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Mia Hart practically floated down Fox Bay’s high street, rucksack slung over one shoulder, a light breeze ruffling her blonde curls. What a beautiful day, she thought dreamily. The last day of her exams. The sort of day where only good things were likely to happen. The bright June sunshine glinted off the sea beyond the harbour. Kids ran past her down to the sea front and the promise of ice cream. The air smelled like salt and sunscreen and possibility.

Mia was often accused of having her head in the clouds. And it was true, she was a hopeless romantic. But sometimes, she thought, real life could be pretty wonderful too. And today was about as good as it got. She was pretty sure she had nailed every question on that English exam. And now exams – and school – were finally over. Her summer, and the rest of her life, stretched ahead of her. A prestigious film course in London that autumn was the first of the exciting adventures in store. Mia grinned. Things were only going to get better and better.

She fished out her phone to text her best friend Callie, dodging clusters of students already heading to the Driftwood Café for celebratory iced coffees and cake, waving at people she knew as she passed. Callie had been collected from the exam hall promptly to make a train to London, where she had an internship – two months working with the medieval history team at the British Museum. Not every eighteen-year-old’s idea of the perfect summer, Mia thought with a grin, but then Callie wasn’t every eighteen-year-old.

Callie and Mia had bonded at nursery and stayed friends due to their love of all things romance – but while Mia preferred her romance firmly on the page or in the cinema, Callie had gone down a seriously medieval route. She adored all things chivalry and dragon lore. Instead of swooning over Taylor Swift, she pored over tragic ballads sung in draughty castle halls. Even her outfits were heavily accessorised – as much velvet as she could manage, elaborate hairstyles and lockets – and she had a penchant for quoting poetry. She was also warm, loyal and endlessly imaginative, and Mia was going to miss her horribly. Callie being in London was the only fly in the ointment this summer.

She typed fast.

How did it go? All the questions we revised came up, just like we wanted! Text me when you get to London.

Mia shoved her phone back in her pocket. She picked up her pace, excitement bubbling again. Something beyond end-of-exam-freedom excitement. A whole different excitement. A sense that her life was about to tip into something big.

A wave of anticipation swept over her as she walked down the high street. The atmosphere in the quaint little Cornish seaside town of Fox Bay was buzzing, matching her mood – and not just because it was the end of exams. Everyone, from the couples holding hands at the tables outside the Driftwood Café, to parents chatting in the school playground, to the fishermen on the pier, seemed to be talking about one thing: the film. The real Hollywood movie that was about to start shooting right here in Fox Bay, based on the bestselling romance novel Ocean Deep.

Mia still couldn’t quite believe that this film was happening at all, let alone that it was being filmed in her own home town. It was the stuff of dreams for her. Ocean Deep was her favourite romance book in the world – and Mia had read a lot of romance books. She had been obsessed ever since Josie – her godmother and unofficial life coach – had decided that Mia was altogether too serious and had introduced her to the genre at a definitely inappropriate age. Mia tore through the novels voraciously and wanted more. From that moment on, Mia was in love with love.

‘You’re just like me, darling,’ Josie would tell her. ‘A true romantic, in an ordinary world. But there’s always romance to be found, you know, even in everyday things. You just have to look for it.’

Josie, her mother’s best friend, was a tall, glamorous hippie with greying curls and a penchant for flowing scarves. She adored tragic Russian poetry, long walks in the moonlight and felt strongly that life was meant to be lived passionately. She ran the local bookshop, Wildest Dreams, and seeing a kindred spirit in Mia, took her education in the romance genre seriously. In Wildest Dreams, among the shelves of dog-eared paperbacks and glittering dreamcatchers, Josie had turned Mia into a hopeless romantic before she’d even learned how to spell infatuation.

As the years passed, Mia devoured every Jane Austen, Georgette Heyer, Jenny Han and Kathleen Lee romance on the shelves, swooning over men in frock coats while her classmates obsessed over vampires and dystopian heroes. She lived and breathed romance. In spite of the fact that her parents had broken up after her brothers were born, Mia believed implicitly in true love. As Josie had warned her, her romance books made the rest of the world, even somewhere as quirky as Fox Bay, seem ordinary in comparison. Whenever times got tough – a falling-out with friends, a rough day at school – Mia would turn to romance. She found it comforting. Sure, there was the occasional unfortunate tragedy on the moors, but most of the time things worked out. There was usually hope to be had in those last pages.

She loved romance films, too. The warmth, the quirk, the heart. Say Anything, Anastasia, While You Were Sleeping, The Wedding Banquet, Pride and Prejudice. She loved the declarations in the rain. She loved the squabbling background characters. She loved the misunderstandings. She loved the endings, where the couple confessed their love in a swooning close-up, the elderly aunt uttering one last waspish put-down, the screen fading to black with all the loose ends tied up.

The best thing, Mia would think as the credits rolled, was that you never have to worry about what happened next. Harry and Sally would always be each other’s best friend, Lizzie and Darcy would always smoulder at each other across a ballroom, and Blue and Simon would always be as happy as they were on that Ferris wheel. Whenever life got tough, Mia would put on a romance film or open up a book. She began to obsess over what made these movies so compelling – the love to hate structure, the swelling music over a declaration of love, the subtle development of expressions and body language and costume as the central couple began to spark off each other. Using the battered family iPad, Mia began drafting in her friends to make her own high school romance movies. For the most part, her friends were amenable and let her direct them in whatever ambitious project she had in mind – a retelling of Wuthering Heights filmed on the pier in Year 5 or a one-woman condensed short based on Persuasion two Christmases ago, with Callie playing all the parts. Mia’s family sat through them all and applauded after each one. One day she dreamed of making real movies, for a proper audience – films to warm even the saddest or loneliest of hearts. Nothing could beat being in a cinema, with a whole crowd of people all hanging on the lovelorn heroine’s every word and cheering when the happy ending finally arrived. Mia hadn’t had any great romances of her own yet, but she was sure it would happen one day for her – and it would be just like the movies.

As Mia turned past Wildest Dreams now, she saw Josie stacking shelves and gave her a cheery wave. She noticed her godmother putting a poster in the window – Calling all Fox Bay Readers for the Annual Wildest Dreams Readathon! Mia sighed. Her memories of the Fox Bay Readathon were not good.

The summer she turned eleven, Mia had made it her mission to read all the romances in the shop. That was the summer she should have won the Wildest Dreams Junior Readathon, she thought, with a flicker of irritation. She still remembered the sting of coming second to that tourist boy with the dark hair and a smug smile – just because his fantasy books had more pages (a lot more pages), a whole other language and a glossary. Unjust, completely. Why should navel-gazing dragons win out over friends to lovers?

As she got older, Mia frequently brought up that Readathon to anyone who would listen as an example of literary snobbery that, unfortunately, seemed to extend to all things romance. It felt like if a book had a pastel cover and seemed like it might be fun, people would dismiss it as fluffy and silly. They were missing out, Mia thought.

Still, if Mia still bore a grudge for losing out on the Readathon cup all those years ago, she had no worries about this summer. Because she was going to see movie magic happening right here, in Fox Bay.

A couple of years ago, Kathleen Lee’s newest romance novel, Ocean Deep, had been unexpectedly launched at Wildest Dreams. In true Fox Bay fashion, the launch hadn’t exactly gone to plan – but it had sparked huge excitement in the town, not to mention that it had put Josie’s shop on the tourist map, with BookTokkers and Kathleen Lee fans making their pilgrimage to Fox Bay. Kathleen Lee had declared the sleepy little town to be exactly how she had imagined the one in her book.

And the excitement had only continued. All last year, there had been speculation in the Kathleen Lee reddit boards about a movie in the works. And then, last winter, Brooke Wakefield had appeared in Fox Bay, renting a room above Wildest Dreams. It turned out she was a famous Hollywood producer and she had come to Fox Bay specifically to scout for locations for the filming of Ocean Deep. The rumours were swiftly confirmed by the industry press – Ocean Deep would be filming in Fox Bay that summer.

A famous romance film director, Dani Liu, was at the helm, Kathleen Lee had advised on the script and two of the hottest new talents in Hollywood – Madison White and Kiran Patel – were starring as the teenage leads, Jessica and Nick. Along with much of film reddit, Mia had spent the spring in an agony of anticipation, frantically scouring Variety and celebrity gossip sites for any news. But unlike those fans, she was getting a front row seat to the action. She was desperate for filming to start – and she longed more than anything to get work experience on the movie. Eternally optimistic, she had polished up her CV, included every scrap of relevant experience, down to her stint as assistant director of the Year 3 play, and had sent it to Brooke’s email address that she had cajoled Josie into giving her. She hadn’t yet received a reply, but she wasn’t about to give up. Surely once the production team was in town, she could persuade them to hire her to do something.

And now, finally, the first trucks were rumbling into Fox Bay. Parts of the town had been roped off. Rooms had been reserved in every available Airbnb, and The Mariner’s Arms, the local pub owned by Simi and her very pregnant wife Lou, had undergone a swift refurbishment and was now entirely booked out for months. All the locals were buzzing about Hollywood descending on their sleepy streets. The Driftwood Café had already renamed its lattes after the lead characters, and the local paper, The Fox Bay Sentinel, had been publishing speculative updates almost daily. Only Old Bill, fisherman, sailor and Fox Bay’s unofficial mayor, remained decidedly unimpressed.

‘So they think they can film here, do they?’ he had said to Mia one morning, chewing on his pipe. ‘We’ll see about that.’

‘Brooke told Josie that the production team have all the permissions sorted with the council,’ said Mia. ‘I don’t imagine they’d have set up camp here without it all being signed off.’

‘Hmm,’ Old Bill said, with an enigmatic smile. ‘TV and film companies have tried to film here before, you know. I could tell you some stories. It’s not the council they have to get past, it’s me.’

‘Well, I’m sure they’ll be in touch,’ Mia had said soothingly. She was never sure whether Old Bill had delusions of grandeur, or whether he really was as important as he seemed to think. Although she did hope someone had checked with him. Not much happened in Fox Bay without his say-so, not even a multi-million-pound movie.

Mia had done her best to scout for information, even trying to ensnare Brooke in casual conversation, but Josie’s old lodger was maddeningly tight-lipped, striding along during her visits at a fast pace with her phone clamped to her ear in a way that discouraged conversation. At least the casting was top notch, Mia thought. Madison was gorgeous, funny and cool, and Kiran was a moody heartthrob incarnate. It would be picture-perfect casting.

But the lack of hard facts hadn’t stopped Fox Bay’s rumour mill from going into overdrive. Every local business insisted it was key to the production. The hardware shop claimed to be building props, the florist swore they had been asked to provide welcome bouquets for the stars’ rooms at Saintsbury Manor, the grand country house hotel a few miles away, and that Madison only wanted yellow roses. The teens of Fox Bay spent hours hanging out on the pier in their coolest, ‘oh I just threw this on’ outfits, hoping to get spotted as extras.

Mia had been busy with revision and exams, watching wistfully from afar but, now that her studying was over, she couldn’t wait to soak it all in. She wouldn’t give up on her dream of being involved in the film in some way, even if it was just the chance to see a bit of the shoot for herself, or chat to someone from the crew about how it all worked up close. After all, it wasn’t every day Hollywood came to Fox Bay. She thought it was probably less practical than a lot of locations, but still, Mia could see why Brooke and Kathleen Lee had been so keen to film here. The book featured a windswept seaside town just like Fox Bay – a magical place where anything could happen, where love always got a second chance. It was perfect casting in its own way.

‘Movie magic,’ Mia whispered to herself, spinning once on the pavement before turning and heading up the steep lane to her house.

Her heart swelled as her little whitewashed cottage came into sight. One of the most pleasing things about her tumbledown home was how romantic it was. Mia could absolutely see her cottage starring in a romcom – Cameron Diaz might have escaped to it in The Holiday, perhaps, if she had house-swapped in Cornwall instead of Surrey. Or maybe it could have been the cottage where the Dashwood sisters had to move to when they lost their money. It had peeling blue shutters, a view of the harbour and tangled, hardy roses over the door. It was messy, constantly in disrepair and, to Mia’s eyes, perfect.

She pushed open the garden gate and strolled up the path, with its broken paving stones filled with weeds. She loved their pretty, overgrown garden, too – the apple tree that her mother optimistically promised to harvest every year, but which usually ran to windfalls for the birds, the wiry sea buckthorn bush that had taken hold with its bright orange berries, the snarl of brambles and the long grass that Mia would lie on in the summer, head in a book.

Smiling, she put her key in the lock, hoping her family would be home to congratulate her on her final exam, make her a cup of tea and sit down to discuss her thrilling movie-magic summer over cake.

But as she started to push the door open, humming happily to herself, Mia heard it. A low, ominous hissing sound, like a hose left to run. Followed by … was that gurgling? Mia frowned. That didn’t sound right. In fact, it sounded very wrong indeed. She squeezed through the open door and froze.

Her home was under water.
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Mia’s horrified gaze took in the scene. The sitting room was several inches deep in water. Her stack of revision cards bobbed by like tiny, bedraggled paper boats. Her family – mum, the twins, their two cats and a dog – were nowhere to be seen.

‘Oh no,’ whispered Mia. ‘What on earth happened here?’

She splashed inside, wading through the ankle-deep water. Along with her love of romance, Mia had a strong practical streak, which she suspected came from having a vague artist as a parent. Someone had to deal with the ordinary things, like meals and bills and, it turned out, burst pipes.

She sloshed her way into the kitchen, which, she decided, must surely be the location of the flood. She rapidly assessed the situation. The kitchen tap was fine, the sink was fine, but under the sink a pipe was spewing water. Mia grabbed a tea towel and sprang forward, then realised as water sprayed into her face how utterly useless a tea towel would be against this. She almost had to laugh. Her grand cinematic day, the start of her perfect summer, had ended not with a celebration, but with a deluge.

‘This,’ she gasped, wiping her face, ‘is where the director would definitely call cut. Think, Mia. How do I turn off the water?’ She flung down the tea towel. ‘Of course, the stopcock.’

She had sloshed out into the hallway when, to her relief, she heard her mother’s voice from upstairs.

‘For heaven’s sake, kids, don’t touch the sockets!’ There was the sound of running feet and then Mia’s mum, Rosie, appeared in the doorway. She was clutching their bewildered dog, Heathcliff, and was gasping slightly under his weight. ‘Oh darling, it’s you. I thought I heard the door but I had to rescue Heathcliff – he was hiding under the bed. Some guard dog he is. Darling, are you all right?’

‘I’m fine,’ Mia said, ‘just damp. But I don’t think Heathcliff is digging this – he must think it’s some sort of nefarious attempt to finally give him a bath.’ She took Heathcliff from her mum and let him out the back door, where he stood watching the chaos with his tail between his legs, clearly hugely relieved to be outside.

‘What a nightmare,’ her mother said. Her hair, piled in a messy knot, had once been the same golden as Mia’s but it was now streaked with grey. She wore a pair of sunglasses perched uselessly on her head and lunged suddenly for a saucepan that was floating away under the kitchen table. ‘Boys, just stay on the stairs, okay?’ she called. ‘And hold on to the cats.’

Mia stuck her head into the hallway to see the eight-year-old twins were perched on the stairs, both holding their Nintendo Switches aloft, the cats wedged between their knees.

‘We rescued the cats,’ said Nico.

‘And our switches,’ added Roman.

‘What happened?’ Mia asked her mother over the noise of rushing water. ‘And is anyone trying to stop it?’

As if on cue, the water gurgled to a sudden stop.

‘Oh, thank goodness,’ Rosie said into the silence. She made her way over to a kitchen chair and slumped into it, seemingly oblivious to her soaked dungarees. ‘I don’t know what happened. The pipe must have burst when I was painting and I only realised when I came downstairs to make some tea. You know how preoccupied I am when I’m working.’

‘I do,’ said Mia. When her mother was engrossed in a project, the house could probably burn down without her noticing. And the twins wouldn’t have heard a thing if they were locked into Minecraft. ‘Why has it stopped?’

‘Stuart must have found that thing he was looking for.’ Stuart was one of their long-suffering neighbours and a retired plumber who now worked in the post office. ‘He’s been trying to find something called the stopcock for ages. I didn’t have a clue where it was. Or what it was, to be honest.’

Mia sighed. ‘It’s a … never mind. And it’s just out back behind those canvases you painted in the seventies. It controls the water for our cottage and, weirdly, at least five of our neighbours’, who I’m sure will be thrilled to have their water cut off without warning. We’d better let them know.’ She tried to keep her exasperation in check. ‘Why didn’t you call me and ask?’

‘I didn’t think of it, darling! Well, anyway.’ Her mother smiled brightly at her. ‘It seems that it’s all sorted now.’ She gestured vaguely around the kitchen. ‘We can clear all this mess up and get on with celebrating your final exam!’

Mia looked nervously around at the kitchen, which was very much submerged. She had a nagging worry that this mess might not be as easy to clear up as her mother thought.

Her mother was an artist, who painted beautiful lampshades that were featured in House and Garden magazine and in celebrities’ houses, but she only sold a few a year and had rather gloomily taken on some IT work. Her mum was great fun, loving and supportive. But sometimes Mia did long for just a smidge of practicality.

A few minutes later, Stuart sloshed into the kitchen.

‘This doesn’t look good,’ said Stuart sadly, wiping his hands on his jeans as he looked around at the damage. ‘Some serious structural work, I’m guessing.’

‘Oh, surely not,’ gasped Mia’s mother, going ashen. ‘We can just … bail the water out, can’t we?’

‘Bail it out?’ Stuart’s eyes widened in disbelief. ‘You’ll need to get a builder in. But in my opinion? This could take out the entire ground floor.’

‘The entire ground floor?’ whispered Mia, shivering. Suddenly, she had a bad feeling in the pit of her stomach; her perfect summer, that had promised so much, was turning into a disaster movie.



Several hours, all their towels and one emergency builder’s visit later, Mia and her brothers were summoned to their mother’s room, which was the largest and also the driest, since it was upstairs. The builder had taken one horrified look, muttered something about ‘structural moisture’, and declared it an ‘extensive repair job’ that could take the rest of the summer to put right.

‘So,’ her mother said, clearly trying for cheer but sounding a bit too bright, ‘obviously we can’t camp out in the upstairs bedrooms all summer long. And every available hotel and room for let has been booked up for this film. But –’ she clapped her hands ‘– there’s a silver lining. I thought it’d be fun to do something spontaneous. Like stay with Auntie Lynn in Norfolk for the summer!’

There was a silence in which she beamed round at their unimpressed faces.

Mia broke the silence. ‘Um. Norfolk? Really?’

Her mother smiled at her appealingly. ‘Yes! You like Auntie Lynn, don’t you, darling? It’ll be lovely! Norfolk is beautiful. The twins can run around—’

‘Run around?’ said Nico in disgust.

‘Does she have Wi-Fi?’ asked Roman.

‘Of course she does,’ their mother said. ‘And then we’ll be out of the builders’ way, and, Mia, you’ll have a chance to properly relax after your exams. We needed to get those floors done anyway. In fact, everything has worked out for—’

‘Mum, you don’t understand – I can’t leave,’ Mia cut in. Her mother frowned at her, puzzled. ‘Not now, I mean,’ she amended. ‘Not when Fox Bay’s about to become a film set!’

‘Oh that,’ said her mother, her brow clearing. ‘Well, that’s okay. You’re off to film school, right? Soon you’ll be around plenty of movie sets!’

‘Not this one,’ said Mia firmly. ‘This is Ocean Deep. This is the book that made me understand what love was.’

‘Barf,’ muttered Roman.

‘This is the book that taught me who I am,’ Mia went on determinedly. ‘And it’s about to be brought to life right here in Fox Bay. Dani Liu is rumoured to be directing. The first female director to gross five million at the box office. She’s made most of the biggest romance movies of the last decade. Madison White is meant to be starring. Kiran Patel. Kathleen Lee might even be on set. Of course we don’t know anything yet …’

‘You seem to know quite a lot,’ said her mother, hiding a smile.

‘But we do know that it’s going to be amazing,’ Mia went on firmly. ‘How many times has Fox Bay been a movie set? That’s right, zero. You know I want to make films one day. This is my chance to watch and learn, even if it’s on the other side of a barrier. You never know, I might be able to get work experience! I’ve already emailed Brooke Wakefield asking her about it.’

‘Oh, I don’t think so, love,’ her mother said doubtfully. ‘They’ll have organised all that well ahead of time.’

‘We’ll see about that,’ said Mia determinedly. ‘At the very least, I get to soak up the brilliance knowing that it’s taking place right here in my home town. You can’t expect me to miss this.’

‘I didn’t think you’d feel so strongly,’ said her mother, looking worried. ‘I don’t want to stifle you creatively. But I don’t see how you can stay. Every Airbnb is booked up by these movie people. So are all the local hotels. Callie’s parents are even renting her room this summer, so you can’t stay there. Believe me, I’ve tried everywhere. Not that I don’t want to stay with Auntie Lynn, of course,’ she added hastily. ‘But I don’t think anyone will have room for you, darling, especially not at short notice.’

Mia considered her mother, a glint in her eye. She sensed an opening and pressed home her advantage. ‘So you’re saying that if I find somewhere to stay, I can?’ she asked, raising an eyebrow.

Her mother sighed. ‘I suppose so, yes. But I can’t imagine where.’

‘Believe me, I will find somewhere,’ said Mia, lifting her chin. ‘If it means staying in Fox Bay this summer and seeing this movie get made, I will make it happen.’

Mia’s room downstairs was underwater, so she retired to the twins’ room with her phone and a stack of damp biscuits for energy. She knew just who to call.

‘Josie,’ said Mia, when her godmother picked up the phone on the second ring. ‘Darling, best godmother in all the world.’

‘Mia? What do you want?’ Josie said suspiciously.

‘The thing is,’ said Mia, talking very fast, ‘we had a leak earlier. Our downstairs is basically under water …’

‘Your mum told me,’ said Josie. ‘Sounds terrible, darling. I can’t believe she didn’t notice – well, actually I can. You know what she’s like, when she’s lost in the creative moment. I’m the same, when I’m reading Russian poetry or listening to Tchaikovsky.’

‘Right,’ said Mia patiently. Her mother and Josie were very alike and she could see why they were best friends – although it sometimes made conversations hard-going. ‘The thing is, it’s going to take a while to sort and we all have to move out.’

‘I see,’ said Josie again, cautiously. ‘But what does this have to do with me? You’re all decamping to Norfolk for the summer, aren’t you? It’s a beautiful part of the world. Bleak, windswept, inspirational—’

‘That’s the plan.’ Mia broke in firmly. ‘But I don’t want to go.’

‘Why? Darling, you mustn’t be so narrow-minded. You must always seize every opportunity to—’ Josie broke off and laughed. ‘Wait. I’d forgotten who I was talking to. This wouldn’t have anything to do with a certain film being shot here in Fox Bay, would it?’

‘Of course it does! They can’t expect me to leave now,’ said Mia desperately. ‘Not when movie magic is about to happen right here, in the town I live in. There’s even rumours that Kathleen is coming back to supervise filming. Brooke must have told you all about it.’

‘Not much, I’m afraid. Brooke is very discreet,’ Josie told her apologetically.

‘Well, whether it’s true or not, I don’t mind,’ said Mia. ‘I just want to be here. Try my very best to get work experience. Absorb the magic. And I know you have a spare room at Wildest Dreams now that you’ve moved in with Fin, so I was wondering … can I stay in it?’

For as long as Mia had known Josie, she had lived in one of the two little rooms above Wildest Dreams. But then last year she had unexpectedly moved in with her baker-artist boyfriend Fin, a few streets over. She had briefly Airbnb’d Wildest Dreams, before declaring it too much work and promptly filled the rooms with boxes, presumably full of Russian poetry. But apart from that, they were empty. Mia crossed her fingers.

‘Oh, darling,’ sighed Josie, ‘the rooms upstairs are full of books. I’ve been storing some of my crafts there this summer too. And I won’t be there to look after you, I’ll be too busy in the shop and helping out Fin with the catering for this film. I really don’t think …’

‘Please,’ begged Mia. ‘I don’t mind boxes and I don’t need to be looked after. I’ll manage with anything, so long as I can stay here in Fox Bay.’

There was a silence. Then Josie sighed. ‘Somehow I don’t think anything I say will make any difference, will it, darling?’

‘Not one bit,’ said Mia firmly. ‘I want this, more than I’ve ever wanted anything. And I won’t be any trouble, Josie, I swear.’ Her aunt’s musical laugh came down the phone. ‘All right. Fin can help us move the boxes tomorrow. Provided,’ her voice became stern, ‘that your mother agrees.’

‘Of course,’ said Mia demurely, pumping the air ecstatically. ‘I’ll talk to her first thing.’

The next morning, after an uncomfortable night squashed in the same bed as the twins who were all elbows and knees, Mia went to find her mother and run through her plan. She explained it all – that she would move into Josie’s upstairs room, help out at the shop in exchange for bed and board, and soak up everything Hollywood.

After she had finished, her mother had remained silent.

‘I don’t like it,’ she said at last. ‘The whole summer here, on your own? Who will make sure you eat balanced meals?’

‘Mum,’ Mia sighed. ‘You haven’t made me a balanced meal in, like, for ever. You’re always too busy waiting for inspiration to strike. If it wasn’t for me and Delia’s Five-Minute Meals, the twins would probably have scurvy by now.’

‘Fair point. But it’s a long time away from us and who will look after you? It’s not fair to ask Josie to babysit.’

‘Babysit! I’m eighteen! Please, Mum. I’m off to film school in London in a couple of months anyway. This will be great practice for living on my own. Josie’s right down the road with Fin, and you know she’ll keep an eye on me. Fin will feed me my bodyweight in baked goods. I couldn’t be in better hands for the summer. Consider this a soft launch into adulthood.’

Her mother looked bewildered. ‘A soft launch?’

‘You know. It’ll be like I’m a grown-up, but with a safety net.’

Her mother sighed, a smile beginning. ‘You’re impossible, you know that?’

‘Runs in the family,’ Mia said, grinning. ‘Well?’

‘All right,’ said her mum suddenly. ‘It’ll teach you independence. Maybe with the movie happening you can get a taste of filmmaking before you commit to anything serious. Once you see it’s not all glitz and glamour, you might even reconsider it as a career.’ She sighed. ‘Filmmaking is a tough business – it’s not like everyone ends up in Hollywood, you know. I was hoping that one of my children would do something lucrative, like medicine or law.’

Mia giggled. ‘Sorry, but I’m studying film, Mum. I don’t think this summer will change that – but it might give me an opportunity to learn, which is all I want.’

‘All right, darling,’ her mother said. ‘If you miss us too much, you can just get the train to Norfolk.’

Mia beamed. Her perfect summer was back on track, water leak or no water leak – and maybe things really had worked out for the best. She loved Wildest Dreams, she loved Josie – and it didn’t hurt that her godmother was friends with Brooke. If Mia was lucky, she might just get a front-row seat to the most exciting thing that had ever happened to Fox Bay. She didn’t care what she did on set, so long as it was something.

She called Callie. Her friend answered before the second ring. ‘Hi,’ Callie said, sounding weary.

‘Where are you?’ demanded Mia. ‘Are you in London?’

‘Yeah,’ Callie said, her voice tinny. ‘My dad insisted we go somewhere called Brent Cross to get me stuff for my room. I’m currently staring at a Pret A Manger and a man wearing socks with sandals.’ She sighed dramatically. ‘Tell me something magical before my soul withers.’

Mia laughed. It was nice to have a friend as dramatic as she was. ‘Well, our house flooded and we all have to move out.’

‘Oh my goodness! Is everyone
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