Chapter 31
Mo was buzzing. The excitement of the dash out to the Shindeeps
and the adrenalin of finding the boys and bringing them home to
safety, combined with the weird pulses of electricity that always
seemed to zip between her and Ashley, had left her nerves jangling.
Knowing that if she sat on a horse she’d send it crazy, Mo decided to
abandon riding for the day and pop up to Seaspray to catch up with
her family.

Her head was still spinning from Ashley’s earlier command that
she should deliver his coat and life jacket in person. He really was
the most infuriating man! Who did he think he was, ordering her
about like she was one of his underlings? Mo thought indignantly.
She had a good mind to ignore him and let him collect his own stuff.
That would show him that she wasn’t the kind of person he could
boss around.

Mo shoved the garden gate open and paused to catch her breath
after the steep climb. The village dropped away below her; the boats
in the marina were all lined up neatly, and beyond the harbour wall
the tide was on the turn and hopeful seagulls strutted at the water’s
edge. There were still a lot of people left on the quay. The local news
crew had arrived and managed to grab Mo for a few sound bites and
she’d been hailed as the hero of the day. Mo felt quite a fraud
because Ashley was the real hero. If it hadn’t been for him then who
knew whether Bobby and Joe would have been found so quickly, or
even at all? Fishing off the Shindeeps, and with the rescue vessel
still miles away, they could have drifted for hours and quickly
become hypothermic. She’d tried her best to explain how the rescue
was really down to Ashley and how his confident and expert handling
of his boat had made all the difference, but he’d vanished and
instead the glory of the day had rested with her. By lunchtime Mo
knew that her frizzy red hair and mad eyes (she was under no
illusions as to what she looked like on camera) would be beamed
into houses across the West Country. I didn’t do anything, she
thought guiltily, apart from tell Ashley that he had to find the boys.
Thank goodness he’d listened though. They’d spent so much time



arguing in the past that she was amazed he hadn’t told her to get
lost.

Why had he been so quick to help, rather than being his usual
belligerent self? Unless she was a better kisser than she thought, of
course. And what was all that stuff about valuing your life and living
every moment? He was the most intriguing man she’d ever met, and
no matter what she did to distract herself Mo just couldn’t stop
thinking about him. She’d contemplated those moonlight kisses so
many times that it was making her feel exhausted.

Mo was stumped. This made no sense. She was everything that
Cashley hated: a Cornish bramble thorn in his gym-honed London
flesh. And as an arrogant, capitalist second-homer he was certainly
everything that she despised too. Why she kept reliving those kisses
and replaying the image of his haughty profile, hair blown back from
his face and jaw set in grim determination as he danced his boat
over the waves, was a mystery.

Mariners was directly opposite Seaspray, and as usual the
builders were toiling up and down the garden like ants as they built
the Great Wall of Cornwall. The place was a testament to Ashley’s
sheer determination. He was going to defy gravity, global recessions
and PAG to have his house built the way that he wanted it, and in
record time too. He was certainly used to getting his own way, so to
have taken orders from her earlier was unheard of. What was it with
him?

And what was he so keen to tell her?
Trying to figure it all out was giving Mo a headache, so she turned

her back on the view and climbed the final few steps up to her
family’s house. A cup of coffee, some toast and a slice of Alice’s
fruitcake were what she needed. She couldn’t possibly figure Ashley
out on an empty stomach.

Mo was spooning coffee granules into a mug and waiting for the
toast to spring out of the toaster when Jake entered the kitchen. He
looked terrible; his eyes were shadowed and his usually smiling
mouth was set in a grim line. Even his golden curls seemed to have
lost their bounce. Lord, Mo hadn’t realised just how upset he’d been
by this morning’s events. Knowing Jake, Mo guessed that he was



blaming himself for failing to get through to Nick. He’d always taken it
upon himself to look after them all.

“Hey, cheer up. It’s all OK: Bobby and Joe are fine. They were
lucky.” Mo poured the boiling water into her mug and lobbed in a
spoonful of sugar for good measure. After the morning she’d had,
she figured it was the least she deserved. “Do you want a coffee? Or
some toast? I’ve put a couple of slices in.”

Jake didn’t reply but just stood in the doorway. His arms were
folded across his chest and there was an expression on his face that
made Mo uneasy all of a sudden. If she didn’t know better, Mo would
have said it was fury and directed at her, which was ridiculous
because she hadn’t done anything wrong. Quite the opposite, in fact.
She was the hero of the hour. Everyone in the village was talking
about how she and Ashley had rescued the boys. Jake didn’t have
any reason to be mad at her, unless it was because she’d not
managed to stop Nick drinking last night. Personally Mo thought that
it would have been easier to stop the tide. Nick on a mission to drink
was a force of nature.

“Don’t look at me like that,” she grumbled. The toast popped up
and she whipped it onto a plate, wincing at the heat and blowing on
her hot fingertips. “It’s not my fault if Nick chooses to get off his face.
He’s a big boy now.” She opened the fridge and rummaged around
until she located a jar of Alice’s home-made strawberry jam. “I’m
having this on mine. Do you want the same?”

“Did you destroy the letter Summer wrote me?”
The question was so unexpected and so shocking that Mo was

totally thrown. She stared at Jake, hardly able to believe her ears.
“What?”
“I asked you whether you’ve ever destroyed any letter that

Summer sent to me.” Her brother stepped forward. “It’s a simple
enough question, Mo, so why don’t you put the bloody toast down
and just answer it?”

Mo glanced at the toast, almost surprised to see it; her appetite
had vanished the moment that Jake had mentioned the letter. How
on earth did Jake know about that? It had been Mo’s guilty secret for
years.



No, not a guilty secret, she thought furiously; that wasn’t the right
way to describe what had actually been an act of love. Mo had only
been thinking of protecting her brother from any more heartbreak.
Having seen him fall apart when Summer had chosen to walk away,
Mo had been filled with a bitter determination not to allow her to do
any further damage. As far as Morwenna Tremaine was concerned,
Summer had had her chance and she’d blown it long ago. Nobody
treated her brother like that and was ever forgiven.

Mo adored Jake. Like her, he was old enough to remember their
mother. When Penny Tremaine had died, Jake, Danny and Mo had
clung to one another for comfort. Jake and Mo had been especially
close. It had pretty much stayed like that throughout their childhood.
Jimmy had never been much of a hands-on father – he was far too
busy chasing the latest money-making scheme or impressing
holidaymakers in The Ship – so the eldest Tremaine siblings had
been left to their own devices. It was Jake who’d taught Mo to ride a
bike and throw a mean right hook, and who’d patiently let her learn
to drive in his beloved Fiesta. Mo loved him fiercely and wanted to
kill anyone who might hurt him.

Even if they happened to be her best and oldest friend.
Summer had called the house on a couple of occasions and Mo

had happened to pick up both times. This had given her the perfect
opportunity to tell her ex best friend exactly what she thought of her.
Summer hadn’t said much in response but had simply and quietly
taken Mo’s ranting and raging, probably knowing she deserved it, Mo
had thought savagely. If she’d seen how pale and defeated Jake had
been, then Summer would have realised that actually Mo had let her
off lightly. A few days later Mo had been up early to ride and by
chance had bumped into the postman, a portly character who was
often complaining about the hilliness of his delivery round. Seeing
Mo, the postman had recognised an excuse to avoid climbing the
steep path to Seaspray. He’d thrust a pink envelope into her hand
and called over his shoulder to make sure to give it to her brother.
Mo had taken one look at that familiar loopy handwriting, and the
letter’s fate had been decided. The second the postman was out of
sight, Summer’s words to Jake had been pocketed in Mo’s jacket.
Not long afterwards, they’d been pink confetti drifting on the sea



breeze. No good would come of anything Summer had to say, Mo
had told herself. As she’d watched the pieces of the letter land on
the waves, the words bleeding away into the water, Mo had been
convinced that this was all for the best.

Now, years on and with Jake glaring at her across the kitchen, she
wasn’t quite so sure.

“What on earth are you going on about that for? It’s ancient
history,” she said, defensively.

Jake’s eyes narrowed. “Nice try, Mo, but don’t avoid the question.
Did you or didn’t you?”

“All right, yes I did!” Mo flung down her toast and put her hands on
her hips. “I ripped it up and do you know what? I’m glad I did!”

Jake’s expression didn’t flicker. “What on earth did you do that
for?”

“Jesus, Jake! I don’t know. It was years ago.”
Jake gave a harsh laugh. “Come on. You’re better than that. You

know exactly why you did it.”
Mo was stung by her brother’s accusing tone. “All right, then, I’ll

tell you why I did it. I was sick and tired of seeing you being
manipulated. Summer made it pretty damn clear that she didn’t give
a toss about you or any of us when she pushed off to London. She
showed her true colours then, didn’t she? She’s nothing but a hard-
hearted bitch.”

“She was sixteen, Mo,” Jake said wearily. “Sixteen. A kid. Can’t
you see that she was confused? She’d had Susie pushing her for
years. Looking back now, I can see that I wasn’t being fair either by
putting pressure on her to stay. I should have supported her, not
issued an ultimatum.”

Mo, who until the arrival of Ashley Carstairs had never been
confused in her life about what she wanted, snorted rudely.

“She’s been telling you some sob story, hasn’t she? God, Jake,
don’t be such a sucker. You might not remember how in bits you
were about it all but I do. She was utterly selfish and I hated seeing
what it was doing to you. She’s certainly never looked back, has
she?”

“You don’t know anything about Summer. What on earth made you
think you had the right to interfere? Have you any idea what you’ve



done?” Jake said. Although he didn’t raise his voice the steeliness in
his tone was at odds with the laid-back brother she knew and loved –
the brother whom she’d been protecting.

“I know she broke your heart, walked out on you and never looked
back,” Mo shot back.

“And did you know she was having our baby?”
“What?” Mo felt her blood turn to ice in her veins.
“You heard. Summer was pregnant.”
“Pregnant?”
Jake nodded. “She found out a week or so after arriving in London

and she was desperate to get in touch with me. She called a couple
of times but you put the phone down on her.” Striding across the
kitchen, he glowered down at Mo. “So she wrote instead, but of
course I never answered. You can imagine what she thought.”

Somebody had stolen Mo’s voice and all she could do was
whisper. “So what happened?”

“She was sixteen, alone and frightened,” Jake said shortly. He
couldn’t even look her in the eye, Mo realised. “What do you think
happened? What choices did she have?”

Normally Mo’s life was full of certainties. This horse spooked at
those kinds of fillers. That cross-country course was lethal if wet.
Summer had betrayed Jake and, by association, Mo too. She liked
life being black and white. Grey was far too complicated.

“She didn’t get rid of it, did she?” Her voice was hardly audible. If
Summer had been forced to terminate the pregnancy because of
her, then Mo didn’t think she could live with herself.

“She thought about it but she lost the baby – not before she’d
been to hell and back first, though. Can you even begin to imagine
how that must have been? She went through all that by herself, and
while thinking that I’d read her letter and chosen to turn my back on
her.” He passed a hand over his eyes in despair. “I can’t bear to even
think about it.”

Neither could Mo. She felt sick.
“I didn’t know,” she said. “I swear to God, Jake! I had no idea. I

would never have done it otherwise. You know I wouldn’t!”
“You shouldn’t have done it anyway!” Jake’s voice was shaking

with anger. “Christ, Mo, don’t you see what your interfering has



done? I’ve spent twelve years of my life thinking that Summer didn’t
want to be with me, twelve bloody years, and the same goes for her
too. Twelve wasted years, Mo! We can never get that time or that
child back now. Have you any idea how that feels?”

Mo’s throat tightened. “I didn’t know, Jake. I thought I was helping
you.”

“Helping me?” He sounded incredulous. “Jesus Christ, Mo. That’s
the kind of help I can do without. Do me a favour, will you? Don’t
ever try to help me again.”

“I’m so sorry, Jake.” Mo could see her brother was devastated and
to know this was her fault, however well intentioned, was more than
she could stand.

“I think it’s a bit too late to be sorry, don’t you?” Jake held up his
hand when she started to apologise again. “No, don’t. There’s
nothing you can say that could possibly make things feel any better
right now. What you forget, Mo, is that you’ve known about this for a
long time. I’ve only just found this out and it’s changed absolutely
everything.”

“But not us!” Mo cried now. “Nothing’s changed between us! I only
did it because I cared – and I was just a kid, Jake! I was sixteen! I
had no idea what was going on! I was angry and scared. I wasn’t
deliberately trying to hurt anyone. Don’t look at me like that. I’m still
the same person.”

But Jake held up his hands again. “I need some time to get my
head around all this, because it doesn’t feel like you’re the same
person. Do you understand? I have to figure this out and I need
some space. Quite frankly, Mo, I can’t stand the sight of you right
now.”

Mo didn’t want to hear any more. She was out of the kitchen,
through the back door and tearing across the garden almost before
she was aware of it. All she wanted to do was put as much distance
between herself and Jake as she could before she fell into a
thousand pieces. It was unbearable. One swift, hot-headed teenage
decision, made in the heat of the moment all those years ago, had
come back to haunt her. Even worse, that impulsive teenage gesture
had hurt her beloved brother in the worst way possible.

Mo didn’t think she would ever be able to forgive herself.





Chapter 32
Jules couldn’t remember a time when she’d ever felt quite as drained
as she did right now. Her daily walks with Danny definitely left her
breathless and with her legs aching as though she was coming down
with flu. Since she’d been living by the sea and taking in all the fresh
salty air, she’d often found that her eyelids had felt weighed down,
but this profound exhaustion was something else entirely. By the
time she’d made the climb back up to the rectory Jules was
struggling even to summon enough energy to unlock the front door.
She’d known she was unfit but this was ridiculous! Why, even filling
the kettle was a task of Herculean proportions.

While she waited for the kettle to boil, Jules slumped at the kitchen
table and contemplated opening the biscuit tin to rummage for a
chocolate digestive or two, but the effort of crossing the room to
fetch it was too much like hard work. It was also a strange
development that she was feeling a lot less inclined to snack on
Hobnobs and shortbread these days. Was it just her imagination,
Jules wondered as she tested the waistband of her jeans, or were
her clothes starting to feel just a little bit looser lately too? If so,
maybe Danny Tremaine could have a whole new career as a
personal trainer to look forward to; in next to no time he had
achieved what endless slimming clubs and miracle supplements had
failed to do.

Now that the kettle had boiled, Jules dragged herself to the
worktop and sloshed the hot water onto a tea bag. With the tea
brewing, she leaned against the counter and gazed thoughtfully out
of the window. How many rectories came with a view like this? Jules
asked herself. If she stared at it all day she didn’t think she would
ever get bored. The sea was never the same from one minute to the
next and the village below her was a moving picture as people and
vehicles wiggled their way through the narrow streets. She’d only
been here a short while but already Polwenna Bay felt like home.
From the beady-eyed seagulls always on the scrounge for leftovers
or dive-bombing for ice creams, to the people she was coming to
know and care about, Jules knew she’d been right to listen to that



small firm voice that had insisted that coming here was the right
thing to do. Whether it had been intuition, fate or God really hadn’t
mattered to Jules initially – and nor had the shocked expressions of
her fellow young vicars, all of whom had been surprised at Jules
jumping at the idea of a rural parish, even if she had become
increasingly convinced that she was being called by God to go there.
One of the other vicars had even suggested that she might be
bored…

Now, standing by the window and watching BBC Cornwall packing
away their broadcast equipment, while down on the quayside people
still huddled in groups and discussed the events of the morning,
Jules laughed out loud. Bored? Hardly. Nothing in all her years of
training had prepared her for life in a small seaside parish.
Particularly with the speed and the drama of Penhalligan Girl’s
disappearance, the responsibility of having the entire community
looking to her for comfort and support had been heavier than Jules
could have ever imagined. Her role as the vicar of Polwenna Bay
had been thrown into sharp relief. There was much more to it than
fighting Sheila Keverne over the brass-cleaning rota or striving to
make her sermons more exciting, and Jules had found herself thrust
right into the centre of the action. People had wanted prayers and
reassurance and answers – and who else did they turn to for these
things, even in the multimedia age, but their vicar? Today Jules had
really felt a part of their community: their pain had been her pain and
their joy her joy. The relief of seeing the two boys brought home safe
and sound had been overwhelming. Talk about an answer to prayer,
Jules thought as she splashed milk into the mug. Still, she was
willing to bet that it was the first time anyone from Polwenna Bay had
seen Ashley Carstairs in quite that light!

The local property developer was quite a mystery. He seemed
about as popular in the village as the Ebola virus, and from what
Jules could see Ashley tended to spend most of his time searching
for ways to upset as many people as possible and flashing his
money about. He wanted everything done yesterday and seemed in
a constant race against time. Jules frowned; she couldn’t help
thinking that Ashley worked a little too hard to cultivate his cavalier
image. It certainly didn’t tally with the quiet man she often saw sitting



in St Wenn’s – and neither did today’s heroic rescue of the
Penhalligan brothers. There was far more to Ashley Carstairs than
met the eye; of that Jules was certain.

Mug in hand, Jules was just about to wander into the churchyard
to soak up the sunshine and doze for a minute in the warmth, when
there was a knock on the front door. Sending up a quick plea to her
boss upstairs that this wasn’t Sheila Keverne demanding an apology
for the short-notice cancellation of today’s service in favour of
prayers at the quayside, Jules abandoned her drink and went to
answer it.

Opening the door, Jules thought that on reflection she would have
preferred Sheila Keverne. Although they had never been introduced
formally, she instantly recognised Tara Tremaine.

“I need to speak to you, Vicar,” Tara said. “Is it a good time?”
Jules’s first thought was for Danny. Why was Tara looking for a

priest? Had there been a problem? Had he done something awful?
Please Lord, no, anything but that.

“Is Danny OK?” Jules demanded as her heart screwed itself up
into a tight ball. All sorts of horrible scenarios danced across her
vision. “Has something happened?”

“Danny’s fine,” Tara replied calmly. She held out a slender hand
which Jules shook politely, wincing at the contrast of Tara’s slim
manicured fingers with her own stubby digits with their short and
practical nails. “Actually I ought to say that he’s as fine as he’ll ever
be.”

Jules stared at her. The relief was overwhelming.
“I hope this isn’t inconvenient? I can imagine you’ve been flat out

this morning.” Tara dropped Jules’s hand and stepped back, her
hazel eyes narrowing. “You look very pale. Maybe I should go?”

“It’s certainly been hectic, but no, it’s not a bad time at all,” Jules
assured her visitor, doing her best to click into vicar mode rather than
gawp at this woman who’d been the cause of so much of her friend’s
heartache. “How can I help?”

Tara shrugged. “I don’t know if you can. It’s just that I know you
and Dan are… close?”

Jules felt a flush creep up her neck. There was something about
the way Tara said this that made her, however innocent, feel horribly



guilty.
“We walk on the cliffs together,” she said carefully. “He’s been very

kind to me by showing me all the best routes.”
Tara gave her a sideways look. “I’m not sure kind is a word I’d

apply to Danny these days.”
Jules chose to ignore the dig. “He’s been through a lot. You both

have.”
Tara laughed bitterly. “That’s an understatement, but I won’t bore

you with the ins and outs. Besides, Dan’s probably told you all about
it anyway, hasn’t he? He won’t talk to me but it seems he’s more
than happy to speak to you.”

Actually Danny hadn’t said much about his ex at all lately, but Issie
certainly didn’t hold her contempt back. Even some of Morgan’s
innocent comments had helped Jules build a rather unflattering
mental picture of Tara, which didn’t really tie in with this unhappy
woman standing before her. Jules was cross with herself for judging.

“Look, I’m sorry if I sound jealous,” Tara added while Jules
struggled to find the right words, “but if I do sound that way, then I
suppose it’s because I am. My husband, the man I’ve been with
since I was fifteen, couldn’t talk to me. He totally shut me out, in
every way. In the end it was impossible to live with him. He drove me
away, Vicar. Can you imagine how that felt? Yes, I’ve left him – but
he gave me a bloody big shove.”

“I’m sorry. That must have been very painful,” Jules said, and Tara
inclined her head in agreement.

“It broke my heart. He wouldn’t reach out to me at all. Did you
know that when he was in rehabilitation he refused to see me?”

Jules didn’t know this but she wasn’t surprised to hear it. Danny
was hugely proud and independent; he would hate anyone to see
him vulnerable, or feel obliged to help him, especially his wife.

“I went there every day for a month and every day I had to go
away,” Tara continued. “The staff must have thought I was such a
loser.” She shrugged. “Not that they said so, of course, but that was
definitely how it felt to me. I wasn’t needed. They offered me
counselling but what was the point? I wasn’t the one who’d given up,
was I? I knew the truth. Dan didn’t want me anywhere near him and



he still doesn’t. I belong to the old life and every time he looks at me
I remind him of how things used to be.”

“I don’t think that’s true—”
“You don’t know enough to comment,” Tara cut through Jules’s

protest. “I promise you that’s exactly how it is. So forgive me if I say
that when I heard he was spending time with you and telling you
everything, I was jealous and hurt too. Nothing I’ve been able to say
or do has helped him or stopped him drinking. In fact I’ve probably
made it worse by threatening to take Morgan away unless he quits.
But you’ve made a huge difference in just the short time you’ve
known him.” She paused, her eyes flickering over Jules’s body,
probably comparing it to her own slim frame and feeling even more
confused. “What’s your secret? Why you and not me?”

Jules suddenly had a sense that she was being weighed,
measured and found rather lacking. There was no sexual threat
here, was what Jules guessed her visitor was thinking; Danny really
had just been going for a walk. So what on earth did this plump vicar
have that she didn’t? Jules didn’t blame her visitor for making such a
sweeping assumption. Tara was one of those delicate, doll-like
women whom nature blesses with perfect features, a taut flat tummy
and hair that never seems to frizz or straggle. She was the antithesis
of Jules, who daily waged – and lost – the Battles of both the Frizz
and the Bulge. In contrast to the baggy jeans and hoody that Jules
had opted for today, Tara was dressed in a Breton tee-shirt and
skinny jeans that exaggerated her long slim legs. Jules knew she’d
have looked like Billy Smart’s Big Top in that stripy shirt, and she’d
have struggled to get jeans like that over one ankle. There was no
doubt about it; Tara Tremaine was a very attractive woman.

No wonder Danny had been heartbroken to think she would leave
him, but to learn now that Tara was hurting too put a very different
complexion on things. This was a married couple and marriage was
a sacrament. Danny shouldn’t be spending his free time with another
woman when his wife needed him, still loved him even. From what
Tara was telling her, this marriage was very far from over. With
sadness tightening her throat Jules knew that as a vicar, and as a
decent person, it was her responsibility and her duty to help make
things right between them – even if doing so squashed flat the tiny



shoots of happiness that, like hyacinth bulbs planted and placed in
the dark, had been growing in her heart. Their walks had quickly
become one of the highlights of her life in Polwenna Bay, but if these
were at the expense of Danny’s marriage then they came at a price
too high to pay. As a vicar Jules knew that the needs of her flock
must always come above her own. That was the example set to her
by Jesus and she strove every day to follow it.

This wasn’t always easy though…
“Danny doesn’t talk about himself very much,” Jules said gently.

“But whenever he has done I guess it’s because I’m a vicar.” She
touched her dog collar and smiled. “This makes me easy to
approach and it comes with a whole plethora of assumptions and
understandings. Call it confession, if you like – even if that’s the
other team!”

Tara nodded slowly. “That makes sense, I guess.”
“Listening to people is a huge part of my job,” Jules said. “I’m

impartial too,” she added, knowing that this was at least her
intention, “and that helps a lot. Sometimes people find it too hard to
speak to those they love the most. Somebody from the church,
somebody who doesn’t have the same emotional investment, can
just listen. It’s the same reason why people might be able to talk to a
counsellor or the Samaritans.”

The other woman exhaled. “You’re right; of course you are. That’s
exactly why Dan can’t talk to me. I’ll get too upset and he’ll always
be holding back. I didn’t think of that when I came up here. I just
thought that…” She pulled a wry face. “Vicar, I feel really stupid now.
I actually thought Danny and you might be having an affair! Isn’t that
ridiculous?”

Jules smiled back but inside it felt as though somebody was
wrapping barbed wire around her heart. Of course it was ridiculous.
She had been ridiculous at best, unprofessional at worst, and she’d
allowed herself to grow far too close to Danny. Well, that would have
to stop, Jules decided sadly.

Tara didn’t stay much longer – she’d clearly felt far too awkward to
come in for a cup of tea – and once she’d departed Jules abandoned
her now cold mug of PG tips and headed for her church. She had a
sudden longing to be somewhere quiet where she could just be still



and close to God. Although she knew that He was always with her,
there was a particular kind of serenity in St Wenn’s, with its cool
pools of silence and rainbows of light. Tara’s visit and her revelations
had been hugely unsettling; Jules needed time to come to terms with
what she’d learned and to pray for answers and guidance, both for
herself and for the Tremaines. With any luck Sheila Keverne wouldn’t
be there. Jules was crossing everything that there would be far too
much excitement and gossip going on in the village for her verger to
come up to do a spot of brass cleaning today.

As always the church door was unlocked, and as Jules stepped
into the nave the stillness immediately soothed her. The smells of
polish and old hymn books were comforting and familiar and the
atmosphere was blissfully calm, as though the centuries of prayers
and deep reflection had seeped into the walls and pews. Jewelled
sunshine poured through the stained-glass windows and onto the
worn flagstones, revealing dust motes dancing and spinning in the
light. The deep recessed windowsills were filled with the flower
displays made by Alice, forming bright splashes of colour against the
grey stones, which bore plaques honouring the young men of the
village whose blood had soaked the faraway fields of the Somme.

Sheila wasn’t there, thank the Lord – but Jules wasn’t alone, which
took her by surprise. St Wenn’s was often visited by tourists (those fit
and interested enough to wander off the beaten track to find the
church, anyway), but this usually happened on wet and miserable
days when there wasn’t much else to do. It was unusual to find
holidaymakers in here between services on sunny Sundays when
there were ice creams and boat trips on offer elsewhere. Jules
grabbed one of the guides to the church, a slim leaflet pointing out all
the things worth looking at, but as she neared the chancel she
realised that this wasn’t a holidaymaker at all: it was Ashley
Carstairs.

He was sitting in the second pew from the front and his dark head
was bowed as he either prayed or was lost in deep thought. There
was less of a difference between these two states than people
realised, Jules often thought, and as a vicar it was interesting to
learn that people you seldom saw at a service often came into the



church at other times. She’d seen Ashley here three times already
this week. Jules was thoughtful; he looked troubled.

Hearing her footsteps, Ashley glanced up. Something flickered in
his dark eyes when he caught sight of her. Annoyance? Irritation?
Jules wasn’t certain but she could tell that he wasn’t pleased to lose
his solitude. Instantly he rose to his feet.

“Please, don’t mind me,” she said quickly. “I didn’t mean to disturb
you. I’m just here to pray.”

But Ashley was already sliding out of the pew. “I was on my way
anyhow.”

This was blatantly untrue but Jules decided to ignore it. Just as the
dog collar made some people feel reassured, she knew full well that
it often had the opposite effect on others; Ashley was clearly one of
these folk. Before she could think of the right words to put him at his
ease, or point out that he’d left a sheaf of papers behind on the pew,
he was striding up the aisle. Seconds later she heard the church
door click shut behind him.

Jules sighed then slipped into his vacated pew to scoop up the
papers. She’d take them back to the rectory for safekeeping and
maybe drop them up to Mariners later. The walk would do her good.

The papers looked important. Legal documents? Jules couldn’t
help but glance down at them out of curiosity and was surprised to
discover that she was holding a letter from a solicitor, along with the
historical deeds to Fernside. This was the piece of land that PAG
had been fighting Ashley over, wasn’t it? The remainder of the
ancient woodlands that linked Mariners with the lane out of the
village, and which kept Ashley’s property inaccessible by road. The
last time Jules had attended a PAG meeting (generally she tried to
avoid them, as things tended to become very heated) there had
been great agitation because apparently Ashley had purchased the
woods. Morwenna had been all for a Swampy-style protest with
villagers chained to trees and all but singing we shall not be moved
while the diggers and bulldozers crept nearer.

Jules frowned. She was totally confused. None of the upset of that
meeting made any sense at all now. According to the solicitor’s letter
she was holding in her hands, Ashley Carstairs didn’t own the woods
at all.



Morwenna Tremaine did.



Chapter 33
Summer let herself into the holiday cottage, closing the door behind
her with a soft click. The cottage was open, which surprised her. She
guessed she’d left in such a tearing hurry to get to the harbour that
she must have forgotten to lock up. She leaned against the back of
the door and closed her eyes, savouring the peace and quiet of just
being alone in her own space, even if it was borrowed. Being at
Seaspray had been wonderful; Jake and later on Alice had been so
kind, but after resting for several hours she really felt the need just to
be alone. Jake hadn’t wanted her to go but Summer had insisted,
and in the end he’d reluctantly walked with her to the bottom of the
garden.

“I’ll come and find you later,” he’d said, pressing a kiss onto the top
of her head. “No protests, Sums. It’s not up for discussion. I want to
check that you’re all right. I’ll send Morgan down in a bit to see if you
need anything, and then you really need to get some more rest. It’s
been quite a day.”

He wasn’t wrong there, Summer now thought wearily. Her body
ached, her head throbbed and she felt as though she could sleep for
about a month. It seemed a lifetime ago that she’d heard the
dreadful news about her brothers. Her hand rested for a moment on
her stomach and her eyes stung with tears. She blinked them away
and bit down on her lip until she could taste the metallic taint of
blood. Slowly, piece by minute piece, her control returned. There
would be plenty of time to grieve later.

It hadn’t even been a day since she’d left this house to wander
down to see her parents at Cobble Cottage, but she felt years older.
The house too felt different. Its energy had shifted so that, rather
than being the quiet haven she’d been enjoying, it made her feel
oddly on edge, as though she was being watched from the shadowy
corners or spied on from the dark stairwell.

Hormones, she told herself. That was what this was. Her body was
in shock, her emotions were reeling and she was all over the place.
The cottage was the same as it had always been. This was just her
imagination playing tricks on her; the goosebumps dusting her skin



and the acceleration of her heart rate were all caused by the trauma
she’d been through, nothing more.

If she could fall asleep right now and not wake up for several
years, Summer didn’t think she would mind too much. Coffee: that
was what she needed. A strong cup of coffee that would jolt her
senses awake and hopefully drive away this creeping sense of
unease.

Grinding her knuckles into her eyes until she saw stars, Summer
went to fill the kettle and fetch a mug. It was as she was stretching to
pick one from the highest shelf, balancing on her tiptoes to reach it
with her fingertips, that she heard a tread on the stair.

The mug flew from the shelf and shattered with a sickening crash.
Shards of china peppered the floor – but Summer barely had a
moment to register this, because an arm had snaked around her
waist, pulling her backwards with such force that she lost her footing.

“Having fun without me, Summer?”
It was Justin.
“Nothing to say?” he hissed, yanking her backwards so roughly

that she stumbled and would have fallen were it not for his vice-like
grip. “That’s unusual. Or have you been saving all your conversation
for your lover up at the big house?” His breath was hot on her neck
and, catching the taint of whisky on it, Summer’s insides turned
watery with terror. Justin angry because he thought she’d been
cheating was one thing. Justin angry and drunk was another entirely.

“He’s not my lover,” she choked, but it was hard to speak when his
other arm was pressing against her windpipe. It was hard to breathe,
even.

“Liar!” Justin spat. Although she couldn’t see his face Summer
knew exactly how it would look. His lips would be drawn back from
his teeth in a snarl and his eyes would be blank with rage, all signs
of the handsome Dr Jekyll who graced magazine covers and ads for
trainers totally eradicated by this violent and jealous Mr Hyde. “I’ve
been told exactly what you’ve been up to. You’ve made a fool out of
me, you bitch, and nobody does that. Nobody!”

He was dragging her across the kitchen now and towards the
stairs. Every jolt of his arm left Summer gasping for air. If he carried
on like this he would choke her. How on earth had he got into the



cottage? How did he know which one she was in? How had he
managed to make his way through the village without being
recognised?

These questions raced through her mind but there was no point
trying to search for answers. Justin had found her. That was the only
fact she needed to worry about.

In the past Summer had been rendered limp with terror when
Justin was in this frame of mind, but today she was filled with fury
rather than with fear. Maybe it was because she felt that she had
nothing left to lose, or maybe it was because she’d finally had
enough of being bullied. Who the hell was Justin Anderson to treat
her this way? She’d spent most of her adult life on the run from the
guilt that had shadowed her for so long and believing that Jake
hadn’t loved her enough. Today had turned all of that upside down.

She wasn’t the same person who had fled from their London
house. Justin Anderson wasn’t going to push her around anymore.

Summer ducked her head to avoid his hand clamping over her
mouth.

“How the hell did you get in?”
Justin laughed. “The key was under the potted bay tree where

your friend told me I’d find it. Shit security you country bumpkins
have. It wasn’t hard, Summer.”

Who was the friend? Summer’s brain was tying itself into knots as
she tried to figure this out. Ella? It had to be.

“Don’t I even get a hello?” he continued. His voice was deceptively
friendly, at odds with the strength of his grip. “I’ve driven all this way
for you, Summer. You could at least look pleased to see me.”

Summer had been with Justin for long enough to know his moods.
This one was particularly dangerous, a faux bonhomie that could flip
at any time into white-hot rage. Usually she went rag-doll limp and
did as little as possible to aggravate him. Sometimes it worked but
mostly it didn’t. Hitting the kitchen island had been one such
example. He’d be waiting for her to do exactly that now.

Well he’d been lucky before. This time Summer had nothing to
lose.

“I’m not pleased to see you,” she told him, as best she could once
his arm was away from her windpipe. “I don’t love you and I don’t



want to be with you. It’s over.”
The back of Justin’s hand cracked against the side of Summer’s

head with such force that fireworks blazed in front of her eyes.
“You don’t get to decide that,” he snarled. “We’re Justin and

Summer, you stupid bitch. We’re a product worth millions. The next
Posh and Becks. You don’t get to choose to walk away from that.
You don’t get to choose.”

But this was where he was wrong. Things had changed since
she’d arrived at Polwenna Bay; they’d changed in ways that Justin
couldn’t possibly contemplate. She was no longer the same person
who’d walked away from him.

“You need me,” he was saying. “You need the money. How else
will you bail your pathetic family out every time? How will they ever
afford another boat now unless you cough up? I made you and I can
ruin you too.”

It was all rubbish of course. Justin hadn’t made her: Summer had
enjoyed success long before she’d met him, but he’d been telling her
this for so long now that she’d started to believe it. His constant put-
downs and reminders that she was just clinging to the coat-tails of
his fame and talent had been mental water torture – a steady drip,
drip, drip of negativity into her subconscious. Eventually she’d
bought into it. Not now though. Being away from him and back in the
place where she’d once belonged and been so happy – and
spending time with a man who respected and supported her – had
thrown Justin’s lies into sharp relief.

“And when I speak to the papers I can ruin you too!” she gasped.
Justin laughed. “As if they’ll believe you – a slut who’s cheated on

a national hero. A man in remission from cancer, too. Your word’s
worth nothing compared to mine. You’re just some cheap lads’-mag
tart. You’ll never work again by the time I’ve finished.”

Out of the corner of her eye Summer saw the coffee container still
on the counter. It was a heavy and very large glass jar which Patsy,
being a staunch tea drinker, had donated to her niece. If she could
somehow reach it, Summer thought, then she’d stand a chance of
surprising him. All she had to do was get close enough to grab it. If
there was ever a time when she needed to call upon her acting skills,
however rusty, it was now.



“Baby, you’re hurting me,” she said softly. “You don’t need to hold
me so tightly. I’m not going anywhere.”

“You’re coming back with me.” His grip tightened and Summer
cried out as Justin tugged her back towards the stairs. “You can get
up there and pack your damn case, and show me some appreciation
while you’re at it.”

No! Not that again. Anything but that! Her heart drumming as he
yanked her towards the staircase, Summer forced herself to stop
struggling and become soft and pliant in his arms. Nothing turned
Justin on more than a struggle, she knew that much, and the more
she protested the more he’d enjoy it.

Summer wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction.
“OK, baby. Maybe you’re right; it is time I came home.” She took a

deep breath and tried to sound as though she was agreeing with a
well-meaning suggestion, rather than fighting a man who was half
drunk and who loved force. “I’ll come upstairs and pack my bags.
Just let me go first, hey?”

Justin’s fingers loosened their grip a little, just enough for Summer
to stamp on his foot, twist and try bolting for the door. His howl of
pain was followed by a short tussle as he grabbed her hair and
snatched her head back so hard that she heard her neck click. The
agony almost made her vomit.

“You bitch!”
The smack of his hand against her face made Summer’s vision

fade and the force sent her stumbling forwards. She slammed into a
cupboard gasping as her hip collided with the corner, and then Justin
was behind her and tugging her jeans down.

“Stand still,” Justin rasped. Summer heard the zip of his flies as he
pushed against her, and panic clawed her chest. This was not going
to happen again. It wasn’t!

Stars were still twinkling before Summer’s eyes and she was
struggling to breathe, but as Justin was occupied with freeing one
hand she saw the moment and somehow managed to stretch
forward and grab the coffee jar. Twisting around desperately, she
brought it down onto his head with all her might.

Justin didn’t even cry out but dropped like a stone to the floor,
where he lay crumpled at her feet. Summer stood over him, jar in



hand and panting as though she’d just had a workout. She was
profoundly shocked at what had almost taken place – but not nearly
as shocked as Justin, who gazed up at her blearily, blood trickling
from his head and onto the flagstones. His eyes didn’t seem to be
able to focus at all; he just blinked while his mouth opened and shut
like something from her brothers’ trawl.

Oh my God, thought Summer, stunned. She’d done it. She’d really
done it: stood up to Justin and defended herself.

There was no way she was ever going to let him hurt her again.
It was at this point that the cottage door flew open and Jake

hurtled in, fists held as though ready for a fight. When he saw
Summer standing over Justin, he pulled her straight into his arms
and held her tightly against his chest.

“Sweetheart, are you all right? Had he hurt you?” Jake tilted up her
head and gazed down at her. His blue eyes were bright with anger.
“If he’s dared to lay a finger on you then I swear to God I’ll kill him.
Your face is bleeding. Christ, I’m going kill him.”

Summer knew that although Justin was an athlete, Jake, with his
body hard and muscular from the hours of physical work in the
boatyard and being out on the water, was more than a match for him.
She could feel the fury pulsing through him and she knew that he
meant every word. It both thrilled her and made her feel so safe to
know that Jake was ready to fly to her defence. Still, she was
pleased that he didn’t need to. Summer had seen enough
aggression for one day.

She reached up and placed her finger on his lips.
“I don’t think you need to. He’s not going to do anything to me

now,” Summer said. “I must have hit him really hard.”
They both looked down at Justin, whose eyes seemed to be

looking in different directions. Summer could practically see the birds
tweeting above his head. Then, tenderly, Jake uncurled her fingers
from the jar and placed it onto the counter.

“Not hard enough,” Jake said grimly. He crouched down next to
Justin. “If you ever come near her again, that bash on the head will
seem like nothing. Do you understand that, you piece of shit?”

Summer’s ex was far from his groomed celebrity self now.
Dribbling snot and blood onto the flagstones and moaning pitifully, he



looked pathetic.
“She hit me,” he whimpered, one hand clutching his head. “The

bitch hit me.”
“Don’t you dare speak about Summer like that, you scum.” Jake

put his face so close to Justin’s that their eyeballs were almost
touching. “You broke into her house and assaulted her.”

Justin made a spluttering sound. It might have been a protest or a
laugh; it was hard to tell because his voice was clotted with mucus
and blood from his nose, which had evidently hit the stone floor.

“Call an ambulance,” he gurgled. “Christ. That bitch has really hurt
me.”

“Sod the ambulance. I’m calling the police,” Jake told Justin,
whipping his mobile out of his pocket. “They can decide what to do
next.”

“Call them then. I’ll sue for assault.”
Summer’s mouth parched. “It was self-defence!”
“Prove it,” Justin wheezed. A hint of the old vindictiveness had

crept back into his tone, but for once she actually felt relieved to hear
it. If Justin was still capable of being a bastard then she couldn’t
have done too much harm.

Jake gave him a scornful look. He was itching to thump Justin
himself, Summer realised, and it was an act of real restraint that he’d
managed to resist.

“She doesn’t have to prove anything.” He stood up, squeezed
Summer’s shoulder reassuringly and strode to the open door.
“Morgan!”

Morgan’s curly head appeared at the door. His eyes widened
when he saw Justin lying on the kitchen floor.

“That’s him, Jake! That’s the bad man who was hurting Summer. I
saw him through the window.”

“A kid?” Justin pushed himself onto one elbow. His eyes were
crossing. “Big deal.”

“A kid with a camera and an obsessive passion for taking photos.”
Jake turned to Summer, who was staring at him in confusion. “I sent
Morgan down to see if you needed anything,” he explained. “He saw
what was happening and called me straight away. While I ran down
he took lots of pictures for me.”



Morgan held up his camera with its big telephoto lens.
“Thirty-five actually. I might be a paparazzi man when I grow up,”

he remarked thoughtfully. “Look, Jake: I took lots of them.”
Jake took the camera and scrolled through the images. His

eyebrows shot into his thick blond fringe and a muscle began to tick
in his strong, clenched jaw. Summer knew only too well what he was
looking at. She had the bruises and the cuts to match the
photographs.

“I ought to finish you right now for this,” Jake grated, and Justin
shrank away.

“He’s not worth it.” Summer laid her hand on Jake’s arm. “Leave
him. He won’t be coming anywhere near me again. Not once we go
to the press.” She turned to Justin. He looked so ridiculous sprawled
on the floor it now seemed impossible that she’d been terrified of
him. Justin was just a bully, and like all bullies once you stood up to
him he was actually pretty pathetic.

“My face is cut,” he whined. “If I lose modelling work I’ll sue your
arse off.”

“Sue away,” said Jake to Justin. “There’s enough evidence here to
prove every word you say is a lie. I shouldn’t think there’s a company
on the planet that’d want you to endorse their products after this.
Men who beat women aren’t very popular.”

“Fact,” said Morgan, nodding.
Jake handed his mobile to Summer. His face was serious.
“Sums, call the police. That was a serious assault and I know it

wasn’t the first, no matter what you’ve said before. You owe it to
yourself and to whatever poor girl falls for him next to make sure he
never has the chance to do it again. Don’t be afraid, sweetheart; he
can’t harm you anymore. He’ll never lay a finger on you again, I
promise.”

She glanced down at her ex-fiancé. Justin’s eyes had closed and
he looked utterly defeated. He wasn’t going to hurt her now and
neither was he about to go anywhere – not unless it was in the back
of a police van, anyway. Jake’s words about needing to make a
stand for the next girl Justin met struck a chord with Summer. It was
too late for her and her baby but nobody else was going to suffer



because of him. That was the one thing she could do in honour of
that little soul who’d never really had a chance.

Her eyes met Jake’s and the love she saw in them made her
stomach turn somersaults. He touched her cheek tenderly, his
fingertips skimming the shadows of her old bruises before gently
brushing over the new swellings.

Jake was there for her in every way, she realised. He always had
been and her heart was telling her that he always would be. All she
had to do was trust it.

But was she strong enough to do the right thing? Brave enough to
stand up to Justin once and for all, and publicly too? For a second
she quailed, but then Jake smiled at her and instantly Summer knew
the answer. She might be aching, trembling and physically weak, but
with Jake Tremaine there beside her Summer felt stronger than she
ever had before. She loved him and, in loving him, she knew that at
long last she had come home. And she never wanted to leave.

If she really wanted to be free, stop running and make her peace
with everything, then it was time to take the final step. With a shaking
finger, Summer began to dial...



Chapter 34
Mo was distraught. She couldn’t remember ever feeling quite so sick.
Every time she recalled her earlier conversation with Jake her blood
ran cold. She thought that the expression of disappointment and
disgust on his face would probably stay with her forever.

Mo had torn out of the house and raced through the village back to
the stables. She’d known that there was no point staying at
Seaspray and trying to plead with her brother; the withering look he’d
given her before he’d gone back upstairs, presumably to comfort
Summer, had said it all. He despised her and it didn’t matter how
sorry Mo was or that she would have given anything at all to turn
back time and change things. She knew she could tell Jake over and
over again and until there was no breath left in her lungs that she
loved him, that he meant the world to her and that she wished with
all her heart that she’d never thrown the letter away, but it wouldn’t
make the slightest bit of difference. Mo knew Jake inside out and he
had a stronger sense of right and wrong than anyone else she could
think of.

She had also never seen him so angry…
For the rest of the afternoon Mo felt as though she was trapped in

a nightmare, with her day seeming hell-bent on going from bad to
worse. If she was searching for a sign that the universe wanted to
punish her for the stupid, childish mistakes she’d made all those
years ago, then she didn’t have to look much further than the big
horse lorry that, when she arrived back at the stables, was parked up
in the yard. Mo instantly recognised the smart blue and gold crest of
The Bandmaster’s previous owner, Alex Ennery, on the side of the
vehicle – and her heart sank. Before she’d even made it through the
yard gate a smart female groom in cream breeches and spotless
Dubarry boots was leading The Bandmaster out of his stall and up
the ramp of the lorry.

“What do you think you’re doing?”
Charging across the yard, Mo tried to snatch the lead rope but she

was too late; Bandy was already loaded and the ramp had been
slammed firmly shut behind his muscular rump.



“Hey! What do you think you’re doing? That’s my horse!” Mo cried.
She marched around to the jockey door, ready to have it out with the
groom. “You can’t just take him. There’s been a mistake.”

The groom, a tall willowy blonde girl Mo recognised from the local
eventing circuit, sighed. “Look, Mo, this is bloody embarrassing
enough. Please don’t make it worse.”

But Mo didn’t care about being embarrassing. She just wanted
Bandy out of the lorry and back in his stable.

“That’s my horse! Unload him right now!” she demanded. Her
heart was hammering in her chest and she felt dangerously close to
tears. “You can’t just turn up and take him.”

“He’s not your horse though, is he? Technically this is Ella St
Milton’s horse – and she’s asked me to collect him.”

“But I’m training him! Ella left him here because she wants me to
ride him.” Mo glanced around frantically in the hope that there might
be somebody about to back her up, but she was out of luck and the
groom just shrugged.

“Well, it looks as though she’s changed her mind then, doesn’t it?
She’s asked me to deliver him to Alex Ennery.”

“There’s got to be a mistake.” Mo was beside herself. She couldn’t
lose The Bandmaster, the horse that was going to take her to the
Olympics. She dug her phone out of her pocket and furiously
scrolled through her contacts list. “Please, give me a minute to just
call her. I’m sure she’ll be able to explain.”

It took several rings before Ella picked up.
“What?” she snapped.
“Ella, somebody’s here to fetch The Bandmaster.” Mo’s voice

sounded panicked even to her own ears. “Can you please tell them
it’s a mistake?”

“I most certainly won’t,” said Ella. “There’s no mistake. I have
asked for the horse to be moved. Alex Ennery will do a much better
job than you.”

Mo felt as though she’d been punched. “But I’ve not even had him
a month yet! That’s not long enough to be able to tell. Ella, come on,
be fair. I need more time. Let me take him over to Bicton next week. I
know he’ll do really well.”



“Come on, Morwenna, don’t be deliberately obtuse. This isn’t
about the horse. This is about our little business transaction. You
haven’t delivered so I’m taking back my part of the deal.”

“But I did everything you asked! I spoke to Jake. I sang your
praises. I even got in touch with Justin Anderson for you and told his
people exactly where Summer was.” Mo felt sick. She’d sold her soul
to do all this, broken her brother’s heart and interfered in Summer’s
volatile relationship, and for what? Ella was still taking the horse
away. Mo supposed it was no more than she deserved.

“Well it wasn’t enough,” Ella retorted. Her irritation crackled
through the mobile network. “You haven’t kept your end of the
bargain, I’m afraid. Where’s your brother now? He’s not with me, is
he?”

“I can’t help that!” Mo cried out in frustration. “I can’t make Jake
want to be with you, Ella, can I? If he still loves Summer and isn’t
interested in you then there’s nothing I can do about it! It’s not my
fault he prefers her!”

She heard a sharp intake of breath from Ella’s end of the line and
could have kicked herself for being so blunt. This wasn’t the way to
talk Ella round. On the other hand, Mo couldn’t lie either. It simply
wasn’t in her nature.

“And if I decide that I want my horse to be trained at another yard
then there’s nothing you can do about that either,” Ella shot back,
lightning quick. “It’s not my fault I prefer another trainer.”

“I tried, Ella!” Mo felt as though the very cobbles of her yard were
shifting beneath her. “I did my best.”

“Then it wasn’t good enough, was it?” replied Ella. “Don’t bother
me again, Morwenna.”

The call was ended abruptly. There would be no continuing the
discussion; that much was clear. Mo sagged against a stable door
and listened to the flapping of all her chickens coming home to roost.

“Sorry,” said the girl groom, who could see from Mo’s face exactly
what the answer had been. As one horsey woman to another she
was gruffly sympathetic. “That’s a shitty thing to happen. You’re
bloody good, Mo, and he’d have done really well with you.”

Mo nodded. “Look after him for me? And he likes to be scratched
just above his withers.”



The girl hopped up into the cab and started the engine. “He’ll be
looked after, I promise.”

The lorry backed slowly out of the yard. Mo shut the gates and
watched miserably as it drove away down the lane, taking the horse
and all her Olympic hopes away. Her brother hated her, she’d
betrayed her old friend in the worst way possible and now her career
was probably over too. Add to this the loss of the woods and Mo felt
like hurling herself off the cliff top.

As she worked her way through her chores, all afternoon Mo wept
quietly. She supposed she’d had these things coming to her; she
certainly wasn’t very proud of her behaviour. She filled hay nets,
scrubbed buckets and mucked out stables as though on autopilot but
couldn’t face riding any of her horses. Mo simply didn’t have the
heart, and she knew that she couldn’t do them justice in this frame of
mind. She didn’t think she’d ever felt so miserable in her life.

By the time the evening sun’s fingers were creeping across the
paddock and the light was fading from the sky, Mo had come to a
decision: she was going to apologise to Summer and tell her
everything. There would be no more guilty secrets and festering
grudges. Summer needed to hear about what Mo had done from her
own lips, and she also needed to be aware that Mo had contacted
Justin Anderson.

Getting hold of Justin hadn’t been as hard as Mo had first
imagined; as soon as she’d mentioned Summer, his agency had
been more than happy to take a message. At the time, Mo had
pushed away any doubts.

Now, though, as Mo brought the last of the liveries in for the night
and secured the stable doors, she couldn’t stop thinking about the
way her erstwhile friend had kept such a low profile in the village and
she felt awful. It was so obvious now. Summer was hiding from
Justin, and revealing her whereabouts was an unforgivable thing to
have done – but Mo had deliberately chosen to ignore this just
because she was desperate to have The Bandmaster.

What sort of person had she become?
The answer was one that she didn’t like very much.
Having completed her chores and decided on a course of action,

Mo headed back into the village. She didn’t even pause to change



her jeans or to have something to eat. All she wanted to do was get
back to her family and to Summer so that she could put things right.
Nothing else mattered.

Although it was twilight and the night was falling fast, Mo decided
to take the path through Fernside. The shadows and the pitch-
blackness didn’t bother her in the least because she knew every
twist and turn of the track by heart; nor did the calling of the rooks or
the flutter of bats trouble her. Mo was more unnerved by the
darkness in her own heart than that of the woodland. Instead, the
solitude of her surroundings soothed her. Here nobody would see
her tearstained face or stop her for a chat about the morning’s
heroics. The last thing she deserved was anyone’s congratulations.
There was nothing about her that was admirable or courageous, Mo
thought unhappily. If anything she was a total hypocrite.

Eventually the trees thinned out and the path turned a sharp left,
revealing the lights of the village twinkling below. Beyond them, the
glittering waves silvered by the full moon looked almost magical. Mo
paused for a minute to gather her racing thoughts and to make the
most of this scenery. After all, she realised sadly, there probably
wouldn’t be many more times she could stand here and enjoy the
gull’s-eye view of Polwenna Bay. Ashley was sure to have the place
flattened and covered in tarmac any day now. Mo sighed. He was
infuriating and yet a complete mystery. On the one hand he was
everything she loathed – arrogant, materialistic and domineering –
but on the other there was something about him that was
dangerously appealing, no matter how hard she tried to deny it. The
way he’d kissed her last night still made the blood gallop to her
cheeks, and today he’d handled the boat with surprising skill and a
mastery that was extremely attractive. Mo would have found her
feelings towards him disturbing if she’d only had the heart to
contemplate them.

Oh Lord. Ashley. She was supposed to have returned his coat and
life jacket this evening, wasn’t she? Both of these items were still in
the porch at Seaspray, abandoned there what felt a lifetime ago
when, so full of exhilaration and certainties, she’d charged home
after the morning’s adventures. That was when Summer was still the



bad guy and Mo had been the brave and justified defender of her
brother’s broken heart.

How was it possible that everything could change so much in just
a few hours? How could the firm ground become quicksand in little
more than the beat of a heart?

She was just heading around the final bend in the path when the
flashing of blue lights from the village caught her eye. An
ambulance? Or maybe a police car? It was hard to tell from here. All
she knew was that the vehicle was parked by the boatyard, which
was as far as a vehicle could go if it needed to reach either Seaspray
or Cobble Cottage, as the ancient streets were made for horses and
far too narrow for cars. What on earth had happened now? Was it
Eddie Penhalligan? Or even Summer? Oh God, she prayed, please
don’t let anything else have happened!

She picked up her pace, tripping over tree roots and stumbling
down the steps in her haste to reach the top of the steep lane behind
the church which would lead her into the village. She was in such a
hurry that in the darkness she failed to see another figure rushing
towards her from the opposite direction. Seconds later Mo collided
with a tall and decidedly strong male form, whose arms instantly
closed around her.

Mo couldn’t help it; she cried out in terror.
“That’s not the effect I usually have on women, Red,” Ashley

Carstairs remarked. “They have been known to scream, of course,
but not with fear.”

The shadows made his sculpted features seem even more
pronounced and his teeth gleamed white in the moonlight. Mo
shivered.

“What are you doing here?” She injected a note of hostility into her
voice, although oddly she didn’t think she actually felt that way about
him anymore. Still, it made her feel more like her usual self. If she
was losing her antipathy to Cashley then Mo really did fear that her
world was turning upside down.

“Looking for you, actually. I’ve just been over at Seaspray. You
were supposed to come over to Mariners, remember?” He released
her and stepped back, frowning. “No offence, Miss Tremaine, but



you might have made a little more effort with your outfit, and the eau
du cheval is a little overpowering too.”

Mo ignored this jibe. “I’ve been flat out. Not everything revolves
around you.”

Ashley raised his eyebrows at this. “Did I ever say that it did?”
He hadn’t and Mo knew she was being sharp. She took a deep

breath. “Sorry, that was out of order, but I’m not going to make dinner
tonight.”

He nodded. “I’d already figured as much. Still, dinner or not, I
wanted to give you something.” Ashley released her and, stepping
back, reached into his jacket pocket to pull out a folded envelope.
“I’d stupidly mislaid it, which is why I was sprinting back home in
case I’d missed you.” He held it out. “Go on. Take it.”

Mo did as he asked. The envelope was thick and heavy between
her fingers.

“What is it? A writ?”
He threw back his head and laughed. “So suspicious, Red. No, it’s

not a writ, although maybe it should be, seeing as you’re trespassing
on my property.”

She glared at him.
“Joke!” Ashley said swiftly. “It’s just something I thought you might

find interesting and that I wanted you to have. I have to go away for
a while and I thought you ought to have it before I leave. Call it a little
goodbye present. Don’t read it now though. Open it later on.”

What on earth was all this about? Mo guessed it was the latest
move in his game of chess with PAG. Ashley was certainly weird.

“Why would you want to give me a present?”
“Jesus, Mo, you’re hard work. I don’t know. Take a wild guess.

Maybe because I like you? Because it feels like the right thing to do?
Because for once I don’t mind losing? Take your pick.”

She scowled at him. “Stop taking the piss. Everyone knows we
hate each other.”

Ashley’s face was deadpan. “Do they?”
“Yes, they do. And it’s true. I told you before, I can’t stand you.”
His lips twitched. “And I told you that on the lips of a woman love

and hate taste pretty much the same.”



Before she could avoid him, Ashley stepped forward and brushed
his mouth against hers. The heat of his lips and the rasp of his
stubble against her skin turned Mo’s blood to fire and, horrified with
herself, she shoved him away.

“See what I mean?” grinned Ashley. “Stop fighting it, Red.”
“I’m not fighting anything,” Mo lied. A pulse was beating in her

most secret place and her knees felt decidedly watery. To distract
herself she said, “Where did you say you were going?”

“I didn’t, but I’m flattered you want to know.”
Mo could have kicked herself. “I just want to make sure I can avoid

it.”
“Just away.” Ashley ran a hand through his hair and then

shrugged. “It’s personal business.”
Mo thought he looked sad, but then again that was ridiculous.

Nothing ever bothered Cashley; he was as hard as nails.
“What did you want to tell me earlier?” she demanded.
He looked away. “Nothing that won’t wait for another time, the right

time. This isn’t it.”
God, he was being strange. Mo decided that she preferred it when

Ashley was horrible to her. The air of sadness around him this
evening was unnerving.

Mo stuffed the envelope into the back pocket of her jeans. “Look,
fun as this is, I can’t hang around here chatting. I need to find my
friend Summer.”

“So you’ve already heard the news then? I was on my way to find
you first. I didn’t think it was something you should hear over the
phone,” Ashley said. His dark hair was ruffled and now she was
looking more closely Mo noticed that his cheeks were flushed. He
must really have been in a hurry to reach her. This, too, was oddly
out of character. Usually a sardonic quip was never far away and he
behaved as though he had all the time in the world.

It drove Mo mad.
Usually.
“News?” She thought of the blue lights down in the village and her

hand flew to her mouth. All thoughts of the envelope were instantly
forgotten. “What news? What’s happened? No one’s hurt, are they?”



“Hey, calm down, Red. There’s nothing to panic about, OK?
Everyone is fine. Everyone is safe.” He placed his hands on her
shoulders and the strong grip of his fingers felt like the only thing
stopping Mo from spinning into orbit with agitation. She found herself
hoping that he wouldn’t let go. “I do have to say that for a small
fishing village an awful lot seems to go on here, though. Mo, look at
me and try not to panic, but there was an assault on your friend
Summer earlier this evening. A violent assault by all accounts and
perpetrated by her partner.”

Mo stared at him. The words seemed to echo in her ears. Violent
assault on Summer… Violent assault on Summer… Round and
around they went, and she felt dizzy with dread and guilt. What had
she done?

“There’s been an arrest already,” Ashley was saying. His hands
felt like all that were holding her up. “The village rumour mill has it
that the police have just carted away none other than Justin
Anderson himself. Hey, don’t look like that, angel. It’s not your fault.”

Mo couldn’t look him in the eye. It was her fault. All of it.
“Is she all right?”
“As far as I know she’s fine,” Ashley reassured her. “I promise you.

From what Sheila Keverne told the Rev, who then told me, Justin
Anderson’s come off worst. Close encounter with a coffee jar,
apparently – and your little nephew seems to have captured most of
it on film. He was busy showing everyone until the police took his
camera. Apparently he went crazy at that.”

Mo laughed in spite of herself. “Yes, he would.”
“So panic not; she’s safe. Your brother’s a hero and the local press

have got two good stories from Polwenna Bay in one day,” he
finished. “Honestly, it’s the village that keeps on giving.” His eyes
narrowed. “Hey, you’re really pale.”

Mo felt pale. “I need to find Summer.”
“I’ll walk you into the village,” Ashley said. He let her go and she

swayed for a minute. She’d not eaten all day and this, added to the
shock of hearing about Summer, made her feel weak.

“I’m fine.”
“No arguments, Mo. I know you think I’m a bastard but there’s no

way I’d leave you alone when you’ve had such a shock. I’m walking



you down.” He paused and then a ghost of a grin flickered over his
mouth. “Fact.”

They walked down into the village, side by side but without
speaking. It was dark now and the restaurants and pubs spilled
warm light and delicious smells into the cool air. Holidaymakers
strolled through the streets, lingering to read menus or to peer into
shop windows, and music from one of the pubs trembled on the air.
As they passed the village green a police car drove by with a
slumped figure in the back, unmistakably Justin Anderson. He must
have driven like fury to get down here and reach Summer, Mo
thought. She’d given him exactly what he wanted.

The lights were blazing from Harbour Watch Cottage and there
was a crowd of people gathered outside. Mo spotted Sheila Keverne
and some of the old biddies from the church as well as Kursa
Penwarren and the vicar. When they caught sight of Mo and Ashley,
there was a fresh ripple of excitement.

“I’ll leave you to it. I’m not exactly flavour of the month with that
bunch,” Ashley said, grinning at Mo. “If they come for you with
faggots and a stake, give me a bell and I’ll see what I can do.” He
bent down to kiss her cheek and she shuddered at the charge of
electricity that jolted her to the core. What on earth was this about?
She hated him. He stood for everything she despised.

It must just be a strange reaction to the strain she was under. That
was it.

He touched her face almost tenderly and then, stooping down
again, he brushed her lips with his own in another kiss as soft as
butterfly wings.

“Take care, Red,” he said gently. “I’ll see you around.”
Ashley melted away into the crowd, dismissing the congratulations

for his earlier rescue and being his usual disagreeable self. Mo
stared after him, her fingertips touching her mouth wonderingly, but
the darkness had consumed him. Suddenly Mo realised that she
would miss him being there to spar with and to challenge her.
Unnerved by this, she swallowed back the uncomfortable feeling and
made her way inside.

Inside the cottage Summer was sitting at the small kitchen table
next to Jake, who had his arm around her shoulders and was holding



her close. Meanwhile Alice was brewing tea and Danny was trying to
convince Morgan that having the police take his camera was actually
a very exciting thing indeed. Issie and Nick were texting on their
phones, their father was deep in conversation with Bobby
Penhalligan and even Symon had abandoned his restaurant. Eddie
Penhalligan leaned against the cooker, his meaty arms folded over
his ample belly, and spouted forth about what he’d like to do to
Justin, while Susie sat on the other side of Summer, holding her
daughter’s hand.

“Mo!” Alice’s face lit up when she caught sight of her
granddaughter. “There you are, my love. We were going to call but
Jake didn’t want to alarm you.”

Mo met her brother’s eyes across the room. They both knew the
truth. Jake’s gaze still simmered and Mo didn’t blame him one bit for
feeling this way.

She had nothing to lose now by telling the truth. If Summer and
Jake and everyone here despised her forever because of what she’d
done, then so be it. She deserved it. Looking at Jake now, his mouth
set in a grim line and with anger in his eyes, Mo felt a stab of grief.
After what Mo had done to Summer, the girl Jake had loved for so
long, she would understand if he never found it in his heart to forgive
her. She had to face that. She dredged up all her courage and the
words came tumbling out.

“I’m so sorry for everything,” she said to Summer. “This is all my
fault. If I’d given Jake your letter none of this would have happened.”

But Summer shook her head at this. “Of course it isn’t your fault,
Mo. You were just a kid. You weren’t to know what I’d said. Besides,
you thought you were doing the right thing. You wanted to protect
Jake.”

“She’s right, love,” agreed Alice. “It was a long time ago and you
were very young.”

Mo wasn’t going to let herself off the hook that easily, though.
“But it’s not just the letter, although that was bad enough.” Her

eyes filled with tears. “Summer, it was me who called Justin’s people
and told him where you were.”

There was a ripple of astonishment. Jake inhaled sharply.
“You did what?”



Summer looked stunned. “Mo, why on earth would you do that?”
Mo hung her head. She didn’t think anyone could despise her right

now as much as she despised herself.
“I’ve been riding one of Ella’s horses and she only put him with me

on the condition that I helped her get close to Jake. She said she’d
take him away if Jake didn’t take her to the ball.” The tears spilled
over Mo’s cheeks, splashing onto the floor. “I love that horse but I
know that’s no excuse. I shouldn’t have listened. I didn’t have to do
what Ella told me but I was still so angry with you, Summer. I thought
you’d come back to hurt Jake all over again and I couldn’t bear it. I
just wanted you to go away for good and for everything to go back to
normal. I thought if Justin came and you made up then it would be
fine.”

Alice had put her hand to her mouth in shock. “Oh, Morwenna, you
didn’t? Summer’s ex is violent. That was why she was here. Wasn’t it
obvious?”

“I didn’t think about why she was here,” Mo choked. She dashed
her tears away with the back of her hand and fought to gather
sufficient control to carry on speaking. “I didn’t know any of the other
stuff Summer had gone through and I had no idea that Justin
Anderson was violent.” Her voice shattered and she was sobbing in
earnest now. “I’m so, so sorry, Summer, and I wish to God I’d never
done any of it. Everything that’s happened to you, it’s my entire fault!
All of it!”

The room was quiet and her sobs sounded harsh against the
stillness. Then Summer pushed her chair back with a loud clatter,
and moments later she was hugging Mo and sobbing too.

“Of course it isn’t your fault,” she said, wiping Mo’s tears away with
her thumbs. “Mo, it’s nobody’s fault! It’s just life. You made mistakes
but so did I and so did Jake. We’ve all messed up.”

But Mo shook her head. “Summer, didn’t you hear what I just said?
I called Justin’s people and I let them know you were here. It’s totally
my fault he came to find you.”

“Mo, stop. Listen to me! Justin didn’t find out from his agency. My
agent, Hattie, had already told them not to breathe a word about
where I was. She knew what he’s like and so do they. Believe me,
the last thing his team want is another scandal.” Summer stroked



Mo’s tangles back from her damp face, just as she’d done when they
were children and Mo had broken her heart over losing her mother. It
was such a tender and familiar gesture that Mo wept even harder.
“Nothing you did made any difference. He’d already figured out for
himself where I was. I expect he saw me on the news when the
trawler story broke.”

“She’s right,” Jake said quietly. “This isn’t your fault, Mo.”
“But Ella is,” Mo choked.
“I’m far more to blame for that than you are.” Jake looked troubled.

“I’ve not been fair to her in some ways and I will make that right, if I
can. And Mo? I know I was really angry with you earlier but I was
being unreasonable. Summer’s right: we were just kids. You ripped
up a letter. Big deal. I should have fought harder for Summer and
been mature enough to see that she needed to have a chance at a
career in the theatre.”

“But I still did it all,” said Mo bleakly. There was no getting away
from the fact that she’d allowed her temper and latterly her ambition
to get the better of her. She glanced at everyone and then hung her
head again. “I’m so ashamed.”

There was quiet. The clock ticked and outside somebody laughed.
Down in the harbour a boat engine spluttered into life. Summer didn’t
speak; instead, she hugged Mo even tighter.

“We’ve all done things we regret,” she said softly. “I put my career
above Jake and then I made choices with it that could have been
better. I embarrassed my family and I stayed away from them rather
than coming back home and admitting that I’d made some huge
mistakes. I should have stood up to Justin a lot earlier too.”

“Summer’s right. We’ve all done things we’re ashamed of. Me
more than most.” This comment was from Danny, who smiled at her
encouragingly. “It takes balls to admit it though.”

Eddie Penhalligan pulled a face. “Christ! What’s this? Confession?
You’ll have the bloody vicar in here next.”

“No we won’t,” Danny muttered. There was a bleak look on his
face. “She’s not so keen on hanging out with me anymore. Says I
need to sort things out with Tara.” He snorted. “As if that will happen.
Tara’s playing her usual games again and Jules is far too soft to see



it. Tara’s latest boyfriend’s probably dumped her so she’s decided
she needs me again.”

Alice glanced at Morgan and then frowned at Danny.
“It’s all right, Grand Gran. Don’t look so worried,” said Morgan

kindly. “I know that my mum and dad are going to get divorced. It will
be all right. Issie says I’ll get twice as many presents. And if I have
stepparents, probably even more because everyone will want me to
like them. Fact.”

“Oh, Issie! That’s dreadful! You shouldn’t tell him such things,”
scolded her grandmother, looking appalled. Everyone else was
laughing though and, shaking her head in resignation, Alice smiled
too. The tension was well and truly broken.

“You saved my brothers’ lives today as well,” Summer pointed out
to Mo. “Don’t you dare deny it either. Dad’s already told me that if
you hadn’t thought as fast as you did and reached them they could
have died. I think that more than makes up for anything else that
might have happened. There’s nothing to forgive, Mo.”

“She’s right,” Jake agreed. “It’s time to put all this behind us.” His
eyes slid to Summer’s and he smiled at her, a slow and secretive
smile that spoke of the tender words they’d already shared, the
promises made and the future yet to come. Then he winked at Mo
and added, “Just do us both a favour, Mo? Don’t tear up any more
letters.”

Mo wiped her eyes on her sleeve. She felt wrung out. “I don’t
deserve any of this after everything I’ve done. Why should you
forgive me?”

Summer smiled at her. “Because you’re my best friend, Mo. You
always were and I know that you always will be. I’ve missed you so
much.”

Susie Penhalligan rose from the table to join her daughter. “I think
there’ve been enough grudges and misunderstandings to last a
lifetime, don’t you?”

“So you forgive me too?” chipped in Nick, hopefully. He was
always one to chance his luck.

“Don’t push it,” growled Eddie. He stepped forward and Nick
paled, shrinking back to cower behind Symon. Then the big
fisherman shrugged his burly shoulders. “Man up, you great girl’s



blouse. I’m not going to deck you now, am I? There’s been enough
hitting for one day. Just be grateful I’ve got a heart condition and
more important things on my mind.” His brows drew together in a
dark scowl. “And somebody way up higher on my hit list than you. Or
you,” he added, glowering at Mo.

“Oh stop it, Eddie.” Susie’s voice was firm. “There’s been quite
enough of that sort of behaviour for one day.” To Mo she said, “We
can never thank you or Ashley enough for what you did for our boys
today. It won’t be forgotten by any of us, Morwenna. You can count
on that.”

“So the subject’s closed,” Summer said, smiling at Mo. “It’s all
behind us now.”

“I’ll make some more tea and we can drink to new beginnings,”
suggested Alice. Tea was her solution to most things. Mo sometimes
thought that her gran, armed with a teapot and a bumper box of PG
tips, could probably do a fantastic job of running the UN. Militant
groups and sworn enemies would be chatting away over a brew
within minutes.

Nick opened his mouth, probably to say that a toast like this
deserved something stronger, but he caught Jake’s eye and shut up
hastily.

“Great idea,” Symon, always the peacemaker, agreed. “I’ll have a
quick cup before I go back to the restaurant.”

Mo had been so upset that she’d almost forgotten about Ashley
Carstairs and the envelope. While Alice made a fresh pot of tea,
Issie bickered with Nick and Summer returned to Jake, who held her
close and as though he’d never let her go again, Mo tugged the
crumpled paper out of her back pocket. What it could possibly be
she had absolutely no idea. Knowing Ashley, it was probably a fuel
bill for running his boat all the way to the Shindeeps and back. She
wouldn’t put anything past him.

Mo pulled up a chair next to Summer and, as Eddie flung the door
back on its hinges and invited any villagers who just happened to be
passing by to join them, she tore the envelope open. Inside was a
letter from a solicitor.

It must be a threat of legal action. The absolute bastard, Mo
thought furiously. That would teach her not to ever trust him again.



He’d probably only kissed her as a twisted way to lull her into a false
sense of security.

She scanned the words, mentally preparing herself for a call to the
family’s own lawyer and hearing the bang of the final nails being
hammered into the coffin of the stables, when through the legalese
Mo began to make sense of what she was actually reading. With a
strange rushing of blood to her brain and the room starting to spin,
Mo finally understood exactly what it was that she was looking at,
although quite why Ashley had done this was beyond her. There was
no rational explanation.

The letter stated that Fernside now belonged to Mo.
Before he’d left, Ashley Carstairs had given her the woods.



Chapter 35
Summer watched as Nick and Symon lugged the last of her boxes
up the path to Seaspray. The Tremaine boys and her brothers had
been climbing up and down from the car for the best part of the day
and now, just as the sun had decided to slide down the rooftops and
the seagulls were starting to doze, they were almost finished.
Whoever knew that she’d had so much stuff stored in the London
house? She hoped that it was all going to fit into Seaspray.

She could still hardly believe that this was happening, that she
really was moving in with Jake. Every now and again she had to give
herself a sly pinch just to make sure that she wasn’t dreaming.
Catching sight of Jake – her beautiful, golden, glorious Jake – as he
shouldered the final trunk as easily as though it was made of
cardboard, Summer had to pinch herself yet again. Sometimes her
life seemed too good to be true.

“Ouch!”
Yes, she was definitely awake! Impossible as it seemed, this really

was her life. She was indeed the luckiest girl on the planet.
Since that terrifying day in the cottage when she’d feared for her

survival at Justin’s hands, Summer’s life had changed in just about
every way. Of course there had been the inevitable media circus as
well as statements to make to the police. Nevertheless, her medical
records, the bruises from his last assault and Morgan’s photographs
were evidence enough that she, and not Justin, had been telling the
truth. Summer had decided to press charges. She anticipated that
there would be more bumpy times ahead, but with Jake beside her
she knew that there wasn’t anything she couldn’t do. She wasn’t a
victim. She was a strong woman – and with Jake’s love she was
even stronger now than she could have ever imagined.

Predictably, the press had gone crazy and ridiculous money had
been offered for her side of the story, but Summer hadn’t been
tempted in the slightest. From this moment on she was determined
that no area of her life would ever be up for sale again.

Packing up the house in Kensington had taken only a few weeks,
and today everyone had made time to come and help her move in to



Seaspray. Her parents were thrilled to have her back in the village
and all the Tremaines (apart from Zak, who was recording
somewhere for the record-label boss he’d met at the ball) had
downed tools to help. Mo was in the bedroom unpacking the boxes
and trunks and, if Summer knew her best friend, was still trying to
figure out why on earth Ashley Carstairs had made the woods over
to her. Summer had her own theories on that one but thought it best
to leave it to Mo to figure things out for herself. Besides, there was
something about Ashley that made Summer hesitate. He was
keeping secrets, of this she was certain.

She ought to know. She’d kept enough of her own over the
years…

Summer raised her face to catch the late rays of the sinking sun.
Her bruises had long since faded and her skin was turning the colour
of honey, the bridge of her nose scattered with a cinnamon dusting
of freckles. Her hair was starting to curl over her ears, growing out a
little now, and the dark glasses and baseball cap were things of the
past. Her arrival in Polwenna Bay had been a short-lived wonder and
the locals’ excitement at having a celebrity living in their midst was
soon eclipsed by other news – not least that Morwenna Tremaine
had mysteriously acquired the woods, and that the new vicar was
losing weight faster than a reality-TV star with a fitness DVD deal.
People here weren’t impressed by fame, although they were
impressed that the sale of Summer’s London home would go a long
way towards sorting her family out with a new trawler. There would
be some serious ground rules this time though, Summer thought.
And if Nick Tremaine thought that he was going to be the skipper,
then he was in for a huge shock. Summer already had plans for who
could fill that role.

She gazed at the sky. It was a perfect blue, the kind of July blue
that she associated with childhood. It made her think back to
summer holidays where the weather had always been good and the
days had been spent on the beach eating curling ham sandwiches
and drinking lemonade. In the distance, the sea was that stunning
oily-petrol blue unique to days without so much as a breath of wind.
The tide was way out now, the sand a golden horseshoe that grew
dark at the edges where the water lapped it and the waves sighed



and hissed. These were the sights and smells of home, and Summer
couldn’t put into words just how happy she was to be back. It
seemed that nowadays she always woke up with a smile on her face
and fell asleep exactly the same way.

Happiness was wonderful. Being with Jake was wonderful. Life
was wonderful, and Summer smiled to herself as she turned back to
the terrace to help Jake with the last cases. Once those had been
carried into the house, everything she owned would be here in
Polwenna Bay for good. Her new life with Jake was ready to start.

“What are you smiling about?” grumbled Nick, staggering past with
two suitcases.

“Being back here,” Summer said simply.
Nick grimaced. “You’re mad. You escaped the place – and once I

do that, I swear to God I’m never coming back.”
“Ignore him,” said Jake, joining them and wiping his brow. “Wow.

That was a steep climb up. Spending all that time in London has
made me soft.”

“Hardly,” said Summer. She looked into his beautiful blue eyes, the
same colour as the perfect sky above, and marvelled again at the
love she saw there. It was exactly the same love that she’d seen all
those years ago when they’d snatched stolen kisses in the coves
and made love in the long grass that fringed the cliff tops. She’d
been foolish enough to put fame and fortune above that love once,
but Summer knew that she’d never make the same mistake again.
This time she had a fortune that couldn’t be valued in money.

Jake grinned wickedly. “Maybe soft is the wrong word?”
Nick pulled a face. “You two are gross. Worse than teenagers. I’m

leaving you before I hurl.”
Once they were alone, Jake abandoned the case and pulled

Summer into his arms. His lips brushed the tender spot at the base
of her neck and she shivered while butterflies fluttered in her
stomach. The nights, filled with his touch, his lips, his strong body
against hers, had seemed to pass in a billow of the drifting muslin
curtains; there was never time to get enough of him, and somehow
she felt certain that there never would be. They had so much time to
catch up on that neither Jake nor Summer ever wanted to be far
apart again.



Lord, maybe Nick had a point? She felt just like a teenager. At last
she was acknowledging her teenaged self, who’d known beyond all
doubt exactly how love should feel.

Together they stood without speaking and yet closer than words,
watching the seascape below, a silken sheet of blue that stretched to
the horizon and beyond. Jake rested his chin on her head and
Summer could feel the steady beating of his heart against her back.
His arms wrapped around her and held her against him.

Summer felt herself melting like ice cream in the sunshine. The
fears of the last few years, the sadness of losing her unborn children,
the ugly truths that would soon surface in one of the UK’s highest-
profile celebrity court cases; all these things were easier to bear now
that Jake was there too. Together they were a team. Together they
could do anything.

A seagull wheeled in the sky above them, calling over and over
again with the same harsh cries that, no matter where she had heard
them, had always sent Summer’s soul racing back to Polwenna Bay.
How many times had her heart constricted with that sound as jigsaw
memories of Jake and Mo and Cornwall had tumbled through her
memory? Hearing those calls now though, Summer felt only
happiness. With Jake’s arms around her and the next chapter ready
to be written, Summer knew that she was staying here forever. She
was in love with Jake and she always had been. They were entwined
in each other’s history and hearts, always and forever.

Runaway Summer was finally home.

THE END



Epilogue
Ashley Carstairs checked his watch for the umpteenth time and
watched the nurse with the long sexy legs sashay past the door of
his private room and back around the ward for what had to be at
least the fifth circuit. Was she doing this for his benefit? he
wondered. She certainly seemed to clatter the trolley into his door
exceedingly often and, unless this was just typical woman-driver
behaviour, he was rapidly coming to the conclusion that she was
trying to get his attention.

It was odd being back here again. He’d hoped that his last visit
had been the final one but no, it seemed that his body was
determined to have the last say. How many times had he lain in bed
at night, terrified that this was going to happen again? He’d wake up
with a pounding head and the sheets rank with sweat, his hand
fumbling for the lamp so that the pitch-blackness where the
nightmares bred was quickly obliterated by soothing light. There he
would lie, staring up at the ceiling and counting down from one
hundred, trying to calm himself while his heart hammered against his
ribcage. Sometimes it worked and sometimes it didn’t, but he was
always rendered weak with relief that it had just been a dream and
that his old enemy, small and creeping and deadly, hadn’t managed
to catch him unawares this time.

Today, Ashley had a gut feeling that he wasn’t going to be so
fortunate. He’d managed to dodge this opponent not once but twice.
To hold out for another victory was probably pushing his luck.
Besides, he’d read all the literature and spent hours of what life he
did have left browsing web pages and terrifying scientific journals in
order to know exactly what he was up against. In business it was
always prudent to know your enemy; Ashley didn’t see why his
health should be treated any differently. Face it, he often said to
himself wryly, your health is the biggest asset you have. Without it
what’s the point of the properties, the fast cars and the expensive
toys?

Headaches. Insomnia. Feeling breathless and dizzy. Inability to
concentrate. Out of character behaviour. Ashley could tick off his



symptoms one by one, although for a while he’d convinced himself
that Morwenna Tremaine was the cause. Waking up in a sweat after
a particularly erotic dream about Mo wasn’t anything to be
concerned about and all the other symptoms on the list could be put
down to the frustration she caused him. The rows over the woods
and his development project, her cutting comments, the way she
refused to be impressed by anything he said or did. God, she drove
him mad! He was used to women dropping at his well-shod feet and
practically causing a gale with their fluttering eyelashes when he
tossed a little attention their way, so Ashley was perplexed to find
that Mo actually seemed scornful of all the usual things that women
liked. She’d laughed at his car (“phallic symbol”, was what she’d
called it), rolled her eyes at his boat (“Do you really need that to
catch one little fish?”) and even stood him up for dinner.

It didn’t make sense. Women usually loved him – but not
Morwenna Tremaine, it seemed. What on earth was her problem?

The nurse came by again with the drugs trolley. This time Ashley
knew it wasn’t his imagination; she really did slow down when she
passed, and he was sure that the poppers on the top of her uniform
really ought to have been done up. Not that he was complaining
about seeing the creamy swell of her breasts. Lying in a hospital bed
with nothing more to do than stress about his results wasn’t much
fun and any distraction was welcome. If she came past again he’d
ask her to examine him properly, Ashley decided. After all, he was
paying a fortune to go private and speed things up. The least he
deserved was a very thorough bed bath.

The nurse was tall and slim, with dark hair slicked back in a sexy
bob. She’d look a bit like a boy from behind, Ashley thought
distractedly, which really wasn’t his thing. Jutting bones and sharp
angles might look good on the catwalk but he’d dated enough
models to know that these attributes didn’t translate so well in the
real world. Besides, Ashley liked his women curvy. He loved full
breasts and soft thighs and long curly red hair…

Damn it. Morwenna was still right there in his head and, no matter
what he did, Ashley couldn’t get her out. She was spiky and rude
and bloody-minded – but with her amazing blue eyes, the irises
circled with a deeper almost navy blue, her determined heart-shaped



face framed with tumbling auburn ringlets, and her small, sexy body
that always teasingly threatened to fall out of her clothes, Mo was
also one of the sexiest women he’d ever seen.

He had to have her. If he didn’t get her out of his system he’d go
mad. From the way she’d kissed him at the masked ball, Ashley
knew that she wanted him every bit as much as he wanted her; she
was just too proud to admit it. Just the recollection of how she’d felt
in his arms, her gorgeous body pressed against him and her
curvaceous backside cupped in his hands, was enough to make him
grow hard.

Ashley brightened. This was a good sign, surely? He couldn’t be
too sick if that part of him was still functioning. Maybe the whole
health scare was just the product of his overactive imagination, and
when the doctors finally got around to seeing him Ashley would be
packed off with nothing more than a patronising lecture about
continuing to monitor his health and eating tinned tomatoes.

He’d also have transferred ownership of those bloody woods to
Mo (and be getting his shoes muddy reaching his house every day)
for absolutely nothing…

“I must be going soft, “Ashley muttered to himself. “That land’s
worth a bloody fortune to me, but all she’ll do is hug the trees and
sing to the birds.”

 Ashley didn’t have much time for eco-warriors; in his opinion they
just held up his inevitable developments and cost him far too much
money. Mo, though, was different. He could see how much Fernside
meant to her and, in spite of himself, on the last few occasions when
he’d walked through the woods to fetch his car, Ashley had even
found himself looking at it all through her eyes. The trees were
ancient, their gnarled and knotted limbs furred with moss and
intertwined like the aged hands of a long-married couple, and in the
springtime the blues and yellows of the harebells and primroses had
been just as striking as the bright hues of the Klimt in his office. He’d
even found himself thinking that perhaps Mo and her crackpot
cronies had a point after all. The woods certainly teemed with life,
and to turn them into a road did seem somewhat philistine.

When the knife-sharp headaches had returned, the first thing
Ashley had done was atavistic but he hadn’t been able to help



himself: he had headed straight for the church. There he’d pleaded
with God, making bargain after bargain, or rather trying to; that
chubby vicar had an extremely annoying habit of continually
interrupting him. On his last but one visit to St Wenn’s it had seemed
to Ashley that he’d had a zap of divine inspiration. Maybe if he left
the woods alone then he in turn would be left in peace? The more
he’d pondered this thought the more solid it had become in his mind,
until he’d actually instructed his attorneys to make the woods over to
Mo.

Was it superstitious? Yes.
Did he give a toss about that if it worked? No.
Would it make Mo happy? Yes.
God. He hadn’t even slept with the girl – or had a civil

conversation with her, come to that – and yet he cared about
whether or not she was happy? Ashley was alarmed. He didn’t need
the results of the scan or the biopsy to know that if this was the case
he really must be sick.

Squeak. Squeak. Here came the sexy nurse again with her trolley.
He’d distract himself for a bit, Ashley thought. It was the least he
deserved.

He rolled onto his side, hoping to beckon at her through the door
of his private room, but as he turned the sudden pain in his head
was so sharp that his vision turned black and Ashley had to grip the
side of the bed hard to focus his mind and stop himself from falling
out.

Jesus Christ. Did it all really have to hurt that much? What the hell
was he paying for? Surely if you went private it was supposed to
negate the discomfort as well as the waiting lists? Then Ashley
recalled that he’d turned down the earlier offer of pain relief, having
considered himself too manly to need it. Never again. Next time he’d
have all the drugs they suggested.

Not that there was going to be a next time…
He panted and gasped. Slowly his vision cleared, but unfortunately

the nurse, her breasts and her long, stockinged legs were gone.
Instead, the grim forms of his consultant and the registrar had taken
her place.



It was not a swap for the better. The serious set of his consultant’s
mouth and the nervous way the registrar was clicking his pen filled
Ashley with icy dread. He wished that he were anywhere but here.

“Don’t just stand there. Tell me,” Ashley barked. He didn’t mean to
sound rude or blunt but he couldn’t bear the not knowing for a
second more. The hideous suspense alone would kill him. He fixed
the medics with a determined stare.

“Don’t pretend things are fine when we both know it’s a lie; just tell
me the truth.”

The consultant inclined his bald head. The registrar coughed
awkwardly. His fingertips were yellow, Ashley noticed.

It was time for some gallows humour…
“You really shouldn’t smoke,” Ashley remarked. “It kills you,

apparently. I’ve never even had a puff. How’s that for irony?”
The registrar couldn’t meet his eye. It seemed that there was

suddenly something very interesting on the floor.
Ashley’s consultant cleared his throat. His expression said that the

time for joking was over, and for once Ashley couldn’t have agreed
more.

This was a deadly serious business, after all.
“I’m very sorry, Mr Carstairs,” the consultant began, flipping open

his notes and fixing Ashley with serious grey eyes. “We need to face
some tough facts because I’m afraid it’s not great news…”

To be continued in the next Polwenna Bay novel
A Time for Living
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Chapter 1
“Come on, Mo, don’t be so miserable. This is supposed to be fun.
You do remember fun, don’t you?”

Morwenna Tremaine, dragged against her better judgement from
the peace and quiet of her stable yard, grimaced as her sister tugged
her through the crowd.

“Tell me again what fun has got to do with this?” Mo grumbled.
“The Polwenna Bay raft race? Flour fights? Live music? Pasties?”

Issie offered, her blue eyes shining and her braids bobbing as she
glanced around excitedly. She was clearly enjoying every single
second. Mo didn’t have the heart to tell her sister that she simply
wasn’t in the mood for village celebrations.

“The race has started!” Issie cried. “Quick, let’s find somewhere to
watch!” She continued threading her way through a group of
holidaymakers, who were red-skinned from the unusually hot
Cornish sunshine and intent on eating their pasties right in the way
of anyone actually wanting to watch the activity out on the water.
Finally, Issie heaved Mo up onto a stone bench at the bottom end of
the quay. At this height the girls had a clear view over the crowds of
onlookers and out across the water, where fifteen colourful rafts were
being paddled against the tide for all their fancy-dressed crews were
worth. Each raft had to round the furthest buoy at the entrance to the
bay before making it back in one piece to the fish market – where
Eddie Penhalligan, the biggest and toughest fisherman in the village,
was holding a stopwatch and willing his sons to complete the course
in record time. Eddie had been adjudicating the raft race for as long
as Mo could remember and he took this role exceedingly seriously.
Village honour was at stake.

“Come on, Bobby! Come on, Joe!” Issie was screaming at her
friends. Her waving was so enthusiastic that she almost tumbled off
the bench. Just in the nick of time, Mo grabbed her sister by the
scruff of her tee shirt and yanked her backwards to safety.

“Aw, spoilsport! I was going to do some crowd-surfing,” grumbled
Issie, not grateful in the least to have been saved from bashing her



freckled nose on the concrete below. “Wouldn’t that have been
cool?”

Mo opened her mouth to say, no, not really because this was a
village carnival not an Aerosmith concert, when a small red raft
crewed by four muscly young men dressed as Baywatch lifeguards
zipped into the lead. Any protests Mo might have had were drowned
out by Issie’s screams of excitement. While the boys rowed, two slim
girls in blonde wigs pelted the opposition with flour bombs. Before
long, the bay was hazy with a mist of McDougalls’ finest self-raising.

“Go on, Nick!” Issie hollered at her twin brother, who was rowing
flat out. “Come on!”

As the rafts rounded the marker buoy and turned for home, the
crowds erupted with cheering and clapping, everyone caught up with
the thrill of the spectacle.

There must be something really wrong with her, Mo realised, if
even the raft race with its fancy dress and the flour fight didn’t make
her smile. She’d always loved the Water Carnival in the past; it was
one of the highlights of the Polwenna Bay calendar. Today was
perfect for it too, with blue skies, a mirror-flat sea and golden
sunshine – but as far as Mo was concerned everything felt grey and
leaden. She was so sick of feeling like this. Just what was her
problem?

“Go on, Nick!” Issie shrilled, right into Mo’s ear. She was pogoing
up and down as her brother’s raft drew neck and neck with a smart
and suspiciously professional-looking affair bearing the legend
Polwenna Bay Hotel. “Row! Don’t let those tossers beat you! Kick
Teddy St Milton’s arse! Flour bomb ’em! Sink ’em!”

In spite of her grouchy mood, Mo couldn’t help laughing at her
sister. Being outspoken was a Tremaine family trait and one she too
possessed in spades. Perhaps Issie’s wasn’t the most sporting
sentiment but there was certainly no love lost between the Tremaine
family and the St Miltons from the hotel. Ella St Milton and Mo had
loathed each other for years, and their feud had recently culminated
in Ella taking Mo’s star horse away from her equestrian centre.
Besides that, the hotel’s heir, Teddy St Milton, had been rubbing her
brothers up the wrong way since primary school.

No, if the St Milton raft sank Mo wouldn’t be sad.



The majority of the rafts were a good twenty metres behind the
leaders now. Every year the race featured a ragtag mixture of craft,
sponsored by the businesses in the village and crewed by everyone
from the village GP to the vicar. All the money raised went to local
charities, so people always dug deep. For weeks leading up to the
big day villagers worked long and hard, and often in top secret, on
the designs for their rafts. Fights had been known to break out in the
pub when espionage had been committed. As usual, Nick Tremaine
had guarded his design with the kind of secrecy more usually seen
at GCHQ. No oil drum, fish box or plank of wood had been spared if
it could possibly be utilised; it was an unwise villager who left rope or
twine lying around. Any scraps of fabric that could be transformed
into flags or costumes had been gathered up for Alice Tremaine to
work her magic on. Most of the shabby chic bunting that festooned
the harbour today had come from her sewing machine. Mo even
recognised bits of material that had once belonged to family clothes;
she guessed this meant that the Tremaines really were part of the
fabric of the village.

As she clung onto her sister and watched the rafts battling for pole
position, Mo reflected that, no matter what their differences,
everyone who lived in Polwenna Bay was out and about supporting
the village. Or maybe that should be almost everyone. There was
one person whose absence was very noticeable, and Mo was
starting to fret that this may be the cause of her constant bad mood.

If so, then she may just as well drown herself in the harbour right
now…

“Yes! He did it! Go Nick!”
Issie’s shrieks of triumph and the roaring crowd ripped Mo away

from her uncomfortable thoughts. Peering into the harbour she
realised that her brother’s raft had pipped the opposition at the post.
Clouds of flour filled the air as the teams bombarded one another in
a way that was supposed to be good-natured but which actually
revealed years of village rivalries. Fishermen, bakers and builders
were leaping from their rafts into the cloudy water as the mother of
all battles began. This was the traditional free-for-all where everyone
jumped into the sea or launched water balloons and flour bombs
from the harbour. Jake, Mo’s eldest brother, had been running the



safety boat and was laughing as he received a friendly pelting from
some children on the quayside. Even the vicar was joining in,
splashing around with great enthusiasm with Danny – another of
Mo’s brothers – and his son.

Seeing Danny having fun lifted Mo’s spirits. He’d had such a hard
time recently, contending not only with the injuries he’d sustained in
action in Afghanistan, but also with a wife who didn’t seem sure
whether she wanted to stay with him or not. For a while he’d been a
man on the edge. His peculiar friendship with Jules the vicar seemed
to be cheering him up, though – as was having his son Morgan
staying with him for the summer. Of Mo’s estranged sister-in-law
there was no sign. She’d obviously decided to give the Water
Carnival and her husband’s family a miss and stay in Plymouth with
her latest man.

Good, thought Mo darkly. She could cheerfully have dunked Tara
Tremaine in the harbour and held her under until the bubbles
stopped, as retribution for the way Tara had treated Dan. He might
seem fine now, splashing around with Jules and the others, but Mo
had heard him sobbing in the small hours and seen his face twist in
pain, and knew that Danny was still far from fine. Tara might
complain that nobody knew how hard it was for her, but she wasn’t
the one who’d sustained life-changing injuries, was she? She was
the one who had walked away.

“Didn’t I tell you that would be fun?” Issie said, nudging Mo
triumphantly. “I can see you’re smiling. No point hiding it.”

“I was just thinking how good it is to see Dan having fun,” Mo
replied.

“Yep, with you there. I think Jules is good for him. He’s really
perked up since she arrived and he’s hardly ever in the pub these
days.”

Mo agreed. “It’s a good friendship if she keeps Danny away from
the booze.”

“Tara doesn’t like them being friends though,” Issie said.
“Apparently she told Jules to stay away.”

“That sounds about right. Tara’s always been a dog in the
manger.” Mo watched her brother and Jules larking about for a
moment longer. She was unable to see his injuries from here, and



with the sunshine turning his blond hair to gold Danny looked about
seventeen again. Mo didn’t know much about the new vicar, apart
from the fact that Granny Alice raved about her and Danny seemed
to enjoy her company, but she was predisposed to like anyone who
made her brother happy. Her sister-in-law certainly hadn’t done so
for a while. “I’m glad Jules didn’t listen to Tara’s nonsense.”

“She did at first – but then Granny Alice persuaded Jules that
Dan’s been so much happier since having her friendship, and that
his marital problems were a separate issue anyway,” Issie explained.
“Jules agreed in the end, although not before she gave Dan a huge
lecture about marriage and God. Apparently he was pretty scared.
She’s dead serious about religion.”

“She’s a vicar, Issie! Of course she is.”
“Like, duh! I sometimes forget that,” Issie admitted. “She’s great

fun, Mo. You’d like her if you gave her a chance. Forget about the
church stuff. Jules is cool. You should hang out with us all
sometime.”

“Hmm,” said Mo. She hadn’t been feeling particularly sociable
lately.

“Summer likes her.”
Summer, Mo’s oldest friend and probably the most forgiving

person on the surface of the planet, made Gandhi look mean-
spirited.

“Summer likes everyone,” Mo pointed out. “She even still likes me
after what I did.”

“Of course she does. Anyway, that was years ago,” said Issie airily.
This was easy for her sister to say. Twelve years ago Mo had

made a heat-of-the-moment decision that had changed the course of
her best friend’s life and very nearly resulted in tragedy. Summer,
generous and tender hearted, had forgiven Mo long ago but Mo was
still struggling to forgive herself.

Issie gave her sister a sideways look. “Never mind all that ancient
history. We were talking about Jules. Even Ashley Carstairs likes the
vicar. He’s always at the church.”

Just hearing that name made Mo’s stomach lurch as though she’d
just leapt off the cliffs. Her heartbeat skittered. God, this was
ridiculous. What on earth had got into her? Ashley Carstairs was a



property developer and Mo’s bitterest rival. Not a meeting of the
Polwenna Action Group had taken place where they hadn’t clashed
over his plans for rebuilding his house/bulldozing the woods/making
a helipad (delete as appropriate). Rich, materialistic and a Londoner
to boot, Ashley represented just about everything Mo despised. He
always insisted that everything he wanted had to be done at double
the usual speed – which was really saying something in Cornwall,
where do it dreckly was the usual approach. Dark, saturnine and
arrogant, Ashley Carstairs had an aloofness about him that really got
Mo’s hackles up. She’d even go as far as to say that she hated him.
The fact that she’d kissed him at a recent masked ball was
infuriating, and the truth that her head and heart hadn’t stopped
spinning since was even more so…

To cover her confusion, Mo said quickly, “Don’t be taken in. He’s
probably trying to work out how to get his greasy mitts on St
Wenn’s.”

“Granny Alice did say something about the church’s future coming
up at the last parish council meeting. But seriously? You think
Ashley’s after the church?”

Mo shrugged. To be honest she didn’t have a clue but she
wouldn’t put anything past “Cashley”, as the villagers had nicknamed
him. Playing games with people’s heads seemed to be his forte. The
last time she’d seen him, almost nine weeks ago (not that she was
counting), he’d given her the deeds to the woods they’d been fighting
over. It was obviously another of his mind games. Ashley had so
badly wanted to concrete over Fernside woods and build a private
drive to his house that he’d outmanoeuvred Mo and the Polwenna
Action Group at every turn. In the end he’d purchased the land at an
auction. He’d taunted Mo at every opportunity – she was sure he’d
only kissed her as some part of his evil master plan – and had
seemed to relish each verbal battle they’d shared.

So when she’d opened the envelope Ashley had handed her,
containing the revelation that the woodland was now registered in
her name rather than his, Mo had been uncharacteristically lost for
words. It had made no sense. She’d run up to Ashley’s holiday home
to find out what the hell he was playing at, but the place had been in
darkness and there had been no sign of him since. His boat had



remained untouched in the marina and although he’d trebled the
workforce on his renovations he’d yet to reappear. This mysterious
absence was driving Mo crazy. How could he vanish without an
explanation after kissing her like that?

Err, she meant after signing the woodland over to her like that?
And this was the ridiculous state that Ashley Carstairs got her in.

Never normally confused about anything – you couldn’t ride event
horses if you suffered from indecision – Mo hadn’t been able to think
straight for weeks. The horses could sense it the minute she was in
the saddle and her family was certainly bearing the brunt of her foul
mood. Mo hated riddles, and not being able to solve this one was
more than she could bear. She’d never thought the day would come
when she’d say it, but Ashley Carstairs had better return soon
because this was doing her head in.

“Well? Do you think he’s after the church?” prompted Issie when
her sister failed to reply.

“I wouldn’t put anything past him,” Mo said darkly. “It’s a pretty
church and some outsider would probably love to live there once
Ashley’s developed it, although knowing him it’ll probably be turned
into a nightclub.”

“A nightclub? Cool!” said Issie, before catching her sister’s
unamused expression and adding quickly, “Joke!”

“Never joke about Ashley Carstairs,” Mo warned. She certainly
wasn’t laughing. Several unsettling dreams that she didn’t dare
contemplate, and thoughts that kept trying to run off with her like
badly schooled horses, had robbed Mo of her sense of humour.

“But he was so brave when he rescued the Penhalligan boys when
their boat sank. And he gave you the woods when he could have just
flattened the lot. Fact,” Issie pointed out with faultless and very
annoying logic. Mo had been grappling with these points herself so
often that she could probably join a wrestling league, but instead of
answering she just tossed her tangled red curls dismissively.

“He’s hot too, isn’t he?” added Issie slyly. “He’s got that whole
smouldering Ross Poldark thing going on.”

Mo snorted. “In his dreams! Have you been on the cider?”
“No, but I do have eyes in my head. Just because you don’t like

Ashley doesn’t mean I can’t appreciate his finer points. Like his nice



arse.”
“Total arse more like,” muttered Mo, although in fairness her sister

had a point: Ashley did have a great backside, not that she’d looked
at it that much.

Or at all, actually.
“Beware the Greeks is all I’m saying,” she warned.
“Never mind the Greeks. It’s tall, dark, handsome Londoners you

should watch out for,” teased Issie as they turned left past Symon
Tremaine’s restaurant, The Plump Seagull, and joined the tide of
bodies flowing towards the mini fete on the village green. “Nick and I
reckon Cashley fancies you.”

“Well, that shows how little you two know then!” retorted Mo while
silently thanking God that nobody knew about that midnight kiss
except for her and the villain of the piece himself. She would simply
die of shame if they did. In Polwenna Bay this would be like owning
up to fancying the fisheries minister or something. With her face
starting to glow, Mo pretended to be fascinated by the nearest stall,
which only made Issie even more suspicious.

“Since when have you been interested in crocheted doilies?”
Mo ignored her. The small village green was crammed with an

eclectic mix of stalls selling everything from pickled onions to
splodgy paintings by the village’s resident artist. On one of the stalls,
there were tarot readings courtesy of Silver Starr, the patron of
Polwenna Bay’s New Age shop, Magic Moon. A local folk duo was
providing the music, pasties were being sold from a cart and
everyone seemed in high spirits. Even the seagulls were having a
wonderful time feasting on debris from overflowing bins and dive-
bombing tourists for ice creams.

“Let’s get our cards read,” suggested Issie, making a beeline for
the rickety stand where Silver Starr, dressed up in full Romany
costume, was busy shuffling her deck and charging five pounds for
the privilege of listening to her making up utter nonsense. With her
flowing white hair, flouncy clothes and jangling jewellery, Silver
certainly looked the part. In reality her name was Shirley Potts and
she came from Uxbridge. Everybody in the village knew she was
about as psychic as one of the pasties on Patsy Penhalligan’s cart.

“Are you out of your tiny mind?” Mo said. “She’s a total fraud.”



“So you say, but Saffron Jago swears by her. She says Silver’s
told her things that nobody else could know.”

Mo rolled her eyes. “Saffron Jago has the IQ of a lettuce and a
particularly stupid lettuce at that. Besides, she’s got such a mouth on
her that everybody knows her business; it wouldn’t be hard to predict
who she’d fallen out with or what poor soul she fancies.”

“Oh ye of little faith,” sighed Issie. She had her hand on the small
of Mo’s back now and was propelling her sister towards the stall. “It’s
just a bit of fun. Unless,” she paused thoughtfully, “you’re scared?”

“Of course I’m not scared! I just don’t want to be robbed of five
pounds to be told a bigger work of fiction than something J K
Rowling could come up with,” Mo said scornfully.

“Then you’ve nothing to lose, have you? And the money’s going to
the church repair fund anyway, which will mean that Cashley will
have even less hope of snatching it out from under our noses. Tra-
da! Everyone’s a winner!”

“You always did have an answer for everything,” Mo grumbled,
because there was no arguing with this logic. “What on earth are you
doing back here in Polwenna, Issie? You should be doing a law
degree.”

But Issie was too busy shoving Mo onto the folding chair opposite
Silver Starr to answer. Reluctantly, Mo parted with a fiver, the last
from her biscuit barrel of emergency money, and prepared to be well
and truly ripped off. It might be for a good cause but unless her bank
manager wanted to be paid in riding lessons Mo had absolutely no
idea how she was going to make the next month’s mortgage. Maybe
Silver Starr would actually be useful and come up with the lottery
numbers? That was the kind of psychic intervention Mo could do
with, rather than having to listen to a load of old mumbo jumbo about
her love life.

While Issie and Silver discussed the raft race – Silver seeming
much too pleased that the St Miltons had lost, for a woman who was
supposed to be into good vibes and karma – Mo shuffled the deck
and tried to focus on a question she wanted answering. There were
far too many, that was the problem. How was she going to pay the
bills? Was her top horse ever going to come sound again? Would
her brother Jake ever truly forgive her for a mistake she’d made



years ago? Why had Ashley given her the woods? Where had he
gone? Was he ever coming back? Did he think about their kiss as
often as she did?

No! This had to stop! It was as though she had Ashley Carstairs
on repeat: images of his hard and insistent mouth, and the way his
dark eyes had held hers, kept popping into Mo’s thoughts at the
most inappropriate times. Now he was even hijacking her tarot
reading. Not that she cared much about Silver Starr’s drivel, but it
was yet another thing to hold against him.

“Have you a question in mind?” asked Silver Starr, leaning forward
and practically suffocating Mo in a cloud of patchouli scent. “If you
cut the cards my spirit guide will give me your message.”

It was all Mo could do not to laugh rudely at this. The only spirits
that ever came anywhere near Silver were Jack Daniel’s and Tia
Maria, when she went to the pub after shutting Magic Moon. Still, Mo
decided that she might as well play along with it all for the sake of
charity. She cut the cards and tried very hard not to think about
Ashley’s stern profile, dark stubble and close-cropped mocha-brown
hair.

Bollocks.
Maybe her question should be: what on earth am I going to do

about him?
Silver leaned over and her eyes widened when she saw the card

at the top of the pile.
“I don’t know what your question was, Mo,” she breathed, “but

here’s your answer – and my guides are never wrong.”
Mo glanced down, more jolted than she would ever care to admit.

Mumbo jumbo or not, this wasn’t what she’d wanted or expected to
see.

The card that Mo had drawn from the tarot pack was the Lovers.



Chapter 2
The problem with taking the train from London to Cornwall was,
Ashley Carstairs had soon discovered, that for four hours there
would be little else to do but think. This was seriously bad news:
thinking wasn’t something he relished nowadays.

As the 9.06 First Great Western train from Paddington to Bodmin
snaked its way out of the station, Ashley settled into his first-class
seat and resigned himself to an enforced period of inactivity. He
supposed he ought to try getting used to it. There was going to be
plenty more of this in the months ahead – weeks and weeks,
probably, that would make sitting in an empty carriage sipping
Costa’s finest and flicking through The Times look like the height of
excitement.

And this was if he was lucky.
The train jarred and screeched along the track, winding its slow

way through the intestinal tangles of the rail network. As the carriage
jolted over an uneven section, coffee sloshed over the rim of
Ashley’s paper cup, scalding his hand and snatching his attention
away from dark thoughts of engineering works, signal failure and that
great British staple, leaves on the line. Whether he’d actually arrive
in Bodmin when he was meant to was anyone’s guess, he reflected
grimly – and whether there’d be a taxi in the vicinity willing to take
him to Polwenna Bay was also in the lap of the gods. He might be
back by the afternoon or he might still be travelling by dusk; nothing
was certain. Ashley wasn’t accustomed to making this journey by
train, so his fears weren’t necessarily well-founded. Still, he didn’t
like this feeling at all. He hated not being in control. It made his
palms itch.

Was he a control freak? Ashley wondered as he mopped up the
coffee with the edge of his paper. Maybe. He’d certainly been
accused of this in the past by ex-girlfriends and colleagues alike. As
though wanting to be in charge of your own destiny was a bad thing!
Only an idiot, some dippy hippy like that moron Silver Starr in the
village, would be happy to bob along in the stream of life and let
things happen to them. Ashley made things happen. Take the house



he was renovating in Polwenna Bay, for instance. Everyone had said
that Mariners’ View – or Mariners, as it was generally known – was
too inaccessible to ever be a viable project. Nevertheless, he’d
bought the place, taken the unfinished plans his father had drawn up
all those years ago, shipped his builders in and given the house a
new lease of life. Him, Ashley! Not some whim of fate or glimmer of
stars.

No wonder it grated that he had no control whatsoever over what
was happening to him now.

As the train crawled past warehouses and gas towers and squat
red-brick houses with grimy windows, Ashley leaned his head
against the glazing of the carriage and regarded his reflection
quizzically. Dark eyes stared coolly back at him and the scimitar-
sharp bones of his face seemed even more pronounced than normal
from sudden weight loss. His hair was pushed under a beanie hat
and hidden from view, which was how it would have to stay for the
foreseeable future.

Is this a control freak I see before me? Ashley mused. Maybe,
although to be honest, he wasn’t quite sure who this reflection was
anymore. On the surface it looked very much like Ashley Carstairs,
one-time demon trader on the London Stock Exchange and latterly
CEO of a property-development company – but the eyes were
shadowed and the cheeks sprinkled with stubble, and he was
wearing a hoodie and faded Levi’s jeans. The bloody hat was simply
ridiculous too.

Ashley looked away, dispirited. It was a far cry from his usual
sharp and groomed look. Was this the beginning of the end?

Personality changes, including abnormal and uncharacteristic
behaviour

He grimaced. The leaflets might be lurking in the bottom of his Ted
Baker holdall but he didn’t need to have them spread out in front of
him to know word for sodding word what they said. Maybe it was
another side effect, but he seemed to have developed amazing
memory skills lately. Anyway, he was dressed down, that was all.
There was no need to go to Cornwall sporting Paul Smith and Gucci.
The Polwenna Bay locals didn’t have a clue about fashion. They
couldn’t tell George at Asda from Georgio Armani: it was all fishing



smocks and wellies for them. As for the ridiculous hat – his hand
rose to it and for a moment hovered on the soft fabric as he
contemplated taking it off – well, that was starting to feel like a
necessity, armour even, warding off a plethora of questions and,
even worse still, sympathy. Christ. Ashley couldn’t bear sympathy. It
drove him wild and his tongue soon stung anyone stupid enough to
express it.

Irritability
That wasn’t a symptom. That was his personality. He’d never

suffered fools gladly. That was what made you a killer on the trading
floor, not sitting round being all touchy-feely. Show one iota of
weakness in the City and you’d be chewed up and spat out before
you could even twang your braces. It was even worse in the country.
If Ashley gave any of the builders working on his latest Cornish
project so much as an inch they’d all be downing tools, chomping
pasties and drinking tea till sunset rather than getting Mariners fixed
in the timescale he wanted – or rather needed – it completed by.

He wasn’t irritable: he was just demanding and precise, liking
things done his way and to the deadline he set. Which, Ashley
guessed as the houses rolled by, took him right back to the control-
freak question again. He sank back into the velour seat and closed
his eyes for a moment, letting the movement of the carriage rock him
into quiet contemplation. The truth was that there had been far too
many things in his life left to chance lately. Too many possibilities
and maybes and statistics offered as factors that could be in his
favour. But there were also odds that were well and truly stacked
against him. Doctors tried to skirt around those – focusing on the
positives, they called it – but Ashley would far rather know all the
facts, however unpalatable. That was just the way he was; he
needed to know the odds, be it when taking a punt on shares, buying
a crumbling Cornish property or looking at his own future. Fate,
chance, destiny, call it whatever you want; Ashley didn’t like it and he
certainly didn’t intend to sit back and just let it all unfold. No bloody
way. Being in control was far more to his taste.

Yet there was one person who had somehow managed to sneak
under his guard and make him lose his grip on anything nearing
rational thought. Even though his sight was domed by his closed lids,



Ashley could see her face as vividly as though she was actually here
in front of him and staring back with those scornful wide blue eyes,
the irises ringed with indigo as though some Renaissance artist had
just wandered by to add the master stroke. He pictured the
cinnamon dusting of freckles across her snub nose and saw her riot
of auburn curls, with as many colours running through them as there
were greens in the sea – a crazy tangle of damsons and clarets and
strands of gold. He could almost taste her lips too and feel her
trembling when he kissed her, her mouth warm and velvet soft
against his as his hands slipped down to clasp her narrow waist and
pull her hard against him. In the salt-scented darkness of a mild June
night Ashley had felt her melting into him and his senses had swum.

Hallucinations and dizziness
If that had been a hallucination then they’d both been tripping.

She’d kissed him back. She’d wanted him every bit as much as he’d
wanted her. And dizziness? He almost laughed out loud in the quiet
carriage. Christ, he’d felt dizzy all right. A massive surge of desire
did that to a man. All the blood went from your head to somewhere
far lower down!

Abnormal and uncharacteristic behaviour
Maybe, but Ashley was certain that this wasn’t down to any

medical problems. Alas, this wasn’t a symptom his consultant could
help with, even though it was bloody inconvenient and had led to a
whole host of other complications. Unfortunately, this woman was
Morwenna Tremaine, Ashley’s arch-enemy in Polwenna Bay and the
one person who had caused him no end of trouble with the
developments to his house. Everything he tried to do, there she was
blocking his way with her ridiculous eco notions. Morwenna
Tremaine, sexy or not, was a major pain in the backside.

And he couldn’t stop thinking about her…
Ashley’s eyes sprang open. He was going to have to try because

Mo Tremaine was pricklier than the gorse that topped the cliffs and
seemed to be the only woman on the planet immune to his charms.
Even giving her the woods they’d been fighting so bitterly over hadn’t
seemed to make the slightest difference. Admittedly, his motives had
been less than altruistic: in a moment of weakness he’d been trying
to bargain with God by showing that he was capable of doing the



“right” thing. It seemed foolish now. Mo hadn’t even said so much as
thank you, which was pretty galling. Even the vicar had phoned him
to express her gratitude – although Ashley suspected that his gift to
Mo hadn’t come as a surprise to the Reverend Jules, who’d seen the
legal documents lying around when he’d absent-mindedly left them
in St Wenn’s.

Forgetfulness
Hmm, maybe, although he didn’t seem able to put Morwenna

Tremaine out of his head, did he? He should have kept the woods,
for all the good the grand gesture had done him. So what if it had felt
like the right thing to do at the time? It hadn’t made the least bit of
difference with either God or Mo, and the way things stood now he
could really do with a driveway to Mariners – especially once he was
officially no longer allowed behind the wheel. It would have helped
Dr Penwarren to reach him more easily, too.

This was not the way to go on today. Annoyed with himself for
setting so much as one footstep into the dangerous wilderness of
negative thinking, Ashley turned his attention back to the world
outside. Beyond the carriage and his own dark thoughts, it was a
glorious August day. Even in London the sun was blushing the dusty
and dirty buildings of the city with rosy light and making the windows
glitter. The glimpses of sky above the jagged rooftops were a
cloudless cobalt blue, the same hue as the sea that shimmered and
rippled beyond his project house. In spite of everything, Ashley felt a
surge of excitement. This project meant everything to him. He only
hoped he could see it finished before—

The train shuddered to a sudden halt, thankfully jolting him out of
this reverie. More coffee sloshed onto his paper and Ashley hissed
impatiently through his teeth. A red light heralded God only knew
how many minutes of waiting until somebody somewhere decided
they could move again. Frustrated, Ashley stared out at the rows of
terraced houses backing onto the railway line, with their narrow
gardens running up to the fencing by the tracks. Evidence of
people’s private lives was strung out for all to see. Here a
trampoline. There a scruffy vegetable garden. Along a bit, another
garden was just a no-man’s land of weeds and brambles. In the next
there was washing pegged on a line, intimate and exposed. Behind



the curtains and the grubby windows people were living their lives
with no idea that he was there, staring from this train into their small
and enviably normal worlds. Some maybe were eating their
breakfast. Others might be making love. Another bunch could be
planning the day ahead, a sunny August Saturday full of possibilities
and choices and the taken-for-granted hope of a future. Lives replete
with the incomparable Midas wealth of the healthy.

The signal changed and the train lurched on, clacking over the
points and gathering speed. The houses became blurs, melting into
the greens and greys of the suburbs and dissolving into the
floodplains of Berkshire, threaded with the silver ribbon of the
Thames.

He glanced down at the chunky gold watch on his wrist. Christ,
had they really only been going for twenty minutes? He missed
driving already and it was only two days into the self-imposed ban.
His consultant had said that since there’d been no fitting and no
lapses of concentration (Ashley wisely hadn’t mentioned the
constant and inconvenient thoughts about Mo Tremaine), he could
continue to drive for now – but Ashley didn’t trust himself. There
were too many variables. The risk of having a fit, and the damage he
could do as a result, didn’t bear thinking about. Having lost his own
parents to a drunken driver he knew better than anyone else how
devastating a second’s lapse in concentration could be. It was better
to just leave the Ferrari in Chelsea and the Range Rover slumbering
under the leaves in Fernside woods. At least in Polwenna Bay he
could walk everywhere. For the time being he was staying in a well-
appointed hotel, so he was close to everything he needed. Once
Mariners was finished, Ocado could be his new best friend.

If they actually had Ocado in Cornwall, that was. Maybe Asda
delivered? Or at the very least Patsy Penhalligan from the pasty
shop?

Deciding it made sense to Google the facts before he starved to
death in his new house, Ashley downed the cold coffee and pulled
his MacBook Air out of his bag. A flutter of leaflets and paperwork
drifted onto his table like malevolent snowflakes. Words swam and
danced before his eyes and he caught himself wondering if this was
the change in vision he’d been warned about. Drowsiness was a



dead cert; he’d gone from needing only a few hours a night to lying
in like a teenager. There had been sudden bouts of vomiting too, but
so far nothing else on the list of doom had made its presence felt. To
begin with, Ashley had had no evidence, only the overwhelming
suspicion that the thing he’d been so arrogantly triumphant about
surviving last time had been creeping up on him unawares. It had
always been a possibility that it would return, of course; that was one
of the reasons why he enjoyed living life to the max and doing things
now and as fast as he could. Still, until the consultant had confirmed
his worst fears, Ashley hadn’t really believed them. He’d told himself
he was just being paranoid and a worrier.

Until it was verified that he wasn’t.
He glanced down at the leaflets. The text was sharper now.

Glioma. Benign. Biopsy. Burr hole. His hand rose to touch the hat.
Burr hole was quite a cute name for this crater. It sounded better
than it looked; that was for sure. Radiotherapy. Gamma knife. God. It
sounded like something out of Marvel Comics. He’d turn green,
smash his way out of the lab before the surgeons could even get
near him and then go rampaging through the metropolis.

Yeah. Right. He was far too tired to rampage. Anyway, why waste
time? He had about four months before the operation. Four months
to do his best to put everything to rights. To finish the house his
parents would have loved. To spend some real time out of the office
and in the beautiful village he’d loved since family holidays all those
years ago. To try to make his peace with Morwenna-pain-in-the-ass-
Tremaine.

Or rather, since he was trying to be honest here, to kiss her just
once more.

Once all these things were done, Ashley told himself firmly as he
shoved the leaflets back into his bag, then he’d worry about the rest
of it. First of all, though, he was going to enjoy a perfect Indian
summer, even if it killed him – which, he reflected with a certain
gallows humour, it might well do.

He pushed the computer aside. He was tired again, which was
ridiculous, and the scenery was passing by in a way that was horribly
metaphorical. Everything was out of his hands now, Ashley realised
bleakly. Everything. The sun that was blasting onto his face through



the window, the speed of his journey and, most of all, the latest and
most dangerous tumour that was growing silently and lethally inside
his brain.



Chapter 3
“Finally, the last item of this evening’s agenda before we all scoot
back down to the Water Carnival,” said Jules Mathieson, glancing
round at the members of her Parochial Church Council, who were
sitting at the table in the vestry and trying hard to look interested.
The early evening sunshine was pouring in rainbows through the
stained-glass window, while strains of music drifted up on the light
breeze. She could tell that everyone was itching to get back to the
village and stuck into the cider.

Jules didn’t blame them one bit. Church business wasn’t the most
exciting stuff, especially on Water Carnival Saturday, but Sheila
Keverne, Jules’s verger, was a stickler for routine and there was no
way she would allow the PCC to reschedule. The Rock of Gibraltar
was more likely to hop on EasyJet for a change of venue than Sheila
was to change the date of a church meeting.

St Wenn’s PCC was a small team comprising the clergy (which
meant Jules) and lay members of the church. Their job was to
oversee the wellbeing of the church, both spiritual and practical, and
to promote the church within the community. Mostly they did a great
job. Sheila as Vice Chair coordinated things and bossed everyone
about; Dr Richard Penwarren was diligent in his role as Treasurer;
and Alice Tremaine was an organised secretary who, with the help of
her great-grandson, managed to do a blinding job of emailing
minutes, tweeting church news and updating St Wenn’s Facebook
page. Then there were the Pollards, a father-and-son builder team
who looked after St Wenn’s general maintenance. Jules’s friend
Danny Tremaine had recently joined too, and was proving to be a
dab hand at working on the churchyard.

“Final item then, maid,” prompted Roger Pollard impatiently as
Jules paused to gather her thoughts. He and his son, Little Rog,
were both cross-eyed from a day of cider drinking and were looking
forward to a few hours more.

“Yep, get on with it, Rev,” agreed Danny. He raised a hand to his
hair and pulled a face. “The flour and water’s setting in this like
concrete. I’ll need to chisel it out at this rate.”



“I’ll send Mum up to Seaspray if you like?” offered Richard
Penwarren. His grey eyes were starred with laughter lines as he said
this – because although his mother was the village hairdresser, she
was infamous for practically scalping anyone who wandered into her
salon.

“No thanks, mate,” shuddered Danny. “I might have survived a
roadside bomb in Kabul but I don’t think I’d make it out of your ma’s
salon in one piece.”

Jules laughed. Her own bob was also full of the remnants of the
earlier flour-bomb battle – and not so long ago it had been attacked
by Kursa Penwarren, an experience Jules wasn’t keen to repeat. For
a few awkward weeks she’d looked like a fatter version of Sinéad
O’Connor.

“Final item?” prompted Big Rog, tapping his watch.
Jules took a deep breath and steeled herself for breaking what

could be very bad news indeed. She really hated spoiling what had
been a lovely day so far.

“Before you all get excited, this last one may take a while because
I’m afraid it’s about as serious as it gets.”

Alice Tremaine looked up from the minute-taking. Her kindly face
was full of concern. “Whatever is it, love?”

“I had a phone call this morning from the cathedral office,” Jules
told them slowly. Actually, she nearly hadn’t answered, she’d been in
such a tearing hurry to get to the beach where she was organising
the children’s treasure hunt. When she’d picked up, Jules had soon
wished that she’d just ignored it. Sometimes ignorance really was
bliss.

Sheila Keverne clasped her hands over her cashmere-clad
bosom. “The bishop’s office? Rang us? Oh, Jules! How exciting!”

“Well, you may find it gets even more exciting,” said Jules, who
always liked to look on the bright side. “Brace yourselves, folks,
because Bishop Bill is coming to visit St Wenn’s.”

Jules’s verger couldn’t have looked more excited if the vicar had
announced that Jesus was popping in for a cuppa. Actually, Jules
thought with a little dash of cynicism, Sheila probably wouldn’t be
nearly as impressed by Jesus with his tatty robes, dusty sandals and



penchant for spending time with smelly fisherman as she would by a
bishop in purple robes and who lived in a palace.

“I hate to rain on your parade, folks,” she interrupted when her
team broke into happy chatter, “but I suspect there’s a reason for his
visit and it’s not to look at our stained-glass windows. Well, I guess it
is indirectly, but only the broken one. The bishop’s called for an audit
of St Wenn’s.”

Richard Penwarren frowned. “Are you saying he wants to audit our
finances?”

“Not just our finances,” Jules said. The chatter had stopped
abruptly and everyone was staring at her. Even the Pollards had
managed to focus beyond their next pint. “Apparently there’ll be a
second audit too, one that looks at our parish registers.”

“I hate to sound thick, but what’s in those that he’d want to see?”
asked Danny.

“Christenings, marriages, deaths, confirmations. Basically, the
activity of the church.” Jules checked each item off on her fingers.
“You guys probably don’t need me to point out that it’s looking pretty
empty. I can’t think when we last had a christening here and
nobody’s been confirmed for at least three years. Weddings might
just about save us from looking totally redundant, although there’s
not been one in my time here.”

“But we do lots of other things,” Sheila protested and everybody
nodded in agreement. “There’s the coffee mornings, the toddlers’
club, the young mums’ group, the old folks’ parties, the jumble sales
for charity, the memory café and lots more.”

It was certainly a respectable list and probably explained why
Jules was constantly shattered and had no social life. Well, that and
the long walks she’d got into the habit of taking along the cliffs.

“You’re right; we do lots of great work here,” she agreed. “St
Wenn’s is certainly at the heart of Polwenna Bay – but the problem is
that it doesn’t look that way on paper, which is where it matters. The
Church of England will want to see the official church paperwork and
have a picture of the numbers who attend the actual services, and
you all know as well as I do that the figures won’t look good.”

“So why’s he coming if there isn’t much to see here?” Alice asked
slowly. “Or is that it? He’s actually coming to confirm that, officially at



least, things are very quiet at St Wenn’s?”
There was a pause after she said this. Jules could practically hear

the cogs grinding in the Pollards’ brains. Danny caught her eye and
she knew he’d got it instantly.

“The bishop’s coming to see if they can close us down,” Danny
said. His mouth, on both the injured and the uninjured side of his
face, was set in a grim line. “Come on, you lot, you must see? St
Wenn’s is a pretty church with views to die for and it would probably
sell for a small fortune. It’s exactly the kind of building the C of E
could flog.”

“Sell the church?” Big Rog’s mouth swung open on its hinges.
“Bleddy hell!”

“Who’d want to buy a church?” wondered Little Rog, scratching his
head. “What would they do with it?”

“Make it into a holiday cottage,” Danny replied bleakly. “A
developer – somebody like your boss Ashley Carstairs, for example
– would snap it up in a heartbeat. Look at what’s happened in other
villages. We’ll hardly be the first.”

Alice looked upset. “He’s right. The Methodists have closed loads
of chapels.”

“Well, they would, but we’re in the Church of England! Oh! I bet
that Ashley’s already been sniffing round. He’s up here all the time!
You know he is,” Sheila declared, glaring at Jules as though this was
her personal fault. Cashley, as he was nicknamed in the village, was
about as popular as a dose of Norovirus. “It’s just the kind of thing
he’d do! That man won’t be happy until he’s destroyed our village.”

“He gave Fernside woods to Mo,” Danny pointed out reasonably.
“She’s planning on donating it to a village trust.”

“He probably did that because it will give him brownie points with
the council when he comes to convert the church,” sniffed Sheila. “If
I see him up here I’ll make sure I tell him to sling his hook!”

Jules said mildly, “The Lord’s house is open to all, Sheila. Even
Ashley Carstairs.”

“Well, it shouldn’t be!” Folding her arms over her chest, Sheila
raised her chin in a determined fashion. “Over my dead body is that
incomer buying St Wenn’s.”



“No, he bleddy well isn’t,” agreed Big Rog, banging his fist on the
table so hard that all the mugs jumped. “It’s our church. It belongs to
the village.”

“There might be a bit of work in it for us though, Pa,” mused Little
Rog. The Pollards, like quite a few builders in Polwenna Bay, had
been doing very well out of Ashley Carstairs recently. They’d been
building his giant wall for almost a year and had been busy making
renovations on his house, Mariners. However, the work was nearly at
an end now. Lean times loomed.

“True, my boy, true. Maybe it’s all for the best,” said his father,
thoughtfully. “Can’t odds it; the church is a bit empty, Vicar.”

The seductive call of Mammon was strong in the building trade
lately, Jules thought wryly.

“How are the church finances looking?” she asked Richard.
The doctor pushed his glasses up his nose. “Not in great shape to

be honest, Jules. I was waiting until any other business to say that
we urgently need to repair the roof over the nave. The leaks are
getting much worse.”

Jules already knew this. When the heavens opened, which was
fairly frequently in Cornwall, she could pick up a brolly from the porch
and do a very good Gene Kelly routine inside the church. She’d had
to visit the farm shop twice last week just to buy extra buckets.

“Then there’s the broken window of St Wenn the Blessed,” the
doctor continued, steepling his fingers under his chin and fixing her
with worried grey eyes. “And the masonry needs pointing too. The
winter storms really do give the building a hammering.”

“The retaining wall needs some work as well,” said Little Rog
quickly. “Don’t it, Pa?”

“It does, my boy, it does – and that’s expensive work. We’ve priced
it up ourselves already and we’re by far the most reasonable quote
you’ll get in these parts,” confirmed Big Rog, trying to pull a sad face
but not quite managing.

“So what you’re saying is that we’ve got a church that needs a
huge cash injection and a congregation so small that it doesn’t look
financially viable,” Danny said slowly.

“That’s about the size of it.” Jules had come to this depressing
conclusion quite a while back and she’d already had many sleepless



nights over it. “We could be jumping the gun, of course. The bishop
might just want to visit us and check the books. It could be nothing
sinister at all.”

Oh look. There went a pig flying past the vicarage.
“Do you really believe that?” Alice asked.
Jules sighed because in her heart she knew that her worst

suspicions were very well grounded. “I wish I did, but I’m afraid not,
no, because I’ve seen this happen before. Besides, Richard’s right.
As things stand we don’t look financially viable. I think Bishop Bill is
coming here with a view to closing St Wenn’s.”

A heavy silence fell.
“Our family’s worshipped at St Wenn’s for centuries,” said Alice

quietly. She turned to Danny. “I married your grandfather here, your
parents married here and so did you and Tara. I was hoping Morgan
might too one day.”

“There’s six generations of Pollards in the churchyard,” mused Big
Rog.

“And even more Kevernes,” piped up Sheila, not to be outdone.
The members of the PCC glanced around at one another

anxiously. The fun of the Water Carnival and any haste to return to
the festivities were totally forgotten.

“When’s the bishop due?” Richard asked.
“The end of the month, or thereabouts,” Jules answered. It was

early August now, so they had roughly four weeks until doomsday.
She’d probably wear her knees out praying but she didn’t intend to
go down without a fight. Jules hadn’t been the vicar of Polwenna Bay
for very long but already the village and its people had found their
way into her heart. She couldn’t imagine having to leave them or
seeing the pretty church that offered so much sanctuary and comfort
turned into yet another chichi holiday let.

“So we need to raise shedloads of money by September,” Danny
concluded. “Short of a big win on the lottery, any ideas?”

There was silence, broken only by the squabbling of the gulls
outside.

“A bring-and-buy sale?” offered Richard eventually. “A few coffee
mornings?”



“Good ideas, Doc, but I don’t think they’re going to bring in huge
amounts,” Danny sighed. “It all adds up, I know, but we have to think
big. Massive, even. It needs to be something that people really want
to do and are prepared to cough up good money for.”

“How about a charity gala dinner?” suggested his grandmother.
“Symon could host it at the Seagull and we could sell tickets. I’m
sure we can think of ways to make it exclusive. The St Miltons could
probably give us some pointers; their ball always does well.”

There was a murmur of agreement at this.
“That could work,” said Jules. “Anything else?”
The Pollards liked the idea of a big party at the pub; they weren’t

quite clear how this would raise money, but lots of beer would be
involved and they were more than happy to organise it. After this
there was another pause before Sheila slammed the table with her
hand and, in the style of the bathing Archimedes, cried: “I’ve got it! I
know exactly what we can do and it’ll raise loads of money!” She
looked around excitedly. Jules didn’t think she’d ever seen her
verger look so animated, not even when she was busy bossing the
brass-cleaning ladies around. Her cheeks were flushed the same
pink as the nodding valerian flourishing on the dry stone walls and
her eyes were sparkling just as brightly as the sea below in the bay.
“I saw a film all about it once – oh, it was lovely! That Helen Mirren
was in it; I like her, don’t you? It was all about the Women’s Institute!”

“You want to do something with the WI?” Richard was looking
confused.

Danny caught Jules’s eye and grinned. “Like what?” he whispered.
“Pimp them out?”

“Stop it,” scolded Jules. She had absolutely no idea what film it
was that her verger was on about, but then again Jules hadn’t been
to the cinema for donkeys’ years. To Sheila she said kindly, “Go on.
What could we do?”

“Exactly what they did in the film. They made a calendar and sold
loads. Everyone joined in and they made an absolute fortune. Some
women posed behind the flowers, some at the piano and some hid
among cakes – all in the nude, of course, but very tastefully done!”

“In the nude?” squeaked Big Rog. His gooseberry-green eyes
were practically out on stalks. “What is this film? Fifty Shades of



bleddy Grey?”
“Who cares what it is?” said Little Rog. “It’s a great idea. I’ll second

it. Porn to save the church. Bleddy genius. Call the Daily Mail.”
“It’s not porn! It’s art!” huffed Sheila. “Porn! The very idea!”
Danny was in tears of laughter. “She means Calendar Girls, the

film where some WI ladies posed for a naked calendar to raise
money for a cancer charity. It’s pretty tame really and the idea’s been
done to death since. The Young Farmers do a calendar most years
and my regiment did an army one too.”

Alice looked stunned. “You never said.”
“I don’t tell you everything, Granny,” Danny pointed out gently.

“Anyway, I looked like an utter tosser. Not my proudest moment.” He
winked at Jules. “Hope they take the shots from my good side this
time. Else it’ll look like a horror show.”

“I really don’t think a nude calendar is the way to go,” Jules said
hastily, but nobody was listening to her. They were all far too excited
and busy squabbling over which villagers could be utilised for which
month, and no matter how many times Jules tried to call the meeting
back to order they all carried on.

“If we charged ten pounds a copy and sold one to every household
in the village, and maybe even in the next few villages too, we could
make thousands,” Richard was saying, his financial brain clearly
overruling his sensible one. “Would Summer pose, Dan? That would
be a real coup. We’d sell thousands if she was in it.”

Summer, the girlfriend of Danny’s brother Jake, had once been a
lads’-mag favourite. But given that Summer was about to become
embroiled in a huge court battle with her footballer ex-fiancé, Jules
was sure that the model had far more important matters to think
about.

Hang on! What on earth was she doing even considering
practicalities like this? It was a ridiculous idea. There was no way
that St Wenn’s was making a nude calendar. No way at all.

“That’s enough!” She thumped the table with her fist to get their
attention. “I can’t believe we’re even discussing this. We are not
making a nude calendar, Sheila. I surprised you even suggested it!”

“It’s a good idea. The WI thought so too, which means there can’t
be any problem with it.” Sheila looked mutinous. To Jules’s horror,



several other PCC members were nodding. “It made lots of money.”
“I don’t care how much money it made! We’re not doing it!”
“With all due respect, Vicar, shouldn’t that be put to the vote?

You’re not in sole charge here,” pointed out Big Rog. “All in favour of
the Polwenna Bay calendar, raise your hands.”

Cursing whatever idiot had decided to make the Church of
England’s PCCs democratic, Jules watched with a growing sense of
dread as one by one the group raised their hands.

“Et tu, Brute?” she said to Danny.
He gave her a cheeky grin. “Come on, Jules. It sounds as though

the situation is pretty dire – and this could be fun. We need to raise
as much cash as we can, remember?”

“So it’s unanimous then!” Sheila beamed at them all, her face
bright with triumph. “The Polwenna Bay calendar is going ahead!
The people of this village will save the church from Ashley Carstairs
and his ilk.”

By taking their clothes off? Personally Jules thought it was more
likely that any people with sense would pay for her parishioners to
keep their kit on, but she bit her lip. After all, democracy was
democracy no matter what her misgivings.

Jules only hoped that the bishop didn’t get wind of this and, even
more importantly, that nobody expected her to pose!



Chapter 4
Mo Tremaine watched the brake lights of her vet’s four-by-four flicker
at the yard gate before the Range Rover swung right, heading away
from the equestrian centre and taking with it the remnants of her
dreams of a career in three-day eventing.

She sank onto the mounting block and placed her head in her
hands. Mo was beyond fed up. Even the bright sunshine and
cloudless blue sky of yet another beautiful summer’s morning
couldn’t lift her spirits. If anything, the gorgeous weather made her
feel even worse because these were perfect conditions for
Gatcombe Park’s Festival of British Eventing, which was where she
and her top horses, The Bandmaster and Mr Dandy, were supposed
to have headed today. The heavy rain of the week before had made
the going soft but Mo knew that the sunshine of the last few days
would rescue Princess Anne’s parkland from becoming a mud pit as
the best and bravest riders on the planet put their horses around the
cross-country course. Mr Dandy loved soft going, so the conditions
would have been ideal for him; Mo had every faith that he would
have carried her into the top three, making her longlisting for the next
Olympics a tangible possibility rather than just a dream.

Alas, today’s visit from the vet had shattered those dreams. Not
long ago, Mr Dandy – who’d jumped around some of the biggest
three-star courses in the sport – had been clowning about in his field,
slipped and come hobbling to the gate on three legs, with his off hind
dangling horribly. For a sickening moment Mo had thought that the
leg was broken, a situation that would mean curtains for any horse.
Fortunately, closer investigation and an expensive callout visit from
Lucas Madding, Mo’s vet, had revealed that the bone wasn’t actually
damaged. Nevertheless, Mr Dandy had sustained a deep flexor-
tendon injury that would require at least two months’ solid box rest.
This meant that he was out of action for the eventing season – and
since Ella St Milton had recently taken The Bandmaster away, Mo
was left without any three-star horses. According to the vet’s
assessment today, Mr Dandy still needed some time out.



If the world of three-day eventing was a game of snakes and
ladders, then Morwenna Tremaine had just slid down the biggest
python on the board. It didn’t matter that she was talented and brave
and had started to make her name in the sport. Without a top horse,
sponsorship and a tonne of money, Mo was right back at the bottom
of the heap.

And likely to stay there too.
This could happen to anyone, of course, and Mo accepted that.

Top riders were only as good as their top horses, and the nature of
three-day eventing was such that only those with endless funds at
their disposal stood a realistic chance of reaching the highest levels
of the sport. Injuries and bad luck were all part of the game; even top
eventers like Mary King hit low points when their world-class horses
were unexpectedly out of the running or sponsors withdrew their
support. To succeed you needed hefty sponsorship or a syndicate to
back you; it was that simple. Even Zara Phillips didn’t own her all
own horses and had to woo sponsors. Mo tried to be fair-minded
about this. She liked Zara enormously and was a big fan – but, even
so, she suspected Mrs Tindall’s granny had a much deeper handbag
than Alice Tremaine! The Tremaines weren’t a horsey family either.
Although they were proud of Mo, they were all a bit mystified by
anything equestrian rather than marine.

After losing her mother, Mo had turned all her attention to the then
vicar’s pony, a fat grey with a wall eye, snapping teeth and a
malicious buck, who went by the name of Bubbles. Quite a few nasty
nips and many crashing falls later, Mo had learned that Bubbles was
actually short for Beelzebub – because, the vicar had told her with a
grin, the pony was an utter devil to ride. Mo hadn’t cared though.
She’d persevered with Satan’s steed until she’d learned to stick on,
developing a seat like glue and the confidence that came with
knowing that nothing else she ever sat on could possibly be as evil
as Bubbles. She rode everything she could, from donkeys to gypsy
cobs to the problem horses at the local stables that nobody else
would go near. Soon everybody in the local horse fraternity knew
that Morwenna Tremaine had the magic touch. To her grandmother’s
dismay, Mo left school at sixteen and went to work for a local event
rider, learning everything she could about producing good horses,



before setting up her own yard where she took in liveries, gave
lessons and broke and schooled horses. On top of this, she cleaned
holiday cottages and even endured several seasons at Harbour
Plaice, the Polwenna Bay chippy.

Even years on, the smell of frying fish still turned Mo’s stomach.
No wonder I’m always tired, Mo thought. She was so good at

juggling all these areas of her life that when the bank repossessed
her equestrian centre, as was seeming increasingly likely, she could
probably join the circus. If the worst happened she’d have to look at
working for somebody else. Spiky and often awkward when faced
with people she didn’t have time for, Mo didn’t relish this idea at all –
but it was starting to look as though she didn’t have much choice.

Maybe it was time to throw in the towel and admit that her
eventing dream was over?

Mo inhaled slowly, trying desperately to surf the tidal wave of panic
breaking over her at the very thought of giving up. She just had to
have faith; that was all. Something would come up, and with any luck
Mr Dandy would be sound by the autumn and she could bring him
back to fitness. Maybe she could even do some pony trekking for
holidaymakers. Bubbles, fat and growing ever more malevolent with
age out in the paddock, could bloody well earn his keep for once.
Besides, some of her youngsters would be fine just pootling along
the Cornish lanes. The tourists would love it and she could charge a
fortune.

She brightened. See, there were always options; you just needed
to look for them.

It was half past ten now on a Monday morning. To beat the heat
and the flies, Mo had been up since five and had already ridden
three of her youngsters and mucked out the stables. The vet had
been to check that his patient, Mr Dandy, was happily entertained by
a turnip on a string and his stable football, and her eleven o’clock
lesson had been cancelled. It was time for a change of scene to
shake off the doldrums. She was ravenous too and a pasty wouldn’t
go amiss. She’d wander into the village, buy a couple of steak and
onion ones from Patsy Penhalligan and see if Summer was about for
lunch and a natter. Summer would put everything in perspective; she
always did. Having her best friend back in the village was wonderful



and Mo was determined to make the most of it. They had a lot of
catching up and, in Mo’s case, making up to do.

Leaving the horses grazing happily and Mr Dandy headbutting his
turnip, Mo set off for Polwenna. As usual she didn’t bother to pull a
brush through her hair or change out of her yard clothes. After all,
the villagers were used to her looking like a scarecrow.

In an attempt to cheer herself up, Mo took the path through
Fernside. Here the birds were all singing their little heads off in the
leafy canopy high above, and the cow parsley was foaming in the
hedges like waves breaking over rocky shores. These were her
woods now – they had been ever since Ashley Carstairs had so
unexpectedly signed them over to her – and Mo still struggled to get
her head around this. It didn’t make any sense. He’d wanted this
slice of land so badly, had fought her every step of the way. When
she’d challenged him, he’d even gloated that he always got what he
wanted. So why give Fernside away?

Unless he hadn’t been talking about the woods…
Oh! It was so frustrating! Not having the answers was driving her

crazy. Mo stamped her feet on the path in an attempt to trample the
annoying feelings that had been making her insides do macramé
ever since she’d kissed him. It had been an amazing kiss, the kind
that had made her bones melt, but surely it hadn’t merited thousands
of pounds’ worth of prime development land? What weird game was
he playing? And what would his next move be in this long-drawn-out
game of social chess?

It doesn’t matter why he gave you the woods, Mo told herself
firmly. Just be glad he did and that Fernside isn’t in danger now. It
was a beautiful place and, as much as Ashley made her blood
bubble with irritation, walking through Fernside and knowing no harm
would come to the place made Mo a little more inclined to think
pleasant thoughts about him. The sprinkles of sunshine that fell
through the trees and danced across the path, the throaty calls of a
wood pigeon and the glimpses of the shy creatures that scuttled
away at her approaching footfalls were all safe from Ashley’s
diggers. He’d just have to walk to his house like most other people in
the village. It wasn’t as if it would kill him.



Cornwall in August was always busy and on such a beautiful
morning Polwenna Bay was teeming with visitors. The beach was
freckled with towels and stripy windbreaks, small boats laden with
sightseers put-putted in and out of the harbour, and the gift-shop tills
were ringing merrily. Some villagers moaned about the seasonal
invasion of holidaymakers – or “blooming emmets”, as they were
often referred to – but Mo had always enjoyed the buzz of energy
about the village in high season. There was something about seeing
the amazed expressions on visitors’ faces when they saw the pretty
harbour for the first time that made Mo take stock too and see the
familiar scene through their eyes, falling in love with it all over again.

She turned left at the bridge and headed away from the sea and
into the heart of the village, following the mouth-watering smell of
pasties. Several villagers called out and waved to her from their
shops, including that mad hippy, Silver Starr. Just thinking about her
ridiculous tarot reading set Mo’s teeth on edge. The Lovers indeed.
As if she had time for love. It just went to show what a giant fake the
woman was.

“Morning, Mo!” called Reverend Jules, waving from outside
Patsy’s Pasties. Mo waved back.

“I know they’re bad for me.” Jules gestured to the sweating paper
bag in her hand and grinned ruefully. “I just can’t resist though.”

“Me neither,” Mo agreed, joining her. The delicious aroma of pastry
and gravy was enough to make her drool. Like a Dickensian orphan
she peered through the steamy window at the rows and rows of
golden pasties, and her stomach rumbled. As usual Mo hadn’t
bothered with breakfast, as she’d been out of bed and in the saddle
as soon as dawn broke, and now she was ravenous.

“You’re so slim you could eat pasties all day long,” the vicar said
enviously. She glanced down at her own rather more generous
proportions. “I ought to be munching on a carrot or something.”

“Plenty of those up at mine if you really want one,” said Mo,
“although you’ll have to fight Mr Dandy for them. Anyway, you’ve lost
weight, haven’t you?”

Mo didn’t mean to sound surprised but because it was hot today
Jules had swapped her usual baggy jeans and hoody combo for
stripy board shorts and a white tee shirt. She was still very curvy but



now that she wasn’t shrouded in fabric it was clear that quite a few
pounds had fallen away. The legs poking shyly from beneath the
shorts were surprisingly shapely and toned. Even the hair that Kursa
Penwarren had shorn off was starting to grow now, so that it framed
Jules’s sweet face with loose curls. The magenta dye job was still
shocking but at least it was only at the ends of Jules’s locks now; the
natural colour that had begun to emerge was a rich brown that
reminded Mo of chestnuts in the autumn.

Mo loved horses above all, and never thought twice about what
she was doing with her own tangled mane, even though she spent
hours pulling and plaiting Mr Dandy’s. Nonetheless, even she could
see when a woman was making changes to her appearance.

“You’ve started to grow your hair too,” she added slowly. “It suits
you.”

The vicar looked pleased and her face turned pink. “Thanks! To be
honest I’m just too scared to visit Kursa again, so this seemed
easier. My waistbands are certainly getting looser though. It must be
all the walking up and down hills that I do here, or maybe Danny’s
boot camp.”

As she mentioned Danny’s name Jules grew even pinker.
Interesting, thought Mo. Maybe Tara wasn’t as wide of the mark as
we all thought she was? Could it be that the vicar had a crush on
Dan? Not that this sort of thing was anything new. Although Mo knew
that her five brothers farted and squabbled and hogged the
bathroom like girls, all her friends had always fancied them like
crazy. So Mo was used to reactions like this. Quite frankly, she was
over it. Look how things had turned out with Jake and that nut job
Ella St Milton.

Interfering in Jake’s love life like that hadn’t been Mo’s finest hour.
Danny, though – unlike sunny Zak or easy-going Jake – had anger

issues and was hard work these days. Mo loved him dearly, but like
most people in the village she was giving her brother a fairly wide
berth; his moods and volatile temper weren’t easy to live with. In that
respect she did have some reluctant sympathy for Tara, who had
taken the brunt of it when he was first home from the hospital. Not
that this excused her sister-in-law at all for walking away. Still, Mo



guessed that it probably helped if you had God on your side, as
Jules did.

“Well, whatever it is you’re doing, keep at it,” Mo advised. “You’re
looking great.”

Jules beamed. “Thanks.”
Leaving the vicar munching her pasty, Mo went into the shop and

purchased a couple of her own. When she stepped out again she
was surprised to find the other woman still outside, waiting for her.

Shoving her pasty back into the bag and swallowing her mouthful
hastily, Jules said, “I was just wondering, Mo – and you can say no if
you want to, of course – if anyone’s asked you about posing?”

Mo stared at her. “Posing?”
“For our calendar? You’d look great. You could pose behind some

hay bales or something. Nothing would show and it’s for a great
cause, to raise money for the church. You don’t have to say yes. In
fact, of course you don’t want to. No, of course not. It’s a silly idea.
Forget I even mentioned it.” The words came tumbling out of Jules’s
mouth in a torrent and her face was no longer pink but the same
crimson as the jaunty buckets outside Dragon Gifts.

Mo was totally bemused. “What are you rabbiting on about? What
calendar?”

“It’s to raise money to save the church,” Jules explained
uncomfortably. “We’re asking people to pose for it and we’re hoping
to sell loads. Have you seen the film Calendar Girls? It’s that sort of
thing. It’s, err… well, it’s a naked calendar. People without their
clothes on – but all in good taste, of course.”

“Jules, I live in Cornwall, not on the moon,” said Mo patiently. “Our
local hunt did something pretty similar actually and it went down a
treat. Lots of fit young farriers and jockeys with their kit off were
always going to be a hit. But people from our village? Seriously? The
Pollards in the buff? Kursa Penwarren with her boobs out? Big Eddie
with a fish box over his tackle?” She shuddered. “You’ll raise more
money making people pay not to have to see it.”

Jules groaned. “I know, I know. It’s a mad idea but the PCC
overruled me. I’m dreading whom they might ask. Why do you think
I’m asking you? Will you do it, Mo? Please? Will you pose naked for
us?”



“Yes, go on, Red, pose,” drawled an amused voice from behind
Mo. It dusted her skin with sudden shivers. She didn’t need to turn
around to know who was there: her every molecule recognised him.

“You really should pose, Morwenna. I’d pay an awful lot of money
then to see that calendar,” said Ashley Carstairs.



Chapter 5
“What the hell are you doing here?”

Mo couldn’t help herself; the words were out of her mouth before
she’d even had a second to think. Spinning round, and with her heart
pounding, she found she was staring straight into Ashley’s inky eyes.

“And good morning to you too, Morwenna,” he replied, a mocking
smile playing on his lips. “I live here, remember?”

“No, you don’t. You’ve got a second home in the village, which
isn’t the same thing at all,” she snapped.

“Ah, yes, that’s right,” Ashley agreed mildly. “Of course, I’m an
incomer. So sorry for forgetting that I haven’t lived here for
generations and bred with all my kin.”

Mo opened her mouth to protest at this blatant stereotyping –
racism, actually, if you really thought about it – but stopped herself
just in time. Ashley was just winding her up as usual, lighting the
touch paper and waiting for the fireworks. Well, she wasn’t going to
give him the satisfaction.

“Anyway, what’s all this about a calendar?” Ashley was saying to
Jules, even though he was still looking at Mo. “It sounds like a great
idea. Put me down for a hundred – but only if Red here poses.”

“Over my dead body,” muttered Mo.
“For a thousand pounds, she absolutely will,” said Jules. Was she

actually dimpling at him? Oh, please. Mo felt like walloping the vicar
over the head with her pasties.

“So much for God and Mammon,” she said sarcastically, but Jules
just laughed.

“We need as much Mammon as we can get if we’re going to save
St Wenn’s!”

Ashley raised a dark eyebrow. Normally it would have vanished
into his equally dark locks but today his hair was crammed beneath a
Musto beanie. It was shorter too, Mo noticed. It had been longer and
thicker back in June when she’d threaded her fingers in those curls
and…

No. No. Do not go there.
“St Wenn’s needs saving?”



Jules nodded. “The bishop’s paying us a visit. Officially it’s just a
friendly gesture but I suspect there’s more to it. We’re on a mission
to make the books look healthier, give the place a facelift and fit in a
few weddings and christenings – all by the end of August.”

“Do funerals count?” Ashley asked flippantly.
If he stuck around making smart-arsed comments like that he’d

soon find out, Mo thought.
“Not as much as weddings,” Jules replied gloomily. “We need to up

the ante or I’m really worried that St Wenn’s could be closed.”
“Bloody hell.” Ashley looked taken aback. “I’ve only been away for

several weeks and the church might be going?”
“Don’t bother pretending to be surprised,” Mo said witheringly. “We

all know you’ll be first in line to buy it. You’ve probably put an offer in
already.”

“Wow. You really do have a great opinion of me, don’t you?”
Ashley shook his head. “And there was I thinking that Fernside
would have changed your mind.”

“I’m not that easily bought off.” Mo, still clutching the pasties,
straightened her back and glowered at him. Being angry was much
easier when it came to dealing with Ashley. “Besides, you wouldn’t
have done it if you didn’t want something.”

He laughed. “You are so right, Red, but there’s no dark secret
what it is. I’ve already told you what I wanted in return; you’re
supposed to have dinner with me, remember?”

Mo did remember, although she’d been trying very hard to forget.
The night they were supposed to have had dinner at Mariners’ View,
Ashley’s project house, he had come to tell Mo that Summer had
been assaulted, and also that he had to go away for a while. She
hadn’t seen or heard from him since.

“One dinner in return for the woods you wanted so much? It
seems a bit of a deal to me,” Ashley continued. His eyes narrowed
dangerously. “You’re not about to renege on it are you, Red? I
thought you were supposed to be a woman of your word?”

“You were the one you went back on the deal! You went away!”
Mo pointed out furiously.

“So you noticed, then?” He laid a hand over his heart. “I’m touched
you missed me so much, Morwenna.”



Mo was fuming. If this conversation was a game of chess then
he’d just well and truly checkmated her.

“Err, I’ll be on my way, you guys,” said Jules, while Mo and Ashley
bristled at one another and ignored her. “Bye then!”

Mo scarcely noticed the vicar depart; she was too busy trying to
think of a crushing reply to Ashley. Unfortunately her usually razor-
sharp wit seemed to have left with Jules, and all she could do was
gape at Ashley like one of Big Eddie’s catch on the deck of the
trawler.

“What?” said Ashley. “Can’t take your eyes off me? It’s
understandable. I have that effect on women.”

Mo curled her top lip. “Hardly. I was actually thinking how
ridiculous that hat is.”

A strange expression flickered across his face. “It’s a new look,”
was all he said.

She was puzzled at his lack of fire. Something was different. It
wasn’t just the shorter hair; he was thinner too, and with his high
cheekbones and strong features he looked more than ever like a
dangerous bird of prey. Mo just couldn’t put her finger on it. Another
annoyance.

“Anyway, Red, I see you’ve already got our lunch, which saves me
a job. I hope those are steak pasties and not ones with that new-
fangled curried chicken gunk? I may have to reconsider our business
transaction if you’re partial to those, or even worse, banana and
chocolate.”

Mo stared at him. “What are you on about?”
“Our picnic. Do try and keep up. I’ve got a flask of coffee and a

couple of chocolate bars with me, and you’ve organised pasties, so
let’s go.”

Ashley swung his Musto dry bag onto his shoulder and set off
along Fore Street, towards the marina. Mo stood still for a moment,
before calling after him, “And where exactly do you think I’m going?”

Ashley turned around. “I’d have thought that was obvious, Red.
You’re coming on that long-promised dinner date with me.
Technically I know it’s lunchtime but for you I’m prepared to overlook
minor details. Those pasties will do very nicely.”

“And what makes you think I’m having lunch with you?



Ashley shrugged. “Several acres of woodland? Or do you want me
to call my lawyers and say that I wasn’t in my right mind when I
signed it over? I could do that, you know. My man in Harley Street
would write me a letter to back that up, I’m sure. Besides, I’m never
in my right mind when I’m near you, Morwenna – and you feel
exactly the same way, so why don’t you stop trying to fight it and just
enjoy the ride?”

The arrogance of him! He’d only been back in Polwenna Bay five
minutes and already he was ordering her around. Mo wasn’t sure
whether she grudgingly admired this or detested him even more.
She certainly hated the way his white teeth flashed in his dark face
as he smiled at her. It wasn’t a friendly smile but rather a triumphant
one.

“I’ll have lunch with you because of the woods,” she agreed
reluctantly, catching him up and resenting the fact that she had to tilt
her chin to gaze up at him. Goodness, she’d forgotten how tall he
was – and his shoulders were pretty broad for a city guy. Scornfully,
Mo guessed that he probably pumped iron in some swanky London
gym while a waxed personal trainer counted his reps and told him
how amazing he was. Not like real men who hauled nets or lifted
straw bales.

“You could look a little happier,” suggested Ashley. “If the wind
changes and you get stuck like that Jules will be able to use you as a
gargoyle. Come on, Red, it’s time to bury the hatchet with a nice
civilised lunch.” Then, leaning forward, he whispered in her ear.
“Unless you’d rather skip lunch and just kiss me again?”

“I’d rather eat seagull droppings,” Mo said in her best cutting voice,
but Ashley just laughed, which made her feel even more inclined to
bury the hatchet – in his head.

“I don’t think Patsy Penhalligan’s put those in the pasties yet, but
judging by the weird and wonderful concoctions I’ve seen today it’s
only a matter of time,” he remarked. “Now, let’s go. We don’t want to
miss the tide.”

Ashley had long legs that covered the ground effortlessly. At only a
smidge over five feet, Mo had to really stride it out to keep up.
Another black mark against him, to add to the rapidly growing
collection.



“What’s the tide got to do with anything?” she asked.
“Quite a lot, since we’re going out on the boat,” Ashley said.

“Christ, Mo, call yourself a Tremaine? I thought you lot knew all
about the tides?”

“We own the marina; we don’t rule the waves. I’m not bloody
Britannia,” Mo snapped.

“Sure about that? I think a breastplate and a trident would suit
you,” he deadpanned. “Besides, that’s a very warlike expression on
your face, Miss Tremaine. It’d look great on a fifty-pence piece.”

“I could certainly use a trident right now,” she muttered.
Ashley laughed. He seemed to find her annoyance entertaining. “If

you show me your weapon, I’ll show you mine?”
Mo chose to ignore this insinuation. Anyway, what else could she

expect from a man who’d named his boat Big Rod?
Big show-off, more like.
“So you want me to come out to sea with you and watch you

massacre loads of fish?” she asked acerbically.
Ashley’s Boston Whaler was designed for sports fishing and was

one of the fastest boats for miles around. Only a couple of months
ago its very speed had saved the lives of two young fishermen
whose boat had gone down. She guessed he wanted to show her
what it was really capable of doing. What else was a floating penis
extension for?

“Massacring fish?” He turned to look at her, his lips twitching.
“That’s rich coming from a girl who goes fox hunting. Poor little Basil
Brush. What harm did he ever do to you?”

“Hunting’s totally different!” Mo flared. “Foxes are a pest; ask any
farmer. The rural economy depends on it too. What harm did a fox
ever do? What a typical stupid townie comment!”

But Ashley wasn’t offended by her scorn. In fact he was laughing.
“Mo, you’re far too easy to wind up. Boom! Boom! I was only teasing
you. Besides, we do have foxes in London too, you know, and
they’re a menace. Can hardly get them away from the bingo halls,
and as for the Glacier Mints—”

“Stop taking the piss!” Mo howled. “Everything’s just a joke to you,
isn’t it?”



Ashley held his hands up in surrender. “No, of course not. I love
the fact that you feel so passionately about things, but you’re so
easy to get going, Red, and I can’t resist it. That fiery temper of
yours doesn’t take a lot to explode, does it? Must get you into all
kinds of trouble. My cider shampoo, for example?”

He was referring to an incident in the local pub not so long ago,
when Mo had tipped the remains of her drink over him in a moment
of anger. She took a deep breath. Ashley was right: she did have a
hot temper and flew off the handle far too easily. She was also
hopeless at being teased and had never managed to tell when
people were being serious or when they were ribbing her. That was
why she liked horses so much. They never had an agenda and were
completely honest. She always knew where she stood with her
horses, whereas people felt like hard work.

“Yeah, sorry about the cider thing,” she mumbled.
“Bloody hell. I should be sitting down. Was that an apology?”
“It might have been. You won’t hear me say it again though.”
“I probably deserved the cider,” Ashley admitted. “Besides, my hair

looked amazing afterwards. Or should I say, even more amazing?”
“Modest as ever,” Mo said drily, and he grinned.
“There’s no need to be modest if it’s true, Red.”
They’d been so busy bickering that they’d reached the marina

now. Sure enough, there was Big Rod waiting alongside the
pontoon, with her chrome sparkling in the sunlight and the polished
fibreglass hull gleaming so brightly that Mo wished she had her
shades. Mo’s eldest brother, Jake, ran the marina; it occurred to her
that he must have spent hours getting the Whaler ready today. The
engine was running, the fenders were out and all the ropes on the
deck were beautifully coiled into fat snakes.

“So you just want me to have lunch with you on the boat?” Mo
said. For some dreadful reason that scene from Shirley Valentine
was running through her mind: the one where Tom Conti tells the
worried Shirley that boat is boat and he won’t lay a finger on her
because fuck is fuck. She felt her face start to heat up. Thank God
Ashley couldn’t read her mind. Never mind Big Rod; she’d be the
one Sigmund Freud would be interested in.



“Of course, if you want to have sex with me then that’s fine too,”
Ashley told her kindly. “I’ll totally understand and I’m willing to take
pity on you. It might clear the air if we got the sex out of the way first.
You’ll be able to concentrate then, and we can focus on finding the
pod of dolphins I’m told are just off Adriatic Bay.”

He threw the dry bag onto the deck of his boat, freed the bowline
and jumped down after it, lithe as a panther and scarcely moving as
the vessel swayed in the water. He’s got great balance, Mo found
herself thinking; she could imagine he’d be good in the saddle. She
ripped her thoughts away from images of Ashley all Poldark-like on
horseback, galloping along the cliffs. She was just thinking of what
she could charge him for livery. That was all.

“What did you just say?” she snapped, to cover a sudden and
unwelcome attack of self-consciousness.

“That you can sleep with me if you want to,” Ashley repeated
patiently. “Do try to keep up, Red.”

Mo rolled her eyes. “Not that. The other thing.”
“Aha, so you were listening? I said that if we get a move on there’s

been a sighting of a pod of dolphins a few miles off Adriatic Bay. I
thought it might be nice to go and see them.”

“We’re going dolphin-watching? Seriously?” Mo couldn’t have
been more surprised if Ashley had said they were off to a knitting
workshop. This was Cashley, the materialistic, capitalist destroyer of
natural habitats, wasn’t it? And he wanted to take her out to sea and
show her dolphins?

“Maybe you don’t know me quite as well as you think you do?” he
said.

Above them, seagulls whirled and called. The sun was warm on
Mo’s head and the breeze was soft. It was a perfect day to go out to
sea and the thought of watching dolphins was very tempting. Mo
loved dolphins.

God. Ashley was so annoying. He’d chosen one of the few things
Mo couldn’t resist.

“Up for it?” he asked, shading his eyes against the sun as he
looked up at her.

Mo dithered on the pontoon. She’d been to sea with Ashley before
and knew he could handle the boat, and she adored dolphins, so



why were her legs shaking? Being a Tremaine, Mo was an excellent
sailor – the sea was practically in her DNA. There was no sensible
reason for being nervous.

He held out his hand. “Come on. Take a risk. You never know, you
might even enjoy it.”

Oh, sod it. She might too.
Before she could change her mind, Mo took his hand and jumped.

Seconds later she was on the deck with Ashley’s strong hands on
her waist steadying her. For a dangerous moment she was
transported back to the deserted night-time garden at the St Miltons’
ball. To break the spell she stepped away and pretended to check
the pasties for damage.

“She leapt into my arms,” he said triumphantly to the
holidaymakers who were watching from the quayside. “You all saw it!
She wants me.”

“Dream on,” Mo scoffed. “I’m only doing this for the dolphins.”
But Ashley wasn’t listening: he was too busy casting off and

tugging life jackets from the hold. When he tossed her one, Mo put it
on without complaint. After seeing how swiftly disaster had overtaken
one of the local fishing boats recently, she knew that at sea nothing
could be left to chance.

Not if you wanted to make it back to the shore, anyway.
Once the boat was clear of the marina and had crept through the

marked channel of buoys, Ashley clipped on his kill cord and pushed
the throttles forward. The boat surged across the bay as easily as a
pebble might skip over the surface of a pond. White foam trailed
behind them, the wind whipped Mo’s tangles back from her face and
she laughed out loud with sheer joy. Mo had always been an
adrenalin junkie; the faster the horse and the more challenging the
jumps, the happier she was. There was no time to think when speed
was testing her every reflex, and after her mother had died Mo had
snatched every opportunity she could not to think too much. She
guessed that over the years it had become a habit. Sneaking a
glance at Ashley, she could tell by the exhilarated expression on his
face that he felt exactly the same way. But what could possibly be
going on in the life of a multimillionaire property mogul that he
wanted to escape from?



Big Rod made easy work of the miles from Polwenna to Adriatic
Bay, a beautiful sweep of sand cut into the granite cliffs as though a
greedy giant had strolled along and taken a bite out of the hillside.
This bay was hard to reach by land, as it could only be accessed by
a very steep, and in places very treacherous, path that plunged
downwards with vertigo-inducing sharpness. The difficult descent
and exhausting climb back up meant that most of the time Adriatic
Bay was deserted. Pink thrift grew in clumps resembling candy floss
at the edge of the sand, and sea birds nested happily in the nooks
and crannies of the cliff face. As a Polwenna Bay girl, Mo had visited
this beach many times by boat for swimming and beach barbeques,
knowing that the water here was as clear and as blue as any found
in the Caribbean. On sunny days like this one you could see right
down to the drifting seaweed and rocks of the seabed, and the kiss
of the cold water felt like silk against hot skin. It was one of her
favourite places in the world and as soon as Ashley had mentioned it
she’d been spellbound.

Ashley slowed the boat, sweeping it around in a wide arc and
sending ripples flowing across the water, before knocking the gears
into neutral. Without the roar of the engines it was suddenly very
quiet – so quiet, in fact, that she could almost hear the racing of her
heart.

“Did you enjoy that?” he asked.
Mo nodded. Even though this was Cashley’s boat and she was

stuck with him, it had been a wonderful trip across to the bay. “I
loved it. There’s something about being out on the water, isn’t there?
It’s a real sense of freedom.”

Ashley glanced at her, a look of surprise on his face. “Yes, that’s
exactly it. Mental elbow room.”

As the boat idled he and Mo scanned the water for any signs of
the dolphins. The sea was oily calm and the only sounds were the
purring of the motors and the gentle slap of the water against the
hull. The last time that Ashley and Mo had been at sea and peering
into the water, it had been for a very different and rather more urgent
purpose. Somehow she knew that he too was thinking about this.

“Nick still isn’t over Penhalligan Girl going down,” she said
eventually. “He blames himself.”



Ashley shook his head. “Tell your brother he needs to let it go.
Take it from me, guilt’s a big waste of time.”

“He wants to thank you properly. Bobby and Joe might not have
made it without you. You took a risk going out to search for them that
day.”

He turned and looked at her, and his searching expression made
Mo’s stomach lurch like the deck.

“We both took a risk,” he replied, “but some risks are worth taking,
aren’t they?”

What was that supposed to mean?
“Besides, they were young boys with their whole lives ahead of

them,” Ashley continued, looking past her and out towards the
horizon. “It could have so easily gone the other way, of course, but
then maybe that’s life? You play the hand you’re dealt as best you
can. There’s nothing more anyone can do.”

Mo wasn’t sure what to say to this. She had the impression that
they weren’t talking about a sinking fishing boat anymore.

Ashley took a breath. “Mo, I—”
The moment was interrupted by a sudden leap of glistening fin and

gunmetal flesh as a dolphin sliced upwards through the water, before
breaking the surface with barely a ripple and leaping again. Seconds
later two more joined it, racing around the boat and diving beneath it
in an elaborate game of underwater tag.

Mo gasped and, turning to Ashley, saw her own amazement
reflected in his smile – a smile of such genuine delight that it
transformed his usually brooding expression. Whatever it was he’d
been about to say had been lost as soon as the dolphins had
arrived. These magical creatures lived in the moment, bringing with
them such energy and pure joy that nothing else mattered. The time
for introspection was over, and maybe their ongoing war of wits had
ended too.

For now at least, anyway.
She handed Ashley one of the pasties; it was crushed and

crumbling, but in the salty air and with dolphins dancing around
them, the picnic was the best thing Mo had ever tasted.

“Not bad as dinner dates go, is it?” said Ashley quietly – and when
he turned to kiss her, his mouth on hers softer than the flaking



pastry, Mo didn’t have any choice but to agree.



Chapter 6
Mo broke the kiss first, but this didn’t surprise Ashley. He could feel
the racing of her heart and saw the flash of panic in her eyes. She’d
be furious with herself, of course, and racking those clever brains for
an excuse for what had just happened; anything rather than admit
that she’d wanted to kiss him just as much as he’d longed to kiss
her. He had felt her yearning pass from her soft lips to his own.

Ashley wasn’t scared to admit how she made him feel: there was
no point playing games when time was finite. For months, he’d
thought about little else but kissing Mo.

“You can’t go blaming this one on alcohol, Red,” he told her with a
grin. “You didn’t buy the pork-and-cider pasties.”

Mo raised her chin, clearly wishing that she had plumped for one
of Patsy’s weird and wonderful variations. “Don’t read anything into
it. I just got a bit carried away with the excitement of seeing the
dolphins.”

His grin broadened. “Oh really? Well, they’re just about to swim by
again, in case you still feel inclined to get carried away. Don’t stop on
my account. In fact, feel free to be as carried away as you like!”

“No, I’m fine. I’m over it now.” Mo crossed her arms and tried to
adopt a stern expression, but her flushed cheeks and the way she
couldn’t quite look him in the eye were adorable and told Ashley all
he needed to know.

She’d enjoyed every minute.
“Really? That’s a shame. And the dolphins are trying so hard to

impress you.”
“The dolphins do impress me. It’s just you who doesn’t.”
Ashley pulled a wounded face. “That’s a bit harsh, Red, even for

you. Jeez, what does a guy have to do to impress you? Rescue two
reckless fishermen? Give you beautiful woodlands? Find a pod of
dolphins for you to watch? How about some tap-dancing unicorns?”
He slapped his palm against his forehead. “I know! I should have
asked the Loch Ness Monster to swim by. Would that have done it?”

Mo pushed her hair away from her face and looked up at him. She
really did have the most beautiful eyes, Ashley thought. They echoed



the blues of the sea perfectly and were every bit as dangerous for
men to drown in.

“Did you just say that you’ve been trying to impress me?”
Ashley replayed his last sentence and groaned inwardly. Nice one.
“I was speaking hypothetically,” he said.
Mo’s lips twitched. “Really? So you did all those things out of the

goodness of your heart?”
It was time to call her bluff, thought Ashley. Mo was a tricky one,

as easily spooked as any of her young horses and equally likely to
kick out. The way she’d kissed him, how her eyes had darkened with
desire – these things told him that Mo’s feelings and her spiky words
didn’t always match. He had to be so careful with her because
beneath the prickly exterior she was porcelain-fragile.

He raised one shoulder. “Of course. I can’t think of another reason
I’d have done them, can you?”

Mo was silent. Her eyes slipped to the horizon and her teeth bit
her full bottom lip while her hair lifted softly in the breeze. Just
looking at her made Ashley’s breath catch in his throat. She had no
idea how utterly lovely she was. He wanted nothing more than to pull
her close and kiss her again and again.

Christ. This made no sense: she wasn’t his type at all. Ashley
usually dated groomed blondes with gym-honed bodies, straightened
silken sheets of hair and expensive taste in designer clothes. Mo,
with her wild auburn curls, tatty jeans and habitual whiff of horse,
was the polar opposite of his usual type. Maybe his attraction to her
was to do with that bloody tumour pressing down onto his brain?
Abnormal and uncharacteristic behaviour was what his consultant
had told him to watch out for. Were his feelings for Mo part of this?

It sounded logical but Ashley didn’t believe it for a second. Still, it
might have made things easier if he could have blamed his feelings
for Mo on the tumour. Then he could have hidden away in his
London house until the helpful surgeon cut the bloody thing, and with
it all the complications, out of his life. That way he could have moved
on, pulled another leggy blonde and got back to having lots of lovely
no-strings sex.

The reality was that this was the last thing Ashley wanted to
happen. The way he felt about Mo, and the sparring and the



electricity that crackled between them like something the National
Grid could harness, were what Ashley was living for. Or rather, they
were want he wanted to live for, if only Mo and circumstances would
allow it.

No, he couldn’t blame the tumour. There had always been
something about Morwenna Tremaine – impossible Mo with her hot
temper and her quick wit – that had got under his skin. Unlike most
of the women he met, Mo wasn’t impressed by his money and could
equal him in any verbal battle. Add to this her wild beauty and lush
curves and Ashley had been lost from the minute he’d glanced at her
across the table at that first PAG meeting. He’d not heard a single
word of her angry tirade about the woods or the planning or the
history of his house because he’d been utterly mesmerised by her
sheer energy and fire. Before the masked ball he had wondered
what it would feel like to kiss her. How would her lips taste? Would
one kiss be enough to get Mo Tremaine out of his system forever or
would she, like the painkillers he’d been taking with increasing
regularity, become dangerously addictive?

Ashley knew the answer now. He’d gladly throw all his medication
overboard but there was no way he could give Morwenna Tremaine
up now that he’d found her. He wanted to spend what time he did
have left, be it sixteen weeks or sixteen years, with Mo – which was
easier said than done when she seemed to hate his guts.

“Do you get off on playing games with people?” she asked quietly.
“I never play games,” Ashley told her. “I take everything I do very

seriously and I think you do too. I’m not playing with you, Mo. I never
was.”

Mo threw her hands up despairingly. “But it doesn’t make any
sense! You can’t stand me and I certainly can’t stand you.”

“Do you really think that’s true, Red? And besides, who says it has
to make sense?”

She bit her lip as she thought about this for a moment. “Nobody, I
guess. But even so, Ashley, we’re everything we hate to each other.”

He reached out and hooked a stray curl behind her ear.
“Ah, and didn’t I once try and warn you that those two emotions –

love and hate – are actually very similar for women?”



“And didn’t I throw a pint of cider over you for being such a sexist
pig?”

He laughed. “And I totally deserved it. Look, I don’t want to freak
you out, Mo, but can’t you accept that I actually like you? I know
we’ve been at loggerheads for pretty much as long as we’ve known
one another, but that doesn’t mean I don’t like you; quite the
contrary. That fire you have might be bloody annoying when I’m
trying to push my planning through but I admire it and, if I’m honest, I
enjoy engaging with it. You care about things and you’re passionate
about what you love. That’s one of the reasons why I gave you the
woods.”

“What are the other reasons?”
God, she was sharp. For a moment he toyed with telling her,

before pulling himself up short. Not yet. If ever.
“Like I said before, maybe I just thought it was the right thing to

do?”
Her eyes narrowed. “Unlikely. It’s probably a tax dodge or

something.”
Ashley grinned. This was more like it. “Red, I can assure you it’s

not.”
“So you say. Why should I believe a word?”
“Because you like me, I’m a good kisser and, most importantly,

I’ve got what’s left of your pasty.” Ashley handed her the bag. “Now
shove that in your mouth, Red, and keep quiet will you? Otherwise
you’ll scare those dolphins off. They’re sensitive to screechy
sounds.”

Mo took the pasty and bit in. “FYI, I’m eating it because I’m
starving,” she told him through a mouthful of swede and steak, “and
not because you’ve asked me to.”

Ashley did his best to keep a straight face. “I didn’t doubt it for a
minute. Now let’s see if we can find where those dolphins have gone
to, shall we? Unless you want to molest me again?”

“In your dreams, Carstairs,” said Mo, but he heard the laughter in
her voice. “Now, are we going to see these dolphins or not? And I
think there was talk of a Loch Ness Monster too? You’d better deliver
or I may start telling people you’re not quite as nasty as you make
out.”



“Dear God, I can’t have that. The Pollards will take total advantage
of me,” said Ashley, pulling an alarmed face. He clicked the throttle
into gear and the boat crept forward. “Here Nessie! Good Nessie!”

The dangerous moment was skirted and his secret was safe. Their
kiss was also swept neatly under the carpet in an elephant-shaped
bulge, but Ashley wasn’t worried about that. He knew that Mo would
kiss him again. It wasn’t a matter of if but of when. Feeling more
cheerful than he had for ages, he pointed Big Rod out to sea and
began to scan the waters for dolphins. This was turning into a great
dinner date.

The shadows were starting to lengthen across the yard by the time
Mo returned to the stables. The boat was tied up in the marina,
several more hours of spotting dolphins had been enjoyed (and only
spotting dolphins; Ashley had been on his very best behaviour) and
now Ashley had walked up to the equestrian centre with Mo. He was
exhausted and his head was thumping but he didn’t want the day to
end just yet. Time suddenly felt as though it was accelerating and he
couldn’t bear to waste a moment. Besides, it was only gentlemanly
to make sure that your dinner date was safely home. Then again,
usually this meant driving the lady in question home in his sports car
– not trudging up a very steep hill and walking through several
hundred-thousand pounds’ worth of woodland that he’d recently
parted with.

“Where’s the penis-extension car?” Mo had asked once the boat
was moored and they were back on dry land. Ashley didn’t think for
one minute that she’d bought his excuse about wanting to walk a bit
more and save the environment. After all, eco types didn’t tend to
drive fuel-guzzling four-by-fours or Ferraris. But she didn’t question
him either, so he was saved from having to come up with a plausible
cover story and telling fibs. He didn’t like lying at the best of times,
and not being truthful with Mo was already proving difficult enough.

Mo opened the gate, giving Ashley time to catch his breath, and
made a beeline for the furthest loose box, where a huge bay horse
was kicking the door and whinnying.

“This is Mr Dandy,” she called over her shoulder. “He’s the one I
was hoping to take to Gatcombe, but his tendon’s injured so he’s on
box rest for a few months.”



Catching sight of his mistress, Mr Dandy kicked the door twice as
hard while the youngsters in the paddock came thundering over to
the gate and stared at Mo hopefully.

“They’re very pleased to see you,” remarked Ashley, impressed
with how the huge animals responded to her arrival. Mo didn’t have
many people skills but animals obviously appreciated her.

“Don’t be fooled. They just want their dinner,” said Mo, scratching
Mr Dandy’s neck and dropping a kiss onto his nose. “It’s total
cupboard love. I’m a little bit late so they’re not at all happy. I’d better
get a move on. Don’t let me keep you.”

“Do you need a hand?”
She laughed. “Apart from the fact that you’re hardly dressed for it,

I think I’ll cope. Only Mr Dandy’s in; I’ll chuck some hay to the others
and then I’ll fetch my youngsters in and lunge them. I might work
Monty in too. He’s my latest project and really green. He’s supposed
to have the potential to go to three star but he crib-bites, which is
why he was cheap. Still, I like him. He’s scopey.”

Ashley had no idea what on earth she was on about. It was like
another language. While Mo tossed hay over Mr Dandy’s door,
Ashley leaned against the fence and patted a big grey horse that had
ambled over and was nudging his pockets for treats. Warm grassy
breath tickled his neck, and as Ashley scratched away under her
mane the horse closed her eyes in ecstasy. If only I had the same
effect on Mo, he thought wryly.

“Hey, that’s amazing. Desdemona never usually lets anybody near
her apart from me. Especially a man.”

Ashley glanced around. Mo was standing behind him with a frown
crinkling her brow.

“She’s obviously got taste then,” he said. “Haven’t you, girl?”
“Or she really is as nuts as I thought she is,” Mo teased. Joining

him, she fished a Polo out of her pocket and offered it to the mare.
“She’s supposed to be my up-and-coming for next season but she’s
had a few issues with water,” Mo explained. “Unless I can get that
sorted her eventing career’s over. I don’t suppose mine will be far
behind it.”

Ashley had only been in the yard for about ten minutes but already
he’d come to some swift conclusions about the state of Mo’s



finances. The horses were clearly well looked after and their
paddocks were maintained beautifully, but the peeling paintwork, the
weed-choked cobbles and the rickety caravan she lived in spoke
volumes. Ashley could fit all he knew about horses on a postage
stamp and still have room to spare, but there was one thing he was
certain of: horses and three-day eventing cost serious money.
Money that Morwenna Tremaine didn’t have.

Suddenly her bad temper and the violet smudges under her eyes
made a lot more sense. Mo was proud and would never ask for help.
Even if she did, everyone knew that the Tremaines made the church
mice in St Wenn’s look like the Rockefellers. In the brief time that
Ashley had been back from London, one trip to the newsagents and
another to the pub had filled him in on all the local gossip – which in
this small village generally included one Tremaine or another.
Apparently Jake’s girlfriend was about to be embroiled in a nasty and
very costly court case with her ex; Danny was desperately trying to
deal with his estranged wife; and Symon’s money was tied up in the
restaurant. There wasn’t any cash in the family pot to help Mo out.
She was well and truly on her own.

Even though his head was pounding and he could hardly wait to
drag himself home and collapse into bed for a few hours, Ashley’s
clever mind was whirring. There had to be a way that he could help
Mo out, a way that didn’t look obvious or, God forbid, like charity.
She needed a rescue plan.

And, judging by the state of the yard, he’d better come up with one
soon.



Chapter 7
“Am I hearing you right?” Mo stared at Ashley. She couldn’t have
been more stunned if he’d announced he wanted to take a flight to
the moon. Actually, she wouldn’t put it past Cashley to have his own
personal spacecraft stashed away somewhere – and he was
probably thick as thieves with Richard Branson, too. All the same, to
arrive at her yard and announce that he wanted to buy a horse and
stable it with her?

Well, that just didn’t make sense at all.
“Why are you looking at me as though I’m speaking Chinese?”

Ashley asked. His brown eyes were shining with enthusiasm and he
certainly looked the part in his brand new Dubarry boots, cream
breeches, check shirt and gilet. He tapped his new crop against his
boots and raised his eyebrows suggestively. “Or is seeing me like
this doing it for you?”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” snapped Mo – although, as much as she
hated to admit it, the get-up certainly suited him. The cap was maybe
taking it to extremes though.

“You’re blushing, Miss Tremaine,” he teased. “Is it the breeches?
I’d have worn them before if I’d had any idea you’d be so easily won
over. Although, come to think of it, I seem to remember you rather
liked the ones I wore at that masked ball too. Is it that Darcy thing?”

His long, lean yet strong thighs were made for tight breeches.
Never mind Mr Darcy: with the boots and the crop and those
saturnine features, Ashley could certainly rock the Poldark look. Mo
dragged her eyes away from his snaky hips and strong shoulders,
furious with herself for the knots of desire tightening in her belly.

“It’s the most impractical kit I’ve ever seen,” she snapped. “Those
breeches will be filthy in minutes.”

“Now you’re talking.” Ashley’s eyes darkened. “Let’s get filthy. Hay
barn or loose box, Red? It’s your call.”

Mo ignored his suggestive comment and returned her focus to
forking dirty straw into her barrow.

“You can grab a fork and lend a hand in here shovelling up horse
crap,” she told him. “That’s the only filthy action you’ll be having with



me.”
“God, I love it when you talk dirty, Mo.” He leaned on the stable

door. “I’ll decline if that’s all right with you.”
Mo dumped a huge fork load of muck into her barrow. “I wouldn’t

expect anything else. Hard work isn’t your thing, is it?”
“Oh, hard work is fine and I’m more than happy to shovel shit,”

said Ashley. “It’s just that from where I’m standing there’s a great
view of your arse in those tight jeans.”

Mo straightened up instantly, only to see Ashley convulsed with
laughter. “You, Red, are far too easy to tease.” Grabbing a spare
fork, he stepped into Mr Dandy’s loose box and began to help, albeit
in a rather clumsy and unpractised fashion.

“Try and leave some straw. It’s four quid a bale,” she said,
choosing to ignore his last comment.

“Blimey.” Ashley gazed at his laden fork. “Now I’m starting to wish I
hadn’t gone into property development and had bought a straw farm
instead.”

Mo’s lip curled. “You’re such a townie. There’s no such thing as a
straw farm. Straw is just the stalk leftovers of crops. The leftovers
from farming.”

“Even better again,” he said mildly. “There aren’t any leftovers
from what I do.”

“And what exactly do you do?” Mo demanded. “Other than ripping
houses apart and then selling them for extortionate sums?”

“Nothing, apart from exactly that. I couldn’t have put it better
myself, except that I don’t do the ripping bit, of course. I leave that to
the likes of the Pollards.”

Mo tossed another pile of muck into the barrow. “So while they’re
doing the hard work what do you do all day long? Lie in bed?”

It was odd, but as she said this it seemed to Mo that a shadow
flitted across Ashley’s face.

“Something like that,” was all he mumbled.
“Well, nice for some,” said Mo. She grabbed the handles of her

barrow and trundled it to the muck heap, calling over her shoulder,
“While you’ve been lazing around for the past forty-eight hours,
getting over the excitement of going out to sea, some of us have
been working. It’s what us serfs do.”



“Nice to know you missed me, Red,” said Ashley. “I’m touched
you’ve been counting the hours down.”

Mo snorted and tipped the muck, imagining that it was raining
down on Ashley’s smug head in its silly Barbour cap. It was true that
she hadn’t heard from Ashley since their boat trip, but this didn’t
bother her in the slightest. She certainly hadn’t read anything into
that kiss at all or thought about it since.

Not that much, anyway.
She marched the barrow back towards Mr Dandy’s stable, but

Ashley was blocking the door.
“You can run me over in a minute,” he told her, “but just listen to

what I’ve got to say first, will you? You never know, you may even
like it.” His eyes creased as he added, “After all, not all of my ideas
are bad, are they? I think you had a good time the other day.”

“It was all right,” Mo admitted grudgingly. Actually the dolphin-
watching trip had been great fun and she’d loved every minute, but
there was no way she was letting Ashley Carstairs know this. Mo
was already surprised he could fit a cap on that big head of his.

“So trust me on this one, then. Put that wheelbarrow away, and
let’s go.” Energy seemed to crackle from him – a nervous and urgent
energy at odds with his usual laid-back and mocking demeanour.

Giving up, she dropped the barrow with a clatter. Mr Dandy,
tethered outside the stable and pulling at a hay net, shot her a
reproving look.

“Go where?”
Ashley sighed. “You really need to improve those listening skills,

Mo. I thought I’d just told you? I want to buy a horse, so I’m hiring
you as my consultant.” He pulled his iPhone out of his pocket and
started scrolling down the page. “There’s a couple I’ve picked out. If
we get cracking now we can be there by lunchtime.”

“You seriously want to buy a horse?” Mo couldn’t quite believe
what she was hearing. “What on earth for?”

“To ride. What else?”
“But you don’t ride,” Mo pointed out. “Minor detail, I know, but quite

important in the general scheme of things.”
“Always looking for a problem, Red. That’s where you come in.

You’re going to teach me and have the horse on livery.”



The nerve of him! “Oh, I am, am I? Nice of you to run it past me
first and check that I have room or even the time.”

Even as she was saying this, Mo knew just how ridiculous she
sounded. Cashley might not be able to tell one end of a horse from
the other, but even he knew what an empty loose box looked like –
and it was only too obvious that there were plenty of those. As for
time, with Mr Dandy out of action for the season Mo would have
more than enough spare hours to teach a client, and God only knew
she could do with the extra money. She was dreading the feed
merchant’s next bill.

Ashley shrugged. “Fine. I’ll just pop over to Leeza Walls’ yard then
and ask her.”

Leeza Walls ran a yard five miles away. With her indoor school,
brand new American barn and horse walker, she was Mo’s biggest
rival. Most of Mo’s liveries had already defected. Leeza was also
blonde and busty and made Mo feel like an awkward schoolgirl still
wearing a training bra. Whether or not he knew it, and she suspected
that he did, Ashley had just played an ace. There was no way Mo
was letting Leeza have any more of her business. Or get her mitts on
Ashley.

“Oh all right then, although I must be mad,” she grumbled,
returning to the barrow and collecting a bale of straw. Trundling it
back into the stable, she added over her shoulder, “If you really want
to do this then you’d better have somebody with you who knows
what they’re doing, or else you’ll come home with a three-legged
donkey.”

He grinned. “Thanks for the vote of confidence.”
Mo, busy scattering straw onto rubber mats, said, “Any horse

dealer would see from a mile off that you haven’t a clue what you’re
looking for. Let me do the talking.”

He saluted. “Sir. Yes, sir!”
“Instead of taking the piss, how about you grab a fork and lay this

bed?”
“You want me to lay you? Christ, I’d have bought a horse years

ago if I knew this was the effect it has on women! The straw could be
a bit prickly though. Maybe your caravan is a better idea?”



She shoved the fork at him and ignored the comment. The way he
was looking at her was making Mo feel hot all over. Remembering
that he was just being his usual mocking self, she said tartly, “I mean
start fluffing out the straw and getting the stable ready. You’d better
get used to it. Horses are hard work and there are a lot of chores.”

“I thought that’s what you’re for,” Ashley pointed out mildly, but he
did as he was told anyway while Mo watched him, her arms folded,
barking instructions about how to make banks and to fluff up the
straw so that Mr Dandy had a soft, deep bed. By the time he was
finished Ashley seemed exhausted. His face was white and he
looked ready to collapse. Honestly! What a wimp, thought Mo. He’d
never cope with owning a horse. She’d humour him until he got
bored and changed his mind, just like Ella had. Until then, the extra
livery money would come in very handy.

Once Mr Dandy’s bed was finished to Mo’s satisfaction and the
yard was swept, Ashley sank onto a bale of straw, put his head in his
hands and inhaled deeply.

“Blimey,” said Mo. “I thought you went to the gym?”
He looked up and gave her a suggestive glance, marred a little by

the pain that dulled his eyes. “So you have noticed my amazing
physique then?”

Actually, Mo had – but she wasn’t ever going to admit it. “I just
thought it was something you city boys did in between driving sports
cars and twanging your braces.”

“And saying lunch is for wimps?” Ashley asked. “You’re very
eighties, Morwenna.”

“And you’re very out of condition!”
He rubbed his forehead with the heel of his hand. “I’ve got a

headache today, that’s all.”
Mo checked the kick bolt on Mr Dandy’s door and scratched her

horse’s neck. “Hangover?”
“Hmm, something like that.” Ashley was delving into his gilet

pocket and pulling out a bottle of pills. Necking two dry, he added,
“So you’ll have to drive us, I think.”

“My Discovery’s off the road at the moment.” Mo felt pretty bleak
about this. It would be at least another week until she could afford a
mechanic to fix it. She’d been using Jake’s Ranger when she could,



but he needed that for work – and trying to cram bales of hay into
Granny Alice’s Fiesta was something of a challenge.

“So we’ll take my Range Rover,” said Ashley. “It’s parked in the
entrance to Fernside.” He gave her a wry grin. “Unless the new
owner’s had it towed away?”

“It’s still there,” Mo assured him. She’d been suffering serious car
envy for the past few weeks. The sleek black Range Rover Sport
was perfect for towing and yard duties; it seemed a terrible waste for
it to be left abandoned under a layer of leaves.

“Then we’re sorted,” Ashley said. “Let’s go.” He stood up from his
bale, looking rather shaky. Lord, thought Mo, that was one evil
hangover. Next time she was in The Ship she was sticking to orange
juice.

Being perpetually strapped for cash, Mo was used to driving
ancient vehicles that spluttered and jolted and coughed their
uncertain way around the Cornish lanes. Her old and poorly
maintained Discovery had a habit of sticking in third gear and
belching clouds of black smoke everywhere it went. So Ashley’s
brand new Range Rover was a revelation, a bit like riding a big
warmblood dressage horse after years of carting about on Bubbles.
The seats were supple black leather and cradled her with the
tenderness of a lover as she enjoyed the cool of the air con and the
rich tones of the sound system. The car glided along as though on
oiled tracks, its gears making easy work of the steep hills. The power
steering was fingertip-light too. All in all this felt less like driving and
more like having a first-class seat on a luxury jet. As she cruised the
leafy lanes, Mo despaired: now that she’d experienced such luxury,
she was ruined for life.

“Turn left,” said Ashley, who was navigating. “Then first right.”
Mo did as he said. He’d been very mysterious about where they

were going, but she’d been having so much fun driving that it hadn’t
really mattered. Cashley buying a horse was a crazy idea anyway –
but in Mo’s experience people with more money than sense tended
to do crazy things all the time, so who was she to argue? But all of a
sudden, like somebody surfacing from a pleasant dream, Mo
realised exactly where they were.

“This is Alex Ennery’s yard,” she said slowly.



“Certainly is,” agreed Ashley. “That’s where the horse is that we’re
looking at today.”

Mo stopped the car with a jolt. “You never said we were coming
here.”

“You never asked,” Ashley pointed out reasonably. “Why? Is there
a problem?”

The quick answer was a resounding yes. Alex Ennery was a local
eventer: handsome, talented and loaded, having been born with a
silver spoon as well as a plum in his mouth. Beyond the ornate gates
to his yard, rolling paddocks edged with solid post-and-rail fences
stretched away as far as the eye could see. The land was dotted
with quality horses as lean and as fit as Olympians. With its
professional cross-country course, vast arena and giant horse
walkers, Alex’s set-up was as far from Mo’s ten acres, tangles of
electric fencing and homemade jumps as it was possible for a yard
to be.

Mo didn’t have an issue with this, apart from the odd twinge of
jealousy, and she didn’t have a problem with Alex either. Alex was
fortunate to have a rich daddy bankrolling him, which made all the
difference in the world of three-day eventing. He was a bit of an
upper-class twit at times, but he was generally good fun and could
ride too. No, Alex was fine. The problem Mo had was that Alex was
now in possession of The Bandmaster: in a fit of spite, the horse’s
owner, Ella, had taken Bandy from Mo’s yard to Alex’s. In Ella’s
mind, this was what Mo deserved for allowing her eldest brother,
Jake, to turn Ella down. Mo had adored Bandy and losing him had
broken her heart.

She’d cried more tears over that horse than she ever had over any
ex-boyfriend. How would it feel to see Bandy today and know that he
was lost to her? Would he still whinny to her for a treat or would he
have forgotten her? And what would be worse?

Ashley’s hand covered hers as it rested on the handbrake, and
squeezed gently. “Is something wrong?”

Mo struggled to swallow the lump that had appeared in her throat.
Oh God, she was being ridiculous. Wasn’t don’t get attached the
golden rule of working with horses? She had to get a grip here and
be professional. Slipping her hand from beneath his, Mo shook her



head and put the car into drive. She could do this. She was here as
a consultant and she had to do her job. Besides, there would be
nothing at Alex’s that would work for a novice rider. They’d be out of
here in ten minutes and hopefully she wouldn’t even see Bandy. She
could keep it together for that long.

At least, Mo hoped she could.
“No, I’m fine.”
“Really fine? Or woman ‘fine’?”
She laughed in spite of herself. “Really fine. Come on, let’s go and

see this horse. If it’s one of Alex’s it’s bound to be totally unsuitable,
so it won’t take us long anyway.”

“Oh ye of little faith,” said Ashley, settling back into his seat and
watching the drive to Alex’s yard unpeel. “Just you wait! You’ll be
surprised.”

“Hmm,” muttered Mo. She wasn’t a fan of surprises.
“Morwenna, darling!” brayed Alex when Mo clambered out of the

Range Rover. Clad in spotless white breeches and a navy polo shirt,
he was striding across the immaculate yard; rumour had it that his
grooms scrubbed the cobbles on their hands and knees. He held out
a large paw to Ashley. “Thrilled to see you both!”

Mo ducked her head hastily as Alex advanced. She’d once made
the mistake of not being quick enough and had discovered that he
snogged like a washing machine on spin cycle.

When hands had been shaken and cheeks had been kissed, Alex
stepped back and beamed at them. “So, when are you taking this
beast off my hands then?”

Mo rolled her eyes. Typical Alex, jumping the gun and assuming
this was a done deal. She supposed that was public-school
confidence for you.

“Calm down,” she scolded. “I need to ride the horse first.”
But Alex looked puzzled. “Haven’t you ridden it enough times

already? Anyway, I thought you liked the animal? I can’t get a tune
out of the bloody thing to save my life. To be honest I was relieved
when Ella said she’d sold it on.”

“Alex, what on earth are you going on about?” Mo asked, starting
to feel irritated. “This is nothing to do with Ella. I’m looking at a horse
for Ashley. A schoolmaster, preferably.” To Ashley, she added, “This



is a waste of everyone’s time. Alex breaks and schools eventers;
they’re no use for a novice. It would be like trying to learn to drive in
a Ferrari.”

Alex looked from Ashley to Mo and began to hoot with laughter.
“Aha! I get it. You haven’t told her, have you? Good luck, mate. I’ll
just stand back and enjoy the fireworks.”

“Told me what?” asked Mo. She turned to Ashley, who was
grinning down at her and looking thoroughly pleased with himself.
“What’s going on?”

“Don’t go mad, Red,” he said, “but I haven’t been one hundred
percent straight with you. The truth is, I’d already bought the horse.”

Mo goggled at him. “You’ve bought a horse without even seeing it?
Are you insane?”

Ashley shrugged. “Probably, Red, but I have been for a while now;
ever since I got involved with you, actually. Besides, you’ve already
seen the horse I wanted and I know you’ll like him.” He was still
smiling at her. “Oh, Mo. Haven’t you guessed? I’ve bought myself a
three-day eventer, and because I only ever buy the best I’ve made
sure that I’ve chosen one you approve of. One you’ve told me over
and over again is destined for the top.”

Mo stared at him. Her heart was racing as hope started to gallop
through her body. Surely not…

Why would he…
“You’ve worked it out, haven’t you?” Ashley said softly. As he

spoke there was a look in his eyes that made her pulse skitter and
her knees grow shaky.

“The Bandmaster’s back, Mo. Your horse is coming home to
Polwenna Bay!”



Chapter 8
“You’re crazy,” Mo told Ashley once they’d left the yard and Alex
behind. “Off your head. Barking. Nuts. Mental.”

He flashed her a wolfish grin. “Probably, but wasn’t that fun?”
Fun was one way of describing it, Mo thought – although if she’d

just spent over one hundred thousand on a horse, bloody terrifying
might come closer.

“But it’s pointless. You’ll never ride Bandy. He’s way too sharp for a
novice.”

“Which is why I’m going to put him with you and abdicate all
responsibility. I’ll just enjoy drinking champagne in the owners’ tent,
flirting with all the girls in tight jods and showing off when you win
Olympic gold,” Ashley replied, still grinning at her. His eyes were
bright with enthusiasm. “Besides, I am going to ride. I really liked that
white horse that Alex said I could have on the cheap.”

Mo nearly put the Range Rover in the hedge at this. The horse he
was talking about had to be worth a cool fifteen grand at least.
Ashley’s idea of cheap clearly wasn’t the same as hers.

“It looked pretty docile too,” he continued, picking up his phone
and scrolling through his contacts list. “Damn. We must be in a black
spot. I’ll plod around on him for a bit and you can teach me. I’ll call
Alex when we get a signal; he can deliver them both at the same
time. I’ve always wanted a white horse. It’s very Lone Ranger. Hi ho,
Silver!”

“The proper term’s grey,” Mo corrected automatically. “There’s no
such thing as a white horse.”

“Looked white to me,” said Ashley. “You horsey people certainly
like to complicate things.”

Mo decided not to rise to that comment. Ashley, she was fast
learning, loved nothing more than to wind her up for a reaction.

“And there’s definitely no such thing as a cheap one,” she
continued, turning onto the A38 and heading back towards Polwenna
Bay. “That docile plodder you’re so taken with is one of Alex’s old
schoolmaster eventers. He’ll be laughing all the way to the bank.”



“Just as well I’m so obscenely wealthy then,” said Ashley mildly.
He shot her a sidelong look from those dangerous eyes. “Oh come
on, Red, stop looking so disapproving. Have some fun for once.
What’s the point of being known as ‘Cashley’ if I can’t live up to my
reputation and spend it? Aren’t I supposed to bathe in champagne
and snort coke through fifty-pound notes? I might as well add a few
racehorses to the mix. That’ll give the locals something to talk about
for a day or two.”

He knew their nickname for him. Mo felt a hot blush of mortification
start to sweep up her neck.

“Come on, Mo, you don’t need to pretend you don’t know what
they all think of me. I’m an incomer buying up family homes. I
bulldoze woodlands and destroy the wildlife. I have a fast boat with a
tossy name. I deliberately upset hippies by parking in their car-
parking spaces.” Ashley was counting these sins off on his fingers
now and looking highly amused. “And did you know that I’m going to
buy the church and turn it into a pole-dancing bar?”

Mo had heard all these rumours and to her shame had even been
known to pass them on. Now, driving Ashley’s car, owning the
woodlands he’d donated to her and knowing that the horse of her
dreams was about to return to her yard, they sounded ridiculous.

“Although, the pole-dancing bar is rather tempting,” he said
thoughtfully. “It could be a goer. Tell you what, Red, I’ll give you a job
if you like? Fancy spinning on my pole? Not sure about the vicar,
though, or Sheila Keverne. Don’t want to scare my customers away.”

Mo couldn’t help laughing. That was the thing about Ashley: he
had a very dry wit and she was fast realising that people, herself
included, tended to take his flippant comments too seriously. He was
misunderstood.

“I’m not going anywhere near your pole,” she said primly.
“Pity, it could have been a lot of fun.” He settled back into the

leather seat and winked at her. “The offer’s always there. I have a
lovely big bed too.”

“By the time you’ve done a few hours in the saddle, all you’ll want
to do in bed is sleep,” Mo warned. “I hope you know what you’re in
for.”

“Not a clue – but it’ll be fun finding out.”



“One more thing to tick off the bucket list?”
Ashley didn’t reply for a moment; he seemed intent on staring out

of the window at the blur of hedgerows and moorland.
“I guess so,” he said eventually.
The playful mood had evaporated abruptly and a spiky silence

filled the car. Mo bit her lip, aware that she’d said something to upset
him, although she couldn’t for the life of her figure out what. She was
on the brink of asking him what was up when Ashley’s phone rang.
With the signal restored, he was swiftly embroiled in a long and
complicated discussion with Big Roger Pollard. Beneath his cap, a
frown creased his brow, and every now and again he pinched the
bridge of his nose hard and closed his eyes. He was very pale, Mo
noticed, and his skin seemed taut across his high cheekbones. It
must have been some drinking session: this hangover from hell had
lasted right through to lunchtime.

As Mo steered the car through the narrow back lanes and towards
the village, she couldn’t help listening in to the conversation. Ashley
was speaking in a low and measured tone but there was an edge of
steel beneath the words and Mo glimpsed just how ruthless he could
be when he chose. From what she could gather, Big Rog was
stalling for some extra time and Ashley wasn’t prepared to
compromise.

“I don’t care if you have to work seven days a week and twenty-
four hours a day,” he was saying. “Mariners is going to be finished to
schedule. I don’t want excuses; I want the work done.”

He paused and Mo could only imagine what Big Rog was saying
on his end of the line. He was probably in The Ship already, his
lunchtime pint foaming quietly on the bar, and hoping for a bit of
slack. Mo had known the Pollards all her life and was under no
illusions as to their work ethic.

And neither, it appeared, was Ashley Carstairs.
“I’ve paid you above the going rate and had you on retainer when

the weather was poor,” he said in a tone that wouldn’t be argued
with. “If you want the bonus, and not to get your arse sued to
kingdom come for failing to keep to your side of the contract, then I
suggest you get out of the pub and back to work. Mariners’ View will
be finished by the end of the summer. Do I make myself clear?”



He pressed the call end button and exhaled sharply. “Bloody
useless. I should have brought my own team in from London. They’d
have completed the renovations months ago.”

Mo felt honour-bound to stick up for her fellow villagers. The
Pollards were slow, it was true, but there wasn’t much about the
drainage, prevailing winds or rock strata beneath Polwenna Bay that
they didn’t know about.

“They’ll do a good job. You just need to bear with them and give
them time. They’re Cornish builders doing the job dreckly,” she said,
hoping that the old joke would ease the tension from his face.

But Ashley wasn’t amused. “I haven’t got time for dreckly. I need
the house finished.”

Typical impatient city person, Mo thought. Aloud she said, “What’s
the rush? Does it really matter if they’re a few weeks over?”

He leant back against the headrest and sighed. “More than I can
possibly explain right now. I probably sound like a spoilt brat to you,
don’t I?”

“With your million-pound development being held up by a few
months? No, of course not. It must be hell to have to slum it at the
hotel. Poor old you.”

His lips curled. “Go on, say it. I’m a spoilt brat.”
“No comment,” said Mo. “Anyway, I’m the spoilt one today with

The Bandmaster coming back to the yard. I don’t know how to thank
you.”

Those dark eyes flickered to hers. The desire in them made her
breath catch.

“Oh, I think you do, Red.”
In the past this kind of banter had made Mo’s skin prickle with

annoyance. Today though, she was goose-bumpy for a very different
reason. She was so conscious of him sitting close to her – of those
long, taut breeches-clad thighs stretched out beside hers, the spicy
scent of his aftershave, and that gaze that seemed to see past her
usual abrasive exterior and straight into her soul – that it was hard at
times to focus on the road.

“This is crazy,” Mo managed to say. “You don’t want an eventer. I
don’t know why you bought him.”



“Yes you do,” said Ashley softly. “It’s the same reason I bought the
woods. You’ve always known why, Mo. You just don’t dare admit it.”

His hand reached out and covered hers as it lay on the gear
selector, the fingers strong and cool as they knitted with hers. For
once Mo didn’t snatch her hand away. Cocooned in the world of the
car she felt peaceful and as though the instinct to fight her feelings
was evaporating.

“Why don’t you just tell me?” Mo asked him quietly. At least, she
hoped she’d asked; her mouth was so dry she wasn’t sure if she’d
actually voiced the question. Like a timid horse wary of an
outstretched hand, she was afraid of getting too close. Danny said
she had issues – he was a fine one to talk – but maybe he was
right? Mo had certainly never let anyone get under her skin the way
that Ashley Carstairs had somehow managed to.

There was no reply and she waited a moment before glancing
across, only to discover that Ashley had fallen asleep. His savage
hangover must have claimed him; he’d certainly been looking rough
all day. His face was still pale and as she stole another look at him
Mo noticed that the cheeks beneath his dark stubble were sunken,
making his cheekbones even more pronounced. There were
shadows beneath his eyes too – evidence, she supposed, of his
hard partying.

Or maybe a sleepless night spent making love with somebody?
There was no shortage of women who’d find a man like Ashley
attractive. In the past Mo had seen him parade identikit skinny
blondes through the village. He’d been staying up at the hotel.
Maybe Ella St Milton—

Mo shook her head as though attempting to dislodge this thought
and the accompanying twinge of something that felt terrifyingly
similar to jealousy. You’re being ridiculous, Morwenna, she scolded
herself sternly. You need to get a grip! She shouldn’t read anything
into the fact that he’d bought The Bandmaster. Ashley was rich and
bored, and wasn’t buying things to distract themselves what rich
people did? He’d got the big houses, the cars, the flash boat – and
now he had an eventer to add to the collection. It was no big deal: he
was just buying another toy and she was useful because she could
do the hard work.



So, riddle solved.
The trouble was that as much as Mo told herself this, she wasn’t

convinced. This didn’t feel like a business transaction. Giving her the
woods hadn’t exactly been a smart financial move either, so far as
she could see. Then there was that night she’d kissed him at the St
Miltons’ ball. Of course, Mo had kissed men before – but never had
just the mere brush of another mouth on hers made her feel like she
had that night. She caught her breath sharply. Had he felt it too?
Something in Mo felt certain that he had…

Her thoughts were rudely interrupted by a kamikaze pheasant
strolling across the lane ahead of her; it had appeared so suddenly
that she had to almost stand on the brakes to avoid running it over.
The jolt was enough to make Ashley’s eyes flutter open.

“Was I asleep?”
“Out cold.” The pheasant, unaware of its narrow escape, strutted

into the woodland, and Mo resumed the journey. “Heavy night?”
He smiled. “Yeah, you could say that. I took a couple of painkillers

earlier; they must have knocked me out. There’s no way I’d fall
asleep otherwise with a woman at the wheel.”

Banter. That was better. She could cope with banter.
“Make all the sexist comments you like. I’ll get my own back when

I start teaching you to ride,” Mo warned him. “And feel free to drive
now.”

“No, no, we’ve made it this far,” said Ashley quickly. He looked at
his flashy watch. “Christ, it’s gone two. I’m probably passing out with
hunger. Pull in at the grocers in the next village and we’ll buy some
bits for lunch. I’ll get some water too. I need to neck another couple
of painkillers.”

“Who am I? Parker?” grumbled Mo.
“Not if that makes me Lady Penelope,” grinned Ashley. “Park up,

Red, and I’ll buy us some grub. We’ll picnic on sardines and toast
the new horses with ginger beer. We’ll be just like the Famous Five.”

Mo raised her eyes to heaven. “We’d be better off going to the
farm-supplies place and buying you a crash hat.”

“Bit chewy,” he said thoughtfully. “Oh come on, humour me. I feel
like celebrating my new horses and since I’m now a demanding
owner, you have to keep me sweet.”



“Don’t bet on it,” said Mo grimly. “Just buy a loaf and I’ll make you
some toast at the yard.”

“I’m going to toast our equestrian partnership with champagne, not
Mother’s Pride! Now stop making such a fuss. You know the shop I
mean.”

Mo pulled a face. Of course she knew the shop he meant. Situated
in the next village to Polwenna Bay, this local store had cunningly
evolved to suit the flood of second-homers who flocked to Cornwall
each season: it had opened a well-stocked deli offering cheeses that
smelled ready to walk off the shelf, ten kinds of hummus, and
exotically stuffed vine leaves. Mo, who could just about afford a
sausage roll when her livery money came in, could only dream about
such luxuries as the store’s baby red peppers stuffed with cream
cheese or its wafer-thin slices of prosciutto and its garlic mushrooms
that were practically doing the backstroke in olive oil. It stood to
reason that Cashley would treat this overpriced place like his corner
shop.

She dropped Ashley at the door and drove up the lane to park.
The rear-view mirror showed him staggering a little as he walked up
the steps. His hangover really must be bad; thank God she never
had the time or the funds to go on the lash.

By the time Mo had turned the car around, found a parking space
and checked her mobile phone for messages, Ashley was out again
carrying a bulging carrier bag and a half-empty bottle of Evian, and
was looking much brighter.

“You do know you’ve been totally ripped off, don’t you? They
always mark everything up in August,” Mo pointed out once he was
back in the Range Rover and they were heading down the back lane
that hemmed the cliffs.

“We emmets expect nothing less,” Ashley sighed. “I expect the
food will taste even better to you, knowing I’ve been fleeced?”

“Absolutely,” Mo agreed, but the old fire that used to heat their
exchanges – the ones in which she’d always accused Ashley of
riding roughshod over local traditions – had been extinguished for a
while now. Ashley didn’t feel like an incomer anymore. His donating
the woods to her, as well as helping to rescue two local fishermen,
had more than made up for any past thoughtless actions. Feeling



more inclined to be generous towards him, she added, “I know the
perfect picnic spot to enjoy gloating in, too.”

Mo tucked the car into an overgrown lay-by and they clambered
over a five-bar gate into a field of lush green grass dotted with
sheep. At the far side of the pasture was a stile that led into a wheat
field rippling in the breeze like an inland sea. Beyond it was the cliff
path, freckled with nodding cow parsley and drowsy valerian. Further
out still was the bright blue of the ocean and a breathtaking view of
Polwenna Bay, laid out in the distance like a model village. They
could eat the overpriced picnic, watch the seagulls swooping down
and feel the sunshine warm their faces.

Ashley climbed the stile first. His colour and energy both restored
now, he placed the shopping on the ground before spinning around
and circling Mo’s waist with his hands. Before she could protest, Mo
was swept up into the air and then lowered slowly – but even when
her boots touched the earth he kept his hands around her waist. His
dark eyes glittered down at her from beneath the peak of his cap,
and his mouth curled upwards.

Mo’s heart was pounding and she felt a shiver of desire.
“You don’t need to do that,” she said quickly, trying to smother this

peculiar feeling. “I’m more than capable of climbing a stile.”
“I know that.” Ashley didn’t look away. Instead, his gaze held hers.

“The trouble is, and it’s an absolute menace, that I don’t think I’m
capable of resisting you. God knows I’ve tried but, Morwenna
Tremaine, I don’t think I can stay away from you a second longer.”

She stared at him, stunned and lost for words. Not that this
mattered; already he’d bent his head and was kissing her. All Mo’s
pithy retorts and bravado were swept away in an instant as Ashley’s
mouth was pressed warm and firm against her own, his tongue
caressing and teasing her as she kissed him back with an urgency
that surprised her. His hands were still firm upon her waist, pulling
her close against his body as his mouth trailed kisses to the soft skin
of her neck before grazing upwards again to claim her lips.

“Oh, Miss Tremaine,” he murmured hoarsely, breaking away and
tracing the curve of her cheek with his thumb, “have you any idea
what you do to me?”



Mo was trembling like the wheat in the summer breeze. “The same
that you do to me,” she whispered.

As he began kissing her again, she melted more with every touch
and caress, her senses swimming as she ran her fingers across his
masculine back. His muscles tensed and coiled as he held her
tightly, the sinews in his arms as strong as steel wire. Her blood was
drumming in her ears as though a thousand horses were galloping
over the sun-baked earth. When his hips ground against hers, Mo
gasped with the jolt of unexpected desire.

This was getting dangerous. Just how much of a chance did she
want to take?

Her question was soon answered as he lifted her into his arms,
carrying her deep into the crops before laying her tenderly down
amid the crushed stalks. As the blue sky swam overhead and the
seagulls shrieked, all Mo could think about was how she needed to
feel that mouth on hers again. Nothing else mattered.

The risk no longer seemed to matter.



Chapter 9
Since becoming a vicar Jules had witnessed many strange things
and seen some rather odd aspects of human behaviour.
Nevertheless, her role was to listen, comfort and help, not to pass
judgement or to show a reaction. This had been getting easier and
easier with every year of experience she’d gained, and by the time
she’d arrived at St Wenn’s, Jules had been pretty certain that there
was nothing much life could throw at her now that would be a
surprise.

At least, she had been until the photo shoot for the Polwenna Bay
charity calendar.

Far from falling flat on its face, as Jules had secretly been praying
hard that it might, enthusiasm for Sheila’s idea had gathered
momentum until all of the village was talking about it. Wherever she
went, from the post office to the pasty shop, people accosted Jules
to ask about the photo shoot and offer their services. The usual
justification for this was that it was all for a good cause, obviously,
but Jules wasn’t fooled. Everyone, it seemed, was frantic to have
their moment in the limelight and determined that the vicar should
consider them for a starring role.

Jules was beginning to have great sympathy for Simon Cowell…
It was simply staggering, and quite frankly a little scary, just who

was lining up to volunteer to pose. After several more ciders on
Water Carnival day, the Pollards had come banging on the vicarage
door, keen to be January’s offering. Then Pete the Post had terrified
her by delivering Monday morning’s mail starkers except for his
Royal Mail cap covering his privates. When she’d got over the shock
of both these visits (and resigned herself to not answering her front
door again until all this madness was well and truly finished), Jules
had resumed vicar mode and gently told her wannabe Chippendales
that the calendar was only going to feature the female members of
the village.

“That’s sexist!” Little Rog had protested.
“The boy’s right,” his father had nodded. “You’re supposed to treat

us all as equals in the eyes of the Lord, Vicar!”



“Believe me, I’d like to tell you all equally that this is a crazy idea,”
Jules had replied with feeling. “If you don’t like the rules, take it up
with Sheila and the WI. This is her fault – I mean, project.”

Jules was exhausted from just thinking about the whole idea and
trying to figure out how she could put the kibosh on it before it was
too late. She’d watched Calendar Girls and would have enjoyed it
hugely if not for the Polwenna Bay remake dangling over her head
like the sword of Damocles. Inspired by the movie, she’d called the
national headquarters of the Women’s Institute, hoping that they
might be able to intervene. No such luck. Apparently the parishes of
England were well and truly past being shocked by such activities.
Rather than receiving the reprimand she’d been hoping for, Jules
was wished a cheery good luck. In desperation she’d phoned the
vicar of the next parish, an experienced man who would surely be
able to tell her what to do, but he’d just laughed and wished her all
the best with the fundraising.

“Beats a tea party,” he’d concluded, before ringing off and leaving
Jules ready to bash her head on the table in despair. Was it just her
who thought this was lunacy? Maybe she was a miserable killjoy?
After all, she’d been praying non-stop about finding a way to halt the
project and so far had drawn a blank.

Was this God’s answer? Jules wondered. Granted, He had made
man in His own image, but even her steady faith wobbled at bit at
the thought of the Almighty looking like Sheila Keverne or Patsy
Penhalligan in the nuddy…

It was bad enough stressing about the photo shoot, not to mention
falling out with Morgan Tremaine, who couldn’t understand why he
wasn’t allowed to take the photos. (“It’s art, Vicar. I’d be looking at
the mise en scène of the shots, not the bodies. Fact.”) But Jules was
also lying awake at night worrying about the bishop’s impending visit.
Once again, as the hands of her bedside clock had crawled past two
and then three, she’d stared out of the open curtains into the inky
night and tried to slow the racing of her heart. Although she was
doing her best to be upbeat in front of her flock, deep down Jules
had a very bad feeling. Sheila’s comment about Ashley Carstairs
scoping out the church had lodged in Jules’s mind and despite trying
her hardest to give him the benefit of the doubt, she couldn’t help but



wonder if maybe her verger had a point. Although Jules had
frequently come across him in St Wenn’s, Ashley was never seen
there on a Sunday and he was notorious in the village for buying
properties and developing them. Jules thought this reputation
seemed slightly unfair, since as far as she knew he’d only bought
one house and showed no signs of wanting to collect another, but
you could never be too sure. The fact remained that unless Jules
could rustle up something to put St Wenn’s on the map – preferably
in a non-scandalous way – the future of her church looked rather
bleak.

Today, a sunny Saturday morning two weeks on from that
unforgettable PCC meeting, had seen an early start for Jules and the
stars of the Polwenna Bay calendar. In spite of all her best attempts
to derail the project, it was still full steam ahead and the photo shoot
was due to take place shortly. Richard Penwarren had called in a
favour from one of his patients and secured a photographer; various
locations around the village had been earmarked; and Danny had
managed to persuade his brother’s girlfriend, Summer, to do the
make-up and styling. This was a real coup, since until recently
Summer had been a successful glamour model. She’d tactfully
declined an invitation to pose but had somehow managed to talk
Morwenna Tremaine into taking part, which could only be a good
thing if Ashley Carstairs kept his promise about buying a hundred
copies.

The first location was Patsy’s Pasties. Already a crowd had
gathered there, probably more on account of the free pasties being
handed out rather than the sight of Patsy herself in a frayed towelling
bathrobe and with her hair in rollers. Jules helped herself to a steak
and onion and wove her way through to the front of the shop, where
Danny was artistically stacking pies on the counter. Meanwhile
Summer applied the finishing touches to her aunt’s face and a skinny
lad in drainpipe jeans measured the light and twiddled reflective
umbrellas.

“Get on, Rev!” beamed Patsy, waving Jules over. “How do I look?”
With her hair in rollers and sporting bright red lips and TOWIE-

style false eyelashes, Patsy looked unusually glamorous and was
clearly bursting to get in front of the lens.



“You’ve done a great job,” Jules said warmly to Summer.
Summer laughed and Jules thought for probably the millionth time

just how beautiful she was; with her shining green eyes the exact
colour of sea-smoothed glass, her deep dimples and her softly
curling hair, if anything she was even prettier in the flesh than in all
the adverts and magazines.

“It might not have been Shakespeare but at least I learned
something while I was in London,” Summer said, pulling out the last
of her aunt’s curlers and spritzing her hair with Elnett. “Right, that’s
you done, aunty!” She glanced at her clipboard. “Who’s next? Silver
Starr? Or you, Mo?”

Mo Tremaine was sitting on the floor and scowling. She’d been
looking miserable all week, Jules thought, which was such a shame
because when she smiled Mo was stunning. Still, if Jules had been
waiting to get her kit off for the calendar, she’d have had a face like a
slapped bottom too.

“Bloody stupid idea,” Mo muttered. “I’ve not got time anyway. The
horses need me.”

Summer rolled her eyes. “That excuse doesn’t cut it, Mo. Jake and
Symon are taking care of all your yard chores today. By the time you
have to pose behind the hay bales the place will be sparkling. Next?”

Mo didn’t say anything but just glowered from under her shaggy
red fringe. Her eyes were ringed with dark shadows and she looked
tense. Instinct told Jules that Mo was dreadfully upset about
something but was keeping it to herself. Ashley Carstairs had been
conspicuously absent again for the last few days. Was this
something to do with it? The electricity that sparked between those
two whenever they met up could have powered Cornwall for a year. I
wonder if there’s more to this than meets the eye? mused Jules.

Patsy shrugged off her robe, in the style of Cleopatra stepping into
the bath, and waddled behind the counter while everyone hastily
averted their eyes. When Jules was brave enough to look again
Patsy was striking a pose behind the shop counter, buns and
pastries shielding her modesty as the photographer snapped away.

“Beautiful! Yes! Yes! Move a little to the left. Gorgeous!”
“Yeah, baby,” Danny murmured into Jules’s ear, making her giggle.
“Oh, behave, Austin,” she quipped back.



“So, have we persuaded you yet?” Danny wanted to know. “You
could be Miss December. We could get you a cute Santa’s hat and
you could pose behind the pulpit?”

Jules whacked him on the arm. “More like Miss October for
scaring people on Halloween. Besides, don’t we want people to buy
the thing?”

Danny sighed. “I wish you’d stop putting yourself down. You’re
looking great, Jules.” His piercing blue eye locked with her gaze, and
the undamaged part of his mouth was smiling appreciatively. “Take a
look in the mirror. Those walks of ours haven’t just sorted my leg out.
I’d take a leaf out of Cashley’s book and pay a fortune for a calendar
if you were in it!”

Jules felt her cheeks start to glow and looked down at the tips of
her Crocs. She wasn’t quite sure what to say – her heart was beating
so fast that she could hardly think. “While we still have St Wenn’s I’m
the vicar, and I don’t think posing among the prayer books would
look so good on my CV. Besides, I thought all the spots were taken?
I’ve been fighting people off. Who’s next?”

“I think it must be Silver Starr.” Summer passed Jules the
clipboard and pointed to the schedule. “Sheila and the WI are
February and Mo is September. Kursa’s up for April and Kelly from
The Ship is May. Somebody could double up so that we can find you
a space, though. Maybe you could both pose behind beer kegs!”

“Turning water into wine? It’s Biblical,” suggested Danny.
Jules grimaced. “I’ll stick with my cassock, thanks. Did Alice

change her mind about posing?”
Danny shook his head. “Granny’s being very mysterious at the

moment. She said she was far too wrinkly to be in a nude calendar
but not to worry; she’s got a plan up her sleeve.”

“What sort of plan?”
“No idea. She’s not saying. All I know is that she’s commandeered

the laptop, which is driving Morgan nuts, and she keeps shutting
herself away for hours. Knowing our family she’s probably developed
an online poker habit.”

Danny’s father, Jimmy Tremaine, was well known for his fondness
for gambling. Charming, handsome and feckless, he was forever
losing too, which didn’t help the family’s ailing finances. Jules only



knew all this because Alice had told her in confidence that she was
in the process of consulting a solicitor to see if the trust on Seaspray
and the family marina could skip a generation and pass straight to
Jake. But Alice, online gaming? Surely not?

“That was a joke, by the way.” Danny put his hand on her
shoulder. “She’s probably on Plenty of Geriatric Fish or drooling over
Ross Poldark with all the other females I know. Relax. There’s
nothing to look so worried about.”

“I think I’ve lost my sense of humour this week,” Jules sighed.
Danny glanced across the bakery. Patsy was into her stride now

and posing with a couple of strategically placed Belgian buns. The
glacé cherries left nothing to the imagination. His lips twitched.

“Seriously? You can’t see the funny side of this?”
“Well, maybe,” Jules admitted. “But to be honest, Dan, I’m so

worried about what the bishop is going to say that I can hardly think
straight. I haven’t slept for days because it’s not looking likely to be
good news.”

He gave her shoulder a squeeze. “Hey, we don’t know that for
sure. Let’s just wait and see what happens before we give up and let
Cashley turn St Wenn’s into a pole-dancing club, OK?”

She nodded. “OK. No to pole dancing in the church.”
“Actually, you could be onto something. Pole dancing in services

could be exactly what we need to get the numbers up. I bet everyone
would come.”

Jules laughed out loud.
“That’s more like it,” Danny said. “Oh, thank God; Patsy’s putting

her bathrobe back on. Looks like this bit of the shoot’s over. I’ll need
some extra counselling to get over seeing that sight!”

“Don’t be mean,” scolded Summer, who’d overheard this. She
looked at her clipboard and drew a big tick next to her aunt’s name.
“One down and eleven to go.”

“Eleven more? Forget the counselling,” Danny stage-whispered to
Jules, “it’ll be intense therapy!”

“Me too,” Jules whispered back. “Or maybe a new parish?”
“Good work, everyone,” said Summer brightly, taking charge while

most people just helped themselves to pasties. “Now we need to get
over to Magic Moon. Silver Starr’s next and then Mo.”



“Who I’m sure can’t wait to pose amid the hay bales,” Danny said.
Mo flicked him a V. She was still scowling, chewing the end of her

red ponytail and looking less than thrilled.
“Do you really think we should make her go through with it?” Jules

asked Dan as, en masse, the photo-shoot crew made the short trip
to Silver Starr’s shop, guided by the smell of patchouli oil and strains
of panpipe music emanating from it.

It troubled Jules that Mo looked so unhappy. Even if Ashley had
jokingly offered a fortune (at least, Jules thought he’d been joking;
Ashley was so deadpan it was hard to tell), it didn’t seem fair to
make Mo do something that Jules herself wasn’t prepared to
undertake.

But Danny wasn’t worried. “Don’t take that sulky face to heart. This
isn’t anything to do with the shoot. She’s been in an evil mood for
days for some reason. Bloody hard work, my sister. If it was anyone
but Mo then I’d say it was man trouble, but we all know that unless
it’s got hooves she’s not bothered.”

Jules was just about to reply that she wasn’t totally convinced this
was the case, when the sight of Silver Starr diverted her attention.
Silver was draped across a chaise longue in the shop window and
clad in little more than some wisps of thinning tinsel.

Tourists were peering in and looking rather bemused. “She’s
starkers!” declared one in disbelief. “I thought this was a family-
friendly village?”

Unless she wanted her charity fundraiser to make the headlines
for all the wrong reasons, it was time for Jules to intervene. Striding
into the shop and yanking the indignant model from public view,
Jules knew she had to focus all her energies on keeping her flock
decent and hopefully out of the local nick.

Mo Tremaine and whatever was upsetting her would just have to
wait.



Chapter 10
“What’s up?” Summer asked Mo over dinner later on that evening.
The two girls had headed away from Polwenna Bay, where the wrap
party for the photo shoot was in full swing, to a small seafood shack
in the next town along the coast. Mo was usually so busy with the
horses that she and Summer didn’t get to see that much of each
other, so they were taking full advantage of Jake and Symon
shouldering the stable chores.

This was a great idea in theory, and usually Mo couldn’t have
thought of anything nicer than catching up with Summer, but today
she couldn’t have felt less like chatting. Or eating. The thought of
telling her best friend what she’d done the other day made her feel
quite queasy. Still in shock herself, Mo couldn’t bear to see the look
of disappointment on Summer’s face if she knew the truth. As it was,
she could hardly look her own reflection in the eye when she cleaned
her teeth or brushed her hair. It was as though she had I slept with
Cashley written all over her freckly face.

Mo didn’t think she’d ever felt more disappointed with herself. So
much for fighting him every step of the way as he sought to develop
and ruin the village. One touch of his hands on her skin and she’d
dissolved into a puddle of longing. When his lips had met hers and
he’d pulled her close she’d been lost…

God. He must be really laughing now, Mo thought as she
shredded a bread roll viciously. What was it he’d told her all those
weeks ago in the pub? I always win. He’d been so confident that
she’d crumple eventually, and she hated herself for proving him right.
Why on earth had she made his victory so easy?

The answer to this question was lurking somewhere in the back of
her mind, like a fish darting only just below the waves, and knowing it
was so close made Mo shiver. There was no way she was going to
acknowledge it. No way at all.

Especially since she hadn’t even heard from Ashley since. Not that
Mo cared about that. As if.

She’d hardly noticed, actually.



“Mo?” Summer leaned forward, a worried frown creasing her
forehead and her green eyes filled with concern. “You’re miles away.
Is your food OK?”

The food was perfect and Mo knew it was ungrateful of her not to
be in a more sociable frame of mind, especially since Summer was
treating her to dinner. Mo didn’t get out much: usually the demands
of evening stables combined with her dire lack of funds meant that
restaurants were out of the question, so her supper of choice was
generally a Pot Noodle or a slice of toast eaten on the hoof – quite
literally, on the majority of occasions. Today, with the horses taken
care of and the hideous photo shoot over with, she should be able to
just sit back and enjoy her moules marinière, crusty French baguette
and glass of dry white wine. Without a villager in sight, clothed or
unclothed, or any horses to worry about, all Mo had to do was relax
with her best friend.

So why was this so difficult?
The problem was that Mo couldn’t answer Summer’s well-

intentioned questions without having to fib. The truth would be that
little more than a week ago she’d acted totally out of character and
allowed Ashley Carstairs to get far too close, as close as one person
possibly could be to another – and now he’d done yet another of his
vanishing acts. It was hard not to take everything personally.

That perfect afternoon was etched in her memory now, a
sunshine-drenched kaleidoscope of hard earth and prickly wheat
beneath her back, the drone of bees, and Ashley’s dark eyes holding
hers as she melted into him…

Mo knocked back several gulps of wine, determined to derail this
train of thought as fast as she could. The trouble was, the more she
tried to not think about Ashley, the more her annoying brain refused
to focus on anything else. What infuriated her even more was that
this clearly wasn’t a mutual problem: he’d not spoken a word to her
since they’d kissed goodbye in the purple shadows of twilit Fernside.
His silence since had been deafening.

Maybe she’d been a disappointment? Mo bit her bottom lip. It had
been a while, but surely sex was like riding a horse? Back in the
saddle and all that? Or maybe Ashley had just gone back to
Mariners and carved a notch in what was probably a very well-



whittled bedpost, before scrolling through his contacts to pick the
next idiot. He was probably still laughing about how easy it had been
to win her over.

Frailty, thy name is Morwenna Tremaine, she thought bitterly. Well,
she wouldn’t make that mistake twice. Ashley had made a fool of her
once and that was once too often.

Summer put her cutlery down with a clatter. “Mo, that’s twice I’ve
asked you something and had no reply. And if I wasn’t already
worried enough, you’ve hardly touched your food. What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. I’m just busy with the yard and stuff,” she hedged. “The
calendar thing’s been a total pain too. I could really have done
without having to take the time off today, especially now that Ashley
Carstairs’ horses have arrived. My workload’s increased massively.”

Mo couldn’t look Summer in the eye as she said this. She really
was the most hopeless fibber, not like her brother Zak who had a
dubious gift for being economical with the truth. Mo liked honesty
and knowing exactly where she stood. She guessed she had her
grandmother’s influence to thank for this.

Summer didn’t seem convinced. “But isn’t it a good thing having
Ashley’s liveries? They’ll pay a few bills surely?”

Mo nodded. She fully intended to charge Ashley the full whack for
his horses – if she ever saw him again, that was.

“It’ll help,” she admitted. “Of course it will. But I can’t see him riding
either of them. Bandy’s far too good for a novice and even the
schoolmaster Alex managed to offload will be too much at first. I’ve
no idea why on earth he’s bought them.”

Summer fixed her friend with a green-eyed stare.
“Haven’t you? Are you totally sure about that, Mo?”
Mo felt a hot blush start to creep up her neck. “Of course. It’s a

typical show-off Cashley gesture, that’s all. He’s got the house, the
cars and the bling so now he wants the horses too. You can’t ride a
Rolex.”

“Seems a bit odd to splash out all that money on showing off, just
to bury the horses down in Cornwall. Wouldn’t it make more sense to
have them in some flashy place in Surrey?” Summer said
thoughtfully. She dunked a chunk of bread in her white-wine sauce
and munched, an expression of bliss on her pretty face. “Carbs,” she



explained, seeing Mo’s bemused look. “I didn’t go near them for
years and now I’m making up for lost time. I’ll be the size of one of
your horses at this rate.”

Mo, who had never dieted in her life and generally ate exactly
what she liked, couldn’t imagine how anyone could do without carbs
for a few minutes, let alone several years. Still, she guessed this was
why she smelled of horse and had a black hole of an overdraft rather
than enjoying a successful career as a model.

“Anyway, some bread’s the least you deserve after putting up with
that knob Justin for so long. Feel free to tuck into mine too; you’ve
earned it,” Mo said.

Summer grimaced. “You’re not kidding. Anyway, enough of him.
Did Jake tell you about our plans to update the marina?”

Mo recognised a change of subject when she saw one and she let
the conversation drift to Summer and Jake’s future plans for the
family business. This was by far a preferable topic to ex-fiancés or
why Ashley had bought two horses he clearly didn’t need. When
Summer’s mobile rang with a call from Jake (they really couldn’t bear
to go for long without talking, Mo observed with a smile), she was
more than happy to sip her drink and let her own thoughts float back
to a warm afternoon not so long ago.

It had been perfect. Lost in thought and blissed out beyond
anything she had ever dreamed possible, Mo had lain in Ashley’s
arms with the sunshine dancing over her skin and his fingertips
gently brushing her cheek. Beneath her ribcage her heart had still
been racing from a heady cocktail of surprise and passion. Glancing
up at Ashley, she’d been taken aback to see that his eyes were
shining with emotion.

“I hope you don’t treat all your full liveries like this,” he’d
whispered, his lips just a kiss away from her own.

“It’s all part of the service,” Mo had deadpanned. “I sleep with all
my full liveries.”

He’d stared at her, his pupils so dark that his eyes had seemed
almost black against the glare of the blue sky above them. Mo had
discovered that she couldn’t tease him for long; she’d wanted
nothing more than to feel his mouth against hers again.



She’d laughed, then arched up and brushed his mouth with her
own.

“You’re my only full livery.”
Ashley had exhaled. “In that case, Red, I fully intend on insisting

this is written into our contract. Special terms and conditions for me
and me only. The lawyers may find it a little irregular but we can work
around that.”

“We’ll do no such thing,” Mo had told him firmly. “Our livery
arrangement is going to be totally professional. This was a one-off. I
don’t know what’s got into me. It must be the sun.”

His mouth had curled into a grin. “I don’t think it was the sun that
got into you, Red.”

A sudden flashback had snatched Mo’s breath away then – of
hard earth, like iron beneath her back as he drove into her, while she
pulled him closer. She’d had the feeling that Ashley could read her
mind. The glitter in his eyes and the widening of his smile had
certainly suggested so.

“Do you know something, Mo?” he was saying softly. “I love
owning horses. I wish I’d bought one months ago.”

Then his mouth had come down over hers and all the teasing and
banter had been forgotten. Mo had closed her eyes and thought
about nothing else except for Ashley’s kisses and the pure joy of
melting into him. It hadn’t mattered that she couldn’t stand him, that
he drove her crazy or that he stood for everything she detested;
when he’d stroked the curls away from her cheeks and his lips had
trailed molten-lava kisses along her collarbone, nothing else had
seemed important. Her body had ached for his, her nerve endings
had tingled with his slightest touch and she’d thought that if she
didn’t have his mouth on hers she’d die.

It was the most glorious and the most awful thing that had ever
happened to her. Mo Tremaine, who always knew what she wanted
and exactly how she would go about getting it, was totally and utterly
out of control.

Later – so much later that the sun had started to slither from the
sky to paddle in the sea – they’d managed to break apart for long
enough to eat their picnic, and Mo had thought that nothing had ever
tasted so good. The brie was practically running out of the paper, the



tomatoes were warmed by the sunshine and the wafer-thin slices of
Parma ham that they fed to one another tasted earthy and delicious.
Then, hand in hand, they’d made their way back across the fields to
the lane and driven back to the stables. Neither had spoken a word
but somehow that hadn’t mattered; they hadn’t needed to.

By the time they’d parked at Fernside, the evening had seeped
through the peaches and golds of sundown, and blue and violet
shadows were pooling across the lane. Venus was rising above the
treetops and somewhere an owl cried, its call trembling in the still
night air. It wasn’t the only thing trembling, Mo had thought, looking
at her shaking hands against the steering wheel. She was so afraid
of the intensity of what had passed between her and Ashley. In fact,
scrap afraid. Mo was terrified. Ashley had managed to duck under
her defences and, beneath the barbed wire of her outer persona,
had seen the real her. Not the spiky, feisty Mo who battled for the
Polwenna Action Group, or the fearless eventer who tackled cross-
country courses that struck terror into the hearts of most riders, but
the real her, the Mo Tremaine who was as delicate as the freckled
inside of a foxglove flower. She had laid herself open, quite literally,
and now she was filled with panic.

This was not how Mo operated. She kept herself apart from others
and safe. She never got too close and she always had the upper
hand. Her swift wits and sharp tongue usually saw to this, but these
things hadn’t daunted Ashley Carstairs for a second. In him Mo
instinctively knew that she had met her match.

“Mo.”
She couldn’t look at him. She was too full of tangled emotions to

trust herself. She couldn’t do this, let somebody get close to her and
then risk them walking away. She just couldn’t.

“Mo,” Ashley said again. “Look at me.”
His hand stole to hers, their fingers lacing together. Although she

was staring ahead, Mo could feel his eyes on her and her skin
rippled with shivers. She had never been so aware of another
person’s physical presence. It defied all reason and all logic, but
every part of her cried out to him in the pull of mutual attraction.
She’d felt it at the St Miltons’ ball when they’d met in the garden at



night-time, she’d felt it when they’d watched the dolphins dancing in
the bay and she felt it now.

“There’s something I have to tell you,” Ashley said quietly.
Mo took a deep breath. This was it, the it was just a bit of fun

speech that he was going to deliver before vanishing off into the
darkness and probably seeking out the next skinny superficial blonde
who, she might as well face it, would be far more his type than a
small redhead who smelt of horses.

“It’s fine,” she said woodenly. “You don’t have to explain anything.
It was just sex. I get it.”

His fingers tightened on hers. “So defensive, Red. Always so
ready to fight. Why is that, I wonder?”

Mo said nothing. A mother who had died too young? A father who
was handsome, charming and generally bloody useless? A lifetime
defending herself against the likes of Ella St Milton? Ashley could
take his pick. Danny was the one with a psychiatrist, not her.

“As for this being just sex, as you so romantically put it,” Ashley
continued, his voice firm, “it’s certainly more than that to me. I’m not
going to pretend otherwise, even if that would let you off the hook.”

“What do you mean, let me off the hook?” she shot back.
“Exactly that,” he said. His fingers kept their hold on hers. “It would

suit you, wouldn’t it, Mo, to be able to write me off as the kind of man
who’d just have some no-strings fun and then walk away? You could
label me nice and neatly then as the kind who rocks up, does what
he likes, has sex and then leaves again.”

Was he some kind of mind reader?
“Well, aren’t you?”
There was a pause. Then Ashley sighed. “I’m not going to lie to

you, Mo. I’ve been that guy; of course I have. No-strings sex is what
I do best. Christ, it’s certainly a lot less complicated. You don’t need
to buy horses either – usually something glittery or a pair of shoes
does the trick. You, Red, are a lot more difficult to please.”

Mo snorted rudely. It was easier than acknowledging the little bird
of hope that had opened its wings when he’d mentioned buying
horses. This is Cashley, remember? she told herself sternly. He
plays with peoples’ lives. Their property. Their villages. Their woods.



Their hearts. It was all the same to him. This was just another of his
games and she’d been stupid enough to play.

“Come on. Each time you’re here there’s usually some kind of
blonde in tow.”

There was the glint of a white-toothed grin in the darkness. “Been
keeping tabs on me, Red?”

“Don’t be ridiculous!”
His grip grew tighter. “Were you jealous?”
“No! Of course not!” lied Mo, because now, and to her great

distress, she realised that the twisty-turny annoyed feeling that she’d
had whenever Ashley had waltzed into The Ship with a twiggy
blonde draped all over him was horribly similar to jealousy. Shit.
What was that all about?

“Fibber,” said Ashley tenderly, stroking the inside of her wrist with
his forefinger. “You were eaten up with envy and that’s fine, Mo,
because I’d feel exactly the same if it had been the other way round.
Lucky for me that you’re only interested in horses. Although Mr
Dandy does have equipment that makes even me feel inadequate.”

Ashley had no need whatsoever to feel inadequate, but Mo wasn’t
going to give him the satisfaction of knowing that. She snatched her
hand away. “You know where you are with horses!”

“It’s hard to know where I am with you, that’s for sure.”
Mo scowled. “We even don’t like each other. We have nothing in

common.”
“Except great sex,” said Ashley.
Mo felt her face flame. Thank God it was getting dark.
And thank God he’d said great.
“Except, it wasn’t just sex, was it?” he continued softly. “You know

it and I know it, Red. There was far more to this afternoon than that,
even if I wish there wasn’t. Believe me, the last thing I want right now
is to have feelings for anyone, let alone you.”

“Thanks for that,” said Mo, “and if it’s any consolation I’m not
exactly thrilled by developments myself. You’re the last person I
should ever be involved with too.”

“Never a truer word spoken,” he agreed. “But actually what I’m
trying to say – and ballsing up quite spectacularly – is that if this was
just sex that would make life a hell of a lot easier for both of us,



wouldn’t it? We could write it off as a bit of fun on a summer’s
afternoon.”

“Who’s to say that wasn’t exactly what it was?”
“Me,” Ashley said firmly. “Come on, Mo, you felt it too, I know you

did. This was special. This meant more. Didn’t it?”
Slowly, Mo nodded. Her heartbeat was pounding in her ears and

the car seemed to be floating up into the star-filled sky.
Ashley reached out and traced the curve of her cheek.
“There’s so much I need to say to you. But, not here and not now.”

He took her hand again and this time pressed it to his lips, kissing
each finger in turn. The touch of his mouth against her fingertips
made Mo’s whole body dissolve with yearning. “Mo, I hadn’t
expected today to turn out quite the way it did but I don’t regret a
second of it and, whatever comes next, I need you to know that. This
wasn’t just a bit of fun or a one-off.”

She said nothing. She couldn’t because the way his soft lips were
playing with her fingertips was awakening all kinds of memories of
their afternoon, and her stomach was flipping with longing. What was
happening to her?

“I need you to trust me,” Ashley was saying. “I have to go away for
a bit but when I come back there’s something I want to tell you.”

“Where are you going?” Mo asked. God, how needy did that
sound? Recovering herself, she added quickly, “Only, the horses
arrive tomorrow and there’s a lot to do.”

“I’m not spending time with you just because I have a sudden
passion for all things equine,” he told her, “but because you’re the
sexiest crosspatch I ever met. I have to go to London tomorrow and
there’s no choice. Believe me, if there was I’d stay here, drag you
back to Mariners and not let you out of bed for a month.”

Mo wasn’t quite sure what to say to this, only that it was probably
one of the nicest things a man had ever said to her.

“I’d need to do the mucking out,” she said.
Ashley laughed. “Oh, Red! I’m Cashley, remember? I’ll just pay

somebody to do that. You won’t have the energy left to lift a pitchfork
when I’m finished with you! Besides, once I’ve got you to myself,
Red, I’m not letting you go for a very long time.” He leant across and



kissed her softly, and Mo closed her eyes and gave in to the heaven
of feeling his mouth claiming hers.

“When I get back we’ll talk some more,” Ashley told her as they
broke apart. “I promise.”

He’d opened the car door at that point and, as the interior light had
flickered over his features, Mo had been taken aback to see how
tired he’d looked. His sculpted face was pale, the skin taut over his
sharp cheekbones, and there were purple hollows beneath his dark
eyes. He was looking even worse than he’d seemed earlier in the
day, when he’d claimed he’d had a hangover. Suddenly, it felt as
though an icy hand was squeezing her heart.

“Is everything all right?”
The passenger door had slammed and all was shadows again.
“Of course,” Ashley had said easily, strolling to the driver’s side as

Mo’s window whirred down. “Just a couple of appointments in the
Big Smoke and a few loose ends to tie up.”

“You look really tired.”
She had seen his teeth flash, white in the darkness. “It’s been an

energetic kind of a day!” he’d replied. “I’ve got a bit of a headache
too. I’ll head back now but I’ll see you when I’m back. Then we can
talk.”

Mo had nodded, but she hadn’t wanted to let him go. Everything in
her had been screaming to keep Ashley close – which was
nonsensical, of course. They hadn’t made any promises and they
were nothing to each other. Still, once he’d kissed her goodnight and
been swallowed up by the shadows of Fernside she’d sat staring
after him for a long time.

And that had been the last Mo had seen or heard from Ashley
Carstairs for nine days and twenty minutes – not that she was
counting or anything. So much for the line he’d spun her about their
afternoon being special. He obviously hadn’t meant a word.

She’d played right into his hands, hadn’t she? Yet he’d seemed so
genuine…

“Sorry, Mo.” Summer ended the call and slipped her mobile into
her bag. “Jake was just wondering what time we’d be back.”

See, that was what normal men did. They called the women they
cared about and checked in with them; they didn’t bonk their brains



out in a wheat field and then make cryptic comments before
vanishing. Then again, Mo had to admit that if her recent behaviour
was anything to go by, she didn’t have much of a brain for Ashley to
bonk out. It was time to face the facts: she’d been taken for a fool.
Ashley had probably laughed all the way to London and was even
right now sniggering about how easy it had been to take in Mo
Tremaine. No doubt he was chinking glasses of champagne with
some blonde or other in his hot tub. That Mo’s mental image of life in
London was an odd mixture of Austin Powers and the Playboy Club
circa 1970 was by the by. Realistic or not, the stabbing misery she
was feeling remained the same.

“Jake said that the horses were fine,” Summer continued.
Mo stared at her blankly.
“Evening stables?” Her friend prompted. She looked worried. “Are

you sure you’re OK?”
“Sorry, Sums. I was miles away thinking about the next

competition,” improvised Mo swiftly. Lord, she was turning into such
a fibber lately. She ought to make an appointment to see Jules about
it or, fornication aside, she’d be going straight to hell. Anyway, she
really should be thinking about the upcoming one-day event; it was
the first intermediate outing for her horse Splash, who was often
brilliant but could be tricky depending on what mood he was in. Much
as she adored him, Mo was in two minds about whether to press on
with him or sell him. Eventers sold rides on all the time because
different horses clicked with different riders – what worked for
William Fox-Pitt might not perform well for Mark Todd – but Mo hated
giving up on a horse. It felt like such a failure.

Humans, though? Well, they were another issue entirely. Those
she had always been able to take or leave. Or, at least, she had until
lately. Recent events seemed to have changed everything and now
Mo’s whole world felt as though it was on its head. While Summer
poured them more wine, Mo took a deep breath and did her best to
banish the memory of those dark eyes, that determined mouth and
that mocking, white-toothed smile.

Something strange was happening to her and Mo didn’t like it one
bit. She just hoped that, whatever it was, she’d be over it soon.



Chapter 11
Thursday afternoon was brooding and thundery and sultry. The sky,
bruised with swollen purple clouds, seemed to hang heavy over the
navy blue sea, and trickles of sickly lemon sunlight turned the grass
of Mo’s schooling paddock to acid green. Without the calling gulls, all
seeking shelter out on the cliffs, there was an eerie silence. Even
here at the top of the hill there was hardly a breath of wind. Bees still
droned in amongst the wild flowers, but somehow they looked out of
sorts and almost too fat to fly with their plump furry bodies and tiny
wings. Still confined to his stable, Mr Dandy pulled listlessly at his
hay net, while in the paddock the other horses stamped their feet at
the flies and swished their tails irritably.

Everything looked slightly wrong and felt a little off-centre – which
suited Mo just fine, since this was exactly how she was feeling. A
headache was beating at her temples and after a long torturous
morning teaching ham-fisted teenagers she was feeling a bit frayed
around the edges. The only light at the end of today’s tunnel was
that she planned to spend time with Ashley’s new horses later. They
had arrived a few days ago and settled in beautifully. Mo had shed a
few tears into The Bandmaster’s mane when she’d unloaded him,
and quite a few more when Ashley’s schoolmaster had planted a
soup-plate hoof on her foot, but to see Bandy cantering gleefully
around the paddock and calling to all his old friends had been worth
a few crushed toes. Even the extra mucking out and grooming didn’t
matter.

Ashley’s horses might have arrived at Polwenna Equestrian but of
their master there was still absolutely no sign. So much for that
afternoon being special. There hadn’t even been a text message
from Ashley, and the silence was driving Mo crazy. Although she was
telling herself that she only wanted to hear from him as an owner in
order to give him a professional update on his horses’ progress,
deep down Mo knew that she wasn’t being totally honest with
herself. She’d never been this bothered about keeping in touch with
Ella St Milton when Ella had owned The Bandmaster. In fact, Mo had
been known to put her phone on silent in the hope of avoiding Ella’s



constant barrage of calls. It was not so with Bandy’s latest owner,
though, and when her brother Nick had asked whether she’d
developed some kind of nervous twitch, Mo had been forced to stop
herself from checking her mobile every few minutes.

And she wasn’t going to check it again. No way!
Yet despite this resolution, Mo’s hand slid into her pocket and

closed around her phone. She snatched it away furiously. Enough
was enough! This was getting ridiculous! To distract herself she
decided to school Splash over the course in her jumping paddock.
The young horse had been going very nicely lately and Mo was
quietly confident that he would do well at the weekend. One good
win was all she needed, Mo reminded herself as she led Splash in
from the paddock in order to tack him up for some practice. If she
could just attract a bit of interest from some of the local sponsors
then surely somebody would be willing to give her a chance? Now
that she had The Bandmaster again, a horse with the potential to
reach advanced level if ever there was one, she was surely several
steps closer to making it as an eventer?

Having tied Splash up in the yard, fetched her grooming kit and
then returned to him, Mo did her best to focus on flicking the dried
mud from his coat. No, she wasn’t going to dwell on the
uncomfortable thought that she only had Bandy thanks to Ashley.
He’d bought the horse for her to ride. Why had he done that if she’d
just been a quick bit of fun to pass a quiet afternoon or merely
another conquest, the next Polwenna Bay acquisition that he simply
couldn’t resist? Even as she fastened Splash’s tendon boots, Mo
was struggling to find plausible solutions to these questions. The
only answer she could come up with, and this was the one that
scared her the most, was that maybe Ashley was serious about her.
But if he was serious, why the radio silence? That just didn’t make
sense. Mo was a heart-on-her-sleeve kind of person and she found it
almost impossible to play the games that she’d seen her friends and
siblings play in their relationships. It all looked like far too much work
to her. If you liked someone then surely you liked them and, if you
were lucky, they liked you back?

As she lugged Splash’s tack across the yard, Mo reflected that life
had been so much easier when she’d just detested Ashley. Everyone



had known where they’d stood then and life had been, if not exactly
simple, at least pretty much black and white. All this sneaking into
her thoughts where he had absolutely no right to be was driving her
crazy.

“Afternoon, Red.”
Mo’s heart almost leapt out of her chest at this drawled greeting.

She’d been so engrossed in her thoughts as she was tacking up that
she’d failed to notice none other than Ashley Carstairs himself,
leaning against the gate like a figment of her imagination come to
life.

“What are you doing here?” Mo blurted.
“Nice to see you too.” Unlatching the gate and letting himself in,

Ashley grinned across the yard at her. “The last time I looked, I
owned a couple of the horses here and I was sleeping with the
owner.”

“Ssh! Don’t say that!” hissed Mo, glancing around the yard in
horror as though Mr Dandy and Splash could understand every
word.

Ashley just laughed. “It’s true though. I’ve not thought about much
else since I left. How about you?”

“Hardly given it a second thought,” said Mo airily. “Apart from the
horse part, obviously.”

“Obviously,” nodded Ashley. He was attempting to look serious but
his twitching lips gave him away. Mo, trying very hard not to think
about how those lips had felt when they’d traced fiery kisses along
her collarbone and onto the soft skin of her breasts, busied herself
tightening Splash’s girth. The truth was that she didn’t trust herself to
look at Ashley. One glance into those dangerous eyes would be all it
took for her to forget about the past fortnight of death-by-text-silence.
In the bright stormy sunshine he was every bit as handsome as she
remembered. He was wearing jeans and Timberland boots, and his
green tee shirt showed off his strong muscles and the tanned skin
that had looked so dark when pressed against her own white limbs.
His hair was covered by a daft trendy beanie hat set at a jaunty
angle, but his broad shoulders, narrow hips and assured stance
made her feel wobbly. When he smiled, a big and genuine smile, Mo
was glad she was leaning against her horse.



“So, how have you been?” he asked.
“Fine.” Mo focused all her attention on pulling down her stirrups.

“I’ve been very busy actually. Somebody has brought two extra
horses to my yard and not bothered to check on them. It’s been a fair
bit of extra work for me. But then you’d know all about being busy at
work, I guess? You’ve been so flat out that you never even had the
time to text and ask how the horses were.”

“Ah, I see. You felt I should have texted Bandy and Spirit but—” he
grinned at her, “—maybe I was expecting my livery owner to text me
and update me on my… horses? Perhaps I thought I would hear
from her? I’m sure they’re amazing animals but I wasn’t aware that
they could use mobile phones. Red, you have trained them well. Can
they use Facebook too? Or even make a call?”

Mo’s cheeks grew warm. They both knew that they weren’t talking
about the horses. The idea of her calling him had never even
crossed her mind – and Mo, who considered herself a feminist and
any man’s equal, felt suddenly very ashamed. Why on earth hadn’t it
occurred to her to get in touch with Ashley? This wasn’t the 1950s.

“Chill, Red. Even if you had called to update me on my livery, you
wouldn’t have been able to get hold of me,” Ashley told her. “There
were no phones allowed where I went.”

“Where was that then? The Priory?” Mo shot back, more from
force of habit than any real desire to spar.

A shadow flitted across his face. “I wish. Maybe they have a ten-
step programme that could get me over you?”

“Or that could stop you playing Monopoly with pretty Cornish
fishing villages?” she countered. “That would be good. We all know
you’re after the church.”

He yawned. “Change the record. Believe me, if I wanted the
church I’d have bought it long ago. What I want can’t be bought.
Unfortunately.”

Mo’s mouth was dry. Was he saying that he wanted her? And if so,
why did that thought make her stomach knot deliciously as though it
was a hay net and he was tugging at the drawstring?

Ashley fastened the gate and crossed the yard to give Splash a
pat, but as he raised his hand to caress the horse’s well-muscled
neck Mo was shocked to see that the back of his right hand was



bruised. She frowned. Save the odd Saturday night watching
Casualty with Granny Alice, Mo was no expert on medical matters,
but to her this looked as though his hand had been cannulated.
Suddenly she would have given anything to snatch back her sharp
jibe.

Had he been in hospital?
“Don’t look so worried. It’s nothing,” he said, catching her look. “I

just had a few tests and some vitamin shots but, like I said, there’s a
no-phones policy. I guess it’s a private hospital thing, you know?”

Mo, who was more likely to fly to Mars than ever see the inside of
a private hospital, didn’t have a clue – but she did know when
somebody wasn’t being straight with her. What on earth was he
hiding?

“So, about my horses?” he said slowly. “When can we discuss
them?”

Hot sun. Hard earth beneath her back. His weight pressed into
her…

Mo pushed the memories aside. “I’m just going to school Splash
for twenty minutes, then I’ll tell you all about the horses and we can
sort out when you want to start riding. Maybe even today if you like?”

Ashley’s gaze slipped away. “There’s no hurry for that.”
“There bloody well is,” said Mo. “I can’t exercise another two on

my own. There aren’t enough hours in the day.”
“So I’ll get you some help.”
She stared at him. “You’d rather pay for a groom than ride your

own horse?”
“Like you, I can’t do it all.”
“But you’ve got two amazing horses here.” Mo didn’t understand

what she was hearing. It made no sense. “What’s the point of having
them if you don’t ride? I thought that was the whole point of buying
Spirit?” She stared at him, looking for some clue as to what he was
thinking, but his handsome face was shuttered.

“Maybe I got a bit carried away? Like I told you, you can ride them.
If it’s a question of money I’ll pay you.”

Mo shook her head. “I’m not a charity case, Ashley. I can just
about get my head around having The Bandmaster and riding him
for you as a sponsor, but Spirit is just going to cost you money.”



Ashley shrugged. “Money I’ve got lots of. Time – not so much. For
now, you ride them both, OK, and I’ll see about sorting out some
extra help for you. No,” he added when she started to protest, “this
isn’t up for debate. If I want a top horse and a top rider then I know it
won’t come cheap – and you can’t waste time on stable chores when
you should be riding and competing. That’s the bottom line. If you
want to compete The Bandmaster at a serious level then you need to
listen to me on this. I’m your sponsor and that means I call the shots.
Understand?”

Mo shut her mouth. Although her independent streak was up in
protest, the pragmatic part of her knew that he was absolutely right:
she was spreading herself too thin. Fox-Pitt and Zara Phillips and all
the other top riders had grooms to help them, after all. But, then
again, they probably didn’t spend long summer afternoons making
love to their sponsors in wheat fields…

“I’ll think it over,” she said eventually.
“And find that the answer is yes,” said Ashley firmly. He glanced

over at the paddock where Mo’s course of four-foot-six fences was
waiting. “Now, why don’t you go and school for a bit? Then once
you’re done we can talk about the details.”

The way he said talk made her shiver because his eyes said
something very different. Splash, sensing the electricity that crackled
between them, began to snort and paw the ground. Sparks flew from
his metal-tipped hooves and fat raindrops started to fall. Glancing
across to the cliff top, Mo saw lightning slice through the purple
clouds. If she wanted to school then she’d better get on with it before
the storm came in.

“OK, we’ll talk,” she agreed grudgingly. “But it’s not a done deal.”
“Oh yes it is, Red. Now be careful over those jumps,” Ashley

ordered as she swung up into the saddle and gathered her reins.
“I’m not sure I’m a fan of you risking your neck for a living, Mo. Life is
precious.”

Mo pulled a face. “That kind of soft attitude won’t get you around
Badminton.”

“No,” she thought she heard Ashley say softly as she nudged
Splash into a walk and headed to the paddock, “but it will keep you
alive.”





Chapter 12
Ashley Carstairs was in big trouble.

He’d never, ever felt about anyone the way that he felt about
Morwenna Tremaine. He no longer cared if this was down to his
illness or not; from the second he’d left the village until his return
only forty minutes ago, she’d been all he could think about. The past
fortnight had been utter torture, not because of the tests and the grim
faces of his doctors (although it was fair to say that these things
hadn’t exactly been a bundle of laughs), but because every second
away from Morwenna Tremaine had felt like wasted time – and time
was something that Ashley knew could be in very short supply.

As he watched Mo ride away from him on half a tonne of snorting,
prancing horse, Ashley’s heart was slamming against his ribs. She
looked so tiny and so fragile perched up there. He couldn’t imagine
how he’d feel watching her hurtle cross-country on The Bandmaster.
Christ, maybe that hadn’t been his smartest move, buying Mo the
means to risk her white and totally kissable neck over huge fixed
fences? Ashley was alarmed to realise that he wanted nothing quite
so much as to keep Mo safe, to wrap his arms around her and to
hold her close. He wanted to press his face against her soft hair and
breathe in the very essence of her, and he wanted to make love to
her again and again and again. He never wanted to let her go.

The difficulty was that in reality Mo Tremaine was about as cuddly
as a cactus and, judging by the taut expression on her face and the
hurt he’d seen in those heart-stopping blue eyes, Ashley had a bad
feeling that he’d ballsed things up pretty spectacularly by not
contacting her. He’d thought it best to give her space to figure things
out and realise just how good they could be together, but he could
see now that this might have been a severe error of judgement.
Women didn’t view having space in quite the same way as men, did
they? They interpreted it as being ignored or, even worse, being
seen as a mistake.

For a smart guy, Ashley told himself despairingly, you certainly
know how to cock things up. Would Mo believe him if he told her that
he’d not stopped thinking about her for a single second? Even when



he’d been having tests and listening to his consultant deliver the
bleakest scenario, Ashley had been holding thoughts of Mo close to
his heart like a talisman. Her energy and her unbroken spirit filled
him with hope, if not for the future then at least for what time he may
have left.

I should have called her, he reflected as he leaned against the
paddock fence and watched Mo – her deliciously full bottom lip
between her teeth – cantering the huge horse around with absolute
concentration. I should tell her how I feel. She shouldn’t be in any
doubt at all, because he certainly wasn’t. For the first time in his
adult life Ashley knew exactly how he felt about a woman. Perhaps it
was a side effect of the tumour pressing on his brain, but if that was
the case then he didn’t care. If a tumour could make him feel like this
then at least there was some sort of blessing to accompany its
curse.

Ashley knew that he was completely and utterly in love with
Morwenna Tremaine. He wasn’t sure how or why it had happened,
given that she was spiky and independent and argumentative and
the opposite of the pliant glamorous types he usually went for, but he
adored her and that was that. He loved her sharp tongue, her clever
mind and her determination just as much as he loved her soft lips,
lithe sexy body and mane of damson and auburn tangles. No woman
he’d ever known had wound her way into his heart and soul the way
that Morwenna Tremaine had. If he was honest with himself, and
honesty was something that Ashley was trying hard to work on these
days, he’d been smitten from the moment he’d first encountered her
at a PAG meeting. And that time when she’d stood up to him in the
pub had only strengthened his desire. With her blue eyes glittering
with anger and her curls tossing furiously, Ashley hadn’t heard a
word she’d said. All he’d been able to think about was how much he
wanted to grab the sexy little spitfire, drag her into bed and make
love to her until she couldn’t argue anymore.

He’d not really been able to think about much else ever since.
While Ashley was deep in thought, Mo aimed Splash at the first

jump and with a creak of leather and jingle of metal the horse surged
into the air. The pair landed with a soft beat of hooves, followed by
several strides before Mo gathered up all that power and energy



again to launch them over a triple. She hardly moved in the saddle;
just the slightest shift of her weight and the gentlest half-halt
steadied the horse as they flew over the jumps together.

“Well done!” he heard her say to the horse as she patted the
animal’s hot neck. “Good boy, Splash!”

Mo’s face was softer now and she was grinning from ear to ear.
She yanked off her crash hat and shook her wild red curls free
before leaning forwards and throwing her arms around the horse’s
neck and showering it with kisses.

“What did you think?” she called.
I think if I’m jealous of a horse then I’ve really got it bad, thought

Ashley despairingly as he gave her the thumbs up.
“It looked bloody good from here,” he said warmly.
“It was the best this bugger’s done lately, so I’m going to end on a

good note and let him stretch,” Mo decided. “Would you fetch his
cooler? It’s the red one hanging over the stable door.”

“What am I, your groom?”
She snorted. “Hardly. Any groom worth their salt would have

fetched the cooler ages ago. But you’ll do for now, I suppose.
Anyway, you’re a horse owner now, so you may as well learn the
ropes. You could fill a bucket of water as well while you’re at it.”

“I love it when you’re bossy,” said Ashley, “and the whips-and-
boots dominatrix look turns me on no end, but shouldn’t we have a
safe word?”

“How about now?” suggested Mo but she was smiling at him,
thank God, and his heart lifted. It looked as though he was forgiven.

Obediently, Ashley went to get the cooler, then busied himself
filling buckets and chatting to the other horses. While he scratched
Mr Dandy’s nose he wondered what on earth was stopping him from
telling Mo how he felt.

“Why don’t I know what to say or what to do when I’m with your
mum?” he asked Mr Dandy. But Mr Dandy just snorted and blew
sweet hay-scented breath through his nose, and didn’t seem to have
any answers either.

Ashley felt the same way himself. Usually he was so assured, so
confident and knew exactly what to do. His entire adult life, Ashley
had managed to handle women with a smooth charm and ease that



had been the envy of many of his friends. From one-night stands to
long-term girlfriends, he’d always managed to extricate himself with
just the right amount of gentlemanly behaviour and kindness.
Accordingly, none of them had ever had a bad word to say about him
– and, as an added bonus, they were often more than willing to
come back for the occasional night of no-strings fun, leaving him free
to enjoy the bachelor life.

So what was making everything so difficult with Morwenna
Tremaine? He’d done all he could to win her over, from the grand
gestures of signing over Fernside to buying The Bandmaster back.
But none of that seemed to impress her, and neither did the fast cars
and status symbols that usually did the trick. He’d been at a total
loss until their simple picnic in the field – and even then he’d half
hoped, half feared that sleeping with her would get her out of his
system.

Well, that had failed in spectacular style. Making love to Mo, a girl
he had actually fallen for, was like nothing else he’d ever known.
That afternoon had been incredible and as they’d lain in each other’s
arms, Ashley tenderly stroking damp tendrils of hair from Mo’s
flushed cheeks, he’d known that just in the space of a few hours his
life had changed forever. Rather than sex being a means to get over
his infatuation, it had only made his feelings stronger and moved
everything to a whole new level. Feeling her heart racing against his
as he’d held her close, Ashley had realised that he was in deep. He
could blame the tumour as much as he liked, but he knew it wasn’t
the reason why he felt all at sea with Mo.

The truth was that he’d never really cared enough before to want
someone else’s happiness to matter more than his own. Falling in
love with Mo had changed everything.

Ashley passed a hand over his eyes. A headache nagged at his
temples, although whether it was from the oppressive humid air or
something more sinister he couldn’t say. He’d spent the days in
hospital thinking things over and over and over until he’d felt giddy
but, no matter what, he’d kept returning to the same conclusion: he
was head over heels in love with Morwenna Tremaine.

He really hadn’t seen this coming. Just as he’d told her, that
afternoon on the cliffs had been about so much more than sex: it had



been the beginning of something he hadn’t really understood until it
was too late, something so much bigger than him.

He exhaled wearily. What a mess. He had nothing to offer her now,
did he? These latest tests weren’t likely to yield good news, so how
could he tell Mo how he felt and become involved with her when their
time together might well be measured in months rather than years?
And that was if he was lucky. It seemed the bitterest irony of all that it
was only now that he’d found someone he wanted to share his life
with, that his life was likely to be snatched away.

Mo was loosening Splash’s girth now. Slipping her feet from the
stirrups, she jumped down to the ground. She looked tiny beside the
big horse but exuded so much life and energy that Ashley was struck
again by how tired and weak he was becoming. Even filling and
carrying two buckets had been an effort, and the headache was
growing like a dark swirling entity deep inside his skull. His hand
slipped into his pocket and his fingers curled around the blister pack
of tablets. If it got bad enough then he knew he could take a couple –
but they would knock him out for hours and take him away from Mo,
which was the only place he wanted to be right now. He didn’t want
any more moments stolen because he didn’t know how many there
might be left.

This was why he had to tell her how he felt about her and, his
heart clenched at the thought, the truth about him. It was almost
funny how scared of this he was. He’d masterminded takeovers,
bought and sold millions of pounds’ worth of shares and still ran a
highly successful company, but none of this had ever made him feel
anywhere near as nervous as the pressing need to lay his heart on
the line with Mo.

“I’ll just hose him down,” Mo called, slinging off the tack as though
it was made of feathers rather than heavy leather, and leading
Splash to the hose. “When I’m done, if you could bring the sweat
scraper and grooming kit, that would help. You’re not just here to
look pretty.”

He grinned wickedly. “Glad you think I’m pretty!”
Mo turned scarlet and he loved her even more for her

embarrassment at this slip of her tongue.



“Feel free to give yourself a cold shower too,” Ashley teased.
“Sounds to me as though you need it!”

Mo ignored him and, still laughing, Ashley fetched a grooming kit
and located what looked like a scraper for window cleaning. He’d no
idea whatsoever about anything equine, but this looked about right.

While Mo tended to the horse, spending ages hosing each leg in
turn, Ashley sat on the mounting block and let his thoughts drift back
to this morning’s warning from Stephen Oliver, his consultant.

Mr Oliver had been peering over his spectacles in that manner he
had, which always made Ashley feel like a schoolboy being ticked off
by his headmaster rather than a multimillionaire businessman who
was actually paying for the best medical care possible. “Well, we
already know the good news,” the consultant had said, “which is that
it’s non-malignant. The biopsy should indicate that nothing has
altered in that respect.”

Ashley had nodded. “We knew all this before, but the bloody
thing’s grown back again. And, anyway, you said there was always a
possibility that it could change and become cancerous. I do listen; it
hasn’t destroyed my memory just yet.”

Mr Oliver had chosen to ignore Ashley’s barbed remark. “Indeed.
It’s true, the biopsy results will tell us more, as will the scans, but I
really don’t advise that you travel far from the hospital. That was an
invasive procedure and you need to rest. You may even find that
your symptoms worsen. I’d be happier to keep you in for another
twenty-four hours.”

“And the bad news is?” Ashley had tried to joke.
“That we may need to operate sooner rather than later. Benign or

malign, the pressure this tumour exerts on your brain will only
exacerbate the symptoms. We may need to begin corticosteroids
too.”

Why the hell didn’t these people talk in plain English? Ashley had
tried not to panic but his stomach had lurched like a roller-coaster
ride.

“Are you telling me that the time may be coming to operate on this
properly?” he’d asked. Christ, he hoped not. The operation was risky
to say the least, not that he really had any choice in the matter. “I’ve



lived with this thing for long enough now. Can’t it wait for a few
months more?”

The silence this question was met with told him all he needed to
know. Clearly not. It looked as though the final grains of sand in his
egg timer were about to run out. To his surprise, though, his first
thought hadn’t been for himself: it had been for Mo. He couldn’t
waste a second more – he had to tell her how he felt. She had to
know the truth.

Ashley hadn’t stuck around after that. Against all his consultant’s
advice he’d discharged himself from the hospital early and caught
the next train down to Cornwall. He’d not even stopped to change his
clothes but had come straight to Mo’s yard. Now he had to find the
strength to tell her the truth.

He took a deep breath. There was no time like the present. It was
going to have to be now.



Chapter 13
Mo was pleased with Splash. He’d jumped beautifully this afternoon
and proved that, if in the right mood, he really did have the potential
that she’d always suspected. She was impressed with herself, too,
for managing to focus on the jumps even though every cell of her
body had been leaping about and shrieking that Ashley Carstairs
was over there! Truly, it was a double achievement to have ridden so
well, given that she couldn’t recall ever being quite so distracted in
her life.

Hosing Splash down, Mo stole a glance at Ashley from under her
lashes. He was sitting on the mounting block, one ankle resting on
the top of the opposite knee and the taut muscles of his legs
enticingly outlined by the denim. One look at him was all it took for
Mo to forget all her annoyance and the angst of the past fortnight. He
was so ridiculously handsome. He wasn’t classically good-looking in
the way that her younger brother Zak was (according to her female
friends, at least) or athletic and rugged like her eldest sibling Jake,
but there was a poise and dangerous grace about Ashley that
reminded her of a panther. This, teamed with the sculpted high-
boned face and intense eyes, made her legs shaky and her insides
turn to gloop.

Sensing Mo looking over, Ashley smiled at her, a big smile that lit
his eyes to warm cognac and made her own mouth curve upwards in
answer.

Oh Lord, thought Mo as her heart turned to bran mash, this was
bad…

“Would you throw the rug over Splash?” she asked quickly. If in
doubt, bark an order, she told herself. Pull yourself back from the
brink, Mo.

Without waiting for his reply, she slung the saddle and bridle over
her arm and headed for the tack room. Once inside, where the still
air was thick with the tangy scent of old leather and saddle soap, Mo
lifted the saddle onto the rack, leaned her forehead against the
cantle and closed her eyes in despair. What was happening to her?



At first she thought the arms that stole around her waist were just
a figment of her imagination, her longing made tangible, but then a
gentle hand lifted the heavy hair from the nape of her neck and she
felt the rasp of stubble as a kiss brushed against the sensitive skin. A
thousand butterflies fluttered in her tummy and Mo felt the tension of
the past days vanish. Then she turned her head and their lips
touched.

Mo gasped. His fingers were threaded through her hair and she
couldn’t move; there was nothing she could do except kiss him back.
As Ashley’s tongue danced against hers she thought that she could
kiss him forever. Held tightly against his strong body, Mo could feel
just how much he wanted her, and her pulsed raced in anticipation of
what was to come. She could hardly wait.

“I need to put Splash in his stable,” she murmured when they
broke apart.

“Is that a euphemism?”
His eyes glittered down at her, filled with such desire that Mo could

barely breathe. Slipping from his grasp she stepped away and
pointed to the yard, where the horse, swaddled in the red blanket,
was scraping the cobbles with an iron-shod hoof and looking
mutinous.

“He’ll get into mischief if I don’t put him inside.”
“It is a euphemism,” Ashley grinned, “and I totally agree. Although,

just for the record, getting into mischief sounds very good to me.
Maybe you could show me that hayloft you mentioned the other
day?”

Mo stood on tiptoes and kissed his mouth. “I’ll show you more than
the hayloft,” she promised, “but the horses have to come first,
Ashley.”

“I could make a joke about coming second, but that would be in
poor taste,” Ashley sighed, following her into the yard. “Maybe I’ll just
show you instead?”

But Mo, no longer listening to his teasing, ground to a complete
halt. While she and Ashley had been otherwise occupied in the tack
room, a Persil-white Range Rover had pulled up in the yard. A tall,
slim blonde was leaning against it studying her nails in a bored
fashion. In her white skinny jeans, towering nude heels and strapless



top she looked more dressed for an Ibiza nightclub than a stable
yard in Cornwall. Mo’s heart plopped into her riding boots.

It was only Ella St Milton. What the hell did she want now?
“Oh, there you are, Morwenna,” said Ella, pushing her oversized

Chanel sunnies onto her head and gazing at Mo through narrowed
eyes that had all the warmth of an industrial freezer. Mo, suddenly
very aware of her tatty jodhpurs and ancient tee shirt, felt her
hackles rise. There was no love lost between the two women, that
was for certain. The last time they’d spoken Mo had pleaded with
Ella to give her one more month with The Bandmaster, and Ella had
just sneered at her. Ella’s answer had been that, since Jake had
turned her down, there was no further point in leaving her horse with
his sister. Mo still burned with shame when she recalled how easy it
had been for Ella to bribe her to put a good word in with her brother.
She’d almost managed to wreck everything between him and
Summer.

It hadn’t exactly been her finest hour…
“What do you want?” Mo demanded rudely. She couldn’t help it;

Ella made her teeth itch. “If it’s about Jake, then he’s happy with
Summer – but if it’s any consolation, Nick thinks, and I quote, you’re
quite fit for an old bird.”

Ella’s tiny nose crinkled in distaste as though she could almost
smell fisherman Nick in his oilskins and smock.

“I think I’ll pass on that offer, thanks, darling. My tastes are rather
more refined these days. Anyway, it’s not a Tremaine I’m looking for.
I’m here to see Ashley.”

Ashley, who’d cannoned into Mo, looked surprised to hear this.
“Me?”

Ella’s eyes flickered over him approvingly. Mo recognised that
avaricious expression. Was Ashley the more refined taste to which
she’d referred? Painfully thin Ella with her designer bling and glossy
blonde mane was certainly far more Ashley’s type. Mo’s insides
tightened as though somebody had pulled them together with a
drawstring. She glanced at Ashley just in case she was missing
something, but he seemed equally bemused.

“Sorry, Ella, but I’m at a loss. What’s so urgent that you needed to
track me down?”



Ella gave a light laugh, which Mo recalled from school was often
the prelude to some particularly acidic comment.

“You are the owner of Polwenna Bay Hotel’s Bandmaster, aren’t
you? Oh, don’t deny it Ash; we all know Morwenna can hardly afford
to buy a pasty.”

“Technically I own the horse,” Ashley agreed calmly, “but actually
he’s for Mo.”

Ella raised an eyebrow. “My goodness. What did Mo do to deserve
that, I wonder?”

“I’m a bloody good eventer, as you’d know if you’d left the horse
with me,” Mo said furiously. “The truth is that Ashley’s my new
sponsor, which makes the horse Carstairs’ Bandmaster now. The
Polwenna Bay Hotel’s name can go, for a start.”

“Carstairs’ Bandmaster? That sounds like a stairlift for old folks!”
Ashley grimaced. “Maybe we ought to rethink that one, Mo?”

“I don’t care what you call him,” said Ella. “It’s irrelevant to me, Mo.
Anyway, I’m here to speak to the owner, not to you.” She delved into
the big Mulberry bag slouched over the crook of her arm – a bag that
Mo knew cost more than some of her saddles – and plucked out a
sheaf of papers. “These need signing.”

“What’s all that?” asked Ashley. His hand rested lightly on Mo’s
shoulder for a second before he stepped forward to take them.

“Breeding papers and passport,” Mo told him as she caught sight
of the documents. “Bloody Alex; he was supposed to do all that for
you. What a lazy git.”

“I’m the owner, which means I need to sign them first,” Ella said,
“which I’ll do, of course.”

“I’ll get a pen,” said Mo.
“Not here!” Ella sounded horrified at the very idea. “This is the sale

of an asset worth thousands of pounds! I’m not signing the papers in
a smelly farmyard.”

“An asset?” Mo could hardly believe her ears. “Is that really how
you see Bandy? He’s a horse, Ella! Not a commodity.”

Ella shook her head and raised her eyes to heaven. “Good luck,
Ashley. The horse is a sound investment but I really do suggest you
rethink your choice of rider. Mo’s far too emotional to be objective.”



“In your opinion, Ella,” said Ashley smoothly. “Personally, I admire
Mo’s passion and her dedication. She’s my choice.” He glanced at
Mo, adding softly, “In more ways than one.”

“Well, don’t blame me when it all goes wrong and she falls apart
when the bloody thing chips a hoof or something.” Ella snatched the
paperwork out of Ashley’s hands. “I’ll meet you tonight at seven in
the hotel bar. We can complete the transaction then and you can buy
me a drink. I think that’s the least you owe me. And don’t be late, not
like the last time. I’m not a patient woman.”

“What the hell was that supposed to mean?” Mo demanded once
Ella and her sports car had departed. “Why would you owe her
anything?”

“No idea,” said Ashley, but he couldn’t quite meet her eyes when
he said this. He had the same sort of sheepish expression that Mo
was used to seeing on the faces of Nick or Zak after a wild night out.
Ashley and Ella? Surely not?

“Have you been seeing Ella?”
“Hardly,” said Ashley. “In case you hadn’t noticed, Red, I’ve been

spending most of my time with you lately.”
“All right then, let me rephrase that.” Mo put her hands on her hips

and glowered at him. “Have you seen her in the past?”
He rolled his eyes. “Jealousy is such an ugly emotion, Red.

Beware the green-eyed monster. Of course I’ve seen her. Her family
owns the hotel where I’ve been staying while my house is
renovated.”

Mo chose to ignore the jealousy comment even though just the
mere thought of Ella being anywhere near Ashley filled her with
white-hot rage. In fact, if it was true she thought she might explode,
leaving nothing behind but a smoking pair of riding boots.

“Don’t get smart,” she snarled. “You know what I mean! Have you
slept with her?”

Ashley stared at her. “I can’t believe you’re asking me that.”
“And I can’t believe you’re not answering! Everyone else seems to

have shagged her, so why should you be any different?”
“Christ, Red, you should get yourself down on the quay,” he

drawled. “You’d make a great fishwife. And as for everyone else
having shagged Ella, as you so delicately put it, I am not everyone



else and, no, I haven’t had the pleasure. I’m not saying that the
thought didn’t cross my mind at one point – we’re both single
consenting adults, after all – but after a drink or two I knew that sex
with Ella wasn’t actually what I was looking for. For some unknown
and totally inexplicable reason there was somebody else on my
mind.”

There was somebody else? Apart from Ella? Mo wanted to
scream. Her instincts had been spot on from the very beginning,
hadn’t they? Ashley Carstairs wasn’t to be trusted an inch. He was
nothing but a player. Look at him now! He was laughing at her. What
a piece of work! And to think that she’d been stupid enough to
believe that he actually had genuine feelings for her and, most
shameful of all, to discover that she had feelings for him.

For a few beautiful, perfect moments Mo had even wondered if
she might have been falling in love…

“What the hell are you laughing at?” she demanded.
“You,” Ashley replied, holding up his hands and stepping

backwards in mock terror. “You are so god-damn sexy when you’re
cross.”

He’d not find her quite so sexy when she bopped him on the nose,
Mo fumed.

“I don’t know what you’re looking so pleased about,” she snapped.
“You being green with envy,” Ashley replied, still smiling. “Jesus,

Red, you’re worse than Othello! Still, it’s nice to know you care.”
“I’m not jealous! And I don’t care.”
He raised an eyebrow. “Really? So if I did meet Ella tonight for a

drink and to complete the paperwork it wouldn’t bother you at all?”
“Not in the slightest,” lied Mo.
“Fibber,” Ashley said softly. He stepped forward and pulled her into

his arms, still laughing at how rigidly she was holding herself. “My
sweet little fibber. Oh Mo, don’t you understand anything at all?”

His laughter stopped abruptly and he gazed down at her.
“Don’t you know how I feel about you?”
Mo stared up at him. She felt dangerously close to tears, which

wasn’t like her at all. Bloody Ashley Carstairs. She’d been doing fine,
happy to be on her own until she’d met him. And now look at her.

He reached out and tenderly traced her cheek.



“Can’t you even guess?”
Mo shook her head. She didn’t trust herself to speak when there

was too much tied up in his answer; her hopes and her fears all
bundled up together, emotions that Mo had never shared with a
single soul, not even with Summer or Jake. Somehow though,
Ashley Carstairs had managed to steal closer to her heart than
anyone else. Could she trust him with it?

“Tell me, Ashley,” she whispered.
He kissed her softly and time seemed to slow down. All she could

hear was the racing of her heart and Ashley catching his breath and
then, annoyingly, the harsh chime of a mobile phone.

Ashley’s hand flew to his pocket and he pulled a face. “Bloody
phones. No sense of timing. Let me turn that off.”

He slipped it from his jeans, glanced at the screen and inhaled
sharply. In that briefest of seconds Mo felt him slip away from her; he
didn’t so much as move or speak a word, and yet he might as well
have been transported a thousand miles away. Whoever it was who
was calling him certainly exerted some strange hold: Ashley’s face
had tightened and he was gripping the phone so hard that his
knuckles glowed chalky white through his flesh.

The green-eyed monster that he’d teased her about growled and
dug its claws deep into Mo’s heart. Was it another woman calling?

“Sorry, Mo, but I really need to take this,” he said, turning on his
heel and striding across the yard away from her. It was a call that
required privacy, then. Although the air was still, Mo couldn’t catch
his words. She couldn’t help it: her ears were out on elastic. Ashley’s
tone was clear enough, even if his words were muffled. He sounded
angry at first, then almost pleading before swinging back to anger.
He stood with his back to her but Mo guessed from his body
language that Ashley was only just clinging on to his temper.
Whoever it was he was speaking to must have really got to him.

Once the call was over he stood motionless for a moment, visibly
gathering himself. Mo could see that she was right: Ashley was
deeply upset. His face was set, a muscle ticked in his cheek and his
eyes were dark with fury.

It had to be a girlfriend who’d just called, Mo concluded as she
focused all her attention on checking Splash’s legs for lumps and



bumps. It was an ex maybe, giving him a hard time about something
or other. This was what usually made Zak or Nick look so agitated.
That would explain the constant coming and going as well as the
silence of the past couple of weeks. Ashley had said that there were
no calls allowed where he’d been staying. If he’d been with a
girlfriend then that made perfect sense, didn’t it? He wouldn’t have
wanted some fling from Cornwall disturbing his London love nest.

Mo shot the bolts of the stable door across with a clatter and gave
the kick bolt a savage boot with her steel toecap. Only moments ago
she’d been in serious danger of making a complete fool of herself,
and over what? An afternoon’s fun? A quick distraction for him? It
didn’t matter that it hadn’t felt like just a fling, or that all of Mo’s
worries and reservations had flown away from the very first moment
that Ashley had taken her in his arms; the truth was that he had a
whole other life that she knew nothing about.

He was a total stranger. He was Cashley. What had she been
thinking?

“I have to leave.” Ashley’s voice sounded odd and although he
was standing beside her he seemed even more distant than before.
“There’s something I have to do in London and I’m needed there
urgently. They can’t do without me.”

Not a girlfriend then? He looked so earnest that she felt compelled
to believe him, and she was horrified just how huge the relief was.

“Do you have to go right now?” Mo asked. She hated the way that
her stomach felt as though it was freefalling. “You’ve only just come
back. Surely you can stay until tomorrow.”

“I shouldn’t have left. I wasn’t supposed to and I knew that really.
There’s unfinished business.”

Business. Not a relationship.
“Can’t it wait? You’re the boss aren’t you?”
He gave a harsh laugh. “Not this time, Red. Right now I’m not in

control at all; I’m on another timescale altogether. I need to get back
to the city.”

“Ella will be gutted. I bet she’s bathing in asses’ milk right now in
anticipation of doing the paperwork with you this evening,” Mo tried
teasing to lighten the atmosphere, but Ashley didn’t respond. He was
miles away.



Mo took a deep breath and laid herself bare. “Oh, sod Ella, Ashley.
I don’t want you to go. I’d like you to stay. Please. Stay with me
tonight.”

There. She’d said it and she was trembling all over because Mo
Tremaine never, ever said that she needed anyone. She never
asked. And she certainly never asked a man.

Ashley looked at her for what felt like forever. At last she thought
he was on the brink of saying something; he raised his hand as
though about to touch her cheek. Then his arm fell heavily back to
his side. Shaking his head, he stepped away. When he finally spoke,
his voice was cool and clipped. The urgency of before had vanished
just like the sunshine that had been smothered by the scudding
charcoal clouds gathering above the sea.

“Mo, I can’t stay. Not now and not ever. I had no right coming here
today and I certainly had no right to think about getting involved with
you.”

She stared at him and her vision swam. “But we are involved.
What about the other afternoon?”

“The other afternoon was a mistake. It should never have
happened.”

Mo felt as winded as though she’d taken a crashing fall.
“It was a mistake,” Ashley repeated. “It’s something that should

never have happened and we need to forget it, do you understand,
Mo? You must never think about it again. It will never happen again.”

There was a look in his eyes that was so bleak it frightened her.
“You don’t mean that,” she whispered. He couldn’t mean it. When

he’d just kissed her she’d felt something that she’d struggled to
name but that had felt terrifyingly close to love. How could one
phone call change that?

Ashley was silent and Mo’s stomach tied itself in tighter knots with
every passing second.

“You don’t mean it,” she said again.
“I’m afraid I do,” Ashley replied dully. “Forget about me, Mo. Put

me out of your mind. It’s over, whatever it was.”
She stared at him. “What if I don’t want to do that?”
“You don’t have any choice.” He looked away from her, fixing his

gaze on the sweeping clouds. “Neither of us does.”



“That’s bollocks,” Mo cried. “We both have every choice. Why
not?”

“Because nothing else will ever happen. Can ever happen. It’s
best forgotten.”

“So that’s it?” Mo couldn’t believe her ears. He was walking away
with no explanation? Woods? Eventers? Lovemaking? All forgotten
in one five-minute call? It didn’t make any sense.

Ashley inclined his head in agreement. He couldn’t look at her.
“That’s it. Goodbye, Mo.”
Ashley turned on his heel and strode away from her. Mo stared

after him, stunned by the abrupt nature of a goodbye she’d never
seen coming. He paused to open the gate and she thought she saw
his hand reach up and dash over his eyes. She could have been
mistaken, though, because at that point the heavens opened and fat
spots of rain began to fall. In the distance thunder rumbled and the
horses in the paddock kicked up their heels and cantered around in
terror.

The gate clicked and the rain fell harder, but Mo didn’t move. She
stood in the yard, rain and tears mingling on her cheeks, gazing after
him. A chasm of loss, entirely at odds with the short interlude of
knowing him, opened and threatened to swallow her. It made no
sense. None of it.

And worst of all, Mo was filled with an awful feeling that she might
never see Ashley Carstairs again.



Chapter 14
Polwenna Bay’s post office was very busy for ten o’clock on a
Tuesday. Suspiciously busy in fact, thought Jules as she squeezed
through a crowd of villagers and almost sent a spinning display rack
of postcards flying. There were no tourist coaches in the village car
park today and, unless her Boss had decided to move His Son’s
birthday, it seemed unlikely that everyone had flocked here all at
once to send parcels on an August morning. Usually at this time
Jenny James, Polwenna Bay’s postmistress, was to be found playing
Candy Crush under the counter or sneaking a peak at the Mail
Online, but not so today. Looking like a rabbit trapped in the
headlights, Jenny was rushed off her feet serving an enormous
queue of villagers, all of whom had suddenly discovered an urgent
need for a stamp or postal order.

There couldn’t be anyone left tending to their own businesses,
Jules thought wryly as Silver Starr wafted by in a cloud of patchouli
and Kursa Penwarren attacked the post office’s ATM with the same
gusto that she usually played the fruit machine in the pub. The
surgery was evidently a GP short right now too, given that Dr
Richard Penwarren was here engrossed in the charity-book
selection. Work up at Mariners must have ground to a halt as well,
because the Pollards were browsing the stationery. Sheila Keverne
and Saffron Jago had abandoned the vital gossip in the village shop
and were loitering by the Cornish china. Even Teddy St Milton, Ella’s
playboy brother and heir apparent to his grandfather’s hotel empire,
had pulled his Aston up outside at a rakish angle and was headed
toward the post office.

Oh Lord, Jules thought as her heart plummeted into her Crocs,
this could only mean one thing: somebody must have let it slip that
the first batch of the Save St Wenn’s calendar had been delivered.
Glancing at Danny’s far too innocent face, Jules had a fairly good
idea who this might have been.

“What?” said Danny. His good eye was opened, wide and
guileless, but Jules wasn’t fooled for a millisecond.

“Don’t what me. You’ve told them all, haven’t you?”



“You have such a suspicious mind! Maybe they’re just making the
most of still having a post office?” suggested Danny.

Jules snorted. “When was the last time you saw Teddy St Milton in
the village, let alone queuing for the ATM? Look, he hasn’t even a
clue how to use it.”

Sure enough Teddy, looking overdressed and out of place in his
stripy Ralph Lauren boating blazer, was squinting in confusion at the
ATM, which was now beeping at him impatiently.

“Christ! Calm down!” he was saying to the machine. “I only asked
for five hundred! What’s the matter with that?”

“It’s fifty maximum per withdrawal,” Kursa explained helpfully.
Teddy looked stunned. “Is that all I’m allowed? Seriously? What on

earth can I buy with fifty quid?”
“That won’t even buy him a decent bottle of champagne,” Danny

whispered. “If you think Ella’s spoilt you’ve not seen anything yet.
Teddy’s something else.”

Jules imagined that usually money just appeared as if by magic in
Teddy’s wallet. She certainly wished it would appear miraculously in
the St Wenn’s bank account. With every day that brought them
closer to the bishop’s visit, Jules was feeling more panicked. She
knew that she ought to put her faith in God, and she was trying hard
to do that, but she had a dreadful feeling that the visit was just a
formality and that the diocese had already decided to close the
church. Unless she came up with something fast, St Wenn’s would
be a Peppermint Hippo club, or whatever it was called, before they
knew it. Jules just wasn’t convinced that a nude calendar was quite
the way to go. She’d had a vague plan that she’d get to the post
office, collect the calendars and buy them all up with what was left of
her meagre savings in order to prevent impending doom, but thanks
to Danny “The Mouth” Tremaine, that wasn’t going to happen now.

“OK, so maybe I did mention it in passing to just one or two
people,” Danny admitted sheepishly as they elbowed their way
through towards the counter.

“One or two?” As the villagers made way for her, Jules was feeling
a bit like Moses must have done when parting the Red Sea. Chris
the Cod from the chippy waved at her and even Pete the Post had



completed his round in record time to loiter innocently by the
postcards. “Danny, I’m about to be mobbed! This is ridiculous!”

“I thought we wanted to shift these calendars? Raise money for
the church?”

Jules could hardly admit that she’d hoped the project would fail.
Besides, it seemed that the whole village was well and truly behind
this fundraising effort, even if, as she strongly suspected, it was
because they all wanted a good gawk at their friends and neighbours
in the buff. Personally, the proofs had been enough to give her
nightmares – she now had mental images of Sheila and co that
decades of therapy probably couldn’t erase – but nobody else
seemed worried.

“If everyone just in this shop buys just one, that’s at least two
hundred quid,” Danny continued happily. “Look how it’s brought the
whole village together. We’re on our way!”

Jules didn’t have the heart to tell him that two hundred quid
wouldn’t even pay the latest heating bill for the church. Besides, Dan
was right: people were pulling together, which had to mean
something, surely?

Other than that they were all perverts, of course…
“Vicar! Thank goodness you’re here,” gasped Jenny when Jules

reached the front of the queue. Sealed in her little glass cubicle with
the villagers drawing ever closer, she had the traumatised look of a
last survivor in a zombie apocalypse movie. “I’ve taken the parcels
upstairs to the storeroom. I didn’t think they were safe here.”

“Parcels?” Jules frowned. “I thought we ordered fifty?”
Jenny shook her head and her earrings swung in agitation. “Didn’t

look like fifty to me, maid. There were ten crates.”
“Ten crates?” Jules heard herself screech.
“You sound like an Oscar Wilde play! A handbag?” Danny teased

– and then wailed “Ouch!” when Jules dug an elbow into his ribcage.
Since she’d lost a bit of weight lately, hopefully it had hurt him.
A lot.
“What did I do?”
“You ordered ten crates, that’s what!” Jules glared daggers at

Danny. “Just how many of those bloody calendars did we buy?”



While Sheila had organised the photo shoot, Jules had worked
hard on damage limitation (i.e. threatening Issie and Morgan
Tremaine that if the local press so much as got a sniff of this story
she’d personally be making sure they arrived at the pearly gates
sooner than anticipated). In the meantime, she’d left Danny in
charge of the logistics, which Jules now realised had been a big
mistake. Of course Dan hadn’t ordered a conservative amount of the
calendars. He was never one to do anything by halves, was he?
When Dan did something, he committed to it one hundred percent.

It was one of the things she loved about him.
Danny shrugged his left shoulder. “A thousand.”
“A thousand!”
Jules thought she was going to pass out. Fifty she would just

about have managed to afford, but no way would she be able to buy
a thousand. The post office began to whirl and swim alarmingly and
she clutched the counter for support. “Just how much has this lot
cost us?”

Danny leaned closer so that only she could hear his whispered
reply. “We only paid for fifty. Cashley stumped up for the rest.”

Jules blinked at him. “Ashley Carstairs? But why would he do
that?”

“No idea, and to be honest I wasn’t about to turn him down. He
said it was his contribution to saving the church, which I find a bit
odd since he’d be the first to snap it up. Anyway, it was all on the
proviso that we keep his part in it a secret. He’s bought a hundred
himself too, so we only need to sell nine hundred.”

The thought of nine hundred Polwenna Bay calendars on the
loose was enough to make Jules feel quite faint. It was the naked-
calendar equivalent of Pandora’s box. Sheila could rattle on all she
liked about how it was art; Jules knew that she should have gone
with her instincts and put her foot down. While she was still trying to
come to terms with all this, Danny put his good arm around Jules’s
shoulders and steered her past the counter and up the rickety
wooden steps that led up to the stockroom. By the time her eyes had
adjusted to the dim light she was sitting down on a packing box with
her head in her hands as Danny wielded a penknife and sliced open



the first crate. He looked more excited than a kid on Christmas
morning.

“What else can I do for a living?” Jules wondered aloud. “Teach
RE, maybe? Become a nun?”

“Don’t be so dramatic. Besides, you’re far too much fun to be a
nun,” said Dan. The half-light hid his injuries in the shadows and as
he sat back on his heels and smiled at her Jules’ stomach did a slow
forward roll. He was so handsome. And he thought she was fun. Fun
was a start. That had to mean something, surely?

He’s still a married man, she reminded herself sternly, even if he is
estranged from Tara. Besides, she was his vicar and it was totally
inappropriate to feel this way. Maybe she wasn’t cut out for this job
after all, and this whole calendar business was the Lord’s way of
telling her so. To be honest, though, she would rather have had a
plague of locusts or witnessed the River Wenn turn to blood than
seen half her congregation posing in the altogether.

Danny was wrestling with the cellophane around one of the
calendars. “Bloody hard work only having one arm,” he said, pulling
a face. “Aha! Got it!”

Jules closed her eyes, willing it to vanish. There was a rustle and
then the weight of the calendar was in Jules’s lap.

“Look up and open your eyes,” Danny ordered.
“If I don’t look then it doesn’t exist,” said Jules, keeping them

tightly shut. It was a theory that had worked so far with her overdraft
and the calorie count on a Big Mac box. Hopefully it wouldn’t let her
down now.

“Stop being such a cowardy custard. Look at it! You’ll be amazed.”
“Shocked, more like,” grumbled Jules, but she did as she was told.

She supposed she had to face the music sooner or later when the
General Synod hauled her over the coals. Jules opened her eyes to
see Danny adjusting the blinds of one of the filthy windows; stripes of
sunshine zebraed the floor and revealed the dust whirling through
the air as Jules began flicking through the pages of the calendar.

“It’s all right, isn’t it?” Danny said.
Jules was busy scanning the images. OK, she told herself, it could

be a lot worse. In fairness, the photographer had done quite a good
job of making sure that his respective subjects’ modesty was well



protected. There was still no escaping the fact that this was a church
charity calendar and that her parishioners were starkers, but at least
they hadn’t managed to channel their inner Page Three alter egos.

“That’s a great one of Silver.” Danny crouched down next to her.
“She actually looks pretty good draped in all that fabric and with the
crystals arranged over her chest.”

“Hmm,” said Jules. Although Silver did indeed look respectable, if
a bit wild eyed, she wasn’t going to let him off that easily.

“Issie looks good too,” he said as they landed on June’s page,
where a beaming Issie reclined in the net bins, her curves shielded
by the trawl nets. Their violent green hue was a wonderful contrast
with her long braids. She was posed as a naughty mermaid.

“She looks wonderful,” said Jules, a little wistfully. Rock-chick
skinny and with the Tremaine killer bone structure and startling blue
eyes, Issie was fantastic. If Jules had tried a similar pose, she’d have
looked like something Greenpeace usually tried to save. What must
it be like to be one of the beautiful people? As much as Jules knew
that God had made her in His own image, she often thought He must
have been having a fat day when he’d done so.

“She stank afterwards though.” Dan wrinkled his nose. “Granny
Alice made her wash in Swarfega in the boot room and Issie
certainly didn’t pull that weekend. Even Teddy St Milton, who’s got
the most stonking crush on her, stayed away.”

Jules laughed. “Aha! Now I understand why he’s lowered himself
to mix with the likes of us. Maybe he’d like to buy all the copies?”

“And paper his shrine to Issie with them?” Dan grinned. “He’s
certainly got it bad, poor boy. You know he’s taking her to the charity
dinner?”

Jules hadn’t known, but now that she did she was impressed. The
tickets for this event were selling for several hundred pounds each
and were like gold dust. The Plump Seagull had only recently been
awarded a Michelin star but the food press was already hailing
Symon Tremaine as Polwenna Bay’s answer to Rick Stein. The
small restaurant only seated thirty people, so Teddy must have
moved at lightning speed to get two tickets.

“He must be keen,” said Jules. “I know money’s no object for him
but, even so, getting one of those tickets can’t have been easy. I’ve



not been able to get one, so I guess I’ll be going as a waitress.”
“Actually, Cinders, you’ll be going with me – if you want to, that

is?”
Jules’s eyes widened. “You’ve got tickets? How on earth did you

manage that?”
“Ninja skills?” Dan chuckled. “No, nothing so exciting. It’s all about

who you know here. I told Sy that if he didn’t let me buy a couple I’d
sit on his head and fart.”

“Is that a tactic they taught you in the army?”
He laughed again. “No, it’s a brother thing. I never thought to try it

on armed insurgents but actually you might be onto something there.
Baked beans were often on our menu in the mess. Maybe I’ll
mention it to my old CO? It’s always proved a most effective tactic in
the past!”

“Perhaps being an only child wasn’t such a bad thing after all?”
Jules reflected.

“Feel free to borrow some of my lot anytime,” Dan offered. “You’ll
come though, won’t you?”

“A meal at The Plump Seagull? Of course I will! Besides, you
know me – I never turn down grub, although maybe I should.” She
patted her tummy ruefully. The problem with living in Cornwall was
that there was just too much good food; all those pasties, ices
creams and scones were far too tempting!

“You don’t need to: you’re doing so much exercise these days and
you’re looking great,” he said.

Jules felt her cheeks heat up. Unused to praise about her
appearance, and too shy to look at him, she returned her attention to
the calendar. She started again at the beginning, flipping swiftly past
Sheila and friends posing behind the groceries in the village shop,
and concentrating all her attention on Patsy Penhalligan’s shot until
her pulse slowed and her face felt less hot. She couldn’t help being
amused because it was evident that the beaming baker had been
indulging a little too often in her own pasties – and the cherries on
those Belgian buns were positioned very strategically!

She flicked through a couple more, smiling and cringing in turn,
until she reached September’s page. Her jaw fell open with shock
because the girl in this picture was almost unrecognisable.



It was Mo, draped across a pile of bales. Her dark red mane of
curls was spread out like flames and her porcelain skin was white
against the hay. With her cornflower-blue eyes, heart-shaped face
and slender limbs she looked incredible. Only a few wisps of well-
placed hay shielded the swell of her breasts. More used to seeing
Mo clomping about in jodhpurs and boots with a scowl on her face
and her hair bullied into a ponytail, Jules was taken aback to see just
how pretty she really was. The Tremaine family was certainly gifted
with amazing genes; that was for sure.

“My goodness,” she breathed.
“What’s up? You look shocked. You’re not looking at Sheila are

you? I really think that one should come with a warning,” Danny
shuddered. “It’s enough to give a grown man nightmares. Step away
from the calendar, Rev! Step away.”

Jules didn’t say a word; she just held the page out to him.
“Aha,” Danny said as he caught sight of the image. He looked at

Jules and raised his eyebrows. “Yes, she scrubs up all right, does
our Mo.” He grinned at Jules. “I think I suddenly understand why
Cashley’s bought a hundred calendars!”



Chapter 15
Mo hadn’t consciously been avoiding the village but since that
afternoon, almost a week ago now, when Ashley had walked away
from the yard she hadn’t felt much like company. Working with
horses meant it was easy for Mo to throw herself into her chores until
she nearly passed out with exhaustion. Anything was better than
thinking. She focused all her energy on her riding and took her
misery out on forking up straw or ripping out clumps of ragwort. If Mr
Dandy’s mane was cried into on a regular basis and Splash was
practically on suicide watch after a few days of listening to Mo
sobbing out her woes then nobody else was any the wiser. Horses,
Mo knew from years of experience, were great listeners and even
better at keeping secrets.

There was no point trying to figure out what on earth had
happened with Ashley. After several days spent staring at the blank
screen of her phone and willing him to call, she’d come to the sad
conclusion that he really had meant what he’d said: he wouldn’t be
seeing her again. He’d returned to London and maybe he wouldn’t
come back. If he did, he’d made it more than clear that she wouldn’t
feature in his plans. It was horrific just how upset she was by this,
and not just because she had two of his horses in her care either.
No. It was worse than that. Used to being alone and fiercely
independent, Mo was terrified by how easily Ashley Carstairs had
managed to sneak into her heart.

The notion of never kissing him again was as painful as though
somebody had wrapped electric fencing tape around her heart and
then flicked the energiser switch to full power. Mo wanted to howl.
She hated Ashley. He was everything she most despised, wasn’t he?
She’d spent most of the time he’d lived at Polwenna Bay fighting with
him and trying her hardest to thwart all the changes he wanted to
make to Mariners’ View. She loathed his fuel-guzzling boat, his
designer bling and his addiction to cars that looked like phallic
symbols. He stood for everything she detested.

So why was he her first thought in the morning and her last
thought before her exhausted head hit the pillow?



Summer had phoned Mo several times and invited her to
Seaspray, where Summer was living now that she was together with
Jake Tremaine. But Mo had pleaded work, successfully avoiding her
family, who would all have known as soon as they laid eyes on her
that something was very wrong. Luckily it was the height of the
holiday season, which meant that all her nearest and dearest were
flat out. Even Granny Alice was too busy writing something on the
family laptop to be worried about Mo. Yesterday Issie had delivered
a copy of the St Wenn’s charity calendar, but in true Issie style this
had been a flying visit on her way to a party in Newquay. She’d
practically lobbed the calendar out of the car window, and if she’d
noticed Mo’s scarlet-rimmed eyes at all, she would probably have
put their redness down to all the hayseeds and pollen in the yard.
Unable to face looking at the calendar, Mo had left it in the tack
room. The last thing she needed was a reminder of another of her
latest errors of judgement.

After all that rain it had been a hot week, and England was now
sweltering in the grip of an unusual heatwave. The paddocks had
become dry and dusty, and the water troughs remained low as Mo’s
thirsty charges continually emptied them. Her arms ached from
wheeling barrow loads of water out to the field. Farmers were busy
making hay; even when night fell in blue and purple shadows their
tractors rumbled on, their headlights striping the field like something
from science fiction. The bridleways and cliff tops were baked
concrete-hard and the narrow lanes around the village were choked
with holiday traffic and combine harvesters, so Mo had restricted all
her riding to the manège. After a few days of this she was itching for
a change. An early start to beat the crowds – and to avoid her
nearest and dearest – seemed a smart idea. She’d take The
Bandmaster out on a hack, Mo decided as she switched her alarm
off and dragged herself out of bed. It would do him good to have a
change of scene, and if she rode through the village when it was
quiet they could take the lane that led from the far side of the Bay
and have a long canter home. That particular lane had a spring
running alongside it and such a thick green canopy of leaves above
it that it was always dank and moist, even in the hottest weather.
Early was good too because they’d be unlikely to meet any hikers or



trail-bike riders. As she fetched The Bandmaster in from the field and
watched the sun begin to rise, Mo was already feeling more cheerful.

By the time she’d tacked up and was riding out of the yard, the sun
was climbing high into a cloudless blue sky and the birds were
singing loudly in the hedgerows. There was just enough of a breeze
to keep the horseflies at bay; nevertheless, because it was early, the
world felt empty and still. Was there any better way to see life than
between a pair of pricked ears? Mo wondered as they clopped along
the lane. If there was then she couldn’t possibly imagine what it
might be. She held the reins loosely in her right hand and patted the
glossy neck with her left, loving the way Bandy blew happily and
jangled his bit. Who needed men anyway, when there were horses?
Horses were by far superior. They never let you down, were always
pleased to see you and every ride was brilliant! Even as a teenager
she had known this, Mo recalled – and although she’d been the
oddity when all her friends had been dating and stressing over their
prom dates, as it turned out the teenaged Mo had actually been a lot
wiser than the twenty-eight-year-old version. From now on, Mo was
going to focus entirely on her career and give the male of the
species a wide berth.

Ashley who?
The lane began the steep descent into the village. Curtains

remained drawn in cottage windows and even the seagulls were still
dozing on the chimney pots. Mo hoped that Bandy’s metalled hooves
didn’t disturb too many holidaymakers’ lie-ins! Down past the British
Legion and the Merry Mackerel Café they rode, then over the bridge
and past The Plump Seagull and the ice-cream shop, before
swinging a sharp left and hairpinning back through the village via the
green and Magic Moon. At this point the road began to steepen
again and Mo pushed Bandy into a trot, keen to work on his fitness
in preparation for the upcoming season.

This quirky narrow lane predated cars but was perfect for horses.
Church Lane was what some imaginative soul had once named it
because, surprisingly enough, it led up to St Wenn’s and Jules’s
pretty vicarage before dropping back down again into the village.
Bemused holidaymakers sometimes wandered up it, inexplicably
expecting to find the harbour, but in general it was pretty much traffic



free given that St Wenn’s was its only real destination. The views
alone were worth the climb up, though, and when Mo reached the
lychgate she let The Bandmaster pause and snatch some greedy
mouthfuls of grass while she admired the way Polwenna was laid out
before her like a model village. Slowly the place was coming to life
as Pete the Post called a cheery hello to an early-morning dog
walker and below in the harbour the fishermen hurled boxes down
onto the trawler decks. The sea resembled a blue silk hanky, and the
slice of pale yellow beach that edged it shimmered in the sunshine.
Usually it was a view that soothed Mo, but not today; today she
could hardly even take it in because her attention was focused on
something else entirely.

Ashley was walking up the path towards the church.
The sun might have just topped the valley and be dazzling her

eyes so that all she could distinguish was his outline, but Mo knew it
was him. Everything about that silhouette told her so, from the rigid
set of his strong shoulders to the lithe hunter’s stride to that
ridiculous beanie hat he insisted on wearing lately. Even if she hadn’t
noticed these things, Mo would have detected that he was close just
from the way her pulse had started to race. Her heart was crashing
against her ribs now, like the waves crashing onto the shore. She
would have known him anywhere.

Ashley, however, didn’t appear to feel the same way. He seemed
lost, deep in contemplation and oblivious to Mo’s gaze. He walked
swiftly along the narrow path leading to the church door, paused for
a moment in the porch as though sensing something or having
second thoughts, then gave the door a shove and vanished from
sight.

So he was back from London then. She couldn’t try convincing
herself any longer that he was still away and might have lost her
number, or that he was so busy with his urgent situation that he
hadn’t had time to call. Mo wanted to punch herself, and hard.
Anyway, how difficult was it to scroll through a contacts list and press
the call key on a mobile phone? People didn’t lose numbers these
days. There was only one reason why somebody wouldn’t call and
that was because they didn’t want to. It was time she faced the truth:
whatever twisted game it was that Ashley had been playing with her,



he was bored with it now. Just look at him, scoping out St Wenn’s
when there was nobody else about to see what he was up to. He’d
probably only been nice to her in order to get the Polwenna Action
Group off his case – and it had worked too. She hadn’t exactly given
him much opposition lately, had she?

Choosing to ignore the facts – that rather than bulldozing Fernside
for his flash driveway, Ashley had gifted the ancient woodlands to
her, and that everything he’d done to Mariners had only improved the
place – Mo gritted her teeth and bit down the impulse to leap from
her horse, tear after him and demand to know what was going on.

At this point though, The Bandmaster, feeling the tension fizzing
down the reins from Mo’s fingertips, began to dance and jog on the
spot, tossing his head and spraying her with froth from his bit. Oh,
bollocks to Cashley, thought Mo furiously, releasing the reins and
allowing her horse to spring forward. Who needed him anyway? Not
her. Let the likes of Ella St Milton have him. Mo would ride his
horses, do his livery and, if she saw him to speak to, be so chilly that
his cock would get frostbite and shrivel. Not that she was thinking
about his cock. Not for a second. No. No way.

She gathered the reins to steady the horse and collect him as they
walked down the hill, before letting him explode back into a trot as
soon as she reached level ground again. Keen to put as much
distance, both literal and metaphorical, behind her and Ashley as
possible, Mo let Bandy stride through the village at a spanking trot,
sparks flying from his iron-tipped hooves and his nostrils wide and
blood red. She was just slowing for the mini-roundabout at the top of
the village when a smart red sports car drew alongside her horse
and the window hissed down, causing Bandy to leap sideways and
snort in terror.

“Morning, Mo. Isn’t it a beautiful day?” said Richard Penwarren,
blissfully oblivious to the fact that he’d nearly sent a six-figure horse
into orbit.

Mo half-halted hard, gathering up the horse and hoping
desperately that Bandy didn’t take exception to the vehicle’s
proximity and decide to boot out. She had no idea what kind of car
the doctor was driving but it looked bloody expensive.



“Can you give us a bit of space?” she asked breathlessly. “He’s
really green in traffic.”

“Oh! Sorry! I didn’t mean to upset him.” Looking mortified, Richard
pulled up the handbrake and turned off the engine. “Is that better?”

“You don’t have to stop altogether; it’s fine if you go past very
slowly,” Mo said, holding back from explaining that he’d actually
made matters worse, given that the horse might freak out when the
car started again. Richard meant well, after all.

But Richard shook his sandy head. “I wanted to have a quick word
with you actually, Mo. I was hoping to bump into you sooner but
you’ve not been around. Alice said you were working hard but when I
called by I didn’t see you at the yard.”

“I’ve been busy,” Mo hedged. The truth was that she’d hidden in
her caravan and ignored anyone else who came up to the yard.
Crying until she looked like a frog didn’t do much for her desire to
socialise.

The Bandmaster, irritated to be stopped yet again, began to stamp
his hooves and snatch at the reins. Richard glanced nervously at his
car’s bonnet.

“Quit it!” Mo snapped, smacking Bandy’s neck with her crop.
“Have some manners!”

“I hope you’re talking to the horse?” Richard joked. At least, Mo
thought he was joking; his grey eyes always looked serious and
slightly worried. He reminded her of a sweet cob she’d once owned
who’d always tried hard but had never quite known if he’d got his
dressage right. Ashley, on the other hand, was definitely The
Bandmaster: difficult, highly strung, dangerous at times and very
exciting to ride…

Not that she was thinking of Ashley.
“You need to know me a lot better before I shout at you and hit you

with a crop!” Mo quipped.
Richard Penwarren turned the exact same hue as his car and Mo

could have kicked herself for her flippant remark. Not all guys could
handle her quick tongue and banter. In fact, in all her twenty-eight
years she’d only ever met one man who was more than her equal…

“I just wanted to say that you looked wonderful in that calendar,”
he said quickly. “If we make any money at all then it will definitely be



down to you. You look stunning in it. Not that you don’t always look
stunning. Of course you do.”

Mo laughed. Being covered in hay and smelling of horse most of
the time, she was about as far from stunning as a girl could get. All
the same, Richard Penwarren remained totally straight-faced. Oh.
He was being serious?

“Well thanks,” she said kindly. “I’ve not seen it to be honest, but it’s
good to know that if I don’t make the Olympic team I’ll have a whole
new career as a glamour model.”

Richard nodded. “I think Katie Price should be very afraid.”
An awkward silence fell. Mo didn’t know Richard very well – he’d

only lived in the village a few months – and the thought that he’d
seen her naked (or as good as) made her feel a bit weird, even
though he seemed like a nice guy. Thank God he was a doctor and
probably saw naked women all day long. Still, this was the last time
she listened to Danny and his bright ideas. Mo supposed she ought
to have a look at the calendar when she got back to the yard, to
check just how much flesh she’d actually flashed to her friends and
neighbours.

She was about to make a polite getaway when Richard blurted,
“Look, Mo, feel free to say no if you like, and of course you probably
will say no anyway. Why wouldn’t you? Of course you will. Or you’re
probably already going with somebody else, in which case I hope I
haven’t made you feel awkward by asking.”

What language was this? Mo was utterly confused.
“Asking what? Stand still, Bandy! Bloody behave! Look, Richard,

I’m afraid I haven’t a clue what you’re on about. Ask me what?”
Now even the tips of Richard’s ears were glowing. “To the charity

dinner tomorrow night? At The Plump Seagull? Are you going?”
Mo laughed at the very idea of this. A ticket to that bash would pay

off a big chunk of her feed bill. Fond as she was of St Wenn’s, there
was no way she could afford to go. “Hardly. It’ll be toast and Marmite
in front of the telly for me tonight unless I pester Sy for a doggie
bag.”

“In that case, would you do me the honour of going with me?”
asked Richard.



She stared at him. Had Richard Penwarren, the new doctor and
one of the village’s most eligible bachelors, just asked her out?

“Sorry, Richard. I thought you just said that you wanted me to go
to the charity dinner with you?”

He nodded. “That’s exactly what I did say. I bought the tickets as
soon as they were being sold and I’ve been hoping to catch you to
see if you’d come with me as my guest. So, will you?”

In truth, Mo couldn’t think of anything worse than having to get
dressed up and make small talk with people for hours on end. Still
feeling fragile, she wasn’t sure she was up to pretending that
everything in her life was wonderful when her heart felt as though
somebody had stomped all over it in their Musto sailing boots.
Curling up in her caravan in her jogging bottoms and watching
rubbish TV with the yard cat seemed more appealing. On the other
hand, this was likely to be one of the most important nights in the
village’s social calendar. Admittedly, that wasn’t saying much when
the competition consisted of the darts presentation and the disco to
raise money for the Christmas lights – but, even so, Mo knew that
the biggest players and the wealthiest folk in Polwenna Bay would
be there.

And who was wealthier and a bigger player than Ashley?
Her mind racing ahead at warp speed, Mo realised that if she

actually went to the dinner Ashley would have to come face to face
with her and give her some kind of explanation. That was the least
she deserved. He’d not be able to run very far in The Plump Seagull,
would he? The place was tiny.

It might also do him good to see her looking bloody amazing and
on the arm of an attentive and attractive man…

Mo smiled at Richard, who was still gazing up at her hopefully.
“Richard,” she said, “I’d love to go to the dinner with you.”
He beamed at her. “Really? You will? That’s fantastic! Thanks!”
Mo, taken aback by his huge delight, squashed a little prickle of

guilt by reminding herself that it was all for charity.
And anyway, Ashley Carstairs aside, her brother’s food would be a

million times better than a slice of toast!



Chapter 16
“I didn’t know you were seeing Richard,” said Summer, her pretty
face crinkling with confusion. Mo had dropped into Seaspray to
investigate borrowing a dress for the occasion, having decided that
her best jodhpurs and hoody probably wouldn’t cut it.

“I’m not seeing him – or not like that, anyway. He asked me to go
to the dinner with him for charity. Save the church and all that,” Mo
replied, helping herself to several biscuits from the wire cooling rack.
Any free food, Michelin starred or otherwise, was a bonus at the
moment. She’d just paid Lucas Madding’s latest bill and, although it
was great to be back in the vet’s good books, Mo feared she’d
probably be living on baked beans for the next year or two.

“I thought you’d be going with—” Summer stopped abruptly in mid-
sentence.

“Thought what?” Mo demanded. “Don’t stop now, Sums. Who did
you think I’d be going with?”

“Nothing, nothing,” Summer said quickly, but she hadn’t quite been
able to look Mo in the eye and was suddenly very preoccupied with
making tea. Mo made a mental note to avoid her best friend for a bit
if possible; the last thing she wanted was a grilling. Summer knew
her far too well to be fooled, even for a second.

There was no getting past Alice, though: unlike Summer, she was
inclined to speak her mind. Already she’d minimised whatever it was
that she’d been looking at on the laptop (she was being very
secretive lately, Mo thought) and was scrutinising her granddaughter
over the top of her reading glasses.

“Richard Penwarren’s asked you to the dinner? And you’ve agreed
to accompany him?” She seemed startled.

“You needn’t look so surprised,” Mo grumbled, hurling herself onto
the kitchen sofa. “Why wouldn’t he want to go with me? I’m not that
bad am I? And why shouldn’t I want to go with him?”

Her grandmother fixed her with a beady look. “And do you want to
go with him?”

It was a good question. The more she thought about it, the more
Mo was starting to realise that the answer was a resounding no.



Richard was very sweet but God only knew what she’d find to say to
him all evening. She suspected he’d be agreeing with everything she
said and constantly telling her she was marvellous, which might be a
novelty for about three seconds but would soon become tedious.
Easily bored and always needing a challenge, Mo much preferred to
have someone to lock horns with and to engage her sharp brain.

Somebody a bit like Ashley...
“I think that silence says it all,” Alice sighed. “I didn’t think you

were interested in Richard, Morwenna. You’ve certainly never
mentioned him before.”

“Will you please relax? It’s just one meal, Granny A! We’re not
about to get married,” Mo said. “No one turns down a meal at the
Seagull. And anyway, it’s all for the church charity. You should be
pleased.”

Alice held up a stern hand. “Don’t start trying to justify yourself to
me, Morwenna Tremaine! Richard is more than just a meal ticket;
he’s a nice young man with feelings and he deserves to be treated
as such.”

“I know, I know,” muttered Mo, through a mouthful of melting
moments. God, her stomach was in heaven. She hadn’t realised
quite how hungry she was. Maybe she ought to take a doggy bag.

“So don’t you think it’s rather unfair to go as his date? Unkind
even?” Her grandmother pressed on in the manner of John
Humphrys grilling a politician. “You’re giving him the wrong message
entirely.”

“It’s one dinner,” Mo protested. “As a friend. Christ, half the village
is there! It’s hardly a romantic meal for two.”

“So Ashley Carstairs will be there too?” Alice asked innocently.
Was her grandmother a witch? As a child Mo had often suspected

that Alice possessed special mind-reading skills.
“I’ve no idea,” she shrugged. This was a total lie of course. En

route to Seaspray, Mo had accidentally on purpose popped into the
restaurant and had a good nose at the seating arrangements and
guest list. Ashley was certainly going, although seemingly on his
own. Mo had been delighted; just wait until he saw her arrive, for
once not looking as though she’d been dragged through a haystack



backwards, and with Richard Penwarren hanging on her every word.
That would show him!

Now, under the disappointed gaze of Granny Alice, Mo felt a
prickle of shame. Show Ashley what, exactly? As if he’d even notice
or care anyway. Besides, Richard was a nice man and he liked her;
she could tell that by the way he’d lit up like Oxford Street when
she’d agreed to go to the dinner with him.

She wasn’t being very fair. And Mo hated knowing that she was in
the wrong.

For a while the three women sat in silence as Mo digested both
the biscuits and what Alice had said.

“It seemed like a good idea at the time,” she remarked eventually.
Alice sighed. “Sweetheart, these things often do. Jonny St Milton

only went to the dance with Millicent Jago because it seemed like a
good idea at the time – and the rest was history. She was
determined not to let him go.”

This tale of how Ella’s scheming grandmother had snared the
most eligible bachelor of the day was part of the village’s folklore. Mo
couldn’t imagine Richard turning out to be quite as much of a psycho
as Milly St Milton (it was no secret where Ella got her charming
personality from), but you could never be too sure.

In the end, Mo promised Alice faithfully that this would be a one-off
and that she’d make it clear to Richard that he was just a friend. But
now, as yet another of his cheerful messages beeped its way
through the ether to her mobile, Mo was starting to wonder just how
easy this was going to be.

Maybe the old adage was right. Perhaps there really was no such
thing as a free lunch – or, in this case, a five-course meal.

Although The Plump Seagull was only a small restaurant, it had a
big reputation. By the time Mo and Richard arrived outside, the place
was already looking full. Symon Tremaine, the quietest of her
brothers, was a talented seafood chef and the lucky ticket holders
were keen to sample his cuisine. In the honeyed light that spilled
from the bow windows, Mo saw many of Polwenna Bay’s wealthiest
inhabitants already seated and getting stuck into the champagne.
Even before Richard had opened the door for her she could hear a
rising tide of laughter and conversation. Being Symon’s sister, Mo



was more used to popping in during the morning to sample a new
dish or scrounge some of the leftovers; she felt rather out of her
depth to be thrust into the glamorous world of fine dining and
socialising.

Was it too late to tell Richard that she’d made a mistake, run home
to the yard, wriggle out of her borrowed dress and have a Pot
Noodle instead?

Mo was still contemplating how best to escape, given that her
black velvet gown restricted her to tiny pigeon steps, when Richard
placed a firm hand on the small of her back and guided her through
the door. Immediately the volume of the chatter doubled and the
delicious aromas of garlic and rich sauces wrapped themselves
around her like a scented scarf. Summer had warned her that the
tightly boned corset of the strapless dress didn’t allow for eating
much, but despite this Mo’s stomach growled. Maybe this evening
wasn’t going to be so bad after all.

As Richard went to present their tickets to Kelly Evans, who
usually pulled pints in The Ship but was currently moonlighting as a
waitress, Mo glanced around and groaned inwardly. There was Ella
St Milton, poured into red silk and already seated at the table with
Lucas Madding and Ella’s brother Teddy. Issie, looking drop-dead
gorgeous in something that resembled a skimpy pink nightie, was
perched on Teddy’s knee and working her way through a bottle of
very expensive champagne. Teddy’s eyes were practically out on
stalks at the amount of bare flesh on display.

“Careful! If the wind changes you’ll get stuck like that! Who’s upset
you?” This warning came from Symon who, looking splendid in his
chef’s whites, had stepped out of the kitchen for a brief moment to
mingle. His deep red hair, the same damson and crimson hues as
Mo’s own, was hidden beneath his hat and his stubble rasped her
cheek as he kissed her hello. Mo adored Symon and had missed
him horribly while he’d been away training, but she wished he didn’t
share Alice’s knack for reading her mind.

“Issie,” she told him. “Where’s her loyalty?”
Her brother smiled. “At the bottom of the Krug probably. Come on,

Mo, you know Issie. She’s the ultimate party girl – and from what I



hear Teddy St Milton parties harder than most. Cut her some slack.
She’s just having fun.”

“Humph,” grumbled Mo. She wished she could take a leaf out of
her sister’s well-thumbed fun manual because she was struggling.
As Sy chatted easily to Richard, who was now back at Mo’s side,
she zoned out and scanned the room for a dark head and lithe
panther-like frame. There was Silver Starr, draped in flowing purple
robes and looking as though she’d drifted in from a coven meeting –
and across the restaurant Jules and Danny were deep in
conversation with the Kevernes as Morgan darted about with his
beloved camera, thrilled to be the official photographer. Mo waved at
Jake and Summer, who were sitting with Chris the Cod and his wife
Ally, both of whom were rocking their Essex finery of gold chains and
matching conker tans. There was even a rare appearance from
Hugh de Melville, whose family owned a crumbling stately home a
couple of miles beyond Mo’s yard.

Nearly all the great and not so good had turned out to raise money
for St Wenn’s, Mo thought. And yet the one person she’d been
hoping to see didn’t seem to have shown up. She could gaze around
until she was giddy, but it wasn’t going to make the slightest bit of
difference: Ashley Carstairs wasn’t there.

Mo’s disappointment was overwhelming, and suddenly she felt
very foolish. The dress she’d borrowed from Summer, the heels that
were pinching her toes, the time spent taming her wild curls into
ringlets and applying make-up – none of these things were her at all.
What on earth had she been thinking, playing these games and
dragging kind and generous Richard into them? If she wanted to see
bloody Ashley then why the hell hadn’t she just charged over to
Mariners, barged the Pollards out of the way and hammered on the
door until he answered it? That was what the old Morwenna
Tremaine would have done.

What had happened to her lately?
“You look stunning,” Summer said encouragingly when Mo and

Richard joined her and Jake at their table. As always, Summer was
looking model gorgeous; she really did look like a goddess this
evening, in the simple Grecian style one-shouldered dress she’d



chosen. Jake could hardly take his eyes off her – and nor could
several of the other men in the room.

“I feel absolutely stupid,” Mo muttered, but it wasn’t really her outfit
she was referring to. Helping herself to a bread roll and slapping
some butter on it, she decided that she may as well enjoy the food.
Simon’s sun-dried tomato and Parmesan bread was to die for.

“You really do look wonderful,” Richard whispered into her ear. “I’m
the luckiest man in the room to be here with such a beautiful
woman.”

Mo nearly choked on her bread roll at this and the doctor had to hit
her hard on the back, which rather spoiled the effect of his words. It
took Mo several glasses of water to clear her windpipe again. In that
time, Jules had said grace, the chowder starter had been served and
every bowl had been scraped clean. It was hard to get her puff back
in such a tightly corseted dress, and Mo was still red-faced and
wheezing even now. Ella looked on with delight, which was hardly
any wonder: a quick glance in a spoon revealed that Mo’s mascara
had run and her carefully arranged hair had mutinied against the
hours of styling to boing back into a riot of curls. She looked like
something from an eighties-themed night. Great. That was all she
needed.

And of course it was just at this moment that the restaurant door
flew open and Ashley Carstairs strode in. Once again Mo found that
she was struggling to breathe, but this time she couldn’t blame her
brother’s baking. There was a rushing in her ears and the restaurant
seemed to swim.

Tall, broad shouldered and simply dressed in a white shirt, dark
jeans and another beanie hat, Ashley drew all eyes to him. He’d lost
more weight though, Mo noticed. His face looked even more finely
sculpted than ever and there were tense lines around his eyes that
she hadn’t seen before. For some reason her heart lurched.
Something was wrong; she just knew it. But what? And how could
she kid herself that she knew anything about him at all?

For the briefest of seconds an expression of surprise flickered over
Ashley’s face when he glimpsed Mo beside Richard. Then his usual
deadpan expression returned, before his lips twitched upwards in a
sardonic ghost of a smile. It looked to Mo as though he nodded too,



although it was just the slightest of gestures. He was turning his
attention to Kelly now, who was waiting to collect his ticket.

“Sorry, I’m late, Vicar,” he said to Jules, handing the ticket to Kelly
and passing her his jacket. “It’s been a busy day.”

A busy day doing what? Mo wondered. He’d not been seen in the
village, his boat hadn’t been touched for weeks (if Jake was
surprised by Mo’s sudden interest in all things nautical then he was
wise enough not to say so) and his horses had yet to enjoy a visit.
Still, he did look exhausted. There were violet smudges under his
eyes and his stubble suggested that even shaving would be an
effort.

“Shall I take your hat?” Kelly asked, holding out her hand.
What was it with that bloody hat? He’d even been wearing one

when they’d been up on the cliffs. It wasn’t a vanity issue, she was
certain of that. Ashley Carstairs oozed confidence and self-
assurance.

Ashley stepped back quickly. “No thanks, angel. Bad hair day. I’ll
leave it on, a bit like the Tom Jones song.”

Kelly looked blank. She was probably trying to work out which boy
band Tom Jones was in.

Ella screeched with laughter as though this was the funniest thing
she’d ever heard and flicked her blonde mane about like a show
pony. Mo felt like drowning herself in her cold chowder. This had
been a big mistake. Why hadn’t she just stayed at home with her
horses?

While Ashley took his seat in between Ella and Silver Starr, Mo
knocked back her champagne and tried to feign interest in a long-
winded tale old Dr Kussell was telling about Polwenna in bygone
days. As much a fixture in the village as the harbour wall and the
seagulls, the doctor was retelling the story of the secret smugglers’
passage rumoured to run from the caves beyond the beach to the
cellar of The Ship. Mo had heard it all a hundred times, but
newcomer Richard was agog. She supposed that at least it saved
her making conversation.

As she picked at her main course, a delicious bass in lemon
butter, Mo sneaked a glance across the table. As if Ashley’s total
indifference hadn’t stung enough, she saw now that Ella was talking



to him animatedly and treating him to a view of her racked-up boobs.
Why she didn’t just shove the trio of fish off his plate and serve
herself up as the main course, Mo had no idea.

Summer put her fork down and laid a hand on Mo’s arm.
“Babe, are you OK?”
“I’m fine,” said Mo. It might have been true – if feeling like

somebody had ripped her heart out and was trampling all over it in
steel-capped rigger boots was fine, that was.

“You’re stabbing that poor bass as though you’ve got a personal
vendetta against it,” Summer commented.

“I think it’s well and truly dead,” agreed Richard. “I won’t attempt
CPR, if it’s all right with you.”

“Just checking it for bones,” Mo said. Across the room Ashley was
laughing at something Ella had said. Stab, stab, stab, went Mo’s
knife. God, Ella was lucky it wasn’t a voodoo bass.

“If you don’t like bones you could swap for my risotto?” Richard
offered, ever the gentleman.

“If you don’t like bones, why have bass?” said Jake. “Mo, you’re
being bloody weird lately.”

Summer shot him a warning look. “She’s working too hard, that’s
all.”

“She’s always worked hard,” Jake pointed out.
“There are quite a few bones in her fish,” said the diplomatic

Richard.
Enough was enough. “I am here, people!” Mo said. “I’m just not

that hungry, that’s all.”
“Not hungry?” Her brother’s blue eyes widened. “OK, now I am

worried. Mo, you’re always hungry. You’re a bottomless food-eating
pit and this meal is fantastic.”

Jake was right. In fairness to Symon, the meal was perfect and it
wasn’t his fault that Mo’s taste buds had decided to turn to
cardboard.

No, seeing your arch-enemy make a play for the man you were in
love with would do that. As, of course, would suddenly realising that
you were head over heels in love with Ashley Carstairs.

She was in love with Ashley Carstairs? How the bloody hell had
that happened? She hated him. He wanted nothing to do with her.



They had nothing in common.
But none of this seemed to matter in the slightest to Mo’s heart.

She had been such an idiot thinking that coming here tonight was
going to make a difference. She’d thought that if Ashley saw her
again, looking like a woman rather than a walking haystack, and with
a good-looking man in tow, his reaction would be… would be…

Mo wasn’t actually sure what she’d thought it would be, but she
was pretty certain that polite indifference hadn’t been on the list. Mo,
governed by her heart, couldn’t bear this. She had to talk to him. She
had to! Something very odd was going on and she knew she
wouldn’t be able to rest until she discovered what it was.

While the meal continued and the courses kept on arriving, Mo felt
as though she was having an out-of-body experience. The bustle of
the restaurant, the chinking of cutlery against china and the bubbles
of chatter seemed to fade, and all she could see was Ashley’s head
in that hat. Sensing her, he turned and their eyes met for a fleeting
moment before he gave her a brief shrug and returned his attention
to Ella and Lucas. Mo couldn’t have eaten even if she’d wanted to;
her throat was too tight with misery. Instead, she reached for her
wine glass. By the time coffee was served she was starting to feel
light-headed.

“Go on! It will be such a laugh!” Issie’s excited voice scraped
through Mo’s thoughts like fingernails down a chalkboard. Having
finished her meal, her younger sister had abandoned Teddy St Milton
and, holding her hand out with the palm upwards, was pleading with
Silver Starr. “Read mine! Go on! Please?”

“Oh no, I couldn’t possibly,” demurred Silver, hand to her throat
and bracelets jangling.

“No, she really couldn’t possibly,” Jake whispered to Richard, who
was looking taken aback. “She’s about as psychic as this table.”

Mo wasn’t so sure about this. Hadn’t Silver drawn the Lovers from
her tarot pack on the day of the Water Carnival? And hadn’t Ashley
arrived just at that very moment? Although the crowded restaurant
was warm, the fine hairs on her arms stirred.

“Please, Silver?” pleaded Issie. “Just my palm.”
With much feigned reluctance, Silver reached out and took Issie’s

small hand in her own. Leaning forward, swathes of her hair



swinging in front of her face, she peered myopically at Issie’s palm.
“I see travel!” she declared theatrically. “You will cross the water.”
“I do that every day when I walk over the bridge to the village

shop,” Issie pointed out. “Could you be a bit more specific?”
“You’ll see stars,” Silver pronounced. “And one so bright it will

almost burn itself out and you with it if you don’t take care.” She
dropped Issie’s wrist and passed her own hand over her eyes. “Oh, it
takes it out of me when the spirits are here.”

Jules frowned. “Silver, this is a church fundraiser. I’m not sure
fortune telling is entirely appropriate.”

“Chill, Rev,” said Issie. “We’ve just done the sexy calendar, so this
is nothing in comparison.”

Jules flushed. “And I’m not convinced that was a great idea.”
But Issie wasn’t listening. “The stars? What does that mean?”
“Maybe you’re going on the Mars mission?” Danny suggested.

Turning to Silver, he added, “My turn now, please. Well go on! What
are you waiting for? I’m holding my hand out.”

“Stop being mean,” Issie scolded him, while Silver looked in
confusion at the empty sleeve where Dan’s right arm should have
been. “Hey, Ted! Why don’t you have a go?”

“Go on then,” said Teddy. Mo got the impression that he would
have done pretty much anything her sister asked, but then men
generally did. She really must find out what Issie’s secret was. As
Silver read Teddy’s palm and then Chris the Cod’s, Mo turned her
attention back to Richard, who was professing a startling desire to
learn to ride horses. Now would be a good time to swap her wine for
coffee, she realised, so that she could come up with a sober enough
argument to put him off. But their discussion was interrupted by the
harsh scrape of chair legs over the Delabole slate floor and the
clatter of cutlery as a diner rose in haste.

“I said, no! I don’t want my fortune read. What part of that can’t
you understand, you stupid woman?”

Ashley Carstairs was on his feet and glowering across the table at
Silver, who must have made the mistake of trying to include him. His
eyes burned with anger and his face was dangerously pale.

“It’s just fun,” Silver said shakily. “I didn’t mean anything by it.
Anyway, you’ve nothing to get upset about. I can’t see anything at all



when I look at you. It’s ever so weird; there’s just blankness.”
Ashley slammed his hand on the table. All the coffee cups rattled

in their saucers. “Are you as dim as you look? I said, no! But that’s
never good enough, is it? What is it with people here who just can’t
accept that I mean it when I say I’m not interested?”

Mo knew those words were aimed at her like deadly daggers into
her heart. She bit her lip and stared down at the table, unable to face
his contemptuous expression. Moments later the door slammed,
making the whole restaurant tremble, and Ashley was gone, striding
away into the dark and probably out of her life.

“What did I say?” Silver was asking, her voice still trembling. “I
didn’t tell him anything, I promise. There was nothing to tell. He’s
such a misery my guides don’t want to talk to him. They couldn’t see
his future anyway. It’s like he doesn’t even have one.”

And then, in a swift and gut-wrenching flash of clarity, Mo suddenly
understood everything. Oh dear God, how she wished she didn’t.
She would have given anything to go back a few minutes in time to
blissful ignorance, when Ashley was just a selfish bastard who had
used her and didn’t give a damn how she felt. The truth, though, was
the exact opposite.

Ashley was stepping away from her because Silver Starr was
right. The clues had been there all along, if she’d only had the wit to
see them rather than wallowing in her own insecurities and self-pity.

Ashley Carstairs was a man who feared he didn’t have a future.



Chapter 17
Ashley had come to realise that mornings were his best time of day.
If he rose early enough he could manage maybe three or four
chemical-free hours before the dull thrum of pain began to beat
against his temples – although with every day that passed, the
misery began a little sooner. Ashley hated to admit defeat but, after
an hour or so of it, he had no choice but to give in and take the
heavy-duty painkillers his consultant had prescribed. Come
lunchtime he was already slowing down; by mid-afternoon he was
heavy-eyed with more drugs; and once the evening fell it was as
much as he could do to drag himself upstairs and into bed. Not
taking the tablets, as he’d discovered the night before, was no longer
an option. The pain was unbearable and his temper, never great at
the best of times, became more explosive than Semtex.

Ashley wasn’t going to think about the events of the previous
evening, or at least not until he had a mug of coffee in his hand and
was sitting outside on Mariners’ terrace, looking out to sea and
watching the sun rise. This silent pink-and-peach dawn was his
golden time in every way; there was no point in spoiling it. Each day
he treasured those wonderful few moments on first waking, when
everything seemed normal. Then, even as the bleak realisation stole
back in with the sun’s first rays, at least he was rested enough to feel
something like his old self. How much longer this would last Ashley
had no idea. He guessed it wouldn’t be very long at all, if his
consultant was on the money – but for as long as he had some
normality, Ashley was determined to cling onto it.

It was funny how your world could turn upside down so suddenly,
Ashley reflected as he stood barefooted in his half-finished kitchen.
Even a few minutes waiting for a kettle to boil seem like a waste of
precious time. He glanced around Mariners, a breathtaking
architect’s wet dream of open spaces and huge windows framing the
sea into a moving work of art, and felt his guts twist that it was so
close to coming together, yet maybe not quite close enough. He’d
moved in even though the place was unfinished. He didn’t like to
think about why he’d felt the need to do so; maybe it was down to



the look on his consultant’s face last time they’d spoken or perhaps
the insidious sapping of his energy. How ironic that for a guy who
had it all – the cars, the boats, the houses and more money than he
could ever spend in this lifetime – he couldn’t buy the one thing he
really wanted. Ashley would give everything he owned away in a
moment if it meant that he could have more time with Mo, or even
any time at all. The pain of knowing that they would never stand a
chance and that he could never tell her how he truly felt was worse
than anything this bloody tumour could throw at him.

Don’t think of her! Ashley told himself sharply as he sloshed
boiling water onto the granules and stirred the drink vigorously. Think
of how you need to call the office and check in with the Vice Director.
Think about that shopping-complex development you’ve tendered
for. Christ, he’d even think about reading through the notes the
consultant had given him. Anything but think about Morwenna
Tremaine.

It was too late. There she was in his mind’s eye, her hair a fiery
halo of curls and her eyes bright with life, just as they had been last
night at the meal. Seeing her there had been a shock and it had
taken every bit of self-control he possessed not to just stride across
the restaurant and pull her into his arms. She’d looked at him and
the hurt in her eyes when he’d barely acknowledged her had felt like
a blow to his stomach, as had the realisation that Mo had been
sitting with the doctor. Doctors weren’t high on Ashley’s list of
favourite people at the moment and the murderous rage he’d felt
towards Richard Penwarren had shaken him to the core. And when
that stupid old hippy had started on about not being able to see his
future? Well, that had been the final straw. Never mind the
hammering in his skull; he’d had to leave before he really lost his
temper.

Mo living her life is what you wanted, Ashley reminded himself
sternly as, barefoot and coffee in hand, he padded across the rough
unfinished floorboards to the French windows. Dust and wood
shavings drifted in front of him, dancing in the air before falling softly
back to the ground. Would he ever see these wooden floors waxed
and polished? he wondered. From what he’d been told last week this
was looking less and less likely, which was why he should be



pleased that Mo was spending time with the doctor. Better that than
wasting time with him.

You wanted her to be free to find somebody she might actually
stand a chance of being with long term, he reminded himself sharply,
remember? That was the whole point of his stepping right away.
Letting Mo think he was just a bastard would be easier for her in the
long run, wouldn’t it? Far easier than allowing herself to grow close
to somebody who was about as likely to be there for her in six
months’ time as the Pollards were to finish this bloody house before
—

His fingers tightened on the mug handle. No. He wasn’t going to
think about that. Better to just sit over there on his terrace and gaze
out to sea, warmed by memories of the time they’d spent together,
each recollection every bit as bright and as inescapable as the
morning sunshine he was now stepping into.

The Pollards, who knew exactly how many breaks they were
entitled to in their working day (for UKIP voters they were oddly keen
on some aspects of EU employment legislation, Ashley had noted
with wry amusement), had erected a makeshift bench out of a
scaffolding plank and some blocks. It was hardly elegant but it did
the trick, and he was grateful to sink onto it now and raise his face to
the sun. It was a still morning, the sea below oily calm, and the
fishing boats were long gone from the harbour. It would be a perfect
day to head out to sea. He glanced down at the marina, where Big
Rod nestled against the pontoon. He longed to be pointing the boat
at the horizon, the sky filled with possibilities, and to have Mo beside
him. The wake would peel away behind them, the gulls circling high
above. Maybe dolphins would dance alongside them as well, just as
they had that morning when he’d taken Mo to the next bay. How
prickly she’d been about it too, and how she’d melted like ice cream
when he’d kissed her…

Bloody great. So much for not thinking about Morwenna, Ashley
thought wearily. She was as embedded in his grey matter as the
sodding tumour and, he suspected, would be even trickier to
remove. After all, she wasn’t just in his every thought, was she?
Morwenna Tremaine was in his heart too.



Bloody hell. Ashley Carstairs had done his fair share of crazy
things in his time but none of them came close to falling in love at a
time when the life he might have remaining could be counted in
weeks rather than years. Looking down at his hands he saw that
they were trembling; his coffee was splashing onto the terrace. Used
to being in control in every area of his life, Ashley was suddenly
terrified. He should never have come back to Polwenna Bay. He
knew that. When the prognosis was first delivered he should have
left the renovations in the capable hands of his project manager and
stayed in London. But he hadn’t been able to help himself: he’d had
to come back and see her again.

Ashley closed his eyes in despair. He’d made everything ten times
worse.

“Ashley?”
Now he knew that things were bad because he was hearing her

voice. Nobody had mentioned auditory hallucinations as a symptom,
nor visual ones either. And yet, on opening his eyes, Ashley could
have sworn that Mo was standing in front of him, hands on her hips
and with a frown creasing her brow.

“I know why you’re avoiding me,” she said quietly.
Ashley couldn’t speak; he was far too busy staring at her. God, but

she was breathtaking standing there with the deep blue of the sea
behind her and the sun’s rays turning her hair to pure flame.
Scowling or laughing, he didn’t care: she couldn’t have looked more
beautiful to him.

“You might say hello,” Mo was saying. “Getting here this early
takes effort for me, you know. I’ve got up super early to see to the
horses – two of which belong to you, by the way – and then walked
all the way over here. I even had to grit my teeth and listen to the
Pollards’ stupid-arsed comments about the calendar, so the least
you could do is look pleased to see me.”

“You shouldn’t be here,” said Ashley. “I thought I’d made myself
clear on that?”

She was standing so near to him that it was all he could do not to
reach out and touch her. Christ. That was what he longed to do.
Being so close yet so far was agonising.



Mo fixed him with her clear, blue-eyed stare. “We need to talk. I’ve
had enough of lies and game-playing, Ashley.”

“I’ve never lied to you.” He was trying not to look at her mouth, not
to remember how it had felt beneath his, but he just couldn’t drag his
gaze away. He wanted to kiss her so much; it was as much a
physical pain as any of those bloody headaches.

She shook her head. “Lying by omission, not telling me the whole
truth. Call it whatever you like, it’s just semantics. The woods? The
horses? Buying all those calendars? None of that makes any sense.
Why did you do those things if you want nothing to do with me?”

“What can I say? I’m just a nice guy.”
She laughed. “Yeah, right. I think we both know that nice isn’t your

strongest quality. Bloody-minded, stubborn and frustrating maybe,
but nice? Not really how I’d describe you.”

“So why are you here if you have such a low opinion of me? I’ve
told you before to stay away. What happened between us was a
mistake. Move on from it. I have.”

Mo laughed again bitterly. “Yeah, that would suit you just perfectly,
wouldn’t it? Well, tough luck, Ashley. I’m not that easily got rid of. I
don’t like mind games and I don’t like being kept in the dark. It’s time
you told me the truth about what’s really going on.”

Ashley knew there was no way he could do that, but he was so
blown away by her presence that his brain refused to come up with a
plausible excuse. In spite of the fact that he wanted her more than
he had ever wanted a woman in his life, he had to make sure she
walked away from him today and never came back.

“I’m using the village for my own gain, just as you always
suspected,” he said flippantly. “I’m going to buy some properties,
spin them around and make lots of cash. Who knows, I may even
buy the church and convert that.”

“You certainly seem to like it up there. I’m surprised just how often
you seem to be in the church lately.” Her eyes held his, so serious
and so full of sincerity that his heart clenched. The urge to tell her
everything was shockingly strong.

He looked at the horizon. “It’s a pretty spot. I like it.”
“And Polwenna Bay? Do you like it here too? Or is it just the

money-making potential that appeals?”



“What else? Christ, it’s less stressful running the trading floor and
working on eight currencies in six time zones than it is trying to
organise plumbers here.”

She pushed her curls away from her face and shook her head.
“Yeah, nice try, Ashley. Just as well you’re a better property

developer than you are a liar. I don’t buy any of that crap. You like
the village, I think you quite like me too sometimes, and you certainly
love this house – why else throw so much money at such an
inconvenient place? And as for scoping out the church because you
want to develop it? Well, that’s all bollocks too, isn’t it?”

His top lip curled and he glanced back at her. “Is it?”
“Do you want to know what I think?” Mo continued, before he

could draw sufficient breath to reply. “I think you love it here. I think
you love the village and I think you like all the other things that come
with it.” She held his gaze as she said this; no matter how he tried,
Ashley couldn’t look away. “There’s something else going on, isn’t
there? I think you’re actually going to the church to think and reflect,
maybe even to pray.”

“You seem to think an awful lot,” was all Ashley said. He didn’t
dare say anything else. She was so dangerously close to the truth
that his insides had constricted with dread.

“I get a lot of time to think when I’m out riding,” Mo said quietly.
“And I’ve been thinking an awful lot about you, Ashley Carstairs.
You’re a pain in the arse, a misery and pretty damn annoying in
general, but I don’t care about any of that. I love you and I know that
you feel the same way about me.”

His chest tightened. “Mo, just go away, will you? How many times
do I have to say it? This isn’t going to work, I—”

She held up her hand. “I haven’t finished. I was confused for a
while, and pretty pissed off too, with myself as much as you, but last
night everything suddenly fell into place. I can’t believe it’s actually
taken me this long to figure it all out. Whoever would have guessed
that Silver Starr really is psychic after all?”

Mo stepped forward and took his hand. At just the touch of her
skin against his, Ashley’s insides collapsed like an avalanche. His
fingers wove into hers and held tight, as though her hand was the
only thing in the whole world of any substance, the only thing



keeping him from drowning in this deep ocean of terror. Suddenly
Ashley knew that he couldn’t do this alone anymore. He couldn’t be
without her.

“You’re ill.” Mo wasn’t asking him. She’d guessed the truth. “And
it’s serious.”

And unable to keep it from her any longer, Ashley simply nodded.
“As serious as it gets, Red,” he said softly. “Unless my doctors can

work a miracle, I’m dying.”



Chapter 18
Ashley was gripping Mo’s hand so tightly that her fingers began to
tingle. If she’d ever been unsure of her wild shot in the dark then she
wasn’t anymore. For once he wasn’t wearing the hat – and the shorn
patch on his head, where the sutures were a livid red against the
shockingly white skin of his scalp, told its own tale. Even if she
hadn’t seen that, he was telling her openly now that all her instincts
had been absolutely right.

Oh God. How she wished they weren’t.
“Why didn’t you stay away?” Ashley was asking, tugging her down

onto the bench beside him. His free hand stole to the nape of her
neck, caressing her skin as his eyes took in her shocked expression.
Glancing down and noticing the tight hold he had on her, he released
her fingers. Mo felt his cool, strong hands rise to cup her face. Then
his mouth met hers and he kissed her as if he were a drowning man
and she were his last hope of oxygen. “You should have stayed
away,” he murmured, when they broke apart. “Oh, Red, you really
should have.”

“Since when did I ever do anything anybody asked me to do?” Mo
said. Or rather, that was what she tried to say, but there was a
rasping sensation in her throat and the words sounded all peculiar.
How was it possible to feel so happy and so broken-hearted all at the
same time?

He laughed, but it was a despairing sound. “That will be never,
then. God, that bloody stupid woman. When she started peddling
fortunes, that was the last straw. Not only had I been forced to listen
to Ella all night long but then she started too. I couldn’t take it a
second longer.”

“Ella has that effect on a lot of people,” agreed Mo.
He exhaled wearily. “I don’t doubt that, Red, but the trouble is that

I don’t have any seconds to spare anyone, least of all her. It’s a long
story.”

Mo leant forward. “So tell me. I think it’s time I knew the truth, don’t
you?”



Ashley stared out to sea. A sailboat was heading out of the
marina, its sails unfurling as it danced over the waves towards the
freedom of the horizon.

“You do, Red,” he said quietly, “but I was hoping to protect you
from it. You don’t need to be involved.”

“I am involved,” Mo pointed out with simple logic. “And if I’m
honest I’ve been involved for a lot longer than from that day on the
cliffs. I think we both know that.”

In answer to this, he pulled her into his arms and kissed the top of
her head. Then, fixing his gaze on the boat, he began to talk. At first
his words were hesitant as he began to describe how he’d had a
skiing fall and found a bump on his head soon afterwards. Yet as the
story continued it was as though a dam had been breached and the
words tumbled out. His doctor’s bewilderment, the CT scans and the
shock of discovering that he had three benign brain tumours – all of
this information flooded out of Ashley in a torrent while Mo held him
and listened, her heart breaking a little more with every sentence he
uttered.

“But benign’s a good thing, right?” she asked him, clutching at
what surely had to be positive news, or as positive as news could get
when the man you’d fallen in love with had a brain tumour. “That
means it isn’t cancer.”

Ashley tightened his arms around her. Mo felt his heart racing
beneath the thin fabric of his tee shirt.

“That’s true. The kind of tumours they found in my brain aren’t
cancerous at all. No, let me finish before you look relieved,” he said
swiftly, sensing that Mo was about to speak, “because great as that
is, it’s a little more complicated. There were three tumours in my
brain. Two we could reach and I had surgery on those three years
ago. That was when I quit the city job and decided to make a few
changes. The main one was to get out of London, which I finally did
this year.”

“That was why you bought Mariners?”
He nodded. “It was. I wanted to do a few things that were on my

bucket list. My parents used to bring us here on holiday when we
were kids and my dad always loved this house. He even had some
designs he’d sketched out. It seemed right to do something with it



when I had the chance, even though he’ll never see the place. I
thought it might do me good to have some fresh air and a new start,
away from all the medical crap. The woods were going to be my
vehicle access when I got worse – but somebody,” he dropped a kiss
onto her nose, “put the kibosh on that idea.”

Wasn’t it weird how your whole perspective could change in a split
second, like staring at one of those magic eye pictures and suddenly
seeing the hidden image appear?

“Oh Ashley, I am so sorry,” Mo whispered. She was appalled as
she recollected how she’d accused him so many times of being lazy
and of not caring about the environment. It had never occurred to her
for a moment that he might actually have needed to get a car to the
house. Or even, whispered a terrified little voice, an ambulance.

“Don’t be sorry. You were totally right. Fernside is beautiful and I’m
glad every day that I never went through with making a drive. It’ll be
there a lot longer than I will, too.”

Mo flinched at this but Ashley said it in such a matter-of-fact tone;
even as she struggled to process what it meant, he was continuing
with his story.

“So, rather than just being a development project, Mariners is
really the fulfilment of a childhood dream. It was the castle on the
cliffs that I used to look at as a kid. If you dream it you can have it,
right?”

Mo wasn’t sure. She’d dreamed a lot about being on the Olympic
squad but fate and her horses had different ideas, it seemed.

“Sounds a bit like something Silver Starr would come up with,” she
said doubtfully.

He grinned. “You’d laugh now, Red, but for a while people like her
were my best friends. I tried it all. Yoga, chanting, meditation,
crystals – whatever mumbo jumbo they were peddling. None of it
worked, of course. In the end escaping from the city and coming
here was the only thing that cleared the fog from my brain. With my
investment head on, Mariners also seemed like a good bet too,
although Selina didn’t agree.”

“Who’s Selina?” The question flew from Mo’s lips and she clapped
her hand over her mouth in horror. Talk about being shallow. Here
was Ashley telling her something very personal and private and all



she was worried about was some woman from the past? She
couldn’t help it though. Mo was already jealous of the mysterious
Selina. She could picture her: another of his identikit blondes with
immaculately streaked hair and legs up to her armpits.

Mo was shocked by how much she hated Selina without even
knowing the woman.

“She was my then girlfriend,” Ashley was saying. “Sel wasn’t very
keen on sickness and hospitals though, and inevitably we split up. I
don’t blame her. I wasn’t much fun to be around back then. When I
wasn’t chanting and consulting gurus I was raging and railing against
everything. Seriously, Mo – you think Danny was bad? I promise you
I was ten times worse.”

“You are way too competitive,” said Mo sternly. It was a weak joke
but she was rewarded with a smile.

“Yeah, you’re right. Dan wins by a mile,” Ashley conceded. “He’s a
war hero, whereas I’m just… well, unlucky I guess. There’s a third
tumour, you see, one that was too deep in my brain for the surgeons
to be able to reach. It needed to grow before it was big enough to
operate on but we had no idea just how long that would take. It could
have been months or it could have been years.”

“Couldn’t they leave it if it isn’t cancerous?”
He shook his head. “No, Red, I’m afraid not. The tumour itself isn’t

harmful but where it’s growing is. I was hoping that it wouldn’t
change. Christ, maybe I was kidding myself it would just vanish. But
a little while ago I started to notice some symptoms and I knew deep
down I couldn’t ignore them, much as I wanted to. The doctors ran
some tests and they told me what I already knew. The bloody thing
was growing.”

The sailing boat was just a dot on the horizon now. Soon it would
be out of sight, still existing somewhere but lost to their view. This
thought made Mo’s eyes prickle and her throat tighten.

“Go on,” Mo whispered.
“There’s not much more left to tell,” Ashley said quietly. “The

doctors wanted to operate and they told me that it would be within
the next four months. That’s when I came back here, Mo. I had to
see you again. You were all I could think about. It sounds mad now,
and selfish too, but being with you makes me feel alive. Perhaps I



allowed myself to get carried away with the horses and all the things
we did, but I loved every minute.” He paused and then said softly, so
softly that she wasn’t sure if she was hearing him correctly, “And I
am head over heels in love with you too.”

“Ashley, I—” Mo began, but he stopped her words with a kiss of
such tenderness that she couldn’t have spoken another word
anyway.

“You don’t need to say anything,” he told her, cupping her face in
his hands again. His fingers stroked her cheeks. “This is me telling
you why things have unfolded in quite the way they have. Jesus,
feeling like this about you was never on my agenda. It complicates
everything and it’s bloody inconvenient. For ages I tried to talk
myself out of it. You’re not my type. You’re annoying. You oppose me
on everything I do. I even tried to explain my feelings for you away
as a symptom of my tumour.”

“That’s so romantic,” Mo said.
He grinned. “Yeah, isn’t it? Along with headaches and blurred

vision, you’re right up there! Except that my feelings for you, Red,
are definitely from the heart and not the head. After our time together
that very special afternoon, I was going to tell you exactly how I felt.
What we shared was more than just sex to me and I’m pretty sure it
was for you too.”

She felt her face start to grow warm with the memories. “It was
OK, I suppose,” she teased.

“Fibber,” he said tenderly. “You’ve not been able to stop thinking
about it either; I can see it in your face.”

And then he dipped his head and kissed her again until they were
both breathless and so close that their noses were touching.
Pressing another kiss against her forehead, he sat back and sighed
wearily.

“I can’t stay away from you, Mo. It’s hopeless.”
“I could have told you that,” said Mo. “You did a good job of trying

though.”
“I nearly didn’t,” Ashley admitted. “I was going to tell you the truth

that day I had the phone call in the yard, do you remember?”
Mo nodded. “Of course I do. It didn’t make sense. Everything was

wonderful one moment and then nothing. You left straightway and I



had no idea why.”
“Of course you didn’t. How could you?” He closed his eyes in

despair and when he reopened them they were bright with unshed
tears. “Mo, how could I tell you that I loved you when my consultant
had just phoned to summon me back for an emergency
appointment? How could I let you become any more involved? Or be
hurt by what was going to happen? It was kinder to withdraw totally
and let you think I’d just used you. And if you’d decided to stay with
me out of pity, that would have been even worse. Christ, anything
but that.”

Mo was angry now. It was easier to be angry. “Those weren’t your
choices to make! How bloody typical! Those were my decisions,
Ashley! You had no right to make them for me.”

“Maybe not, but I made them because I thought they were the right
ones.” He took her small work-roughened hand with its bitten nails
and kissed the palm, folding her fingers over it as though sealing the
kiss inside like a gift. She wanted to hold it there forever.

“Mo, the consultant was calling because the latest tests show that
the tumour growth has accelerated way faster than we’d anticipated.
There are weeks rather than months now until it’ll be close enough
for the team to attempt surgery.”

“But surgery’s a good thing, isn’t it?” Mo asked. Her voice sounded
small and even further away than the gulls that were wheeling high
above Mariners, their cries as thin as the soundtrack to another life.
“Doesn’t it mean they can make you better?”

Ashley wove his fingers through hers again. The kiss in her hand
fluttered away and Mo’s vision swam.

“I wish I could say that you’re right, but this is neurosurgery and it’s
risky. It might work. It might not. There’s a high chance I might not
make it through the operation – and even if I do, there’s no
guarantee I’ll come round or even that it will be successful. There
may be more treatments and more operations. I might not even be
able to speak or walk.”

Tears spilled from her eyes. “Ashley, I am so sorry.”
He squeezed her hand. “Sweetheart, how could I put you through

all that? I could be left with no choice but to leave you behind, and I
couldn’t bear the thought of that. It seemed kinder not to let you any



nearer. I’d rather you just remembered me as a pain in the arse,” he
gave her a grin, “albeit a sexy one who was great in bed, obviously,
instead of some guy who got sick. I wanted you to be my lover.” His
voice cracked. “Not my carer. Never that. Do you see now why I had
to walk away?”

Mo did see but she also saw that it had been pointless. Love didn’t
work like that, did it? You couldn’t just turn it off when it wasn’t
convenient. Now that Mo loved Ashley, she loved him with every
fibre of her being and every beat of her fiery heart. There was no
going back.

“It’s too late for that,” she said, reaching out and touching his face.
“I am involved and I’m not walking away even if you tell me to.
There’s no point arguing about it, because I’m staying.”

“Mo, you can’t do that. There’s no need and, anyway, I wouldn’t
expect you to.”

“I love you, Ashley.”
There. She’d said it out loud again. Funny how easy it was to say

those words in the end – and now they were out, never to be taken
back.

“You really love me?” Ashley said in wonder. “Seriously? After
everything that’s happened and all my tree-killing ways?”

“I know. It’s amazing isn’t it?” Mo agreed. “You don’t ride, you have
a boat with a stupid name and you wear watches that cost more than
my car.”

He grimaced. “I guess I asked for that. Anyway, only the Rolex
costs more than a car. And in fairness, Red, your car is basically
scrap anyway.” Then the smile faded. “Mo, this isn’t going to be easy
on either of us. Are we mad to even try?”

“Probably, but no madder than anyone else, Ashley. There are no
guarantees in life.” She wound her arms around his neck. “Does
anyone really know how much time they have?”

“No, but—”
“So that’s it.” Mo silenced any more protests with a kiss. When

they broke apart, she pushed her hair back and smiled at him.
Inside, her heart was singing and breaking all at once. She was
through with playing it safe and it felt good to seize the present
moment and leap in. Time was no longer a luxury they had – and



neither was it a hindrance anymore. “I love you, Ashley Carstairs,
and I think that if I’m honest I’ve loved you for a very long time. I’ve
never felt about any man the way I feel about you. It makes no sense
at all, and that’s why I totally and utterly trust it.”

This was the point where Ashley would tell her that it didn’t matter
how she felt, that she was better off without him, and Mo braced
herself. But all he said instead was, “Mo, are you sure?”

“One hundred percent.” She looked at him. “Are you?”
Ashley didn’t answer; he simply drew her close and kissed her. Mo

kissed him back, with passionate and longing kisses that erased
anything else except the pure joy of being close. Mo knew with every
hungry kiss that he felt exactly the same way. There was no need to
try reasoning with this now. They were together and she knew that
whatever came next, together was the way they would fight it. For
now though, she was happy to be lost in him and a world of limb-
melting sensation.

A loud and awkward throat-clearing tugged them back to the
present.

“When you’ve finished with Miss September,” said Big Rog
Pollard, indignantly. “I’d like that scaffolding plank back.”

Mo had a sudden urge to giggle. Big Rog looked quite offended,
as though his scaffolding shouldn’t have been exposed to such
behaviour.

“We’ll leave you to get on,” Ashley told his builder. On his feet now,
he held out his hand to Mo. “Come on, Red, let’s go and find
somewhere we can really talk.”

“Didn’t look much like talking to me,” muttered Big Rog.
“You’re right,” Mo nodded. Rising onto her tiptoes, she kissed

Ashley again. “Fancy checking out my hay barn? And my impressive
whip collection?”

Big Rog’s eyes were as round as saucers. This was serious
Polwenna Bay gossip. Mo knew full well that the minute she was out
of sight he’d be calling Sheila Keverne in the shop and the drums
would start beating in earnest. Before she and Ashley were even
back inside Mariners the whole village would know they were an
item.



Good. That meant there was no way he could back out now.
Tumours or no tumours, she refused to step away from this. Ashley
Carstairs was the only man that Morwenna Tremaine had ever loved.

She was never letting him go again.



Chapter 19
If the Reverend Jules was surprised to see sworn enemies
Morwenna Tremaine and Ashley Carstairs sitting together in St
Wenn’s then she was professional enough to hide it. Instead, she
merely nodded her head in their direction before continuing on her
way through the nave and into the vestry.

No wonder Danny liked her so much, Mo thought. Jules never
pushed or pried but instead left you in peace until you felt inclined or
ready to talk. In that respect, and just about every other, she was the
polar opposite of Danny’s estranged wife Tara, who, like Polwenna
Bay’s answer to Jeremy Kyle, loved nothing more than to pry into
what people really felt and thought. One day somebody would tell
her the truth and then Tara should watch out.

Mo really hoped she’d be there to witness that day when it came.
“Jules is getting used to finding me here. I’ve become something

of a fixture recently,” Ashley explained once the vestry door had
clicked shut behind the vicar.

“I’ve seen you here too, quite a few times. We all thought you were
going to buy the place,” Mo reminded him.

Their hands were clasped as they sat together on the pew; his
fitted hers perfectly and Mo had no intention of ever letting it go
again. She gave his fingers an apologetic squeeze. “I feel bad now
because nobody dreamed you’d be here because you genuinely like
the place.”

Ashley smiled. “The irony is that I can’t think of anything worse
than St Wenn’s being lost. It’s such a special place. I’ve been doing
a lot of thinking here lately – and trying to make a few bargains with
God too, although I know that isn’t how it really works.”

Mo had a feeling that she was going to be making lots of those too
in the weeks ahead. “So you really do come here to pray?”

He raised her hand to his lips and brushed a kiss across her yard-
roughened knuckles. “One of my prayers has certainly been
answered. Look, I’m not saying that I’m religious or anything, Red,
but coming here makes me feel peaceful. There’s a real timeless
quality about it, as though something of all those centuries of prayer



echoes through the place. I really don’t think it should ever be
anything other than a church.”

They fell silent for a moment. Ashley was right, Mo thought. There
was a stillness to St Wenn’s that slowed the heartbeat, a blanket of
calm that wrapped itself around you and soothed away the stresses
and heartbreaks that lay beyond. The rest of the world seemed to
recede and slip quietly away. She wondered how many other
villagers came here to reflect and to talk to God? Probably more than
she had ever imagined.

“Is that why you bought so many calendars? To help save the
church?”

Ashley gave Mo a look that heated her blood by a couple of
degrees and made her think of things that probably shouldn’t be
thought about in a church.

“Don’t be daft, Red. We both know why I did that. September is an
amazing month, I find. I must have a closer look at it, don’t you
think?”

Mo did think, but she was trying to rein in her bolting fantasies.
She’d be struck by lightning if she wasn’t careful. As it was, her face
felt as though it was on fire.

“Anyway,” Ashley continued, sounding regretful, “the calendar and
the fundraising won’t really solve anything. Jules says the bishop
wants evidence that the church is really used by the village, so a fat
bank balance isn’t the answer. If it were that easy I’d have donated a
load of cash ages ago and got a few more cosmic brownie points.”

His tone was flippant but Mo could hear the fear beneath his
words and it broke her heart. She had more insight now into the
complexities that defined him than she could ever have wanted or
imagined.

After Roger Pollard had interrupted them they had abandoned
Mariners for a walk through Fernside and to St Wenn’s. As they’d
made their way along the sun-dappled path, Ashley had told Mo all
about his illness and the pressing need to bring his surgery forward.
It had never taken Mo so long to walk that route (it usually took only
twenty minutes), but then she’d never talked so much or stopped to
kiss anyone every three footsteps before. They’d wasted so much
time apart that she couldn’t bear another second away from him.



Judging by the urgent way his mouth had come down upon hers,
Ashley felt exactly the same way.

By the time they’d reached the church, entering by an unspoken
accord, Mo knew that she wasn’t the same person who’d sprung out
of bed that morning. Everything in her world had changed. It was as
though she’d been looking at the view through the wrong end of a
pair of binoculars and had just flipped them around, bringing it all into
focus. Previously nebulous thoughts were suddenly crystal clear and
what had seemed to be so vitally important only hours ago now
faded into insignificance.

Time was precious and slipping through her fingers like quicksilver.
She needed to get to know Ashley better, and fast.

So now, sitting in the peace of St Wenn’s with rainbows of
coloured light streaming through the stained-glass windows and
memorials to long-dead Tremaines all around her, Mo knew that this
very minute was their time to start living. People could be snatched
away from you at any moment – she’d learned that at a young age –
but it was only when you were slapped in the face with a finite
amount of time that the truth sank in.

They would need to do in a matter of weeks what took other
people months or even years. As she watched the dust motes dance
and twirl in the shards of emerald, sapphire and gold light, Mo knew
that there would be sacrifices to make and heartbreak to come, but
she found that she was at peace with this knowledge. Leaning her
head on Ashley’s shoulder, she believed with all her heart that it
would be worth every second. Some people could live a lifetime and
never feel like this. How lucky was she to have found him?

She tightened her clasp on his hand.
“So what now?” Ashley asked quietly. He stared straight ahead,

his eyes fixed on the altar, as though unable to face her. “You know
the ugly truth about me, Mo, and let’s face it, I’m not exactly a great
long-term investment. If you wanted to step away right now I’d
understand. It makes sense.”

“Nice try,” Mo said, “but you don’t get rid of me that easily. How
many weeks do you think we have before the surgery?”

He turned to face her, shocked. “We?”
“Yes, we. I’m in this too now. You jump, I jump, remember?”



Ashley rolled his eyes. “Since when was this the Titanic? Or was
that a very ill-thought-out sinking ship analogy?”

Mo dug her elbow into his ribs. “Stop being sarcastic. I’m serious. I
don’t want us to waste a minute, so how long? And don’t be
conservative. Be honest.”

“A month? Six weeks?” He passed a hand wearily over his face.
“Mo, I’m not sure but I do know I’m getting weaker. The headaches
are stronger and I’m needing more medication just to function. Last
night was a big mistake and I’m really paying for it today. Even
walking here has taken it out of me. I’m not an idiot; I know I’m
deteriorating.”

Mo could see it too. In just the two hours they’d been together
she’d seen the shadows deepen under his eyes, and she could
sense the effort it took him just to talk.

“Then I want to spend as much of that time with you as possible,”
she said firmly. “If you want me to, of course?”

“If I want you too?” Ashley shook his head. “There’s nothing I want
more, Mo, but it might not be easy—”

“I don’t care about easy.”
He exhaled slowly and she leaned into him.
“I’ve only just found you,” she said simply, “but I know I’ve never

felt like this before, Ashley. Maybe I never will again? There are
never any guarantees anyway, but I do know that I love you and I’ve
never said that to anyone else – or anyone else who doesn’t have
four legs, at least! I want us to make the most of every moment we
do have. Don’t you?”

Ashley put his arm around her and held her close. In the quiet of
the church Mo was sure she could hear his heart beating. She held
her breath. She didn’t think she could bear it if he said he still wanted
her to step away.

“Absolutely,” he agreed, and she sagged with relief. “But what
about the eventing season? Your career? The horses? You can’t
neglect those things on my account. I won’t let you, not when you’ve
worked so hard.”

And then a strange thing happened: Mo discovered that her urge
to compete and to win was no longer her raison d’être. Yes, she still
wanted to nail a grand slam and yes, Olympic gold was still



beckoning – but there would always be another Badminton or
another Olympics. Whereas there would never again be this time
with Ashley.

It might be the only time they ever had…
“Mr Dandy’s lame,” Mo said thoughtfully. “The Bandmaster isn’t

ready and Splash is a liability. If I’m honest, I’m not ready for the
season. It will do them good to have a month or so off and come
back into work in the late autumn. I’ve still got my teaching and
hopefully I’ll get more liveries or sell some youngsters. If I can find a
teenager to help at the yard part time then that would mean I could
spend more time with you.”

Ashley pressed a kiss onto the top of her head. “I’m Cashley,
remember? Let me take care of that.”

“No way are you footing the bills,” Mo said staunchly. “I’m a
feminist.”

“Burn your bra by all means, but if you’re putting your business
and career on hold because of me then the very least I can do is
help with the finances.” Ashley gave her a serious look. “I mean it,
Mo. If we’re together then we’re partners and that means we support
each other. I’m pretty bloody – sorry, Lord – pretty useless at the
moment, so at least let me help you in one way that I still can.
Besides,” he pulled a rueful face, “they tell me you can’t take it with
you when you go, so I’d better get spending. You’ll be doing me a
favour.”

Her eyes filled with tears. “Please don’t say things like that, not
even as a joke.”

But Ashley wasn’t budging on this point. “It’s the truth, Mo, and it’s
my only condition. Don’t look at me like that. There’s no point trying
to change my mind. You’d have more luck getting Big Eddie
Penhalligan to give up beer.”

For a moment Mo struggled. Fiercely independent and used to
doing everything alone, she wasn’t sure at all how she felt about
accepting financial assistance. Allowing Ashley to pay for help at the
yard felt like a failure.

“Look on it this way: I need you free to teach me to ride,” Ashley
pointed out, sensing her dilemma. “I’m not sure how much longer I’ll
be up for that anyway, so we need to get going and you’ll need all



the spare time you can get. Look on me as just your most difficult
customer.”

“You’re certainly my most demanding one,” Mo grumbled, blinking
her tears away.

He flashed her his old wolfish grin. “Oh, you’d better believe it,
Red. I’m going to make lots of demands of you!” And then he
whispered into her ear and Mo blushed to the ends of her hair.

“We’re in a church!” she reminded him sternly, but Ashley just
grinned even more.

“Then maybe it’s time we went back to Mariners?” he suggested.
The glitter in his dark eyes as he said this made Mo’s stomach
clench deliciously. “Shall we give the Pollards something really good
to gossip about?”

“Far be it from me to let the Pollards down,” Mo said. “But, just for
the record, I’m only doing this for them and to keep the village
entertained.”

“You’re so civic minded,” Ashley said admiringly. “I think it’s what I
love most about you.”

Mo snorted at this but she was laughing too. As they left the
church, hand in hand, and in a desperate hurry to get back to
Mariners, her heart felt lighter than it had for a long time. Crazy as it
seemed, Mo could even have sworn that the angels in the stained-
glass windows were beaming at her.

The darkness that lurked beneath her happiness would have to
wait. Mo wasn’t ready for it just yet.



Chapter 20
“My goodness, what an awful day!”

Alice Tremaine stood on the vicarage doorstep, shaking her
umbrella. At least, Jules hoped it was Alice and not a rather soggy
Darth Vader; the older woman was virtually unrecognisable beneath
a voluminous hooded raincoat. The weather that had blown in over
the past twenty-four hours was certainly from the dark side. After
days of glorious sunshine, blue skies and sparkling seas the English
summer had reverted depressingly to type. In the village,
holidaymakers scuttled from tearoom to gift shop, miserable seagulls
huddled on the chimney pots and the boats strained angrily against
their moorings. The sea was the colour of lead and almost
indistinguishable from the pewter skies above, while a strong south-
westerly drove rain into horizontal sheets that hammered on window
panes and pelted the rooftops.

When Jules had woken up this morning to hear the wind howling
around the vicarage and the rain drumming against her bedroom
window, her heart had plummeted. Opening the curtains had only
made her feel worse; the deluge was so heavy that the beautiful
view was lost in the downpour. Instead of resembling a living
postcard Polwenna Bay was bleak and drenched, and Jules knew
that in the gloom St Wenn’s would look even more run down than
usual. Sunshine filtering through the stained-glass windows and the
gentle glow of the altar candles showed St Wenn’s off to full
advantage and, like an ageing film star who needed candlelight to
soothe her fading looks, the church wouldn’t fare well when the
bright lights were switched on.

“Why, Lord, why?” Jules had said aloud and in despair. “One more
day of sunshine was all we needed. Just one more day. Don’t you
want us to save your house?”

But the only answers had been the roar of the gale and the
banging of one of the loose window frames. Outside, another slate
had slithered from the church roof. Jules had got dressed hastily in
order to put another bucket out. The last thing she needed was any
more damage. The Pollards could easily retire on what they’d



already quoted to fix the roof. Any more work and they’d be needing
a Cayman bank account.

“What a shame this has blown in today of all days,” Alice was
saying, stepping into the porch and dripping all over the black and
white tiles.

“You’re not kidding,” Jules sighed. “When animals start appearing
two by two then we’ll know we’re really in trouble.”

While she helped Alice off with her coat, Jules reflected for the
thousandth time that morning that this really wasn’t the best kind of
day for showing a bishop around St Wenn’s – especially one who
was probably looking for an excuse to close the place anyway. Even
if he didn’t catch pneumonia walking up here or get blown over the
cliff edge, he’d hardly be able to hear Jules speaking above the
dripping of multitudinous leaks into buckets.

“You should have waited for the rain to ease,” Jules said as she
hung Alice’s sodden coat up to dry.

“I did call but you didn’t answer your mobile. Anyway, I’ve lived
here long enough to know that this weather’s set in for a few days,”
Alice replied.

Jules’s hand slipped to her pocket. Drat. She must have left her
phone in the vestry. There was no way she was venturing out to
rescue it while the rain was this heavy, though.

“Danny’s on his way over with one of my lemon drizzle cakes,”
Alice told Jules as they made their way into the vicarage kitchen.
“Don’t look so worried, my love. I’ve never known it fail to sweeten
somebody up.”

Jules tried to smile but couldn’t. She slumped at the kitchen table
and placed her head in her hands. “No disrespect, Alice, but even
your baking won’t distract the bishop from the fact that St Wenn’s is
falling down around our ears and we’ve got a miniscule
congregation. I’ve a horrible feeling that he’s going to take one look
at it today and make his mind up instantly.”

Alice sat down opposite Jules and reached out to take her hands.
The older woman’s fingers, light and delicate, squeezed her own
reassuringly.

“Now, what kind of an attitude is that?” Alice tutted, shaking her
head in disapproval. “It’s a bit of rain, Jules, that’s all. Apart from



your appalling lack of faith in my lemon cake, the bishop’s lived in
Cornwall long enough to see past a shower or two. Besides, you’ve
put together a fantastic case for the church. We were all very
impressed with it at the last PCC meeting. Even Sheila was singing
your praises and Big Rog said that you were ‘all right’, which is a
huge compliment coming from him!”

Jules swallowed the lump in her throat. “I’ve made it then, if Big
Rog and Sheila approve of me. Alice, I love it here and I love the
people. I love St Wenn’s too – that’s why I can’t bear the thought of
losing the church and letting them down.”

“If the bishop chooses to close St Wenn’s, which I can’t believe for
a minute he will, then it won’t be for any lack of trying on your part or
that of the PCC,” Alice told her staunchly. “Nobody could have
worked harder than you, love. Look how much money we’ve raised
in just a few weeks. The dinner was a huge success and the
calendar too. Why, it’s being reprinted for the third time. I can hardly
believe that! Can you?”

Unfortunately, Jules could believe it. The Polwenna Bay charity
calendar had taken on a life all of its own and was proving so
popular that the village shop and the post office kept selling out. To
Jules’s horror the local press had featured the story and West
Country Television had left several messages on her answerphone
asking about the possibility of filming a feature for the local news. So
far she’d ignored the calls and kept very quiet, but Jules feared it
was only a matter of time before a more enterprising reporter got in
touch with somebody else. Then all hell would break loose. Sheila
and co would be delighted to go on telly and before they knew it
Helen Mirren would be starring in a film about them.

She groaned and Alice, misunderstanding the nature of her
despair, squeezed Jules’s hands even more tightly.

“Listen, love, I’m sure it really isn’t going to be as bad as you think.
Now, I wasn’t going so say anything yet, not until I was one hundred
percent certain, but I’ve been—”

“Is the kettle on?” Danny burst through the back door and strode
into the kitchen, shaking himself like a wet Labrador and showering
them both with water. His eyelashes were starred with drops and he
was drenched, his sweatshirt and jeans clinging to the lean lines of



his body. Jules looked away hastily. She was just friends with Danny
– would only ever be just friends with Danny – but sometimes she
was brought up short by a sharp reminder of just how gorgeous he
was. She never even noticed his injuries anymore. She only saw
him.

Alice jumped up, whatever she’d been about to say abandoned.
“Oh, Danny! Look at the state of you! You’re soaking. You’ll catch

your death of cold.”
Danny laughed. “I think I’ll survive, Gran. It’s only rain. I got a bit

sidetracked by the Pollards trying to patch up a couple of the tiles
that have slipped off the church roof this morning. Little Rog thinks
he can stop the vestry leak, but it’ll cost us, he says.”

Jules rolled her eyes. “Why am I not surprised? If I didn’t know
better I’d think the Pollards were pulling the slates off themselves.”

“I guess it wasn’t that long ago that their ancestors were out
wrecking,” sighed Alice. “Dan, get those wet things off before you get
pneumonia.”

Danny leaned against the oven and, reaching for a tea towel,
mopped his face with it.

“I survived the Taliban, Granny; I think I can cope with a bit of
Cornish rain!” He beamed at Jules. “Although, admittedly, a slice of
cake and a mug of tea will keep the germs at bay.”

“I’ll make it. You stay there,” Alice ordered Jules, who was rising to
put the kettle on. “You look done in already.”

Jules wasn’t surprised. She felt done in. The past few weeks had
been so busy and last night she’d hardly slept. Each time she’d
closed her eyes the church’s figures, both financial and human, had
lambada-ed across her vision. Even when she had slept, her dreams
had been restless, full of disturbing images of naked parishioners
and angry bishops. Was today’s rain some kind of judgement for
allowing the crazy calendar idea to go ahead? Jules wondered.
She’d only meant for the best but didn’t they say that the road to hell
was paved with good intentions? If they lost St Wenn’s would it be
her fault for failing to be a stronger leader?

Or for having feelings for a married member of her flock?
Oh Lord, why did it all have to be so hard?
“Cheer up,” Danny was saying. “It might never happen.”



“You mean the bishop might not make it because Cornwall’s
underwater?” Jules suggested hopefully.

“Unlikely,” said Danny from beneath the tea towel. “No point hiding
from it anyway. Better to just face up to reality and deal with what
might happen next.” Reappearing, he gave Jules a beady blue-eyed
look. “I think I learned that from you, actually.”

Typical of her own good advice to come back and bite her on the
bum, thought Jules, and even more typical of Danny to throw an
argument at her that she had no way of countering. Now that his
career in the army was over he really ought to consider law.

“There’s nothing more we can do now anyway,” Alice pointed out.
Setting down three mugs of tea and opening up a Tupperware
container, she added, “The bishop will be here this afternoon and at
least we’ll know more then. We’ve raised money and I think it’s really
pulled the village together. He can’t help but be impressed.”

Jules hoped so, but not as much as she hoped that the Polwenna
calendar had somehow managed to sneak under her earthly boss’s
radar. When she’d spoken to him yesterday, Bishop Bill hadn’t given
any indication that he’d known anything about it. He’d just confirmed
that he’d be with them for two o’clock this afternoon and that he was
looking forward to seeing them. The visit was a couple of days later
than Jules had anticipated, but she’d been glad of the extra time.
She’d been hoping to stun him with the view as they took tea in the
garden, but today’s driving rain and violent gusts of wind had put
paid to that idea.

“The weather might actually do us a good turn,” Danny pointed
out, joining Jules at the table and pushing a slice of cake in her
direction. “Think about it this way: if the weather was glorious and he
saw the breathtaking views from the church, wouldn’t he be more
inclined to think what a bomb the C of E could make selling it? If it
looks dismal and gloomy and he experiences first-hand what an
arse-ache it is to walk to the place in the wet then he might not be so
quick to see the second-home potential.”

“It could be an answer to our prayers,” nodded Alice.
Jules hadn’t thought of it this way but maybe they were right. God

did work in mysterious ways, after all, and in Polwenna Bay He was
certainly very mysterious indeed. She’d yet to figure out why He’d



sent her the Pollards or Sheila, but Danny’s point about the weather
certainly made sense. For the first time that morning she started to
feel a little more optimistic.

“Good cake, Gran,” Danny said approvingly, reaching for a second
slice.

Alice slapped his hand back. “There won’t be any left for the
bishop.”

“Amazed it made it this far. Mo usually hoovers up your cakes
before the rest of us get a look-in,” grumbled Danny.

Alice looked troubled. “She’s not been up to Seaspray for a while,
Danny, unless you’ve seen her when I’ve been writ— err, busy?”

Danny shook his head. “Nope. Hardly seen her. She’s been with
Cashley every spare minute, from what I can gather. It’s bloody
weird. One minute she hates him, the next they’re Polwenna Bay’s
answer to Romeo and Juliet. The whole village is talking about it.”

“Of course they are.” Alice shook her head in confusion. “It’s totally
out of character for Mo, that’s why. She’s abandoned everything to
spend all her time with Ashley and it isn’t healthy.”

Jules, who’d seen Ashley and Mo in St Wenn’s on several
occasions recently, had her own thoughts about this.

“Perhaps they’re in love and just want to make the most of it?”
“Mo? In love?” Danny practically snorted his tea at this. “Come on.

This is Mo we’re talking about! Unless it has hooves and a mane she
doesn’t want to know.”

But Jules wasn’t so sure. “They look very happy to me.” And
intense. And frightened were words that sprang to mind. She didn’t
share these observations, though, because divulging them would
have seemed unethical; by visiting St Wenn’s, Ashley and Mo had
stepped over the boundary of friendship and into the strange
hinterland that was her pastoral role. Instinct told Jules that there
was more to their relationship than met the eye.

“Jake says that Ashley’s hired Dr Kussell’s granddaughter to run
the yard and paid for Mo’s top horses to go to Alex Ennery,” Alice
told Danny. She waggled a finger at him. “Now tell me that sounds
like your sister? Mo lives for being an eventer. Why on earth would
she give up on her dreams? It doesn’t make sense.”



“Maybe he’s a Moonie and she’s fallen into his evil clutches?”
Danny said, so flippantly that his grandmother walloped him with the
damp tea towel he’d just been using. “Ouch! That’s grandson abuse.
Did you see that, Vicar? Call ChildLine and social services!”

“This isn’t a joking matter. I’m worried, Daniel. Your sister’s totally
lost her senses. She’s even been to London. London! Have you ever
heard anything like it? Mo hates the city!”

The way Alice said this made London sound on a par with Sodom
and Gomorrah. Jules bit her lip, determined not to laugh.

“London? That is serious,” deadpanned Danny. “OK, Granny Alice,
you win. He’s definitely brainwashed her. Shall I call the police?”

“Oh, you laugh if you like,” Alice huffed. She sat down next to
Jules and placed her head in her hands, suddenly looking every one
of her seventy-nine years. “I know my granddaughter and I’m
worried. There’s something very odd about all this. It’s far too fast.”

“Perhaps she’s just enjoying being with him?” Jules ventured
gently, knowing from experience that when the Tremaines got their
teeth into a topic there was no arguing with them.

“Enjoying being with Ashley?” Danny said. “Have you flipped,
Rev? Mo hates him.”

Men. They really were hopeless.
“Of course she doesn’t,” said Jules patiently. “She’s never hated

him. That’s the whole point. Haven’t you read any romantic fiction?
The hero and the heroine always start off hating each other.”
Thinking of her well-read collection, she added, “It’s a plot staple.”

“I didn’t read a lot of Mills and Boon when I was in the army.
Something to do with not wanting to get my head kicked in,” Danny
explained. “And, FYI, Andy McNab isn’t big on romance either.”

Jules laughed. She was a huge fan of Cassandra Duval, a
bestselling writer of historical romance blockbusters featuring
beribboned heroines with heaving bosoms. Those sorts of books
were much more Jules’s cup of tea than tales of SAS daring. Her
bedside table was almost collapsing under the weight of the latest
tome. Jules was saving it for a treat once the trauma of the bishop’s
visit was over.

“She’s ignoring us.” Alice was out of her seat again and pacing the
kitchen, as restless as the churning waves beyond the vicarage



window. “Why won’t she talk to us or tell Summer what’s going on?
Why is she constantly with Ashley Carstairs? Why is she neglecting
her career? “

“There’s more to life than work. Maybe she knows this now she’s
in love?” Jules suggested. When you were in love with someone
didn’t you want to spend every moment with them? Wasn’t every
second apart a second wasted?

At least, that was what she’d been told…
“In love?” Stunned, Alice halted mid-pace. “Our Mo? And with

Ashley?”
“He did give her the woods,” Danny said thoughtfully. “And he was

behaving really oddly at the charity dinner. He bought all those
calendars too, remember? Maybe Jules is right?”

“Don’t sound so surprised. I often am,” Jules said, nudging him.
Danny laughed. “And so modest too. Isn’t pride a sin?”
“So is walloping a war hero,” Jules warned, picking up the tea

towel and executing an Alice-style flick. “Don’t worry; I’ll ask for
forgiveness later.”

“They’re both picking on me, Lord!” Danny grumbled. Turning to
Alice he added, “I wouldn’t worry too much, Granny. From what I’ve
seen of him, Cashley gets through women like I can get through your
cakes. Trust me, Mo will be back to her old self in no time.”

But Jules wasn’t so sure. From what she’d seen of the couple,
they seemed very close. She strongly suspected that Ashley had
carried a torch for fiery Mo for quite a while. This didn’t look like a
quick fling to her but, rather, something forged in a very hot furnace –
something strong and long-lasting. Wisely, she kept quiet.

Alice shook her head. “Well, I hope you’re right, Danny, although I
don’t want Mo to get hurt in the process. Everyone in the village has
noticed though. Patsy Penhalligan said they were even holding
hands when they walked down the street.”

Danny fanned his face. “Oh my! Did she take her bonnet off too?
And show her ankles?”

Even Alice laughed at this. “I know, I know. I’m sounding
ridiculous, aren’t I? But it’s only because I care. Just you wait until
Morgan’s dating. Then you’ll know how worrying it is.”



“I think we’re a few years away from that,” Danny replied. He
glanced at Jules. “Anyway, I have to sort myself out before my son
gets started.”

Jules felt all hot and flustered. She knew that Danny was only
larking about, that he saw her just as a friend and didn’t have a clue
how she really felt about him – but even so, sometimes she couldn’t
help imagining how it would be if she was slimmer/prettier/not a vicar
and if he wasn’t still technically married to Tara.

Jules was almost glad to have her thoughts interrupted by the
sound of someone hammering on the front door: it gave her an
excuse to leap to her feet and head for the hall. She really hoped it
wasn’t Sheila Keverne, popping up on the off chance she’d glimpse
the bishop.

“Better grab the chequebook; that’s bound to be the Pollards!”
Danny hollered after her. “Maybe we should do a male version of the
St Wenn’s naked calendar too, just to pay their bill?”

It was unfortunate that Danny happened to yell this at the exact
moment that Jules opened the door, to discover none other than
Bishop Bill standing on her doorstep. His mouth hung open and
Jules was pretty certain hers did too.

It was impossible to say which of them was the most taken aback.



Chapter 21
Apart from the constant drumming of rain on the roof and the
rhythmic splash of droplets into buckets, the vestry was silent. Jules
hardly dared breathe. In fact, she’d been holding her breath for so
long that her chest was starting to hurt and she was feeling a little
light-headed. Every now and then the bishop turned a page of the
document she’d handed him and sighed gently to himself or tutted,
but otherwise all was still. Even the church mice made no sound.

There’s nothing more I could have done, Jules reminded herself
firmly. Well, apart from gagging Danny, of course, and not leaving my
mobile in the church. Apparently the bishop had tried to phone
ahead to announce his early arrival. Missing his call had been a bit
of an own goal for Jules, but a hot cup of tea and several slices of
Alice’s excellent lemon drizzle cake had soon made up for it. Before
long he’d dried out in the kitchen, his coat steaming gently over the
radiator, and hopefully Danny’s gaffe had been forgotten. The bishop
certainly hadn’t mentioned it and neither had he uttered the dreaded
C-word either.

So far, so good.
The weather hadn’t improved though; if anything, it had worsened.

As Jules had shown the bishop around St Wenn’s the nave had rung
with the cheerful pings and sploshes of water dripping from the leaky
roof into buckets and pots. Jules had switched the ancient heating
on just after dawn and the pipes were sighing and clanking as the
tired boiler did its best to warm the air. Bishop Bill had no idea how
Baltic the place usually was, Jules reflected as she watched him
scan the church register. She just hoped he didn’t think she was
profligate with the funds by having the heating on in the summertime.

After the rather shaky start, St Wenn’s was putting on a good show
and Jules was proud of her team. Sheila and her WI ladies had done
a wonderful job of making the brass shine, Alice’s flower
arrangements were beautiful and Susie Penhalligan had cleaned
and polished until you could see your face in the pews. Even the
Pollards had gone the extra mile with the strimming: for once the
path to the church porch was free from its usual tangle of grass,



daisies and valerian. Now all Jules could do was hope, and
obviously pray, that Bishop Bill liked what he saw.

While the bishop read her report, Jules sat on her hands to
prevent herself biting her nails – she was so nervous she’d be up to
her elbows within minutes – and tried to ignore the sick feeling in the
pit of her stomach. There was no reason to feel like this. So far
Bishop Bill had been absolutely lovely, complimenting her on St
Wenn’s and admiring the beautiful stained-glass windows and the
medieval rood screen. Would he be quite as impressed by Richard’s
accounts or the numbers that the Sunday services attracted? Jules
wasn’t sure. And were the St Wenn’s Facebook page and Twitter
account as innovative as she’d hoped or just a little bit desperate?
Waiting for his verdict was worse than getting her A-level results had
been. At least she’d had the possibility of retaking those, whereas if
she cocked up now Polwenna Bay and St Wenn’s wouldn’t be
getting a second chance. Some wealthy Londoner would be gaining
a nice addition to his property portfolio and the village would be
losing the place where people had worshipped and gathered for
generations.

At last the bishop sat back in his chair, adjusted his reading
glasses so that he was looking over the top of them, and regarded
Jules across the table. She felt a bit like Harry Potter being given a
talking to by Dumbledore. If only she knew a spell or two! Roofus
repairus might be a good one, or how about congregation doubleus?
Maybe she should have asked Silver Starr for some help too. Or was
that dabbling? Jules was so worried that she could hardly think
straight anymore.

“You’ve worked very hard here, Jules.” The bishop’s kindly brown
eyes met hers. “I can see that you love St Wenn’s and how the
people here have really taken you to their hearts. That’s some
achievement in a village like this; incomers aren’t always welcome.”

Jules thought back to when she’d first arrived. The reception from
Sheila Keverne had made glaciers look warm, and she’d had
endless complaints about her introduction of modern praise songs
and attempts to use current technology in sermons. There’d been
less moaning lately among her flock, it was true. Maybe they were all
bonding in adversity.



When they weren’t stripping off for a calendar, that was. Still, the
less said about that the better.

“Thanks,” she said. Crikey, her voice was so breathless with
nerves that she sounded like Marilyn Monroe. Taking a deep breath
and hoping that whatever came out next would be a bit more normal,
Jules added, “I know we’re a small church and a small congregation,
but St Wenn’s truly is at the heart of Polwenna Bay. The village really
came together to raise money for the church.”

The bishop flicked Jules’s report open again. His straggly
eyebrows joined into a grey caterpillar as he frowned down at a
page. Wiggle, wiggle went the caterpillar.

“Yes, I can certainly see that. Remind me again how you’ve raised
nearly eight thousand pounds in just four weeks?”

“We’ve had a charity dinner, a sponsored raft race, a duck race, a
cake sale and some other things.” Jules was deliberately vague and
crossed her fingers under the table. Lying by omission was no
excuse and she knew it. Sorry, Lord, she said silently, but “a load of
my flock stripped naked and made a charity calendar” probably won’t
go down too well.

“All most impressive, Jules. I can certainly see that the community
supports you. The toddlers’ group and the young mums’ club seem
well attended too.”

“The slimming club’s popular as well,” Jules said proudly. “We hold
that in the village hall but it’s run by the church. We’re a huge part of
the community.”

The bishop nodded. “Indeed, indeed.”
An awkward silence fell between them. Why did she suddenly feel

like one of the least competent contestants on The Apprentice?
Jules wondered. Was it because she was about to be fired? Then
the bishop steepled his fingers and gave her a searching look.

“And did the calendar bring in a lot?”
There was a whooshing sound in Jules’s ears and for a hideous

moment she thought she was about to fall off her chair.
“I’m sorry?” she squeaked. Or at least, Jules thought it was her

own voice. Forget Marilyn: she sounded more like one of the
Chipmunks now.



“The St Wenn’s charity calendar? Parishioners posing exactly as
our good Lord made them?”

This was it. Her career was over.
“You know about the calendar?” Jules felt as though all her blood

was freezing.
“My dear, I live in Cornwall, not on Mars! Of course I know about it.

I should imagine everyone does. They’re even selling copies in my
local garden centre. It isn’t perhaps the most orthodox method of
fundraising but it certainly shows the strength of feeling towards the
church here in Polwenna Bay. It makes a wonderful community news
story too. Haven’t Radio Cornwall asked for an interview? My office
gave them your telephone number.”

Jules had hung up on Radio Cornwall so many times lately that
she was at risk of getting RSI. To discover that the bishop had put
them on to her was hard to get her head around. She stared at him,
feeling a bit like Wonderland’s Alice after tumbling down the rabbit
hole.

“I know this kind of activity does have a precedent,” he continued,
“which is why I haven’t intervened – but was it really the wisest
move?”

“Maybe not,” Jules said quietly. She felt awful. “I’m so sorry. I
should have been stronger and said no when it was first mooted.”

“Hmm.” The bishop was flicking through her report again. “Eight
thousand pounds in four weeks. Impressive. Not,” he added hastily,
“that I’m condoning this kind of thing for a moment, but eight
thousand pounds! Well, I’m sure you prayed about it, didn’t you?”

“Of course!” Jules had never prayed harder about anything in her
life. Please, Lord, stop the calendar had been on a prayer loop in her
head for weeks.

“And did you have an answer?”
Jules toyed with saying that short of Sheila Keverne being struck

by lightning, nothing could have stopped the calendar. But this
seemed a little too flippant and, besides, she could never quite
shake the feeling that Sheila had the vestry bugged.

“Everyone was so excited. It brought all kinds of people together.
Maybe that was an answer?” she hedged.



“I’m not sure the General Synod would see that as proof of God’s
will,” said the bishop thoughtfully. “But perhaps you are right. I can’t
see that any real harm has been done. I wouldn’t make a habit of it
though, my dear. Maybe the naked male calendar should be put on
hold?”

Oh crap. So he had heard Danny “Big Gob” Tremaine’s quip.
“That was a joke,” she said, her face hot. Just wait until she got

her hands on Danny.
“I’m very pleased to hear it. I think one such enterprise is quite

unfortunate enough. As for two, well… Consider this an unofficial
warning.”

“That’s it? You’re not going to discipline me? I can carry on here?”
All of her dark, dead-of-night fears were crawling out of the shadows
now.

The eyebrow-caterpillar broke in two as the older man gave her a
wry smile.

“I can’t say that I advocate or would ever actively encourage such
a course of action, and I would certainly say to you that this sort of
thing mustn’t take place again, but I have been touched by how the
Polwenna Bay community has pulled together to help. They clearly
feel a great affinity for St Wenn’s.”

Jules bit her lip. It was probably best he thought this rather than
knowing the truth: her flock contained a hard core of total
exhibitionists who couldn’t wait to strip off.

“However,” the bishop said, his features shifting into an altogether
more serious expression, “from now on, Reverend Mathieson, I
suggest that you stick strictly to jumble sales and coffee mornings. I
do not want to wake up and read about Fifty Shades of Polwenna
Bay over my cornflakes. Do I make myself clear? The Church of
England must not be brought into disrepute.”

Nodding fervently, Jules replied, “Absolutely! Totally! I promise
nothing like this will ever happen again. From now on it will be tea
parties and bring-and-buy sales.”

“With everyone fully clothed, of course,” said the bishop,
completely deadpan.

Jules’s eyes widened. Could it be possible that the bishop was
actually amused by the whole fiasco, when she’d literally had



sleepless nights because of it? His tone was stern but there was a
glint in his eye and she was starting to suspect that he admired the
villagers for their sheer cheek (if not their actual bare cheeks), even
if he couldn’t openly say so. He was right though: the church had a
reputation to uphold and the great and not so good of Polwenna Bay
might not have enhanced this, however well-intentioned their
motives.

Jules just hoped she would be able to keep them all under control
in the future, although she feared that would prove easier said than
done.

She hung her head. “I’m so sorry. You have my word that nothing
like this will ever happen again.”

Even if I have to lock Sheila in the crypt, she added silently.
“The fact remains, however, that St Wenn’s itself is rather

underused in the traditional sense,” the bishop continued, while
Jules’s blood pressure began to return to normal. “There hasn’t been
a christening for over four years, the last wedding was in 2012 and
nobody has been confirmed for a very long time.”

“We’ve had a couple of funerals,” Jules offered.
“Yes, funerals keep us going,” he agreed sardonically, “but

generally at the expense of the congregation, wouldn’t you agree?”
Jules couldn’t deny it. The last two people she’d buried in the

small churchyard at the top of the hill had been in their late eighties
and regular attenders.

“Dwindling congregations are a real problem in rural areas,” she
reminded him. “It’s especially difficult in villages like Polwenna Bay
where so many houses have become second homes. But there are
still people here who come and worship, and the church is really
important to the village. People who might not choose to worship on
a Sunday still come in to pray and reflect.”

“I’m sure they do.”
“And I’m very busy too!” Jules cried in frustration. “There’s a

genuine need here for a pastor. Maybe not in the old sense of the job
– you know, up in the pulpit and spouting forth about fire and
brimstone – but in the very real sense of counselling people,
listening to them and supporting them. All the things that Jesus did,
in fact.”



“I agree with you, Jules, and in an ideal world of course the church
should remain open, even if just two or three people wish to meet
there and worship – but we don’t live in an ideal world, do we?”

She stared at him. “What are you saying?”
The bishop sighed. “I’m saying that the issue remains that keeping

this church running is an expensive exercise and, on paper, it
doesn’t seem viable if the present situation continues.”

“You’ll close St Wenn’s?”
“I’m saying that could be a distinct possibility. You do a marvellous

job and,” he peered at her over his glasses, “calendar aside, you’re a
credit to the Church. If there’s a way to keep St Wenn’s operating
then we’ll do our very best to find it.”

“More people at the services?” Achieving that would be a
challenge, thought Jules.

“That would be wonderful, but it’s not the only thing that might
help. Some weddings? More fundraising? Christenings? Suitable
things like that?” He took his glasses off and folded them up with a
snap. “Do you think that’s possible?”

Jules nodded. It was a reprieve, then. He hadn’t sounded the
death knell just yet. She made a mental note to sound Jake and
Summer out about getting married.

The bishop tucked his glasses into the front pocket of his
ecclesiastical shirt. “Good. Then we can meet again and review the
situation. Maybe in three months’ time. That should give you ample
opportunity to put something in place.”

With the discussion over, the bishop and Jules prayed together for
a while. Jules’ prayers were of the frantic let me think of something
kind, whereas she was sure the bishop’s were far more worthy and
eloquent. Hopefully God would get the gist though and send her
some kind of miracle. She just needed to have faith.

Having said their amens, the bishop and Jules left the vestry and,
dodging various buckets and leaks, made their way back through St
Wenn’s. Ignorant that its fate was in the balance, the building was as
peaceful as always. Even on such a gloomy day, shards of coloured
light from the windows soothed the grey stone and belied the even
greyer world outside.



Ashley Carstairs was sitting at the back of the church, without Miss
September for once, and as Jules drew level with him he gave her a
smile. She was taken aback by this; usually she and Ashley barely
acknowledged one another, even though he was almost as much a
part of the place these days as the font or the pulpit. She’d made a
deliberate point of not prying into his private affairs and he’d always
seemed more than happy to leave things that way. Still, she hoped
the bishop noticed him today. If only Ashley had been wearing a
flashing sandwich board that read I’m a parishioner using the church!
Who knew, but it might have helped.

“Good morning, Vicar,” Ashley said quietly.
Jules almost fell over in shock at being addressed by him. “Err,

good morning, Ashley.”
The bishop looked from Jules to Ashley and, realising that he was

waiting for an introduction, Jules said quickly, “Ashley, this is the
bishop.”

Ashley held his hand out. “Sorry, how rude of me not to introduce
myself. I’m Ashley Carstairs. I live in the village, although Jules
probably feels as though I live in St Wenn’s. What do you think of
Polwenna Bay? It isn’t usually this soggy.”

Jules had never heard him say so much or look so interested. In
her experience of him Ashley was generally pretty taciturn. If this
was what being in love with Mo was doing for Ashley then she was
all for it.

Bishop Bill shook Ashley’s hand. “I’m most impressed with the
village and with Jules. She’s working very hard.”

Ashley’s face was thin and pale but his dark eyes were as warm
as molasses and there was something different about him. Although
he’d lost weight and his sharp features were more pronounced than
ever, he looked happy, Jules realised, and it suited him.

“Jules is certainly well thought of here,” he said kindly. “I’m not a
regular churchgoer, I’m afraid, but I come here all the time in the
week and she leaves me in peace to think and reflect. I don’t know
what I would have done at times without that.” To Jules, who was
open-mouthed, he added, “I’m actually hoping your Big Boss might
listen to me about a couple of things? It’s really important. Could you
put in a good word?”



It was the first time he’d ever said anything like this and Jules was
touched.

“He hears you, Ashley, and of course I’ll pray for you,” she replied.
Ashley inclined his dark head. The beanie hat had been replaced

by a bandana today. Was that Mo’s influence? Jules wondered.
“Thanks, that’s all I ask for.”
As Jules and the bishop braved the rain to head back to the

vicarage, Jules’s brain was whirling back and forth. There was
something going on with Ashley, but until he was ready to talk to her
there was nothing she could do except pray for him. Her prayer list
was growing longer by the second. Right at the top was her need for
ideas that might save St Wenn’s. There had to be a way to fill the
church, although short of serving beer on a Sunday Jules couldn’t for
the life of her imagine what it might be.

Something suitable, he’d said. Something suitable.
All she had to do was figure out what that could be. The

countdown to closure had begun.



Chapter 22
After four days of being cooped up inside Mariners listening to the
waves hurling themselves onto the rocks below and watching white
horses galloping across the grey sea before they leapt onto the dark-
edged sand, it was pure bliss for Mo to raise her face to the sun
again. The ceaseless rain that had dashed itself against the huge
windows, blurring like tears the living picture beyond them, had
finally relented, leaving the world scrubbed and scoured and
sparkling in the sunshine.

It had to be a sign, surely? Mo thought as she rode along the
clifftop path that hemmed the Cornish coastline. If you believed in
signs and symbolism and pathetic fallacy then surely there was no
mistaking the significance of glorious sunshine and calm seas after
days of storms? And Ashley was feeling so much better today too,
which had to mean something.

Was she becoming superstitious? Mo wondered. She’d never
been that way before but neither had she ever felt about someone so
strongly that she completely forgot about anything else. Her
ambition, her crazy family and the demands of her work – these had
all paled into insignificance from the very moment Ashley had told
her the truth. All she wanted, all she could think about, was being
with him. Her every thought was of his kisses, the joy of feeling him
within and around her, and the intensity that burned in his dark eyes.
Each second was precious, a treasure valuable beyond compare.
When Mo thought about the time they’d already allowed to slip
through their fingers, she wanted to howl.

Well, no more frittering away time, no more tossing away days and
weeks as though they were disposable and easily replaced. From
being staunchly independent and solitary, believing that love was
something she really could live quite happily without, Mo was
amazed to discover a side to her that she’d never even suspected
existed. Her priorities had been forced to change. Accepting Ashley’s
financial help hadn’t been a failure, Mo had come to realise, or a
weakness on her part. Rather, it was actually a strength because she
was showing him that he did come first and that she trusted him to



hold her heart in his hands. With Paula Kussell managing the yard
and Bandy, Splash and co over at Alex Ennery’s, Mo was free to
focus on teaching her pupil and could spend the rest of her time
getting to know Ashley better.

Mo knew her family were worried about her. She felt bad about not
returning Summer’s calls and for avoiding Seaspray, but how could
she explain to them what looked like irrational and rash behaviour
without divulging the truth? Mo suspected that if Alice and Summer
knew that Ashley was dangerously ill they’d be even more worried
about her and the emotional burden she’d face if or when the worst
happened. Besides, this wasn’t her secret to share; it was Ashley’s
and he was adamant that he wanted life to continue exactly as it
always had.

“It’s the only way I can deal with this, Red,” he’d explained as
they’d lain together, limbs entwined, in the huge bed at Mariners.
Beyond the window the night had been pitch black and stitched with
stars, each as impossibly far away as the idea that there was
something gravely wrong with Ashley. Mo had turned to face him and
their lips had met in the darkness, their bodies already knowing each
other as though they’d lived a lifetime together in just a few days. His
arms had tightened around her and Mo had nestled into him.

“If I give into it then it becomes real,” Ashley had continued,
kissing the top of her head. Mo felt his sadness and her heart twisted
for him. “I know it’s happening, of course I do, but while everything
else continues just as it always has then it’s easier to live with. I’d
much rather get glared at in the village than have them all look at me
with pity. Christ, if Sheila Keverne’s nice to me then I’ll know I’m
about to croak.”

Mo had held him close in an attempt to drive away the hollow ache
in the pit of her stomach, but it hadn’t worked. She understood so
much more about him now. The arrogance, the almost pantomime-
villain role he insisted on playing, the fast cars, the big house and the
boat with the ridiculous name – these were all smoke and mirrors,
props to hide behind. Mariners was his dream and goal; as long as
the house was still being renovated then he had to keep going, didn’t
he? That it might not be completed in time was inconceivable, and



every new and lengthy job was a superstitious insurance of some
kind.

“You’re not going to croak,” she’d said firmly. “I won’t let it happen.”
In the dark she’d felt him smile.
“Mo, even you can’t stop the grim reaper, although you’d probably

give it a good try. Sweetheart, we have to be honest with each other
now and always, don’t we?”

Mo had nodded.
“So we have to face the truth,” Ashley had murmured into her hair.

“I love you, Mo, more than I ever thought I could love anyone, and I
promise I’ll do everything I can not to leave you. But it could happen
– and if it does I want you to swear that you’ll move on and be happy
again.”

How could she promise that, when her mouth was still aching from
his kisses and her body was heavy and drowsy with loving? Mo had
started to protest but Ashley had placed a finger over her lips.

“That’s my only condition of us being together now. I’m sick, Mo. I
may well not survive the surgery and if I do it might not be for long. I
might not even be me anymore. We have to face that possibility. I
can’t have you hoping for a life that might never happen.”

Mo comprehended all this, but it wouldn’t stop her hoping against
hope that things might be different. She could no more do that than
she could stop loving him; the two were too intertwined now. When
Ashley had shown her the bald and stitched area of his scalp, the
flesh a startling white and terrifyingly vulnerable next to the darkness
of his hair, she had understood. Even before she’d seen the cocktail
of tablets or accompanied him to London and met with the serious-
faced consultant, she’d known what was really happening here.
Ashley might die. She got it.

But Ashley might also live, and Mo would never stop hoping for
that.

Anyway, the point was that none of these things were Mo’s secrets
to share – and if the price she paid for this was gossip in the village
shop or Alice thinking that she’d gone completely crackers, then it
was one Mo was willing to pay. She and Ashley had a lifetime of
loving to fit into a matter of weeks, and this was what Mo was



determined they would do. She couldn’t care less what anyone else
thought.

And if she shared her fears with her horses instead and cried into
Mr Dandy’s neck, then Mo figured that was fine. Horses were good
listeners and they never betrayed secrets.

Today in particular was one of the days when, against all medical
advice and the stern law of averages, Mo was allowing herself to
hope. After sleeping almost constantly for two days, Ashley had
woken just before dawn, brimful of energy and reaching for her
hungrily. Hours later they’d made breakfast and eaten outside on the
soggy terrace, before venturing down into the village to stroll along
the beach. It was only a short walk but it had taken ages because
they couldn’t resist stopping every few steps to kiss each other again
and then again and again. By the time they’d managed to pause for
long enough to turn back, the tide had been racing in and they’d had
to paddle. They’d stopped for pasties, which they’d eaten on the
quay, lobbing the crusts into the harbour for the seagulls to squabble
over, before checking Ashley’s boat in the marina.

It was a wonderful day, Mo decided now as she pushed her
youngster into a canter along the track. Laughter bubbled out of her
with the simple pleasure of being in the saddle with the blue sky
above and the even bluer sea below. Ashley hadn’t even taken the
painkillers today and he’d been in unusually high spirits, even urging
her to go riding while he caught up with paperwork.

“Go on,” he’d insisted, kissing Mo and making her legs turn to jelly
in that magical way he had, “have a wonderful ride on the cliffs. It’ll
clear the cobwebs and I know you’re desperate to check on Paula
and the horses. I’ll be fine here, I promise.”

“Really?” Mo couldn’t help it; the thought of leaving him terrified
her now. What ifs haunted her thoughts like nasty little wasps,
stinging her peace of mind and torturing her until she saw him again.

He’d laughed. “Yes, really! I feel great today, Mo, I promise. Now
get out of here!” and he’d smacked her bottom and given her a little
shove.

“You’re keen to get rid of me,” Mo had observed. “What’s going
on?”

“So suspicious, Red. We must talk about these trust issues.”



She’d pinned him with a stern look and he’d raised his hands.
“OK, you got me. I’m having a few Victoria’s Secret Angels over!”
“I wish you’d stop trying to borrow their underwear. It looks

ridiculous on you,” Mo had shot back.
“Even the suspenders?”
“Especially those. How many times do I have to say it? Shave your

legs if you must wear fishnets!”
They’d both been full of mirth at this before Ashley had said,

“Seriously, Mo, I know you miss riding. Have an hour on the cliffs. I’ll
be fine. I might even see if I can throw something together for dinner;
save you poisoning us.”

He’d certainly seemed to want her out of the way and Mo, sensing
that maybe he needed space, had spent an hour up at the yard
checking on Paula’s work, which was actually very good indeed. The
remaining horses looked fit and healthy, the school was harrowed
and the stables gleamed. Even the yard was swept spotless. Oddly,
though, Paula had brought in Spirit, the hugely expensive
schoolmaster that Alex had sold Ashley, and when asked about this
had mumbled something about a hoof abscess. Mo had been about
to check it but then Paula had produced one of the youngsters all
tacked up, and the novelty of this had distracted Mo entirely.

I must check him when I get back, Mo thought now, halting her
horse and admiring the view. The sun was starting to sink and the
shadows were growing longer over the muddy path. It was time to
head home.

Turning back, Mo reflected that today it had felt as though she and
Ashley were just an average couple, bickering and teasing and
squabbling about who cooked supper. How strange it was that all the
things she’d once thought would be boring about being in a couple
were actually wonderful, and that it was these little things that made
every moment such a joy. Love, Mo was fast learning, made the
world shine every bit as brightly as the sun. The warmth of his arms
around her, the press of his skin against hers, and the kisses… Mo
had never imagined such happiness was possible, had never
thought any of these things existed beyond the clichéd lines of pop
songs and poetry. Yet a glance from Ashley, just the touch of his little
finger, was enough to make her giddy with desire. He completed her



in every way, and even a short time with him would give her more
happiness than some people ever experienced in a lifetime. She was
blessed and no matter what the future held, Mo knew that she would
never be the same again.

As her horse surged into a gorgeous rolling canter, she allowed
herself to believe that just maybe everything really would be all right
in the end. How was it possible otherwise, when the sky was blue,
the fields were ripe with corn and birds sang in the hedges? The
whole world teemed with life and vitality. There was no room to even
consider anything else.

The cliff path was the edge of the world, rising and falling with the
undulations of the rolling Cornish countryside. And yet, cantering
along with the wind blowing through her hair and the setting sun
dazzling her vision, Mo thought that she saw another rider in the
distance. It was the light playing tricks on her, of course, because
nobody ever rode up here apart from her. The blood-orange sun was
bright against the sky and streamers of peach, paprika and purple
trickled into the horizon, coiling dreamily into the sea. Mo held her
reins in one hand and shielded her eyes with the other, squinting
against the brightness as she tried to distinguish the horseman
approaching her.

She frowned. The horse was a big grey, strong and well-muscled,
yet happily ambling along on a loose rein. Its rider was tall and lean
and waving at her.

Surely not? It was impossible!
Mo blinked and gazed again. The rider was cantering straight in

her direction now. Pushing her own horse into a canter, she headed
towards him. As the path lowered and cool shade allowed her to see
more clearly, Mo saw what she’d known she would – the closely
cropped hair, the strong high cheekbones, the dark eyes – and yet
she was stunned.

“Ashley?”
“Don’t you recognise me?” he was calling, reining in his mount and

jumping from the saddle. “That’s worrying, Red. Exactly how many
men are you having amazing sex with?”

Mo drew her horse to a halt. Her brain was whirling.
“Right now I’m seeing one who told me that he couldn’t ride.”



Leaving Spirit to crop the long sweet grass, Ashley held out his
arms to Mo and swung her from the saddle. Catching her to him he
brushed a kiss against her surprised lips and lowered her gently to
the ground.

“Technically I never told you that,” he said, sheepishly. “You just
assumed I couldn’t ride.”

Mo’s eyes widened. “But why didn’t you say something?”
He grinned. “Firstly, I would hardly call it riding when I can just

about hang on and steer; secondly, there were more exciting things I
wanted to do with you than horse ride; and, thirdly, I was hoping to
surprise you – and in a good way for once.”

“Well, you’ve certainly done that,” Mo agreed.
“And are you pleased? Do you like seeing me on a horse, Red?

Does it do it for you?”
Her laugh was a cry of happiness. “Ashley, I love seeing you

anywhere and I love it that you feel well enough.” Her hand rose to
touch his scalp. “But no hat? What if something had happened?”

“I think it’s a bit late in the day to worry about my bonce,” Ashley
said, with a rueful shrug. “As for anything happening, didn’t you tell
me that Spirit the schoolmaster would look after me? Paula rode him
earlier to make sure the tickle’s out of his toes too.”

Of course: Paula Kussell! No wonder she’d been so keen to send
Mo on her way. She must have been waiting to call Ashley.

“So she was in on this?”
“Do you think I would know how to tack up? Come on, Red, I just

wanted to have my Poldark moment! Admit it, I look sexy on a horse,
don’t I?”

Mo put her arms around him and he gathered her closer. “I love
you even if you are vain,” she told him, and he kissed the tip of her
nose as they watched the sun setting.

“It’s beautiful here,” Mo said. “I sometimes forget just how
beautiful.”

“You’re beautiful,” Ashley told her. Lowering his head he kissed Mo
again, this time on the lips. His hands slipped into her hair and pulled
her face close as his kisses grew ever deeper until she thought she
would melt.



Eventually they stopped and gazed at one another, Ashley holding
her tightly. The sky was darkening now, the sea turning to a sheet of
liquid gold as the night began to drift in. High above, Venus began to
shimmer and Mo knew that she would remember this moment for the
rest of her life.

“I’m so glad that I’ve been able to share moments like this with
you,” Ashley said quietly. “I know we’ve only been together for a
short time, Mo, but I want you to know that it’s been the happiest
time I’ve ever known. I just wish that we’d found each other sooner.
Every moment I haven’t been with you feels like a waste.”

They didn’t often speak about what might happen or what the
future held – it was too painful – but as the sun’s late warmth
blushed their faces Mo knew that Ashley wanted to talk and that she
needed to let him. The expression in his dark eyes was unreadable.

“I don’t know what’s going to happen,” he continued. “We both
know the possibilities though and it could be days or weeks or, if I’m
lucky, years. But what I do know, Morwenna Tremaine, is that I want
to spend every second of it with you.”

Mo’s throat was tight. “I want that too. So much.”
He glanced over her shoulder and out to sea for a moment before

returning his gaze to her upturned face. “I’m going to fight this, Mo.
I’m doing to do whatever I can to get through it. I swear it. I want to
spend the rest of my life with you.”

Slowly, very slowly, and without his molasses-dark eyes once
leaving hers, Ashley took Mo’s trembling hands in his and knelt down
on the muddy track.

“I love you with all my heart, Morwenna Tremaine. I always have
and I always will; now and for the rest of my life. Will you marry me?”

Mo stared at him, wide-eyed and hardly able to believe what she
was hearing or that this was really happening. It was the most
romantic moment of her life. The sunset, the cliff tops, the horses
and the man she loved kneeling at her feet proposing. She thought
she was going to burst with happiness.

Ashley’s hands tightened their grip.
“There are so many things I want to say to you, Mo. My feelings

for you, my hopes for us, and my fears too of what might lie ahead.
But they all meet in one thing: I love you and I want you by my side



for every step of the journey. I can’t promise that it will be easy but
there is one thing I can promise you, which is that I’ll make the most
of every single moment we do have together because l love you so
much, now and forever.”

Mo blinked away tears. “I love you too. Always.”
He smiled up at her. “So, Red, before this mud totally ruins my

jeans, which of course are designer by the way, what do you say?
Will you marry me? Or do you want to keep me grovelling just a little
longer?”

“Grovelling is good,” said Mo thoughtfully. “It suits you.” Then she
laughed and tugged his hand. “Still, we can’t ruin those jeans, can
we? Of course I’ll marry you, Ashley! As if you could ever have been
in any doubt!”

Ashley leapt to his feet and pulled her into his arms just as the sun
slipped into the sea and the sky turned ochre and gold. As she
kissed him and their horses champed the grass, Mo knew for certain
that no matter how long forever did turn out to be, whether ten days
or ten thousand years, it could still never be long enough for her.



Chapter 23
To say that Jules was surprised was an understatement. The pasty
that had been on a very satisfactory journey to her mouth never
made it; her hand froze mid-delivery. So much for her quiet lunch in
the churchyard, sneaking carbs where Danny couldn’t see. Jules
sighed inwardly and returned her snack to its paper bag. She really
should know better. There was no such thing as quiet for the vicar of
Polwenna Bay.

“Run that by me again,” she said to Ashley. “I thought you just said
that you wanted me to marry you?”

Ashley Carstairs nodded. He and Mo were holding hands and
grinning like loons. They did a lot of that lately, Jules thought, and in
all fairness they looked exceedingly happy. But marriage? Seriously?
They’d only been together five minutes.

“That’s what I said, Vicar, and the sooner the better too. We’d like
to be married in two weeks’ time.”

It was just as well that Jules hadn’t taken a mouthful of pasty
because she would have spluttered it all over them. One of the
things she struggled with most in her role as a pastor was trying not
to show what was going through her mind. Generally, Jules thought
she did a pretty good job of this, but Ashley had taken her
completely by surprise.

In fact, forget surprised; Jules was gobsmacked. Cashley was a
millionaire playboy with a penchant for skinny blondes – and until
very recently Mo had detested him with a passion. And now they
were desperate to get married. What was going on? What was the
rush?

Unless they were worried about the future of St Wenn’s? That
might explain it.

“Guys, the church isn’t closing down that fast, so there’s really no
rush,” Jules told them. “The bishop’s given us three more months to
turn things around and I’m going to do my best to make sure that we
keep the church. I’m sure you’ll be able to get married here next
year.”



Mo and Ashley exchanged a look. They were hiding something,
but what on earth could it be? This was the twenty-first century and if
Mo were pregnant it wouldn’t really be a huge deal. Jules brightened
at the idea of a village baby, since that would mean both a wedding
and a christening at St Wenn’s! Two ticks on the chart that might
make the bishop see sense.

“Don’t panic. I’m not up the duff,” Mo said, reading Jules’s mind.
“We just want to get married and we really want to get married in St
Wenn’s. It’s my parish church and it means a lot to Ashley too.” Her
bright blue eyes twinkled. “Besides, wouldn’t a wedding help your
cause? Granny said that we need people to use the church. It’s
surely a better option than the Polwenna Bay naked male calendar?”

Jules shuddered. “Please tell me that’s a joke. The thought of the
Pollards and Eddie Penhalligan in the buff is truly terrifying.”

“I haven’t been in The Ship recently enough to know. I’ve had
better ways to spend my time,” Ashley confessed, putting his arm
around Mo and pulling her close. The adoring way he looked at her
brought a lump to Jules’s throat.

“I did speak to Summer earlier to arrange meeting up and she
says that Nick and Danny have been working out like crazy,” Mo said
slowly. She widened her eyes at Ashley. “Don’t let me stand between
you and the Polwenna Bay Dreamboys!”

Jules made a mental note to find Danny and discover exactly what
was going on. This calendar business was responsible for her first
grey hairs, and he could blooming well foot the bill for her Nice ’n
Easy dye!

“I’ll pass on the posing pouch, thanks,” Ashley told Mo. Turning to
Jules he added casually, “But imagine if there was to be a big
wedding at St Wenn’s. It might remove the need for such a calendar.
Especially if it was a big wedding with a celebrity bridesmaid and
press coverage and a property-developer groom who was prepared
to pull his builders off his own projects and pay them top dollar, out
of his own pocket, to work on the church. It might well start the ball
rolling. There’s a luxury hotel here, a Michelin-starred restaurant and
amazing views. Polwenna could be the new Rock and St Wenn’s
could become the place to get married.”



“Get behind me, Satan Carstairs,” said Jules mildly. She dipped
her hand back into her paper bag, broke off a corner of her pasty
and chewed thoughtfully. “Mind you, I have to admit it does sound
like a good plan.”

Above them the seagulls were dancing in the sky and the sun was
playing hide-and-seek behind some fluffy clouds. Polwenna was a
model village below, thrumming with life; in the harbour the half-hour
tripping boats were collecting passengers to head out onto the blue
sea. St Wenn’s, basking in the sunshine, surveyed all this beauty
from its vantage point amid the emerald-green churchyard complete
with its picturesque lichen-crusted tombstones. Any wedding pictures
taken here would be stunning, Jules thought with a growing sense of
excitement. Was Ashley onto something? He was a smart guy, after
all. All that was needed was a little marketing, and bingo! They could
be wedding central. Was this the answer to prayer that she’d been
waiting for, in the very good disguise of Cashley? Or was Mammon
seducing her? Jules was torn because it was so hard to know. Those
Old Testament prophets had had it so much easier with their clear
signs of burning bushes and locusts and rivers of blood.

On the other hand, this was marriage they were talking about. It
was a sacrament, holy in the eyes of God, not to be entered into
lightly or because the vicar wanted to save her church. It was time to
slam on the brakes before she got carried away. Jules cleared her
throat, in what was hopefully a vicarly manner, and composed her
face into a serious expression.

“This is all very sudden. You’ve only been together a short while.
Marriage is a huge undertaking and—”

“Yes, yes, we know all that, Jules. We’re not idiots. I know this is
very sudden but we have our reasons,” Mo interrupted. Her blue
eyes, the same cornflower shade as Danny’s, were serious now and
she had that air of Tremaine determination about her that Jules knew
you ignored at your own peril. “We want to be married in St Wenn’s
and we want to be married within two weeks. Fact, as Morgan would
say. So it’s pretty simple really. Will you help us or not?”

“There’s no point arguing with Mo. I might not have been with her
for very long, but I can already tell you that.” Ashley kissed his
fiancée’s hand. “She also gives a really mean cider shampoo.”



“You totally deserved it after what you said to me,” Mo reminded
him.

“I was right though, wasn’t I?”
A look flashed between them, so hot that Jules almost expected

flames to appear. She didn’t dare try to guess what Ashley might
have said. All she knew was that she’d better do her Christian duty
and marry them fast!

“You’re both adults. So, fine, if you think it’s the right thing then of
course I’ll marry you,” Jules agreed. “Two weeks might be pushing it
though. You need to have your banns read out in church for three
Sundays over the three months before the wedding. That’s not me
being difficult, by the way: it’s a legal requirement. Of course, having
your banns read out is something rather special, so it would be
lovely for you to attend then as well. You might want to invite your
friends and family along too.” Which would boost the congregation
quite significantly, she realised.

“We’ve already thought of that,” Ashley said. “We want to apply for
a licence instead, to speed things up.”

Jules was impressed. “You have done your homework. There’d be
some paperwork to sort out, and you’d need to attend a meeting with
the Registrar and swear an oath first, before the licence would be
granted. But given that Mo’s lived in the parish all her life it should be
fairly straightforward, I think. In theory, anyway – although unless
there are special circumstances of some kind I still wouldn’t advise
rushing into things. I think it’s probably worth having a bit of time to
prepare for your marriage, if you can.”

She was just about to take another bite of her pasty when Ashley
reached out and caught her wrist.

“It’s time you knew the truth about why we want to be married so
quickly,” he said quietly. “There are special circumstances. I’ve no
doubt whatsoever we’ll get the licence, but as our vicar and our
friend you deserve to know exactly what they are.”

His pale face was serious. Mo’s eyes were welling with unshed
tears. Fiery Mo who never cried? Jules’s stomach curdled. Instinct
told her straight away that this wasn’t going to be an explanation that
she’d enjoy hearing. Suddenly the pasty, greasy in its paper bag and



slightly sweaty in the heat, was the most unappetising thing she’d
ever seen.

“Is this something to do with why you’ve been spending so much
time in the church?”

Ashley sighed. “I’m afraid so. What I’m going to tell you isn’t
common knowledge though. We’re going to talk to Mo’s family this
afternoon.” His voice cracked a little. “It won’t be easy. They’re not
my greatest fans.”

Mo squeezed his hand. “We’ll do it together and I promise they’ll
soon love you just as much as I do.”

“I admire your optimism,” he said.
Jules stood up and brushed pasty crumbs from her jeans. A cold

finger of dread traced a path along her spine.
“I have a feeling this is more than just a chat about weddings?”
They both nodded. Ashley was holding Mo’s hand very tightly as

though she was an anchor keeping him from drifting away. Jules
smiled at the couple, slipping into vicar mode. She’d had a strange
feeling about Ashley for a while and now she knew that there would
be some answers. Lord, give me the courage and the words to help,
she prayed.

Aloud, she said, “Let’s go into the vestry where we can really talk
without a Pollard popping up from behind a gravestone or Sheila
accidentally wandering past.”

And where, she added silently, the peace and prayers of centuries
would help her to listen, choose the right words and offer comfort
where she could. Jules prayed she would be strong enough to
support them.

In the end it was at least an hour after Ashley and Mo had left the
vestry before Jules was able to compose herself. While Ashley had
talked she’d listened carefully, trying to remain neutral – but the
dismay had surely shown on her face as, one at a time, the pieces of
the puzzle had fallen into place. Biting back her shock, she’d
nodded, written the date they had chosen into the church diary, and
discussed hymn choices and the kind of vows they wanted to make.
All the usual wedding details for what would be a very unusual
wedding. Their plans for putting the church on the map and helping
to save St Wenn’s had hardly registered. It was a building, after all,



and compared to what Ashley and Mo were facing Jules knew that
all her troubles were insignificant.

Once they’d gone, their arms around each other and on their way
to speak to Mo’s family, Jules had put her head in her hands and
wept.

* * *
Knowing that the Tremaines en masse could be a bit of an unruly

mob, and not wanting to subject Ashley to the full family
interrogation, Mo had asked her father, Summer and Alice to meet
them up on the cliffs at the place where a granite war memorial
gazed out across the endless waves. It was a peaceful spot and
Ashley said he always felt comforted by being somewhere that
honoured the young men of the village who’d been cut down in their
prime.

“You see, it isn’t just us, sweetheart,” he remarked to Mo as they
sat on the weathered bench and read the names out loud.
Tremaines of course, and Pollards and Penhalligans – all much
loved, much mourned and now just memories and weathered letters
on a stone cross. “There are no rights or wrongs in this, and no fairs
or unfairs. It isn’t God or fate or bad luck, Mo. It’s just life.”

Mo gazed out beyond the memorial, to the place where sky and
sea met in a blur of melting azures. This view across the water
hadn’t changed for centuries and yet she and Ashley might only
have weeks left together. There was peace in this thought that the
world still turned, but there was anger too; now that she’d found him,
Mo couldn’t bear the thought of ever letting Ashley go. In her eyes it
was unfair and wrong and she did blame God. She’d wanted to tell
Jules this but had bitten her lip. This wasn’t her battle: it was
Ashley’s and it had to be fought his way.

And it seemed that he was already making his peace with what
might lie ahead.

Ashley picked up her left hand and caressed her engagement
finger before raising it to his lips.

“Once I’ve spoken to your family we’re going to go into Truro and
choose you a really special ring.”

She shook her head. “I don’t need expensive things, Ashley. I’d be
happy with something from Magic Moon. Silver’s got some pretty



rings.”
He shuddered. “That hideous old hippy? I don’t think so. Anyway,

we need wedding rings too and you need a dress. Or were you going
to get married in your jodhpurs?”

“No, of course not. I was going to dig out my show breeches.
They’re white.”

He gave her a grin that made Mo’s blood heat up. “Skin-tight
breeches. Nice idea, soon-to-be Mrs Carstairs. I’m not sure I can
even wait two weeks now. How about we just go back to your place
and you show me?”

Mo took his face in her hands and kissed him soundly. “Will that do
for now?”

“It certainly will, young lady!” Alice Tremaine, closely followed by
Summer, loomed over them, looking distinctly unamused as well as
pink-cheeked from the brisk walk.

No sign of my father, thought Mo bitterly. Jimmy was probably in
the pub or off chasing the latest money-making idea or attractive
woman. No change there then.

Ashley was on his feet and holding out his hand. “Mrs Tremaine,
Summer. Please, sit down.”

He gestured to the seat, but then staggered and gripped the back
of the bench for support. The powerful painkillers were kicking in
now, Mo realised, and he was doing his best to fight his way through.
The roller-coaster ride of the past twenty-four hours had been
exhausting for her, so he must be feeling it even more. Ashley really
needed to rest but she knew there was no way he would allow
himself that luxury until he’d done the right thing and spoken to her
family.

He looked so drawn and white-faced that Alice hesitated. Summer
caught Mo’s worried expression and sat down quickly on the grass.
“Come and sit by me, Mo, then there’ll be room for everyone,” she
said, patting the ground beside her.

Mo gave her a grateful smile and sank onto the soft earth. It was
worth a wet backside to make certain Ashley was comfortable. He
was swaying a little now and she was terrified that he might collapse.
She had to speak to his doctors about the practicalities of the weeks



ahead, Mo realised with a jolt. He was going to need her in every
way.

Once they were all seated Mo began to talk – but Alice held up her
hand.

“No, let me speak, Morwenna. I know what you’re going to say, I’m
not a fool, and I also know that you and Ashley are certainly old
enough not to need my permission for any decisions you make, but I
love you and I’m worried. This is all way too fast.”

“It is fast,” Ashley agreed. “But with all due respect that doesn’t
mean it’s wrong, Mrs Tremaine. I love Mo and I want to marry her.
Right now I’m the luckiest man alive because she’s agreed to be my
wife.”

Summer’s hand flew to her mouth. “You’re getting married?”
Mo nodded. “Yes, and as soon as possible, which is why we need

your help and support. There’s a lot to do.”
“We’re hoping Jules will be able to get everything sorted in the

next couple of weeks,” Ashley continued. “She’s helping us to get a
licence in time.”

Alice looked stunned. “The next couple of weeks? This is crazy!
What is Jules thinking, agreeing to it? Morwenna, you hardly know
Ashley!”

“I know I love him,” Mo said simply. “Two weeks or two years, that
won’t change.”

Summer smiled at Mo. “I understand. I feel that way about Jake.”
“Yes, but you’ve known Jake since you were children! It’s not as

though you’ve only been together for five minutes!” Alice exclaimed
in frustration. Turning to Ashley, she demanded, “Why the great
hurry? Can’t you wait just a few more months?”

“Tell her,” Mo said to Ashley.
Ashley frowned. “Your father isn’t here.”
“Don’t waste your time waiting for him. He won’t show and that’s

no real surprise,” she said bitterly. “We can tell Granny. Dad will have
to wait. It’s the story of his life.”

Alice looked from one to the other. “What’s going on? Why do I
have the feeling there’s more to this than meets the eye?”

“Because there is,” said Ashley, before slowly telling Alice and
Summer everything.



When his words finally ran out, all four sat quietly, each lost in their
own thoughts as the waves broke below and a lone gull cried high
above. Alice shook her silver head in disbelief and silent tears
slipped down Summer’s cheeks. Ashley placed his throbbing head in
his hands and sighed.

“I don’t know what the future holds for Mo and myself, Mrs
Tremaine,” he said softly, “but I do know that I will love her and
treasure her and do my very best to make her happy every day for
the rest of my life, no matter how long or short that may be.”

Mo’s vision was a blur of greens and blues as she stood up from
the grass and moved wordlessly towards the bench, to be at
Ashley’s side. She squeezed his hand and felt the comfort of the
gesture returning from his own fingers. How was it possible to feel so
much love and joy and sorrow all at once?

“Does anyone else know about this?” Alice’s voice trembled.
Ashley gave her a ghost of his usual mocking grin. “Only Jules.

We don’t want the whole village out celebrating.”
Mo loved him even more at that moment for trying to make light of

it and ease the shock for her loved ones. Knowing how hard it had
been for Ashley to speak about his illness, she appreciated this more
than she could say. He was immensely private and hugely proud; the
last thing he would ever want was pity or sympathy. It was easier,
he’d said, to be disliked. That way nobody got hurt.

“We don’t want anyone but immediate family to know the truth,”
she warned. “That’s a must, because it’s our business and our
wedding.”

Summer nodded. “Jake and I won’t breathe a word.”
“Neither will any of the others if they know what’s good for them,”

said Mo grimly. “Our wedding’s going to be a happy day and a
celebration. If it means we help the church too, then so much the
better, but there’s no way we want it to be an excuse for people to
come and have a good gawk. Oh, don’t look at me like that, Gran!
You know what it’s like in the village. Everyone loves a good gossip.”

Alice gave her a watery smile. “When they hear that you’re
marrying Ashley Carstairs in record time it will certainly give them
something to talk about.”



“So you’re giving us your blessing?” Ashley asked. His hand, still
in Mo’s, was trembling. Mo found that she was holding her breath.

For an answer, Mo’s grandmother folded Ashley into her arms and
kissed his hollow cheek.

“Welcome to the Tremaine family, Ashley,” she said.
“And good luck,” added Summer, laughing through her tears now.

“You do know they’re all completely nuts?”
Ashley nodded. “Only somebody as crazy would take me on now.”
“Oh, I think our Mo has loved you for a lot longer than she’s told

anyone,” Alice said slowly – and Mo, who knew that this was totally
true, blushed. What was it that Ashley had once said about hate
being dangerously close to love? He’d seen straight through all her
fiery words and red-hot temper, hadn’t he?

Loving him as much as she did now, Mo was so thankful that he
had. It had been a path of ups and downs, a storm of verbal battles
and violent emotions, but in his arms she had found a quiet harbour
she never wanted to leave. Still, there was no time for reflection now:
Alice was already on her feet and tugging at Mo’s arm.

“Well, come on then!” she exclaimed, a picture of impatience.
“We’ve got a wedding to plan!”



Chapter 24
There was nothing like a wedding to bring everyone in Polwenna
Bay together. Once the villagers had recovered from the shock of
Morwenna Tremaine and Ashley Carstairs getting engaged and had
gossiped in the post office, village shop or pub as to whether Mo was
pregnant or simply after his money (the stables being a well-known
money pit), the speculation began to die down. It was replaced with
excitement as the locals’ thoughts turned to the big reception and all
the free alcohol Ashley was bound to pay for. Besides, everyone was
used to Cashley demanding things to be done yesterday. He wasn’t
exactly famed for his patience when it came to his boat, his cars or
his house renovations, so why should getting married be any
different?

“I think he’s got to marry her fast before she realises what he’s
really like and changes her mind,” was Susie Penhalligan’s comment
to her daughter Summer. They were sitting together in Cobble
Cottage, making the final alterations to Alice’s vintage wedding dress
so that it would fit Mo’s slender frame perfectly. The sheath of ivory
silk would be stunning with Mo’s pale skin and flame-red curls – or it
would if only she would tear herself away from Ashley for long
enough to attend a fitting!

“Mmm,” Summer said noncommittally. Finishing her neat line of
stitches and snipping the thread, she turned her attention to
hemming the waterfalls of green silk that were to be her and Issie’s
bridesmaids’ dresses. The fabric was slippery and very tricky to sew.
She’d need to concentrate if she was to do it and her best friend (not
to mention St Wenn’s) justice. It was hard to stay focused, though;
her mother suspected Summer knew far more than she was letting
on and kept firing questions at her.

For Summer, agreeing to be a bridesmaid was a huge deal and
already she was incredibly nervous. Just as they’d promised, Ashley
and Mo were allowing Jules and the PCC to use their special day as
an advert for St Wenn’s potential as a wedding venue. Ashley had
been as good as his word: for the past thirteen days his builders had
swarmed all over the church and Polwenna’s valley had rung with



the sounds of hammering, drilling and sawing. Gallons of paint had
been delivered, the roof gleamed with new tiles, and in the
churchyard the Pollards were wielding brand new brush cutters and
chainsaws with all the gusto of Eminem in his heyday. But wonderful
as all this was, at the end of the day it was just a village church
having a spruce-up. It was hardly anything newsworthy.

No, what was attracting the attention of the national press was the
rumour that Summer Penhalligan – the former glamour model shortly
to be embroiled in a bitter court battle with her Premier League star
ex – would be a bridesmaid. Summer had been keeping a low profile
ever since she’d moved to the village, and the tabloids were
desperate to have some shots of her and her mysterious new man.
Summer knew that her presence at the wedding, especially as a
bridesmaid, would give St Wenn’s the kind of publicity that money
couldn’t buy. If lots of people wanted to get married there as a
consequence, then surely the bishop would have to reconsider the
church’s options?

This happy thought didn’t stop Summer feeling terrified about
putting her head above the parapet the very next day. Her new life
with Jake in Polwenna Bay was peaceful and precious, and she
cherished being anonymous. Was she opening a paparazzi can of
worms? Jake certainly thought so and even Jules had urged her to
think carefully.

Seeing her daughter’s thoughtful expression, Susie put her needle
down. “You don’t have to do this, love. Nobody is expecting it.”

“I know,” said Summer, “but I kind of feel that this is something I
can do to help the village, if that makes sense? Jules was so good to
us when we thought the boys were lost at sea that day, and
everyone’s really welcomed me back too. I want to play my part. If
my being there attracts the press and helps the church then I should
do it. Besides, Mo’s my best friend and we always said we’d be each
other’s bridesmaids.”

“Not that anyone ever expected Mo to get married. It was always
the Olympics that was her dream.”

“She’s not fifteen anymore, Mum. She was bound to fall in love
eventually.”



Susie frowned. “It’s a bit strange though, you must admit, love. It’s
too fast. They were only yelling at each other in the pub five minutes
ago and squabbling over Fernside. Mo was all for tarring and
feathering him back then. Don’t you think there’s more to it?”

Susie’s maternal inquisitions usually made the Spanish version
look amateurish, but luckily Summer was spared this one by her
father arriving home and demanding lunch. Leaving her bickering
parents to it, she packed her sewing away carefully before heading
into the village to meet Mo and Ashley. The bride’s flowers and the
favours were the next jobs to tick off her long list of wedding tasks,
followed by making sure that the giant marquee was erected on the
village green. Zak Tremaine and his band had yet to show up too.
Summer hoped they would arrive in time for a sound check; currently
they were more in demand than One Direction, having just signed a
record deal.

A bridesmaid’s work was never done, it seemed, and cramming
everything into two weeks was certainly stressful. Ashley might be
wealthy but the one thing even he couldn’t purchase was time.
Nevertheless, as Summer caught sight of him and Mo waiting for her
on the quay, their arms around one another and wrapped up in their
own world, Summer wished with all her heart that he could.

* * *
Jules had a headache beating behind her left eye in synchrony

with the hammering that was going on directly above her. The rows
of figures she’d been staring at blurred and danced in front of her
vision. No matter how many times she blinked or tried to focus, she
just couldn’t make sense of them. For some reason the numbers
didn’t add up, literally or metaphorically. She’d texted Richard in case
he could account for the anomaly but he was yet to reply.

Jules squinted again, but still it seemed that the church accounts
contained ten thousand pounds more than they should. She knew
that even Ashley hadn’t bought ten thousand pounds’ worth of
calendars. It was most odd. Somebody somewhere had paid in a
huge amount of cash. But who? And why?

It was just as well she’d been called to be a vicar and not an
accountant or a detective.



She pushed the paperwork aside and rubbed her eyes, almost
poking one out when there was a sudden clatter from above that
made her jump. Usually the vestry was a little haven of tranquillity –
but not since the preparations for the wedding had begun in earnest.
Now Jules could hardly move for bumping into a builder or a villager
and, like the Queen probably did, she was starting to believe that the
whole world smelt of fresh paint. Ashley and Mo’s wedding was
going to make William and Kate’s look understated at this rate.

Thank goodness tomorrow was the big day and life could soon
return to normal, or at least what passed for normal in Polwenna
Bay. If another tabloid paper called and asked her for a comment on
Summer Penhalligan, or if another flower arrangement materialised
on top of the pulpit, Jules feared she was in danger of uttering some
very unvicarly language. How on earth was she expected to preach
with a triffid blocking her view or the church phone ringing
constantly?

She was toying with the idea of going through St Wenn’s accounts
for a fourth time when there was a soft rap on the vestry door,
followed by Danny’s blond head peeping round.

“Blimey. It’s gone mad out there! I’ve just seen Sheila planting
peonies by the lychgate, and somebody’s threaded white ribbons
through all the yew trees! Peonies and ribbon, I ask you! This is Mo
we’re talking about here. Hay bales and baler twine are more her
thing.”

Jules smiled. Typical man! “It’s her wedding day, Dan. The most
important day in a girl’s life, apparently.”

He hurled himself onto the seat opposite her and shuddered
theatrically. “Don’t remind me. Tara was an absolute nightmare.
Bridezilla on steroids. Hey! Do you think I should speak up and warn
Ashley when it gets to the forever-hold-your-peace bit? Forever is a
long time.”

They looked at each other for a moment and Danny’s face fell. He
was stricken by what he’d just said.

“What a bloody stupid thing to say. I should have lost my tongue,
not my arm.”

“It’s OK, Dan,” said Jules gently. “It’s better to not think about it
and just be normal. That’s what they both want.”



Only Jules and the Tremaines knew the real reason for the speed
of the wedding.

A muscle ticked in Danny’s unscarred cheek. “I can’t bear it, Jules.
It’s just so bloody unfair. Mo’s so happy and it’s not going to last, is
it?”

She reached out and took his hand. It was strong and warm and,
as he curled his fingers around hers, Jules never wanted to let it go.
Stop being ridiculous, she told herself crossly. All this wedding stuff
is getting to you.

“Dan, none of us knows what’s going to last or how long we have,”
she pointed out. “I’m praying for them, as are you – and I know that,
whatever the future holds, the happiness they have now is worth
everything they may go through later.”

Even the undamaged part of Danny’s mouth twisted. “Are you
saying that it’s better to have loved and lost than never to have loved
at all?”

Well, I love you, Jules thought despairingly, but is the way you
make me feel worth the anguish of knowing that nothing will ever
happen between us? Dan was still married and, besides, he was a
parishioner and she was his pastor. The situation was painful and
hopeless. But would she rather have never met Danny? Never
laughed with him until she cried, or shared their early-morning walks
along the cliffs?

Of course not.
“I guess that’s what I am saying,” she replied carefully. “Dan, I

know that things with Tara have been difficult at times, but she’s still
your wife and Morgan’s mum.”

Danny stared at her. “You think I still love Tara?”
“She’s your wife and I think—”
But whatever it was that Jules thought, she never managed to

share it; an almighty crash from inside the church had interrupted
her. Danny leapt from his chair and dashed into the nave with Jules
not far behind him. All those walks on the cliffs had been doing
wonders for her fitness as well as improving Danny’s injuries, it
seemed.

Oh Lord. She really was working too hard. For a moment Jules
had thought there was a pony in the nave. Maybe if she closed her



eyes slowly, counted to ten and then opened them again, the horse,
the smashed pot of flowers and that big pile of dung might just
vanish?

One, two, three—
“Issie! What on earth is Bubbles doing in the church?” cried

Danny.
Jules’s eyes snapped open. Oh. It seemed that there really was a

pony in the church, complete with pink and green bows around its
neck and pink glittery hooves. Danny had grabbed its head collar
and was attempting to drag it back up the aisle – which was proving
to be a challenge, since the pony was having a lovely time snacking
on the flowers and crapping all over the scrubbed flagstones.

“It’s a surprise for Mo!” Issie Tremaine was tugging at her brother’s
empty sleeve. Her braids were threaded with pink and green ribbons
that matched the pony’s decorations. “Danny! Don’t be so boring! Mo
loves Bubbles! He taught her to ride. She’d want to see him here on
her wedding day.”

It was a fair point, Jules thought, but probably not the most
practical suggestion.

“You’ve wrecked the place!” Danny snapped. “Why do you never
think?”

“I do think! Mo will like this!” Issie sounded as though she was
stamping her foot, but Jules guessed that could have been the pony.
“She still needs her horses,” Issie added.

“Maybe Bubbles could wait outside and have some photos
afterwards?” Jules called hopefully.

But neither Danny nor Issie was listening to her. They were far too
busy bickering. As the rolling rump and squabbling siblings vanished
into the porch, leaving a trail of crushed flowers and broken vases in
their wake, Jules sighed and fetched a dustpan. Feeling beyond
exhausted, she began to sweep up the mess. Still, maybe the roses
in the vicarage’s garden would appreciate the manure.

“Don’t you dare shovel that up!”
The heavy door had swung open and there was Danny again,

framed in the glorious sunshine. With his short hair turned to a
golden halo and his white tee shirt bright against the darkness of the



church, he could have stepped straight out of one of the stained-
glass windows.

Striding across the flagstones, he caught Jules by the hand, then
marched her outside and into the sunny splendour of a September
afternoon.

“Danny! What are you doing? I need to clear up and make sure
that I’ve checked the order of service!” she protested.

“Issie can clear all that mess up and Granny will be up soon to
check on all the other details. You, Jules Mathieson, are having a
break.” He was towing her now across the churchyard and through
the back gate. He might not be in the army anymore but he was still
strong enough to pull her along, even as she was dragging her heels
and arguing that she was needed in St Wenn’s. Eventually it was
easier just to give in and follow him. Jules knew Danny well enough
by now to understand that when he had the bit between his teeth
there was no stopping him. Besides, he was right: she did need a
break. She’d thought of nothing except weddings and saving St
Wenn’s for what felt like a lifetime.

Danny and Jules climbed the steep flight of steps that led behind
the church and up to the cliff path. This time, though, they turned left
and headed into Fernside, the woodland that Ashley had bought.
He’d initially intended to make a driveway to Mariners through the
land, but had unexpectedly given it to Mo instead. The clues had
been there all along, Jules reflected.

She increased her pace to match Danny’s stride. Once upon a
time, Jules would have been puffing and sweating as she tried to
keep up with him, but now it was barely any effort.

It was only September but already the leaves had started to turn
russet and gold and the dense undergrowth was dying back.
Fernside was a peaceful place full of ancient trees, gnarled hawthorn
bushes and rooks that caw-cawed from their leafy summits. Now and
again Jules could see the village rooftops far below them and in the
distance the shimmer of the sea. Apart from the birds and Danny
and Jules’s breathing there was no noise at all; it felt as though they
were the only two people in the world.

“You can let go of my hand now,” Jules said as he finally slowed
the pace.



But Danny’s fingers didn’t relax their grip, and rather than letting
go he stopped dead.

“What if I don’t want to?” he said softly.
There was a strange tightening in Jules’s chest and her stomach

lurched. She stared at him dumbly. She felt sure that confusion was
written all over her face.

“Have I grown two heads or something?” he prompted.
“No… I…” Jules didn’t know what to say. Blood was pounding in

her ears and when Danny took a step closer she felt giddy. He was
looking at her so intently, his uninjured eye a deep and burning blue,
and suddenly Jules felt shy. Her feelings for Danny were so clear in
some respects and so confused in others, but she had never once
even dared imagine that he might feel exactly the same way. Even
though she knew she shouldn’t, Jules was willing him to kiss her.

She yanked her hand away.
“What?” asked Danny.
“You know what. It’s too complicated.”
He groaned. “It’s only as complicated as you make it, Jules. I like

you and you like me, or at least I think you do. What’s so
complicated about that?”

“Everything!” Jules cried. “You and Tara for one thing. Me being
your pastor for another.”

“Those are just excuses.”
“Of course they’re not! They’re reasons!”
“Yes they are. Tara and I are separated – which was nothing to do

with you, by the way. We were over long before you rocked up here
in your dungarees and dog collar.”

Although Jules was close to despair she couldn’t help laughing at
this exaggeration. “I don’t even own any dungarees! Look, Danny,
you didn’t see Tara’s face when she came to me for help. I know she
still loves you and wants to make it work. I’m the vicar! I’m supposed
to help save marriages, not break them up!”

His lip curled. “She’s played you, Jules. Tara hates losing.”
“Don’t be so ridiculous. It’s not a competition. You’re her husband.”
He pointed to the damaged part of his face. “She wasn’t quite so

keen on my being her husband when this happened.”



“So she made a mistake. Perhaps she wants to put things right?”
Jules knew she had to think like a pastor first and put her own
feelings second. That was the choice she’d made when she was
ordained. She just hadn’t realised how hard it would be.

“Perhaps I don’t want her to?” Danny countered. “Look, even you
can’t fix everyone, Jules. Like I said, my marriage was over long
before I met you. You have no idea what kind of person she really
is.”

“What on earth is that supposed to mean?” Jules asked. She’d
met Tara and she didn’t doubt that the woman had made mistakes,
but she was hardly Machiavelli’s Prince in heels.

Danny looked away. “It doesn’t matter. Never mind her anyway. It’s
history. What about what you and I might want? Doesn’t that count?”

“Whatever we might be feeling, it’s wrong; can’t you see that? How
can I marry Ashley and Mo tomorrow if I’m part of putting another
marriage asunder? It goes against everything I believe in.”

“So you don’t want to see what could happen between us? You’re
not prepared to even try?”

She took a deep breath and steeled herself to tell a lie that
hopefully God would understand.

“No. Absolutely not.”
“You’re talking complete bollocks.” Danny shook his head. “Good

try, but I don’t believe you, Jules.”
“Believe what you like,” Jules told him firmly.
“So you don’t have any feelings for me? None at all? This has all

been in my head? A little-known symptom of PTSD?”
She couldn’t answer. Any denial was stuck in her throat. How on

earth had St Peter done it?
“No feelings at all?” Danny pushed. He could sense she was

struggling and, with the determination that had helped him to
overcome his injuries, Jules knew he wouldn’t give in. She had to be
strong for both of them. His marriage and her faith were at stake.

“You’re my friend. My good friend. Please, Danny, don’t make this
any more difficult for either of us. If you have any true feelings for me
at all you’ll respect my beliefs.”

He gave a bitter laugh. “Oh, Jules. How can you do this to me? I’m
damned either way now, aren’t I?”



“Go back to your wife,” Jules said wearily. “Make your marriage
work. It’s a sacrament.”

Danny stared at her. Hurt burned on his face, every bit as livid as
the angry scars.

“You really want me to go back to Tara? Christ, if you knew the half
of it. You’d rather I was with her? Seriously?”

The air crackled with expectancy. Every part of Jules longed to cry
out that she loved him, adored him and had done from almost the
moment she’d first met him, but she had to ignore this side of her
and step away. She had to be the vicar.

She was the vicar. It was her vocation. Her life. Her faith.
“Of course I do,” Jules said firmly. “She’s your wife.”
“My wife.” He shook his head again in despair. “You have no idea

what she’s capable of. Jesus. She certainly pulled the wool over your
eyes that day, didn’t she? What I could tell you about her—”

Jules couldn’t risk hearing another word. She was dangerously
close to crumbling, hurling herself at him and forgetting all the very
good arguments for staying away.

“I have to get back to the church. I’ll see you later at the wedding
rehearsal,” was all she said as she turned away from him. Her voice
sounded wooden and odd and her eyes prickled. She had the feeling
that she was standing on the edge of a huge precipice and that one
false move could send her tumbling into disaster.

I’m doing the right thing, she told herself sharply as she strode
away with his gaze searing into her back. I really am.

So how come doing the right thing felt so very, very wrong?



Chapter 25
The wedding day dawned sparkling and bright, with heavy dewfall
that shone like diamonds on the shrubs and lawns at Seaspray. The
sun climbed over the valley sides to float through the early morning
haze and drench the village in rosy light. On the far side of the bay,
directly across the glittering water, Mariners peeped through the mist
as mysterious and as out of reach as a fairy-tale castle.

Mo, who’d hardly been able to sleep a wink, was wrapped in her
duvet and curled up in the window seat of her childhood bedroom
watching the day yawn itself awake. She wondered whether Ashley
was gazing across at Seaspray and counting the hours until they met
at the altar. It was weird to be apart from him after the intensity of the
past few weeks, but when it had come to the night before the
wedding Alice had put her foot down and insisted that some
traditions should be honoured, hurry or not.

Mo chewed the skin around her thumbnail, desperately trying to
avoid wrecking the shell-pink manicure Issie had spent a painstaking
hour applying the evening before. She hoped Ashley was still
sleeping. The last couple of days had been exhausting for him and
today was going to take reserves of strength and energy that Mo
feared he could no longer draw upon. In just two weeks the
deterioration in his health had been terrifying.

She snatched her thoughts back to the view over the village. It
was going to be a glorious September day, the kind when the
sunshine sprinkled itself over the land like gold dust and fat little
puffs of cloud drifted lazily across the sky, high above fields of
rippling corn and green pastures dotted with sheep. This was a good
omen, surely? If the worst was going to happen then wouldn’t it be
tipping down with rain and the sky bruised purple with the threat of
more storms to come? If there were going to be dark days ahead
wouldn’t she feel it? And wouldn’t the world echo this? How could
the unthinkable happen when a satsuma sun was burning the mist
away and bathing the world in pink and orange?

She shivered and pulled the duvet closer. Was somebody stepping
on her grave? Was this a premonition?



Cross with herself because this was no way to be thinking on her
wedding day, Mo told herself sternly that she was just chilly, that was
all. The shivering was nothing more sinister. Seaspray was a big
house, with draughty sash windows and bare wooden floors that
made it feel cold even in the height of the summer. She was just
being superstitious and paranoid.

In fairness, though, it was hard not to be paranoid when you were
having to make every moment count – and harder still when your
fiancé’s consultant was constantly on the phone.

Mo gnawed at her cuticle. It was all very well for Ashley to tell her
to dismiss this, and for him to declare that Mr Oliver was nothing but
a worrier, but Mo wasn’t fooled. She knew how serious things really
were. It was the silent spectre that stalked her happiness, casting its
long shadows across the sunny days they spent together. Its icy
fingers of fear caused her to jolt awake in the dead of night, clammy
with terror and with her heart racing, and to reach out with a shaking
hand to check that Ashley was still asleep beside her. Only when her
trembling fingertips had brushed against his warm skin and she’d
curled herself around him, pressing her face into the nape of his
neck and drinking in the heady rush of relief that he was still there,
would her heart rate slow enough to allow Mo to drift back into her
dreams. No way would she allow her night terrors to creep into the
daylight – and especially not on her wedding day.

Her wedding day! How crazy did that sound? She was getting
married and it had all happened with such dizzying speed that Mo
didn’t blame her family one bit for being taken aback. She could
hardly believe it herself. Having never been the kind of girl to spend
hours dreaming about her ideal wedding or imagining her perfect
dress, nobody had been more surprised than Mo when she’d found
herself caught up with colour schemes and flowers. Usually her idea
of buying clothes was shopping for new wellies in Mole Valley
Farmers, and the only flowers she gave a hoot about were the
clumps of bright yellow ragwort she yanked up from the paddocks.
Who was this girl who was picking out plump creamy roses and
matching the decorations of the marquee to the exact jade green of
her bridesmaids’ dresses? And as for manicures, pedicures and face
packs? What had happened there? Mo shook her head in wonder



because the closest she usually came to these was applying
poultices to injuries and watching the farrier tend to the horses’
hooves. She had never in a million light years imagined that she
would want to plan a wedding.

But then again, Mo had never imagined that she could love
anyone as totally and as utterly as she loved Ashley. He was
wrapped around her heart; he always had been and she knew that
no matter what the future held he always would be.

“When did you know you wanted to marry me?” she’d asked him
the evening before, as they’d kissed goodnight outside Seaspray.

Ashley had smiled as he’d smoothed Mo’s curls away from her
face. “If I’m honest? The day I met you. It sounds mad, doesn’t it, but
I think I knew then. I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

“I felt the same way,” Mo had admitted, “although you drove me
crazy, obviously.”

He’d gazed down at her. In the darkness his eyes had been inky
black.

“I hope I’ll always drive you crazy,” he’d said, pulling her close. “I
love you, Morwenna Tremaine. I always have and I always will.”

They’d kissed again and the world had spun away on its axis, the
bright stars above and the fat full moon blurring. The crashing of the
waves below them had been little more than a whisper.

“I guess it’s time I let you get some rest, Red. I heard a rumour
that tomorrow’s going to be a big day,” Ashley had said eventually.

He hadn’t been kidding. Mo’s head had been bursting from
everything they’d crammed into the day. The flowers were done,
Summer and Susie had spent several hours working on her dress
until Mo had felt like a living pin cushion, and the clanging of poles
as the marquee was erected on the village green had only stopped
an hour or so previously. Then Mo had been flat out sorting the patio
heaters and making sure that the tables and chairs had arrived.
When Ashley had finally dragged Mo away, Zak had still been there,
dishevelled and red-eyed after flying back from New York. He’d been
simultaneously doing a sound check and trying his best to sweet-talk
Sheila Keverne, who was complaining about the noise. Mo had left
him to it. If anyone could charm someone as sour as Sheila then it



would be her little brother, with his sleepy blue eyes and fallen-angel
looks.

“Can’t I just come back with you? This tradition thing is ridiculous,”
she’d grumbled, rolling her eyes.

Ashley had kissed the tip of her nose. “It’s only for a few hours,
sweetheart, and it makes Alice happy. Let her have this one night
with you at home. There will be plenty more for us.”

“Will there? You promise?”
“You can’t get rid of me quite so easily, Red. Now get inside, will

you? I need my beauty sleep!”
The next time I’ll see him will be at the altar, Mo thought now as

the sun finally defeated the last wisps of mist and Polwenna Bay was
flooded with brightness. This time tomorrow she would be Mrs
Ashley Carstairs. It was such a strange idea that she laughed out
loud.

From the hall downstairs the old grandfather clock struck seven.
Uncurling herself and stretching, Mo left the window seat and
padded across the floorboards to the wardrobe where, swathed in
layers of tissue paper, Alice’s vintage dress was hanging in
anticipation of the day ahead. She heard the kitchen door click open
and footsteps patter up the stairs. Moments later there was a
murmuring of voices and chinking of teacups, followed by a knock at
her own door.

Her heart skipped a beat. This was it. She was getting married.
The bride stood in the church porch, with her hand tucked into the

crook of her father’s arm and her heart slamming itself against her
ribcage. Her long red hair, tumbling to her shoulders in a riot of curls,
was loosely pinned to the crown of her head and threaded with white
roses and green ribbons, and in her hand she held a matching
bouquet. Her dress was a shimmering column of ivory silk that fell
like a waterfall to the tips of her satin slippers. Over her bare
shoulders and arms she wore a surcoat of eighteenth-century lace,
the something old that Alice said had been in their family for
generations. Around her neck was a pearl choker, borrowed from
Summer, while on her left hand sparkled the simple square-cut
diamond that Ashley had placed there so tenderly a few days ago.



“You look beautiful, Mo.” Jimmy Tremaine’s bottom lip wobbled a
bit and his blue eyes were bright as he smiled mistily at her. “Out of
all of my children you’re the most like her, you know.”

Mo squeezed his arm in answer. Penny Tremaine, just a hazy
memory now of warm arms and a flowery scent, had been small and
slight with a wild mane of red curls. Suddenly Mo’s throat was tight
with that old and familiar sense of loss, every bit as scalpel-sharp
today as it had been two decades earlier. For all his faults and
failings as a parent, she knew that Jimmy was feeling that loss just
as much as she did and, like her, wishing that things could have
been different.

“Are you ready?” This gentle prompt was from Jules, who was
waiting for Mo and Jimmy to give the word. She had one hand on the
door and her prayer book clutched in the other, with the vows that
Mo and Ashley had written tucked inside. She was wearing her best
robes and had even had her hair done for the occasion, Mo noticed
now; it was a beautiful glossy brown rather than the familiar but
alarming purple shade. Kursa had obviously been given her
marching orders!

“I’ll be at the altar waiting for the bridal party,” Jules reassured her.
Turning to Issie, who was in capacity today as chief bridesmaid, she
added, “When you’re all ready to begin walking down the aisle, just
give Sheila a sign and she’ll start to play the organ.”

Issie looked excited. “Cool. How about a V-sign? Will that work?”
Jules’s lips twitched but she did her best to look serious. “I think a

nod will work best on this occasion.”
Mo laughed. “Maybe a V-sign when it’s your turn, Issie?”
“No thanks,” said her sister, her small nose wrinkling. “I’m never

tying myself down, thanks! I’m going to be seeing stars, remember?
Marriage isn’t for me.”

“Careful,” Mo warned. “I thought that once and look what
happened.”

Issie looked sceptical. “I know you’re love’s young dream but I
think I’ll just stick to having fun.”

Jules kissed Mo on the cheek. It was time to begin. When Jules
had left him at the altar Ashley had been looking extremely pale.
Hopefully it was just wedding-day nerves rather than anything more



sinister, but she didn’t want him under more strain than was
necessary.

“I’ll see you inside in just a moment,” she said. “I’m so happy for
you, Mo. I think it’s wonderful that you and Ashley have met and
fallen in love. I can’t wait to marry you.”

“I think we’re ready!” Summer smoothed Mo’s dress and
straightened her train, then smiled. Mo, yanked back from her
thoughts, realised that her mouth was suddenly drier than the brand
new and immaculately raked gravel path. Everyone was looking at
her.

“Don’t pay any attention to them,” Summer whispered, inclining
her head in the direction of the constant clicking of cameras and the
bright flashes that had been dazzling the wedding party from the
very moment they’d left Seaspray. “Just focus on you and Ashley.
Take it from me, nothing else matters.”

Mo gulped back the sudden surge of terror and nodded. The UK’s
press were certainly out in force. They were crammed alongside the
narrow path, held back only by the barriers erected by the burly
security team Ashley had hired. “Summer! Summer!” they kept
calling, stretching lenses over the barriers and practically into their
quarry’s face. “Over here, love! Is it true about Justin? Are you really
taking him to court? Is he suing you?”

Summer hadn’t turned a hair. Even now, as they taunted her and
asked intensely personal questions that made Mo want to leap the
barrier and batter them all to death with her bouquet, she didn’t
flinch.

“You get used to it after a while,” she explained, catching the look
of horror on Mo’s face. “Don’t look so worried, Mo. It’s the price of
fame and we want them here, remember? It’s great publicity for St
Wenn’s and Polwenna Bay.”

Issie, tossing her braids and ribbons about like a My Little Pony
who’d eaten too many oats, was posing happily and loving every
minute. Uncertain as to who the pretty blonde was, and not wanting
to miss out on a shot of a stray TOWIE or Big Brother contestant, the
paps were only too willing to snap away at her. They were having a
great day – for not only had Summer Penhalligan reappeared with
that angel face and those glorious curves that were always



guaranteed to sell papers, but they’d also spotted the dishevelled
and sexy musician who was rumoured to be the next and even hotter
Harry Styles. Right now, Cornwall was certainly the place to be.

But so far as Mo was concerned, the press, her sister, the fate of
St Wenn’s and Zak’s growing fame were all completely irrelevant. All
that mattered now was the man who was waiting at the altar, his
gaze trained on the door and his dark eyes filled with love. With her
hand on her father’s arm, Mo stepped forward into the cool hush of
the church and the rest of her life.



Chapter 26
As honeymoons went this wasn’t quite what Mo had imagined. If
she’d ever thought about a honeymoon, in that vague kind of where
would I want to go if a) I didn’t have lots of equine friends who
needed me 24/7 and b) I ever found a guy who wanted to take on a
fiery redhead who was generally covered in mud and smelled of
horse, then it probably would have been a Caribbean beach with
icing-sugar sand and bathwater-warm seas, or perhaps an exotic
rainforest filled with colourful blooms and chattering monkeys.

One thing was certain: it wouldn’t have been the waiting room of a
large West London hospital.

Mo sat on an orange plastic seat and stared out through glass that
was hazy with city grime. She saw through the blurred reflection of
her own face, floating pale and ghostly against the darkness of the
night sky, to the lights of the endless city beyond. High above, the
red and white dots of planes circled over Heathrow. Funny to think
that up there people were folding up their trays or flicking through
magazines – oblivious to Mo sitting way below them, unable to move
so much as an inch and hardly daring to breathe. As far as they were
concerned she simply didn’t exist.

And they had absolutely no idea that her whole world could end at
any moment…

Concepts like this hurt Mo’s head but at least they were a
distraction from the other thing she could be worrying about. It was
better to listen to the squeak of rubber soles on the floor and the
clatter of trolleys being wheeled past than to the wailing of her
thoughts. Less painful, too, to drift on the tide of murmured
conversation from the nurses’ station than to allow her musings to
carry her downstream to a destination she would rather not visit.
Better even to thumb through outdated, dog-eared magazines and
marvel at Summer’s skimpy outfit or Katie Price’s antics than to pick
up her mobile and look at all the photographs her loved ones had
been posting. Had that really been only two days ago? Already it felt
like another life; the girl in the confetti-speckled wedding dress who
laughed up at the handsome man holding her hands was an



innocent and a stranger. When Mo looked at that girl she felt pity for
her and a little contempt too, because she’d been so sure that she’d
had everything in hand and that she could cope with whatever life
was going to throw at her. What an idiot! She hadn’t had a clue how
soon she would feel as though the surgeon was cutting her open and
ripping out her heart. She’d had no comprehension that anything
could hurt quite this much.

No, nothing in the world could possibly have prepared that flushed
and smiling bride for this.

Mo wasn’t sure quite how long she’d been sitting in the waiting
room, her numb legs moulded to the hard plastic and her eyes gritty
with exhaustion. Long enough for the door to be tactfully pushed to,
and long enough to have watched the daylight steal across the
dishwater sky and bleed away again. Certainly long enough to have
read all the messages on her phone and for the battery to be running
low.

Sitting all alone, Mo allowed herself the small luxury of thinking
about those messages again. The congratulations were too painful
to contemplate but some of the messages, like the one Jules had
sent a couple of hours ago, had gone a little way towards lifting Mo’s
heavy heart.

Wanted you to know – six couples have enquired about booking
the church and a TV production company has been in touch too!
Even the bishop has called about coming back. It’s all looking good!

The text had concluded with Jules admonishing Mo for sneaking
off on honeymoon without saying goodbye, and adding that Zak had
been badly behaved as always. According to Jules, he’d been given
a telling off by the new primary teacher. Now that was something Mo
would very much have liked to see. She hoped Zak had been made
to sit on the naughty step.

As for sloping off on honeymoon… Well, that was another story
altogether. Mo glanced down at her right hand, clenched into a fist,
and slowly opened her fingers. There it was, the perfect circle of gold
that was Ashley’s wedding ring. It hadn’t even been on his finger for
much more than forty-eight hours before it had been handed back to
her. Staring at it now, there was an awful hollow feeling in Mo’s chest
that she knew would never go away until she slid the ring back



where it belonged. Closing her fingers around it again and shutting
her eyes, Mo recalled how this strangest of honeymoons had really
started.

“There’s no easy way to tell you this,” Ashley had said to Mo
when, hand in hand, they’d stolen away from the heat and noise of
the marquee and down onto the quay, “but we need to set off for
London first thing tomorrow.”

Mo had tilted her head and looked up at him. His face had been
shadowed in the darkness but there’d been no mistaking his serious
expression.

“I thought we were just going to have a quiet day tomorrow? Stay
in Mariners and take a day or two to rest and get over this?”

He’d squeezed her fingers. “Believe me, Mrs Carstairs, I’d love
nothing more than to hole up in bed with you for weeks on end, but it
isn’t going to be possible. Stephen Oliver called this morning.”

Mo had tried to speak but it had been as though her voice no
longer worked. Instead all she could do was cling tightly onto his
hand as the stars above began to whirl.

“Mo, he wants to operate as soon as possible and there’s a slot on
Monday. I didn’t want to tell you before the wedding but it seems I’m
out of time. It has to be now.”

She’d closed her eyes. Two tears had slid silently down her
cheeks and Ashley had wiped then away tenderly with his thumb.

“Oh, sweetheart,” he’d whispered, pulling her close and pressing a
kiss into the crown of her head, the curls and roses long since
having escaped Summer’s handiwork. “I am so sorry. If I could delay
it I would. I’d give anything just for a few days with you.”

She’d swallowed back the hard lump of grief and done her best to
smile. After all, hadn’t she known deep, deep down that each day
that had dawned had seen him a little weaker, the headaches
stronger, the sickness and the dizzy spells more crippling? And
hadn’t she always realised that this moment was coming?

Of course she had, just not so cruelly soon.
So Mo had raised her chin and dredged up all she could of her old

fire and determination.
“What are we waiting for, then? The sooner this is over, the sooner

we can really start our honeymoon.”



Ashley’s answer had been to take her face in his hands and kiss
her.

“I love you, Mrs Carstairs,” was all he’d said.
The drive to London had passed in a blur for Mo, as had the arrival

at the hospital, the consultations and the final discussions with
Stephen Oliver. There had been blood tests, drips and injections and
then finally, and most frighteningly, the preparations for the operation
itself. As a section of his scalp was being shaved, the reality had hit
her hard – and as much as Ashley had joked about his new Vin
Diesel look, Mo had struggled to hold it together. He’d looked so pale
and vulnerable, so unlike his usual sarcastic and vital self.

Oh God, Mo had thought as she’d stared at the cannula in his
hand and all the machinery around him, this is really happening. She
could really lose him. How was that possible when she loved him so
much?

Ashley had slipped the shiny new wedding ring from his finger and
passed it to her.

“Take care of this for me, Mo,” he’d told her, and there was the old
determined note in his voice that surely nobody from the Pollards to
the Grim Reaper could argue with. “You needn’t think you’re hanging
onto it, though, because I want it back. Put it back on the next time
you see me.”

She’d nodded and taken it with shaking hands. So this was how it
was to be. No dramatic declaration or promises. Just a tender touch
and a look that said more than any words ever could.

“No big goodbyes.” Ashley had read her mind. “No dramas, Mo. I
love you and I couldn’t be happier or prouder than I was when I saw
you walking down the aisle to meet me. No matter what may come,
you’ve made me happier than I ever deserved or dreamed I’d be.”

He had kissed her again – and in that softest touch of his mouth, a
million words and memories had passed between them. Their first
meeting, all the heated exchanges, a midnight kiss at a summer ball,
the first time they’d made love on the cliff top, a proposal as the sun
slid into the sea, and finally that too-long walk down the aisle with Mo
wanting to run to reach him all the sooner…

Then the porters had wheeled him away and Stephen Oliver had
turned to Mo, fixing her with the serious grey eyes that dominated his



thin and clever face.
“I’ll do my very best for him,” he’d told her, “but you must prepare

yourself for the worst. It’s a complex and risky procedure.”
Mo had swallowed back her terror. “I understand.” But

understanding wasn’t the same as accepting – and while she could
breathe and pray and hope, she would be waiting for Ashley to come
back to her. That she might never again talk to him, bicker with him
or feel his arms around her was inconceivable.

It was only once the neurosurgeon had left, his shoes clicking all
the way down the corridor as he headed to the theatre elevator, that
Mo had covered her face with her hands and wept. When there had
been no more tears to cry, she’d straightened her back, raised her
chin and asked the nurses where she could wait. Brushing aside
their concerns that it would be a very long and very complicated
procedure and that she might be better to go back to her hotel, Mo
had set up camp in the visitors’ area where she’d remained ever
since. She and Ashley hadn’t come this far to be apart now. Before
switching off her mobile, Mo had sent Jules a text asking her to pray
for Ashley; then she’d begun her long and lonely vigil.

Hours on, Mo was so deep in thought as she watched the planes
endlessly swooping into Heathrow that she didn’t notice the nurse
who’d joined her in the waiting room. The name she gently called,
Mrs Carstairs, was too new for Mo to even register. It was only when
a tentative hand was laid upon her shoulder that Mo realised with a
start she was no longer alone.

“I’m sorry to make you jump, Mrs Carstairs,” the nurse apologised.
“I thought you might want to know that your husband is out of theatre
and in the HDU.”

There was a rushing in Mo’s ears and for a dreadful moment she
thought she might faint. Ashley was in the High Dependency Unit,
which meant that against all the odds he’d survived the dangerous
surgery.

The man she loved with all her heart, her husband, was still alive.
“Is he OK?”
“It’s early days, but that he’s made it through this far is a very good

sign.” The nurse gave her a sympathetic smile. “Mr Oliver will be
able to tell you more.”



Mo understood. Nobody would be prepared to say anything at this
stage. Stephen Oliver had told her and Ashley enough times that
they would have no real idea just how successful the operation had
been until Ashley came round. She knew the deal: the tumour might
be removed with every success but he could remain in a coma, or be
brain-damaged or—

Mo pulled herself up sharply. She wasn’t going to think like that.
“Can I see him?”
The nurse nodded and as she led Mo along the corridor to the

dark and hushed rooms at the far end she added kindly, “He’s been
stable for the past couple of hours and he’s off the ventilator now
too. You’ll see that we’re doing frequent neuro obs, but he’s still
unconscious. Try not to read too much into that though. Lots of
people don’t wake up for a few hours after their operation.”

She held the door open and suddenly Mo found herself
disorientated in another world of eerie darkness, flickering screens
and beeping machinery.

Ashley was lying in his hospital bed with the sides up, like sleeping
beauty guarded by a thicket of tubes and wires. Mo knew in theory
what they were all for because Stephen had explained everything in
detail, not wanting either of them to be alarmed afterwards, but even
so it was a shock.

Take a deep breath, she told herself furiously as she clenched her
hands into fists and fought for control of the rising panic. You can
handle this. You saw Danny in hospital.

But Danny, although horribly hurt, had never looked as close to
death as Ashley did at this very moment. His inky eyelashes and
midnight-dark stubble were startlingly black against his white skin.

Stephen Oliver was checking the monitors beside the bed.
Looking up from his charts, he gave Mo a faint smile.

“So far so good,” he said, in answer to her unspoken question.
Mo could feel her nails biting into her palms. “Now what?”
“Now we wait.”
Mo glanced helplessly at the tubes. She knew that there would be

ones from the wound to drain any excess blood and fluid, as well as
a drain from the brain to prevent hydrocephalus. There would be a
catheter, an intracranial pressure monitor and lots more that she



couldn’t even remember. But apart from those and a big dressing on
Ashley’s head – Mo never thought she’d miss the silly beanie hat –
he looked as though he was just having a nap.

“Can I sit with him?”
The consultant nodded. “He’s stable for the moment. He may even

be coming round. Talk to him. It helps.”
Mo slipped onto the hard chair to the left of the bed and took

Ashley’s closest hand in hers. His fingers were terribly still.
“Listen, Carstairs,” she said, brushing his cheek with her lips, “this

is no way for a girl to spend her honeymoon. The coffee’s dreadful,
the food is worse than anything I could cook and there hasn’t been
any sex. I’m thinking I should ask for a refund.”

The machines beeped and whirred. The door clicked shut behind
Stephen.

“OK, we’re all alone now, Ashley,” Mo told the motionless figure.
She brought her lips close to his ear and whispered, “So if you’ve
ever had a fantasy about having sex in a hospital bed then now’s
your chance, but you’ll have to be quick. The nurses just can’t stay
away. I think they fancy you. God knows why when you’re such a
massive pain in the neck.”

Was it her imagination or did his fingers move? Was she so
desperate for a sign that she was seeing only what she wanted to?

“Ashley? Can you hear me? It’s me, Mo. Please, Ashley, show me
you can hear me! Wake up, please. I love you so much. I can’t be
without you. I can’t!”

She was sobbing now and for once Mo didn’t bother trying to hide
her feelings or be brave. What did that matter if he couldn’t see or
hear her? What did anything matter if she couldn’t be with Ashley?

“Ashley Carstairs! Don’t you dare lie there pretending you can’t
hear me!” Mo wept, her tears falling onto the starched sheet. “I’m
your wife!”

The fingers twitched. They definitely did; it wasn’t her imagination.
Looking down in wonder at the palm of his left hand, Mo saw that
Ashley’s thumb had moved across it to his third finger.

“I’m your wife,” she choked. “You can’t get away from me that
easily.”



The thumb tapped his ring finger. Once. Twice. Then for a third
time.

Mo’s hand went to her mouth and hope fluttered in her chest,
suddenly daring to open its wings and fly. Perhaps the doctors would
call it a coincidence, but she knew beyond all doubt that Ashley was
coming back to her.

Of course he was. Even without words he was telling her so.
As his dear face blurred and shimmered before her vision, Mo

slipped his wedding ring back on and felt his fingers close around
hers.

“In sickness and in health,” she said softly, “till death us do part.”
Ashley’s eyelids stirred.
“Mo?”
His voice was so faint that Mo wasn’t sure for a moment whether

or not he had really spoken; perhaps she had just longed for it so
much that she was dreaming. Her tears fell even faster.

“I know you’re there,” he murmured. “I felt you put my ring back
on.”

He was speaking. He really was!
Mo’s only answer was a sob.
Ashley’s eyes opened and even though he looked as though he’d

walked a thousand miles they still brimmed with love.
“Honestly, Red,” he said hoarsely, “the lengths a man has to go to

in order to get your attention. I hope you’ll take me seriously now!”
Mo tried to dash her tears away with the back of her hand, but

even as she was laughing with a heady cocktail of relief and
happiness she found that she was crying harder still. Not only was
Ashley awake, but he was teasing her too? The euphoric rush of joy
was greater than winning Olympic gold could ever be.

“You really didn’t need to go to all the trouble of a brain tumour,”
she told him, blinking away the tears and smiling so widely that her
face would probably ache for days. “If you’d actually asked nicely I
would have gone for dinner with you months ago.”

Ashley’s eyes had closed again but his mouth, the gorgeous sexy
mouth that took Mo right the way to heaven and back, curled into a
smile.



“So now you tell me, Mrs Carstairs! And, if I ask you nicely this
time, is there anything else you might do for me?”

Mo was just on the brink of telling Ashley exactly what she would
like to do for him when Stephen Oliver returned. The consultant gave
her a stern look.

“Much as I’m overjoyed to see that my patient is awake,” he said
firmly, “I think any talk that will raise his blood pressure is strictly off
limits for now!”

Ashley’s brow crinkled as a host of nurses, doctors and copious
other medical types surrounded his bedside. His eyes were shut and
he was drifting back to sleep but, in true Ashley style, he was
determined to have the last word.

“It’s my honeymoon,” he protested. “I want my blood pressure
raised!”

Laughing through her tears, Mo kissed his hand before stepping
aside to allow the medics to do their job. At that minute she adored
every single one of them.

The little bird of hope had hopped through the cage door of her
dread to stretch its wings before soaring high above, as proudly and
effortlessly as the gulls that swooped and glided above Polwenna
Bay – and Mo’s heart flew with it. Suddenly the world was filled with
possibilities, and Mo was more thankful for this than she could ever
say.

For the new Mr and Mrs Carstairs their future was a time for living.

THE END



Epilogue
After a warm summer and wheat-rich September, autumn had fallen
in earnest across Cornwall. Leaves whirled from the trees like
ballerinas and mist filled the valley in the mornings, slumbering at the
feet of steep hillsides and shrouding the riverbanks. Days drowsed in
gold and red and russet before the evenings drew in, as dark as
merlot grapes and laced with winter’s icy breath. The horses up at
Polwenna Equestrian grew woolly like moorland ponies and any
villagers setting out after sundown reached once again for their
jackets and scarves.

Although it was only half past six, the countryside was already
drowning in lakes of darkness. The sky was wadded with thick
clouds that obscured the stars, and deep purple shadows swaddled
the fields and cliff tops. As the taxi that had travelled from Bodmin
station plunged down the incline leading to Polwenna Bay, the only
illuminations were the bright beam of headlights sweeping the lane
and the crimson glow of brakes as the driver slowed down for each
sharp bend.

“Bleddy dangerous road,” he grumbled to the woman seated
beside him. “Council needs to light this, don’t they?”

But his passenger didn’t reply; she was staring into the inky void,
lost several months away in thought. She didn’t need the daylight to
anticipate every twist and turn of the road and neither did she need
to be told that any minute now the lights of the village would appear.
She’d driven down this hill more times than she could count.

After her last upward journey along this road, she’d been certain
she’d never return. The new life beckoning to her in Plymouth had
seemed so sure and so solid that she’d never once dreamed it would
prove to be as insubstantial as the frost that now iced the early
mornings. Unexpectedly, she was back exactly where she’d started
from, with little more to her name than two suitcases, the small boy
sitting behind her and a marriage that was more tattered than the
inside of the cab.

Funny how life had a habit of really kicking you when you were
down.



“There’s the village. Pretty, isn’t it? It’s one of the most painted
harbours in Cornwall,” declared the driver when they rounded the
final hairpin bend. He sounded as proud of the place as if he’d
personally been responsible for the higgledy-piggledy cottages,
narrow twisting streets and sturdy quayside – although of course its
character had been formed by years of people, storms and broken
dreams.

How many other women had fled from this small village hoping for
a new start, only to return with their tail well and truly between their
legs? She was sure she wasn’t the only one. For some folks
Polwenna Bay, with its breathtaking views and close community, was
paradise. For others, though, it was stifling beyond all imagination,
the narrow valley a prison that hemmed you in and blocked out the
sky. Here you could never escape your past: you were always the
person you’d been before. Mistakes might be forgotten but they were
certainly never forgiven.

Especially mistakes like the one she’d made…
The lights of Polwenna Bay shone out of the thick night. Cottages

clustered around the pretty harbour and clung to the steep valley just
like the barnacles on the rocky parts of the beach. Windows poured
buttery light into the streets, pooling warmth and welcome into the
darkness. Across the fish quay was a whitewashed pub, the sign and
windows strung with coloured bulbs whose reflections trembled in
the shifting harbour waters; a treasure chest of emeralds, sapphires
and rubies. She was taken aback that Mariners, the house high on
the headland, hurled light from its huge windows. As long as she’d
lived in Polwenna Bay the place had been empty. So things could
change here after all. Maybe she should take this as a good omen?

She knew all the houses and cottages by heart, of course; could
name them in her sleep if she had to, even though she’d tried her
hardest to forget. How was it possible that she’d managed to end up
exactly where she’d left off? Had all the heartache, all the struggles
and all the dreams been for nothing? Was this all she had to show
for every tear and agonised decision? And all because a stupid error
of judgement had cost her everything?

Was it true that no matter how far you ran you could never really
escape yourself?



The cab had slowed for the mini-roundabout and was crawling
through the main street, avoiding groups of children dressed up as
ghouls and vampires and one stray Spiderman. Their breath plumed
white as they tore up and down the road, oblivious to traffic in the
way only children raised in a village designed for the horse age ever
can be. Adults accompanied them, reaching out to grab their
mittened hands and pull them back to safety – or at least, hold on to
them as best they could while heavily laden with goody bags
crammed with sweets.

Halloween. Of course. The night when the undead walked the
streets. She laughed bitterly. The date couldn’t have been more apt.
After all, she was a ghost too, wasn’t she? A spectre returning to
claim a life she’d thought she’d laid to rest and a marriage that had
been in its death throes long before she’d chosen to give it the last
rites. Everywhere she looked she saw the places that shadowed her
dreams and haunted her memories.

Now she would be the one to do the haunting. His face would be
ghastly when he saw her; that she did know.

“This is as far as I go.” The taxi driver swung the cab into the small
loading area opposite the pasty shop. Images of a hot afternoon,
smiling bluebell eyes and a mouth kissing flakes of pastry from her
lips darted unbidden before her vision, until something far bleaker
and uglier pushed them aside. She didn’t deserve that memory. It
was lost forever, just like the look of love in those eyes had been.

“You’ll have to get out here,” the driver continued apologetically.
“It’s too bleddy narrow for me. I’m not risking scratching the old girl
or meeting one of those emmets with a satnav. Those townies can’t
reverse.”

It was late October, a notoriously barren time of the year for a
village that relied heavily on tourism, and there was more chance of
meeting Elvis than a holidaymaker in a four-by-four. She glanced at
her son, who was sitting in the back looking out of the window. He’d
never manage to carry both the big camera bag he was hugging so
tightly and his suitcase all the way through the village and up the
path to the clifftop house where she was planning to stay.

“Couldn’t you go just a little further? Maybe to the village green?”
she asked hopefully. She could probably manage both of their cases



from there, even though it would be a struggle. God. She’d forgotten
how much she’d hated the inconvenience of this place. A sucker
punch of longing for the neat new-build home in Plymouth almost
floored her.

But the driver wasn’t prepared to chance his luck on a road not
much wider than his cab, and was even less inclined to risk
reversing. With a sinking heart she paid the fare, deliberately leaving
out a tip, and before long his tail lights were just two red devil’s eyes
vanishing into the Halloween darkness.

The air smelt achingly familiar, of salt and earth and wood smoke,
and it was bitterly cold. Curtains were drawn against the night now,
so that only the occasional stripe of cosy light spilled into the street.
She shivered. Was the sense of being shut out just in her mind or did
it run deeper than that? She’d been a part of this place once; now
she was a stranger, and a despised one at that.

Well, she was back. Unwelcome and unwanted for certain – but
blood was thicker than water, surely, even if that blood was only by
marriage. They wouldn’t turn her away, especially not when her son
was here with her.

“Come on, Morgan,” said Tara Tremaine wearily, “let’s go and find
your dad.”

To be continued in Polwenna Bay 3:
Winter Wishes.
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Dear Reader,

While writing the Polwenna Bay books I’ve had a wonderful time
researching the myths and legends that are such an intrinsic part of
the beautiful county of Cornwall where I am lucky enough to live and
which provides so much inspiration for Polwenna Bay. From long
forgotten holy wells, echoes of ancient times and old religions, to
stories of wrecks and smugglers and even tales of ghosts and sea
monsters – Cornwall’s wealth of folk lore never fails to excite a writer.
There are far too many stories for me to include them all in the novel



but many have stayed with me and haunted my dreams, including
that of Sam Pendeen.

This story of Sam Pendeen comes from two sources. One is a story
told to me by my teaching assistant who came to one of my book
launches and was so unnerved by the ghost she encountered in the
local pub that she had to leave. My TA claimed to have seen, and
talked to, a young fisherman who had drowned close by. Later on, in
the safety of the school staffroom, she told me he had said that he
would never be far away from the village and people he loved and
was still watches over them. I was so struck by her experience that I
wrote it down in a very early story that I always intended to revisit.
The other source for MAGIC IN THE MIST is an old seafarers’ myth
that ascertains sea frets to be the souls of drowned mariners
doomed to drift the coast line for all eternity. Anyone caught up in a
sea fret will be claimed, never to be seen again – a chilling and
rather romantic explanation for the disappearance of any folk foolish
enough to wander the rugged cliff paths in swirling sea mists and
who plunge to their doom.

I toyed with weaving Sam Pendeen’s story into the fourth
Polwenna Bay novel but there were so many other story lines vying
for my attention that I only mention him briefly and in conjunction
with Alice Tremaine’s past. The idea wouldn’t quite go away,
however, and I found myself increasingly drawn to retelling it. Tess
Hamilton, Polwenna Bay’s newest primary teacher, was also calling
me to tell her story and so I decided to sit down with my notebook
and see where the characters took me.

I hadn’t anticipated meeting Chloe Hamilton but having unexpected
characters pop into your head and taking over is one of the joy of
writing. I’d fully intended her big sister, Tess, to be the focal point of
this short story so the discovery that a feisty eighteen-year old was
determined to be the main voice was a big surprise. As I dived into
the narrative it soon became clear why MAGIC IN THE MIST had to
belong to Chloe. Tess’s story appears later on in the Polwenna Bay
series.



As always, Cornwall and Polwenna Bay itself are vital to the
atmosphere of this story – the village and the wild elemental weather
as much a vital part of the narrative as the characters and the plot. I
feel blessed every day to live in this magical and beautiful county
and I love sharing my passion for it.

I really hope you enjoy this little trip to Polwenna Bay.

Brightest wishes,

x Ruth x



MAGIC IN THE MIST

Listening to the rain lashing the windows and the scratch, scratch,
scratch of the red pen as her sister marked a pile of exercise books
was enough to drive anyone mad, Chloe Hamilton decided. She
checked her mobile for the umpteenth time just in case there was the
tiniest slither of signal but no joy. Death by lack of social media it was
then. Chloe couldn’t believe the lack of O2 reception in Polwenna
Bay. This was Cornwall, right? Not deepest Siberia? How on earth
anyone supposed to survive a whole week without Instagram or
even Facebook? Chloe was in despair. Her parents must totally hate
her to put her through this.

She lobbed her iPhone onto the sofa in disgust. Half term had
never seemed so long and wishing a school holiday would fly by was
certainly a first. Her sister didn’t even have Sky TV and since Tess’s
idea of fun these days was a bracing walk along the beach there
wasn’t even been a hope of heading to the pub and checking out fit
young fisherman. At this rate even the English coursework Tess kept
nagging her to get on with was looking like a fun option.

Using the figure of Catherine Earnshaw as your springboard, write
a piece in which the ghostly presence of a lost love haunts a present
day narrator. Atmosphere and setting are key (4000 words)

Chloe bit her thumb nail in agitation. Truth be told, this assignment
was making her nervous. Apart from the fact everyone knew ghosts
were total and utter rubbish (vampires were far more sexy anyway –
hadn’t the old farts who wrote A Level courses ever heard of
Twilight?) she’d had a hard enough job getting her head around
Wuthering Heights without having to use the sodding novel as a
springboard. A spring board? What was that supposed to mean,
anyway? Something along the lines of this assignment making
students want to drown themselves? If that was the case, then Chloe
certainly got it. The thought of having to wade through her battered
set text, the print obscured by thickly scrawled notes because it had
belonged to Tess, made Chloe want to run along the quay and hurl
herself into the English Channel.



The problem was that she was stuck. Totally stuck. It was dead
embarrassing, and she’d rather die than admit this to anyone, but
Chloe hadn’t a clue what it might feel like to be in love. She’d had a
crush on Harry Styles when she was younger and Channing Tatum
in all his muscled up Magic Mike glory adorned her school locker but
when it came to real, live boys the humiliating truth was that Chloe
Hamilton had never even kissed a boy. She probably never would
either because while she was stuck here somebody else was bound
to get their claws into Alex Rowe.

Alex Rowe. Chloe sighed again, but this time with longing rather
than frustration. All the girls in the Sixth Form fancied Alex – hardly
surprising because with his floppy hair and big brown eyes he was
absolutely gorgeous – but last week he’d actually sought Chloe out
in the school canteen. She’d nearly passed out into her lunch with
shock.

“Are you coming to the sixth form party?” Alex had asked,
deliberately casual as he’d pinched a chip from her plate and Chloe
had wanted to weep with frustration when she’d had to say that no,
she was visiting her sister in Cornwall while her parents went away.
She’d seen the look in his eyes, lame it said, and minutes later he’d
moved to sit with Lucy Jones, who’d giggled up at him for the rest of
lunch break.

It was official. Chloe’s parents had ruined her life. She’d
probably die an old maid thanks to them and their stupid insistence
on sending her to Polwenna Bay. How could Chloe possibly
understand Heathcliff and Catherine when she’d never so much as
been kissed and now probably never would be?

Had her braces been the problem in the past? Chloe wondered
as she watched a soggy seagull huddle beside the chimney pot of
the next door cottage, looking as cheesed off as she felt. After all,
who wanted to snog a girl with more track work than Network Rail?
Her skin wasn’t bad, give or take the odd spot now and then and she
had the same waist length curly dark hair and big brown eyes as
Tess, who was never short of admirers. Even in this tiny village she’d
already dated Nick Tremaine who was, Chloe thought, every bit as
lush as Harry Styles. In fact, Nick Tremaine was way, way better
because the muscles rippling in his arms were honed by hauling



crab pots and winding nets on fishing boats rather than lifting
weights in a posh gym. And Chloe didn’t imagine that Nick Tremaine
spent hours arranging his hair either because his mop of golden
curls was usually tied at the nape of his neck with a strip of leather
and rather than artfully being disheveled with designer gel the wind
and salt spray styled it.

Chloe had first seen Nick back in the summer when she’d visited
Tess for the August Bank holiday weekend. She’d been struck dumb
by his golden good looks and struck even dumber when she’d
realised Tess was seeing him. How lucky was her sister to be
twenty-four and independent rather than eighteen and taking her A
Levels? Of course, Nick Tremaine hadn’t looked twice at Chloe but
she’d thought about him a great deal. His twin sister, Issie, was
equally stunning and, from what Chloe had seen of them, the whole
Tremaine family was blessed with model good looks but it was Nick
who’d impressed her the most. If Emily Bronte had written about him
rather than that dog hanging psycho Heathcliff Chloe was sure she’d
have understood the novel. She’d probably have read it too rather
than just cribbing from the York Notes.

Chloe sighed again. Tess had been so lucky to have a chance with
a guy like Nick Tremaine and she’d thrown it all away because, and
get this for a ridiculous reason, they didn’t have enough to talk about.
Like duh? What was wrong with her sister that she wanted to waste
time talking when she could have been doing a million far more
exciting things with Nick? Talking would be right at the bottom of my
list, Chloe decided. Her braces were off now and when she wore
makeup she thought she looked at least twenty. If only she could
escape from Tess’s beady gaze and go to The Ship to hang out with
Nick and his friends.

 Unfortunately for Chloe her sister had mastered that annoying
teacher skill of having eyes in the back of her head and Chloe could
hardly go to the loo without Tess breathing down her neck and
muttering ominously about coursework, predicted grades and UCAS
applications. It was like spending a week with the Ghosts of A Levels
Past, Present and Future all rolled into one.

In any case, her essay was proving a major stress. Chloe
wondered whether she was suffering from writer’s block? Tess kept



nagging her to just get on and write it, which was proving easier said
than done. Even without Snapchat and Instagram to distract her,
Chloe knew it just wasn’t going to happen. She’d stared at her
computer screen for over an hour already today (in between having
a row with her sister who’d been totally mean and pulled the Wi-Fi)
but all she’d typed so far was the title. J K Rowling had nothing to
fear from Chloe Hamilton, that was for sure.

 If only she could find something really good to write about or had
some real life experience to draw on, Chloe thought despairingly.
She’d already flunked this assignment once and only some big time
pleading (her parents) and abject groveling (Chloe, to her undying
shame) had saved her from being thrown off the course altogether.
She now had a week now to produce something amazing or kiss
goodbye to all hopes of Uni and her parents ever talking to her again
– which actually might not be such a bad thing seeing as most of
what they had said to her lately hadn’t been particularly
complimentary.

Chloe knew she’d let them down. Of course she had. She was the
thicker, younger daughter currently failing her A Levels, not the
Oxford graduate with the high flying teaching career. OK, so Tess’s
career had stalled slightly when, for reasons nobody in the family
could fathom, she’d quit her Head of English post at a top OFSTED
rated London academy and buried herself in a small Cornish primary
but even so she was already well respected in Polwenna Bay and
would probably be Head Teacher by Christmas. This was just how
Tess was. Whatever she did, she did it brilliantly.

In any case, this failed assignment was the reason Chloe had
been packed off to stay with her sister in Cornwall for half term while
their parents took a cruise. All right for some, Chloe thought bitterly
as she sighed again.

“For Heaven’s sake, Chloe! That must be the fiftieth time you’ve
sighed in the last ten minutes,” said Tess, looking up from her work
with an expression of irritation on her pretty face. “What on earth’s
the matter? I’m the one who should be fed up here seeing as I’m
spending my half term marking and baby sitting you!”

“I never asked you to. I’m perfectly capable of staying at home by
myself. I’m eighteen, not eight,” Chloe retorted.



Tess rolled her eyes. “Yeah, as though you’d do any work if you
were home alone. Ma and Pa wouldn’t even be on the ship and
you’d be off to a party or over at Maria’s.”

Maria was Chloe’s best friend. Or at least she had been but since
Tess had pulled the Wi-Fi, who knew? She’d probably found a whole
new crowd to hang out with and had forgotten Chloe altogether.

“You need to focus on your studies,” Tess was saying now, her
voice adopting that patronizing I know more than you note that
teachers always did to perfection. Did they teach this skill at college?
Maybe there was a week’s worth of lectures on it, along with clichéd
sayings like the bell is for me not for you and every A Level student’s
personal favourite, here’s an essay for you to write over the
weekend.

 “How’s the essay going?” her sister added pointedly. “Finished
yet?”

“Hardly.” Turning the lap top around Chloe showed Tess the blank
screen. “I can’t write a word. Don’t look at me like that! I am trying! I
really am!”

“Very trying,” said her sister darkly. “Honestly, Chloe, what am I
supposed to do? Write the bloody thing for you?”

This was the best idea Chloe had heard for ages. “Tessie! Would
you?”

“No! Of course not. It’s cheating and totally unethical!” Tess put her
red pen down and fixed her sister with a stern teacher look.

“But who’d know?”
“Me for a start!” Tess shook her head. “For Heaven’s sake! You’ve

been staring at that computer screen ever since you arrived. I’ve
given you loads of ideas and we’ve worked through all kinds of
exemplar material. What on earth’s stopping you from just writing the
bloody thing?”

Chloe knew these were all fair points. Tess had worked hard to
help her, granted in a teacherly and slightly exasperated way, and of
course for her brainy sister the solution was obvious – just write the
darn essay. How could Chloe possibly explain that every time she
tried her brain turned into cream cheese? This had never happened
to Tess. Her sister could write A grade essays in her sleep.

 “I just don’t any have inspiration.”



“Wuthering Heights isn’t inspiring enough? Seriously?”
“Not to me,” said Chloe.
 Now it was Tess’s turn to sigh. “I suppose Heathcliff’s not

everyone’s cup of tea. Look, if you want inspiration why don’t you go
for a walk? The rain’s easing off now and there’s so much to see and
do in the village. ”

Chloe stared at her sister in disbelief. It was official. Tess Hamilton
had flipped. From a city chick who’d lived in a cool flat in West
Ealing, with malls and funky restaurants on tap, to a country bumpkin
happy with the village shop and beach café. So much to see and do?
Seriously? There was nothing much to do in Polwenna Bay in the
summer, never mind the winter. It wasn’t like there were even any
decent shops to explore or a Starbucks to chill in. No, unless you
wanted to buy a lucky pixie, dig for buried treasure on the beach or
drink scrumpy you’d had it.

“There are lots of myths and legends here too,” Tess was saying
now, abandoning her marking for a full strength lecture. “Obviously
there’s Black Jack Jago the smuggler, we all know about him, but
there are lots of other stories too. You should go and talk to Alice
Tremaine. She could give you lots of ideas. Why don’t you walk up to
Seaspray and have a chat with her?”

Alice’s grandson Nick would give me more ideas, thought Chloe
wistfully, but since Nick was at sea today with the equally fit
Penhalligan brothers there was no chance of bumping into him up at
the family home.

“Or you could walk over to St Wenn’s Well,” Tess continued when
Chloe didn’t jump at her first suggestion. “The fresh air and exercise
will do you good and you might get some ideas there. The path past
the church is a good one too and you could look at the grave stones.
I always think there are loads of stories to be found in the
inscriptions.”

Her sister was seriously suggesting she hung out in the graveyard
like some kind of Goth weirdo freak?

“You’ve got to be kidding,” Chloe said.
“No, I’m trying to help! It’s not just you who’s had your half term

wrecked,” Tess’s exploded. “I had plans too, you know, but I
promised the olds I’d help you catch up your coursework - which I’m



doing my very best to do incidentally – but you won’t even meet me
half way! Do you know what, Chloe? It’s up to you. Fail again if you
want. It’s your choice and your future.” She leapt up from her seat,
exercise books avalanching to the floor, and snatched her coat from
the peg.

“Where are you going?”
“To the pub,” said Tess. “I’ve worked solidly all morning grading

Key Stage Two assessments and I can’t bear to hear another minute
of your moaning. I need a drink.”

Her sister slammed out of the cottage leaving Chloe stunned.
Great. Now even Tess had given up on her. This trip to Polwenna
Bay was ruining her life. She had to get out of the tiny cottage and
clear her head before she went mad.

The rain had finally stopped so Chloe pulled on her spotty
wellies and raincoat, borrowed Tess’s red cashmere scarf and
escaped into the soggy afternoon. For a while she traipsed through
the village, peering into dusty shop windows before diving into Magic
Moon, Polwenna Bay’s psychic shop which was filled with the
cloying scent of patchouli oil and the hypnotic strains of New Age
music. Chloe wasn’t convinced she believed in any of the nonsense
that the owner, Silver Starr, peddled but rooting through the crystals
and angel cards in the shop was something to kill ten minutes.

“Can I help you?”
Silver Starr, dressed in a flowing purple robe and with her long

white hair scooped up with a daisy chain head band, smiled at Chloe
over the essential oils.

“Nobody can help me,” Chloe said before she could stop herself.
Opps. Whatever made her come out with that to a virtual stranger?
Maybe it was something in the incense?

Silver Starr looked very sad to hear this. “I don’t think that’s true.
I like to think that we are all souls travelling together on life’s journey
and linked by the Universe. We are all one and we are here to help
each other.”

Chloe stared at her. She what?
“After all, you’ve come in here today and that’s not an accident,”

Silver continued. “Something drew you in.”



Yes, crap weather and no Top Shop, thought Chloe, but the
shopkeeper was so earnest that she didn’t have the heart to
disillusion her.

“Maybe,” she shrugged.
“So what’s troubling you? Perhaps I can help? Amethyst is a

soothing crystal and I have some wonderful Ylang Ylang bath oil? Or
perhaps a tarot reading would help? My guides are very good at
solving all kinds of problems.”

Unless Silver Starr’s guides were any good at writing essays or
there was enough Ylang Ylang oil to drown herself in, Chloe didn’t
hold out much hope. Not wanting to risk any foretellings of a future
she could imagine only too well – her predicted grades already being
quite enough of an insight, thanks very much – Chloe decided
honesty was the best policy.

“I’m stuck on my English A Level course work,” she said. “I have
to write a piece about lost love haunting a present day narrator and
I’ve never been in love and I haven’t a clue where to start, especially
here. There’s no love or magic or mystery in Polwenna Bay - just
rain and empty streets!”

Silver nodded understandingly. “Ah, you need some inspiration.
I know! How about some Clary Sage oil? t’s wonderful for writer’s
block. I sell loads to Caspar Owen, our local author.”

Chloe had met Caspar Owen once in the local pub. He’d been
rolling drunk so she imagined he probably drank the oil rather than
inhaled it but Chloe smiled politely anyway and allowed Silver to sell
her a small bottle.

“Love, however, is something harder far to find,” the psychic
said slowly, “but as for magic and mystery? I believe Polwenna Bay
is full of those things. All you need to do is believe in them. Throw
this Rhodocrosite into the sea for the goddess and make a wish. You
might be surprised at what happens next because it’s a very special
crystal and brings all kinds of blessings.”

What a nutter, Chloe thought but, not wanting to offend Silver,
she popped the small pink rock into her pocket anyway. Then, Clary
Sage oil paid for and also tucked away, she trudged along the quay
and ventured onto the deserted beach. Cornwall in the winter was
bleak and cold, not magical and mysterious at all. Seagulls



screeched high above in the steel coloured sky and waves hissed up
the sand, sucking at the line of seaweed thrown there by the angry
tide. Chloe beach combed for a while and tried her best to dredge up
a storyline for her assignment but inspiration still failed to strike. She
glanced across at the pub, the windows bright and warm with light
while plumes of smoke drifted from the chimney, and contemplated
going in to find Tess before deciding this wasn’t a good idea. Judging
by the way her sister had stomped out of the house, Tess needed a
break.

Chloe glanced at her watch. She’d passed half an hour hour.
Now what? If only there was a mall nearby or a cinema. How on
earth did anyone bear living here? Maybe she’d do what her sister
had suggested and look at the scenery for inspiration? The cliffs
could be a good starting point. Poldark featured a lot of cliff top
scenes and everybody loved that show, although Chloe suspected
this had more to do with Aiden Turner’s naked chest rather than the
Cornish seaside. Maybe she could set her piece up here and write
Aiden in? Or was that plagiarism?

First of all she ought to chuck the pretty pink stone into the sea
and make a wish. It was all nonsense of course but Silver Starr had
given it to her in good faith so Chloe felt honour bound to do as she’d
been bidden. She raised her hand high in the air and threw it with all
her might into the churning waves.

“Help me write my essay!” Chloe shouted above the pounding
surf and shrieking gulls. “Help me understand how to capture all
those feelings! Help me to write an essay that will pass!”

Chloe glanced around. She really hoped nobody had seen her
and she was beyond relieved to see the beach was deserted. She
felt a bit stupid believing in magic, even if it had only been for a split
second. Maria would wet herself if she knew and as for Alex Rowe…
well, he’d think Chloe Hamilton was a lunatic and never talk to her
again. It was just as well she was only in Polwenna Bay for a week,
Chloe decided, otherwise she was in danger of ending up as loopy
as Silver flipping Starr. It certainly explained why Tess was so odd
these days.

Deep in thought, she climbed the winding steps which led away
from the beach and up onto the cliff path. Her boots squelched



through the puddles and her breath came in short sharp pants
because this path was steep. For a moment Chloe considered
heading back to the warmth of Tess’s cottage but there was
something weirdly enjoyable about physical exercise after being
cooped up indoors so she carried on. This made her grin because
her PE teacher wouldn’t have believed it. Chloe Hamilton was
actually choosing to exercise rather than skulking in the cloakroom
pleading a stomach ache!

After about a mile the lower path petered out, forking in several
different directions, and Chloe plumped for the highest one. After
fifteen more minutes she stopped for a breather. I really need to get
fit, she thought, her hands resting on her knees as she doubled over
and waited for a stitch to pass. Maybe she should just forget this
walk and go back to Tess’s via Patsy’s Pasties? Just the thought of
crumbly golden pastry, hot potato and tender cubes of steak was
enough to make her mouth water.

Not everything about Polwenna Bay was bad.
While she waited for her stitch to go Chloe sat on a rock,

crumbling powdery yellow lichen between her fingers and catching
her breath. The climb up had been steeper than she’d realised and,
deep in thought of pasties, she must have walked a lot further than
she’d realised. She’d been so intent on not slipping on the wet path
that she hadn’t noticed a sly sea mist begin to blow in, the swathes
of mizzling damp drifting silently across the waves and folding softly
over the crumpled rooftops of the village.

 Although it was only three in the afternoon the scent of evening
was in the air and lights from cottage windows were already shining
through the gathering gloom. The pub’s fairy lights spilled their
dancing patterns into the grey water, their reflection and the swirling
mist the only movement because everything else was motionless.
Within seconds the mist wrapped itself around the cliff top like a thick
white scarf and all was blinded and muffled. Polwenna Bay was
erased and it was as though the village no longer existed. Chloe
could be anywhere and she had the oddest sensation that she’d
slipped through the mists into another time altogether. Tess’s words
about myths and legends suddenly seemed very real and Chloe
wouldn’t have been at all surprised to see Black Jack Jago and his



wrecking henchmen walking by, wrapped in cloaks and carrying the
lantern that would lure sailors to their watery doom.

Hey! That wasn’t at all bad. Maybe that could be the start of her
story? The hero could be a wrecker and the heroine could be a
passenger on a doomed ship. Or something. Feeling cheered Chloe
decided she’d better make her way back into the village and start
writing before the Muse slipped away and she was left staring at a
blank Word document until she went cross-eyed. She’d also better
get her skates on in case the mist became any heavier. With every
second that passed it was swirling in from the sea with greater
intensity and Chloe blinked. She’d never seen anything like it in her
life.

She shivered. It was great to have an idea for her assignment at
last but negotiating the cliff path home to write it was going to be a
challenge. Her heart skipped a beat. Who’d rubbed out the world?
The sea mist was growing heavier by the second. The beach had
long since vanished and the houses perched high above the sea
were smothered too. Chloe knew that only meters away there was a
sheer drop down to boiling waves and razor toothed rocks while the
path home was somewhere to the left of her, or was it the to the
right?

She leapt to her feet, heart bumping against her ribs, all
thoughts of coursework forgotten. She could hardly see her hand in
front of her face! Was it left she wanted to go? Or was it right?
Terrified, Chloe began to retrace her footsteps, a frightened sob
catching in her throat because the path was so steep and in the thick
mist she could see little. Her pretty city wellies were useless on wet
granite and several times she slithered only just managing to stay
upright.

Starting to panic, Chloe stumbled along the slippery path and
cried out loud when she missed her footing and pitched forward. Her
hands clutched wildly at the air, fingers of gorse clawed her face and
boulders slammed into her knees. Scree slipped past her cheeks,
plunging into thin air and down into the churning sea, and as the
small bottle shattered in her coat pocket the air filled with the woody
scent of Clary Sage.

Great. Just great.



Chloe felt close to tears. She’d bumped her head hard as she
fell and for a moment she sat winded in the mud while her vision
rolled. By the time she was able to even think about moving the mist
had grown even heavier and, totally disorientated, she was unable to
tell where the path ended and the cliff edge began. Chloe didn’t dare
move. The mist swirled and danced around her, eerie and silent and
from the corner of her eye she thought she saw figures moving and
leering at her. The old stories of wreckers and drowned sailors were
no longer exciting and deliciously spooky but absolutely terrifying.
Chloe’s horror of plunging over a cliff was nothing now to her new
found fear of ghosts and as a grey figure loomed closer she cried out
in fear.

“Don’t be afraid, Miss. It’s going to be all right!”
 A young man, probably no more than twenty, stepped forward

from the midst of the swirling sea fret and held his hands out to her.
 “I won’t hurt you, I promise. Let me help you back down to the

village.”
Chloe stared up at him, so taken aback that she couldn’t speak.

Why on earth would a young man be up on the cliffs in the mist? It
didn’t make any sense until he took a step closer and she saw he
was wearing a blue smock and yellow waterproofs. Chloe exhaled
with relief because this must be one of the village’s young fishermen.
He wasn’t one she recognised but being a local lad he would know
the cliff paths like the back of his hand and instinctively she trusted
him to guide her home. It also helped that this local lad was so
handsome Alex Rowe and Harry Styles instantly paled away in
comparison!

 Was inspiration finally starting to strike?
“I’m Sam Pendeen,” he said, cornflower blue eyes crinkling

merrily at her. “I saw you wandering along the path and this is no
place for you to be in such weather. It’s dangerous up here. Come
on, let’s get you back safely.”

 “I was out walking when the mist came down and I got lost,”
she explained, feeling foolish.

“That’s easily done up here,” Sam Pendeen said kindly. “You’re
not the first lost person I’ve come across in these parts and I don’t



suppose you’ll be the last. Take my hand and I’ll guide you back.
You’re going to be just fine, Miss.”

“You don’t need to call me Miss. I’m not a teacher, you know! My
name’s, Chloe.”

“Chloe.” He rolled the syllables over his tongue as though they
tasted delicious. “That’s a lovely name but it’s too dangerous for you
to be up here alone, Chloe. Let me guide you home.”

Putting her hand into his large cold one, Chloe allowed Sam to
pull her to her feet. With a sure steady tread he guided her along the
treacherous pathways and back to safety. He didn’t say much but his
fingers knitted with hers in a way that make Chloe feel the oddest
mixture of safe and lost, as though she were falling through space
and time. She glanced at him several times, amazed by the purity of
his strong profile and the golden glint of stubble on his high
cheekbones. It was odd but he had the strongest look of Nick
Tremaine about him. Maybe they were related? Lots of people were
in Polwenna Bay and many of the oldest families had intermarried for
centuries. He was younger than Nick, Chloe decided, but he felt
older too and in a way that she couldn’t quite explain. There was a
seriousness about Sam that was lacking in the fisher lads she knew,
with all their bragging about girls and excessive beer drinking. The
only way she could describe it was that he felt…old fashioned.

What a strange thing to think!
Maybe it was the way he held her hand or clasped her waist to

lift her over the muddiest spots or even how he carried her down the
final twists of the treacherous stone steps, but Sam made Chloe feel
as though she were made of spun glass. Alex Rowe for all his
swagger could never make her feel like this. In fact, the more she
sneaked glances at her handsome rescuer the more Chloe
wondered what she’d ever seen in Alex.

She was suddenly very glad she’d come to Polwenna Bay for
half term.

Even once the danger was past, and she was safely back at the
bottom of the steep cliff steps, Sam still held her hand and Chloe
was more than happy to leave her fingers in his. He didn’t speak
much but there was something about him that didn’t need any words
and which made her heart sing. Was it the thick mane of honey



coloured hair or the sexy mouth? His blue eyes maybe with the
laughter stars around them? Or was it that he’d rescued her and was
her absolute hero?

Oh! Who cared? He was gorgeous and suddenly Chloe
understood exactly what her English teacher had been on about.
Wuthering Heights and lightning fast attraction made absolute sense.
It was real and she totally got it. Every cell in her body felt as though
it had been drinking Red Bull!

“You’re safe now.”
Sam’s words were so softly spoken that Chloe wondered if she

even heard them. Maybe they were just echoes in her heart?
“Thank you,” she said.
He shook his head. “You don’t have to thank me. It’s what I’m

here for.”
She smiled up at him. Those freckles dusting his nose like

cinnamon sprinkles were just adorable and Chloe simply couldn’t
help herself; she rose onto her tip toes and brushed her lips against
his chilly mouth. For a split second time seemed to stand still. Sam
stared down at her as though he was looking into her soul before
taking her face in his cold hands and kissing her long and deeply.

For a first kiss it was everything a girl could ever hope for. Sam’s
mouth was gentle and his lips glacier cool but when they claimed
hers Chloe turned to flame. She was so glad to be safe, through
danger and in this beautiful man’s arms that any worries about her
inexperience melted away. As the mist continued to roll in she gave
herself up to Sam’s sweet and tender kiss. Nothing else mattered.

 “It’s time for you to go home, Chloe,” Sam said softly when they
finally drew apart. “I’ve stayed too long and I have to go.”

“Come back to my sister’s with me,” Chloe suggested, reluctant
to let him leave. That kiss was addictive and she couldn’t bear to let
him go so soon. “I’ll make us tea, it’s the least I can do, and you’re
frozen.”

He shook his head and gently pushed her away. “This is as far
as I can go. I have to get back now.”

She touched his icy jaw. “But you’re so cold!”
He smiled and there was a sadness in those eyes that made her

heart twist. “Am I? I hardly notice any more.”



“Yes, you’re freezing!” Rising onto her tip- toes Chloe took off
Tess’s red scarf and wound it round his chilly neck. “I can’t have you
catching cold because of me. This will keep you warm, Sam
Pendeen, and you can return it tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow,” Sam echoed, his gaze sliding from hers and out
towards the mist swathed sea. He leaned forward and kissed her
cheek and Chloe gasped as his mouth burned icy against her skin.
She’d never known lips could be so cold.

“I’ll return it tomorrow,” he said quietly. “That’s a promise.”
Then he was slipping back into the mist, melting with the

swirling grey just as suddenly as he’d stepped out of it.
“But where will you be?” Chloe called after him.
Sam’s voice drifted faintly through the mist. “Here. I’m always

here.
Then he was gone, into the mist and the gathering dusk, and

Chloe gazed after him for a minute feeling a little unnerved. Where
on earth had he gone? Surely the way he had gone led only to the
far end of the quay? Mystified, she turned and headed back to her
sister’s cottage.

Chloe didn’t think she’d ever been so cold in her life.

The warmth of the cottage was so blissful that all Chloe could do
was stand still as it wrapped itself around her like a hug. Just what
was the temperature outside today anyway? Her face was aching
with cold and her hands could hardly move.

“Where on earth have you been?” Tess demanded looking up
from the sofa where, yet again, she was surrounded by piles of
exercise books. “It’s gone six and I’ve been really worried. Silver
Starr said you were in her shop at three but that was hours ages
ago!”

 Glancing up at the mantelpiece clock Chloe was staggered to
see that it was almost six-thirty in the evening. Just how long had
she been out in the mist with Sam? Astonished, she checked her
watch but the hands had stopped at three forty. Either the battery
had given up or else time really had stood still.

“I’m really sorry, Tess. I had no idea it was so late.”



“I’ve been worried about you. Haven’t you seen the mist? Why
on earth did you go out in it? People can get lost or swept out to sea
here when the weather’s bad.”

Chloe nodded. She knew that, all right, but she didn’t want to
share what had happened with her sister. Not only because Tess
would freak but because Sam was her secret and, crazy as it
sounded, to talk about him felt like breaking a magical spell. For as
long as she lived Chloe knew she would never forget the sweetness
of her first kiss. She would remember it even when she was old and
grey but for now she just wanted to hug the secret to herself.

 “I went for a walk to find inspiration like you said,” she told her
sister and had the pleasure of seeing Tess’s eyebrows shoot into her
dark hair.

“Did it work?”
Chloe nodded. Oh yes, it had worked all right. She could hardly

wait to open the lap top and start writing. All she had to do was think
about Sam and the words would flow. She just knew it.

“Fantastic!” Tess looked thrilled but then she frowned. “You’re
frozen, Chloe. Even your lips are blue. You’ve hurt your head too. My
God! It’s bleeding.”

Chloe hadn’t noticed the dull throb on her forehead until now.
Touching it, she was taken aback to see that her finger tips were
sticky with blood.

“I slipped in the mud.”
“Slipped? That looks like a deep cut to me. You’ve really

walloped it. I’m surprised you didn’t knock yourself out.”
 Tess was out of her seat like a rocket and examining Chloe’s

forehead immediately.
“Are you going to fill out the accident book, Miss?” Chloe

teased, but her sister wasn’t laughing, in fact Tess was looking
worried.

“I’m not sure this doesn’t need stitches,” she said.
Stitches? Chloe was horrified. No way was she going to meet

the gorgeous Sam Pendeen tomorrow looking like the Bride of
Frankenstein.

“It’s fine,” she insisted. “I didn’t black out or anything.”



Tess fetched a first kit from the bathroom and began to clean the
wound. “Are you sure? You look a bit dazed.”

Chloe felt a bit dazed but not from bumping her head. She was
one hundred per cent certain she’d been conscious for Sam’s kiss.

“I’m fine,” she said, wincing as her sister applied TCP liberally.
“It was just so slippery and my wellies were useless.”

“It’s not quite like London here, is it?” Tess teased. She stood
back and examined her handiwork through narrowed eyes. “OK, I’m
done. Why don’t you go and have a hot bath while I heat us up some
soup?”

“I’m fine, I’ll just sit by the fire for a bit and thaw out.” Free from
her sister’s ministrations, Chloe peeled off her coat and kicked her
wellies onto the stone flags. “I borrowed your red scarf by the way
and I’ve leant it to someone.”

“You mean you’ve lost it,” Tess grinned. “It’s OK. I don’t think it
was my colour anyway. Red clashes with my tired eyes after all the
marking!”

“No, I really did lend it to someone. Sam Pendeen.” Chloe
couldn’t help it, she just had to say the name out loud because doing
this mad him real. “Do you know him? He’s one of the fisherman.
He’s about twenty, I think.”

 “Sam Pendeen,” Tess said thoughtfully. “Can’t say that name
rings any bells. There are Pendeens in the village though. I think
Alice Tremaine, Nick and Issie’s granny, used to be a one before she
was married.”

Ah. That made sense. Chloe had thought that there was a
resemblance to Nick. He and Sam were probably cousins.

“I’m meeting him tomorrow,” Chloe said, reaching for her iBook
and flipping open the lid, “and before you tell me I need to do my
essay first, I’m on it! Right now! OK?”

Tess held up red ink stained hands. “You must have bumped
your head hard but I’m not arguing with that. You get started and I’ll
sort us out some soup. You look like you need thawing out.”

But Chloe hardly heard a word. She was far too busy typing.



The following morning bathed Polwenna Bay in sunshine and it was
as though the mist never was. After a late night spent with her
fingers flying across the keyboard the essay was finished and Chloe
had a great feeling about it. The hero rescued the heroine from a
foggy path and the part where the heroine and hero kissed
practically singed the page. Chloe could hardly wait to confirm that
the real thing was even better than her literary efforts.

The late night spent working had caused her to sleep in and
instead of having hours to choose an outfit and perfect her makeup,
Chloe tore down to the quay with a bare face and her dark curls
flying in the breeze. Strangely this didn’t worry her at all. Maybe
there had been some mysterious power in Silver Starr’s crystal?

Once on the quay, Chloe tried her hardest to look fascinated by
the coiled ropes and piles of sunshine yellow fish boxes as she
wandered up and down. There was no sign of Sam anywhere and
after ten minutes she started to feel nervous. What if he didn’t want
to see her again?

 An old man mending nets outside his fisherman’s store,
glanced her way several times before finally asking if she was
looking for someone special.

Chloe blushed. Was it really that obvious? “I said I’d meet a
friend here? He’s a fisherman.”

He laughed. “Oh aye, maid? A friend, you say? You emmets and
our fisher boys!”

Ignoring the jibe, Chloe pressed on. “I’m sure you’ll know him.
Sam Pendeen? Blonde curly hair and blue eyes? I was stupid
enough to get lost up on the cliffs yesterday and he helped me get
back to the village. He said I’d find him here.”

The old fisherman looked at her long and hard. “Sam Pendeen?
That’s not a name I’ve heard in a while. Are you sure it was him,
maid?”

It was all Chloe could do not to roll her eyes in frustration. Of
course she was sure. There was no way she could possibly forget
that kiss.

 “Yes, I’m sure,” she said. “Have you seen him today?”
“In a way I suppose I have,” the old man replied slowly. “Sam’s

always here. Follow me.”



Abandoning his mending, the elderly fisherman shuffled to the
far end of the quay and pushed aside heap of tangled nets,
uncovering a weathered plaque decorated with leaping dolphins.

 Sam Pendeen 1917-1937
Always at home here
“Sam’s boat hit the Shindeep Rocks in a bad sea fret just before

the war,” the old fisherman explained as Chloe’s hand flew to her
mouth. “He never made it back to the village even though his boat
washed up just along the coast. His family never stopped hoping
he’d come home and Alice Pendeen – Alice Tremaine now of course
– still lights a candle here when it’s her little brother’s birthday. They
say Sam wanders the coast keeping an eye out for those in danger
and from the look on your face, maid, I’d say you know that’s true.”

Shocked beyond words, Chloe stared at the memorial stone. It
wasn’t possible! It couldn’t be, not when her lips still tingled from
Sam’s kisses. Yet there was no mistaking what she was gazing at,
evidence she couldn’t deny even though it made her feel as though
she was stepping into thin air and falling very, very fast…

Crumpled at the base of the memorial was the very same red
scarf she’d wound around Sam’s neck and now returned to her just
as he had promised.

Chloe knew she’d hit her head while lost on the cliff top but
surely not so hard she’d imagined everything that had happened?
And even if that was the case, and Sam Pendeen nothing more that
a concussed dream, this couldn’t explain the reappearance of Tess’s
scarf. Chloe supposed she could have dropped it and somebody
placed it here but behind a pile of nets and on a memorial? Why
would anyone do that? And anyway, how could she have had such a
vivid dream about a young man she had never even heard of?

As a thousand questions whirled through her mind there was
one thing Chloe did know for sure _– she could never have imagined
her first and most magical kiss or the way her heart fluttered when
Sam’s sweet mouth touched hers.

That had been the most real experience of her entire life.
Did Silver Starr’s crystal really possess some kind magic? Had

the sea goddess granted her wish as the psychic had promised?
Had Sam Pendeen crossed time to help her? Chloe shivered. Surely



not? All these things were totally impossible, almost as impossible as
trying to explain love…

Write a piece in which a ghostly presence of a lost love haunts a
present day narrator that was what her English assignment
demanded and, as she stared at the scarf and those stark engraved
dates, Chloe realised exactly what Sam Pendeen had done for her.
Whoever he was and wherever he’d come from, Sam and his kisses
had been real and helped her in more ways than one. Silver Starr
was right; there really was magic and mystery and love to be found
in Polwenna Bay. You just had to know where to look.

Chloe kissed the tips of her fingers and pressed them against
the cool marble. The unyielding stone was every bit as cold as
Sam’s lips had felt against hers.

“Thank you, Sam Pendeen, wherever you are,” she whispered.
“Thank you.”

THE END
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