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Roark is
likeable and attractive; but damaged by a broken marriage. Julia
left what she thought was a serious relationship when she found
that her boyfriends was exploiting her. Julia and Roark work
together in a tour company and their friendship grows. He intends
to shut love out of his life altogether whilst Julia still believes
in love, and hopes to find a love of a lifetime again one day. Can
Roark forget the past and move on to a better future? Will Julia be
the one to break down the barriers that surround his heart before
it's too late?
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Chapter
One

"Why do you want this
job?" His eyes were dark, unblinking and demanding. His features
were too thin and there was an air of remoteness about him. From
the way he studied her, she could tell he was used to being in
command, and interviewing people. Julia admitted he was the kind of
man with an aura that attracted her, even though she tried not to
pay him any special attention.

She didn't hesitate.
"Because it sounds like an interesting job Mr Ellis, and because I
need to earn more regular money than I'm doing at
present."

Sitting to his right a
blonde beauty, with pale blue eyes and an aloof expression, lifted
her pale eyebrows and gave him a knowing smile before she resumed
her silent study of Julia.

Julia noted the exchange.
She felt increasingly like a specimen under a magnifying
glass.

Roark Ellis looked down
and shuffled through the papers in front of him. He pulled out a
sheet and began to summarize. "You're single, you've a BA in
history and languages, you're working in hotels to finance your
studies, and you live on the outskirts of London. Is that correct?"
He scrutinized her quiet oval face and waited for her
confirmation.

It came. "Yes, that's
correct."

"What are you doing at
present?"

"I'm still working in
hotels, part time, but I want to find something permanent, and
something that pays better wages."

"You have a good degree,
why haven't you found something a cut above waiting at tables in
hotels."

Lifting her chin and
trying not to feel irritated, she replied. "Someone has to wait at
tables, why not me? A degree is a springboard, but it doesn't
guarantee anyone a permanent job these days."

He held her glance.
"Surely you could manage an office job, if you want to earn
more?"

She shrugged
unconsciously. "I've tried it, but office work is not my cup of
tea. I enjoy being with people."

He didn't comment. His
gaze was so direct it disconcerted her and she was glad when the
second man sitting opposite gave her an encouraging smile. The two
men resembled each other. They'd introduced themselves as Roark and
Keith Ellis, so in all probability they were related. The second
man commented. "There's nothing wrong with not liking office work
Roark. Some of us love it, others don't."

Julia found that the dour
looking man could smile, and when he did so it was an instantaneous
improvement. He wasn't handsome in the classical sense, but there
was definitely something captivating about his strong
features.

He smiled softly and
replied. "I didn't say there was, did I? I just wanted to point out
that Miss Radford has a good degree and isn't utilizing it
properly, that's all."

"Yes, I expect you do
find that hard to understand, don't you?" The friendlier man with
sympathetic brown eyes, directed his words towards Julia again. "We
need employees who enjoy being with people, so you obviously fit
that criterion. Staff members need to be completely client
orientated and work without complaint, for as long as it's
necessary, so that our guests feel they're getting value for money.
Do you think you could handle that?"

Julia nodded and
concentrated on the friendlier man. She tried to ignore the other
two, as much as she could. "I'm accustomed to treating customers
with respect and courtesy no matter how difficult they
are."

He gave her a brief nod.
"What exactly have you been doing?"

She gave him a quiet
smile. "I've waited at tables, helped in reception, decorated rooms
for weddings and conferences, and even covered for a barman on a
couple of occasions."

The aloof man's dark
eyebrows lifted. He joined in and he asked. "Which
hotels?"

Julia fumbled in her
shoulder bag, unfolded a sheet of paper, and pushed it across the
shiny surface towards him. "I've listed them. Nearly all of them
gave me a good reference. One or two didn't, but I think that was
because the manager didn't know how to formulate a proper reference
and he just made an excuse and a promise." She coloured, and wished
her brain worked slower than her mouth. Her remark wasn't clever;
these people were management level people and might think she was
being disrespectful and nit picking. "If you'd like to see the ones
I have, I'll be glad to forward them, of course. I thought it might
seem overconfident to bring them along."

She had large hazel eyes,
dark brows and long lashes. Roark was glad they weren't blue; he
would have been less inclined to study her face if they were. He
nodded absentmindedly. "Send copies to the personnel department".
With a hint of humour he continued. "I can tell that you're
spontaneous character but that's not an impediment in our case,
because this job sometimes requires our representatives have to
find unconventional solutions if problems crop up. They also need
to be patient and well mannered at all times even if chaos breaks
out. You think you can cope with that?"

Julia coloured slightly,
and nodded.

The blonde beauty joined
in swiftly. "Negative reactions are taboo. You must put customers
first at all times, whether they're right or wrong, and whether you
like them or not."

Julia looked straight at
her. "I assure you I can be the soul of discretion. Hotel guests
and visitors can be very demanding. I've learned how to be polite
and respectful, no matter what happens. He who pays the piper calls
the tune!"

The woman looked
sceptical and made a quick note on her pad.

The interview went on a
little longer; about her hobbies and how she'd react to imaginary
situations.

Julia wasn't sorry when
the more serious man said. "I think that's enough for the moment,
agreed?"

The other two
nodded.

"Thank you for coming
Miss Radford. We'll be in touch when we've come to a decision, one
way or the other."

Julia got up and
straightened her skirt. Her dark hair was cut neatly to follow the
oval shape of her features; longer in the front than the back, and
it swung gently over her cheeks as she pushed her chair back to its
original position. She glanced at the three faces opposite, and her
eyes skipped across Roark Ellis' face quickly. "Thank you. Good
morning!"

They waited until her
slim figure left, closing the door behind her quietly.

Roark Ellis was still
staring at the door. "Hmm! Not bad. She shows enterprise, she's
intelligent, she's honest, she's attractive, and she'd had
experience of handling all kinds of people."

Claudia Wellington
glanced at her notes. She bit the top of her pen. "I have the
impression that she's very impulsive, and I wonder why she's not
found a better job before now. She finished her degree one and a
half years ago."

Roark tidied his papers.
"Good point that. We should've asked her why. How many more on the
list?"

Keith Ellis looked at a
paper in front of him. "Another four. I must say I was taken with
Miss Radford. She's young, uncomplicated, and friendly. She's
anxious to find a permanent job and that makes her anxious to do
her best; that is positive for us and her good university
qualifications. Right, go ahead Claudia fetch the next one,
please!"


On the train home, Julia
reflected on the interview, and hoped she hadn't made a complete
hash of it. She'd seen the advert when she went for a dental check
up and flipped through a travel magazine while she was waiting.
With the permission of the dental receptionist, she'd torn the page
out, and applied. She was fed up with badly paid hotel jobs that
were getting her nowhere. She needed a postgraduate teacher's
certificate for the kind of work she wanted, and postgraduate
studies cost money; money she didn't have. Her Gran had immediately
offered her somewhere to live while she did so, but she still
needed the fees.

The sweet smell of a bowl
of white carnations on the shiny sideboard filled the small living
room. Julia loved her Gran to bits; she was seventy years old, a
little on the plump side, with sharp blue eyes and thick curly grey
hair. Julia had spent more time with her Gran recently than with
her parents. Julia watched as Gran poured them tea into china cups.
A cup of tea, and a good think, was Gran's solution for all earthly
problems. Julia mused that most of the time it did seem to work for
Gran, but not always for her. Mrs Radford handed her granddaughter
a cup.

"Well, at least they
didn't just say "thank you for coming" and dismiss you. That's a
good sign. What were the interviewers like?"

Julia took a sip. "Okay.
There were two men and one woman. The woman was a bit toffee nosed;
you know the type, all chignon and pearls. I think the two men were
brothers, or at least related. One was standoffish but the other
was quite friendly."

"And you liked the sound
of the job?"

"Yes, it sounds
interesting and glamorous, although it isn't, of course. Hostesses
jobs never are, they just seem so. Likely Prospects is a renowned
travel company though, and it's also very exclusive. I could pay
for a couple of super holidays for what one of their tours
cost."

"They didn't say where an
applicant would be working?"

"I didn't ask. I thought
it might sound too presumptuous. They organize sightseeing all over
the place, Europe, America, and the Middle East. The majority of
the trips are high class study tours. My German is good but my
French isn't so hot. At present I wouldn't like to be in charge of
a tour in a French speaking country."

Her Gran tut tutted. "
Think how many languages there are in Europe; they can't afford to
have a travel representatives for every language. English is the
second language in most countries these days."

Julia wrinkled her nose
and smiled. "You're right and I think my working experience in
hotels will stand me in good stead, even if they weren't exclusive
hotels. I have to send them copies of any recommendations I
have."

Gran nodded. "It doesn't
sound like it went off too badly. Don't worry about it anymore.
It's over and done with."

"I'd be thrilled to get
the job! I could save almost all my wages, the cost of my food and
lodging comes with the job. A couple of months with them with them
would be sufficient. I hate being a burden to you."

Mrs Radford got up and
hugged her granddaughter quickly. "You are not a burden. You never
were, and you never will be. I'm mad as a hatter that Mike treated
you like that, and I always will be, but I'm sure that something
good is round the corner for you. If it's not this job, then it'll
be something else. I love having you here with me, so no more
foolish talk about being a burden."

Julia's eyes misted over
and her Gran looked down at her wristwatch to conceal her own
emotions. "Oh heavens! I must hurry, or I'll miss my game of
bridge. I hope to be back in time for Strictly Come Dancing. Are
you working this evening?"

Julia shook her head.
"They'll phone when they need me again. I'll record the dancing if
you like, so don't panic. Off you go. What's for
supper?"

"Welsh rabbit. I got a
lovely piece of cheese off Fred this morning. I talked him into
letting me have it fifty pence cheaper because the edge was
crumbling."

Julia chuckled. "I'll
make it for us both when you come home."

A few minutes later,
Julia watched her Gran rushing through the small front garden path
tightening her scarf and with her coat flying in the wind. There
was a trace of her perfume still mingling with the scent of the
carnations. Right now, Gran was leading a more colourful and busy
life than her twenty five year old granddaughter!


Julia heard the letters
falling on the carpet with a thud. She skipped down the narrow
stairs and picked them up. Flipping through them her breath caught
in her throat and her pulse intensified when she saw the Likely
Prospects logo. She deposited the others on the stairs beside her
and slit the envelope with her finger. Her eyes skimmed the lines,
and then she whooped and did a tribal dance down the remaining
steps. Gran came out of the kitchen some half eaten piece of toast
in hand, to see what was happening.

Julia grabbed her and
gave her a hug. "I've got it! They've offered me a six month
contract, with a six month extension if we are both happy with the
situation after that." Her face was split in two with a wide
smile.

"Oh, that's wonderful.
When do you start? Where will you be going? Come to the kitchen and
have some breakfast. We've one of those miniature bottles of
sparkling wine from Aldi in the fridge. We'll
celebrate!"

Feeling on cloud nine,
Julia followed her and read the letter again. "I'll hear more
details when I meet the woman who was at the interview again.
Apparently, she's called Claudia Wellington and she's in charge of
training in the company. The letter mentions being at the interview
so it must be her." Julia leaned back in the simple wooden kitchen
chair. "I didn't like her much but perhaps I won't have too much to
do with her. I need this job and I'm determined to make a success
of it and earn all that lovely money. Pour me a big glass of that
bubbly Gran!"


Julia sat straight
opposite Claudia Wellington in Claudia's office. Claudia looked
down at a sheet of paper. "Well, Miss Radford. Briefly, you'll
start off by accompanying one of our other tour assistants on a
weekend tour to Paris, so that she can show you the ropes and you
can see what's expected of you. Pay attention to all the details
because three days later, you take charge of an eight day tour of
the Rhine. Mrs Lucinda Yeats will be your accompanying lecturer.
She studied French and German literature at Cambridge and now lives
in Trier. She knows the area well. Here are the two itineraries of
Paris and the Moselle. You'll see that we organize everything down
to the last detail, but if any problems crop up, our travel
assistants have to be on the spot trouble shooters. If you need to
change any arrangements drastically, for any reason, naturally you
must contact this office at the first possible opportunity. From
the start of the tour until you return, you are a glorified nanny
to the group." Claudia glanced up, her expression was bland and her
expression was non committal. Her blue eyes weren't exactly
unfriendly, but
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