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If he was a normal person then Journalist Isaac Lee might have waited to write this great new story for his magazine until the summer, or at the very least the spring, because it would have been a lot warmer, nicer and calmer for going to a zoo.

But one of Isaac’s many problems was that he was always impatient and he had said to his editor-in-chief that no one writes about zoos in the winter. Everyone will love it.

As Isaac drove calmly down the motorway in his little black car, dark clouds gathered overhead, the biting cold outside was seeping into his car and there was definitely not the weather for going to a zoo, but the zoo still wanted him to go and write up a piece about them.

Isaac couldn’t believe how cold his hands were, his breath was condensing in front of his eyes and the sweet piney smell of his air refresher was making him feel like he was in some Norwegian forest rather than the English countryside.

As much as Isaac had loved his trips to Norway with his ex-boyfriend. Isaac just wanted to leave that part of him behind himself, he didn’t want to focus on the past and all the pain that that had bought his way. He didn’t want to think about walking in on his boyfriend in bed with two other men.

He just wanted to focus on his future and his little promotion to Editor of the Nature Section of the magazine he worked at.

All Isaac had wanted was to write about the zoos during the winter months because despite the amazingly bitter cold, these wonderful places still did their best to provide care, love and food for the animals. 

And that’s what Isaac wanted to highlight. Zookeepers were all amazing people.

Ideally, his story would be the start of something great. If he worked hard, wrote great articles then he might be able to get a job working for a national paper and then maybe grow and climb up the ranks. Maybe becoming an Editor-In-Chief one day.

It would definitely stop the quiet jokes, looks of disappointment and shock his family always had for him whenever he mentioned his job. As far as his family was concerned he was a failure for becoming a little unknown journalist that had no hope of getting a real job.

Isaac really enjoyed the wonderful forests that lined the motorway as he kept driving along. There were thankfully no other drivers on the road which made him feel a lot safer, these poor conditions would always cause an accident and Isaac really didn’t want that.

He had a deadline, and there was no chance in hell he was going to miss it.

Yet the real reason why he had hounded his Editor-In-Chief to let him go and arrange a meeting with this particular zoo (and why he didn’t tell his family) was because the Kentish Family Zoo once belonged to his family.

Apparently according to family tradition that his parents had done their best to stamp out, the zoo once belonged to Isaac’s great-Grandmother who was forced to sell the zoo in the 40s after the second world war. 

His Great-Grandmother loved it so much, she loved her animals and even though she died long before it was a common practice. But she always made sure to encourage the animal’s natural behaviours, as it was now called Animal Enrichment.

Isaac really wished he had met his amazing Great-Grandmother but she died in the 1960s of cancer and barely wrote anything down about her life, the zoo and what it was really like there. All Isaac had were the tales of his grandmother, and her own memory was slowly turning against her.

To Isaac’s utter dismay.

Isaac saw a large sign of the Kentish Family Zoo up ahead, and he felt his stomach filled with butterflies. He had to get the story right and he had to make it good enough.

As much as he wanted to believe the magazine he worked for loved the idea of a Nature section, he still couldn’t help but feel like it was a stitch-up. 

It was no small secret that some rather hot men in tight expensive suits had been visiting the magazine’s office every day for the past month. There were rumours of a buy out and merger coming.

And that meant only one thing.

That people were going to be made reductant and all their future stories were going to die with their jobs. Isaac didn’t want to become one of those people.

Isaac popped on the indicator and was filled with complete excitement as he turned into the Kentish Family Zoo car park. 

He just knew this was going to be an amazing day.
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Zookeeper Roman Murphy seriously loved his animals. They were honestly the best things in the entire world to him, his animals were behaved, loved and just hilarious.

Roman held a large black bucket filled with chopped up carrots, lettuce and broccoli as he fed by hand some of the tiny goats that the zoo had. 

These were probably some of his favourite animals in the entire zoo. They were so cute, small and wonderful animals that were just funny if you watched them for long enough. And unlike other animals they were nice eaters, as well as they didn’t want to constantly chop off your fingers!

Yet one of the biggest lies about being a zookeeper had to be how you would get use to the smell after a while. Roman had been working here for three years now and the slight smell of animal spit, poo and urine was something he would never get used to.

Roman liked listening to the constant roaring, birds singing and shrieking of all the animals all over the zoo as they spoke to one another. Roman had been ordered to let them all out for a few hours today as the weather was marginally okay compared to the other days.

Because it was the dead of winter, the animals were kept mostly indoors these days but Roman liked making sure the animals could go outside once every few weeks to help them get some fresh air.

And it seemed to make the beautiful animals of the zoo extremely happy. Roman loved seeing them all and hearing them happy and talking.

Roman finished up feeding the goats their breakfast and looked at his small watch on his wrist. He really didn’t want to go and meet the journalist he had been assigned. The journalist was probably some jumped-up awful person who just wanted to destroy the zoo so some housing developer could build on the land.

The zoo was losing money, had had some crimes and bad leadership recently. But Roman loved this place and he knew that all the criminals had been sorted out now, and he wasn’t going to let some jump-up arrogant journalist destroy the place he loved.

Roman took a deep delightful breath of the animal-scented air and went along the concrete pathway down to the reception area which was housed in a large wooden hut.

The walk took him five minutes but he got to get glimpses of the smiling, talking animals having fun despite the biting cold of the entire zoo.

Roman went into the wooden hut, went to the wooden desk that served and the reception area and... fuck!

Roman just stared at the fucking amazing looking guy seating on one of the black chairs. He had such a round handsome face with the cutest little button nose ever, well-styled brown hair and even though he wasn’t smiling, he looked so, so gorgeous.

And to make things even worse, Roman couldn’t believe that this gorgeous hunk of a man was wearing dirty trousers, an old t-shirt and jumper. He clearly knew that zookeeping wasn’t a clean job and he actually looked like he wanted to get involved.

Roman had never ever met a journalist like that.

Granted he was clearly crazy to do his interview or whatever this was in the dead of winter. But if he got cold Roman certainly wouldn’t mind warming him up.

Wait! 

Roman forced himself to focus on the zoo. Regardless of how hot this man was, he had to focus on his making sure this evil journalist didn’t destroy the zoo he loved, he had to protect it.

No matter what.

But damn, this man was hot!
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Isaac hadn’t been waiting too long as he checked his emails, informed his boss that he had arrived safely and everything when he had received a bunch of newspaper clippings from another paper about all the criminal trouble the zoo had been facing. 

Isaac was just stunned at what had happened from thief to embezzlement to selling animals on the black market as he sat on the perfectly comfortable black chair.

These stories were amazing and now his boss wanted him to write a story about the zoo now from the perspective of its criminal past. He didn’t want to do that.

Isaac had read all the recent reviews of the place when he was waiting to be checked-in, so many people loved this place. They were happy, enjoying themselves and so many of them wanted it to succeed.

Why should Isaac destroy all that?

“Mr Lee?” a man asked.

Isaac put his phone away, stood up and... wow!

Isaac had been expecting some kind of overweight, ugly zookeeper who was just here to show him round and then kick him out. But this man was... something from another planet with his strong jawline, broad shoulders and drop dead amazing smile.

The man was clearly hot as hell and Isaac was almost scared to talk to him. In fact he couldn’t. All his words were trapped in his throat, this story was going to fail completely if Isaac couldn’t ask questions.

Isaac had to slowly force himself to talk or just say something or the hot man might just walk off in search for the journalist.

“Hi,” Isaac said. 

It was all he could force out and he felt like such an idiot.

But the hot man just smiled and bit his lip. Isaac already felt sweat drip down his legs despite how biting cold it was.

The hot man gestured Isaac to follow him and Isaac definitely did that. The hot man led Isaac out of the building and he led him down a very, very long concrete path allowing Isaac to see lions, tigers and bears.

“I’m Roman,” the hot man said. “I just want to clarify something first of all,”

Isaac nodded. He was too stunned at the sexiness of his name to speak.

“I will help you with your story and everything, but I will not let you destroy this place,” 

Isaac stopped for a moment before he quickly caught up with Roman.

“I’m not here to destroy anything. I just got emailed all the reports but I don’t want to focus on them. I just want to focus on this place, its animals and its people,” Isaac said.

Roman slowly nodded but Isaac just knew he didn’t believe him. 

After walking and setting out the sort of experiences and information Isaac wanted for his story, Roman led him to the Jaguar enclosure that was filled with large logs, platforms and long grass for the animals to jump and hide in.

Isaac saw a large black jaguar stalk through the grass and another spotted yellow one was peeping out of it. Probably checking out the new visitors he was guessing.

Isaac was a little surprised the jaguars weren’t inside, but in a strange way he just sort of sensed that the animals were happy stalking around in
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