
  
    [image: The Hotel by the Sea]
  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Praise for Julie Caplin

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        ‘One unputdownable story’

        Katie Fforde, Sunday Times Bestseller

      

      

      

      
        
        
        ‘An irresistible slice of escapism’

        Phillipa Ashley, Sunday Times Bestseller

      

      

      

      
        
        
        ‘A wonderful, summery treat for every reader’

        Sue Moorcroft, Author

      

      

      

      
        
        
        ‘Oh la la, joy of a book!’

        Caroline Roberts, Author

      

      

      

      
        
        
        ‘A delicious read!’

        Teresa F. Morgan, Author

      

      

      

      
        
        
        ‘Absolutely perfect!’

        Annabel French, Author

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      THE HOTEL BY THE SEA

    

    
      
        JULIE CAPLIN

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: One More Chapter]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        One More Chapter

        a division of HarperCollinsPublishers Ltd

        1 London Bridge Street

        London SE1 9GF

        www.harpercollins.co.uk

      

        

      
        First published in Great Britain by HarperCollinsPublishers 2026

      

        

      
        Copyright © Julie Caplin 2026

      

        

      
        Cover design by HarperCollinsPublishers Ltd 2026

        Cover illustration: Enya Todd/Illustration X

      

        

      
        Julie Caplin asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work

      

        

      
        A catalogue record of this book is available from the British Library

      

        

      
        This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.

      

        

      
        All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, down-loaded, decompiled, reverse engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins.

      

        

      
        Without limiting the exclusive rights of any author, contributor or the publisher of this publication, any unauthorised use of this publication to train generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies is expressly prohibited. HarperCollins also exercise their rights under Article 4(3) of the Digital Single Market Directive 2019/790 and expressly reserve this publication from the text and data mining exception.

      

        

      
        Source ISBN: 9780008804756

        Ebook Edition © April 2026 ISBN: 9780008804749

        Version: 2026-03-10

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

      
        Chapter 25

      

      
        Chapter 26

      

      
        Chapter 27

      

      
        Chapter 28

      

      
        Chapter 29

      

      
        Chapter 30

      

      
        Chapter 31

      

      
        Chapter 32

      

      
        Chapter 33

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        
          Thank you for reading…

        

        
          
            Escape with a new book…

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Acknowledgments

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Julie Caplin

      

      
        Subscribe to OMC

      

      
        About the Publisher

      

    

    

  


  
    
      For Nick, Ellie & Matt

      for all the times at our Happy Place

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Rebecca shucked off her flip-flops and dumped her dress on one of the sun loungers. The early morning sun hovered above the horizon, bright gold against a cerulean sky. She smiled. Heaven. The ever-present weight on her shoulders lifted as she surveyed the clear water of the pool. At this time of the day, it was all hers, although given the size of the little boutique hotel, it was never going to get crowded. In fact, she felt more like a guest rather than the resident Pilates teacher slash maid slash waitress.

      The Rebelo family had made her so welcome when she’d arrived yesterday afternoon, it was hard to believe that she was an employee – although she was still slightly distrustful. All this seemed just too good to be true, after the crushing disappointment of the last month.

      Enough, Rebecca, she told herself sharply. You only have yourself to blame.

      She straightened up, pulled on her goggles and, in one smooth fluid move, dived into the pool. The shock of the cold took her breath away and she struck out hard, fighting against the quick instinct to get out of the water. Flip, it was freezing! Forcing herself to keep going, she cut through the pool with a brisk, efficient crawl, her arms pumping as she gradually acclimatised to the temperature.

      As the saying always went, once you were in, you got used to it. She’d only done a couple of lengths, revelling in the strength and power of her body – she did love to swim – when, through her goggles, she became aware of a blurred figure by the pool. She felt the mini tsunami as they dived in. Whoever it was, they immediately set a brisk pace, chopping up the water.

      Slightly irritated by the intrusion and the sudden churning up of her water when she’d been enjoying a relaxed swim, she paused at the end of the pool to observe the interloper. It was a man with deeply tanned skin and dark hair, ploughing up and down in a fierce, determined fashion as if he were ready to kill someone. She watched his efficient freestyle, impressed by the sheer economy of movement. He had good technique and was fast. A small smile curved her lips – she bet she was faster.

      She waited until he reached her end of the pool and when he touched the tiled wall to turn, she pushed off at the same moment, pacing herself to keep up with him, and then, with smug satisfaction that she’d got his measure, she purposefully lengthened her strokes and increased her kicks to overtake him. Reaching the opposite end, she was childishly delighted by the fact that she was three strokes ahead of him. Competitiveness ran through her – and her siblings – like words through a stick of rock. Feeling stupidly pleased with herself, she turned and pushed off again, this time increasing her lead by a couple more strokes. Ten metres in, she realised that he’d put on a spurt of speed and had caught up with her. She glanced over at him. He grinned at her. She grinned back at him.

      Game on.

      At the turn, they both launched into the length at the same moment. This time, she pushed harder, all her competitive instincts fully primed. He didn’t know who he was up against. She was Rebecca Hayes-Love; she didn’t do defeat – not in the sporting arena. The relationship part of her life might be a disaster, but growing up with two rugby-mad older brothers had taught her that the only way to survive was to find her own milieu in which to beat them. Running, cycling and swimming were her fight-back weapons and she’d excelled at all three. Sadly, despite her success, her trophies and medals would never surpass the boys’ achievements, which included rugby shields and an England cap. All of which were more highly prized by her parents than her own insignificant efforts.

      Oops, she’d let her concentration slip. Head in the game, Rebecca. The man was a stroke ahead of her. Not going to happen. He was not going to beat her. She dug in and focused on powering her arms through the water, kicking hard. She overtook him and turned before him, and now she really went all out, determination powering her moves as she pulled ahead. Even though her lungs were starting to burn, there was no way she was giving up, not when she was winning. And then she wasn’t. Damn it. He was fast. They were neck and neck. They turned at the same time. She went ahead, gliding underwater for a good metre, but seconds after she surfaced, he was there again, now matching her stroke for stroke. Gritting her teeth, she dug deeper, her arms flashing furiously as she sliced through the water. He had stamina, she had to concede, but that was all she would concede. They turned again and she pushed off once more, her arms like windmills slicing through the water.

      They swam another two lengths and each time she pulled ahead, he caught up with her. She ignored the lactic acid building up in her muscles. This time, when they reached the end of the length and she touched the wall three strokes ahead, she smirked to herself. Yes. Still got it. But as she was about to push off again, she realised that he had stopped.

      In triumph she completed the length, grateful to slow down a little. Reaching the other end, she turned to find that he had hauled himself out of the water and his long, lean and very tanned legs were dangling in the water.

      Under the water she did a little fist bump. She’d outswum him. Mind you, she could barely breathe, so it was gratifying to see that his chest was heaving as much as hers. Her heart pounded so hard that she could feel the blood thudding through her veins.

      She gulped a little as she studied him further. That was one very fine chest. Tanned, broad and muscular, with the well-toned physique of an athlete rather than the sharply delineated muscles of a body builder. Definitely a very nice view. Would it be too obvious if she fanned herself for a moment?

      Taking it more leisurely this time, she swam over and hauled herself onto the side of the pool beside him.

      His face lit up and he grinned, giving her a weak wave and, still a little out of puff, said, ‘Hi. I think you might have killed me.’

      She grinned back, her own lungs working hard to re-oxygenate while pure pleasure reverberated in ripples through her, post-exertion endorphins and feminine appreciation responding to his knockout smile.

      ‘Phew, you’re fast,’ she said, once she could breathe again.

      ‘You were faster,’ he acknowledged.

      She nodded and couldn’t help the little smirk of triumph.

      ‘Today,’ he added.

      She raised an eyebrow.

      ‘Next time,’ he said with a cheeky wink. ‘I’ll take you. I wasn’t prepared to find a shark in the pool with me this morning.’

      ‘I’m game for a rematch anytime you want,’ she replied with a quick laugh.

      He laughed in response, rivulets of water dripping down a very handsome face, his wide smile revealing strong white teeth against his dark mahogany tan. He could have modelled for a toothpaste ad.

      He held out a hand. ‘Felipe.’

      She took it and found his grasp firm and decisive as he gave her hand a quick, respectful shake.

      ‘Rebecca,’ she said with another grin. Who didn’t love a good sport?

      ‘Felipe!’ a woman’s voice yelled. ‘We need you.’

      His smile faltered and he looked back over his shoulder. ‘Ah, duty calls. I must go. No doubt I’ll see you around.’ He stood up and looked down at her and she was suddenly conscious of her skimpy bikini, which left nothing to the imagination. Not her usual swimming attire. Unfortunately, she’d been too impatient to get into the water this morning to go through her case properly. Now she regretted it, although to give Felipe credit he kept his gaze above her neck and maintained eye contact. Hardly surprising since she wasn’t exactly a femme fatale – too much of a tomboy to attract the attention of men. Rebecca’s broad-shouldered build served her well and she was proud of her body but she knew it wasn’t the desirable type.

      ‘I need to go too,’ she said, glancing down at her watch. She had a meeting at 10 am with her new boss.

      Felipe rose and walked across the stone patio to a door at the far end of the farmhouse where he disappeared. And who would blame her if she didn’t admire the view just a little? She was only human after all. She had yet to get her bearings, having only arrived last night, but she thought that might be where the hotel bedrooms were. He must be a guest.

      Allowing herself another few minutes, she leaned back, tipped her face up to the sun, letting its rays warm her cooled skin. Her induction meeting today, in the beautiful farmhouse that made up the main part of the hotel, was where she’d learn more about her daily routines. During dinner last night she’d met quite a few of the Rebelo family and her head had spun trying to keep up with all their names. They had all been talking so much, she hadn’t really got a handle on who was who, but it was clear they all worked in some capacity in the family-run business.

      Enough musing. She needed to make herself presentable and go and meet the person who would be her boss for the next five months.
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      ‘Give it back to me!’ Katerina darted around Felipe, chasing her younger sister, who held an eye pencil above her head. Cristina doubled back, using him as a barrier, while Katerina yelled at her again, ‘Give it back!’

      Welcome to bedlam, he thought and plucked the pencil out of Cristina’s hand with what he knew was an annoying grin. He held it above his head, far out of reach of the younger girl and her sister.

      ‘Felipe,’ muttered twelve-year-old Cristina with a pout. ‘Why are you here?’ He paused and put a finger on his chin with a mock frown. ‘I live here. Yes, that must be it.’ He grinned at the diminutive frame standing in front of him. Of all the Rebelo girls she was, to her disgust, the smallest – although she certainly made up for it in strength of personality. She was no runt of the litter. Being the youngest, barely two years old when her father had died, she’d had to fight hard above the grief that had swamped the family when both Eduardo Rebelo and his brother, Emilio, were wiped out in a road traffic accident. A careless driver rounded a bend too quickly and mowed down both men in front of Felipe when he was just twenty.

      With a grieving widow, two distraught siblings and three distressed cousins, Felipe’s life had changed beyond all recognition: his pro-cycling dream snuffed out overnight.

      He looked at the make-up in his hand. ‘Hmmm, I think I’ll keep this. It’s just my colour.’

      ‘No,’ wailed fourteen-year-old Katerina, ‘it’s mine,’ she said with venom, pointing to her sister, her eyes flashing with promised retribution. ‘She stole it!’

      ‘Did not,’ said Cristina in sing-song denial. ‘It was in the bathroom. Finders, keepers.’

      ‘You must have taken it out of my room!’ screeched Katerina, lunging with intent at her sister, who squealed and ran around the other side of the sofa.

      ‘Or maybe it was Ana,’ suggested Felipe, a wicked twinkle in his eye, referring to their older sister. Both girls looked at him indignantly. ‘No,’ they said in unison, coming to a rapid halt just as he’d known they would. Unified by shock and sudden sisterly loyalty, they both glared at him.

      ‘Ana would never do that,’ said Katerina.

      ‘No, she wouldn’t,’ said Cristina. ‘That’s mean, Felipe.’

      ‘So now I’m the bad guy,’ he said, shaking his head sorrowfully. They both burst into giggles, realising he’d been teasing them, and they followed him into the big family kitchen where his mother sat at a large pine table, a pot of coffee and a plate of pastries in front of her.

      ‘Morning, Mãe,’ said Felipe, stooping to drop a kiss on her slightly greying hair.

      ‘Felipe, you’re home. When did you get back? I didn’t hear you.’

      ‘Late last night.’

      ‘Aw, didn’t your girlfriend want to put out?’ said Cristina, the little minx.

      ‘Cristina!’ snapped Felipe’s mother, although her eyes sparkled with quick mischief. It was always a relief to see her smile so readily and easily these days. It had taken some time for the whole family to climb their way back out of grief.

      ‘I have a meeting this morning. I decided it would be easier to drive back last night rather than risk the traffic this morning.’

      Cristina sat down at the table and propped her chin on her hand, studying him. ‘Booty call then.’

      Katerina giggled.

      His mother closed her mouth but didn’t reprimand the girl, probably because she was desperate for him to find a nice girl and settle down, which he had absolutely no intention of doing. He had enough women in his life on a permanent basis; he did not need another one to look after.

      Ana walked into the room. Thank goodness. His older cousin was far more refined and thoughtful than her younger sisters.

      ‘Hey, Ana,’ he said as she acknowledged him with a slight nod.

      ‘He goes to Lisbon to escape from you, you menaces,’ said Ana, calmly patting her aunt’s shoulder as she rounded the table to sit opposite Felipe.

      His mother, Maria, poured him his favourite meta de leite, a traditional milky coffee, and pushed it towards him. ‘Have a pastry. Ana made them this morning.’ She indicated the plate containing several bola de arroz, the crusted sugar on top glistening invitingly.

      He took one and bit into the light, crumbly muffin. The rice flour gave it its delicate texture, and the lemon zest, the fresh flavour. They were his favourites and he’d earned one in the pool. He’d had to push himself hard to keep up with the new girl. She had to be the new hire because there were no guests of her description at the moment.

      She was fast and had a great smile. He wondered if she was single, although he assumed, if she’d agreed to work out here for several months, she must have no real ties back home.

      It could be fun to spend some time with her. He got the feeling she’d enjoy challenging him in more than just the pool. Maybe, like him, she was after some light-hearted fun during the summer.

      Taking a sip of his coffee, he realised his mother was talking to him. ‘Sorry, Mãe, I was miles away.’

      ‘I was asking if you’d have time to approve the new menu today.’

      ‘Sure,’ he said, exchanging a quick glance with Ana, who gave him a discreet smile. His mother had been working in the kitchen since before he was born and was an absolute genius with flavours and local food. People travelled for miles to eat in the restaurant. So it was a mystery why she still sought his approval on the seasonal menu changes – it wasn’t as if he ever changed anything – plus, he had a million and one other things to do today. He bit back his impatience. ‘How about we go through it at two o’clock?’

      ‘Thank you, and you can see what you think of the new butter dishes I’d like to buy.’

      Felipe smiled, hoping she couldn’t see beneath the surface. He loved her dearly and she had excellent taste. He couldn’t remember a single time he’d ever challenged one of her suggestions.

      ‘Can I swap my shift with Cristina on Saturday?’ piped up Katerina.

      ‘No!’ squealed her sister with an outraged howl. ‘I’m going swimming that afternoon!’

      ‘But I’ve got something planned,’ protested Katerina.

      The girls began to bicker about it. Felipe sucked in a quick breath and wondered how they’d react if he stood up and walked out. Knowing those two, they’d follow him down the corridor, jumping up and down at each other like a pair of excitable monkeys. ‘What does it say on the rota?’ he said sternly, knowing full well because he’d signed it off last week.

      Katerina pouted, which she did rather well.

      ‘You both work alternate Saturday mornings,’ said Felipe, running his hand through his hair. ‘That’s fair.’

      ‘Yes, but Cristina can go swimming anytime. It’s not like she has any friends.’

      ‘Do too! I have real friends. You just want to go and do kissy faces with Bernardo.’

      ‘I don’t!’ said Katerina turning bright red and throwing a spoon at her sister.

      Felipe gripped the table, threw his head back and looked at the ceiling, wishing sometimes that he could go and live in his nice little apartment in Lisbon and leave them all to it. Except that wasn’t possible. When his dad and uncle had died, it had fallen to him to take responsibility for the hotel, the restaurant and the family. He loved them all dearly but sometimes, like now, it was like living in a zoo.

      ‘Girls!’ said Maria firmly, clapping her hands. ‘Enough. Felipe has only just got home.’ They both stopped talking and contented themselves with glaring and mouthing insults at one another. ‘Give him some peace. Ana needs to talk to him about the new flour supplier. There have been a few problems.’

      Ana gave him a shy smile. ‘Maybe not now,’ she said with an apologetic shrug, which was ironic because of all the family she was the least demanding, but she wasn’t assertive enough to deal with suppliers.

      ‘Why not?’ he said softening his voice. ‘It might be the best chance you get.’

      This day was only going to get busier, he thought, and he was suddenly grateful for the quick, fun interlude earlier. It was the first interaction he’d had with an attractive woman for a while, despite what his family liked to think. He didn’t have the time or the inclination for anything serious, but there was no reason why he couldn’t have a bit of fun.

      Knowing he’d see plenty of the girl from the pool cheered him no end.
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      Rebecca had wasted too much time trying to decide what to wear for her first meeting with her new boss and now she was going to be late.

      She was here to teach Pilates – she’d wear yoga pants, a sports bra and a T-shirt. At least she’d look like she knew what she was doing, which she did when it came to teaching Pilates. Sadly not when it came to choosing clothes. That had never been her thing and ever since that disastrous night at the Spring Ball a month ago, she’d been second-guessing everything she wore.

      Eek. That pink floral number. It had looked so good on the model on the website – a vivacious brunette with a mass of thick dark hair, dark eyes and well-defined eyebrows. Her colouring should have given Rebecca her first clue, given that she was blonde and blue-eyed. The pale pink colour made her look washed out and sickly. The bigger mistake had been not trying it on before the day of the ball and assuming that it would look the same on her as it did on the model.

      It did not.

      Realising that dwelling on unpleasant memories wasn’t going to do anything for her frame of mind and definitely wasn’t in the spirit of wellness – for which she’d been employed – Rebecca grabbed her phone and room key and set off to the main building where the admin offices were housed.

      Walking through the grounds, she stopped to admire the glorious infinity pool which stopped just short of the rich umber cliffs that edged the rolling Atlantic beyond. The wind rustled in the pines bordering the garden and fragrant bursts of thyme perfumed the air as she brushed past the herb-filled borders.

      This place seemed to be every bit as idyllic as its description on the website, according to which there were twenty bedrooms each with their own private terrace or balcony, and a wellness and spa centre with an indoor hydrotherapy pool, two outdoor freshwater pools, several spa treatment rooms and, of course, the Pilates pagoda set in the grounds amongst the lavender fields, where she would be teaching each morning. She would also be part of the hotel staff and undertake other duties, including waitressing and room cleaning. She guessed that might have put other people off, but not her. Such was her desperation to escape the small Buckinghamshire village where everyone was laughing at her that she’d jumped at the chance to put her Pilates training to good use.

      Rebecca smiled to herself as she approached the rustic wooden door at the entrance to the old farmhouse. She would forget about all the negative thoughts. She’d made the break and got away from Will, and was finally accepting that he would never see her as more than a good friend. Despite her bright smile bolstering her, the realisation never got any easier. Why did love have to hurt so much? When would this constant ache weighing heavily on her heart finally relax its hold?

      She lifted her chin. Fresh start. New challenge. Even though she was a good half-hour early, she pushed open the door and stepped into the cool, dark interior with its thick whitewashed walls and worn terracotta tiled floor. She glanced around the long corridor brightened by full-length occasional windows that looked out over the main pool. Through the open doors on the opposite side, she could hear the furious cheeping of the hyperactive sparrows that darted through the trees.

      ‘Can I help you?’ asked a man in what she guessed was the hotel uniform: tan shorts and a cotton polo shirt bearing the hotel logo, topped with an apron a shade darker. He had kind eyes, and his dark hair shot through with grey suggested he was probably in his early fifties.

      ‘Erm, I’m a bit early. I’ve got a meeting with the spa manager at ten. I’m the new Pilates teacher. I was told to meet him here in the restaurant.’

      ‘Ah, welcome.’ His dark eyes crinkled encouragingly with friendly warmth. ‘I am Antonio, the manager of the restaurant. Can I get you a coffee or an orange juice while you wait?’

      She grinned at him. ‘I wouldn’t say no to an orange juice.’

      ‘Come sit on the terrace. How about some breakfast?’

      She gave him an uncertain look. Antonio grinned. ‘Don’t worry, we’re very informal. Go find a table. Anywhere you like.’

      As it was such a gorgeous morning and Rebecca loved being outside, she needed no further encouragement. Part of the appeal of the job – who was she kidding – the biggest part of the appeal of the job was that she’d be teaching outside every day.

      She took a seat under one of the sail shades. Even at this hour, the Portuguese sun was fierce. Someone had chosen well when they’d sited the original farm here. The terrace surrounding the restaurant, built onto the side of the farmhouse, was perfectly positioned to take in the view. Even though they were on the clifftop just above the beach, there wasn’t another building in the immediate vicinity. Below the farmhouse, which stood on a small rise, was a grove of orange trees, the oranges beacon-bright dots amongst the deep green glossy leaves, and beyond that, open, dusty fields of pale straw.

      Relaxing into her seat, she watched a pair of unfamiliar but striking birds, each with a pinkish-brown body, black-and-white striped wings and rakish pointed heads. She was so absorbed in their fussy antics as they pecked sedately at the nearby lush green lawn that she didn’t notice the man approaching until he pulled out the chair opposite. She looked over, startled by the grate of wood on stone.

      ‘Hoopoes,’ he said, following her gaze. ‘Funny little things. They always make me smile.’

      ‘They are sweet,’ said Rebecca, recognising Felipe from the pool. His friendly grin immediately made her feel more positive about her decision to come here. She was going to make lots of new friends this summer. Make the most of what could be a brilliant trip. ‘Hello again.’

      ‘Do you mind?’ he asked, indicating the chair.

      She shook her head. Mind? Not at all. All dried off, he was even more gorgeous than he had been in the pool. ‘Although I do have a meeting in twenty minutes with the spa manager, my boss.’

      She glanced at him, awareness suddenly dawning. ‘You’re not my boss, are you?’

      That would be such a shame.

      He paused and then shook his head. ‘I’m not the spa manager. And don’t worry about her. She’s a pussy cat, really.’ His eyes twinkled at her and she was surprised at the punch of relief she felt. Not her boss. Not off limits.

      ‘I wasn’t worried until you said that,’ said Rebecca, laughing.

      Antonio came out through the row of French windows bordering the restaurant, carrying a large jug of orange juice in one hand and rather impressively balancing a big round tray in the other.

      He nodded at Felipe with a warm smile. ‘Morning. Coffee? Breakfast?’

      ‘Hi, Antonio. Can I take a fresh coffee? No breakfast, thank you. I already ate far too many of Ana’s pastries.’

      Rebecca noted the quick interchange and decided that Felipe must be a guest. Looking at the array of fresh fruit, pastries, ham and cheese, along with several types of bread in a separate basket and a little dish of what looked like home-made jam, her mouth watered and she wasn’t sure where to start.

      ‘Thank you, this looks like an amazing breakfast.’

      ‘You’re welcome,’ said Antonio. ‘Orange juice?’

      ‘People travel for kilometres to come for breakfast,’ said Felipe. ‘Quinto do Mar is known for it.’

      In response to her nod, the waiter poured the almost neon orange liquid into her glass and stepped back, waiting as she took a sip, almost like a sommelier.

      ‘Oh wow!’ she said, as the zing of citrus hit her tongue. He nodded with satisfaction as if his job here was done, and then retreated back to the restaurant.

      ‘I think that’s the best orange juice I’ve ever tasted.’

      ‘Of course it is,’ said Felipe, with one of those quick smiles she was already coming to associate with him. She liked his refreshing self-assurance. Confident rather than cocky. ‘The oranges were picked this morning and freshly squeezed.’

      ‘Really?’ She lifted an eyebrow.

      ‘Cross my heart. It’s made every day.’ His sincerity was rather endearing, especially the way that he crossed his hands over his chest to support the claim.

      She eyed the plate filled with delicate slices of kiwi fruit, slivers of melon and a handful of tiny strawberries, before her eyes moved on to the selection of three pastries adjacent to several slices of cured ham and pale, creamy squares of cheese.

      ‘And the strawberries…’ He leaned over and helped himself to one. ‘The best you’ll ever taste and also fresh from the garden today.’ He popped it into his mouth, his dark, whisky eyes dancing with devilment. ‘Mmm, delicious.’ He beamed at her.

      A tiny spurt of red juice leaked out of his mouth and she found her eyes drawn to it.

      ‘You’ve erm…’ She pointed to his lips and watched as he dabbed at them and then licked his finger, his eyes on hers the whole time. It could have been cheesy and a bit ick, except his eyes danced with mischief the whole time.

      He stole another one.

      ‘Oy,’ she said, laughing in spite of herself, amused by his easy charm. She slapped his hand as he leaned over, clearly intent on stealing a third. ‘Keep your mitts off!’

      He withdrew his hand, pretending to nurse it against his chest. ‘You’re fast on the draw.’

      ‘Ha!’ she crowed. ‘I have two permanently hungry brothers. I know how to be protective of my food.’ She’d learned quickly because her parents believed growing boys needed to eat – even at Rebecca’s expense.

      She jokingly put her arms around her plate.

      ‘They’re really good. You should try one.’ He nodded down at the plate.

      ‘Mmm, it would be nice to find out for myself, but you keep pinching them.’

      ‘Snooze you lose,’ he said, in very good English.

      She rolled her eyes and selected one, lifting it to her mouth. Within a heartbeat, she was suddenly very aware of his direct gaze. Aware of him watching her.

      A thrill whispered through her.

      She lifted her chin and looked back at him as she bit into the strawberry.

      ‘Ooh!’ A squeal escaped with the instant hit of pleasure, her eyes widening as the burst of juicy sweetness overran her tongue and lit up her senses.

      He gave her a slow, approving smile. She blushed.

      ‘Looks like you enjoyed that.’ The low timbre of his voice set off a response deep in her belly.

      ‘I did,’ she said, lifting her chin again, trying to ignore the fizz running through her body and the fear that she’d definitely pulled a sex face. Could you equate eating strawberries with orgasms? It was the closest she’d been to one for a while.

      ‘We grow them right there. They’re picked every morning.’

      ‘We?’ asked Rebecca, realising she’d been very slow. Felipe nodded. ‘You’re one of the family?’

      ‘Yes, you met my mother, Maria, last night and my cousins. This farm has been in my family for many generations.’ Although there was a flicker of pride in his eyes, there was also something else, which Rebecca couldn’t quite put her finger on but at some instinctual level recognised as a sense of kinship.

      ‘Family business,’ she said, wondering what it was Felipe did. Probably not a lot. He was obviously a charmer and, like her brothers, probably took the family business and its ongoing success for granted. A bit like her father, who’d inherited the brewery from his father and brother but wasn’t interested enough to drive the business forward. Luckily, he’d also inherited good, loyal staff who cared enough about the brewery to ensure that it ticked over, but it could be so much more.

      ‘Yes,’ said Felipe with a carefree wave at the land around them.

      ‘I don’t think I’ve ever had such fresh or sweet strawberries.’

      ‘I’d be happy to take you strawberry picking any time you like.’

      ‘Would you?’ she asked, responding to his flirty smile.

      ‘Bom dia, you must be Rebecca.’ A shadow loomed over them and Rebecca looked up to find a very tall woman with long, dark hair and a piercing stare standing there. ‘I hope Felipe isn’t bothering you.’ She gave him a withering stare. ‘Don’t you have somewhere to be?’

      He sighed heavily, his bright eyes still full of fun despite her chiding tone.

      ‘Duty calls. I’ll see you later, Rebecca. Perhaps for a repeat match in the pool?’ His eyes focused on hers once again and she felt that silly roll of her heart. He was a charmer, that was for sure, but there was also something else about him too. She couldn’t quite put her finger on it.

      ‘Maybe I’ll give you a head start this time,’ she replied with a quick smirk.

      He rose, saluted both women and wandered off in the direction of the garden.

      Inês rolled her eyes and watched him leave as she sat down in the seat he’d just vacated.

      ‘Whatever you do, don’t take him seriously.’ Her mouth crimped in a disapproving line. ‘It’s about time he settled down. His pai would not have been impressed. He should be married by now.’

      Rebecca nodded, feeling that Felipe was definitely not the sort to be married by now. He seemed to be more interested in having fun, and it was infectious. He clearly knew how to have a good time, which made him even more attractive because he was everything Will wasn’t – light-hearted, irreverent and he would never be interested in anything permanent. Just the thing to take her mind off her heartache. Just the thing to help her forget Will.
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      He leaned against the bar, contemplating ordering a nice cool Sagres. It was just after seven and he’d barely touched the dozen urgent things on his to-do list, let alone solve the six imperative should-have-been-sorted-yesterday problems. A headache danced around his temples, threatening to squeeze harder. He’d missed lunch and was more than ready for dinner, although that wouldn’t be for another hour and a half. But there wasn’t much more he could do today. He’d go through the books after dinner this evening but in the meantime, the restaurant was fully booked and three new sets of guests had checked in.

      ‘Ah, Felipe.’ Inês appeared with the new hire at her side. ‘Can I hand Rebecca over to you? I’m going home and I haven’t had a chance to tell her about her other duties. Would you mind doing it? You don’t look busy.’ She gave him a sarcastic smile.

      At the sight of Rebecca, Felipe perked up. Her challenge and their exchange over breakfast this morning had made him feel more alive and energetic than he had done for a while. ‘I’d love to.’

      ‘Good, I’m going home. Some of us have put in a full day’s work. Bye, Rebecca, I’ll leave you to it. Do you remember where the yoga mats are stored for the morning? And what the combination lock is to open up the gym? And don’t forget to put towels out in the gym. I’ve ordered a uniform for you. Make sure you wear it as soon as it arrives.’ Felipe bit back a smile at his bossy sister. She never believed anyone could do a job as well as she could. It had taken him a while to persuade her that additional help on the spa side of the hotel would be of benefit.

      Rebecca, clearly unfazed by Inês’s control freakery, tapped her phone. ‘All in my notes, don’t worry.’

      ‘Right,’ said his eldest sister reluctantly. ‘I’m going home. Garcia promised to cook dinner tonight, although we’ll see.’

      ‘Have a good evening, Inês,’ he said.

      ‘Huh,’ she replied with a disparaging sniff. ‘It’s all right for you, you’ve got Mãe and the girls running around after you. You don’t have to lift a finger.’

      He grinned at her. ‘And that’s the way it should be.’ He winked at Rebecca.

      Inês huffed out a sigh and hurried away.

      Rebecca watched her and he saw the polite facade drop. She looked a little tired and bemused.

      ‘How was your day?’ he asked.

      ‘There’s a lot to take in,’ she said. ‘I think my brain is a little fried.’

      ‘Fancy a swim at the beach?’

      ‘A swim?’ Rebecca’s face lit up. ‘Oh yes, that sounds like bliss. I haven’t been to the beach yet.’

      ‘Meet you back here in five?’

      ‘Done.’ She beamed back at him and darted away before he could warn her it was a bit of a walk down there.

      And five minutes later, with no fuss, there she was, a tote bag slung over her shoulders, her hair swinging in a swishy ponytail and trainers on her feet.

      ‘What are you smirking about?’ she asked as she caught sight of the look on his face.

      ‘I’m impressed.’ He tapped his watch. His cousins would have taken at least three quarters of an hour to decide which bikini to wear, whether the sunglasses they chose were right and if their make-up would survive. And although Ana wouldn’t fuss about what she looked like, she would meticulously round everyone up, making sure they had everything they needed. You could always rely on her to have a spare towel, extra suncream and an emergency hat.

      Rebecca scrunched up her face, a look of disparagement in her eyes. ‘Puh-lease. Don’t tell me you’re one of those men that subscribes to the theory that it takes women forever to get ready.’

      He held up his hands in surrender. ‘Never.’

      ‘Good,’ she said with a brisk nod. ‘Now lead on.’

      She matched him stride for stride as they walked down the slope to the winding path that led down to the beach. He inhaled the fragrant lavender that hedged the path and buzzed with busy bees. He loved this place, although it had never been his intention to stay.

      As if she’d been reading his mind, she asked, ‘Have you always lived here? Your English is incredible.’

      ‘I went to the international school here. Then university in the States.’ He kept his explanation deliberately short. ‘Being fluent is very handy.’ He flashed her a flirtatious smile to distract her from any further questions.

      ‘I bet it is.’ She rolled her eyes and laughed.

      ‘How about you? This is a departure.’

      She raised an eyebrow.

      ‘I read your application.’ He shrugged. ‘I was in the office. I was bored.’

      ‘You need to get out more if that’s your entertainment.’

      ‘Oh, I get out plenty, don’t you worry.’

      She laughed again. ‘Yeah, I bet you do. Having all this must be amazing.’ She spread out an arm to encompass the view, but he didn’t miss the fact she’d avoided answering his question. ‘Does your family own this land?’

      He paused and turned to look back at the building. ‘The main house was always the farmhouse, built by my great-grandfather. Everything is grown here on the farm or the sister farm Quinto do Marmelo, which is about twenty kilometres away. It was my grandfather’s idea to create the hotel in the second building you see today.’ He pointed to the long, low building, with its two-storey block at one end, painted white, with the windows outlined in the traditional deep blue so common on the Algarve.

      ‘The restaurant was an extension. It was my father…’ He raised his head and looked

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  



OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Praise for Julie Caplin
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        Thank you for reading…
        
          		
            Escape with a new book…
          


        


      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Also by Julie Caplin
      


      		
        Credits
      


      		
        Subscribe to OMC
      


      		
        Go All In…
      


      		
        About the Publisher
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


      		Also by Julie Caplin


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/omc-logo-bw.jpg






OEBPS/images/hotelbythesea.jpg
SUE MOORCROFT






